





THE ARTHURIAN LEGEND . . .

One of the most enduring legends of the West-
ern hemisphere is the story of Arthur Pendragon,
the Round Table, and the mighty sword Excalibur
—which only a Pendragon could wield.

When Power is vested in an object, even though
the people surrounding it might be long dead, the
object itself grows in strength and stature—
achieving, in time, the force of religious signifi-
cance. Equally, an object of Evil can be so in-
vested—and hence, can grow as dangerously
Powerful.

This, then, is a tale of the age-old struggle
between good and evil; a struggle which has never
ceased, a struggle in which the chief protagonists
remain linked to the earlier champions by heredity
or by witchcraft. It is an extraordinary tale of
wonders, of adventure, of heroic courage—and of
lovers who might have been. In short, it is Adult
Fantasy—the heartland of great story-telling, and
a proud addition to Ballantine Books’ Adult Fan-
tasy series.
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bout EXCALIBUR and
ders Anne Laubenthal:

The Quest for King Arthur’s Sword

The rich and fertile field of Arthurian fantasy literature has
een very seriously neglected by the Ballantine Adult Fantasy
ries up to now, a fact which has been cailed to my attention
y a surprising number of readers. In fact, save for a brief ex-
erpt from Sir Thomas Malory’s Le Morte d’Arthur, which I
cluded in the contents of Dragons, Elves, and Heroes—the
st of the eight major fantasy anthologies which thus far bear
e Sign of the Unicorn’s Head—we have done nothing in the
thurian vein at all in the six years since the Series was
ounded.

To each of the readers who wrote in to complain of this
ck, which seemed to them inexplicable, I patiently replied
at I have nothing against Arthurian literature personally,
nd in fact am very fond of it. Unfortunately, however, the
est works in this field known to me are already in print in
aperback from other publishers (as, for example, the brilliant
nd beautiful novels by T. H. White—The Sword in the Stone
nd its sequels, which make up White’s magnificent tetralogy,
he Once and Future King, to my own taste so nearly perfect
to be perhaps the finest single fantasy novel in modern liter-
ture, or, at least, one of the three finest).
~ Sanders Anne Laubenthal wrote me about Excalibur long
fore the work was ready for an editor’s eye. Quite frankly,
synopsis of the story-idea made it seem unworkable. An Ar-
urian fantasy set in Mobile, Alabama? The idea sounded nei-
er viable nor commercial, and I could not imagine a book
ased on so untenable a thesis. Considering the above, then,
ou can imagine my delight when I read Miss Laubenthal’s
ompleted work.

While I generally dislike being proven wrong as much as
y other member of Homo sapiens, in this particular case I
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viii Excalibur

am truly delighted. Miss Laubenthal knew what she was talk-
ing about, and I had been dead wrong. Not only is her novel
publishable and readable, it is in fact a splendid, exciting, glo-
riously entertaining, and completely enthralling work of imagi- |
native literature, which I am very happy to see through the
press.

The earliest appearances of the legends of King Arthur in
literature are in the surviving remnants of the lost legendry of
the Welsh. The first dim stirrings of that great epic myth may
be seen in the famous collection of heroic tales now known as
the Mabinogion, a cycle of tales compiled from even earlier
texts such as the White Book of Rhydderch (written down cir-
ca 1300-1325) or the Red Book of Hergest (circa 1375-1425),
both of which derive from oral material circulated for cen-
turies before being set down.

The first picture of King Arthur we have portrays him as a
warrior-prince of the Cymri—and such, in fact, the man be-
hind the myth may actually have been, for as in many heroic
legends, a nucleus of historical fact lies at the heart of the tale.
But the fascinating question of the “historicity” of Arthur Pen-
dragon is neither here nor there, and is, anyway, beyond the
scope of this brief introduction. (Readers interested in pursu-
ing the matter further are advised to look up a perfectly fasci-
nating and scientifically reputable book by Geoffrey Ashe
called The Quest for Arthur’s Britain, published in New York
by Praeger in 1968).

What is more to the point is that, even in the earliest of the
Welsh legends about King Arthur, he was armed with the fa-
mous enchanted sword Caliburn, later known as Excalibur.

Now, as for Prince Madoc and his famous pre-Columbian
voyage to North America: well, the Prince might be a histori-
cal personage, but his voyage is probably purely mythical. The
story goes that when civil war broke out in Wales upon the
death of the Northern king, Owain Gwynedd, the king’s somn,
Madoc, led a party of Cymric followers to sea rather than
fight and slay his fellow countrymen. The voyage to America
is supposed to have taken place in 1170, and Madoc is sup-
posed to have dropped off one hundred and twenty peace-lov-
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g Welshmen and then headed back to Wales for more poten-
ial colonists; but at that point he vanishes from history, so to
eak.
~ True or untrue, the story has vast imaginative and romantic
‘appeal. It also had a certain degree of propaganda value to an-
ther Welshman, King Henry VIII of England, whose court
istorians and hangers-on reiterated and embroidered the myth
in order to substantiate the British claim to historical priority
ver Spain regarding territorial and colonization rights to the
ew World. And so tales of a tribe of white-skinned, blue-
eyed, Welsh-speaking Indians abound in early Tudor travel
‘books, such as Hakluyt's Voyages. And Queen Elizabeth’s
court astrologer, the notorious Dr. John Dee,* added Prince
Madoc’s colony of Welsh-speaking Indians to his map of
'North America, done in 1583. (This map is none too reliable
‘even at best; it shows three imaginary islands encircling the
North Pole, the Northwest Passage—that is, an imaginary riv-
{er which traverses the North American continent from sea to
' sea—and the famous American city of “silver and rock-crys-
I tal,” Norumbega—none of which exist. But the map does, and
“the original can be seen in the collection of the Free Library
of Philadelphia.) But the story was simply too promising to be
b left there; it finally reached its full flowering in a romantic or
| heroic epic by Robert Southey called Madoc, at which the
~poet puttered away over a period of seven years, finally. pub-
i‘lishing it in 1805. I've never seen the first edition, but the Paris
| edition of 1845 contains a section of “historical and scholarly”
 notes half as long as the poem itself, which, being in twenty-
i seven full-length cantos, is indeed rather long and probably a
bit more Robert Southey than anybody can easily digest, these
'days. Southey, in fact, got a trifle carried away with the plot.
‘Not content with the trans-Atlantic voyage and the American
colony, he has Madoc and his nephew, Llewelyn, sail all the
way down to the Gulf of Mexico with a full fleet of loyal

:

" * Later to become even more notorious, when H. P. Lovecraft invented
! the fact that Dr. Dee had translated that “shocking and abhorrent” (and
| equally imaginary) volume of eldritch lore, the Necronomicon, into
English.

|
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Welshmen and poke their way rather nosily into the middle of
some political squabbles among the Aztecs. |

Using the Madoc legend as the medium by which Excalibur
was brought to the New World, Miss Laubenthal has spun a
deliciously absorbing story. I think the best thing about the
book is her people, for the characters truly come alive on the
page and you become deeply involved in their problems and
perils and adventures. You may wonder (as I certainly did!)
why such an odd place as Mobile, Alabama, was chosen as the
site of Prince Madoc’s settlement, and the hiding place of the
famous Excalibur. This, I have since discovered, was not Miss
Laubenthal’s idea at all, but simply part of the Madoc myth it-
self. “By force of mere repetition,” as Samuel Eliot Morison
points out in The European Discovery of North America (New
York, Oxford University Press, 1971), “it even got into Ameri-
can school histories. And the Daughters of the American
Revolution embalmed the story in bronze by erecting on
Fort Morgan, Mobile Bay, a tablet inscribed ‘in Memory of
Prince Madoc, a Welsh explorer, who landed on the shores of
Mobile Bay in 1170 and left behind . . . the Welsh language.’”

Miss Laubenthal was born in Mobile in 1943 and graduated
summa cum laude from Spring Hill College in 1965. She took
her Master’s degree in English at the University of Alabama
graduate school in 1967, and her Ph.D. in 1970; her dis-
sertation was on the Anglo-Saxon period. For three years
(1969-1972) she taught medieval studies at Troy State
University. “Troy is a little country town,” she explains
in a recent letter, “about fifty miles from Montgomery. In the
recession which hit schools all over the country, Troy suddenly
discovered it had lost a third of its students and could no long-
er afford a medievalist on its staff. So now I am living at home,
looking for a new position, and working on another novel.”

Unlike many writers (such as myself, for example), Miss
Laubenthal can recall precisely where and when she first deter-
mined to become a writer. It was in 1955, when she was twelve.
“I can remember the exact moment. I was being taken to the
Mobile Public Library, sitting in the car with a pile of books
in my lap. The top one, I remember, was Hawthorne’s Tangle-
wood Tales.”
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But here I will let her tell us her own story . .

So I proceeded to practice on short stories and lyrics. Then,
at the age of fourteen, I embarked on my first book: a set
of twenty imaginary-world stories, more or less connected,
set in the same world as Narnia, though my characters never
actually ventured into C. S. Lewis’s territory. I wrote C. S.
Lewis, asking if I could use his world this way; and he very
nicely wrote back, saying I could. He also asked if I had
read The Lord of the Rings—‘“just exactly our sort of
book.” I had never heard of it; but I had a friend at the
public library, a fellow-admirer of Lewis, and he induced
the orders department to get the three volumes. I read them
avidly. Later, when I was in college, I discovered the third
member of the group, Charles Williams. Those three—
Lewis, Tolkien, and Williams—did most to teach me how to
write.

By this time Miss Laubenthal had published a collection of
verse called Songs of Mobile (1962), later followed by two
more, The Gates of Wonder (1966) and Interlude (1969). Be-
tween publication of the last two volumes she completed a
novel called The Last Confederate, published in 1967.

I asked Miss Laubenthal in a recent letter when she first be-
came caught up in the magic of the Arthurian mythos. She re-
plied:

I have to admit that I do not remember. My father prob-
ably mentioned it to me sometime in earliest childhood; he
has always been interested in the Middle Ages. When I was
in Cornwall, I went to Tintagel, and picked up a striped
stone on the beach nearby as a gift for him. But in child-
hood I read all the heroic legends I could find, in every ver-
sion I could get—not only Arthurian but French, Spanish,
Irish, Norse, Greek.

The inspiration for Excalibur really came in the summer
of 1963, when I was reading Malory in the old two-volume
Everyman edition. Malory, of course, was working from
diverse sources, trying to fit them into a coherent narra-
tive; and his version has many elements which do not
appear elsewhere in English. I had always had the impres-
sion that Arthur had, first, an unnamed sword which he
pulled out of the stone, and that later, when that was brok-
en, he received Excalibur from the Lady of the Lake. But,
in one passage, Malory identifies Excalibur as the sword
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from the stone. Evidently Malory was trying to reconcile
two versions of the sword story and never could quite make
up his mind about it; so I eventually had to reconcile them
in my own way.*

Malory’s accounts of Morgan le Fay also interested me.
How could one account for her behavior? These trains of
thought coalesced with others, such as the Madoc legend.
I had been familiar, more or less, with the Madoc story
since childhood . .. and I had read somewhere that the
royal house of Gwynedd claimed descent from Arthur. Sup-
pose, somehow, that Madoc had had possession of the
sword and brought it with him; suppose it were still around
somewhere? That was the point from which I started . . .

And the finished product is now in your hands. When you
read it I think you will agree that Lewis, Tolkien, and Wil-
liams make very good teachers, indeed.

—LIN CARTER
Editorial Consultant:
The Ballantine Adult Fantasy Series

Hollis, Long Island, New York
Introduction copyright (c) 1973
by Lin Carter

* Actually, the two swords are separate and require no reconciling of dif-
ferent versions of their acquisition. The young Arthur drew the sword
from the stone by a miracle, thus proving himself the true-born King of
Britain; the sword from the stone was then offered up by him on the altar
of St. Stephen’s, the cathedral-church at Camelot; it was kept by the
church and he never used it again. Neither is it without a name; in at least
one source, a medieval English poem known as “the Alliterative Morte
Arthure,” which dates from about 1360, the sword from the stone is
named as “Clarent,” and is considered part of the Regalia, Arthur’s
“sword of state,” wherewith Mordred arms himself for the final battle
with King Arthur at Camlan.




“Sir,” said Merlin to Arthur, “fight not with the
sword that ye had by miracle, till that ye see ye go
unto the worse, then draw it out and do your best.
. . . Then he drew his sword Excalibur, but it was
so bright in his enemies’ eyes, that it gave light like
thirty torches.”

—LE MORTE D'ARTHUR
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1. Rhodri
|

!L “We were not born,” said Linette out loud, “to sit and look
at the rain.”

Her words echoed strangely in the empty house. As she sat
@t the open window, the candles burned behind her in the sil-
f'ver candelabra, for the storm had blacked out a part of the
city. The lightning flickered behind the old roofs opposite,
showing for a second the wet street; there was no other light
‘anywhere except the remote gaslights of De Tonti Square. A
‘man was walking along the street, his face bent against the
{';rain. The darkness fell again, and in a moment she heard the
‘heavy growl of the thunder. The storm must be moving out
racross the bay.

‘ They'll be getting it at Silverthorne, she thought. But it’s al-
‘ways candlelight there.
.~ She rather wished she could have gone to Silverthorne with
' the others, but they had left her at home in case the wretched
|archaeologist called. Just as well, she thought with a flurry of
'scorn; Anthony might be there. He was there often now, doing
lresearch in Aunt Julian’s library.

I'd rather be an old maid like Aunt Julian, Linette thought.
lI even look like her—black hair, grey eyes, the Silverthorne
‘nose. I'd make a good old maid.

She stared out at the darkness and the remote pinpoints of
1 gaslights which lit nothing around her. The wet July night
j poured in its smell of recently sun-baked earth now quenched
*with rain.

Through the sound of the rain she could hear the man’s
‘ footsteps as he came along the sidewalk, and could even make
Lhim out as a vague dark movement. Suddenly, for no reason,
‘she felt that sense of impending glory which sometimes de-
'scended on her out of nowhere, the sense of fabulous adven-
‘ture and the piled-up splendor of life; it was the rain and the
‘wet earth-smell and the dark movements outside that released

1
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it, and suddenly she could have laid her head on the window-
sill and shed tears of happiness. ‘

Then she realized that the man had stopped walking; he was
standing on the pavement looking at the house. She thought of'
moving away from the window. But in her unreasonable hap-
piness she did not move after all, but sat and watched him
trying to see the number. ;

He opened and shut the wrought-iron gate, came up the
short path and onto the gallery. Then came a short, heavy tap
of the brass knocker.

Shall I open it or not? she thought, strangely excited. But al-
ready she had picked up a candle and was going. She opened
the door as far as the chain would permit and looked out.

A man in a glistening-wet dark raincoat stood there; she |
thought he might be in his late twenties. His dark hair, slightly
long, was plastered down by the rain.

“Good evening,” he said with an accent she could not quite
place. “I wonder if-Malcolm Silverthorne lives here?”

“That’s my father,” said Linette.

“I'm Rhodri Meyrick, of the Caernarvon Archaeological
Society. I thought I'd call; I hope it’s not inconvenient?”

“No, it’s all right. But my father’s not in.” She looked at
him through the crack, wondering what had brought him out
in such weather.

“Well, really,” he said, “what I wanted was the key. Do you |
have it here?”

“To the old MacLeod place? Yes, of course.”

“Could you, do you think—?”

“I don’t know why not. Excuse me a minute.”

She shut the door for a second, undid the chain, and opened
it to let him in. He took off the dripping raincoat and looked
around for a place to put it. Linette took it and carried it into
the laundry, then returned to find him still standing by the
door.

“Come and sit down,” said Linette, leading him into the
drawing room.

He looked appreciatively at the fine plaster moldings of the
ceiling, at the silver candelabra over the fireplace, at the long
windows and the eighteenth-century portrait of an ancestor.
“A handsome old house.”
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“It was built in the eighteen-fifties. This is one of the older

parts of Mobile; you probably noticed the other houses as you
' were coming.”

[“ They had sat down now. In the full light of the candles, she

could see him clearly for the first time. She had already no-
| ticed he was about the same height as herself, lean and rather
' lightly built; she saw now that he was also rather good-look-
‘ing, with a ruddy British coloring and dark blue eyes. What
" was most striking was the excitement in his face, a controlled
" keenness like a hunter’s. She was suddenly quite sure that he
 was a very good archaeologist.

“Yes,” he was saying, “I could see them quite clearly when
it lightened, at least—the high roof-lines against the sky, the

‘shutters, the wrought-iron balconies. It gave me the strangest
*sense—well, of walking back into the last century, away from
the whole modern world.”

“You'll find it's really like that,” said Linette. “I know, be-
cause I've read a great deal, that life in some places is very

' different now. Superficially, I mean, we have the ordinary con-
veniences; but there’s a certain undercurrent, a different way
of looking at life.”

“The MacLeod house is about the same age, isn’t it?”

“Yes—oh, I forgot to get the key.” She started to rise, but
checked herself. “You can’t go out there tonight, anyway—not
in this rain, on an unpaved road. Besides, somebody’ll have to
talk to Aunt Julian first. My father hasn’t told her anything
about it.” The thought came to her that perhaps that was what

~ her father was doing tonight.

“Is that Miss Julian Silverthorne?”

“Yes. She’s joint owner, and of course it can’t be sold with-
out her permission; my father was a bit hesitant about raising
the question. I think he was waiting for you to appear on the
scene, to back him up. Have you heard of Aunt Julian,

~ though?”

“It was her article that brought me here.”

“The one about the wall in the basement, which she thinks
is twelfth-century?”

“Exactly.”

“You know the story, of course—about Prince Madoc’s col-
ony that’s supposed to have come from Wales in 1170. Then,
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they say, Madoc went back to Wales for more people, but
couldn’t find the colony again; people think a hurricane
changed the coastline, the way one did in the eighteenth centu-
ry. Later the Indians drove the colonists north into the moun-
tains; you can still see the forts there. But there’s nothing
down here that we know about, except Aunt Julian’s wall. We

don’t even know the name of the colony. Catherine Windeatt,

the poet, called it Belmary; but that’s out of Chaucer.”

“The name in the Welsh records is Caer Mair Brydferth—
the Castle of Mary the Beautiful. Like so much in the Middle
Ages, it was named after the mother of God.”

“Our big basilica still is. You must let me show you the city;
you’ll find it unusual.”

A brief silence fell. “Listen,” said Linette suddenly, “let me
show you the way, tomorrow. The turnoff is narrow, and you
might miss it. And I'd like to have another look at that wall
myself; I haven’t seen it since I was a child.”

His expression kindled. “Are you interested in archaeology, '
Miss Silverthorne?” !
“Well, I've read a good deal about it—the finding of Troy
and so on. A friend of mine actually went to the Yucatan, on |
one of the expeditions; but I've never done anything like that.

I'd like to, though.”

“Why don’t you help me with this, if you’d like to? That is, |
if your aunt lets us.”

“Yes, I'd like to very much.” She felt again that upsurge of |
happiness and excitement; here at last was something of that |
ever-imminent adventure. |

“Please don’t expect Troy, though. It might not even be a
twelfth-century wall at all.”

But she saw that his eyes had grown very bright; he certain-
ly was expecting Troy, or hoping for it. Every archaeologist,
she thought, wants to be Schliemann.

“About the key,” she said. “I'll get it.”

“If you would, Miss Silverthorne.”

“Please call me Linette, since we’re going to be—what? Co-
archaeologists?”

“Colleagues, at any rate. Please call me Rhodri, then.”

She went for the key and brought it back into the drawing |
!
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*oom——a big iron key with an unfamiliar coat of arms en-
haved on the head.

“I'd better be going,” said Rhodri. “Is eight o’clock tomorrow
o early for you?”
TO“NO, not at all.” She brought his raincoat, and they paused
‘I.}t the door. A certain warmth had risen between th.em at the

rospect of a shared adventure, and the idea of rainy streets
End an empty house seemed a little desolate.

“I'd better go,” be said. “Good night, Miss Silverthorne—
Linette.”

“Good night, Rhodri. I'll see you at eight.”

She stood a moment in the half-closed doorway, watching
him go down the street in the illumination of the lessening
lightning. Then she went back into the drawing room and sat
thinking about fabulous archaeological discoveries, the fres-
coes of Knossos, the gold of Mycenae, till her thoughts drifted
anto sleep and tangled in fantastic dreams. She was walking
under an early morning sky along a white seashore that was,
and was not, the bay; west of her, out of the sand, rose won-
iderful Romanesque ruins of rose-red brick, full of arches like
the arches of Fort Morgan where the Prince Madoc monu-
ment was. She went among the ruins and passed in and out of
the arches; everything was bright and empty and full of a
fresh daylight magic.

Then she was wakened abruptly by the noise of the family
coming home. The lights had come back on again; she blew
out the remains of the candles and went up to bed.
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“Tell me exactly,” said Linette, “what do you hope to find,"
besides a twelfth-century wall?”

She put her hand to her hair, trying to keep too manylI
strands from blowing out of its smooth, flat folds. They were .
going rather fast down the shore road, and the bright morning
air poured past her with a steady force. The storm had cleared
and cooled the air; everything seemed brilliant, and Linette
felt an unusual gaiety that made her want to talk.

“Well, if it is a twelfth-century wall,” said Rhodr, “it ought
to be associated with other structures. In short, I hope to find
Caer Mair.” He did not look at Linette as he answered; he
concentrated on the road, his face serious, his black hair blow- |
ing back.

“What will it look like, if you do?”

“That depends on the state of preservation. Also it depends
on what the structures are.”

“Romanesque arches?”

“Possibly. Are we near the turn yet?”

“You’d better slow down,” she said, “or you’ll pass it.” She
felt a little put off by his refusal to talk, and also more curious '
than before. If he had no idea what to hope for, why this in-
tense excitement? Was it natural to archaeologists? '

They were on a peninsula now between a river and the bay.
The city had thinned out behind them; now outlying houses |
showed infrequently between tracts of trees. Ahead, the arch W
of the bridge across the river mouth rose white in the sunlight.

“Be ready to turn right,” said Linette. “There! Turn!” :

They swung off the shore road onto an unpaved track cov- |
ered with ground-down oyster shells. Wild land edged it on |
each side, grassy wastes of pine overgrown with magenta fire-
weed. Rhodri had to drive slowly now; the road was rough, and
once they crossed a dry stream bed over a rattling bridge of
boards. )
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| “The old MacLeod house,” said Rhodri. “Who owned it?”
. “My Uncle Neal—great-uncle really. We used to come out
there in the summer, thirty or forty people sometimes; he'd
ymake ice cream, and we’d have a picnic under the trees. He
swas a bachelor, though; and when he died, he left the place to
smy father and Aunt Julian.”

“But he didn’t build it?”

“No, it belonged to another family before. They called it
'Camelot.”

“Why?” asked Rhodri, hitting a bump rather abruptly.

“Oh, probably no reason. Old houses often have grand
tnames here, like Rosedown or Carlyle Hall. Look—there it is.”

The trees opened onto an area of tall grass, overgrown with
 fireweed and yellow hibiscus-like flowers. Out of it rose the
lhouse, a fading white, with four square white columns rising
i two stories across the front. The columns and most of the
gporch were half-screened by rampant vines that wound up-
ward, their broad, coarse yellow-green leaves translucent'to
i the sun. Behind the house the ground vanished sharply, drop-
| ping towards the river.

“Those vines,” said Linette; “if they’re not stopped, they
i take over the place. Drive round back; there’s some shade
| there.”

They got out in the shade of the house and stood for a mo-
ment looking down the slope at the smooth, lead-colored water
of the river. Then Linette led the way around the house.

“It never was as elegant as the house in town,” she said;
“but I liked it. Aunt Julian keeps it in repair, and has the vines
cut back now and then; but it seems so desolate with no one
living here.”

They climbed onto the porch, over thick vine stems that
i sprawled over the steps. The house and the vines gave out a
 soft, sun-baked, dusty smell; last year’s leaves lay drifted in the

corners of the porch. Linette touched a column, and some of
‘the whiteness came off like a dust on her hand.

What will they do with the house, she thought, the Caernar-
 von Archaeological Society? Tear it down, likely as not, for
'the excavations. And suddenly she felt sorry about the house;
'she thought of Uncle Neal and the summer afternoons—all
that gone then, soon not even a memory. And the people who
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had called the house Camelot—gone, with their romanticism |
and their secrets.

Rhodri stood at-the large sun-faded door, turning the key in
the lock. The lock gave, reluctantly; and the door swung open. |
They stepped into the hallway, amid dark panelling and old
wallpaper where all the colors had been faded into dusty, soft
shades. The sunlight pouring in around them was filled with
little motes of dust.

“Someone’ll live here, I suppose,” said Rhodri, “if the exca-
vation turns up anything. To act as curator.” -

“Assuming that Aunt Julian co-operates,” said Linette. She
was not sure she liked the idea of strangers intruding on those
well-remembered rooms, but it was better than having the
place torn down.

They went through the house, opening windows and shut-
ters to let in the fresh air. There was no furniture; all the

rooms were alike now, bare, full of the soft peace of long sum- |

mer noons. Silence lay like water over the soft, faded-out wall-
papers and dusty floors, disturbed for a little by their feet and
voices, but flowing back inviolate as before.

“If the foundations are what I hope,” said Rhodri, “I can
get a little furniture and stay here during the excavations.”

Linette’s nostalgia about the old long afternoons died in-
stantly in an uprush of excitement. “Let’s look at the founda-
tions now,” she said. “But there’s no electricity, you know.
Have you got a flashlight?”

He made an impatient gesture. “Left it at the hotel.”

“Never mind, I think one of the old lanterns is in the kitch-
en. Aunt Julian uses it sometimes.”

They found it in a cupboard, and with it the kerosene can.
Rhodri helped her light it, and they went down the cellar stairs
into the dim, unfrequented depths of the house. The air was
cooler, with a damp, long-closed smell; there were no win-
dows, only small overgrown grates through which flecks of
daylight came greyly. The yellow light of the lantern showed a
large cistern in the middle of the floor; there was nothing else,
only the old walls of mellow clay brick, mixing toward the
north end with courses of white limestone. The north wall was
white stone entirely, finely-cut massive blocks; it was marred
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only by a great irregular patch of white plaster, where a large
i broken place had apparently been mended.
Rhodri took the lantern and went on his knees by the wall,
. holding the light close against the stones. He bent over them as
- over some work of art, intensely, for a long time, touching
: them, examining the joints; Linette watched in silence. The
cold of the cellar pressed around her, and the light seemed
small in the vast shadows. She became slowly aware of the age
of the house—older than her father, older than grandfather or
. great-grandfather, a house that had known old troubles and
many deaths. But beyond that, deeper, these massive stone
' foundations—what were they, then? For an instant they
" seemed like walls in some dark ageless castle, Inverness or the
" House of Atreus, where fearful things had happened in forgot-
ten years, things that had left a taint on the very stones. Rhod-
ri, kneeling in the flickering lantern-light, seemed a shadow out
of that enigmatic past; she was half-afraid that when he
turned, he would turn toward her the face of a stranger. She
shook her head to clear it: What is the matter with me?

Rhodri rose, and the movement broke the spell of her
thoughts; she felt as if a dark, overshadowing presence with-
drew from her. His face was eager and excited, and she felt

~ herself lifted on the wave of his mood.

“It's medieval work, all right.” His voice, filled with con-
trolled excitement, echoed from the shadowed walls. “What
else can it be but part of Caer Mair? Look at it—the north
wall almost perfect, and traces of side walls on the east and
west; other stones set in with the bricks, some of them cracked
and chipped as if from falling. It looks as if this was a cellar

- or crypt of some kind, evidently smaller than the present cellar
—you notice there are no stones visible at the south end? Evi-
| dently all the walls but the north were partly destroyed when
| the upper building fell—when it was burnt, I would say, be-
| cause some of the cracked stones show traces of fire.”
| Linette listened to him in his earnestness; his keen face was
| flushed, his hair falling forward across his forehead. He did
‘. not appear to see her; she guessed that his mind was fast at
work reconstructing the history of those stones. Why do I like
him? she thought suddenly. Because I do like him. Is it be-
cause he seems so purposeful, so intense?
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“We’ll know more, of course, when the excavations get un-
der way.”

“What do you think it was?”

“A cellar or a crypt—I would say perhaps a crypt, the crypt
of a church. Perhaps the one—" He stopped suddenly, with a
slightly shut-up expression.

“Perhaps which one?” persisted Linette.

“They say there was a church outside Cair Mair 1tse1f spe-
cially connected with the princely house, dedicated to Saint
Michael the Archangel. The angel with the fiery sword—
that accounted for its popular name, Annedd Cledd, the
House of the Sword.” He glanced quickly toward the stairway.
“Come, let’s go see your aunt.”

“Not yet,” said Linette, following him up the stairs. “Aunt
Julian does her scholarly work in the mornings; she might be
annoyed if we interrupted her. She’s translating the Poetic
Edda right now.”

“What can we do, then, while she finishes her work?” He
swung the lantern with an impatient gesture; Linette guessed
that he was disappointed by even that slight delay.

“Well, it’s almost noon,” she said; “and I did bring that
picnic lunch.”

As they sat under a sweet-bay on the riverbank, eating un-
der the rustle of silvery leaves, Rhodri said, “Tell me about
your aunt. She sounds like an interesting person.”

“Oh, very interesting,” said Linette. “She lives in a castle.”

“Didn’t know you had them here.”

“She built it with most of her inheritance, although she still
has an estate up the country. Actually the central tower is old-
er; Catherine Windeatt, the poet, lived there a long time ago.
But Aunt Julian added the top story, the outer wall, and so on.
She lives there alone, except for one servant and occasional
company.”

“That is interesting.”

“There’s more to come. She dresses to match the house—
long, flowing medieval dresses, a silver circlet, and her hair
down. She looks magnificient, but it surprises people when
they first see her—so I thought I'd better warn you. Another
thing: when they got electricity out here, she wouldn’t have it
except in the kitchen. She prefers candlelight.”

2
|
|
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©  They had finished eating by now; they gathered up the pic-
;nic things and went back to the car.
. “Silverthorne is almost across the road from here,” said Li-
" nette as they drove once more over the track of shells. “Oh, I
forgot to tell you about her library. She inherited the Cald-
“well-Myers Collection, besides what she already had; it’s a
rather famous one full of rare books. So now she has probably
the finest private library on the Gulf Coast, and people are al-
ways coming to consult it. There’s a lady staying there now,
writing some kind of treatise on the occult—a Miss Cornwall;
“she’s British. I haven’t met her.”
They had reached the road. “Careful, now,’
“It’s the next turn to the left.”
Rhodri turned; once more they were on an oyster-shell road
‘leading through trees. But this road was smooth and well-kept,
and led between a handsome pair of wrought-iron gates that
. stood open. Down a vista of overhanging oakboughs they
could see a gleam of white stone, and a certain openness
suggestive of the sea.

Silverthorne appeared suddenly as they came out of the

trees, dazzling white in the sunlight amid the green lawns and
the pale-blue summer sky. Walls of white limestone rose four-
square out of the grass, with a square tower at each corner;
‘over the top they could glimpse the red tile roof of the tower
in the central court. The east side of the house faced the bay;
on the other sides, woods of oak and pine hemmed in the
lawn. -
Linette and Rhodri left the car at the end of the drive and
-approached the round-arched gateway. The massive oak door
stood open, showing a round-vaulted passage closed by an in-
‘ner gate of delicate wrought iron. Through the gate could be
| seen a grassy court, where a pair of peacocks in splendid tur-
quoise walked with their peahens before the white keep.

A small bell hung by the gateway; Linette pulled the chain,
and it gave out a sharp, clear sound. Qut of the keep, across
the bright sunlight of the courtyard, a woman came towards
them, the light catching on her red dress and the gold of her
earrings. Her hair was whitening, and in her delicacy and the
creamy-brown of her coloring she was like an image of very
old ivory.

said Linette.

I .
|
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“That’s Aramelissa,” whispered Linette as they stood at the
inner gateway; ‘“‘she’s been with Aunt Julian as long as she’s
been here.”

Aramelissa shaded her eyes and looked into the shadowed
passage; her brown eyes were bright and ageless amid the lines
of her face. She took them in with a gaze that was both hu-
morous and enigmatic.

“Aramelissa, is Aunt Julian home?”

Aramelissa raised her hands in tremendous mock-alarm.
“Oh, Miss Julian, she’s up in the keep, pacing up and down
like a queen lioness. Oh, isn’t she in a powerful frame of
mind?”’

She began unlatching the gate, regarding Rhodri through
the iron tracery. “Well, Miss Linette, I always thought it was
Mr. Anthony.”

Linette’s color rose. “Oh, Aramelissa!—This is Mr. Meyrick,
an archaeologist; what will he think of me?” Her head lifted
haughtily. “As for Anthony, he was predestined from birth to
be a Professor of Middle English; and I haven’t seen him in
three months.”

Aramelissa, instead of replying, opened the gate; but the hu-
morous glint was still in her eyes. She glanced at Rhodri. “Just
take care what you say to Miss Julian, if you want to dig for
any Celtic treasures.” And she started away across the court-
yard, toward one of the arched walks that connected the keep
to the outer walls.

“You forgot to say Aramelissa was interesting too,” mur-
mured Rhodri, as Linette led the way towards the keep.

“Oh, she knows everything.”

“Evidently—including what I've come for. Is that a bad
sign?”

“There’s no telling. But probably yes.”

Linette still felt ruffled by her exchange of words with Ara-
melissa; she was irritated by the reference to Anthony, and
then the presumption that Rhodri had replaced him—! She
paused near the base of the keep, where a fountain flowed out
of a stone lion’s head into a rectangular basin, dipped her -
hands in the water, and smoothed her hot cheeks before going
to face her aunt. Then they entered the keep.

They passed through an almost-round dining room with
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arched windows that looked out onto the court. A curved
‘tstairway wound steeply up the wall; Linette led the way up.
They emerged into a sliver of hallway, through which the
f stair vanished upward. A door opened on a large, airy room
‘that took up the whole floor. Rhodri had a confused impres-
'sion of arched windows, tall shelves of books, a long table,
‘green wall-hangings; then he saw, and saw nothing else but,
Julian Silverthorne.
She was pacing up and down by the windows, indeed like a
_queen lioness. She was tall, and her violet dress embroidered
‘with silver swept magnificently about as she moved. Her hair,
"black slightly streaked with silver, streamed from beneath the
g silver circlet to below her waist. At the sound of their entrance
L she turned; he saw a face not unlike Linette’s, though older, a
long, proud-featured face with a clear pallor and calm, deep,
. grey eyes. He felt for a moment as if he stood before some
- perilous mythological queen, Maeve or Deirdre, more rever-
«end than Guenevere, stranger than Iseult.
| Her gaze singled out Rhodri, and the anger evinced by her
pacing changed instantly into graciousness. “You must be Mr.
- Meyrick. My brother told me about you. Come in, both of
) you, and sit down. Have you eaten?”
L “Yes, Aunt Julain,” said Linette. “We thought you’d be
I
!

busy translating.”
“I would’'ve been, but I had something else on my mind.”
All three sat down in large carved chairs near one end of
i the table. Rhodri had time now to study the room, which was
“full of daylight from the arched windows. Between the win-
ydows, tall shelves of books alternated with green wall-hangings
' embroidered in white patterns of foliage. At the windows were
!" cushioned green windowseats, on one of which lay a carved
i Irish harp. The massive table was almost hidden under books
“and papers; there were many sheets covered in a large neat
[scnpt which must be Julian’s, and he guessed that these were
rthe translation of the Edda.
“Do you like my library?” asked Julian, amused by his in-
tent fascinated gaze.
“Yes, very much.”
“T’ll show you the whole house, if you like. But first, let me
offer you some—?"
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“Tea, thanks,” said Rhodri. “With milk.”
When Julian had left the room, he glanced again at the’
harp. “Can she really play it?” )

“Of course.”

“If I were a generation older, I think I'd be in love W1th
your aunt.”

Julian came back into the room, bearing a tray with the tea.
All three of them now sat in the carved chairs, sipping the tea
and looking out at the green courtyard across which the shad-
ow of the west wall was beginning to fall, and where the pea-
cocks still walked to and fro. Linette was beginning to feel
sleepy with the long richness of Silverthorne afternoons; she
thought of her dream, then of the strange-named ancient cities |
of Dunsany’s tales, Bethmoora, Merimna, Perdéndaris. Then
she came suddenly wide awake, for Julian had at last come to
their real business.

“Malcolm has put me in a rather awkward position,” she
was saying to Rhodri, by never mentioning this to me till last |
night. I don’t know whether he’s talked to you today or not;
but the fact is, I don’t intend selling that property. It’s to go to
Linette when she marries.”

“This is news to me,” said Linette, meeting Rhodri’s startled |
glance. "
“But, Miss Silverthorne,” said Rhodri, “I came all the way |
here just for this excavation. And it was your article Lhat
brought me!” '

“Just a minute,” said Julian. “I said you couldn’t buy; I
didn’t say you couldn’t excavate.” 4

“Then we can excavate?” Rhodri’s face, in that second, was
filled with an overwhelming excitement. i

“Wait, wait. I'm not sure yet. I'm not sure those ruins ought
to be excavated. You don’t know the story of the discovery of
those walls; but I do.” She paused. “I don’t suppose you ever |
heard of Mary Caldwell Myers.”

“She owned the Caldwell-Myers Collection,” guessed Rhodn

“Yes. She came out with her husband’s friend, who owned
the place, to see the foundations of the house being dug; and it
was then that the wall was discovered. They sent away the |
workmen—perhaps they hoped they would find treasure—and
were alone there at the wall during a sudden storm. It seems

|

R —
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Llary saw something then, something very strange. And at that
time she was a sensible, practical young woman. I've always
thought the ruins were responsible for her meddling in the oc-
cult; and latterly it was occultness of no good kind.”

~ “What did she see?” demanded Rhodri almost sharply, near-
ly rising from his chair in excitement.

Julian looked at him steadily. “I don't know clearly. A shin-
ing thing of some kind, a golden light. Nobody ever knew what
it was.”
~ “And you want us to let it alone,” said Rhodri. “Just be-
cause this woman saw something and didn’t know what it
was.”

Julian continued to look at him. “I haven’t finished thinking
about it,” she said. “Stay for supper. I'll tell you then whether
you can dig or not.”




3. Supper at Silverthorne

After tea, Julian kept her promise to show Rhodri Silver-
thorne. She began by taking them up to the round chapel at
the top of the keep—a jewel-like vaulted place of white stone
faintly tinged with gold by the amber windows. There was a
single statue, a delicately carved and painted image of the Vir-
gin as a young girl. The white altar stood detached from the
wall, on a low platform of marble; the tabernacle behind it
had doors of sculptured bronze. Before the altar, in a brass
stand, burnt a lamp of red glass; its fiery color glowed amid
the gold and white of the room.

Julian did not speak while they stood there; her gaze rested
on the sculptured doors, and she seemed to draw herself to her
full height. Only afterward, as they were going downstairs, did
she explain, “Years ago, there was no church out here. People
used to come—oh, in the summer sometimes, when a lot of
people stayed at their summer houses on the bay, it would be
quite crowded. The sculptor who gave me the statue was one
of my guests, though.”

She led them through the dining room into the kitchen,
where Aramelissa was calmly reading Paradise Lost. Rhodri
concealed his surprise and commented, “I see you've got a
wireless.”

“It’s short-wave,” said Julian, glancing at the bulky object in
a corner, “sending and receiving. Malcolm insisted I have it;
and really it’s quite good, we often pick up New York and
Mexico. But he thought we should have something in case of
emergencies, since there’s no phone.”

She led them out through the arched walk to the door of the
north wall, then upstairs. Both corridors, upstairs and down,
had arched windows opening on the courtyard.

“My painting room is on this side,” she said, “and a few of
the guest rooms.” She opened a few doors on white-walled
rooms full of afternoon light, one with half-finished panel

16
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aintings in medieval colors, others furnished with handsome
icarved furniture and wall-hangings of blue or green, rose or
iolet or pale gold.

“P’ll just give you a glimpse of the towers,” she said. “This is
the Atlantis Tower, where Miss Cornwall is staying.”

The tower was on the northeast corner and overlooked the
sea; it had its name from a tapestry that hung there, picturing
Atlantis glittering in the path of the tidal wave. On the north-
west corner was the Garden Tower, with Julian’s room, which
overlooked the rose garden. The southwest tower was the Ea-
e Tower, so called from a wall-painting of St. John with a
tremendous shining eagle; and the southeast tower, again over-
looking the sea, was called the Treasure Tower, from the
strong-room for valuables on its first floor.

Julian led them back northward from the Treasure Tower.
For half the east wing, the corridor became a gallery looking
'down into the great hall of Silverthorne, which had large win-
dows opening to the courtyard and the sea. Square wooden pil-
lars with painted dragon-carvings on the capitals rose to the
gallery and the dark roof-beams. A long, heavy table, with
massive candlesticks on it at intervals, ran the length of the
room.

She brought them downstairs and out into the courtyard.
The sun had disappeared now behind the walls of Silverthorne;
only a long path of yellow light streamed through the gate,
marked with the intricate whorls of the ironwork, and touched
'the white stone and softly-falling water of the lion fountain.
'The peacocks passed in stately procession across the rich light;
itheir colors were kindled by it into_an almost unearthly brilli-
-ance before sinking again into shadow.

“My guest should be back from town soon,” said Julian.
“She’s British; her name’s Morgan Cornwall.”

“That’s an unusual name,” said Rhodri. “Morgan is usually
la man’s name. The only woman I ever heard of that had it
‘was Morgan le Fay.”

“Now there’s an entertaining idea,” said Julian. “You know
'Morgan le Fay in the Charlemagne legends is immortal.”

“So of course she comes to Silverthorne,” said Rhodri, “and
‘does research in your library. What is she doing exactly, any-
way?”
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“She’s editing a manuscript of the Oracles of Patricius,” sai(d
Julian. “It’s a magical text in the Caldwell-Myers Collection.’

“Of course; I should have known,” said Rhodri. “It’s all in'{
Malory: ‘she learned so much that she was a great clerk of |
necromancy.” ” R

“‘And set the land on fire with ladies that were enchant-'}
resses,”” said Julian. )
“And all the time,” said Linette, “she’s about forty, with
short yellow hair and chilly eyes and a thousand angles, and
lives with two striped cats in lodgings in Bloomsbury.” d

“Torquay, and the cats are white,” said Julian. “You haven’t
met her yet.” 1

“White cats,” said Rhodri, “instead of black ones. She must
be one of those white witches one hears about sometimes.”

“Seriously,” said Julian, “she may be, for all I know. I've |
seen her wear flowing white robes that ought to belong to
some ritual. Anyway, here she comes.”

There was the sound of a car stopping at the end of the
drive, the slam of a door, and the sound of quick, light steps
on the oyster shells. Linette felt suddenly a strange hastening
of the heart, like fear; it is the quality of the light, she told
herself, it is Aunt Julian and Rhodri’s fantasizing. The steps |
sounded fast and sharp in the passage. Julian stepped to the |
gate and unlatched it, and moved back. i

Someone came rapidly to the gate and pushed it open, then
stood still in the gateway, framed by the yellow light. Linette
had an impression of supernatural tallness, of red hair blazing
like flame. A sense of nightmare came on her; her very heart
and breath seemed to stand still.

The figure moved quickly out of the doorway; and Julian
was saying, “Well, Morgan, did you find what you wanted?”

Linette felt the instant’s spell break. It was only the light,
she thought.

In the rational twilight of the courtyard she saw that Mor-
gan was not, in fact, strikingly tall. She was a delicately-made
woman of about thirty, wearing a white summer dress. She did
indeed have splendid red hair, thick and Titian-brilliant,
which spilled down her back in slight waves. Her face had the
fine transparent pallor proper to that hair; her features were
delicate and had a slightly abstracted look, as if she lived deep

|
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lin her own thoughts. Only her eyes were truly strange; they
lwere violet-colored, intensely secret and deep, under dark lash-

“No, in fact,” she said. “The libraries here don’t have that
sort of thing. But I can manage without it.”
After introductions they went into the keep, where Julian lit
e candles in the round dining room. Then they parted to get
ready for dinner. Linette washed her hands and face, adjusted
er hair, and returned to find Rhodri and Julian already sitting
in the dining room in the candlelight. By now it was quite dark
utside.

“What have you decided?” asked Linette.

“I haven’t said yet,” said Julian, “though I was about to.
‘Here comes Morgan.”
' Morgan came in from the courtyard. She had dressed for
‘dinner, in a long white flowing dress without sleeves; it was
unbelted and utterly unadorned. Her only ornament was a

ecklace of twisted gold, made in one piece, about the length
of a string of pearls.

They all took their places at the table, and Aramelissa
brought in dinner. The warmth of the July night came in
through the open windows; the land breeze brought at mo-
ments the scent of elder-blossoms from the woods, and the
sound of the bay came faint in the pauses of conversation.

“Your name rang a bell for me when I first heard it,” said
Julian to Rhodri; “and now I remember what it was. Meyrick
—it seems to me I read that some Meyricks were descended
from Prince Madoc. That wouldn’t be your family?”

“It would,” said Rhodri. “The descent comes through his
daughter Gwenllian, who married the Lord of Menai.”

“That makes your quest more interesting, doesn’t it? Well,
we have our traditions too, like the second-sighted Malcolm.”

“What quest is this?” put in Morgan, with some interest.

“Mr. Meyrick wants to excavate for the lost city of Caer
Mair. And I've decided that I'm going to let him.” Julian
turned to Rhodri. “How long do you think it'll take?”

“That depends on what we find. For the preliminary work,
say, a few days to a few weeks.”

“In that case, why don’t you stay at Silverthorne? I have all
this room, and it’d save you the trip back and forth. You
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could stay in the Treasure Tower, and I could put Linette uﬂ
the other room of the Garden Tower.” A

“I'd be delighted. I'd been rather longing to, but I dldn’d
dare ask.” ]

“What is this place Caer Mair?” asked Morgan.

“It was Prince Madoc’s settlement in the twelfth century,”
said Rhodri. |

“Madoc—he was descended from Arthur, wasn’t he?”

“That’s what they say about the royal line of Gwynedd,
yes.”

“Do you think you mxght find any—well, Arthurian relics?”

“No. What for? What kind?”

“How do I know? You’re the archaeologist.”

The conversation had become, inexplicably, a little irritated.
Julian, to pour oil on the troubled waters, said to Morgan, |
“We were talking about your name earlier. It’s an interesting
one.”

“Yes, I've always thought so.”

“It’s Arthurian itself, isn’t it? Even the last name fits, since
Morgan le Fay was one of the princesses of Cornwall.”

“I’'d forgotten about that,” said Linette. “How does that
come in?”

“She was one of the three daughters of Avalloc and Yger-
na,” said Morgan. “The other two were Morgause and Elaine.
Afterwards Ygerna married Uther, Arthur’s father.” |

“I've often wondered about Morgan le Fay,” said Julian. |
“Why exactly did she hate Arthur?” f

“She didn’t hate him,” said Morgan. “Though she could
have, very reasonably.” ‘

“Why do you say that?” asked Rhodri. “After all, she tried |
to kill him.”

“It’s difficult to explain,” said Morgan. “But after all, shar-
ing a name with her, I've thought a lot about her myself. The
evidence is there in Malory and the other sources, if you know
how to interpret it. I reconstruct the story something like this.”

She paused for a moment, looking thoughtfully down at the
table. “There were three of them; she was the youngest. And
after the tragedy in Cornwall, her sisters were married off by
Uther to two of his subject kings; but she was too young. The
Cornwall dynasty worshipped the old gods; and Ygerna—Ig-
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raine in Malory—placed Morgan in a college of priestesses on
n island. They were nine maiden priestesses, the servants of
‘Arianrhod; and they had the power of prophecy and other
ifts that were not common. She was made chief priestess after
while, the representative of the goddess. And she was happy
there, glad to be there in the service of the Lady and to belong
to her, body and soul. This place was Avalon, the apple-tree
island, what they called Glastonbury later; that is to say, it was
the Avalon of this world.

“You know the Mabinogion story, of course—how Ari-
anrhod gave weapons to her son Llew, the young sun god?
The story was differently told in Morgan’s day; Arianrhod
gave them freely, with no enchanter to trick her. She was the
first person, so to speak, of the supreme triune goddess who
was once worshipped in Britain.

“But this did not last. Uther died, and Arthur became king.
'This was the time of the Saxon invasions, and the British were
having little success against them. Then a man named Gildas,
la monk, said this was a punishment because the king tolerated
the old religion in the land; and he made such an outcry, and
got such a following, that the king was forced to act against
the island shrine. The holy grove was cut down; the priestesses
were scattered; and the king’s half-sister, the servant of the
maiden goddess, was taken away and married to a stranger.”

There was a brief silence at the table.

“I think you've missed your calling, Miss Cornwall,” said
Rhodri. “You should have been a novelist.”

Morgan smiled. “Is it such an implausible theory?”

“No, though unproveable, of course. I meant that you tell it
rather well.”

“Another aspect of the story that puzzles me,” said Julian,
“is why she tried to take Excalibur.”

There was a complete silence, through which came faintly
the endless sounding of the sea. It grew long; Rhodri pursued
the last of his dessert with his fork, and Morgan looked intent-
ly at the spider lilies in a bowl on the table.

“Perhaps she did it out of vengeance,” said Linette finally.
But still nobody else spoke; and Julian watched her guests with
a quiet, thoughtful gaze.

Aramelissa came in, cleared away the plates, and brought
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coffee. This seemed to break the spell; everyone moved as
awakened, and Julian went to the window and looked out
the night.

“It should be a good day tomorrow for your excavations,
she said to Rhodri. “Speaking of the Arthurian legend, I w
reading something not long ago—did you ever hear of t
Pendragons?”

“Arthur and Uther—,” said Rhodri in a curiously surprise
voice.

“No, I mean the idea of the Pendragon—how does the boo
put it?—‘the successors of Arthur and Uther and Cassibelaun,’
that work in every age, with whatever few followers they have,
to try to keep England closer to its ideal self and farther from
its anti-ideal. Logres and Britain, I think they were called re-
spectively.”

“Well, 1,” said Rhodri with his color mounting, “I'm not
familiar with the books in your library; but yes, I've heard of
the idea.”

“What do you make of it?”

“Well—” Rhodri stared thoughtfully at the table, as if con-
centrating on his words. “Logres does well enough for one
name; in Modern Welsh, Lloegr is only England, but in the
romances it refers to all of Arthur's kingdom. Though I don’t
see why Britain should be the other—it only means the Island
of the Mighty. But I suppose it had to be called something.”

“I meant the Pendragonship itself,” said Julian.

He frowned still more intently at the polished wood. “Well,
it’s an interesting idea, isn’t it? Although I would think it was
rather a hard job. In books, people like that have big houses
and ancient treasures; but in reality it might not be like that,
he might not have such resources. He might have to depend
mostly on himself, while his neighbors might think he was just
anything, a writer, a scientist—" He gestured vaguely, as if he
did not know what else to add. “That, anyway, is how I imag-
ine it.”

“And it sounds quite probable,” said Julian lightly. “Who
knows? Such a person could really exist.”

Linette, who was watching them, saw the expression in Juli-
an’s eyes as she spoke; she fixed on Rhodri a gaze thoughtful,
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quiet, and unreadable, though the candlelight gave her face a
- luminous look.

Rhodri meanwhile was glancing at his watch. “Since you
i asked me to stay, Miss Silverthorne, I think I'll go get my
“things tonight. That way I can get an early start in the morn-
ing.”

“I’ll ride back with you,” said Linette; “I have to get mine
too.”

“I’ll show you to the gate,” said Julian, rising. “You can
take the other candle, Morgan, if you want to.”

Linette, following Julian across the courtyard to the gate,
looked back to see if Rhodri was keeping up. She saw, over his
shoulder, Morgan passing among the arches of the north walk;
she had a candle in her hand, and it made a ring of radiance
around her. In her white robes, amid that unreal light, she had
a spirit-like look; once again Linette felt her hair prickle as if
with cold.

Nonsense, she thought, quickening her steps in the wake of
Julian’s. But nevertheless the impression remained, a vague
and formless oppression of the heart, like a distant echo of
foreboding.
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“Linette!”

Julian’s voice came through the door and through Linette’s
rapidly vanishing sleep; she sat up abruptly, half-dazzled by
the muted sunlight. “Yes?”

“It’s seven o’clock, and Mr. Meyrick’s waiting for break-
fast.”

“I’ll be there.”

Before Julian’s footsteps had faded, she sprang up and drew
the drapes. Under the tower, the rose garden was in full
bloom; eastward the bay was full of light. She dressed quickly
in a dark-blue dress and put up her hair. She did not care for
too much brightness or softness in her clothes; a certain severi-
ty suited her more, made it clear that she was serious and in-
tellectual. Extravagances of purple and silver were all very
well for a splendid eccentric like her aunt, but not for Linette
Silverthorne. Still, she looked with satisfaction at her image in
the mirror; this plain style became her.

Julian bad decided to eat in the rose garden, and she and
Rhodri were sitting at a wrought-iron table when Linette came
out. Aramelissa followed with the serving cart.

Rhodri rose as Linette approached, looking at her directly
and frankly, as he had looked at the stone. She sensed that
now, with the roses heightening the fair and dark of her color,
he was seeing her clearly for the first time; and her cheeks
brightened under that appraising gaze. But there’s nothing for
him to find fault with, she thought, with a lift of her head, and
approached the table. |

“Well, Rhodri,” she said, “let’s go and look at your stones
of Caer Mair.” She felt, for some reason, a need of bravado;
but she did not clearly know what disturbed her.

“I was just telling Julian that there’s been a little contre-
temps,” said Rhodri, recollecting his impatience. “I was un-
packing my boxes last night, and I found my light's missing.

24
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Left it in Caernarvon, evidently; and I don’t know where I'll
get another.”

“Do you really need it?” asked Linette, sitting down. “The
lantern gives a pretty decent light, and I'm sure Schliemann
didn’t have anything better.”

“You have a point there,” said Rhodri, “though it is rather a
nuisance.” Nevertheless his face cleared; there would not be
any delay after all.

“Where’s Morgan Cornwall?” asked Linette.

“She never eats breakfast with me,” said Julian. “In fact,
she sleeps late; I rarely see her before noon.”

“I told you she was a white witch,” said Rhodri, half-laugh-
ing. “Up half the night casting spells. Divining the future by
the power of Arianrhod.”

“It’s a good thing she isn’t at this table to hear you,” said
Julian, laughing.

In the cellar, by the light of the kerosene lantern, Rhodri
laid out his tools and surveyed the wall. “The first thing, ob-
viously,” he said, “is to get this plaster down and see what the
break is like. That’s going to take awhile.”

“What do I do?” asked Linette.

“Nothing yet. Maybe hold the lantern as I need it.”

“How soon will you know whether it’s your crypt?”

“I don’t know. Tell me—who was the second-sighted Mal-
colm, anyway? The man your aunt mentioned last night.”

“Oh, just an ancestor; I think he was my father and Aunt
Julian’s great-great-grandfather. His name was Malcolm
MacLeod, and he foresaw his own death in war. In fact he
wrote a poem foretelling it; it’s printed in the genealogy.”

“Extraordinary story.”

“Oh, there are more. Second sight is supposed to be heredi-
tary in that branch of the family. Why did you ask about
him?”

Rhodri looked intently at the chisel he had just picked up.
“Well, the second sight—I've known someone that had it.”” He
placed the chisel against the plaster and gave it a sharp blow
with the mallet; for awhile there was too much noise for con-
versation.
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Linette held the lantern up so he could see. She watched his
intent face and the flying flakes of plaster, and heard the ham-
mer-blows echoing in the dark. She felt vaguely depressed, as
if the cool, earth-smelling darkness were weighing down on
her; some restless and elusive disturbance stirred in her.

After awhile Rhodri stopped for a rest, and they sat down
against the side wall, away from the mess of fallen plaster.

“Who did you know that had it?” said Linette.

“Had what?”

“The second sight.”

“A woman. She lived in Caernarvon.”

“Tell me about her. Was she old or young?”

:syoung.”

“What was her name?”

“Cristant Aberglas.”

“Pretty name.”

esy

“What did she see?”

“Various things. She was very good at it.” He rose and
picked up the mallet and chisel. “I'll just get back to work on
this wall.”

Once again the conversation stopped. There was the circle
of lantern-light, the steady thud of the hammer, the rattle of
falling plaster.

Linette again felt the vague insecurity of the darkness.
Standing with the light in her hand, she seemed to herself to
be getting drowsy; the noise seemed far away as if it came
across a stretch of dark water, from a shore from which a ship
was slowly receding. Malcolm, she thought vaguely. Cristant
Aberglas. What did they see?

Far away. Old stones marked by fire. She was not receding
from a shore; she was sinking deeper and deeper into an inner
darkness, into another world that lay in her mind like a lighted
crystal sphere. Old stones—Cristant, not Aberglas, a slight girl
with black braids and a thin circlet of gold; she was Princess
of Caer Mair, and she stood in torchlight with a handful of
others before a heavy wooden door.

“Linette!”

Rhodri’s voice came sharp, dragging her out of her inner
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depths. I should be a writer, she thought as her mind flashed
upward; I imagined that so clearly.

He had stopped hammering. “Hold the light over here,” he
said in a breathless voice. “Yes. Clay brick.”

Linette stared at the brick showing through the flaked plas-
ter. Why not? she thought uncomprehendingly. Why not clay
brick?

“Look how it joins on,” he said in the same voice. “A
straight joint—clay and then stone. Does it go on like that?”
He began to hammer again with redoubled fury; the plaster
fell like snow. Linette watched the violent downward pace of
the hammer. A straight line began to show amid the cracked
whiteness, dropping vertically from the point of discovery, a
clean jointure of brick against stone.

Rhodri laid it bare to the floor. Then he rose and turned to
Linette; his face was strangely pale, and his eyes like half-hid-
den blue flames in the lantern-light. “What does it look like to
you?”

His voice was level, but Linette could feel the strained-in in-
tensity. Something in herself answered to it, so that she could
hardly breathe. “It looks as if the stone ended straight, not like
a broken place. Like a doorway.”

Without a reply he turned back to the wall and began to
hammer more fiercely than ever. The plaster showered down
like a miniature avalanche. But even now, Linette saw, he did
not strike recklessly; the thick and fast blows fell as cleanly as
they had ever done. Yet at unbelievable speed he traced out a
rectangle, following the jointure of brick and stone, and then
with heavier strokes laid the brick bare.

Finally he stood back, breathing hard, with the sweat
streaking the plaster-dust on his face even in the cool of the
cellar. He was unable to speak, but his eyes were a blaze of ex-
ultation.

Linette took the hammer out of his hand. “Come outside.
Catch your breath and wash your face and tell me what this is.
And eat something. It’s past one.”

She herself was almost as overcome with excitement as he
was. She could not have said which was uppermost, excitement
or curiosity or a concern that she suddenly felt for him.
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They came out of the cellar. Rhodri washed in the kitchen,
and they sat on the back porch and ate the lunch Aramelissa
had prepared.

“What do you think it is?” said Linette when he had caught
his breath.

“I don’t know,” said Rhodri. “Obviously it was some kind
of doorway. It could be the stairwell that led to the upper lev-
el; or it could lead to a completely collapsed part of the lower
level, closed off for safety.”

“But you don’t think that,” said Linette. “I see what you're
doing; you’re thinking of the most pessimistic things you can,
to stop yourself from hoping too much. And I don’t blame
you. I feel a hope in me, though I don’t know what I’'m hoping
for; and I want so much for it to come true, that the thought
of its failing seems to choke me. I want something wonderful,
something glorious to happen—something worth remembering,
just once in my whole life!”

Rhodri looked at her, startled. “But I would have thought
you were happy—"

“Many people would think so. I have a good family, a fine
house, an education—by all the proper rules, I should now
marry some promising young man and settle down to live hap-
pily ever after. In fact, by the rules I'should have married long
ago; I'm twenty-five, and that’s rather late here. The girls I
went to school with have been married for years; I see them
sometimes, and I'm filled with horror. They’re old; all the life
has gone out of them—just ordinary, ordinary, ordinary. I
couldn’t bear that. I'd rather be an old maid like Aunt Julian.
If I were really like Aunt Julian, that might be all right; but
her way is closed to me. I know what I'll do; I'll go on in my
education, get a doctorate, and teach in some university. That
at least is not ordinary. But still it’s not enough. I want more,
much more, than years of lonely work, keeping up a position
and watching myself grow older.

“I don’t know why I'm telling you all this—I suppose be-
cause you represent something different from anything I've
ever known. I wish I were an archaeologist; or I wish I’d lived
in Caer Mair, or in Arthur’s Britain that Morgan was talking
about. It might have been different for me. Oh, if I'd been
Guenevere, Lancelot might never have existed for all I'd have
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cared; I would have stayed with Arthur and helped him, with
all my ability, to hold off the barbarians and keep what was
left of civilization alive. But there’s no chance of anything for
me now. The world now is flattened-out and huge and dead; in
it I have nothing and I am nothing. Aunt Julian’s right to turn
away from it; there’s nothing worth staying for.”

Rhodri watched her; her head was bent, her mouth tight-
ened into a hard unaccepting line. He wanted to speak to her;
words trembled in his mind. But around the two of them
shone the fierce July sun over this harsh and strange land, over
the heavy waters of the river. It was impossible here.

He rose abruptly. “Come down to the cellar.”

Linette followed him, her bitter mood unbroken; everything
around her seemed nebulous as a dream. The cool darkness re-
lieved her; it did not mock her as the daylight did.

Rhodri sat down on the floor where they had sat before and
stared at the lantern. She sat down beside him; the flame
seemed to draw her gaze too, so that neither of them looked at
the other. The cool silence closed for a moment around them,
stilling his reticence and her distress.

“Let me tell you about that door,” said Rhodri slowly, with-
out looking away from the flame. “I was hoping it would be
there.”

Linette glanced at him, with a glimmer of light breaking her
dark mood. “What are you really looking for?”

“I told you about the church of Saint Michael the Archangel.
It was outside Caer Mair, at the place where Madoc made his
first encampment before choosing the site of the city; actually
it was only partly finished when he sailed away. And it was the
special church of the princely house, or so the records seem to
hint.

“The truth is, I am looking for treasures. Madoc is said to
have taken certain precious things with him, and I have reason
to think they were hidden in a secret treasury opening out of
this crypt.”

“Like the gold of Troy?”

“Yes, that sort of thing—the wealth of the princely house.
But according to the tradition, there were certain other things
—a talisman, for instance, supposed to have been given to the
royal house by the famous Brigid of Kildare. It was only a
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glass vessel with water from a sacred well in Ireland; but it
was called the Water of Vision, and the story says it had mi-
raculous properties. Supposedly, if someone with proper faith
let a drop of it fall in still water, he would see whatever he
needed to know on the face of the water. Anyway, if this vessel
really existed at all, and hasn’t been destroyed, it might be
with other royal treasures in that secret treasury.”

Linette said nothing, but he felt that she was looking at him.
He glanced at her quickly; her face held pools of shadow from
the lantern-light, but her eyes looked out with a half-awakened
brilliance. Ice with the reflection of flames, he thought sudden-
ly; but not ice altogether.

He rose abruptly. “I’'m going to take out the bricks.”

Once again the strong, careful pounding began, and the
mortar broke and crumbled. Linette held the lantern in silence
and watched Rhodri. She saw how he did not remove any
bricks at once, but loosened several; she thought, He wants to
be able to see something when he moves them. His face was
half-hidden by the shadow and by the dark hair falling for-
ward. Why did I tell him that? she wondered. Now he knows
my secrets—do I like that or not? Will I dislike him now for
knowing?

She thought of what he had told her. It was a secret too, of
sorts—but not personal, not intimate like hers. It was only a
practical secret, to keep people from grabbing.

Surely he'll tell Aunt Julian, though, she thought. He’s hon-
est. Ah, Aunt Julian.

She sighed. Rhodri had put down the mallet and chisel now
and was carefully working out a brick; he heard her. “What is
it? Are you tired?”

“No—I was just thinking about Aunt Julian. How does she
have a right to be so beautiful and happy? She lives in a world
outside the world—is that right? I don’t mean that she isn’t
concerned about people—everyone knows how kind and chari-
table she is. But she seems to set her peace somewhere else,
where people don’t go nowadays. It isn’t the writing and schol-
arly work I mean; it isn’t the medievalism; it isn’t the love of
nature, though I've seen her go out in a howling storm just to
watch the sea. And she keeps a big black horse which she rides
for hours sometimes through the countryside. But it isn’t any
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of that. It’s that she never seems to be disturbed about things
that disturb other people—not about being an utter contradic-
tion of the modern world, not about dying there alone perhaps
some night—I don’t think she’d be afraid of the Day of Judg-
ment. It's as if she found a meaning somewhere that isn’t ac-
cessible to other people—but is there any such meaning?”

“There is meaning,” said Rhodri. “Why do you say ‘not ac-
cessible to other people’?”

“T don’t know. I suppose I mean ‘not accessible to me.” ”

“Give me the light!”

His voice startled her. She saw that he had pulled out all the
loosened bricks now; a large hole opened black in the bricked
place. Rhodri took the lantern out of her hand before she
could move; she saw his face completely transfigured with
something that was not excitement but steady and relentless; in
it she and her doubts were swallowed up like a stone in the
sea. She felt a flicker of desolation at being left like that, but it
was lost immediately as she bent to look beside him into the
gap.

He held the lantern at arm’s length into the hole. The yel-
low circle of light fell on white stone walls, a passage leading
spear-straight away from the cellar, and on a great heap-of
earth mixed with stones and tree roots that choked the passage
within six feet of the doorway.

“Look here,” said Rhodri in an almost breathless voice. “At
the edge. Rust-marks from hinges. There was a door.” He
straightened and looked at Linette with an intensity that fright-
ened her. “This is what I came from Wales to see.”

The light fell strongly on his features, making sharp shad-
ows. Linette felt an excited terror rise in her to meet what was
about to be spoken, knowing a raging determination in him as
powerful as Julian’s peace.

He stared at her as if he were dragging her with him into
some enterprise, without pity for either. “I am going to tell
you the full truth at last. I am the Pendragon of Logres. We
are looking for Excalibur.”

Late that night Morgan Cornwall stood in the Atlantis
Tower alone. Before her, on a round table of dark, polished
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wood, lay the playing cards of the Tarot pack divided into the
four suits—coins, staffs, cups, and swords. She laid the numer-
al cards overlapping in a great circle like a wheel, with the
aces at the four points of the compass; the court cards, page,
knight, queen, king, ran from each ace to the hub, which was
the Fool.

Nine times clockwise she circled the table, chanting softly in
an ancient language that Rhodri might have half-understood.
Then she stood still at the western point of the circle, facing
the moonlight that came across the table from the open win-
dows.

“Mother of all the living, Arianrhod, Blodeuwedd, Cerrid-
wen; noble lady, you who were called Druan Gwen in this
land—by that name I call on you now. Let my questioning of
the cards be fruitful for the fulfillment of your will.

“Cards, cards, cards—coins, element of earth; staffs, ele-
ment of air; cups, element of water; swords, element of fire.
You I invoke, you I question, in the name of the ever-living
Goddess.

“Cards, cards, cards. Who is it that has come over the wa-
ters?”

She closed her eyes and laid her hand on a card, then
looked to see what it was.

“The King of Swords. Yes, it is he. It is the Pendragon.

“Cards, cards, cards. What does the King of Swords seek?

“The Ace of Swords. He seeks the Sword.

“Cards, cards, cards. Who shall help me against the King of
Swords?

“The Queen of Staffs, the Queen of the Air, my sister.”




5. The Queens of Earth and Air

Morgan, as usual, did not appear at breakfast, which this
i time took place decorously in the sunlit dining room. Julian
| did appear, looking startlingly different in a grey silk street
b dress, with her hair up.

“I'm going into town, to Oakleigh among other places,” she
told Rhodri. “That’s the headquarters of the local historical so-
ciety. Shall I tell them about your excavations?”

“Well, actually, I'd rather you didn’t. I'll explain why this
evening.”

“Not this evening,” said Julian, smiling. “I'm having dinner
at the Ironwoods’.”

“Oh, then,” said Linette, “I know what I'd like to do. I of-
fered to show Rhodri the city, but I haven’t yet. Rhodri, let’s
have dinner in town; I’ll show you Oakleigh, and the basilica,
and everything.”

Julian wondered if this sudden display of historical interest
had anything to do with her visiting the Ironwoods. But since
she did not know the precise state of things between Anthony
and Linette, she could not interpret it more definitely.

“Who are the Ironwoods?” asked Rhodri, as they started
their work. There was not so much noise now; they had gotten
the rest of the bricks out yesterday afternoon, and now they
were actually in the passage. The yellow lantern-light made a
mellow radiance around them; Rhodri was carefully loosening
earth from the mass that choked the passage, and Linette was
putting it through a screen. So far nothing had turned up but
bits of broken stone; but those, as Rhodri said, did prove that
' the passage had been blocked after the collapse of the upper
structure.

“Hm?” said Linette. Her gaiety at breakfast had been a very
transient mood; all her moods today seemed to chase one an-
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other like shadows. She was plunged now into a kind of dark:
ness, neither gay nor sad but vaguely depressing, whose ca
she could not find.

“The Ironwoods.”

“Oh, they’re a family that we know. I used to see their so;
fairly often.”

“He’s married now?”

“No, he’s been studying; he’s getting his doctorate in Au.
gust. His name’s Anthony, and his dissertation is called ‘An
Interpretation of the Grail Quest in Malory.” ”

“Is he the one Aramelissa mentioned?”

“Yes, but I haven’t seen him in months. I never really en-
couraged him, and I suppose he gave up finally—though I
would have liked him as a friend at least. Rhodri—"

“Yes?” ]

“Are you really going to tell Aunt Julian about Excalibur?”
- ‘Tl have to. We can’t keep the passage secret and secure

without her. And I think she already knows something is up.”

“I expect so. I was watching her the other night when you
were talking about the Pendragons. I think she brought the
subject up casually, but then—she has uncanny insight some-
times.”

A silence fell, broken only by Rhodri’s scraping and Li-
nette’s putting the loose earth through the sieve. Linette’s
hands worked mechanically at the task; but it seemed remote,
and the darkness seemed to crowd and press in around her.
What'’s the matter with my mind? she thought. ’'m not usually
like this. There’s no sense in this—foreboding.

“Rhodri,” she said in a low voice, “tell me about that girl.”

“What girl?”

“The one with the second sight. Cristant Aberglas.”

“Cristant.” Rhodri lowered the shovel and stood looking
thoughtfully at the lantern. “It’s difficult to tell you about Cris-
tant, difficult to convey what it was like.

“I was in Caernarvon, a year ago, a summer evening. You
don’t know Caernarvon; it’s a seacoast town with a big Nor-
man castle and ruined medieval walls more or less engulfed by .
the modern city. This particular evening I was walking around
in the old narrow streets, without direction, not seeing them
really because of the thoughts that were in my mind. I walk
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half the night when my thoughts drive me. I hadn’t been Pen-
dragon long.

“What put my mind in that turmoil was partly something
I'd been reading—one of the splendid old romances, Malory in
fact, in which Britain was indeed ‘this sceptred isle,” Logres,
the glory of the western world. But what had struck home to
me, at the last, was what the people did during the war be-
tween Arthur and Mordred. After all the glory of Arthur’s
reign, as soon as trouble came, the people turned against him,
because Mordred offered them ease instead of endeavor. The
words seemed to burn across the darkness before me: ‘and the
most part of England held with Sir Mordred, the people were
so new fangle.” And it seemed to me that this was true, even in
our day, as Malory said it was true in his—how readily people
will do that, preferring what is base because it is easier. Where
are we going even now? I thought—downward, to mediocrity,
mass-produced trash, the nadir of greatness. I can’t describe
. how my mind was—bitter, burning.

“And as I walked, I suddenly found myself in a dead-end
street. It was the old wall that was blocking my way; but I
came out of my thoughts with a shock, and it took me a sec-
f ond to recognize it standing ruinous and pale-colored in the
| moonlight. I just stood and stared at it, and then I realized that
somebody was watching me.

“T looked around. In the house next to the wall there was a
second-story window open, and a girl was standing at it with a
hairbrush in her hand. There was light in the room behind her,
and it came on her hair—long hair, the loveliest I had ever
 seen, a kind of silvery gold loose around her. And her face
was lovely, very delicate, very fair. Even without coming
close, as I felt her eyes on me, I felt my hair rise as if with
cold. For there was something about her—a wildness, some-
thing supernatural almost—as if she were not like other girls,
as if she might do anything, say anything.

“And then she said, ‘Pendragon.’

“I had never seen her before. There was no way she could
have known. A kind of cold shock went through me; I
couldn’t speak.

“ ‘Don’t be alarmed,” she said. ‘My name is Cristant Aber-

glas.
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“I got my voice then and came under the window. ‘What do
you want with me?’ I said.

“ ‘I want to tell you something,’ she said. I stood there
watching her in that mixture of lamplight and moonlight that
seemed to shimmer around her. She said, “You know the secret
tradition of the Pendragons, that the sword of Arthur is not
lost.’

“ ‘Madoc took it to America,’ I said, dazed, as if I were re-
citing a geography lesson.

“ ‘And you must find it there,” she said. ‘I know that this is
important.’

“And I found myself repeating the verse from the secret tra-
dition; I said it in Welsh, but in English it would be something
like this:

Three Pendragons of Arthur’s line:
One to lay the sword in shrine,

One to find it in its tomb,
One to draw it and bid him come.

The first was Madoc—we knew he had laid it in the treasuries
of the not-yet-finished Annedd Cledd; he left that word with
his successor when he came back to Wales for more people.
And the tradition of the Pendragons says Arthur must be sum-
moned by drawing it, in the great need at the end of time. But
I’d never thought much about it, though I knew the Meyricks
were of Arthur’s line through Madoc’s daughter.

“Cristant listened while 1 spoke, very gravely, and then re-
peated, “You must find it

“ ‘Where?’ I said.

“ “That’s what you have to find out,’ she said. ‘But it’s there; '
I saw it.’

“ ‘Saw it?’ T couldn’t help saying, even though by then I'd i
passed beyond all surprise.

“‘In my mind,” she said. ‘Oh, I know this is strange to you. ‘
But you must go, go now, and not lose any time. This is ur- *
gent, and I can feel that there’s danger in every minute lost.”

“And the force of her words was so strong that I turned }
around and started walking toward my flat as fast as I could '
go, without even saying good-bye. When I realized I hadn’t, I |
felt a kind of sorrow go through me; she was so beautiful, I
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see her as if she were standing before me. A woman like
stal and silver.
. “I haven’t seen her since. I’'ve written to her—oh, it was
2asy enough, I found her name in the telephone directory. She
have the second sight; she’d seen the Sword in her mind,
#s a fiery golden thing, and been made to understand the ne-
sessity of finding it. But we don’t know what the urgency is all
ut.”
- “And I suppose,” said Linette, “that the first thing you’ll do,
w¥hen you get back to Wales, is go back and find her.”
. “Yes—T’ll have the leisure to, then, instead of all the re-
search and arrangements. And, though nothing’s actually been
IQid, there’s a kind of—I don’t know—an understanding, a
sond, something delicate and fine that I don’t know what to

| “Love?” said Linette very quietly, with lowered head.

He did not answer. “Talking of every minute’s delay being
angerous, do you know what time it is? Eleven and past.” He
Yegan once more to attack the hardened mass.

. Linette once again set to work screening the loosened earth.
She was aware of Rhodri’s shadow as a towering shape cast on
he white wall beyond him, like a giant hewing at some obdur-
ite mountainside. Once more the darkness seemed to crowd
ound them, pressing close and silent.

“And where do I belong in all this?” she said. “I told you
terday that I have nothing. And you told me your secret,
hen—but where does that leave me? I'm not one of these peo-
e like Cristant, that can actually help you as Pendragon. All
I’m good for is to put dirt through a screen. I tried to tell you
how desperate I am. This’ll end; you’ll go. And I'll be left
bmpty-handed as before. I can’t stand playing my life away
vith things that don’t matter, while other people have all the
isk and achievement. If I have to spend my life standing be-
hind a desk writing names and dates on a blackboard, and ris-
ng to be a full professor, and sitting in an office correcting
pelling mistakes and making out syllabi, and going home at
hight to cultivate my lawn and prepare new lectures—Rhodri,
‘ can’t stand it, I'll go quietly mad.”

- Rhodri stopped and looked at her; he saw the lantern-light
fleam on the tears that had crept into her eyes. A troubled,
:
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smothered feeling came over him; he could not move. The
rather awkwardly, he bent over her and touched her hair. An
she began to cry in earnest.

“Don’t, now,” he said; “ah, don’t. It’s not true; it won’t b
as bad as that. And you aren’t playing your life away. Wh
you're doing does matter; it’s not just putting dirt through
screen, though that’s important in its way. You have to hel;
me; you're every bit as necessary as Cristant. I told you wh
she said, how urgent it was; there may be more risk than ei
ther of us thinks. And if we do find Excalibur, that'll be a
achievement indeed, something to dream of, maybe enough tg
cast glory over every blackboard and syllabus that could be.§

“Oh, I'm so sorry,” said Linette, swallowing her sobs. “It’s}
so stupid of me to behave like this; I don’t know what's thell
matter with me today.” She cleared her tears away roughl
with her hand. “It is good of you to say all that. I don’t belie
it really, but at least I can pretend to be necessary.”

“You are necessary,” repeated Rhodri firmly.

“If it’s as urgent as you say,” said Linette, “you’d better gef§
on with it and give me some more dirt to screen.”

They set to work again and went on for a long time witho
speaking. Linette became conscious once more of the oppres
sive darkness of underground, the great stillness of lightle:
earth and the ponderousness of the years. Forgotten seas, fern
like forests, dinosaur bones; Adam and Eve and their children
and their children’s children sleeping in the earth, under thej
plowed fields and the cities; broken dishes and lost dolls and}
scattered necklaces, fragments of the vanished happiness o
the dead; arrowheads, spears, cannonballs, rusted swords, thell
last many had known before the dark shut down on them: all§§
were hidden in the ponderous masses of the earth, far unde
the grass stems. What could she say to all those silent genera
tions waiting for her to give an account of her life? The ach
of having done nothing brought tears to her eyes, as her soul
shook with an intense longing for heroism and greatness ta
justify her life. Well, she might get it now; she remembered
and tossed her head, defiant of the darkness. The adventure
was here; her hands, working the dirt through the screen, were
closed tight on it; she would not let go, whatever dangers rose
out of the shadows. Her mouth straightened in exultant pride
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And yet, slowly in the back of her mind, the sense of dark-
ess intensified, took form in a nameless awareness that some-
hing was wrong. She remembered how she had been op-
ressed by this place ever since Monday, though she had never
een afraid of the cellar in her childhood. No, it was not fear
f the place; it was a foreboding, vague as yet, but spreading
ough her mind like dark water, foreboding of something
hat was waiting for them, in the darkness and like darkness,
akeful and evil. Images, high-colored like those of dreams,
oated through the dark of her mind: dragon-guarded apples
f the Hesperides, demon-haunted paths to the Grail, the flam-
ing sword at the gates of Eden. Was there any good in the
orld that was not dear-bought and overshadowed with doom?
And yet, had she not wanted this? What, she thought with a
ense of sinking cold, what have I wanted?

She looked up at Rhodri working earnestly at the clogging
irt; his face in the lantern-light showed only complete, re-
trained absorption in his task. Yet there was warmth in his
resence, something to fight back against the foreboding and
the darkness. He alone understood her and cared about her
ongings. Her heart seemed suddenly to clench tight inside her,
ith a kind of pain.

“Rhodri,” she said, “look at me.”

He turned, his face showing only surprise, then a kind of
arm at the expression in Linette’s eyes.

“Rhodri. Do you love Cristant?”

He did not answer, only stood perfectly still, looking at her.
“You say you haven’t seen her in a year. Are you sure this
derstanding isn’t only on your side and not on hers?”

His eyebrows contracted violently, and he struck his shovel
into the dirt again; earth fell down with a showering sound. Li-
tte half-rose from the screen, watching him with a latent, re-
entless light in her eyes. Under his fast and fierce strokes the
dirt showered to the passage floor.

“I've seen it in other women. They’ll forget a man they
on’t see, and they won’t tell him. You can be sure she’s for-
gotten you by now.”

For answer he went on shovelling; she could see his face,
the black eyebrows almost meeting in his frown, the sweat
standing out on his forehead from his violent exertion. She
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thought his eyes were closed, whether in anguish or so as
to see her she did not know.

She seized the handle of the shovel; and again he stood
half-turning toward her.

“Rhodri, look at me. Aren’t I as beautiful as Cristant?”

He looked at her wonderingly, as if once again seeing he
for the first time. He let go the shovel, letting it slide back
against the wall; and slowly, like a man in a trance, he touched ||
her hair with great gentleness. Her gaze wavered a little be-|
neath his, but did not turn away; the color rose slowly to her |
cheeks and brow.

“She has forgotten you,” she said in an almost broken voice.
“She is nothing to you now.”

And as Rhodr looked at her, the remembered beauty of
Cristant seemed faraway and unreal. Linette’s nearness and
power seemed to blaze around him like firelight. She did not}
move; his hands, trembling, touched her face, her lips. Then
suddenly, with an inarticulate sound like a cry, he dropped on
his knees beside her, drew her face to his, and kissed her.

There was no more working that day. In an irresponsible
happiness they went up into the July sunlight and drove down
the bay, sometimes through tall pines and sometimes along the
open shore where seagulls cried out overhead or dipped down
to fish. The seacoast opened out into broad marshland, very |
green, with fishing boats in small canals alongside the road.
The Dauphin Island bridge came in sight, a long white arc
across the sun-dazzling water, with bay on one side and the
green Gulf of Mexico on the other; they drove across toward
the island, which rose white and green itself, girded with high
dunes and crowned with pine.

They ate their picnic lunch on the public beach, which was
practically deserted because it was Wednesday. The rest of the
afternoon they spent walking barefoot on the white shore,
through the broken wave-edges of the gulf that stretched green
into the southern distance. Linette had taken her hair down, so
that it blew loose in the wind like an island girl’s. They
watched the sun set in great spaces of crimson over the dar-
kening sea; the clouds seemed like unreachable islands washed
by a sea endlessly deep and clear, a sea of light that grew more
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; and more blue as the darkness came and the first stars glowed
' white there.

On the way back, they had supper at a seafood restaurant.
Rhodri ordered all sorts of extravagant and expensive dishes;
| Linette, watching him through the bright candlelight, was ob-
| scurely impressed, as if he had poured out great heaps of dia-
monds on the table. The wineglasses gleamed in the soft light;
and behind all their movements and all their words seemed to
move an unheard music, too delicate to be perceived by the
ear.

Afterwards, they drove among the old streets while Linette
showed Rhodri the architecture of the city—the great double-
towered Basilica of the Immaculate Conception, with its gold-
en angels holding lights under the solemn darkness of the por-
tico; old houses with delicate ironwork or Greek pillars, set in
small gardens or under vast overhanging darknesses of oak
trees; a college with its long avenue of oaks and flowerlike
arched quadrangle. And she seemed somehow to be showing
them to herself for the first time; never before had they been
like this, so gracious and filled with light, as if in them too that
unheard music moved and upheld them with its exquisite har-
mony as of crystal or stars.

They drove into the park, past shadowy lawns and high
stands of trees, across a causeway between two lakes that
spread like dulled silver under the moon. All the rolling ex-
panse of shadow and brightness was still and in solitude; there
was no movement except the distant passing of lights on the
main boulevard. They drove around the little mazes of roads
beyond the lakes, in an enthralled stillness of summer night;
finally Rhodri let the car stop and the sound of its motor die
away.

By an unspoken consent they got out and wandered across
the grass in lyric exaltation. The grass was long and fragrant;
the summer stars hung large and low, washed over with strong
. moonlight as with a shallow sea. Even the silver street lamps
seemed alive, as if metal itself had grown like a straight, slen-
der tree and flowered into light. Live trees, pines and hard-
woods, tangled the varied radiance into mazes of shadow.

Rhodri, looking up, saw the stars shining through the pine-
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needles and felt that the stars too were young, laughing with
the first splendor of creation. He stopped; and Linette,. feeling
it in the pressure of his hand, stopped too and looked up with
him.

“We are Adam and Eve,” he said solemnly, meeting her
eyes. “We ‘have dominion over the fish of the sea, the birds of
the air, the cattle, and every living thing that crawls on the
earth,” and over the green plants and the stars. This is our
kingdom.”

Linette felt his words like a revelation of truth and exulta-
tion. No one had ever been in love before them. A rabbit ran
through a space of light, and it was theirs. She called out softly
to it; it paused and looked at her with bright, unwavering eyes
before disappearing into the shadows. She felt she could have

stroked the grass itself as if it were the hair of some living |

thing that waited for her touch. They passed under a tree with
low, trailing branches; she caught a branch-end and held the
small leaves cupped lightly in her hand like a young bird.

“Look,” said Rhodri, “even the lamps are ours.” For they
had come to another of the roads, and the lights flowered
overhead. He laid his hand on the silvered surface of the lamp-
post and felt the cold, hard metal; but there was nothing hos-
tile or alien in its coldness. He shut his eyes for an instant,
feeling its hardness under his hand. Man, the master of metals
—Excalibur? For a second the thought of it flashed like a flare
across even the ecstasy of love. But he opened his eyes; there
was Linette watching him, and he smiled back at her.

They left the road, moving across a wide, grassy expanse
which sloped gently downward. The moonlight shone around
them; a sudden light breeze from the sea stirred the scattered
trees and made the black branch-shadows tremble across the
silver.

“Are we still in the park?” asked Rhodri, not as if he greatly
cared if they were on another planet.

“Yes,” said Linette. “Only—I don’t see the houses that
ought to be up that way.”

“They’ve gone to bed and turned off the lights.”

“I expect so. We can’t be anywhere but the park.”

“Somebody’s awake, though,” said Rhodri, “and has a nice
taste in music.”

'
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They stood still and listened to the music, though it seemed
to come from somewhere in the park rather than from the un-
seen houses. Yet it came as from an immense distance, deli-
cate and clear, a sound like harp music moving in an unde-

- fined melody. The sound wove itself through Linette’s mind;
she seemed to see slender shapes, green-clothed, with leaves in
their hair, moving through tree-shadows and moonlight in the
patterns of a dance. Other shapes, in opalescent blue and white
that flowed and eddied in the moonlight like water, came up
from the lake shore and moved toward the dancers.

She stood without speaking, unconscious of time. Then it
seemed as if a mist shifted in her mind, as if a gap in a cloud-
ed night sky had drifted shut; and she returned to an aware-
ness of the park and of Rhodri. The music was gone; there
was no sound except the faint stir of wind-touched branches.

“What was it?”’ she breathed.

“I know what I would say if this were Wales,” said Rhodri,
“if I heard it at night like this on some deserted mountain—a
place where the boundaries of the worlds were thin. But
here. . . .” He shook his head.

Almost without speaking, they drove back to Silverthorne
through the transfigured moonlight. But instead of going
straight in, they walked hand in hand to the water’s edge and
gazed at the moon’s white path across the bay.

As they turned to go in, Linette whispered, “Look,” and
motioned upward.

On the level top of the Atlantis Tower stood Morgan Corn-
wall, robed from throat to foot in flowing white. Her red hair
spilled loose and dark; the twisted necklace glinted coldly as if
it were silver. She stood rigid as marble, her arms uplifted to-

| wards the sky, her face turned up white and exultant as if in

intense worship towards the full moon.

After midnight in the Atlantis Tower Morgan stood again
before the polished table. Once again she separated the cards
into coins, staffs, cups, and swords—earth, air, water, and fire.
Laying aside the court cards, she took the numeral cards of
earth, air, and fire and laid them in an inverted triangle, earth
along the top, fire and air at the two sides. At the corners of
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the triangle she laid the Aces of Coins, Staffs, and Swords.
In the center she placed the card of the Fool upside down, and
upon it the Queen of Staffs, the Queen of the Air.

Taking the card of the Queen of Swords in her hands, she 1
raised it high as if in adoration; and carrying it uplifted before -
her, she went nine times clockwise around the table, singing in
the ancient language to Arianrhod, Keeper of the Sword. Then
she halted at the southern point of the triangle, before the Ace
of Swords; and still holding the Queen of Swords high before
her, she prayed aloud.

“Mother of all the living, Arianrhod, Blodeuwedd, Cerrid-
wen; Druan Gwen, noble Goddess—I call on you, I, Morgan,
your servant. I call on you by your power as Arianrhod: assist
me in my endeavor to recover your holy possession the sacred
Sword. I call on you by your power as Blodeuwedd, the Queen
of all beauty, faithful beyond the knowledge of man: keep me
faithful also to your service, though I am about to pass into
danger; let me not be shadowed by the Shadow with which I
must deal. I call on you by your power as Cerridwen, Empress
of wisdom and Ruler of silence: let your command go out

through the realms of the dead and bring to me my sister,

Morgause of Orkney, though she is called the Queen of the
Air and is dedicated to your Shadow.”

A gust of wind swept out from the center of the cards and
blew out the candles, a hot wind, as if it blew out of fiery
wastelands. Then out of the dark another flame sprang up, a
thin green flame that flickered over the surface of the central
cards but scorched nothing.

Out of the flame a voice spoke, a woman’s voice, not loud,
but low, beautiful, and heartless. “It is eight hundred years,
sister. Why do you call on me now?”

“By the will of the Secret Powers, who told me you would
help me.”

“The Secret Powers. And so at last you have had to turn to
the Shadow. Can you answer me now—why does Blodeuwedd
betray Llew to Gronw and Gronw to Llew?”

“She does not betray them. The inhabiting Greatness whom
we call the Sun Lord passes from Llew to Gronw and from
Gronw to Llew; to that Greatness she is faithful beyond the
knowledge of man. The sacrifice of their earthly representa-

|

!t
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| tives, which took place in the ancient times, was the price of
| being the god’s dwelling and the mode of their passing into
final union with the Sun Lord. Just as the Goddess passes from
- Mother to Bride to Ancient One according to the courses of the
I moon, so the Sun Lord passes from Llew to Gronw to Llew
with the growing and fading and renewing of the strength of
the sun as year follows year.”

“That is what they said in the Inner Circles in the sacred
groves.”

“It is the truth. I have not forgotten your belief, though,
that Boadb, the dark Shadow of Blodeuwedd, truly betrays the
Sun Lord to the Lord of Darkness. But you must not suppose
that about the Goddess.”

“Do you remember when we last spoke, sister?”

“It was in the twelfth century; I don’t remember the year.
Owain Gwynedd was alive, and his queen’s brother was the
Pendragon and had the sacred Sword.”

“I remember the Sword. You wanted it back; and you tried
'to re-establish the worship of your Goddess in its ancient
form, working through the changed cult that still lived half-
hidden. The priestess Ancret was to be your tool; she instruct-
ed the bard Kynon in the ancient mysteries, and he in turn
was to influence the Pendragon to become king of the secret
groves. But Owain died, and in the wars the Sword disap-
peared and you left the groves to search for the Sword. When
you came back, years had passed and the groves were empty.”

“And I had not found the Sword.”

“No—and now you know why. You might have asked me,
| sister; for I knew.”

“You knew?”

“Kynon knew that Madoc was the new Pendragon, for he
was Madoc’s close friend; no one was closer except Madoc’s
sister, for his wife was dead and his daughter was a child. It
was Kynon who persuaded Madoc to let Ancret sail with them
to the west. Sister, you had abandoned Ancret; I did not.”

“What do you mean?”

“What do you know?”

“l know by the secret arts that Druan Gwen was wor-
shipped in this land, at the ring of stones called Cerrig Mawr.
I know that the Sword was brought here, that a place was built
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for it called Annedd Cledd, the House of the Sword. These
things I learned not long ago, not easily; it is difficult to reach
with the mind across such vastnesses of miles and years.”

“You did not know then that Druan Gwen was not wor-
shipped as you would wish. At Cerrig Mawr, Ancret took a
new lover and he killed Kynon; it was not sacrifice but mur-
der, and thus they invoked the Shadow who did not leave
them. And Annedd Cledd remained beyond their reach; for Ky-
non’s pupil, Bran, made it the shrine of other mysteries, for
love of Madoc’s sister Goeral who had passed from the world.
It was not death that took her; she still lies there in the long
sleep, waiting for the end. Because she was of the new faith,
Bran made the images of the ancient mysteries into ceremony
and symbol for the service of their mysteries. Thus the Druan
of Cerrig Mawr was the Shadow, and the Druan of Annedd
Cledd was a poet’s symbol for the world or the soul. There was
no room for the one whom you worship.”

“There is more reason, then, for my serving her rightly now.
You will have guessed that I want the Sword.”

The flame seemed to laugh; the laughter in its voice made it
tremble as if in a draft. “You should never have given it to
Constantine, son of Cador, when it was returned to you from
the Other Kingdom after the passing of Arthur.”

“How did I know he would be faithless to the groves? And
they were all faithless after that, forsaking her worship; I
could never get it.”

Again the flame laughed. “I have been watching this archae-
ologist, whom you found—how?”

“I have connections in the secret circles of London. I was
told he was the new Pendragon; and when I learned he was
coming here, I sent forth my mind by the hidden paths and
found out why.”

“And so you followed him. I myself was waiting here for
other reasons; I have stood at the gate of the shrine and
watched him, with this girl who works with him. Her mind has
certain depths she does not know about; it is perceptive to-
wards me, and my presence troubles her. Yes, I will help you,
sister—for a price.”

Morgan stiffened a little. “What is your price?”

“First—I am hungry, sister. You do not know that hunger,




The Queens of Earth and Air 47

| that desire for possession and power over a soul. I devoured

| Mordred like that, whom I conceived in hate and reared in
hate as a curse to Arthur the son of Uther—Uther who killed
our father and wronged our mother, and whom I Kkilled at last
for vengeance by a lingering sickness. And after my own death
I entered into Mordred; but I was not strong enough then to
devour him utterly; I clung like a haunting at the root of his
mind. Now and then certain souls have come my way; it is not
all that I would consent to devour. But twice I have failed in
this place: once with Christant, the last Princess of Caer Mair;
once with Mary Myers, who nearly sold her soul to the Dark-
ness, and who would have become one with the Shadow. The
memory of her wakens my hunger even now. And what I pro-
pose is useful anyway for the work. If you give me that girl to
possess, the Sword will come within reach of our hands.”

“She is not mine to give you,” said Morgan, frowning.

“But I will need your help. And I tell you there is no other
way to work.” The green flame trembled and was silent for a
moment. ‘“‘Second—sister, the Cup is coming here.”

“The Cup?”

“The Cup which is one of the four holy things. You know
them—Sword, Spear, Dish, and Cup.”

“You are mistaken, sister. The fourth holy thing is a cauld-
ron, the Cauldron of Cerridwen.”

The flame stood still and seemed to pause. “You are right.
And I can speak the more freely because the Cup does not be-
long to your mysteries. I have sensed it coming: all things are
preparing for it; even the boundaries of the three worlds be-
come indistinct, and they draw closer to one another. I will
help you if you will help me. I want to destroy the Cup.”

“Why? What is it?”

“A thing hateful to me and alien to you—the great Cup of
those mysteries which destroyed your island.”

“I give it over to your desire, then. But what do you want
from me?”

“I want to use the power of the Sword to destroy it. And I
warn you, sister—if there is anything you want to save here,
send it far away before then. For when that power destroys
the Cup, it would be better for this place if the earth had swal-
lowed it.”
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“I would like to save the lady of this house; she has been
gracious to me.”

“See to it, then. But I want those two things, the girl and
the Cup: one to possess and use, and one to destroy.”



6. The Seeing and the Cup

Julian did not need to be told the turn things had taken.
' When Linette and Rhodri came in to breakfast, it was evident
to her from the way they looked and moved. They had been in
| the rose garden as early as this, and a red rose with the dew
still on it clung in Linette’s dark hair. Julian guessed that
Rhodri had fastened it there, half-shy at his own temerity, em-
| boldened by the subtle change in Linette’s beauty. For she
seemed changed since yesterday; there was a new softness or
perhaps wildness about her, like that ecstatic sweetness of the
i air when suddenly, in the end of January, the hard, furled
peach buds open tentatively to the sun.

“Well,” she said as they sat down, “you just missed Morgan.
She came down to say she wanted her breakfast later than
usual. Actually she said she was going back to bed—didn’t
sleep well last night.”

Linette and Rhodri exchanged glances, remembering the
white-robed figure with its face turned toward the moon.

Rhodri turned his gaze to Julian, wondering how to begin
his explanation about the Pendragonship and Excalibur. Julian
this morning reminded him vaguely of something; she was
wearing a plain sea-blue dress of some light material, and
around her neck was a reddish-gold amber pendant finely set
in gold wires. With the silver circlet—of course; the recollec-
tion came to him: it was a book-cover portrait of Eleanor of
Aquitaine.

Before he could say anything, Linette asked, “How was the
Ironwoods’ dinner?”

“Well, you can guess,” said Julian, smiling. “They were all
there, but Cecilia did ali the talking.”

“Like a Lewis Carroll duchess,” said Linette, “very opinion-
ated; but she’s so full of vitality that people don’t mind. And
the rest of you could hardly say two words; but afterwards
Mr. Ironwood showed you his new books.”

49
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“Three of them, on medieval philosophy.”

“And Anthony talked about his dissertation.”

“No, as a matter of fact he said very little about anything..
But he did ask if he could come and talk with me this evening;
so I invited him to dinner.” 1

The conversation seemed to Rhodri to have strayed rather
far from his explanation, and he sat wondering how to steer 1t
toward an opening. Julian unintentionally gave him the open-
ing by holding up the pendant and looking at it in the sunlight.

“That’s a pretty thing,” he said. “It looks like something
Eleanor of Aquitaine might have worn.”

Julian smiled. “Perhaps it really is twelfth-century, then. An'
ancestor of mine is supposed to have picked it up among the
ruins the French saw in 1699, which are thought to have been
Caer Mair. Well, who knows? If this sort of thing was lying
around, you might even strike treasure.”

“I hope to,” said Rhodri, catching his breath at the excell-
ence of the opportunity. In a few words he told Julian the
blunt facts of his quest, putting them before her without deco-
ration or apology, for he despaired of both. She listened with
interest but without comment; he could see she believed in his J
sincerity but not particularly in his chances.

“Still, I don’t blame her,” he said to Linette an hour later in
the lantern-light of the passage. “If somebody told me he
wanted to look for Excalibur on my property, I wouldn’t be
very sanguine about it either.”

Linette said nothing. Julian’s attitude had disturbed her
vaguely, and she wished now that they would stop early again
and perhaps go back to the island. This seemed to have been
going on forever, the days of lantern-light, the hard barrier of
earth under the scrape of iron. She looked at the barrier; and
the vaguely troubled waters of her mind rose darkly in their
caverns, pouring darkness through her thoughts. Of course
they were not coming to the other side of the barrier, because
there was no other side. The passage was a dead end blocked
with earth; and there was only earth, the endless dark weight
of it, lying hard against the scrape of the iron. An image
sprang out of the nightmare of her mind, of them tunnelling

i
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i round and round the world, under the seas, in a blind crooked
| track like worms, digging for centuries and never coming to
 an other side.

* But she was silent; better that Rhodri should hope on as
llong as he could, unpoisoned by her sense of futility. Her
mind found relief by straying back to last night; she seemed to
hear again faintly in her mind the music that had brought her
the vision of the dancers. The melody hovered more elusive
and out of reach than before, but the delicate harp-notes trem-
bled in her memory over the shadow-image of the dance. The
'darkness pressed round that fragile imagery but could not flow
through it. Rhodri had said he would have known what to call
it if he had heard it on some lonely mountainside—

“It’s through!” cried Rhodri, his words ringing against the
walls. “Linette, it’s through!”

Linette, scrambling up out of her shattered reverie, had al-
ready heard the new note in the sound, as if his voice echoed
off some new dimension of darkness. She peered beside him
through the hole that had suddenly gaped in the barrier, un-
conscious of the loose earth that filtered onto her hair and
face; crowded together they nearly jammed out the lantern-
light and could see nothing but the shadowy whiteness of
stone.

“Stand away!” said Rhodri in a hoarse, excited voice. He
seized the pickax from among the digging tools and with a few
sharp blows brought down the remaining curtain of earth, so
that there was only a low mound on the passage floor. He took
the lantern from Linette and held it high, close to the low
vaulted roof. Before them the white lines of the walls plunged
straight into impenetrable darkness.

“There was no falling-in at all, then,” he said in a low voice.
“This is as perfect as the day it was made. That heap was piled
up before somebody sealed the door.”

“Why?” whispered Linette in awe. Her question seemed to
echo in the dark beyond the lantern-light; the hollow sound
lapsing into silence seemed to throw it back at her, compelling
an answer. “They must have been terribly afraid of some-
thing.”

And immediately she herself was afriad. Stories she had
known came crowding back to her, deep sorcery and dark
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communion with unhuman powers under the earth, demonic
visitors, horrors out of the hidden places far from the light.
She remembered Julian’s allusion to Mary Myers; a fiery gold-
en brightness and a delving into dreadful and forbidden
knowledge. Why should Excalibur be connected with that? Yet
in the old books, dark powers lay in wait along the paths to
the Grail.

Dreadful and forbidden knowledge. The phrase stirred
something in her mind, an attraction, a fascination. She had
always wondered about the occult, about strange forces and
secrets that could be spoken only in darkness. Why_-had men
built these night-bound corridors, driving a tunnel through the
dark to what end? She had a second’s vision of them as Co-
lumbuses of the darkness, driving on and on, hauling away
earth and raising the vault, with no end in view except to
plunge deeper and deeper beyond knowledge—

“Rhodri,” she whispered, taking the lantern. “Let’s go
on.” She did not want to raise her voice, though she did not
know why; it was as if she might wake the darkness itself to
some unthinkable cognizance of them.

Rhodri glanced at her; she saw his face in the light, almost
blank with absorption except for the intense brightness of his
eyes. It was as if he had forgotten about her. His gaze took her
in. “Yes. Did you notice the air is good down here? There
must be ventilation, though I can’t think why it basn’t been
stopped up.” He frowned, thinking about it; then, still carrying
the pickax, he climbed with Linette over the fallen earth into
the unknown passage.

Slowly she led the way into the close-crowding darkness.
The old stones, white and cold to the hand, shone pale as the
light flowed across them, in their careful rows set by forgotten
builders. The dry, cool darkness hung around the circle of
light like waters around a boat, waiting to rush back into their
old domain in the wake of its passing.

“Rhodri,” whispered Linette, “limestone didn’t form here,
This was brought from miles away. Why?”

And again her voice seemed to reverberate in the walls, call-
ing for an answer; but there was no answer.

They went on; and she thought of the age of the darkness,
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| undisturbed for how many centuries, night unbroken, without
lamp or moon or star, stirred last perhaps by the flaring torch-
les of desperate Cymri on the edge of Caer Mair's ruin.
Dreamlike the image of them formed in her mind, torchlight
on the stones, cloaked shapes in procession two by two, some-
thing indistinct being carried—

The image broke with a change in the light. It was the sud-
den whiteness of a wall looming out of the dark just ahead.
“Look,” she said, stopping short. “The passage ends there.”

“No, it turns a corner, West—towards the river, would that
be?”

She nodded, without speaking. Yes, it turned, clean-angled
as a house wall, and plunged away into new darkness. She
iglimpsed a kind of exultant terror in Rhodri’s eyes and
guessed his thought—the passage could not go far, then; any
moment now, either Excalibur or the utter failure of the quest.
iBut her own mind could not grasp it; her thoughts seemed
awash with darkness, sinking slowly through deep waters with-
out any bottom.

They went onward, very slowly, for Rhodri was scanning
the walls minutely as if he were afraid of missing some faintest
mark, or as if he were trying to delay the discovery of—per-
haps—failure. But there was no change, only the endless rows
of white stone caught for a moment in a shimmer of light and
then drowned in darkness. Linette moved beside him as if ina
dream, an oppressive dream more real to her than the flow of
light over the stone. Once more the cloaked shapes walked two
by two in the torchlight; it half seemed to her that she was one
of them, since her feet too moved between the rows of white
tones and her heart too was filled with some dark trouble,
ief or fear; she must be one of the walkers, because she was
ertainly not the black-haired girl who lay on the bier, whose
face, hardly out of childhood, was white and still as the stones,
d around whose brows gleamed a circlet of thin gold—
“Look!” said Rhodri in a low, sharp voice. “The left wall.”
Linette’s mind struggled up out of the dream, and she
looked dazedly at the stones. The rows were broken by two
ong slabs set into the wall, rectangular and white as the rest;
over them trailed markings of some kind, curved, small things
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that, as her mind slowly focused there, resolved themselve:
into letters. But she could not read them and stood staring d
ly, drugged with the darkness of the dream.

“Hold the lantern closer,” said Rhodri with a tense, re
strained excitement. “Yes—they’re tombs. But how unalike
they are.”

Linette perceived that slowly now, as she stared at the slabs
The letters of the eastward one were clear-cut, finely-curved
Celtic uncials; a decorative border went round the slab, elabo
rate and interlaced. The other was bare of ornament excep
for a cross of two straight lines, and the letters straggled rough
and brief across the stone. The language was not Latin; Linette
guessed it was Welsh, and somehow it lapped around her mind
like the levels of the torchlit dream.

Rhodri peered at the decorated slab, translating slowly.
“ ‘Bran, Chief Poet to the House of Cadwallen, friend of
princes. He died the fourteenth day of November, in the year of
our Lord 1250, by the hand of Gronw the traitor. He was born
in Wales.” He must have been very old.”

Linette listened to him. A scene opened out shadowily in
her imagination, a stone-built hall full of people, the gold-ir:
cleted girl half-rising from a carved chair, an old man in blue
robes speaking threateningly to a man with a spear. The spear
man struck suddenly and ran; the old man fell as people
rushed toward him.

But Rhodri’s voice was speaking again, translating from th
rough-cut stone. “ ‘Christant, the last Princess. She was killed
at the end. God give her peace.” ”

“ ‘Christant, the last Princess,’ ” repeated Linette. The name
tolled through the dream; the cloaked figures moved into the
darkness, carrying the black-haired girl on the bier.

Rhodri was not paying attention to her; he was looking a
the stone, talking out of some imaginative depth. “Think of i
—the sorrow and haste of her burial. It’s obvious from the
stone; Caer Mair had fallen. Can’t you see it—the torches, the
smell of smoke and burning, the upper church not burnt ye
but soon to be, the smoke and smell of the torches like a pres
age of that; the red light, the frightened faces of the people;
they are listening with half their minds for the enemy even
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'hhey say their prayers for the dead Princess; they are carrying
the bier on their shoulders down toward this place—"

~ “A young girl,” said Linette. “Maybe eighteen, nineteen;

: black braids, a golden circlet. Her face like alabaster, so cold,

so stern. And her brother. the new Prince, a little younger. He

has red hair and is carrying a spear.”

Rhodri had turned and was staring at her. Her gaze seemed
drawn in; her eyes saw nothing but were like wells of darkness
in ber face. Her voice was without expression, low, like a
voice in sleep. She did not move, and her eyes did not follow
his hand when he moved it in front of her face.

He did not wait for her to see any more. He put down the
pickax and turned her around, taking the lantern; it was like
turning a sleepwalker. He kicked something as he moved; it
had been leaning at the base of the tombs and fell with a thud.
By reflex he stooped to look; it registered on his mind as a
book, but by then he had stuck it under his arm and was
burrying Linette along the passage. He felt the return of
awareness in her movements; she tried to speak, but she was
breathless and he did not spare breath on words. He did not
stop till both of them were in the upper house, in the bare
kitchen with the sun casting a subdued light on the boards of
the fioor.

Both of them sat down, leaning against the plaster wall.
“What was that?” said Rhodri.

“I don’t know,” said Linette shakenly. “I was seeing it in
my mind; but it wasn’t like imagination, it was as if my mind
opened onto some other place, another real world. It was as if
a hole opened in the wall of a cave and I saw a real world be-
yond it.”

“T thought something like that, Did you say the second sight
was hereditary in your family?”

“Is it that?”

“I think so. But there’s something else—I don’t know—a
dark coloring in it—How do you feel?”

“Tired. Drained. My head hurts.”

“Much?”

“No—a sort of dull heaviness mostly. But what’s that?”

“What?”
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“Under your arm, practically in your lap. It looks like a
book.”

Rhodri took it in his hands. They could both see it in the
kitchen sunlight; it was small and not very thick, bound in
dark leather, with clasps and ornaments of enamel and a yel-
low metal that might be gold.

Rhodri drew a long, sharp breath. “And I was carrying it
like that—a wonder it didn’t fall to pieces. I would guess, a
missal or a gospel book. Now, this is treasure.”

He pulled out his handkerchief and carefully laid the book
on it, as if it were the most fragile glass. Then, bent over it, he
began trying to undo the clasps; but he seemed so moved that
he could hardly do it. Linette, watching him, forgot her head-
ache; jewel-colored images moved in her mind, indistinct
memories of beautiful gold-lettered illuminations pictured in
Julian’s books. The clasps gave. With hands almost trembling,
Rhodri opened the cover.

At the first glance Linette felt a blast of disappointment,
There were no beautiful colors; there was no gold. The letter-
ing, though strong and graceful, was small, close, and in plain
black; here and there she could see ornaments in fine penwork,
but they were also in ink and not very striking. The only col-
ors besides black seemed to be a goldish yellow and different
purples, with here and there a touch of green.

But she looked at Rhodri’s face and caught her breath. He
did not seem to be believing his eyes. 1

“What?” she breathed.

“Llyfr Caer Mair. It can’t be. Can’t. But is.”’

“What, what?”

“The Book of Caer Mair. Not a missal, not a gospel book.
Not brought from Wales. And in a style of ornamentation
completely different from anything known in the twelfth cen-
tury. Linette, do you realize what this is?” He had recovered
his power of speech; and, as he looked at her, his face was full
of an exultation that transformed it almost beyond recognition.
Every ordinary expression was gone from it, lost in the single
look of complete, awe-struck joy. Linette, seeing it, felt a sud-
den upswell of love for him; that complete purity of devotion
to his science, that losing of himself in it, moved something in
her almost to pain.
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“What is it?” she asked.

“A history. Ah, Linette, look at it; it was made in Caer
Mair; look at the colors; they were made from berries and
plants, though I can’t guess what kinds. Think of it; think
what if, in Troy, Schliemann had found a book telling the true
story out of which the myths were made.” He paused, as if
once again he could hardly speak. “It might even tell us where
to find Excalibur.”

Both were silent, trying to grasp the significance of the find.
“But why?” said Linette. “Why did they leave it?”

“Forgot it, maybe; it was there at the base of the tombs. Or
decided they couldn’t carry it, in their flight; or hoped some-
one would come from Wales and find it. We can’t know.”

Once more, they stared at it in silence. Rhodri roused him-
self to collect the lunch basket from the cellar, but during the
belated lunch they did not talk. Linette could see that Rhodri
was too absorbed in his thoughts, and she herself felt a little
bad from the headache. By the time they got in the car and
drove back to Silverthorne, she felt better; but it was late af-
ternoon and the sun was edging towards the pines.

Julian was in the courtyard, feeding the peacocks. They
showed her the book, without telling her about Linette’s interi-
or vision; then Rhodri withdrew to the Treasure Tower, asking
to have his dinner sent up so that he could pore over the book.
Linette went upstairs to straighten her hair before dinner.

As she came back out into the courtyard, Morgan emerged
suddenly from outside the arched walk. “Linette.”

Linette was startled to find the fire-haired woman at her el-
bow. It was twilight, and Morgan was robed from throat to
ground in white; the gold necklace gleamed at her neck. Li-
nette remembered suddenly the white face upturned to the
moon. But she concealed her shock and said, “Yes, Morgan?”

“Have you ever been to a seance?”

“No, I haven’t.” In spite of herself, in spite of her daylight
conviction that all those things were trickeries, she felt a cold
wind of fear touch her, to be speaking about such things with
this woman in the twilight.

“I’m having one tonight. I thought you might be interested.”

Linette thought to herself that the experience in the passage
was quite enough for one day. But there was the fear that
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seemed to sicken her; she would not give in to it, she would
quell it if it killed her. And she did not want Morgan to think
she was afraid. “Yes. What time?”

As she spoke, something else seemed to uncoil in her, some-
thing gleaming and dark; a passionate eagerness awoke in her,
fierce and undeniable, to reach out and touch those mysteries
of darkness.

“Come to the Atlantis Tower at ten. Don’t tell your aunt;
it’s possible she’d rather not know.”

Morgan slipped past her into the north corridor, and Linette
walked rapidly to the keep. She stepped straight into the din-
ing room before realizing that there were people there—Julian
and a light-haired young man who rose abruptly as she came
in. She paused. “Oh—hello, Anthony.”

Julian spoke up, reminding her that Anthony had come to
dinner. Linette sat down by Julian, opposite Anthony. “How’s
your dissertation?”

“They’ve accepted it; in fact, I've turned in the final copy.
T'll be getting the degree in August.” His eyes fixed themselves
on her with an expression she was not accustomed to see; it
seemed to estimate her, weigh her against something, not dis-
passionately but with something tragic in it. The look made her
uncomfortable, and she defended herself by looking at him
more critically than ever. He was certainly quite different from
Rhodri. Definitely he was taller—a bit too lean for his height,
perhaps. His hair, as light as the candleflames, seemed less pleas-
ing than Rhodri’s dark hair; his face was too serious, and she
thought it lacked color. What you get for living in a library, she
thought savagely. She disliked the look of his mouth; there was
something too resolute about it, and she was not sure what the
object of that resolution was. The eyes were worst of all, brown
and luminous, full of that thoughtful expression; she wished he
would stop looking at her. .

“It’s something to do with Middle English, isn’t it?”” she
said, knowing perfectly well what it was.

“‘An Interpretation of the Grail Quest in Malory.””

“It must be quite interesting.”

Morgan came in; dinner was served, and the conversation
turned into an animated discussion between the two ladies,
about certain English and Scottish ballads. Anthony and Li-
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nette hardly spoke; Anthony kept his eyes on Linette, and she
kept hers on the literary conversation.

After dinner they went up to the library, and Julian took
her harp and sat down on the windowseat. “You know that
poem by Catherine Windeatt I was telling you about,” she said -
to Anthony; “I got the musical setting the other day.”

“‘Like a Silly Fool'?” _

“Yes; it’s one of the Teleri poems.” Julian explained to
Morgan, “Catherine Windeatt lived here in the eighteen-forties
—a sort of out-of-the-mainstream Romantic. She had a whole
semi-Celtic mythology; Teleri was a princess.” Touching the
harp, she began to sing a delicate ballad-like melody.

“My father was lord of Aear,
Gold-towered by the sea;

My mother’s gems of fire

Lit evening starrily;

I might have had Prince Ingleu,
Bright as the break of day;

But leaning at my window

I heard a harper play

And fell in love like a fool,
Like a silly fool.

“The nobles of the mountain
Were led before me all,

The knights of shore and fountain
Whose armor lit the hall;

My harper sang a lay

And looked into my eyes;

I cloaked my silk array,

Slipped out before sunrise,

And followed him like a fool,
Like a silly fool.

“We fled through stony hills

Till my shoes were worn through;
The frost in the black ghylls
Sword-pierced us two;

Rain fell on his harp-strands

And his raven head;

He warmed my cold hands

And never a word said,

And I wept then like a fool,

Like a silly fool.
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“At dusk on a wet road

Prince Ingleu rode down fast,
Cried come back, I owed

No penalty for the past.

When I paused, called by regal
Weddings and warm light,

My love turned a white eagle
And flew into the night.

I ran after him like a fool,
Like a silly fool.

“My silks are worn to thread,
My jewels sold for meat;
Rain falls on my bare head,
And stones cut my feet;

But by soul-eating regret
And longing oppressed,

I climb at sunset

In the red crags of the west,
Still seeking him like a fool,
Like a silly fool.”

“I think you like that poem,” said Linette as Julian finished,
“I know you had the setting composed for it.”

“But the eagle?” said Morgan, looking thoughtful.

“The explanation is in another poem,” said Julian. “Teleri
says,

“To know it was Terleu, harper of the gods,
Whose love I had and was false to, long ago.”

She looked at Anthony. “You haven’t said much tonight,
Come, I want you to sing ‘The Shores of Italy.””

Anthony obediently rose and took his stand by the window-
seat, next to Julian. Linette saw that he was, at least, not look-
ing at her now; but he was not looking at anything else either.
He seemed to be looking across the room and out the window
at the darkened sky, but not as if he were seeing anything,
Quite suddenly she felt a poignant, intense sorrow for the long
years they had known each other and the end of their friend-
ship.

Julian played the opening chords, and Anthony began to
sing.
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“Did you ever see my own true love,
As you came through Salisbury?
Her face is like the lily-flower

On the shores of Italy.

“Her hair is like the black, black cliffs
That fall down to the shore.

If England has lost my own true love,
T’ll never come back any more.”

He finished and sat down, still without looking at Linette.
“Morgan, will you?” asked Julian.

Morgan rose. “No, I'm rather tired. I think I'll go now.”

Linette glanced at her watch and saw that it was nine-thirty.
“I'm going too, Aunt Julian. It’s been an exciting day. Antho-
ny, shall I walk with you to the gate?”

“I'm staying awhile, but I'll walk with you across the lawn.”

Morgan had gone ahead. Linette and Anthony came out
onto the moonlit grass; the shadow of the wall lay black along
the east side of the courtyard. “Anthony,” said Linette in a
low voice.

“What is it?”

“Your feelings have changed toward me, haven’t they?”

He looked at her; his gaze was no longer estimating, only
troubled. “Yes—and no. I suppose I'll love you as long as I ex-
ist—but there’s something else.”

“T ought to tell you—Rhodri Meyrick is here, the Welsh ar-
chaeologist.”

“Ah, yes—I see.”

“No, it’s not simply that. It’s something utterly different
from anything I've ever known—a different kind of life, more
real than any I've ever had. We're looking for something truly
important; it’s a kind of quest.”

He looked at her with a kind of surprise, though his eyes
were still full of distress. “Then you’ll understand better what I
mean. I too have a quest.”

“Not for Excalibur, surely,” said Linette, startled beyond se-
crecy.

“Is yours? No; mine is for the Grail.”

They drew apart in a second’s silence. Linette looked at him
with a sense that her impressions of him were altering like a
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shifting of mountains. “I never thought you would do anything
like that.” She caught her breath a moment. “But can you? Ex-
calibur, after all, is a real object, something that can be looked
for; but is the Grail?”

“That’s partly what I want to discuss with Julian.” He
looked at her resolutely. “I won’t ask you to wait, or to con=
sider. things longer; I don’t know what I'm doing myself, so I
have no right to stand in your way. Nor do I know what else
to say to youw.”

“Neither of our quests is finished,” said Linette. “There will
be time, afterwards, to become used to whatever has to be.”

They had reached the door of the north wing. Linette stood
in the doorway, watching him go back across the lawn, realiz-
ing that that was not what she had brought him out to say.
Nevertheless this must be the end; and she felt again a poig-
nant sense of loss.

Anthony came back into the library; the place seemed
strangely larger with the others gone, its edges washed over
with darkness. Julian had put the harp down and sat in a chair
by another window, far from the candles; she was looking out
at the sky over the water, and her face was in shadow.

Anthony brought another chair and sat down beside her.
She seemed strangely subdued, remote, even sad; her face was
still, and her eyes seemed dark with distance. He asked in a
low voice, “Why did you ask me to sing “The Shores of Italy’?”

“Because it once meant something to you and Linette. After
all this time, it seems a pity that she should turn from you to a
stranger.”

“Perhaps it’s better. You remember I wanted to talk to you;
you’ll see what I mean.”

“Go on, then.”

“I wanted to ask you, Julian—what is the Grail?”

“You've written a dissertation on it; you should know.”

“I know what the scholars say—ten thousand theories, from
the cauldron of Cerridwen to the cup of the Last Supper. But
that doesn’t tell me what I want to know.”

“And why do you think I would know?”

“You do know.”

“In some way, partially, darkly.” Her voice sounded weary
and heavy; as she turned her face toward him, the distant light
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caught a brightness of tears along her eyelashes. He felt a
| poignant shock; he had not known Julian ever wept.

“Where is it, then?” he asked in a lowered voice. “I don’t
know what it is or why I am drawn to it in this way; but I am
drawn to it, obscurely and strongly, from the very depths of
my being.”

She did not seem startled. She merely asked in the same
voice, “Where do the books say?”

“Some scholars say in the Metropolitan Museum—that the
silver cup set in the Antioch Chalice is it. Malory says it was
taken up into heaven.”

She was silent. He went on, “Say that it’s the cup of the
Last Supper. That existed, and the cauldron of Cerridwen was
never anything but an idea. Say it still exists somewhere. I
don’t believe it’s in the Metropolitan. That still doesn’t say
what it really is. It's not simply a relic.”

“No,” said Julian. She paused, then spoke slowly, looking
once more out the window. “Do you know the stained glass in
the Providence Hospital chapel? The glass in the apse, I mean,
in strong colors, with words and symbols.”

“I remember mainly the Justice window. It had a flaming
sword in it, very bright gold—I suppose the fiery sword of
Eden, the sword of the archangel Michael.”

“Take that for an example, then—think of power, the
power of Justice, being embodied in a definite object; not em-
bodied, exactly; think of it as a point of convergence, a kind
of concentration of power. Yet not only a point of converg-
ence, but also able, for that reason, to give forth power, like
something charged with electricity.”

“Then the Grail is an object of power?”

“In part. The greatest of all, and the most complex.”

“But what is the quest of the Grail, then? If I understand
you, it’s not something that you could organize an archaeologi-
cal expedition and dig up.”

“You could dig up the object, if it were buried somewhere
—though I think Malory is right in saying that it isn’t. But
that in itself would mean little.”

“I thought not. But what would, then?”

“What is the quest like in Malory?”

“After the knights saw it veiled in Arthur’s hall, and after it
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departed suddenly, they all vowed to seek it in the hope of
seeing it more clearly. And the next morning they rode out,
each one in the direction he thought best; but few of them
ever saw it again. Lancelot glimpsed it, but only for a moment.
Only three fully achieved the quest—and of those, two of
them, for its sake, had renounced all earthly love.”

He lowered his gaze, and his voice changed as if he found it
difficult to speak. “That was why, until tonight, I hadn’t seen
Linette since April. I had to know whether, if that price were
exacted of me, I would have strength enough to pay it. Be-
cause I must do this thing, whatever it costs—I can no more
refrain than iron can refrain from being drawn to the magnet.
To deny it would be to deny the most central thing in my being.
And I learned. I know now that I will love Linette as long as I
have a will to love with, because of her noble excellence and
because of the way the splendor of the universe is manifested
in her. But I know too that, if I had to, I could love her from
a world away, without ever looking on her again. Julian—
must I do that?”

Julian paused a moment before speaking. “I do not think
that price is always exacted. Sir Bors, the third knight, is said
to have been married to the Lady Elaine. There is always a
price, but not always that.”

She looked down a moment, thinking, then again met his
gaze. “I think you will find your answer in the quest itself.
Whatever you have to do will become clear to you.”

“How do I begin, then?”

“You know from Malory that it can’t be searched for geo-
graphically. You can only put yourself at its disposal, and it
will let itself be found or not.”

He was silent, looking hard at the white stone of the sill. I
“Julian—am I out of my mind, wanting to do a thing like this?
Is it presumptuous? Is it even possible?”’

“It has to be possible,” said Julian, looking out into the
star-filled darkness. “That doesn’t say whether you’ll achieve it
or not. But it’s something like the eternal desire of the world,”




7. Night in the Atlantis Tower

1

Linette sat in her room in the Garden Tower. She had
picked up a book of Julian’s, an edition of Shakespeare that
| happened to be lying there, and was flicking through its pages
| in the light of the single candle. But she kept glancing at her
watch and not seeing the pages, seeing instead scenes in her
mind, imagined flashes of what would happen in the Atlantis
i Tower. The image of Morgan seated at a table, like a fortune-
| teller or 2 medium, came again and again to her mind; but she
had glanced at the witch scene in Macbeth, and that mixed it-
| self with her thoughts so that there also came the image of
| Morgan in red firelight, moving in slow circles around a cauld-
ron—What is’t you do? A deed without a name. Seek to know
| no more. . . .

A dark play, full of a close blackness more than night.
—hair is like the black, black cliffs that fall down to the shore—

She frowned, as the thread of music crossed the dark uni-
verse of the play. What had Anthony to do with all this? But,
surely, her true love’s hair was as black as those fallen cliffs. She
had a sudden vivid image of Rhodri standing with a broken
bronze sword in his hand, his face in strong light against a
background of night forest, his eyes fixed in horror on some-
thing she could not see. His hair seemed blacker than all shad-
ow, as if night itself had fallen on it. The image passed like a
landscape lit by lightning; her mind recoiled from it and was
| hurled back into the silent room. She looked at her watch
again; it was ten. In a single movement she rose, blew out the
candle, and went into the corridor.

Pools of moonlight from the courtyard windows lay on the
floor. She walked rapidly the length of the north wing and
knocked on Morgan’s door. From within came Morgan’s
voice, strangely clear and melodious. “Come in.”

The room was almost dark; there was only the moonlight
and a single candle on a table patterned with cards. The tapes-
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try of Atlantis, drowned in shadow, stirred slightly with the
draft from the door. Morgan, in her white robes and necklace
of twisted gold, stood by the table, looking down at the cards.

“Lock the door,” she said with a quick upward glance, “and
sit down. Don’t speak unless I tell you.”

Linette obeyed. This new voice, more musical and solemn
than her ordinary voice, made Morgan again strange to her; it
was the voice of a priestess in the water-pure joy of some ritu-
al before a loved diety. She thought of the Arthurian Morgan,
priestess and incarnate representative of the triple Goddess;
this Morgan, too, seemed like that.

“You see the cards,” said Morgan, gesturing with a delicate
gravity over the patterns. “The four suits are the four elements
—coins, earth; staffs, air; cups, water; and swords, fire. You
see how the coins, staffs, and swords—earth, air, and fire—are
placed in an inverted triangle, with the aces at the corners and
the Fool upside down in the center. This is called the Triangle
of the Sun’s Weird; it belongs to the Sun’s opposite, Gronw,
the Lord of Darkness. If the Fool and the triangle were right
side up, it would be the Triangle of the Sun. The Fool is the

card of the Sun, the principle of light; the divine folly is its

challenging of the gigantic darkness.”

Linette sat listening with intense concentration. This was un-
like any seance she had ever heard of; it was beautiful, magi-
cal, mythic. The name Gronw troubled her vaguely for an in-
stant; she had heard that somewhere recently. But she lost the
remembrance as she listened to the words.

“Now I put three queens into the triangle. The Queen of
Cups is for you; I am designating it as your card. The Queen
of Swords is mine. These go in the upper part of the triangle.
And the Queen of Staffs, the Queen of the Air, goes here be-
low the Fool, because the spirit I am calling is known as the
Queen of the Air. In her time she had the greatest command
of the powers of the air, such of them as were children of
darkness.”

Linette wanted to know more about this Queen of the Air,
but remembered that she had to be silent. Now that the mo-
meént had come, she felt uneasy at the thought of the powers
of air and darkness. But Morgan, without continuing, blew out
the candle, leaving only the cold moonlight. She seemed to
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forget Linette’s presence; she moved counterclockwise round
and round the table, chanting in a low voice. Linette felt the
cold move along her spine, and she could not distinguish the
words of the song.

Morgan stood opposite the window and lifted her face to-
 ward the moon. “Mother of all; Arianrhod, Blodeuwedd, Cer-
| ridwen; you who were called Druan Gwen: it is I, Morgan
: your priestess, who call on you—I, the servant of the accom-
plishment of your will. Not for myself do I ask this, but for
| your exterior glory. By your power as Cerridwen, command
your slave Gronw to send to me my sister, the Queen of the
Air.”
| She closed the curtains, shutting out the moonlight, and
turned toward the table. With her glance a great wind sprang
| up from the center of the cards, though it scattered none of
them. It passed, and a slender green flame that burnt nothing
| stood up from the card of the Queen of the Air. Its circle of
pale light illuminated the cards and Morgan’s white shape and
Linette’s half-frightened, fascinated face.

“Sister,” spoke the voice out of the flame, “you have so far
kept your bargain.”

“As in this, so in the rest.” She addressed Linette, “Ask her
| any questions you will.”

“Who are you?” breathed Linette, hardly able to speak.

“I am the queen. Once I was queen on an island in the cold
seas; now I am queen of a vaster realm, and I dwell in the
House of the Dark and do not repent that I turned away from
the Sun. In my earthly life and in this life I have done great
things; many have died cursing me because of my power. It is
not wise to wrong me; those who wrong me learn the terror of
my vengeance.”

Linette felt dislike and fear rise in her, mingled like sounds,
increasing like notes rising to a higher and higher pitch. The
queen’s presence was around her like an intense darkness, a
dreadful darkness that filled her with cold; her old sensings of
overpowering dark chimed sharply with it, as if across time
she had foreknown the queen’s coming. She wanted to cry out
to Morgan to dismiss the queen, but her mouth moved without
sound. v

“You are afraid,” said the voice, with a cold and heartless
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beauty. “I am a stronger spirit than you; you cannot endure

me or withstand me. Know my name, then: I am Morgause,
half-sister of Arthur, who ensnared the king to ruin. I made of
my son Mordred an instrument of destruction. Because of me
many have come down to death, and many to dwell in the
dark mansions. Few have escaped me ever; and you shall not,
you who tremble as if you looked at a sharp sword in the hands
of your enemy.”

Linette, shuddering, knew that the suffocating darkness
around her was a presence of evil, so intense that she felt she
could not breathe. She tried to take her eyes away from the
pale flame, but could not. There was a ringing in her ears, a
darkening across her mind so that she thought she was faint-
ing.

“You cannot withstand me. I will cast out your weak spirit
from your body; and the spirit that moves the body once yours
will not be you but I, Morgause, who was Queen of Orkney.”

Linette felt a dreadful power lay hold on her mind, beating
against her being like dark wings. Her self, the living Linette, -
was being overpowered and buried by this other, this devour- |
ing other; she felt her body passing out of her own control. In
helpless horror and outrage she felt her body rise up rigid,
heard her own voice saying, “Sister, it is almost done. She still
struggles, but that will not be long.”

“How can you destroy the Cup if you are in this body?”

“I will leave it when the time comes, though she will never
come back to it. Meanwhile I will use it to seize the Sword for
you, the power of which will help us. The Sword for you; the
destruction of the Cup for me.”

Linette felt herself awash in darkness, compressed to a liv-
ing spark of consciousness struggling blindly not to be put out.
Nor would she surrender possession of her body. For an in-
stant, in a fierce upblaze of assertion, she broke through the
Queen’s hold. She screamed out in her own voice, a high word-
less cry for help from anywhere, such a shriek of terror and
near-despair that it rang through all the castle.

Four thousand miles away, Cristant Aberglas sat up sudden-
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ly in the pre-dawn chill, with her hair streaming around her,
and gazed startled into the unexplaining darkness.

Julian and Anthony, surprised from their second’s silence,
| sprang up and stared out the window at the faintly-lit tower.
| “That was Linette,” said Julian in an almost breathless voice.
“Come.”

They ran down the stairs of the keep, along the arched
walk, up the north stairs. They could hear Rhodri banging on
the door and shouting, “Linette! Linette, are you in there?”

“She is,” cried Julian down the corridor. “One of you, break
open the door!”

“I will,” cried Rhodri. He took a running start and hurled
himself against the door. The lock gave, the door crashed
against the inside wall; the force of his rush carried him stag-
gering headlong into the room. Anthony and then Julian, ar-
riving behind him, drove in without stopping. For an instant
they glimpsed the frozen apparition of Morgan, white as her
robes, lit by a ghastly green light that seemed to cling around
Linette; Linette stood rigid in it, opposite her, with her back to
' the door.
| Then Linette spun with incredible speed and rushed on
them, crying out in a strange language, her voice transfigured
by rage itself to a dreadful beauty like a hawk’s cry. She flew
at Julian, but seemed to rebound as from an invisible barrier.
For a second she stood as if stunned, her face swept clean of
all human expression; she cried out in a voice like song,
“Trust in amber while you can! I will grow stronger, and it
will not protect you. Nor will you want it, after the destruc-
tion!”

“Linette—"" began Anthony, and stirred toward her. She
cried out without words, that sword-like hawk-cry, and was on
him with talons not used like human nails, that seemed to him
like stabbings of fire. He seized bher wrists and by all his
strength got her hands away from his face.

“Fool!” she cried. “You think you'll see the Cup! But I will
| destroy it and you and all this place as far as the fire reaches
—five leagues’ poisoning and burning of the earth, pool of
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death spreading outward! By the power of the Sword, the dark

fire will be loosened!”

“Morgan,” rang Julian’s voice above the other, “you are re-
sponsible for this!”

It cut across the brazen hawk-cry like a falling sword. “No,”
shrieked Linette against it like a snarl of curlews, “not she but
I, Morgause of Orkney! Down, down, vixen—resist, will you?
Sister, I need more time!”

Julian stood rigid at her full height, her eyes fixed on Li-
nette like piercings of light. She traced a cross in the air,
speaking in a ringing voice, “Ego te exorciso, in nomine Patris,
et Filii—"

Linette’s voice shrieked to Morgan in syllables like the war
cry of eagles.

“—et Spiritus Sancti. Ex ea exi, spiritus impura, in nomine
Domini nostri Jesu Christi Filii Mariae—"

Lipette gave one further cry, no longer in the hawk-voice,
and collapsed against Anthony. The green light around her
flicked out and left only darkness.

“Get some lights,” said Julian in a suddenly drained voice,
The others could hear her groping in the darkness, feeling for
the draperies.

“I’'ll light the candle,” came Morgan’s voice, shaken. Moon-
light poured cold into the room; and at the same moment the
match-flame sprang up and clung to the wick, showing the
white faces of all of them and the dark blood streaking Antho-
ny’s cheeks. He was holding up the full weight of Linette, who
hung in his arms, her face and shut eyelids like wax.

“Is she alive?” came Rhodri’s taut voice.

“Yes. Is there a couch in here?”

“Against the wall,” said Julian.

They placed Linette on it, and in a moment she opened her
eyes and immediately closed them again before the candle-
light. “Is she gone?”

“Yes,” said Julian. “She’s gone.”

Linette stirred, then sank back. “Ah—my head hurts. Rhod-
ri, help me.”

“Both of you,” said Julian, “take her to her room.”

When they had gone, she turned to Morgan. “Why didn’t
you open the door?”

-

e e
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“I didn’t dare. She was between me and it.”

“How did this happen?”

“We were holding a seance, and suddenly she screamed and
began acting like that.”

“I'd rather you didn’t hold seances under my roof; you see
what can happen. I don’t like people seizing on my guests or
screaming at me in sixth-century Gaelic. Please don't do this

} in the future. Good night, Miss Cornwall.”

And she went out, leaving Morgan with the vivid compre-

hension that Julian did not believe her.




8. Stones of the Sun

“Aren’t you going to ask Morgan Cornwall to leave?” An-
thony asked Julian.

They were waiting for breakfast in the sunlit dining room.
Linette and Rhodri were in the garden, and Morgan as usual
had not come down. It was Friday morning, fresh and clear, a
little cool for July.

“No,” said Julian. “I’d rather know where she is.”

“But isn’t Linette in danger? Suppose she tries that again.”

“Linette’s danger is Morgause, not Morgan; and 1 think she
can hold if her will doesn’t weaken. I'm afraid she’ll have to
risk it. We’re all in danger, more than we can comprehend.”

Julian, as she spoke, was looking at the yellow roses in a
bowl on the table; but her mouth and voice were suddenly like
stone. Anthony, hearing that tone, felt a sudden cold, as if
comprehension had bypassed his mind and gone straight to the
bone. “The Queen.”

“The Queen,” said Julian in the same voice. “You heard her
last night. She wants Linette; she wants Excalibur, but that’s
for Morgan; she wants to destroy the Cup. That’s her consum-
ing hunger; Linette is a tidbit to her.”

Anthony still did not comprehend; his mind seemed to spin
at the sound of Julian talking like that about her niece. The
voice went on, stony and unbelievable. “And also another side
effect. ‘Five leagues’ poisoning and burning of the earth, pool
of death spreading outward.’ ” He saw Julian’s hand then,
clasping and unclasping with a movement like something
dying.

His mind seemed to explode. “But she can’t—I"

“Oh, she has powers. You saw some of them; and if she
says she can poison and burn, I expect she can. We must as-
sume so; we dare not ignore this.”

“What do we do?” His own voice, though he did not know
it, had gone low and dead like Julian’s.

72
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“I don’t know yet. Five leagues—that’s not only Silver-
thorne, but the whole city and countryside, perhaps the other
shore of the bay.”

“Could we get the people to leave?”

“Saying what? ‘Get out before a sixth-century sorceress de-
stroys you along with the Grail’?” Julian shook her head.
“And do you want to accept that, the destruction of every-
thing?”

Anthony looked out the window at the sunlit courtyard of
Silverthorne. The east wall was still full of shadow, but the
peacocks pacing on the grass glinted turquoise and amethyst;
as he watched, one spread its tail like the sudden unfolding of
a fantastic flower. Aramelissa came through the gateway, with
a basket of roses in her hand. In the morning silence he could
hear the light movement of leaves outside and the breaking of
the sea.

“No,” he said. “You know that, anyhow.” The stony sound
had gone out of his voice; he could not really believe that Sil-
verthorne could be destroyed. But that was irrational; of
course it could, and not only Silverthorne. He looked at Juli-
an’s face, and his mind made another effort to close with the
reality. “What, then?” he said.

Julian’s voice was low, and she looked at him with a grave
and steady gaze. “I think possibly it may depend on you.”

“What do you mean?”

“I don’t know why I think so—a kind of inspiration perhaps.
You want to seek the Grail; Morgause wants to destroy it. I
don’t think she really could, though she could destroy us
in the attempt. But why should these two desires confront each
other, now and here? It seems like more than coincidence—
like a kind of convergence. The one as the answer to the other.
I can’t guess any more than that; but suddenly this quest of
yours is no longer for yourself alone.”

“Yes, I see,” said Anthony slowly, with a look as if he could
not quite breathe. “Or rather, I don’t see; but I feel somehow
that you do. But if that’s true, there’s no time for delay. I can’t
just ‘put myself at its disposal’; there must be some quicker
way.”

“Morgan would know, if there is,” said Julian. “I'd try; she
might say something to you which she wouldn’t say to me
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now. In fact, I think you’d better stay here till this is over; you
can use the Eagle Tower, where you slept last night.”

“You're right, I think. I'll try Morgan. She might even tell
—1I hope by accident.”

“I can’t really describe it, Rhodri,” said Linette. “It was hor-
rible—it was like drowning without losing consciousness, un-
der all the dark water in the world. I don’t like to think about
it, even now.”

They were sitting on a stone bench in the rose garden, fac-
ing towards the morning sea.

“I'm sorry she scratched Anthony last night,” Linette com-
mented after a moment. “He was rather good, wasn’t he; the
first I remember, after getting out of the dark, is him holding
me up, just before I fainted.”

“He stood his ground rather well,” said Rhodri, “when she
came flying at him. But last night was last night, and we have
work to do today.”

“Morgan wants the Sword; did you know that?”

“No; I thought it was Morgause.”

“They were talking about it before you came. Morgan wants
it; Morgause only wants to use it, I think against the Grail.”

“Does it occur to you,” said Rhodri, with a tone of exasper-
ated resignation, “that this is getting more and more fantastic?
That if somebody had foretold this to us last week, we’d have

thought they were mad?” He took a deep breath. “All right. I -

think I know why Morgan wants it. I was reading in that
book, the Llyfr Caer Mair, last night, before the trouble and
again after it. This is what I found out,.

“First, your second sight was real. The Princess Christant
really was young, and she really was succeeded by her brother.
His name was David, and he wrote the last part of the book.

“Second, the tradition of the Pendragons was true. Madoc
did bring Excalibur out of Britain, to keep it from being mis-
used by the brother who finally defeated or killed all the oth-
ers in the quarrel for the throne. And he did put it in a secret
place connected somehow with the crypt of St. Michael, which
was being built before he left; the place was called Annedd
Cledd, the House of the Sword.
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“His brother wanted it for a reason. It was connected in
pre-Christian times with the kingship, and the pagan element
that still secretly persisted believed that its owner was the true
king. Well, in the twelfth century there was a certain upsurge
of this paganism, a certain infiltration of it into the reigning
classes; William Rufus, a king of England, was mixed up in it,
among others; and so was this brother of Madoc’s, whose
name was also David. So of course he wanted the Sword to
strengthen his political position and gain him a better title to
the throne.

“Madoc wouldn’t give it to him, and David was too busy
with other fighting to take it. Then after he’d won, some kind
of compromise was effected; Madoc was allowed to go into ex-
ile with his followers, taking the Sword, which could conse-
quently no longer create trouble in David’s realm even if it
couldn’t help him either. David was interested in the crown
more than the cult. :

“But Morgan is a priestess of that cult, apparently. So now
we know.”

They stared at the sea. The sunlight dazzled across the
wave-tops and enriched the grass of Silverthorne.

“Did you read any more?” asked Linette.

“Yes, but I'll tell you later. We should eat breakfast and
start work. You won’t mind the dark, will you, since Mor-
gause is gone?”

He heard Linette stir abruptly on the stone bench and draw
a small, sharp breath. “Rhodri, she isn’t gone. She shadows
me; I feel her somehow, lying in wait for me, biding her time.
She’ll spring on me again; I know it.”

“Keep away from Morgan,” said Rhodri; “you can’t have a
seance without a medium. Meanwhile, look at the time; let’s
go to breakfast.”

In the strong sunlight of late morning, Morgan sat on the
broad rim of the lion fountain and stared blindly into the pool.
The glare on the water dazzled her; she shut her eyes and felt
the light pressing red-gold against her eyelids and the burning
strength of the sun penetrating her hair and her white robe.
For a moment she seemed to free herself of the weight which
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overwhelmed her; her mind dropped away from conscioas
thought and lay lightly on the surface of sleep, like a leaf on
the face of the pool.

“Your Majesty.” The voice startled her back into the world;
she opened her eyes and saw Anthony standing on the other
side of the fountain.

“Why do you call me ‘Majesty’?” she asked, stirring slowly
with the weariness of one wakened too soon from sleep.

“Because you are the Queen of Gor.”

She shook her head. “Gor is buried in Great Britain and be-
longs to another. I am queen of nothing.” Looking at him
through the dazzle of the light, she took in the unhealed
scratches on his face. “What do you want from me? You
should hate me.”

“Why should I hate you?” She sensed in his voice some puz-
zling pity, and it would have irritated her if she had not been
so tired.

“Because of your Linette,” she said, lowering her gaze back
to the glittering water. “She would have died, and Morgause
would have lived in her body. That sounds cruel, doesn’t it?
But I have seen too much death, and it doesn’t matter any
more. A short life is best anyway, too short for bitterness.”

Anthony looked down at the bright hair glinting off light till
it seemed a vortex of brilliance without color. He thought of
Linette, but Linette was safe and he put the thought quickly
aside. A more urgent task had to be done now. Yet at the
same time Morgan’s bent head and the weary attitude of her
hand upturned on the stone moved him profoundly. “Is your
life bitterness, then?”

“I am tired,” she said. There was a long silence; the sun
dazzled on the water, and the peacocks paced gaudily across
the lawn. Anthony sat quietly on the opposite rim and saw that
Morgan’s eyes were closed.

“I remember Venta Belgarum,” she said; and her voice
came low and as if from a great distance. “Winchester of the
kings. I remember the grass growing among the paving stones.
I remember bow it looked on fine afternoons, the Roman
buildings falling a little into decay but with a kind of splendor,
the tall columns all white in the sunlight. Now, from so far, I

!
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see how fragile it looked, as if a dark sea would come in sud-
denly and drown it.”

She frowned suddenly, as if struck by a swift pain. “Tinta-
gel. There was a cave there, straight under the castle rock. At
high tide the sea poured through it from both ends, but at low
tide we could walk through from beach to beach. Morgause
was the oldest, and she was hard and reckless like a boy. I re-
member the day she wouldn’t come out of the cave when the
tide was rising; she stood on a high rock and watched the
waves dash in and shatter on the rocks; she was drenched
through with the spray but she was laughing. Elaine and I ran
and told father; he had to make his way in and get her, or she
would have drowned.”

Anthony felt as if someone had hit him hard. That spray-
drenched child laughing at the smash of waves on rocks—a
love of force, of destruction perhaps—and yet a real child,
who had been loved then, yet who could want to destroy Li-
nette.

Morgan echoed his half-formed thought. “Maybe it would
have been better if she had drowned. I say it because I have
loved her; and what she now is, is beyond the reach of
love, deliberately and unimaginably—1I think what happened to
our family did it to her, began it at least. And yet we were all
old enough to remember it; and Elaine too was forcibly married,
and I later—

“I remember Gor. The palace was a spiral earthwork, with
a stone tower on the height looking out over the wild country.
A poor country, scraped bare by the wars; and yet there was
gold for necklace and arm-ring, there was wool for robe or
plaid; there were skilled workers in bronze or iron, and there
were warriors and hunters who were among the best of Brit-
ain. My husband Uriens was not worthy to be king of that
country. A straw-haired half-Saxon too eager for war, a drink-
er and a runner after women— Me he was afraid of, after that
first night of drunken bravado, the night before the marriage,
so that I dared not refuse him in the church—”

She was silent, biting her lips. “But he gave me Owain, and
for that I can thank him. Owain, my son, my delight; he was
like my father’s people, like Morgause—tall, dark, with strong,
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fine hands. Intelligent and gentle he was too, like my father,
like my mother. It seemed there was nothing of Uriens in him,
And yet he loved his father. Once I tried to kill Uriens, with
his own sword; but Owain wouldn’t let me.

“But at the time of the rising of the Kings against Arthur, by
the mercy of Arianrhod he was still a child. Morgause’s hus-
band was killed then. We went down to Arthur’s court after
that; it was then that I came to know Venta and Castra Le-
gionis and the other cities of the south. But they took Owain
away from me, to train him for war. That was when I came to
know Arthur, and I hated him because I thought he had
caused my unhappiness; but I shouldn’t have, for he was a
man unparalleled, a very Llew come again— Did I tell you that
to the old religion the king was Llew, incarnate in human
form, just as I was Arianrhod? Did I say that I myself had
handed him Excalibur, in the king-making for the people of
the old rites, when he came to the holy island? It was not the
customary sacred sword of Uther and the ancient kings; none,
even the oldest priestesses, had ever seen it before; we were re-
luctant to use it in the ritual. But when I touched it, I knew
that the customary one was a trinket and that this one was tru-
ly the Sword of Llew. A power went out from it, and a fire
slept in it, as if from the vital force of the sun.

“And at this time, in Venta, he gave it into my keeping,
That was right, because I was the priestess; only now, it
seemed to me, because I was not a virgin I was not Arianrhod
any more, but Blodeuwedd. You know the story, how Blodeu-
wedd must abandon Llew and give Gronw her favor? They
will tell you this was because Gronw was her lover, but the
truth js that this was her duty. She had to be priestess of
Llew’s sacrifice; except for that, the fruitfulness of the earth
would cease. That was what they said in the holy places. And
yet they also said, on the holy island, that the human swords-
man or spearman was Gronw only at the moment when he
drove home the blade; that Llew’s power entered into him and
he in his turn became Llew. But there were other holy places
where they said differently.

“I gave him back a false Excalibur instead of the true one;
and I gave the Sword of Llew to a chosen successor, Accolon,
a young warrior who loved me and whom, indeed, I liked for
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his ardor. And, to my shame be it said, my anger entered into
this; and I think that was why it went wrong. For Arthur
killed Accolon in the battle; and at one stroke I missed my en-
emy and lost my friend and failed, I thought, the Lady of
Light.

“But I thought later that it was her will I should fail, be-
cause of my anger. Her deeds must be done in purity of heart
and for love. Arthur had gotten back the Sword, and I re-
turned to Gor for fear of his justice. For a long time my bit-
| terness continued; the worst I did was to send Arthur a poi-
soned mantle, and I can say in my defense only that I was
nearly mad with anger and grief. Did I say they had taken
| Owain away from me? I was alone there.

“Uriens had not come back to Gor, and I was ruler. I re-
stored the worship of the Goddess to its old strength there. But
I had no place in the rituals: I could not be Arianrhod, I had
failed as Blodeuwedd, and I was too young for Cerridwen, the
| queen of wisdom, whose hair is white as the stars. I was near
thirty, and my life was full of grief, and I wished for my death.

“In the holy grove one twilight I stood and prayed before
 Druan’s image; I prayed for my release, and the young
| moon hanging in the west shone on the image’s face. Then
| the sight of my mind was changed; I saw not the image before
me but the great Goddess, Cerridwen the all-wise, cloaked in
blue and with hair like the stars. Her eyes looked into mine
and spoke to me without words. And what I understood was,
“You have served only my shadow, and not served it well; but
you will not die till you serve and know my true self.” And I did
not grow any older after that, and my anger left me; even when
Owain was killed by accident, by his own cousin Gawain, I did
not blame Gawain or Arthur or anyone.

“And in the end Mordred rose against Arthur. And the
word of the Goddess came to me again: ‘Go down into the
south where you will find Arthur dying, and take him to the is-
land of Avalon.’ I rode south, and I found him after the last
Jbattle; but he had had the Sword thrown into the sea. I did not
| dare think of that; it was my business to obey. I took him back
'to the ancient holy island, and I saw the ruined shrine with
nettles growing on the broken altars, and Arthur the last child of
Ygerna was dying. And as I stood there in my tears the Other-
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world flowed around us like a sea, as I had known how to :
make it do when I was young; and the ruin was no longer

there, but the apple-laden groves and the country of the undy-
ing. This too flowed away; and I cannot remember what came,
except that it is both bright and dark in my mind; but when it
passed, I lay in the grass among the ruins of Glastonbury Isle,
and it was night, and the Sword of Llew stood by me, stuck up-
right in the earth and fiery-bright against the darkness. When I
came back to the lands of men, I found that a year had
passed; and I gave the Sword to the new king, Constantine son

of Cador. And he clung unswervingly to the new faith, so that I -

never touched it again.”

She was silent; her face seemed troubled as if she were
trying to remember some elusive thing. Anthony had forgotten
his errand; he leaned forward, shocked with tenderness and
pity. As he watched, something fell into the pool, troubling the
water; and he realized that Morgan was weeping.

“It is too long. I want it to end. I can’t remember, and I am
devoured with longing. How can I best serve, except by getting
the Sword back for the true mysteries? If I could hold it again,
I might remember and the end might come. Morgause’s wishes
trouble me, yet what other way is open to me? I wish I too
might end in this destruction.”

She seemed to have forgotten Anthony completely; her head
was bent so low that her face was hidden, and a lock of bright
hair fell forward and lay on the surface of the water unheed-
ed.

“Does the destruction have to be?” asked Anthony in a low
voice in which compassion mixed with a sense of awesome cri-
sis. “Is there any way of stopping her?”

Morgan answered almost uncomprehendingly, as if out of
some depth where she could hardly hear him. “I do not
know.”

Aramelissa, shelling peas in the kitchen a few yards from
the lion fountain, heard the stir of Morgan’s dress against the
grass as she went away, and breathed more easily. She had over-
heard the conversation casually at first, then tensely, hardly
daring to move. Now she stirred, dropped a handful of peas
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into the bowl on her lap, and threw the purple-green hull into
a bag.

So this soi-disant Miss Cornwall was Morgan le Fay. That
was astonishing, but not beyond the realm of possibility.
Still, the theology of it was puzzling. Milton had said some-
rlhing, hadn’t he, about the pagan gods being actually demons?

Who with Saturn old
Fled over Adria to the Hesperian fields
And o’er the Celtic roamed the utmost Isles.

{But could demons prolong someone’s life for fourteen centu-
|des?

But all that was speculation. She resolved to pry a full ac-
foount of last night out of somebody; meanwhile it was clear
only that mysterious powers were at work and to no good pur-
sose. Destruction? It was fortunate, Aramelissa thought, that
her daughter and daughter’s family had gone away for a week.
There was no need to worry about them. That left the problem
of Julian and how to get her to a place of safety.

She frowned, and broke a pea hull into neat, small pieces. It
was no use; there was no way of getting Julian to leave. Some-
Jhing else would have to be done. One could only watch and
fiee what happened.

T —————

“She doesn’t know,” said Anthony, with a gesture as of lay-
Ing a pile of documents on the table. “So—now what do we
hor
“Do?” said Julian without raising her head. “There is noth-
g”
“What about the Grail?”
“That isn’t something you do.”
They were silent. Anthony aimlessly flipped over the pages
f the Welsh dictionary on the table and did not even glance at
e Llyfr Caer Mair which Julian had been translating. Out-
ide all was still except for the faint sound of water running in
e kitchen, which cut across the windless murmur of the sea.
is mind balked and would not grasp the imminent event or
ove toward finding an act. The woods of Silverthorne and




82 Excalibur

the white walls and the sky hung before his eyes like a painted
screen. ) '

“We are left where we started,” said Julian slowly at last.
“Faced with a quest we don’t know how to begin.”

“And what if we do find the Grail, or let it find us? What
will it do?”

“I have no idea.”

“And what would it be like?”

“I don’t know.”

The silence flowed back. Then Anthony said, “It is real,
isn’t it? The Grail, I mean.”

“Morgause believes in it. She should know. You and I could
be caught in some sweet madness, but not Morgause, because
she hates it.” i

“I don’t understand any of this. I don’t know what I'm sup-
posed to do. I don’t even know how to begin.”

“At least,” said Julian, staring at the radiant walls as if she
had not heard him, “if we’re mad, we’ll never know.”

Anthony went out without further words. After a moment
she heard his feet in the vaulted gateway and guessed that he
had gone out to the woods to walk and think what to do.
Slowly she let her eyes move across the table where written pa-
pers lay scattered like leaves. The Llyfr Caer Mair lay where
she had left it, its enamelled ornaments glinting dully against
the dark binding. No, she thought, that must not happen again—
not the collapsing inferno of towers, not the trees withering
in flame, not David’s outcry of lamentation: “Better to have
fed the birds of the air than to have heard the roar of this
burning!” For a second, Caer Mair blazed before her mind,
black in an agony of fire, its corpses twisted in the lurid glare;
then it was gone suddenly; the silence poured in like a tide,
and the forest flowed over the ruined stones. A memory of
some poem came to her—New York, was it, where arrowed
hunters stalked deer in the green ruins? No, the deer were ir-
relevant; Morgause had said burning and poisoning too. There
would not be any deer. :

She was powerless even for tears. A blank despair knotted
in her like sickness, and she bowed her head forward onto her
clenched fists. But in the dark of closed eyes a grey current of
stillness flowed through its old channels in her being; the de-}

J
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spair came unknotted, and her hands opened on the table in a
gesture whether of giving or receiving.

“How strange it is in here,” said Linette, hardly above a
breath.

They were moving almost noiselessly down the passage, but
e slight sound of their steps raised a faint resonance out of
the darkness; she felt that even that was too great, and a dread
hook her of sudden reverberating echoes breaking out of the
darkness, forcing on them too overwhelming a recognition of
the narrowness of the abyss of time. It was as if they stood on
‘he brink of an invisible canyon, unthinkably deep but only
hands’-breadth wide, across which strangers watched them
ith immortal eyes. Not Morgause now troubled her, but an
bscure awe, as if a too quick shifting of the lantern-light
cross the presence of the darkness might suddenly catch that
bther eye-gleam.

They stood a moment in front of the tombs, looking at the
arved letters. Linette felt the memory of yesterday’s sight fold
ound her mind like the smoke of torches, untouchable and
bscure; a panic like a cold needle touched her, and she al-
ost seized Rhodri’s arm and said, Let’s not go on. But she
eld herself in check; she could see Rhodri's face in the lan-
ro-light, lit up from within by an absorbing passion like that
f a great painter self-forgetting in his art. For a second she
essed what this quest must mean to him, quite apart from
e Pendragonship: the utter if momentary fulfilment of his
ing. At this moment neither she nor he existed for him;
ere was only that truth which he loved with a complete, self-
ss love.

She shook her head, wishing she had something that meant
much. But the shaking would not shake away the stony de-
ression that weighed her down as if the very air were granite.

Once more the silent journey threaded the dark. The sense
f presences had receded now; the circle of light seemed like a
andle lost in vast wastes between galaxies, in an immense,
eless cold of uncreation. Even the walls of white stone
emed part of that emptiness, old and cold and not real, like
ellar mists that might suddenly divide and show distant nebu-
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lae through the rifts. Linette drew closer to Rhodri; he was the
only warmth or life in that chill, dreamlike void. He put his
arm around her and drew her to him, and they went on.

Suddenly he stopped, stopping her with him, whispering,
“Give me the light.” He held it at arm’s length; at the fringes
of the brightness a dark something resolved itself into a rec-
tangle of ironbound timber closing the corridor. They came up
to it; Rhodri touched it with hesitant fingertips before he
spoke.

“A door,” he said softly, “a door seven, maybe eight
hundred years old. Oak, with great scrollwork hinges and bars
and a lock like a bank. Do you know that this door should be
falling apart? That the iron should have rusted away?”

Linette did not answer, only looked at the door with its
black iron. Excitement was clearing away her depression like
wind-stirred mist; she heard the breathlessness in Rhodri’s
voice and saw the intensity in his face, and something in her
flared with an answering fire.

Rhodri pushed the door, first lightly, then hard; the lock
made a sound in its socket. He dropped to his knees to exam-
ine the lock and thrust the lantern wordlessly into Linette’s
hands. While she held it close over his shoulder, he took from
his pocket a little leather case full of tools and a minute bottle
of oil, and began to work at the lock. The minutes seemed to
lengthen like hours as he worked delicately with the stubborn,
ancient iron. Then with a slow, grating sound the lock yield-
ed; he pressed the door and felt it move under his hand. As if
to prolong the suspense, he put all the little tools carefully
back in the case before he rose; the lantern trembled a little in
Linette’s hand, -half with fear, half with anticipated delight.
Excalibur, she thought, with a brightness as of fire in her
mind. Excalibur.

Rhodri took her hand, as if to draw her into his triumph,
and pushed on the door. It stirred slowly and reluctantly on
the massive hinges and swung stiffly inward with a sound of
iron. The walls were suddenly lost out of the circle of light,
and there was a dark smell as of something long closed. They
moved breathlessly in, and Linette cast the lantern-light
around till they bad seen four white stone walls lined Wlth
dark shapes.
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“It isn’t here,” she said, disappointed.

“Something is,” said Rhodri, with the excitement still in his
roice. “Chests.”

Linette realized what the dark shapes were, and her voice
bnce more kindled. “I thought they were tombs.”

Rhodri shook his head; his eyes were vivid in the lantern-
ight. “Ten to one this is the secret treasury of the House of
adwallen.”

He knelt by one of the great ironbound coffers. “Lockwork
igain; I might as well be a professional burglar. Shall I do all
he locks before we look in any?”

“Do. I can’t stand waiting from chest to chest.” She could
hardly breathe for suspense, guessing his hope that the Sword
night be locked there.

He moved from one to another; there were four, one at
rach wall. “The chests are that way too,” he said in a voice al-
nost soundless with awe. “Not rusted, not rotted. Nothing de-
tays down here.”

Neither of them spoke their thought, but the imagined
prightness of Excalibur seemed to shine like the lantern.
| At last all the locks had been dealt with. Rhodri and Linette
leturned to the first of the great oak coffers. “Are you ready?”
aid Rhodri in a low, breathless voice, as if success or failure
lepended on this one thing.

i Yies.

He lifted the lid. No fiery light blazed forth; the lantern
beams spilled onto heaps of cold brightness.

“Silver money!” exclaimed Rhodri on the low intake of
preath. “And it isn’t even tarnished.”

Linette took up a double handful and let it spill through her
}ands like sand. The cold, moonlight glitter of it amazed her
ill she forgot what it was worth; she wanted to play with it as
child plays with bright stones. She took up separate coins
nd stared at the old letterings and strange kings.

They went along the wall to the second chest. It too con-
ined silver, but mixed with the money were silver candle-
icks and bracelets and necklaces and cups and rings. The
ird chest was full of gold: coins, rings, chains, and chalices,
irclets and coronets and gold-hilted swords, enamelled or in-
ised or embossed or plain. Rhodri picked up something which
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lay on top and looked at it closely in the light. It was a pen-
dant apparently, but utterly different from anything else in the
chest, rounded and symmetrical and full of a harsh hfe—pre-lI
Columbian of some kind, even Linette knew. It troubled her
mind vaguely with a sense of some dark meaning; the light on
the gold brought suddenly the image of Caer Mair in flames.

Rhodri put it down without speaking and opened the fourth
chest. Out blazed cold, bright fires like flame and ice—ruby
and sapphire, garnet and carnelian and pearl, beryl and car-
buncle and amethyst, amber and emerald, diamond and lapis
lazuli, opal and chrysolite and moonstone, some set in gold
and some loose like pebbles.

“Oh,” breathed Linette and could say nothing else. Rhodri
made no sound except to draw in his breath sharply. Neither
moved for a minute, only crouched by the chest gazing at the
multicolored tangle of light.

Lightly, almost caressingly, Linette put her hand out to a
long necklace of amber and let it run through her fingers like'
water.

Rhodri, without a word, took a pale necklace of gold and l
amethyst and fastened it around her neck. He made her get
up; and she stood in solemn and dazzled joy, the lantern still
in her hand, while he decked her like a queen with the treas-
ures of Gwynedd. He crowned her black hair with a coronet
fiery with garnets and rubies, put massive gold bracelets set
with sapphires on her arms, clasped a belt of joined gold disks
set with garnets around her waist. He loaded every finger of
her hands with rings; he fastened so many brooches on her
dress that it shone like jewelled armor. She stood brilliant-
eyed, glittering like a barbaric goddess in a shrine. The
thought fleetingly touched her of Schliemann decking his wife
with what he called the jewels of Helen; oh, it would be like
that, and Rhodri would be famous, and they would go oni
from glorious discovery to discovery all their lives long. 1

“Look,” said Rhodri sharply, with his hands in the t:best,I
“here’s another box in this corner. Carved all over—seems to
be clasped with silver.”

Forgetting the jewels themselves in intense excitement, he

set the lantern on a closed chest and bent over it, working deli-
T
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| cately at the box with the little tools. He did not see the color
| ebb slowly out of Linette’s face, and her eyes grow wide and
|dark with horror. She stood rigid as stone, hardly able to move
for the weight of the gold. Her mouth moved as if she wanted
to cry out, but no sound came. Then the terror was driven out
of her eyes by a hard, fierce blaze; her mouth ceased striving
and took on an expression between scorn and a cruel smile as
of triumph.

Rhodri, with his back to her, opened the carved box. Within
lay a mass of soft, fine-bleached wool; he felt through it and
brought out a hard shape in a case of white damask tied with
|gold The silk, after eight hundred years, was still fresh and
junmarred. He loosed the gold strings and drew out a smooth
flask of crystal, as long as his hand and as large around as a
mall coin. Its stopper was of wrought gold sealed with white
'wax. Inside was what looked like water, clear as if new-drawn
rom a spring, but with a soft phosphorescence whose light lay
in his hand.

“Linette, it has to be the Water of Vision,” he said in an
wed, breathless voice. “One of the treasures of Gwynedd.”
en Linette did not answer, he said more sharply, in sudden
arm, “Linette?—"

He looked over his shoulder and caught a glimpse of the
hite face and the hard, blazing eyes. Then her long, white
hand reached over him and picked up the lantern, and smashed
t against the stones.

There was nothing but the small, pale glow of the crystal. He
w her hand reaching toward it and through the shattered
orror of his mind knew she would smash it too. Blindly he
eized her wrist with his free hand and thrust the crystal down
to the wool. It still gave some light; he saw her other hand
oing for it and caught that too. There was no sound this time;
e struggled with the Queen of Orkney in total silence. The
o hardly moved in the near-dark, though each was striving
ith determined savagery to break the other’s force.

Linette, thought Rhodri confusedly, Linette’s gone, this
trength can’t be hers—

The remembrance of Julian’s pendant crossed his mind like
ightning. Trust in amber while you can. He held the queen’s
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two hands with one hand, reached back with the other for the
amber necklace, and thrust it against the queen’s strong fin-
gers.

With a shudder, the fingers relaxed. Then, groping with
weakness, they caught hold of the amber and clung to it.

“Rhodri, help me,” came Linette’s voice, shaken and dread-
ful. “She’s still trying—this isn’t strong enough—"

He caught up the box with the crystal, shoved the box in his
pocket but kept the crystal out to light the way. Its tiny light
showed almost nothing, only a wraith of white stone; but he
held it like a lantern as they hurried back through the pas-
sages. His free arm was around Linette; he could feel her light,
rapid breath and the tension of her body in which every nerve
seemed to give off shocks like electricity. She held tight to the
amber, struggling in her mind with the diabolic darkness that
poured around her like overwhelming water.

Rhodri did not pause in the cellar or even in the kitchen. He
brought Linette out onto the back porch, where the hot late-
afternoon sun fell dustily on the fading boards and kindled the
large thin leaves to a green fire. Linette collapsed shakily onto
the steps with her back to a post; the amber beads spilled into
her lap like lengths of clover-chain. The slanting light on her
jewels made them blaze like little suns themselves, so that she
seemed protected by an armor of light. She felt the dread
power withdraw even its shadow from her, leaving her quiet
and drained of strength, her mind empty as a white-walled
room filled only with sunlight. Idly as a child she watched
Rhodri restore the delicate crystal to the safety of case and
wool and box.

“Rhodri,” she said in awhile, “I'm sorry.”

“It wasn’t you; it was her, the Queen of the Air.”

“I tried, but she was too strong. It was worse than last night.
I felt it coming, weighing on me, though I didn’t know what it
was.” She looked down suddenly, and her hands tightened. “If
it goes on getting worse, she’ll win and that’ll be the end. I'm
not so much afraid of being shoved out by force; but if I sur-
render, I’'m afraid she’ll keep me.”

“Keep you how?”

“I don’t know. Her slave, her prisoner—something.”
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“Does the amber help?”
“It weakens her, but it doesn’t hold her off anymore. Last
night Aunt Julian’s pendant was enough, and that was less am-
ber than this.”
“Rubies are also supposed to be proof against sorcery; were
they?”
“Not that I knew. But I wasn’t touching them; they were
above my head.”
“Listen,” said Rhodri after a moment, “I left my tools down
there. Will you be all right in the sunlight while I go get them?
And I'd like to put things in order a bit.”
“Yes, but don’t stay long; it’s getting late. Shall I keep the
box?”
“No, it’s all right in my pocket. I'll be back before dark.”
He went, and Linette waited. She sat still, her eyes half-
closed, thinking of nothing, letting her mind and will float on
the surface of the sunlight. The inevitable headache lay like a
weight above her brows, but she was too tired to care. The sun
dropped rapidly toward the west; she opened her eyes and saw
| the long tree-shadows fade into the shadow of the world. She
sat small and exposed under the apocalyptic glory of the sun-
set whose fires were reflected in the darkening river. The river-

' banks were already in night. Beneath the sinking brightness of
the sky she felt her fear rise with the darkness of the river-
banks, slowly spreading in cold pools, creeping silently up the
slope and around the steps. She took off the crown and pressed
her hands to the rubies; she wound the string of amber round
and round her arm. The sun-colored stones seemed to
strengthen her, though they were almost colorless in the fading
light.

Rhodri appeared suddenly, with a lighted lantern in one
| hand. The sight of his face shocked her; the skin seemed
stretched tight on the bone, and not only with exhaustion; and
its color was grey-white, out of which his dark gaze came like
stone. She opened her mouth to question, but no sound came.

“I’ll tell you as we go,” he said brusquely. “Let’s get to some
light.”

As they ground their way over the oyster shells, with the
headlights picking out the trunks of trees, Linette held tight to
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the sun-colored jewels. Rhodri’s anguish communicated itself
to her as fear, not of Morgause this time, but of something she
did not know.

“I found another lantern,” said Rhodri in the same almost
harsh voice. “I got my tools and was about to go. Then it
came over me that we’d come to the end of the passage and
not found the Sword. I thought there might be another way
out of the treasure chamber, to where it was. I tried the floor
for an echo that might mean a lower crypt; there wasn’t any. I
tried the walls too. One place did sound a little different from
the rest, so I took out a stone; but what do you think? °

“Earth and rock, that was all. Red clay and sandstone.
There was a place scooped out, nothing in it that I could see; I
don’t know why. I put back the stone and left.”

His voice had faded into a hard despair. Linette sat motion-
less, forgetting even the jewels, as he spoke again with a stony
finality.

“Excalibur isn’t in the treasury; we felt to the bottom of ev-
erything. It isn’t in the passage; we couldn’t have missed it. It
can’t be in the tombs, it was hidden long before; and if it
ever was in the scooped place, it isn’t now. God knows where
or whether it ever was. But we haven’t found it, and we’ve
come to the end of our road.”

It was night in Caernarvon when Rhodri was struggling with
Morgause. Cristant lay in bed in the house by the old wall, her
mind drifting on the borders of sleep. Suddenly an image took
shape in her thoughts, the face of a dark-haired girl wearing a
crown set with red stones. Fear came into the face, a horror so
dreadful that Cristant herself sat up and shook her head,
trying to drive the image out of her mind. But it would not go,
though her eyes were wide open and straining into the dark;
and then something came into the face that mastered terror
and turned into hate so intense that Cristant seemed to shrivel
before it. The mouth curved into a smile more like an animal’s
snarl, and the eyes subtly changed as if a different spirit
looked from behind them. Cristant felt a suffocating darkness
touch her mind, though she knew it was not herself the dark-
ness wanted. She braced herself to suffer whatever her terrible
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clairvoyance might demand of her; the transfixing gaze seemed
to pierce her, and she shut her eyes. Then the face flicked out
like a match, and she sank back trembling upon her pillow.

Linette and Rhodri hurried through the dusk of the court-
yard toward the lights of the dining room. They arrived with a
dull sense of relief and exhaustion, but their mood was unlight-
ened even by the prospect of telling Julian about the treasure.
Linette mechanically smoothed her hair and set the crown on
her head, but its brilliance gave her no delight; shreds of dark-
ness clung around her mind and shadowed the gems.

Anthony was standing by a window, looking desperate and
miserable. They did not notice him till he turned. At the sight
of Linette’s dark hair and clear pallor amid the light-struck
blaze of jewels, his face seemed momentarily to kindle; but at
once the joy was replaced by a bitter and dark concern.

“What happened?” he asked, striding rapidly over to them.,

“What do you think?” said Linette, dropping into a chair.
“You haven’t found the Grail and we haven’t found Excali-
bur.”

“What’s this about the Grail?” asked Rhodri.

“The Cup Morgause wants to destroy,” said Anthony. “Julian
believes—I don’t know what Julian believes, except that
somehow the achievement of the quest will stop Morgause.
But I don’t know where to begin; I'm not even sure what
achieving it means. I've been walking in the woods all day
thinking about it, but I still don’t know.” His glance returned
to Linette, to the flame of jewels contradicting her despondent
gaze. “Something more than that’s happened to you, though.”

“Morgause tried again with Linette,” said Rhodri, “just after
we’d found the jewels of Caer Mair.” He too looked at the
fiery interplay of light on the stones, and his mouth tightened.
“I ought to be happy that we found the treasure; I was happy
at first. More than just its splendor—the evidence of a unique
civilization. That ought to be enough for anyone. But I can’t
forget that I found the end of the passage and no Excalibur.”

“But you know Excalibur’s there somewhere,” said Antho-
ny, “or those two wouldn’t be so bent on getting it. Especially
Morgan. I talked to her; she seems completely sure.” The
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memory of Morgan’s anguish came back to him, and he hoped
he would not have to tell of it.

“I'd forgotten about that,” said Rhodri. “It could be that
we've missed something, though I can’t imagine what. The
same argument is true for you, isn’t it?—since Morgause is so
sure of the Grail. I wonder why she thinks Excalibur would
help her against it.”

“Maybe Excalibur is like the Grail,” said Anthony, “a point
of convergence, an object of power. Maybe Morgause thinks
she can use it simply as abstract power, divorced from any as-
sociation of good or evil, like a piece of artillery; that she can
train it on the Grail, power against power, and annihilate it—
probably annihilate both. In which case Morgan is getting
cheated, because she thinks Morgause is going to let her keep
ith

“Sword against Cup,” said Rhodri, knitting his brows in in-
tense thought.” And so Julian thinks, evidently, that they can
be used for one another as well as against? That there’s some
sort of connection between them?”

“She seems to think of the power of the Grail as being
greater than the power of Excalibur—as if the strength of the
Grail would somehow neutralize Morgause’s attempt and keep
the destructive fire from coming out. But if the connection ex-
ists, it occurs to me—we might help one another. One of us
finding one thing might help the other find the other.”

“You know what happens if we fail, don’t you?” said Rhod-
ri with lowered gaze, his voice full of earnestness. “I don’t un-
derstand this very well myself; but this business of Excalibur
isn’t as small as it looks. In some way it’s involved with the
long striving of man against the powers of darkness.”

“And the Grail—there’s something worse than the five
leagues’ posioning and burning. If Morgause destroyed the
Grail—no, what I'm thinking is impossible—but if it weren’t.”

“You mean the world as a Waste Land,” said Rhodri in a low
voice, “like in the myths?”

“The utter Waste, the abyss. I have seen the edge.”

They were silent for a moment. Then Rhodri gestured impa-
tiently as if to break the spell. “It all sounds mad, doesn’t it?
Especially since we’re moving among things we don’t under-
stand.”
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“But which we have to deal with anyway,” said Anthony. “I
can begin by telling you the story of the Sword according to
Morgan.”

Julian found them like that, grouped in the candlelight, in-
tent on the story; she looked with wonder at the blaze of
strange jewels in the light, but did not interrupt, being busy
with her own conjectures.

Supper was brought in before the tale of the Sword ended.
Then Rhodri had to recount, in full detail, the story of the
jewels and Morgause.

“I hope to see this treasure,” said Julian at last, her eyes
shining. “Not only for the story and the splendor of their civi-
lization—but I have always felt a mystery in jewels, some-
thing of fire and color and light, something everlasting.
The old poets did well to say that paradise was built out
of them.”

“Please, not tonight,” said Linette with a troubled look. “I
feel the darkness at the back of my mind—I don’t want any-
one to go there now.”

“No,” said Julian, with an unreadable brightness in her
eyes, “I wasn’t going tonight. My place is here till the quests
are over, for I too have my part in the quest, though I only
partly guess it yet. So far I have been searching in the Llyfr
Caer Mair.” !

She drew a long breath, surveying their intent faces. “I
haven’t found out where Annedd Cledd was—only that Madoc
placed the Sword there before he left. Bran, who wrote the

| book, is very guarded about that part. But he does tell a story

which is rather strange and seems involved with it. It seems
that at the time of the voyage he was only an apprentice bard;

| the Chief Poet was his teacher, Kynon. And Kynon loved a

woman named Ancret, a priestess of the old gods. Originally
he was trying to learn about the ancient mysteries from her,
because he wanted to write a new kind of poetry; and when he
sailed with Madoc, he brought Ancret with him. All went quiet-
ly during the original building of Caer Mair. But Madoc
sailed away to get more colonists and left his sister Goeral in
charge. Bran was in love with Goeral, that’s very clear; he in-
serts a poem in the narrative, all about ‘the bright braids of
her hair’ and so on; it seems both she and Madoc had red hair
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of a very fine color. But now Ancret took the opportunity to
set up a circle of stones in the forest, among oak trees, there to
worship her goddess Druan Gwen. Some of the people of Caer
Mair followed her—notably Rhiryd, Madoc’s brother; Kynon
protested, but by now Ancret had turned from him to Rhiryd.
On the day of the Midsummer rites Kynon went to demand
her back from Rhiryd; but Rhiryd killed him. It was done
within the framework of the ritual, Kynon as Llew and Rhiryd
as Gronw. And then, according to Bran, a shadow of darkness
came upon Caer Mair.

“Goeral stood out against this darkness and against the in-
fluence of Ancret. The situation developed a political aspect;
Rhiryd wanted to be ruler of Caer Mair and felt it was his
right, since he was the only prince of the House of Owain who
was present and perfect in body. There was another brother,
Cadwallen, in Caer Mair; but he had been a hostage of the
English king, and had been blinded in revenge for some Welsh
victory. The ancient law was that the ruler could have no de-
fect of mind or body; you remember the war of Owain’s sons
started because the eldest was Iorwerth Broken-Nose. The situ-
ation darkened as the year passed into winter.

“In the end Goeral did something. It is not clear what; Bran
doesn’t want to talk about it. All he says is, ‘In Annedd Cledd
the glorious princess sought the will of the powers of light; and
in Annedd Cledd she laid aside her mortal life, as a sacrifice
for her people, because of the great evil of the shadow. And
there she still lies at the entrance of the inner chamber; it
would seem she slept, if she did not lie so still. She is to wake
at the drawing of the Sword.” ”

“A strange passage,” said Rhodri.

“Yes; that’s why it sticks in my mind. Ancret considered
herself defeated; she walked away into the forest and never re-
turned. But the cult and the politics went on. It got very com-
plicated; even Bran, who was now Chief Poet, was mixed up in
it for a time. He was responsible for setting up a countercult,
more or less Christianized, centered around Goeral and An-
nedd Cledd. He made Cadwallen ruler, as you might guess;
and the chief princess of the House of Cadwallen bore the title
Druan Gwen, in Bran’s sense, a symbolic figure of the earth or
the human spirit. Druan Gwen had three aspects, maiden,
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_ bride, and ancient queen of wisdom; and there were three

crowns belonging to the cult, one for each aspect. There was a
crown of silver and pearl, which remained forever on Goeral’s
brow in Annedd Cledd, though a princess wore one like it;
there was a crown of ruby and garnet, which the princess wore
when she was married and afterward till she grew old; and
there was a crown of silver with deep incised patterns and a
single sapphire, which she wore in her old age. I rather think
you've found the ruby and garnet one.”

“I wish I could find Excalibur,” said Rhodri.

“No, listen,” said Julian. “It has to be there. Bran says An-
nedd Cledd was built; he says Goeral lies at the entrance of
the inner chamber. Did you look for markings on the walls, or
anything like that?”

“Not closely enough.”

“Speaking of the Druan Gwen cult,” said Anthony, “where’s
Morgan?”

“In the Atlantis Tower,” said Julian. “She wanted to eat
alone; I think she’s trying to avoid Linette, after last night.”

Linette went to sleep that night in a room full of lighted
candles, so that there was no dark there; and her head and
neck and arms and fingers were loaded with all the sun-col-
ored jewels brought out of the hoard. But they did not save
her from dark dreams that troubled her rest without allowing

her to wake.

“Morgause, my sister, why have you done these things?”

The green flame flicked like a serpent’s tongue over the
cards. “Morgan, my sister, why have I done what things?”

“Last night you gave away secrets to Julian and that young
man. Today you broke the lantern and tried to break the crys-
tal which is certainly some possession of Druan. You have put
them on their guard—and why did you try to break the crys-
tal?”

“Sister, you know nothing of the mysteries of the Shadow of
Druan; if you did, you would not accuse me. The powers of
our enemies have weakened us too much. We know we will
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dominate the earth at last, but centuries yet must pass before
the Shadow of Arianrhod is embodied in 2 woman and bears
the Shadow of Llew. Meanwhile the destroying of one of the
alien mysteries by means of another will be a great victory for
us and will strengthen us. But now we must work with less
strength; and when we seek to possess another’s body, our
spirit must battle with that spirit. The struggle causes these
violent effects.”

“Why do you call Excalibur one of the ‘alien mysteries’?”

“I mean only that our enemies attribute a meaning to it as
they do to the Cup.”

“And the crystal? I know you have little concern for the
Lady of Light, but you should not interfere with my myster-
ies.”

“I tell you we batter the soul like a madness; we are not
wholly responsible for what we do. But consider that the girl is
weakening from the horror; even now, because I am near, her
mind is open to black dreams. And soon now, after I conquer,
victory will be in our hands. I can imitate her every move-
ment, phrase, and turn of voice; not even the Pendragon will
know it is not she.”

“For this time I will accept your reasons. But I am half in-
clined to try my strength without you.”

“And risk failure now? Tomorrow should end our quest.
They can hardly be long in finding the hidden doorway. But
they must not find the Sword before I control the girl.”

“I can lay a spell at the door and divert them into the Hid-
den Land. You will bave time.”

e il



9. The Hidden Country

Morgan, as usual, was not at breakfast. Neither was Anthony;
bhe had decided to set out on his quest, and had gone be-
fore daybreak. At the table no one said much; Linette had
slept badly, Rhodri was vainly retracing the plan of the pas-
sage to see where he had gone wrong, and Julian was groping
| among the complexities of her knowledge for an answer to the
 riddle of the Grail.

In the sunlit kitchen of the old house, Linette stood still
while Rhodri decked her once more with the sun-colored jew-
lels and set the bright crown on her head. He considered it
| more carefully now; it was light and finely-made, with narrow,
blunt points like the crowns of Chartres, and set so closely
with garnets that the gold appeared almost as a tracery around
| them. The rubies were clustered in a group of five at the front,
and the whole thing kindled in the light and cast glittering re-
flections on Linette’s hair. Rhodri looked at it and thought of
the civilization that had made it. The jewelwork was Celtic;
the shape suggested France at the blending-point of two eras.
What unheard-of cultural synthesis had shaped Madoc’s Caer
Mair? And then the thought mingled in his mind with the soft
darkness of Linette’s hair.

They had no definite plan except to record and examine the
treasure. Rhodri had brought the necessary equipment; he
emed savagely methodical today, as if by carefully keeping
1 the rules he could batter the inscrutable powers into giving
im success. But as they made their way slowly down the pas-
ge, the immediacy of the past pressed once more around
em, the sense of vasts of time thinning to a tenuous veil. To
those walls the twelfth century and the twentieth were alike ir-
relevant; time was annihilated there, and Linette would not
ave been startled to think that she and Christant’s burial pro-
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cession walked there invisible to one another in the same mo-

tion.

On the threshold of the treasure chamber she shivered brief-
ly at the memory of Morgause but went boldly in. The chests
still stood open, though the shards of the lantern had been
cleared from the floor. They began carefully to disentangle the
splendors of the jewel chest and lay them in large, deep trays.

“Now, how did this get in here?” said Rhodri, lifting some-
thing out of the glittering mass. “It ought to be in the gold
chest—or ought it?”

He held it close to the lantern. Linette saw that it was a
broad, intricately patterned bracelet or arm-ring, made of
bright reddish gold without stones. Its style was different from
that of the other pieces, a single spiral woven and coiled and
ending in a dragon’s head.

“They didn’t wear arm-rings in the twelfth century,” said
Rhodri. “There’s some special reason not only why it’s in this

chest, but why it’s here at all. I could swear it belonged to Ma-

doc and was an ancient emblem of the Pendragons.” He slid it
onto his arm above the elbow. “Well, sun-colored things; I
might as well have one too.”

“That reminds me,” said Linette, “you never did show me
the hollow place.”

“I will now,” he said. He felt a turning-over of desolation as
he spoke of it, but he wanted Linette to see it. A conviction
had come on him that he should search the tombs after all,
since there was nowhere else; but he would have to reconcile
Linette somehow to the idea of opening them. He had a tenta-
tive theory that Excalibur had once been in the treasury, that
it and the body of Goeral had been moved elsewhere; and
where else was there to look? But what could make Linette
willing to see the remains of the Princess Christant?

Maybe the realization of bitter necessity would do it.
He pried out the loose stone, and Linette thrust the lantern
through the hole and looked in.

Immediately she drew back shuddering, pale as the stone,
“There is something in there. Bones.”

Rhodri took the lantern and peered in. “Well, why didn’t I

see them before? Too disappointed, I suppose, because no Ex-
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! calibur. And there’s not much left of them, is there? I see the
skull, though.” He looked at them with detachment, noting the
obvious conclusion that the preserving spell did not reach out-
side the passage. “I'm sorry they startled you. I wonder what
they’re doing there—not human sacrifice in the House of Cad-
wallen’s territory.”
“He was a traitor,” said Linette; “and they walled him up

| alive.”
Rhodri turned sharply at the tone of her voice; he saw her
| eyes fixed on the stones with a blind gaze. All the life in her
face seemed concentrated in her eyes; and their sight was turned
| inward or elsewhere, leaving her face like something sculp-
| tured in candlewax. Fear touched him, since he guessed now
| that her clairvoyance meant the nearness of Morgause.
“He had betrayed the Sword to the children of shadow, the
| strangers from the south; and he led them into the passages of
| Annedd Cledd. But they were taken as they passed the west-
| ward corridor. The strangers fell by the swords of the Britons,
| but the traitor was taken alive and condemned to die behind
stone. Yet through the last hole Prince David pierced him with
a spear, part mercy, part quittance for his father Kyneurin and
for Bran. And they closed the north passage with stone against
| the searching of the strangers.”
She was silent, and the fixed gaze passed. Part of Rhodri’s
| mind noticed that; the rest was blazing like a midsummer bon-
| fire. He realized, almost mechanically, that she had clarified an
| obscure passage in the Llyfr Caer Mair; the very phrase “to
die behind stone” was there. But that was a detail, gone as
soon as thought of, consumed in the skyward conflagration.

“‘As they passed the westward corridor,’” he repeated,
hardly able to speak. * ‘Closed the north passage with stone’
—Linette, Linette!”

“Oh, yes, yes,” cried Linette, catching his hands in an exal-
tation that flamed from his own. “I saw it. Where the passage
turns west, where we thought there was a dead end!”

In moments they had brought tools from the cellar and
|stood breathless before the blank wall at the turn. Rhodri
struck the stones hard with the pick-handle; there was a faint
| hollow sound.
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“Only this one wall,” he said in a voice unsteady with ex-
citement. “Look how the blocks are set in, so that the passage |
just seems to turn. Linette—this has to be it—"

He dropped abruptly and set to work; she thought he could
not trust his voice to say any more. His breath came in small,
sharp spurts as he struggled with a stone. Then grindingly it
came out, longer and longer, thicker and heavier than any or- .
dinary stone. He knelt motionless beside it, as if he could not
dare to look; the individuality of his face was almost washed
out by the conflict of hope and dread. 1

Linette crouched beside him and thrust the lantern through
the hole. “It’s true, Rhodri,” she whispered. “There’s another '
corridor.”

Julian, in the cool, many-windowed library of Silverthorne,
frowned thoughtfully for a moment at the Llyfr Caer Mair,
then put down her pen and rose in search of a reference book. |
As she took it down, she glanced out the open window and !
saw Morgan crossing the courtyard to the Atlantis Tower.

She’ll help Morgause; I know it, thought Julian in a piercing
visitation of insight. But if she can’t be alone—

She leaned out of the window. “Oh, Miss Cornwall!”

Morgan looked up and came closer to the keep, so that they
could talk without calling. “Good morning, Miss Silver-
thorne.”

“You’re coming from breakfast, I suppose.” i

“Oh, yes. My book is keeping me up late, so I sleep late.”

“How is it going?”

“Very well. I'm nearly half done.”

“But you need to take a little time away from it. Why don’t |
you come up and talk for awhile? I'll have Aramelissa bring us |

some tea.” Iy
“Why, how kind of you. I know you must be busy your- |
self.” i

Neither lady was deceived by these charming formalities. |
Morgan knew that Julian wanted to keep her under surveil- |
lance, and Julian knew that Morgan knew it. But Morgan did |
not quite see her way to breaking off diplomatic relations with |
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ulian, so she came up to the library as if she had all the time
1 the world.

“There,” said Rhodri, setting the stone on the floor, “that’s
e last one we have to take out. Just mind your head when
ou go through.”

“What do you think, Rhodri?” whispered Linette in a tense
pice. “Will it be stuck in a stone and anvil? Or will it be all
re, the way Morgan saw it at Glastonbury?”

“We'll have to see. I've got the tools; you hold onto the lan-
. Give me your hand; come on.”

“Holy God! Where are we? Where’s the passage?”
“When are we? Rhodri, don’t let go of my hand.”
She was still holding the lantern, and he was still carrying
le tools. But they were standing outdoors in a grassy place,
pder a sky full of stars.
| Rhodri looked up and around, at the sky and the trees.
ow did we get here? Are we alive, do you think?”
“Yes,” said Linette, “because I can feel your hand.” She
llowed his gaze. ‘At least the stars are the same.”
The familiar constellations of early evening hung over scat-
ed pine trees—the Dipper, the Northern Crown, the Drag-
, the Swan. But they seemed extraordinarily large and
ight. Venus barely showed in the west; in the east the full
n was rising with an improbable white brilliance.
Tt ought to be daytime,” said Linette. “My watch says ten.”
“It can’t be ten at night; the moon looks more like seven, Is
ur watch running?”
| “No—Ilisten, Rhodri, we’ve walked in our sleep and come
t at some opening.”
Rhodri shook his head. “Can’t be. The lantern would be
t out.”
“You tell me, then!” Her hand tightened on his.
“No, get hold of yourself,” said Rhodri. “It’s incredible but
act: we walked out of that passage into some other place.”
“Where, then?”




102 Excalibur

“The Otherworld, probably, along with unicorns and cocka:
trices and whatever else is here. You remember Morgan’s story,
that she could enter it at will?”

“Yes.” Reassured by a rational explanation, however bisl|
zarre, Linette released his hand and looked more carefull
around her. “Really, though—this looks like the ground w
ought to be on; there’s the river.”

“It’s the Otherworld river, then,” said Rhodri grimly. *
thing is, how do we get back?” L

“What do you mean?”

“I mean Excalibur won’t be here; it’s in Annedd Cledd i
our own world. You don’t think Morgan would help us,
you?”’

Something in his tone made Linette turn her head and loo
at him. He seemed suddenly different from the Rhodri of the
other side of the doorway; or rather that familiar Rhodri hac
become, as it were, transparent. She saw now what she had
half-glimpsed when he struggled with Morgause: all his intelli
gence and ability was brought to a heightened flame which
burned through him as through glass. The world they had left,
not this one, was truly alien to him; this one was his natural e |
ement. She knew she was looking at the Rhodri who was the
Pendragon.

“Stand where you are,” he said. “I’ll look for the doorway.

He felt all around them in the half-dark, seeking an invisib
entranceway; he worked outward in circles till he had explored
all the area for some way around where Linette stood. :

“No use,” he said finally; “they’ve got rid of it somehow
We’'ll have to find another way back. But we could leave th
tools here to mark the spot.”

He examined the tools to see if any would be useful a
weapons, but they all seemed too awkward. So he cut down
smallish pine sapling, got the branches off, and wedged one o
the instruments from the case—to Linette’s uninstructed eye
it looked like the business end of an ice pick, bright and§
wickedly pointed—into the lighter end. She first thought tha
the result was a gig, like those used for crabbing; but by
way he picked it up, she saw it was meant for a spear.

“Which way do we go?” she asked.

“We might as well continue northward. That way, we might
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find ourselves nearer our goal if we stray back into our own
world—not that that’s likely.” His teeth showed in a grim
suggestion of a smile. “We won’t get back easily. Morgan will
have seen to that.”

They walked, hand in hand, for a long time, while the moon
climbed slowly higher up the sky. The country was parklike,
without underbrush; pine straw and short grass covered the
ground, with pink fireweed showing here and there. Linette
noticed with surprise that the quality of the moonlight was
subtly different; she could actually see the color of the flowers.
The river, light-streaked, dropped behind the curve of its
shore; but they could catch, on the edge of hearing, the small
sound of the sea.

They met no one. Now and again they heard somewhere in
the semi-dark the sudden liquid voice of some bird; and once
they caught, far off, the sound of hoofs and glimpsed a white
beast passing among the trees. Linette wondered whether it was
a unicorn.

Presently they came to a bit of slightly higher ground where
an oak tree was growing among the pines. It was old and tre-
mendous; the fantastic knotted roof of branches closed out the
stars. Immense boughs drooped to the ground.

_ “If we can get up in that,” said Rhodri, “I expect we can get
ome idea where we are. Those branches should be an easy
ay up, if they’re sound. I'll go first, since I'm heavier.”

They mounted easily almost to the top of the tree and
ooked out through a gap in the leaves. “Oh,” breathed Li-
ette, unable to say anything else.

In the bright moonlight, pine-darkened hills sloped down to

wooded plain and a moon-pale river that ran into the sea. By

e joining of sea and river stood a wall-enclosed city; the low-
r part of the wall was white stone, but the upper part seemed
0 consist of living trees. Within it were also many trees, with
harp pinnacles rising above them like white glass or ice; and

ees and spires were caught in a glitter of lights as in a jew-
lled net.

“Mobile would have been there in our world,” said Linette,
‘though it would spread out to here.”

“Hush,” whispered Rhodri sharply. “Something’s coming.

over the lantern.”
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Linette crouched close to the bark, burying the lantern with
her body and hand. Rhodri slipped noiselessly lower down the |

tree and held his spear ready.
Peering through the small leaves he saw a tall woman-shape

moving among the pines; her long robes seemed to drift after

her like grey, wind-driven cloud. Her face in the moonlight
was ancient yet smooth, ageless, with a stern beauty that made
him think suddenly of high, distant peaks. Her hair was pale
and shining like spun silver, and the light on it seemed to be |
more than the moon.

She paused under the oak, her hair still glimmering in the
shadow, and looked up. “Strangers,” she said in a clear, strong
voice, “you need fear no harm from me. I am not one of the!
Haldir.”

At the sound of that archaic music Linette felt a sudden de-
sire to speak, but she thought of the voice of the flame and
was silent.

“I saw your light from afar,” came the old, beautiful voice, F
“and I have keen eyes by night or day. You come from the
world of humankind.”

Rhodri saw it was no use hiding. He dropped to the ground
and stood sternly before the grey woman, trying not to show
that he was a little awed. “Who are you, and what business do
you have with us?” ‘l

She smiled. “Not so fiercely, Pendragon. I am chief of the
Wind-wanderers in this land; strangers and enemies call me
the Grey Witch of the Hills. But my true name is Celebrin,
Silverweb; and you are safe in my company, for the Haldir

e

avoid me.”

Linette by now had come down the tree and stood beside
Rhodri. “You say ‘Witch,’ ” she said thoughtfully, emboldened
by Celebrin’s words. “But you seem very different from the
other witches I know.”

“You mean the Queen of the Air, I suppose? Oh, yes, we
know her here; and I can see by your eyes that she has been
interfering with you. But none in our world deal directly with
the lords of darkness, except the Haldir and the Ruiners; and I
myself am in allegiance to Lauriel. As for my business with
you, I have none, unless it be to answer your questions and
give you what guidance I can.”
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“Lady Celebrin—" Rhodri took a breath, trying to sort his
questions. “Who are the Haldir you keep mentioning? How
did you know I was the Pendragon? What is that city by the
river?”

Celebrin laughed. “Not all at once! To begin with the easiest
—I knew Madoc’s arm-ring when I saw it. Bran the Chief Poet
described it to me, in the days when he came to this land.”

“You are long-lived here,” said Linette, surprised at her
own confidence in Celebrin. “But you do not seem weary—I
know a lady who was born in the sixth century—"

“I know of her, though we have never met. Formerly there
was more communion between your world and ours; that is
how I know your language, though I think I do not quite
speak it as you do. Once there were many places where the
boundaries of our worlds joined, where people could pass
from one to another; but of late years they are grown very
few. I think they will grow fewer, because your world drifts
farther and farther from the ancient harmonies—" She paused
as if breaking off a thought.

“As for the Haldir, whom some call the Bronze People—
you would not care to meet them. They are the same race as
Lauriel’s people, but I have told you they deal with the dark-
ness—is that not enough for you to know? You will recognize

them by the bronze they wear.

“The city is Eldis, the citadel of Lauriel’s people, the Eldir.
| Lauriel, the Golden, is a name of the Queen of these lands, be-
cause of her hair which is compared to living sunlight. And
she will welcome you gladly and give you whatever help is in
her power.”

Rhodri straightened. “We would no doubt be honored, but
there is no time. We must get back to our own world without
delay.”

Celebrin looked at him keenly for a moment without an-
swering. “Do not despise Lauriel’s help,” she said finally. “Go
to her; ask her for it. And waste no time. There are evil forces
preparing in this world, though I do not yet know why. It is
not only the Haldir now; one of the Ruiners has been seen.”

For a moment she was silent, looking off into the dark as if
with foreboding. “Iron and the jewels of the sun are of no use
against the Ruiners. If I had foreseen this meeting, I could
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have brought you silverweb cloaks for your protection; for the
Haldir fear my hair and the light of it and my power that is in
it. Though I cut it to my shoulders at every sunset, by the next
sunset it is out the door of my house; and my daily task is to
weave cloth of it, which the Haldir and the lesser forces of
darkness will not come near. But against the Ruiners, even
that has'no power.”

She shook her head, and her hair scattered glimmers of light
around her. “Well, even a bronze sword is better than none.
Lauriel’s warriors fought the Haldir here, twenty years ago;
there should still be some tokens of the battle.”

She walked to and fro in the moonlight, her eyes fixed on
the ground; then she knelt quickly and searched with her fin-
gers under the roots of the grass. As Rhodri and Linette came
beside her, she drew from under the grass a long, straight
sword, leaf-green from lying in the earth.

“The edge is dull now,” she said; “and there is no scabbard.
But it should serve you till you come to Eldis, if all goes well.”

She looked deep into Rhodri’s eyes as she gave it to him. “I
see your errand. Pendragon; and you must indeed return to
your own world to finish it. But be warned. The powers that
are gathering may be aimed against you. And I see worse than
that. A shadow is over you and over this lady; you and she
have given some opening to the workings of the enemy. If you
have committed any falsity, or any failing of trust, take care! I
think you will never return to your world till you have paid
dearly for it; and if you refuse the payment, you will fail in

your task. Remember Arthur your ancestor, who paid bitterly

for his pleasure with Morgause; even so, many things were lost
that might have been saved.”

“What are you saying?” asked Rhodri, stung. ‘I have not
committed any falsity.”

“I will be glad if I am proved wrong,” said Celebrin. “I
would come with you if I could, but I must keep watch along
Lauriel’s borders. Go to Eldis, and lose no time! I feel the
presence of danger like a darkening of the air around us.”

They parted, Celebrin southward toward the curve of the
river, Linette and Rhodri northward toward Eldis. Linette’s
memory lingered on the radiance of Celebrin; it was more
than the glimmer of her hair, it was an invisible shining as true
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as the invisible darkness that clung around Morgause. Is my
mind, she thought, opening to perceive good as well as evil? It
would perhaps be worth this struggle if it did.

Rhodri frowned a little, pondering Celebrin’s half-accusa-
tion. But what had he done? Of course, nothing; his behavior
had been highly honorable. Arthur and Morgause—yes, that
had had its bitter fruit in Mordred. But he himself had not
meddled with Linette’s chastity, and he felt a little insulted
that Celebrin had supposed it—though no doubt it was a natural
supposition.

But his annoyance cleared quickly; the journey was too
beautiful to waste on feeling insulted. He paused after a mo-
ment and dismantled the spear, throwing away the shaft and
putting the instrument back unharmed in its case. There the
tools all gleamed again, in a silver row against the velvet lin-
ing; he thought how beautiful and efficient they were, and how
he had found the treasury of Caer Mair. If Excalibur failed to
turn up, he could publish his discovery and have openly the
glory of his achievement . . . He frowned, wondering if Celebrin
could have meant instead his entertaining of such a thought.
But anyway he would not entertain it. He quickened his step

- and began whistling an old Welsh tune he had learned as a

child; he had forgotten most of the words, but remembered
that they had been written by Madoc’s brother Prince Hywel.
Now and then he tried a sweep at a tall weed with his sword;
sometimes he took the top off the weed, and sometimes not.
Linette, looking at him with a touch of amusement, could see
that he was enjoying the situation immensely.

“T had fencing at school, you know,” he said, with an exper-
imental thrust at a sapling. “Although this isn’t quite the kind
of sword for it. Still and all—" He finished the sentence by
cutting down a spike of tufted grass.

“How far is it to Eldis, exactly?” said Linette after awhile.

“It looked about three miles, from the tree. I'd say we've
done half that.”

They went on; but he had stopped whistling, and carried his
sword not playfully now, but lightly and firmly as if in readi-
ness for an ambush. Linette thought he had felt her own sense
of unease. The preternatural moonlight laid an untroubled
stillness on the woods, but in her own mind stirred a vague
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foreboding of something sinister and unseen. “Rhodri,” she
asked a little hesitantly, “what did Celebrin think you’d done?”

“I’ve no idea,” said Rhodri shortly. “But we’d best not talk;
there may be Haldir about.”

Still they went on. Presently Linette asked in a low voice,
“Rhodri, how much kerosene was in the lantern?”

“It was full. Six hours.”

“It’s been burning more than four already. What if it goes
out before we get to Eldis?”

“Nothing. We have the moonlight.”

“Do you think we should put it out?”

“I don’t know.”

Suddenly he froze, silent, his head up as if listening. Linette
listened too, straining to catch sounds through the dark. She
could hear the leaves stirring faintly, and the sea beating far
off with a dull, muffled sound. Then through these, hardly au-
dible, crept a rustle of distant voices and movement among the
trees. Through a bright space of moonlight some way ahead
passed a knot of tall shapes in armor that did not seem the col-
or of steel. They carried round shields and long spears that
glinted dull-gold where they caught the light. The shimmering
armor was formed into tunics of ring-mail that came to the
knees, and on the head of each warrior a conical helmet
gleamed the same dull gold. Linette’s hand, ice-cold, was star-
tled by the touch of Rhodri’s as he drew her sharply back into
the shadow.

Scattered pines stood around them, with here and there a
scrub oak; there was nothing to climb. Not far off a wild elder
tree was growing, with the scent of its creamy flowers heavy-
sweet on the air. Linette had already hidden the lantern with a
fold of her dress. Rhodri drew her silently into the deep shad-
ows behind the elder, then motioned her to creep into the hol-
low between the manifold trunk and the long-leafed, ground-
sweeping branches. He crawled in after her, crouched tense,
his sword ready. The ground under them was cool and dry;
the sweetness of the elder flowers lay like a weight on the close
darkness.

The voices of the Haldir came nearer, cold, melodious
voices that reminded Linette sharply of the voice of the flame.
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Like Celebrin they spoke in an archaic English whose accent
sounded strange in her ears.

“Morandir should have returned long ago,” was the first
sentence that came clear. “I fear some misfortune.”

“More of Lauriel's warriors, maybe, than he could match. I
could wish we were safe back at Mithremyn.”

“I wish we were back at Ando and had never left,” came
another voice. “We have our own enemies without challenging
Lauriel.”

A fourth voice broke sternly in. “Let me remind you that
the men of Ando and the men of Mithremyn owe allegiance to
the same Queen and the same commander. The orders of the
Lord Angoré are to seek out the Queen’s enemies, not to quar-
rel among ourselves or shirk battle. If Morandir has failed in
the Other Place, that is his responsibility; this patrol is yours.”

“They say old Ironheart might go himself, if Morandir
fails,” said the Andoan who had spoken. “I wish he and the
Queen both would go where they came from. They are none of
our kind.”

“Ill will it be for you,” said the more commanding voice, “if
either of them hears of your words. And the alliances of Mith-
remyn are not your affair. But no more of this. We may at-
tract Lauriel’s people or lose those we were sent to catch.”

Linette, curled in the dark, had at the first mention of the
Queen felt the return of a remembered fear. The darkness had
begun to oppress her mind; she clung to the jewels, but the
force of the dark beat against their barrier. The iron handle of
the lantern was weaker still, had never been any protection; all

‘her barricades seemed to tremble before the dreadful night
that bore down on her, starless and suffocating as lightless wa-
ter, drowning her in a cold chaos of uncreation and death. She
fought wildly for life, to keep the last imperilled spark that
'was Linette from going out. But even as she struggled, there
|came an instant when she knew her body was no longer sub-
ject to her will. Her mind grew almost still, waiting in horror
' for what would next happen.
The Queen sat upright, rustling the elder boughs. The lan-
 tern, no longer hidden, filled the hollow with yellow light that
| flared through the openings of the leaves like volcanic fires.
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Rhodri seized the lantern and lay around it, shielding it with
arms and body. One of the Haldir cried out sharply, “What
was that light?”

“A phantom of expectation, Umbar,” answered the com-
manding voice. “There is no light.”

“There is none now, Captain; but there was.”

“There is light,” cried a clear voice; “but light against light
shall dash it into darkness!”

The Haldir rushed toward the elder tree. Rhodri burst out,
sword ready, his face white in the glare of the lantern. The
Queen had risen, taking the lantern in her hand; she had put
her fallen crown back on, and the jewels in its flamed like
coals of fire. Her eyes burned with a fierce dark brilliance; her

mouth curved in cruel exultation. The Haldir stood in a half-

circle before her, just out of reach of Rhodri’s blade. They
lowered their heads in silent homage to the Queen, then lev-
elled their dozen spears silently against Rhodri; the bronze
points glittered in the lanternlight.

“Take him alive,” commanded the Captain. “He is the
Queen’s prisoner.”

Instantly the spears turned wrong-way-round like staves.
The Haldir crowded around Rhodri, trying to beat him down
with the spear-shafts. He held up his left arm to protect his
head, and tried to lunge through them towards the Captain. A
warrior seized his sword-arm, but he broke loose and swung.
The blade crashed hard on the Captain’s shield and snapped.
Rhodri struck furiously with the broken piece, and the shield
was not quick enough; the sword nicked through the Captain’s
armor, and blood appeared on the bright mail.

“Fools!” cried the Captain, in a white-hot anger. “Can
twelve of you not master one man?’ He dropped spear and
shield and dived at Rhodri, bearing him down. Other Haldir
dropped onto the tangle of them, freeing the Captain and
kneeling on Rhodri; someone caught his arm from behind and
wrenched away the broken sword. He writhed and fought
with reckless violence, but they were too many. For moments
he was at the bottom of a swarming mass of men; then he was
pulled to his feet, with his hands bound cruelly tight behind
him.

T
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“Royal Lady,” said the Captain to the Queen, “shall we do
more?”’

“No, Captain,” she answered with a lift of her head. “I will
do my own pleasure concerning my prisoner.” But Rhodri,
looking anxiously at her, realized it was not the Queen who
spoke. For the moment, Linette had won.

Yet his mind steadied to a cool realization of their danger.
What could Linette do, even so? And how long before the real
Queen came back, and how long before someone realized this
was not Morgause?

“By your leave, Lady,” said the Captain, “I will secure him
better.” His fury had turned cold and ice-hard; the sting of
his hurt, slight as it was, made him want to insult and humili-
ate Rhodri. He tied another rope to Rhodri’s neck and wound
the loose end around his hand, as if it were the leash of a dog.

“Royal Lady,” he said when he had finished, “you will ac-
company us to the secret stronghold?”

“I will, Captain.”

They set out quickly and silently toward the river. “We have
a boat hidden for crossing,” said the Captain. “We must go a
roundabout way to Mithremyn, Lady, unless you have some
better intention.”

“I have not,” said Linette. She had no idea what she would
do at Mithremyn, and no desire to hasten their arrival; but on
a long journey, she might think of a plan.

At that moment one of the Haldir called out sharply. The
others froze where they stood, and a great rushing noise
poured out of the sky. Now, thought Linette, and looked to-
ward Rhodri; but he was staring at the sky, and suddenly the
moonlight was darkened out by something nearer and heavier

| than a cloud. Linette’s horrified gaze for a second could not
take it in; there were wings, leathery and bigger than sails; and
suddenly the wings drew in and the thing descended heavily on
the cover of pine needles.

“The Lord Angoré,” said the Andoan with a sharp intake of
breath.

Something, a tall shape, was visible now behind the huge
pterodactyl-like head. It dismounted and approached the silent
band, manlike in form, but of fabulous height so that its head
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was level with the saplings. Linette felt that at will it could
overtower the trees. Blackness cloaked it like starless night;
through a fold of the black gleamed the cold brightness of
steel mail. A steel helmet glittered on its brows; and around its
head shone a chill light, showing features noble and hard like
carved diamond, and eyes like polar ice. A breath of dead win-
ter came with it, annihilating the warmth of the summer night.
The Haldir themselves had drawn back. Linette, true to her
part, stood her ground, but felt herself freeze to the bone with
bitter cold. Rhodri also stood still, tangled phrases running
wild through his mind: faded splendor wan, stood like a
tower, dauntless courage and considerate pride—surely not the
Dark Lord himself, coming like death, the Prince of the powers
of the air, whose breath was ruin?

“I come at the command of the Queen.” The voice was like
a terrible river pouring down heights, inexorable and of a
dreadful untamed splendor. “Deliver to me your prisoners.”

“Great lord,” came the Captain’s voice, “there is only one
prisoner. The Queen herself is here.”

The cold eyes pierced Linette; she felt them go like knives
into the hidden places of ber mind, and her thoughts paralyzed
and tottered like falling towers. This was death, then—

“Here is no Queen,” came the voice in a cold scorn. “This is
the tool and instrument of her Majesty’s pleasures. Let her be
bound like her companion.”

The eyes released her; but she stood numbed and devastated
while the Haldir tied her hands behind her, taking care not to
touch the lantern or the jewels she wore. Her own eyes were
wide with the sole knowledge of doom: death was not yet, but
it could not be long in coming.

Rhodri stood frozen upright beside her, with bleakness in
his heart. Celebrin’s obscure words had been truth: he had ut-
terly failed. He, Linette, Britain, Excalibur, the Grail—all
were falling down into the dark.

“Captain Morithil, you shall take this beast and bring the
Queen’s prisoners to the hidden stronghold. Your men must
march across country as they came. There is no news of Mor-
andir?”’

“None, great lord.”
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“Then I myself will deal with the last of the Queen’s ene-
mies. Let the Darkness conquer!”

Morithil repeated, as if it were a sign or salute, “Let the
Darkness conquer!”

And instantly the Lord Angoré was not there.

“You have heard the new orders,” said Morithil. “Let the
prisoners be put on the beast.”

Rhodri and Linette were compelled at spearpoint toward the
pterodactyl-thing and unceremoniously helped on. The beast
had peither fur nor plumage, only a cold purplish-black hide
and vast leathery wings; its head was like something long
dead and hideous, with no semblance of life but the irrational
chill malice of the eyes. Linette shuddered at touching it, as if
it were a snake. She and Rhodri sat forward, almost on its
neck; Captain Morithil mounted behind them.

“I will unbind you when we are in the air,” he said, “so that
you can hold on. I must bring you alive to Caer Sidi.”

With a sound like sails in a high wind, the beast left the
ground. Linette and Rhodri were borne helpless into the rush-
ing night, toward their unknown punishment.



10. The Wild Shores

Anthony had set out before dawn from Silverthorne. It was
still cool; the sky had just begun to turn from white to gold.
He lifted his eyes once to the roof-line of the stable, knowing
that Julian would have lent him Solario; but after all, it was
better not to take the horse, since he did not know where he
was going.

It was still almost dark in the Silverthorne lane, and not
much brighter on the main road. He shut the gate and hesitat-
ed a moment, wondering if he had made the right choice. To
put oneself at the disposal of the Grail . . . He had made no elab-
orate provision, only stuck some bread in his pocket and fas-
tened a hunting knife to his belt; anything more seemed con-
trary to the spirit of the quest. Standing there in the grey light,
with his white shirt and his uncovered blond hair, he did not
look like a man embarked on an improbable adventure; he
seemed only an inconspicuous walker on a summer morning.

He looked up and down the road, weighing his choice.
Northward the road ran to the city; southward it plunged
through wood and open land, and finally down to the ceaseless
rise and fall of the Gulf of Mexico.

Better go southward, into wilder and less familiar country,
more like the forests and wastes of the romances. And the
Castle of Carbonek, where people had seen the Grail, had
stood by a sea.

In the cool, colorless dawn he set out south along the road-
side. When he reached the river, the first long golden light
broke out across bay and river mouth and the broad span of
bridge, awakening the green of trees and the unexpected white-
ness of seagulls. He crossed over past Grand View Park, out-
side the boundariés of the city now; and the road struck in-
land, out of sight of the sea.

For some time he walked on, past pine woods and scattered
buildings. The July day grew warm as the sun climbed; he
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stopped in the scant pine-shade now and then and looked up
through the bright needles at the flawless sky. He crossed the
north fork of Deer River by a small bridge, soon the middle
fork, and after some while the south fork. As he walked, he
mapped out his journey in his mind. He was walking the
length of Hollinger’s Island, from Dog River to Fowl River.
After Fowl River he would be on Mon Louis Island. The road
led to Alabama Port there, and he must make another choice
—either to go straight on, to Cedar Point and across the great
bridge over Grant’s Pass and the Pass aux Herons to Dauphin
Island; or to turn west through Coden and Bayou la Batre, and
thus northward through the many roads of the county or west
along the shore of the Sound. If he went to Dauphin Island, he
could get a boat across to Fort Morgan on the other side of
the bay. Well, he need not decide yet; there was time to think.
But if he failed in the quest, he realized with a renewed shock,
he would not be travelling these roads again.

By ten, he had come as far as St. Philip’s Church. At that
moment, miles away, Linette and Rhodri were about to enter
another country.

As he approached St. Philip’s, he was trying again to unrid-
dle the riddle, to translate myth into fact. He thought of Rhod-
ri's dark suggestion last night—the world as a Waste Land, the
destruction of nature. This he had not thought of in advance,
only of the Waste Land of the mind, an abyss which he sensed
rather than understood. Morgause, after all, had spoken of five
leagues, not a world.

But suppose the thing were possible. A spiritual Waste Land
could tend to produce a natural one: not the mythic land of sand
and thorns, but a worse desolation, a tangle of steel covering
continents, skies lost in the poisonous smoke, all forests gone.
Nevertheless he did not see how the loss of a cup, however
priceless, could make a Waste Land of the spirit; surely the
dark apprehension that it might was irrational.

His thread of reflections was broken as he came into the
clearing before St. Philip’s. He lifted his eyes to the red brick
walls, almost painfully plain, yet concealing he knew what
mystery. Ought he, perhaps, to go in and ask to contemplate
the chalice? All chalices were essentially the Grail, vessels of
the one sacrifice. The idea seemed brilliantly simple; and yet
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he knew, instantly, that things could not be so simple, or so
easy.

But the thought brought him to a standstill as it continued
to unwind. The idea had been off the mark; a chalice without
its sacrament was only a beautiful cup, not a thing of power.
Then the arch-chalice, the Grail, had importance not because
of its ancient history but because—because what? His mind
spun; it had touched some knowledge so elusive he could not
get hold of it. What if the destruction of the Grail meant the
destruction of all the grails?—not a loss of cups, but the
breaking of that unity which held the worlds together, as if
from the solar system you removed the sun— No, surely it was
not possible; Morgause could not win such a victory as that;
the rulers of the universe would not let her—

He broke away from the spot at a rapid pace, as if to leave
behind that sudden vision. But he soon slowed again; the day
had caught fire, and the July sun beat strongly down upon the
land. He was hot and getting tired; his eyes were dazzled and
his thoughts began wandering from one thing to another with-
out pattern.

In the growing dullness and fatigue of his mind, he did not
notice the car and the man and woman till he was almost upon
them.

The tableau at first seemed self-explanatory. The woman
stood to one side; the car, small but rather new-looking, was
raised on a jack while the man changed a flat tire. Clearly,
however, the people were too unlike to be travelling together.
The lady was tall and slender, with a rather restrained face
and long, pale hair gathered in a knot at the back of her neck.
Her clothes proclaimed the foreigner: a tidy blue-and-white-
striped suit and a white hat with a pale-blue scarf trading from
it. Anthony guessed that she was about thirty, and the man
slightly older. The man seemed to belong with a green farm
truck parked farther down the road; he was shorter and broad-
er, dressed in denin and a red-and-white checked shirt. His
hair was black, cut longish; his face, ruddy and coarse, had
nevertheless a kind of animal vitality.

Anthony would have offered his assistance, but the man had
finished and put the jack away. By now Anthony was within
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hearing distance, but they were turned away and did not see
him.

“Thank you very much, sir,” said the lady in a precise Brit-
ish accent. “How much do I owe you?”

“An’ what would a lady like you say she owes me?" His
voice was deep but somehow unpleasant.

“Perhaps five dollars?” She sensed the unpleasantness; her
voice had a nervous note, as if she were anxious to go.

“An’ why would I think of taking money from you? There’s
something I'd like better.”

She answered more nervously still, and a bit sharply, “I
don’t understand you, sir.”

“Jus’ a little bit of your company. A few hours won’t make
much difference, wherever you're goin’. I know an empty
house down the road a bit—fine place, people gone for the sum-
mer. An’ I've got some liquor in my truck—we could have a
good time.”

“I don’t doubt the liquor,” she said, drawing back with an
air of scorn. “I can smell it, even at this time of day.” But her
voice wavered a little, bewildered and edged with fear.

By now Anthony was nearly alongside them. The man laid
his hand on the lady’s arm; she snatched away from him as
from a roach.

“You there!” said Anthony. “Let her alone!”

They both turned. “Who d’you think you are?” said the man
angrily. “Sir Lancelot?”

Unbidden, the thought flashed through Anthony’s mind:
Lancelot saw the Grail. But there was no time to think that
He advanced with as masterful an air as he could summon.
“Are you going to let her alone and get out of here?”

“I fixed her tire, and she ain’t paid me yet!”

“After what you've said, she doesn’t need to. Get out!”

“Suppose I don’t.” And he made a movement to take hold
of the lady’s arm.

Anthony knocked him down.

But he was not down long. He rose halfway and
tripped Anthony; and down they both went, fighting in the
weeds of the roadside. The lady looked on, frightened and at a
loss. She would have called for help, but there was none to
call. The situation was totally out of her experience.
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The man was brawnier and heavier than Anthony, but he
was also older and stouter and less quick. Soon he began to
tire and lose his breath. Suddenly he broke away from Anthony
and scrambled up some distance off. “You damn’ young
fool, can’t take a joke! Knockin’ folks down by the side of the
road! I'll have the police on you!”

And he sprang into his truck and drove at a wild speed
down the road.

Anthony, who had also risen, stared after the vanishing
truck with hot indignation. “I hope he does get the police!
When they hear why, he’ll get more than knocked down!”

The lady, looking at him, felt pity mix with her gratitude.
His shirt was torn at the shoulder and dirty from the earth of
the roadside, and a cut above his eyebrow was bleeding.

“It was good of you to help me,” she said. “I'm sorry you
were hurt.”

Anthony became for the first time conscious of the cut, then
of the dirt and the torn shirt. He laughed ruefully. “Oh, don’t
worry about it.”

“Can I give you a lift someplace?”

“No, it’s all right. But can you make the explanations, if any
have to be made? You'll be safe enough in the car. But I can’t
stay, you see; I'm on a quest. I'd like to stay longer and talk,
but I can’t. Good-bye.”

And with that he crossed the road and plunged into the
woods on the other side. The lady stared after him for a mo-
ment, and waited half an hour for police who never appeared,
and then went on her way. But even after she had returned
home from her holiday, she used to think sometimes of the
strange young man, and wonder whether he were a little mad
and whether he had succeeded in his quest.

“Actually, no,” said Julian; “I don’t find my life too narrow
here. I am out of the immediate turmoil of civilization, in a
place where new things come slowly; but there are old things
here, beautiful things, the sea and the sky and the trees. When
new things come, I can see them in perspective and know what
they are. And, as the proverb says, ‘All places are distant
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from heaven alike.’” You understand this yourself, or you
would live in London instead of Torquay.”

“I suppose you are right,” said Morgan, not much caring.
She wished Julian would cease talking and let her get back to
her spells. The crossing between the two worlds was not fin-
ished; for nine hours Rhodri and Linette must remain in the
timeless void between the worlds, of which they could have no
knowledge or memory. At the end of that time they would
emerge on the borders of Eldis, and word had already gone to
the council-halls of Mithremyn. They could be forgotten for
the moment. But the antennae of her mind trembled with a
sense of new danger; and she guessed instinctively that it in-
volved the fairspoken young man, the scholar, to whom she
had told her history. Morgause had said he was looking for the
Cup. What if he found it; what if he let loose its power against
herself and Morgause? She had heard of the burning anger of
the Sun Lord. There was reason to find out what Anthony was
doing.

Julian sensed her unrest and eagerness to get away. But she
must not get away. “Perspective,” she said thoughtfully. “At
school, they taught us that: draw a road over the hills, that
grows small and smaller as it winds through the passes, and
vanishes over the horizon as if it fell off the world. Did you
ever see a picture like that—a strange, evocative thing, with a
grey sky?”

“T saw the road itself,” said Morgan. “It is life.” She paused.
“All roads go somewhere. But that road, when you are on it,
seems to go on forever; you come to a crest and look down,
and see nothing but more windings and more hills.”

“It has to get somewhere at last,” said Julian. “Your words
remind me of some poem; I wonder if I can find it.”

She rose and went to a bookshelf. Morgan knew and seized
her moment. She reached for Julian’s silver inkwell and
poured a pool of black ink into the palm of her hand.

She bent over it, concentrating her eyes and mind on the
darkly shining surface. Her skill in the seeing-arts was old; she
did not have to wait long. The blackness receded to the edges;
tiny bright figures appeared like reflections, sharp and far off.
A pale woman held converse with a man by a stopped car.
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Anthony appeared. Angry words came over the fine antennae
of Morgan’s thought: You there! Let her alone! . . . Who
d’you think you are? Sir Lancelot? . . . The men fought; one
fled. The other spoke a moment with the woman and disap-
peared into the woods across the road.

Morgan released the pool from her thought, and it relapsed
into blackness. She poured it back into the inkwell and cleaned
her hand, more or less, with a handkerchief. Julian was still
across the room, with a book open in her hands.

Morgan shut her eyes and sent her thought searching
through dark wastes for the Queen of the Air. Morgause, Mor-
gause, her mind called; and soon she was aware of Morgause’s
thought reaching out to touch hers.

Morgause, sister, the quester is a danger. Send to him your
servant, the shadow of the Shadow of Druan, whom I may not
behold. Let her stop him; and if she fails, summon what other
powers you may command.

“It’s not much after all,” said Julian, turning with a book in
her hand. “Only a Spanish quatrain:

“Night falls;

The dark road is savage.
I do not ask you to go.

1 do not ask you to stay.”

Anthony dropped to the ground at the foot of a pine tree
and sat still for a few minutes, gradually catching his breath.
He did not know exactly where he was; be had run an irregu-
lar, zigzag course, to make himself harder to find. He did not
at present want either the inquiries of the law or the possible
vengeance of the man and his friends; he preferred to forget
the irrelevant adventure as soon as possible.

But there was nothing to be gained by reflecting on its
pointlessness. He had halted close to a small, deep-chiselled
stream; and presently he leaned over it, where a spring welled
out of the clay bank, and had a drink and washed his face.
The water stung in the cut, but the bleeding had stopped; he
decided, after examining it by feel, that it was rather insignifi-
cant. He got rid of as much of the dirt as he could, to make
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mself less conspicuous if he met anyone; but he could do
»thing about the torn sleeve.

' He judged by the sun that it was nearly noon. In the pine
, away from the sea, the heat hung heavy and motion-
s. He thought he might follow the coast now; it would be
ler there, quieter, and more conducive to meditation. Fol-
ing the bank of the stream, he walked eastward.

| It was definitely noon when he came out of the trees. The
ines ended abruptly; the solid, grassy earth sheared off and
-opped a foot, to a narrow verge of yellowish sand.

Come unto these yellow sands
And there take hands,

2 thought irrelevantly. The lines sounded like a child’s game;
2 had played, somewhere along this coast, all the summers of
is childhood. Everything was as he remembered—the grey,
agonish twists of driftwood cast up on the sand; the scuttling
ddler crabs that burst out when he disturbed a log; the clear,
rarm shallows at low tide, with sandbars appearing like is-
inds, and ripple patterns etched on the sea floor. Small drifts
f seaweed edged the last high tidemark; writhen logs lay in
e low water like the bones of sea serpents, mixed in some
aces with beams of broken barges. It was a scene at once
mely and familiar. On a windy day, under a grey sky, it
-ould have filled him with a strange excitement. Now, under
1e steady blaze of the July sun, it was desolate but serene.
" He ate some of his bread under the last fringe of trees. A
mall wind stirred the pine needles, and the sun glistened in
1em as if they were made of glass. Anthony considered his
>ute—north to Mobile, now, or south to the Gulf? He decided
> keep on southward, for the same reason as before. True,
'owl River lay that way; but he could go briefly inland to the
ridge and then cut back to the coast.

He pocketed the rest of the bread and set out southward
long the shore. Now and then a pier jutted out, or a house
howed through a screen of trees; but in the burning, motion-
:ss noon no one appeared on porch or pier or shore. The
reeze had completely died; the heat oppressed like a weight,
nd the whole coast seemed abandoned to him and an exces-
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sive plague of flies. He brushed away the insects, and with f
side of his hand scraped away the sweat from his forehead a|
mouth and eyes. Already his throat was dry; and from the hezf
and the incessant glare on the water, his mind was weigh ‘
down with the heaviness and dullness that would be prelude !
a headache.

After a while, he raised his eyes painfully and saw cloul
building up in the north and west, immense, purple-bla¢|
clouds like distant mountains. Rain would come and cool ol
the molten weather; soon, he thought, he should start keepind
a watch for shelter. !

the princess Semele, who was withered by excess of brightnest
That may be why we live on earth, he thought, to prepare B,
for the glory. We have to get used to the light by degrees, ‘;
we would be blinded by it like people coming out of a ca
into the full noon. ‘

A drop of rain fell heavily on his shoulder. He looked i‘
more drops fell cool on his upturned face. There was a roll 0,
thunder, loud and close; he realized abruptly that he was {H)
tallest thing on the shore, a good mark for lightning. The rail|
was beginning to fall faster; he saw it would soon be a dowii}
pour. But he was in a lonely part of the coast, and there wa
no shelter in sight. |

He took refuge among the pines, but they gave no proteg]
tion. The rain poured through them, as if they were pillars in 1l
roofless hall—rain like a waterfall, immense drops so clo
they were hardly drops but an undivided stream, as if the
tom had fallen away from vast superterrestrial seas. In secon
Anthony was soaked as if he had fallen into the bay; he wa
blinded with water as if he were still under the sea. He ra
through the woods, hoping for some roof or dense thicket |
shut out the torrent. Every fold of the land had become
rapid stream, rushing with muddy waters towards the sea. 3§

He glimpsed through the wall of rain a pale light bacl
among the trees, and plunged toward it. With the water in hij}
eyes, he could not tell what it was. He was quite close to
and then he was in, and there was no more rain.
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He rubbed the water out of his eyes and stood still. He was

1 a garden walled round with a high hedge of roses, enormous
F'ark-red roses that weighted the air with a heavy fragrance.
e rain was still falling as fast as ever, and he could see light-
g, but the rain fell away from the garden as from an invisi-

le roof, and he could hear neither it nor the thunder. He
ew colder than the rain could have made him, knowing that
is garden could not belong to the world of the pine wood.
The place was large as a cathedral, walled with roses and
L)Ofed with rain as with silver and glass. It was half-dark—
arker, he thought, than the stormy wood outside. There were
ees of a kind he had never seen before, with smooth trunks
e black marble and strange, curving branches clothed with
bd leaves. And the leaves, it seemd to him, were not red with
tumn; it was their native color, instead of green. The trees
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