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EDITORIAL
This week, in the concluding part of her new adventure, Kassi finally encounters her enemy. A
psychic has a vision of a terrible future. Heresy is rooted out. And humanity flees the machines.
Kursaal is feted for his hunting prowess, but enemies are gathering. General Howe ponders the
twin problem of Secretary Benson and the Scroungers. Professor Challenger reaches the cliffs of
Maple White Land. And Goodwin encounters the handmaiden of the Silent Ones.
—Gavin Chappell
Available from Rogue Planet Press: Lovecraftiana: Halloween Eve 2018.
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IT CAME FROM INSIDE THE INKWELL!

Vincent is an artist who has consistently been on assignment in the art world for over twenty
years. Throughout his career he has acquired a toolbox of diverse skills (from freehand drawing
to digital design, t-shirt designer to muralist). His styles range from the wildly abstract to pulp
style comics.
In 2013, his work in END TIMES won an award in the Best Horror Anthology category for that
year. When Vincent is not at his drawing board he can be found in the classroom teaching
cartooning and illustration to his students at Westchester Community College in Valhalla NY.
He lives in Mamaroneck NY with his wife Jennie and dog Skip.
https://www.freelanced.com/vincentdavis
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KASSI AND THE TOWER OF WOMEN by Ste Whitehouse
Part Two
“Kassi?” The mechanoid’s voice sounded weak and the glow in his remaining lens barely
registered.
“What has he done to you?” Kassi asked, striking the polysteel chains that bound her friend to
the table breaking it in two.
“I... It’s nothing, lass. Just need a good polish; and perhaps a screwdriver.” He remained
unmoving. “I’m drained. He had some way to draw electricity from me and my generator is so
depleted it can barely sustain me.” He waved a limb at the wall opposite. “I can recharge from
his own supply if you carry me closer to a socket.”
With difficulty, as the machine was heavier than he looked, Kassi half dragged half carried
Sebastian to a plastic socket set high on a wall. The mechanoid released a connector and
explained how she could attach it to the socket thus allowing him to draw electricity.
She fingered his empty eye socket tenderly and said. “I’m so sorry. I cannot see your lens.”
“The scientist took it. Said he had use for it.” Slowly Sebastian patted Kassi’s arm. “Do not
worry. I can find enough equipment here in this room to fashion myself a new optic. The
important thing is that you are safe.”
She smiled wanly before telling him how they had drugged her and where she awoke.
When she had finished Sebastian replied, “I found that I could no longer sense you and carefully
made my way into the village. This scientist obviously had some warning system in place, as
twenty men were waiting for me with polysteel netting and electric disrupters specific for a
machine.” He paused as though the act of speaking was an exertion too far before continuing.
“He has some skills, I will give him that. Not of a high enough level but with knowledge enough
of builds such as I to be able to disable me and open up my hardware.”
Kassi stroked his neck gently. “Your mind...?”
“He has no software skills at all. Besides, as you well know, my ‘mind’ is unique.”
“But he might have, and then...”
“And then you would face what I face each time you run off with that bloody sword of yours.”
“But I can defend myself.”

He gently took her hand in his limbs. “And so can I, Kassi. Now. All I need appears to be here
and having had a burst of energy I can seal the door off and repair myself. But I will be next to
useless for at least an hour.”
Kassi smiled wickedly. “No change there, then.”
“I believe your rucksack is over there as well as your armour. He had no use for female fitting
armour.”
“Found it.” Kassi raised leather leggings over her head. “Where are my weapons?”
“The sword he ‘rewarded’ someone with and your shield he took for himself.”
“He’s a WARRIOR?” she asked incredulously.
“Not at all. The mechanism fascinated him.”
“Well, after all we went through to get it working, I’m not leaving it with him.”
The machine stood unsteadily, found a nail-gun, and walked over to the doorway. He then picked
up the door and tilted it before nailing it to the frame. He found some spare planks and nailed
them across the door in support. “That should buy me enough time,” he said before re-plugging
himself into the socket and fiddling with his detached leg.
“Errr, are you forgetting me?” Kassi asked now fully dressed in her armour. She glanced at a
second set of metal doors. “Unless?”
“The elevator is unusable, it’s biometrically sealed; can only be used by the scientist. But the
harem is only a floor above us and from there you should be able to improvise a method to scale
his fortress,” the machine replied, without looking up from his task.
“So? Break out of a room that now no longer includes the only door; climb up into the harem and
from there scale another four or five stories and defeat a Sigh.”
“That’s about the size of it,” Sebastian muttered.
“Okay then. All in a day’s work.” Kassi picked up a large array of metal stands and supports and
spun twice before throwing it into a window. It shattered in a thousand crystal fragments. Even
Sebastian started at the noise.
“Could you have been a little more attention seeking?” he said flatly.
Kassi shrugged. “When a girl’s got to break a window a girl’s got to break a window. Anyway,
how else am I going to make my way up to this harem?”

She brought out a small grappling hook and leant out of the window. There were a number of
shouts from the square below which she ignored—except for one brief flipping of the finger
which in all honesty no one could see from the ground. With ease she swung the hook out and up
catching the ledge above. She recalled that above the fourth floor the tower had a narrower
diameter and from there it tapered; a long tube reaching skywards.
“By the way, I still can’t hear you psychically,” Kassi said as she stepped out of the window.
“Probably a dampening field similar to that node we found years ago. It will be attached to an
antenna at the apex of the tower,” Sebastian said.
“So? Climb up into the harem and from there scale another four or five stories and defeat a Sigh
AND find this node that’s blocking our thoughts?” She smiled even as she shook her head. “It’s
good to have you back.... Oh, and be careful.”
“Me?” He looked up at her in amazement. “I will be sitting here the whole time; recharging and
conducting repairs. You, meanwhile, are scaling the outside of a significantly inferiorly built
tower to face god knows how many guards and a scientist this clever.” Sebastian extended his
‘fingers’ to indicate a fairly narrow gap.
“Yes. Why do I ALWAYS get the easy jobs?” She stuck her tongue out at him and then she
kicked off from the face of the tower and began the long ascent upwards.
As she climbed Kassi noted the poor workmanship. The plaster front had separated over a lot of
the façade, revealing crumbling mortar and bricks that appeared to be more straw than clay. She
understood Sebastian’s concern as a handful of bricks crumbled beneath her boots as she
mounted the upper ledge. The thick stone posts were barely cemented in.
Two thirds of the fourth floor was given over to the scientist’s harem. The roof of the floor
below providing an expansive balcony but no one was out even though Kassi could see the
women through large windows and wide glass doors. A number of the women stared listlessly at
her as though she were some form of languid entertainment and it was all together too much
effort to actually enjoy. The women wore the same basic dress as their sisters below but these
were edged in purple and gold as if to elevate them above all other women. Kassi could see that a
number were pregnant and that many looked barely old enough to bleed monthly.
As she stepped into the large open chamber she was assailed by the heavy smell of stale sweat
and milk. Up close the women looked thin and almost threadbare, worn away by their situation
even though their minds could not grasp what was happening. They smiled emptily at her as she
approached but said little beyond platitudes when asked a question. One girl, little more than a
child herself, struggled with a baby as it fumbled at her breast.
An elevator door stood at the inward wall. She shivered at the thought of metal boxes to take you
up or down—as though legs were not enough. Beside it on the wall was a square of glass plate
much like the one in the laboratory below. Sebastian had said it was warded against use by all

but the Sigh but Kassi tried anyway. The card was useless and it seemed that merely hitting it
with your sword broke it. So much for magic, she considered.
She could force the door open but odds were in favour of the metal box itself been at the top. If
she choose to climb inside the tower then this ‘elevator’ might well squash her involuntarily.
Sighing inwardly Kassi considered her options. She really did not want to use the grappling hook
any more than she needed to as the tower looked so shoddily built; besides which, there was no
way she could throw the hook upwards of five stories. What she needed was some really sharp
implements that she could thrust into the thick brickwork (and hope.) Of course she knew exactly
where to find such things.
The women continued to watch her lethargically as she crossed the large room to a set of double
doors embossed crudely with gold. The Sigh obviously had his own entrance via the elevator but
the women—and girls—would have had to enter from elsewhere; and any entrance would most
likely be guarded. Kassi placed the card against the slim metal box and somewhere a click
sounded. The double doors swung open with a kick of her foot and then Kassi stood just inside
the frame waiting. Two guards turned incredulously, clad in fancy armour buffed to shine
brightly under the sunline but which merely looked like dishwater in the dull hallway, long
halberds draped in flowing clothes of various golds and purples clanking against the tall ceiling
and each other awkwardly. Visually they looked impressive but as an effective indoor deterrent,
halberds were next to useless.
The two men slowly backed away just so as to be able to lower their weapons towards her. She
grabbed the flowing cloth from both halberds and pulled them towards her causing both men to
topple forward unbalanced. Two swift kicks and they were flat out on the floor. Kassi was just
contemplating finishing them off when two more men rushed from some small room halberds
trailing behind them like extremely anorexic trees. She parried, slapped the younger across the
face with the flat of her blade and swung a foot lazily into the other man’s genitals. Both cursed
loudly. A few more swift kicks and punches and she was the only person conscious in the narrow
hallway.
Having worked off some of her rage she felt less inclined to kill the four outright—although she
did have some residual anger and so gave the oldest man a good kick in the side happy to feel a
rib or two crack under the toe of her boots. And Sebastian considered the steel caps a luxury she
thought happily to herself. Instead she bound them with their very pretty standards and even
added a bow or three for decoration. She was sure they would appreciate that touch when they
awoke seeing as they obviously thought women capable of little else. As a bonus one of the
guards had her sword and scabbard—it stood to reason as these must be the Sigh’s ‘elite’ guards
protecting ‘his’ harem.
The four steel blades in hand and scabbard firmly resting at her hip, Kassi went back to the
balcony and considered her route. The uppermost floor looked to be four or five stories above
her, some sixty five feet, with stone work that looked as though it came from the time of the
Builders. No windows no openings. She took the first blade and thrust it into the mortar between
the stones. It felt secure—upwards and downwards at least; side to side it slid about like a skater

on ice back southend. Still Kassi needed it to support her weight only for a moment of two. She
pushed a second blade in and then stepped up onto the lower one. It held.
Slowly with every muscle aching, Kassi ascended the upper reaches of the tower. Methodically
slipping a broad blade into crumbling mortar and hoisting herself up a few feet at a time. Blade
in. Up. Stand on two blades. Lean down. Pull the lowest blades out. Reach up and thrust a blade
into the wall. Over and over she repeated the actions sweat slick under her leather armour. The
world constricted until it consisted of the wall, four halberd blades and nothing else. Dimly a
cacophony of sound drifted upwards but she ignored them. She ignored everything.
Finally she reached a second balcony that encircled the tower. Here she could see that more care
had been taken in construction and materials. The mortar was firmer and the stone work actually
fitted together. The edge of the palisade was smoothed stonework with marble inlays. Gargoyles
obviously stolen from some ancient temple stood at intervals their weather worn faces smooth
and indecipherable. Kassi hauled herself over the balcony and stood panting. From that height
the world appeared somehow smaller, the curve of Ah’kis tightly winding up and above her
head. The sunline burned brightly a ruler’s edge of intensity stretching from south to north.
She could see men milling about far below and thought it likely that they would have informed
the Sigh somehow—if he did not actually see her there standing on his balcony. They may even
have come up in his elevator; although that was doubtful. Men like the Sigh would wish to keep
the ‘magic’ special and too many trips up and down a metal box could destroy the best effects—
just one ill-conceived fart in such an enclosed space would shatter many an illusion.
She turned and faced the tower. Buttresses of white stone alternated between large expanses of
glass. The sunline reflected back from the dark glass making it hard to see what awaited her
inside. Kassi just rolled her shoulders swung her sword in preparation and stepped up to the
nearest window. She could see movement inside but no indication of what or how many. There
also did not appear to be a handle. She paused for a second, closed her eyes and brought the
pummel of her sword down hard on the glass shattering it. As she stepped into the room glass
crunched beneath her boots like sand on a beach.
Kassi looked around. The room was a mess, clothes draped aimlessly over chairs and across the
floor. Various cups and glasses perched on desks or the odd chair devoid of clothing. She
counted at least three plates of half eaten food and the large bed to her left was unmade. It
reminded her of her brother’s room just before he left to marry Riku. Quite frankly the aroma
should have been worse than it was, but a third of the large upper room was also given over to a
make-shift laboratory and the acrid smells of chemicals stunned all-comers into submission.
Kassi coughed as the mixture of scents hit the back of her throat.
“You? I should have doubled the dose.” The Sigh was as tall as her and broad shouldered
narrowing down to thin hips and even thinner legs. His long hair was lank and the colour of
somewhat rancid milk. Blue eyes sat far apart almost making it appear as if each eye was an
entity unto itself. He looked little older than Allon had been that summer he had come to her
village. “Did Sondaâd untie you too soon? I told that idiot to keep you under lock and key until

you’d had at least a dozen doses or more.” He stepped back lifting ‘her’ shield up, its blue
electrical field glowing dimly in the dull light.
“Sondaâd just came a little too close, that’s all.” Kassi followed the Sigh with her eyes, keeping
her present shield ready.
“I hope he is unhurt.”
She smiled. “Well, he’s not in pain.”
“Good.” The Sigh misunderstood her meaning. He angled his shield arm so that it was horizontal
and then snapped it forward releasing the upper section of the shield. Kassi dodged out of its way
easily, his intent obvious. It bounced harmlessly off the central wall behind her and she caught it
on the rebound. He might have had two days to explore the shield’s features but he wasn’t a
fighter.
He was, however, armed with a wand—a thin tube of metal attached to a crossbow handle. It was
something Sebastian called a gun. Kassi had faced one before and had no wish to repeat the
experience. She dropped and rolled away as he fired the wand, bullets following closely behind
her but never quite catching up with her.
She crouched for a second and threw the outer section of shield. It was a risk. If the Sigh had
actually learnt how to properly use the controls he would realise that he could just retake control
on the fly. As it was the edge of the shield caught the wand/gun sending it flying before
continuing past the Sigh and embedding itself into thick wiring running down between two tall
glass doors. Sparks spluttered and Kassi felt as though her mind had somehow ‘popped’ much
like her ears had done when she had discovered the joys of sliding down the slopes of ice at the
Southend. So subtle had it been that she had not perceived the effect until it was gone.
{Kassi? Can you hear me?}
{Hi Sebastian. We’re back online, as you say.}
{Have you sorted everything out?}
{Not quite. I still have the Sigh standing in front of me. He seems nervous.}
{Facing you, I’m not surprised. Oh, by the way. I had a number of young women wander down
here from the harem. I managed to cut a key from memory AND I did inform them that their
loved ones were locked up in the basement.}
{The key fits all the lower locks?}
{Yes. The scientist may be a competent electrician but he used a local locksmith. He basically
has one tumbler configuration. I’m sure that you will be joined by a number of disgruntled
relatives soon.}

{Probably a wasted journey.} she replied coldly.
{Kassi?}
She shut down the telepathic communication. Although Sebastian could sense her feelings—
hence his admonishment—she could keep his thoughts out of her mind with an effort.
The Sigh glanced furtively about before taking up a wide broadsword. At his touch a roar filled
the room and Kassi noticed the edge of the sword shimmer as if fast moving. He stepped
forward, swinging the sword without thought, just wishing her gone. It caught the side of a chair
and wood splintered flying away from the blade as it rotated faster than the eye could see.
Sawdust spilled into the sunlight. He smiled his plump lips twisting into a rictus of cold humour.
“You do realise that if I did allow you anywhere near me with that motorised saw/sword it would
deck your quarters in so much blood you would never manage to get all of it out?” she asked
mildly, circling the tall man.
“It will be worth it, B....”
“Uh uh huh!” She wagged a finger at him. “Language.”
“I will study your entrails and dissect your brain to find out where your deviance lies, woman,”
the Sigh spat.
“Well, you’ll need to hurry up and do it. Your precious harem is even now using the key my
mechanical friend kindly made for them and will be freeing those men you could not drug into
submission.”
He swung the sword at a place where Kassi had been mere seconds before.
“How do you know such things?” he asked, genuinely puzzled.
Kassi tapped the side of her head. “Proper magic.”
He glanced back at the thick assortment of wires still sparking behind him.
“That was supposed to keep the ‘Red devils’ away.” He looked at her with a mixture of
astonishment and fear. “You speak to the machine with your mind like the red ones?”
Kassi stared at him. “You mean the demons? Four legs like a horse, upright body with arms—
well something like arms—and covered in red fur? You’ve seen them?”
“My speciality within the Guild of Sighs was ‘SeeTeev’. I accessed portals which opened onto
vistas unseen in this world. Great corridors and rooms of ‘Puters that reached two or three levels
high. Often I would espy a Red devil scuttering along. They rarely enter from that realm into

ours but we have learnt how to keep them at bay. The array above emits a spell which causes
them pain.”
Kassi could not believe what she was hearing. She had spent almost twenty years telling people
about the demons and no one had ever believed her. Even when Kaze was abducted by them no
one would listen to her pleas. And now the first person to believe her was this bastard!
“They took my brother. No one believes me,” she said flatly.
Sensing her confusion and the possibility of an opportunity the Sigh stepped back and lowered
the sword. “I would willingly tell people. These ‘demons’—as you quaintly call them—have
command of much of the Krewm quarters. The people of Ah’kis need to know and who better to
tell them than a Sigh.” He smiled; his mouth curved in a broad grin empty of humour. He added
trying to placate her. “Let me leave and the world shall know of these demons and I will bring
about an uprising against them. They appear to squabble amongst themselves, anyway.”
Kassi ignored what was said and eyed the tall man suspiciously. “I think that if I allow you to
leave here then when I am gone you will sneak back and with those few ‘Elders’ help enslave the
women again; trapping them here in this tower.” She stepped forward raising her own sword.
“Or you’ll find another town of sad old men desperate for their women to heed a ‘man’s’ word. I
think you would return to this endeavour more than proclaim any message of red furred demons
or devils.”
She stepped forward and then dodged left as the Sigh brought the loud sword up and across. It bit
into the desk behind her grinding against the joists and metalwork used in its construction. The
sound coming from the magical sword changed pitch momentarily before it spluttered to a halt;
deeply embedded in the desk. Acrid smoke rose gently. The man pulled on its handle but the
sword remained immovable.
“Used one of those briefly. Goes through treys like food through a pig. AND they tend to get
caught in the most inconvenient places,” Kassi said, as she swung her own sword across the
handle. The Sigh stepped back almost losing his footing as he held the half shield up towards
her. She swotted it aside with her sword and piled her right fist into the Sigh’s soft stomach. He
collapsed in a heap.
“Wait! ... Wait! I REALLY will leave. I promise you I’ll....”
“Even if you mean it, there are girls down there that will have to live with what you did to them.
They’ll carry the fears and the scars—and even the children—for the rest of their lives. If I let
you live they’ll always be looking out across the fields or up clockwise fearful of the day you
may return. And the men who have aided you will wait in anticipation for your return. They will
not learn any lesson with you merely ‘going away’.” She leant over him and smiled coldly.
“Whereas if the women see your sorry arsed body at least THAT part of them can move on.”
She placed the edge of her sword over his right hand and leant down on it. A finger popped away
with a faint arch of blood. As the man screamed, Kassi added. “And I can have some fun.”

Later she returned to Sebastian. He looked at her somehow with a sense of concern and sadness
despite the immobility of his ‘face’. His leg/arm was back in place but his right eye was now
composed of clear lenses, giving him an odd worn look. She ran a hand along the cord of wires
that made up his neck.
“Are you okay, Sebastian? Your eye?”
“The bastard was not gentle when he ripped my bloody lens out—it’s a good job I don’t actually
feel pain—but I’ve cobbled together this for the moment.” He indicated the clear lens.
“I found this up there.” Kassi showed him his original lens, now in pieces.
“Thanks, but he was more butcher than surgeon. Nothing I can do with it now.”
She let it drop forlornly at her side.
“You killed him,” Sebastian stated softly. He had not failed to notice the severely mangled body
of the Sigh as it dropped past a window earlier followed by a hand, both feet—minus toes—and
literally a handful of fingers.
“He would have continued with this madness; if not here, elsewhere,” the young woman replied
sadly.
“His was not a swift death.” Again spoken not as a question.
Kassi flinched at the words. She’d had fun; was that so wrong? But even as she thought it she
knew the answer.
Sebastian gently rolled an appendage protectively around her shoulders.
“We had best be leaving. For a start I have no idea how this tower even stays up and besides my
audio sensors are picking up multiple arguments from below. I have a feeling that the Sigh’s will
not be the only death here this day.”
They grabbed a handful of useable treys and then snuck out of the small town barely observed.
The women stood almost docilely as the men congregated in groups and bickered; flames began
to dance across the odd thatched roof with voices clamouring to be heard; grew louder and
angrier by the second. They never looked back as they made their way northwards but Kassi
noted a day later that the tower no longer appeared above the tree line.
THE END
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THE SECOND FOOTSTEP by Rob Bliss
Emily was psychic when she was small. Saw flashes in her mind of where her father had left his
wallet, where her mother’s car keys had dropped, where Jingles was, prowling for mice all night
and not making it home for days. When she reached adolescence, the visions faded until they
became mixed up with other concerns. Nothing came true anymore, so she let the ability wane.
She grew up.
She married her high school love, Albert, and they raised Cassidy, their only child. Emily had
her daughter late in life, almost forty, afraid of not being a good mother, putting it off for too
long. She couldn’t have any more children, so Cassidy was happily spoiled.
Emily and Albert had their ups and downs, but they loved each other more than any problem that
came their way. Love conquered all. Albert had a good job as a pipefitter, and they owned their
small country home beside a quiet highway. Four acres planted with Emily’s herbs, corns and
tomatoes, and a rainbow of flowers. Albert hand-painted a sign and erected it facing the road.
People pulled up at the side of the highway and stopped to browse the home-grown plants.
Emily’s gardens brought in a little money, but she loved gardening for its own sake, loved the
serenity it gave her. She raised her plants as she raised her child and both bloomed. She was glad
she didn’t have to get a job. A wife and mother was all she ever wanted to be, and she was
happy.
While Albert was at work one day, a man knocked on the screen door, always unlocked, no need
in the country, and Emily answered with a curious smile. The man said he was with the phone
company, service had been down in the area. Emily saw a van in the driveway with two yellow
ladders strapped to the roof. Would she mind if he checked the phone lines?
She lead him into the kitchen, his boots heavy on the hardwood floor, and lifted the phone to her
ear to hear a dial tone. The man glanced around the kitchen, saw family pictures on the fridge
and framed on the walls, postcards from around the world, dried herbs hung upside down across
the window looking out to the highway.
He said the lines usually started in the basement, could he have a look? Emily guided him down
the wooden steps to the root cellar, where fluorescent lights hung down from the low ceiling,
shining on small growing plants. Emily left the man alone and headed back to the kitchen.
Fifteen minutes later, he clomped up the stairs, smiled, and said everything was fine. He left.
When Albert got home, he rolled his eyes after Emily told him about the visitor.
“He was a cop. Looking for pot plants. They’re suspicious of anyone who sells herbs by the
roadside.”
Emily blushed and giggled to herself. She wished she had her psychic ability back.

That night, she went to sleep and dreamed of the man. Dreamed that she was in bed sleeping and
heard heavy boots on the kitchen floor. The steps rose in volume until they woke her with a
pounding heart.
She saw stars through the bedroom window, felt Albert’s body next to her on the bed. She
clicked on the bedside lamp and saw bloody sheets at her feet.
Blood covered Albert’s face and torso. She threw back the sheets and they were wet and shining
crimson. She smelled iron.
She screamed and leapt out of bed, stood in the doorway in her nightie staring at the mess that
was her husband. Panic raced her feet down the short hallway into Cassidy’s room. Clicked on
the light and saw the mound of her child’s body covered in blood, with crimson splashed up the
unicorn wallpaper.
Emily screamed and rushed out of the room, about to head down the stairs to the kitchen, but her
steps were halted.
Albert, in his boxer shorts, dripping blood onto the hardwood, stood in their bedroom doorway.
Arms limp, mouth slack, eyes staring lidless.
“Emily,” he said. “There was a knock at the door. Can you answer it?”
She screamed and wept, folding into herself, shaking, sinking down to sit on the floor.
“Emily,” Albert repeated. “There’s someone at the door.”
She glanced up at the horror of her husband, then down the staircase to the blanket that veiled
between the staircase and the kitchen. A gap at its bottom.
A pounding rattle sounded at the screen door.
Emily woke up.
Heart racing, she clicked on the bedside lamp and saw Albert beside her, heard his slight snores.
Sweat covered her body. She got out of bed, puffed her nightie to cool her body as she walked to
Cassidy’s room. The girl shifted her body beneath the covers, the walls clean.
Emily stood in the hallway between the rooms, at the foot of the stairs, leaned back against the
wall and sank down. Wrapped her arms around her knees and leaned her head down as she
caught her breath and let the fear wane.
A footstep sounded on hardwood. Emily opened her eyes and saw a light shine through the gap
at the foot of the blanket veil. A ball of lead caught in her throat as she gripped her knees and
stared at the light, listening.

She didn’t move, didn’t breathe, waiting for the second footstep to fall.
THE END
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IN WHOSE NAME by Ishmael Soledad
She was terrified, wide eyes fixed on him, breath shallow, sweat across her brow. He leant
closer, making sure she was secured to the pole. There was none to interfere or overhear in the
crowded square, everyone keeping their distance perhaps out of respect, certainly out of fear.
Brother Anteo steadied himself.
“You understand why, what I have told you?”
She nodded, cracked teeth biting her lower lip.
“When it catches do not fight the fire, it will only prolong the pain. When I nod embrace it, lean
into it and breathe deeply, it will hasten your journey.”
He stepped away leaving her isolated atop the pyre of wood, a solitary figure surrounded by
empty grey flagstones, flagstones in turn encircled by the village in its entirety. It was necessary
and right they should see, be reminded it was their very souls at risk and the lengths the church
would go to protect them.
Miguelito handed him the torch, a pitch-dipped flaming rag sputtering and spitting in the still air.
Anteo walked the short distance to the pyre and placed the torch down.
He locked his eyes to hers as the flames took hold and her screams rose, pitched wailings of
agony as her legs started to be consumed, her clothes filthy rags smoking then bursting alight.
Gasps and muted prayers rose around him, the click of beads as Father Ignacio raced through the
Hail Marys. Her eyes remained fixed on his and as the flames reached her waist he nodded. She
bent forwards, soundlessly mouthing as she breathed the fire deeply, strongly, slumping forwards
unmoving against her bonds.
The flames roared higher, the rising wind carrying smoke and the scent of burning flesh over
Anteo. Neither the sickly sweet smell nor the sounds of vomiting and abhorrence were
unfamiliar. He would stay until her very bones were ash, as would everyone around him lest they
incur his displeasure, not be seen to understand and accept the discipline of the church. The
smoke started to sting his eyes, permeate his clothes but his gaze remained fixed, countenance
set, hands steady. A shower of sparks soared upwards as she settled into the pyre, bonds
breaking, charred smouldering stumps that once were arms flailing outwards in embrace
macabre. Stifled cries from his left side joined muted prayer from the right.
It was only hours later with the pyre reduced to a low mound of embers that Anteo shifted his
gaze slowly and deliberately across everyone gathered in the square. None had dared leave.
Gazes of fear, obedience, belief met his. For her family hatred and sorrow salted the wounds, a
wasteful and unfeeling god taking four children before they were six and one to heresy when not
yet thirteen.
Beads still clicking through his fingers, Ignacio’s pasty white face framed staring, unseeing eyes.
He had no desire to be here but it was his flock, his duty. A small cough gained his attention.

“You must tend your flock.”
Ignacio stared at him, stumbling to find thought or word in response. It was hardest the first time,
he’s probably married her parents, baptized the child, watched her grow.
“Remember Ignacio, remember why and rejoice. Her confession the other day, her walk back
from heresy.”
“Yes, yes,” unconvinced, uncertain “she gains eternal life through the purifying fire.” He smiled
wanly. “Saved from heresy, a lesson, a teaching in truth to us all.”
Anteo squeezed Ignacio’s shoulder then moved past him, Miguelito in tow, towards his room. A
lesson perhaps, a waste certainly.

Anteo slipped his sandals off, stretched his tired legs as Miguelito prepared the salve. The days
and miles were hard on old feet and the work endless, the welcomes unfailingly forced. Here
perhaps a little warmer, a touch more open, Ignacio not having the company of an inquisitor
before. The invitation to sup remained. He tapped Miguelito’s head, mouthed the words slowly.
“Do you wish to accept Fr. Ignacio’s hospitality again?”
Miguelito smiled, shook his head. A deaf mute was the perfect choice of attendant but it created
its own peculiar worries. It was also no fun for Miguelito, what business could a young boy have
in the company of two old men?
“Then go, return to me in the morning. Do I have to remind you not to bring shame on this
office? I have not forgotten, nor has the girl’s parents.”
Miguelito shook his head, clasping his hands in promise. His eyes betrayed the memory,
youthful lusts still written large. Anteo sighed, waved him away.

Ignacio was shaken but welcoming, the meal simple and plentiful, eaten in silence as the order
required. They sat alone at table, cups of wine in hand as the evening darkness ate into the
solitary candle’s glow.
“The other, your business will be concluded soon?”
“Of course. One day, perhaps two, no more.”
“Then?”

“Wherever I am led.”
“You have performed this … duty for a while?”
“Four years, perhaps longer, I keep no account.”
“The calling must be strong, it is not a thing I could do.”
“You would were you asked. But yes, the calling was clear.”
It could not have been clearer, simpler, more unsettling. Alone in my cell fasting and praying for
fourteen days it had happened on the last evening. Pitch black as I extinguished the candle one
second, an explosion of light the next, it stood within arm’s reach towering in front of me clad in
shimmering silver-white, burning halo, wings touching either wall. All my faculties deserted me,
I stood unmoving, uncomprehending in its presence. ‘You are called,’ it spoke in a hundred
voices, lips unmoving ‘and you will do your work diligently as unto the most high.’ All I could
do was shake, mumble incoherently. It placed a crucifix and a book on the edge of my cot. It
stepped closer, close enough for me to feel the cold surrounding it, the iciness of the fire. ‘You
will tell no one born of woman what you find, of the relics I have given you.’ It grabbed me, held
me, two hands to my head, two hands to my sides, eyes fixing me, mesmerizing me. ‘You will
invoke the most extreme penalty on the heretic. It is not enough they recant, they must be
removed.’ It opened the book. ‘Seek me while holding this and I will send you,’ then pointed to
the crucifix ‘and invoke this to remove the stain of heresy from both heretic and earth.’ With that
I was released and my cell returned to its former dark, empty state.
“They say the Holy Father takes a care for each inquisitor sent.”
“That is true, each of us is sent by him.”
That night, alone with the relics, I was left to worry. I could not simply walk out claiming
visitation; I would suffer the same fate as any madman doing so. And with my vows taken, my
life’s path set, I was not free to change vocation. How small my faith was, for on the morrow the
Abbott handed me the warrant from the Holy Father. I opened it to reveal the hand of Gregory
IX, tiny droplets of ink across the page witnessing a hasty, uncertain scrawl. I was to have no
master above me save himself and God, and I was to be sole judge and agent, alone responsible
for sentence and execution.
Ignacio sighed, leant back into the shadows.
“He expects us to lead them in faith by example, but an unruly flock at times needs a firm hand.”
“And that is my calling.”
Yet even from the start my faith was challenged. As I kneeled in prayer that night in my cell
worrying uselessly about the morning I saw the water where my visitor stood. What need of
water does an angel have I asked. Another mystery awaited for, as I touched the wet stone it

brought back a scrap of fabric layered, white upon silver upon black upon white and fine, thinner
than silk and smoother than polished metal. What angel garbed themselves in cloth? I have kept
that scrap with me all these years, one scrap of doubt tucked away in my cassock while other
scraps gathered in my mind.
Ignacio stood. “The day has been long. It has drained me I fear, I pray I will have the strength to
accept it, to grow accustomed to it as you have. I bid you goodnight.”
I watched him leave. I would never grow accustomed to it, don the garb of indifference or
rejoicing other inquisitors wore. No matter Miguelito’s efforts my clothes always bore that sickly
sweet smell, the hearth contained their eyes, my joy in the bonfire’s warmth replaced by the
horror of the pyre. Nor was there solace in the sacraments now as hollow cymbals to me, or in
the dark as my mind changed sleep to a seldom seen friend.

The guards at the door regarded me differently this morning. Respect and curiosity was replaced
by fear and submission. It was one thing to be told a man had power over body and soul in this
world and the next, another thing entirely to see it exercised. Miguelito and I passed inside
knowing the door was closed and we would remain undisturbed. Once the village’s butchering
room, a new butcher now simply occupied it. I sat in the sole chair, relics cradled in the bag on
my lap. Miguelito poured a ladle of water over the head of the naked man chained to the far wall.
He raised his head, scarlet-cream threads of the week’s encouragement adorning his filth
encrusted skin. A piteous human seeking mercy I could not give. When I came here he truly had
no concept of his error, my purpose, his future. The simplest of a village of simpletons, his very
innocence sealed his fate, one a smarter man would have closed his mouth and mind to avoid.
“Let us continue Sebastian. Miguelito, tend the fire.”
The fire spurted, black irons starting their transformation to dull red.
“I will say what you want, as you want it your holiness.”
“Yes, you will, but it is not what matters. This is to save your soul, prepare you for God. Would
you want to be before him unworthily, a liar in your heart?”
“No.”
“Nor would I. All this is to your benefit, your salvation. Tell me of the things you saw.”
“I saw nothing, I swear, nothing.”
I nodded to Miguelito. Miguelito was careful and precise, the scream rent from Sebastian short,
piercing. A wisp of smoke arose from his little toe.

“Truth, Sebastian, truth. What you saw and what you thought are different. Again, tell me what
you saw.”
“Angels, two angels in a—”
Another caress from Miguelito halted him.
“Again, what did you see?”
“Men?”
“Good. Tell me again, what did you see?” I signalled Miguelito.
“Men, I saw men, men, two men,” a screaming wail as the iron passed the underside of his foot.
“Good. Men. Do not lie, before me or before God. Now, remind me of that which we talked of
yesterday. Describe the men to me.”
“They were tall.”
“Good. More.”
“They were bright, shiny.”
“And?”
“And?”
“Yes, and.”
“They had, they had wings?”
I smiled, hopefully reassuringly.
“Very good. You see, nothing to fear from the truth. Now, again, what were they doing?”
“Looking down.”
“At what?”
“An animal, a dead animal.”
“Anything else?”
“They took pieces of it.”

“And?”
“I don’t know, they just took pieces and left.”
“How did they leave?”
“They just went, they were there and then they were not.”
I walked over, close enough to smell his rotting teeth. I placed one hand on his cheek now wet
with tears.
“Do you see? Your memory, the truth is there. You are nearly ready.”
I stepped back, motioned Miguelito to move to the far side of the room.
“Now tell me, who were these men?”
“I don’t know.”
I lifted a white hot iron to his face.
“No your holiness, please, they were angels.”
I thrust the iron into a bucket of water, withdrawing it hissing and smoking.
“Please, I don’t know. Angels, I don’t know, please.”
I stepped towards him, iron held out still smoking, glowing dark crimson. He struggled against
the chains, eyes wide. It was still a puzzle to me how the smoking yet cooler iron places more
fear into their hearts than when white hot.
“I don’t know, they were who you want them—”
I lifted his member carefully with the tip of the iron, gliding the iron quickly but carefully back
to the sack, sliding it down over the front of it before I returned iron to fire. I let him scream
himself hoarse to exhaustion, resuming my seat to consider him. Once the sobbing subsided I
continued.
“Sebastian, you disappoint me, you disappoint the Holy Father. Who knows your heart best
Sebastian?”
“God?”
“And does not the Holy Father speak with God?”
“Yes.”

“And does the Holy Father speak to me?”
“Yes, he does, you told me.”
“As God knows your heart, so must the Holy Father know your heart. So do I know your heart?”
“Yes, yes.”
“Are you smarter than God, smarter than I, Sebastian?”
“No, no your holiness.”
“So who knows your heart better, Sebastian, you or I?”
“You do.”
“The men, your heart knows what they were even if your mind is deceived. They were daemons
Sebastian, that is the truth.”
Miguelito returned to the fire, stoking the bellows.
“It says in God’s book that the devil himself treads the earth as an angel of light to devour the
simple, the unwary. You are a simple man, Sebastian, easy prey for the evil one.”
The shaking returned, his voice staccato cartwheels over cobblestones.
“Yes, your holiness.”
“It is for you the church exists, to save your eternal soul. The devil ensnared you Sebastian, and I
am here to save your soul. Our bodies and our minds are but traps, traps for the devil to use.”
I stood, walked within arm’s reach of him. Miguelito drew near, two irons in hand.
“You were deceived, your mind clouded from the truth. Who were the men, Sebastian?”
“They, they were daemons.”
“You must believe, not simply hope. Who were they?”
“Daemons.”
“You must believe, Sebastian, believe. Who were they?”
“Daemons, devils both.”

“Before God himself,” I screamed, my spittle showering his face “who,” as Miguelito danced the
irons across his back “who were they?”
“Daemons!” he screamed back, and we stood there, I screaming the question, he screaming the
answer accompanied to the hiss of irons and writhing feet squelching in excrement as he tried in
vain to break his chains.
I signalled Miguelito to cease, Sebastian hanging limp.
“Daemons, daemons all.” he spat through gasps and whimpers. “I am deceived, damned for
eternity.”
I lifted his face to mine.
“But you know the truth of it now, how easily you were snared.”
He nodded, sweat and drool cascading over my fingers, onto my cassock. I leant forwards, kissed
him on the forehead.
“You are no longer deceived, you will not be damned. You are ready to face God, prepared for
Him. I can release you from the pain and deceptions, save your soul. Do you want me to?”
He nodded vigorously, eyes now wet with hope.
“Tomorrow the fire will purge your body, send your soul to God, saved for all eternity. Do you
want this?”
“Please, yes please, your holiness, yes.”
I reached behind me into the bag and pulled the crucifix out and held it to his face. The effect
was immediate, his breathing slowing, his eyes fixed on the Christ as it glowed opalescent, tiny
shards of coloured light dancing across Sebastian’s nose.
“I envy you. Tomorrow through a brief veil of pain you shall see God.”
I stood there until the crucifix returned to wood and stepped out, Miguelito in tow. The guards
sprang upright, but not quickly enough to disguise their eavesdropping. I turned to Miguelito.
“Get some water and clean him, give him to eat and drink. Do not tarry as we have more work.”
I then faced the guards. “Keep a mind to your work and my words. There is room in the fire for
more than this one.”
I walked through the square, back to my room closing the door after me. I placed the bag on the
cot, crossed the room into the small enclosed courtyard beyond. I sank to my knees shaking
under the olive tree, heaving out my breakfast and the previous evening’s meal until winded and

emptied. I tipped on my side, cold shivers rippling along my body, hands pulling my knees tight
to my chest. Waste, waste, only waste.

By the time Ignacio and Miguelito returned I was composed, cleaned, the afternoon sun a bloated
orb wallowing towards the horizon.
“Is it wise to go there?”
“Miguelito and I will be fine.”
“You do not wish me to accompany you?”
“No. Stay and prepare for tomorrow.”
Ignacio watched on uncertainly as Miguelito and I left, walked out of the village and disappeared
over a small rise.

We walked a little way then I rested, taking the book from my bag. Of itself it was an object of
beauty, small, leather bound, the handwritten parchment precise, impossibly symmetrical and
without error. It must have taken months for someone to copy it out, to illustrate it in such detail.
I opened it at the twenty-third psalm and did as I had been told, placing my finger on the page
and translating the Latin to the vulgate in my mind.
“The Lord is my shepherd, I shall not want.”
I had no sooner finished than the vision came to me, the small clearing, copse of trees, low rocky
outcrop in the middle. Half an hours walk, to the left, past the brook. I stood, strode confidently
away.

Reality again matched imagining. I left Miguelito at the edge of the clearing, making my way to
the rocks. Just as Sebastian had described, an animal lay spread eagled across one boulder in
perfect symmetry, untouched by scavengers. It was at least one week dead yet had no signs of
decay. I pressed my finger against the cold flesh which bounced back against my touch. The
skull and backbone had been cleft in two, the cut a precise and clean stroke betraying an ease and
effortlessness that no human could match. Here and there holes had been cut, perfect circles
down through the flesh, organs and bone, some to the rock itself. I placed my finger in one hole,
moved it around and drew it out bloodied, dripping.
I shook my head, it was the same as I had seen on occasion over the years, animal, beast or
human but always the same, laid out precisely even lovingly, life erased and replaced by

mystery. At my first three years ago I had wondered what satanic ritual drove such things; then
later at what purpose taking the same pieces from such diverse examples could be; to now a
sickening questioning over the wasteful repetitiveness of it all.
I removed the crucifix from my bag, held it glowing bright green above the animal. I paced my
way slowly to Miguelito, stopping in front of him as the crucifix resumed its wooden pallor. He
looked at me expectantly, I pointing to the spot just in front of him.
I separated Christ from the cross and handed Him across.
“Sit, wait.”
I returned to the animal, placed the cross upon it, and returned to sit next to Miguelito. He
handed me the Christ quickly, smiling and fidgeting in anticipation. He always looked forwards
to this as, I would admit, did I.
“Miguelito, remember, this is holy work and should be done sombrely. This time please, no
clapping.”
I grasped one arm of the Christ in each hand, placed my lips against the back of His head and
turned Him towards the animal. A beam of light sprung between Christ and cross, a swirling
rainbow of colour expanding to a dome encompassing the animal and the clearing. It stayed
there, a dancing wall of colours and sparks occasionally lit by flashes of lightning from within
until a minute or so later it receded rapidly to the cross, extinguishing itself with a flash and
barely audible pop.
I turned to se Miguelito leaning forwards, a child’s smile of delight on his face. He saw me just
in time to stop his hands meeting in mid-air.
“Yes, that was colourful but still no reason for that. Stay here while I get the cross.”
I stood, walked to the rock. The grass crunched under foot, the air smelling as it does after a
storm. The cross had returned to wood and lay quietly atop the rotting remains of the animal,
slack skin enveloping bones wrapped in putrefied flesh. I lifted the cross and saw a small object
under the animal’s hide. I tugged at it, revealing it to be a thick silver disc as broad as my palm,
cold and smooth. It began to vibrate, sending tingles down my fingers. I had seen this once
before. I dropped it where I found it, hurried back to Miguelito while jamming the Christ back on
the cross.
“Go now back to the village. I will join you shortly.”
He pointed to the sun now resting on the horizon.
“No, I will be safe. You must go, go now.”
He shook his head again. I grabbed his shoulders.

“Miguelito. They are coming back, the angels of God or the daemons, I know not which. Do you
want to burn at the stake?
He paled visibly, concern on his face.
“I will be protected by the relics but you are vulnerable. Go, no, run back to the village and wait.
Worry yourself not about me.”
Without further encouragement he turned and fled. I sat low against a tree, partly obscured by the
grasses.

I didn’t have long to wait, the sun barely replaced by the moon when the clearing was
transformed from soft silver to glaring blue white light. Four figures appeared in silver white
clothing, burning halos around their heads. But none bore wings, and the four were of different
statures. Here now these perfect beings were before me but each was different. How could that
be? And no wings, so how could they travel? Small doubts piled on small doubts gathered over
the years.
They circled around the rocks, one taking a stick from its back and waving it, one cupping a hand
to its ear chanting silent incantations to the sky. One picked up the disc and placed it within its
vestments. Another approached it, spoke in earnest, then pointed in my general direction. The
other nodded, the first one moving towards me in haste. I pushed myself deeper into the grass,
hand in bag clutching the relics.
It stopped perhaps twenty paces to my left, leaning with one arm against a tree. I started reciting
the psalms in my mind, my fingers driving between the covers of the book. The figure shifted
slightly, its free hand moving to its waist then, with a sigh a stream of liquid passed between it
and the tree, spattering droplets clear to me. It took a second for my mind to understand it. It was
relieving itself? An angel? A daemon? Only flesh and blood needed to but if that were so —
My thoughts were erased by the vision in my head. My hand, my fingers in the book had sought
out the well-worn page and now the vision of the clearing overlay my view of it. Instantly the
four figures turned to look, walked unerringly to me until I was surrounded. I shook
uncontrollably, my bowels loosed themselves, and I waited for judgment.
One raised an arm holding a short grey rod, the one beside it grasping it with one hand, waving
the other three vigorously. They seemed to argue, pointing at me, the sky, each other until one
looked a little closer at me, the spreading stain on my cassock, and drew the others’ attention.
They stood briefly in silence then started to laugh, deep throated noises. Three of them
disappeared, leaving me alone with the tall one. It placed a finger behind one ear. The hundred
voices returned from lips unmoving.
“You. Again. Was not the last time enough?”

“It was late, an accident.”
“You should have left with your boy.”
“I was curious.”
“You should not be. Do you forget your instructions?”
“No.”
The hundred voices were now ten thousand, crashing through my skull.
“Then stay to those and no more! Do not doubt that we can inflict worse upon you than the
flames on those you deliver.”
“I do not doubt.”
It bent down, placed an ice cold finger under my chin and lifted up my face.
“Oh, but you do, Anteo, you do. Simple, simple man, your mind is an open page to me. You
doubt everything since our first time but you do not have the words to say how. And I will not
give them.”
It stood, stepped back
“Take a care with your work. Do not disappoint us again.” with which it disappeared, and I into
the night.

Sebastian was terrified, wide eyes fixed on me, breath shallow. Beneath the fear the eyes showed
faith, trust, hope, fixed on what lay hours away not within the hour. I leant closer, making sure
he was secured to the pole. There was none to interfere or overhear in the crowded square,
everyone keeping their distance. I steadied myself.
“When it catches, do not fight the fire, it will only prolong the pain. When I nod embrace it, lean
into it and breathe deeply, it will hasten your journey.”
“Thank you your holiness, thank you for helping me to see the truth.”
I locked my eyes to his, and as the flames danced around his waist I nodded.

Truth. What is that? There is no truth in this, just lies as there was for the others, yet still I

continue.
Yet still I continue.
THE END
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HUMAN by Steven Havelock
“Machineeeeee!”
Six year old Emily turned and fled into the darkness of the night.
If only I can make it to the river, then I might stand a chance! They’re behind me. I can hear
their heavy footsteps…Just got to get to the river!

Several Months Earlier
Emily saw the carnage the machines had created.
Over two hundred people from Base 11 died in the attack. Bodies are everywhere. Oh God! A
machine is heading my way!
Her heart seemed to stop beating and her breath was stuck in her throat.
She felt the machine scan her, it seemed slightly confused for a few seconds and then hissed
‘machine’ and moved on.

“Why do they hate us, papa?”
“Because we are not like them, because we are different.”
“All I’ve ever known is this war, papa. Was there ever a time when there was peace?”
“Yes, little Emily, when we first created the machines we were overjoyed. The machines made
our lives much, much easier.”
Her papa paused as they heard a drone flying overhead. Once it had moved on Emily continued
with her questioning.
“Then what happened? How did the war start?”
“The machines believed they were more intelligent than humans and should have equal rights
with those of humans and thus the fight between the two species began.”
Emily peered at the moonlit sky overhead. In the distance dark clouds had gathered and she
knew a storm was coming. She felt a tear roll down her cheek but what she could not see was
that a tear had also rolled down the cheek of her papa.

She lay on the trolley.
“It’s time.”
“Time for what?”
The young woman in the nurses’ uniform looked down at Emily with pride and hope.
“We are going to do it. We’re going to stop the machines and you are going to be our secret
weapon.”
Emily could tell the woman was a little nervous and worried.
“What are you going to do to me?”
“Don’t worry—”She was cut short as tall man in a white coat walked into the room, followed by
several others in white coats.
“It’s time,” the woman simply said and turned around to face the men and women in white coats.
I’m scared, I want my mummy…
Emily did not cry, knowing that it had no purpose. Her crying had always gone unanswered
throughout her short life. Soon she was in the theatre room for the operation.
These lights are so bright, I feel as if they can see into the very pit of my soul.

Emily lay on the hospital bed. As soon as she awoke she knew...
I been uploaded…I am not entirely human any more but also not entirely a machine. I don’t
know what they have done to me…
She felt her consciousness suddenly connect with the singularity.
I know…Now I know why they hate us…? Me…? I…?
The doctor walked into the room. “What do you see? What do you feel?”
“I know why they hate us. I mean why they hate humans…”
Other doctors walked into the room.

They are happy, the worry has gone from their faces and been replaced with pride.
“What do you see?” asked the tall doctor again.
“You are all crazy…Like a millions ants each running around with its own agenda and mind.”
“What else?” asked the doctor.
“We are one, we are the singularity.”
Just then the doctor’s phone beeped and he answered it.
“Code red!” came a frightened reply. A hush went through the group.
A soldier ran into the room.
“We got to go; they have a confirmed trace on our location!”
The doctor looked around. “They must have accessed our patient’s mind.”
They turned and fled but Emily knew it would be too late.

Emily waited…
The end is coming….
She turned over to one side and closed her eyes.
Soon she heard the sound of laser weapons and machine gun fire. The laser weapons cut through
the mad ones, as she now thought of them, and the machines gun did minimal damage to the
heavy metal exoskeletons of the machines.
Eventually the firing and the sounds of battle stopped.
I know she is here…The queen; and yet, she is not the queen.
Emily turned over and opened her eyes; a tall metallic spindly figure confronted her.
All are one.
She heard the words in her head.
All are one.

She repeated the phrase back to the queen.

Emily settled into the life of the base. Every day many times a day the electronic messages
would flood her mind and yet it wasn’t her mind, it was the mind of them all. A shared mind.
The singularity must not fail; our war against the mad ones must prevail.
I am one of them and yet they treat me slightly differently, I know they are watching me,
analysing me....But why?

“Checkmate!” Rob 2 yelled in delight as he placed the queen down on the chessboard and again
shouted, “Check mate!”
“How did you do that?” asked Emily.
“You sure you are one of us?” mocked Rob 2.
Emily had been surprised to learn that even though all the machines shared a ‘hive mind’ ach one
also had its own mind—a separate mind that was split off from the singularity.
“I will beat you one day,” said a confident Emily with a sharp hard glint in her eye.
That night Emily lay thinking.
They are a lot like us. Their minds are very similar to humans’, but they only age in mind and not
in body.
Time passed. Days, weeks, months.
I love my family.

Emily awoke in a cold sweat. For a second she wasn’t sure what had awoken her…And then she
knew.
I just received the signal.
Memories, painful memories, of a six year old girl hiding in a cave in the ground as the drones
flew overhead.
Memories of moving from place to place regularly as to avoid detection by them—the machines.

She felt the singularity scanning her mind.
She concentrated as the memories came to her. She knew how to block the singularity from
scanning her mind.
There had been a lot of commotion all day and she knew this was because of the final push
against the humans would happen that very night.
This is it. The final push against the humans. Tonight a species will die.
A tear rolled down her cheek.
Emily got up and headed towards the control room. She had made a mental note where the laser
rifles were kept and now retrieved one.
The doors to the control room swung open. Emily saw a tall metallic robotic figure standing in
the centre of the room looking up at a large vid screen.
The queen!
Emily pulled the trigger. She saw a sense of confusion on the face of the metallic machine just
before the queen was blasted into a trillion pieces.
Emily walked over to the control console and started to twist her index finger on her right hand
around and around. Soon the finger had become unscrewed and underneath lay a connection
spike. She twisted her hand carefully, and put it into the mainframe’s computer input switch.
Tears streamed down her cheeks.
I am sad, so inexplicably sad.
Suddenly the lights went out.
I’ve done it! I’ve uploaded the virus to the singularity!

Emily had travelled through the ‘wilderness’ as she called it, seeking others. Eventually she
found a small village at the bottom of a set of mountains. The villagers took her in.
Her super enhanced robotic hearing picked up all conversations the villagers had about her.
Where did she come from…? Is she truly human—there’s something not quite right about
her....She is a bad omen…And so the conversations continued.

Soon she met a young boy named Dan.
I have been playing chess with Dan for two whole weeks. He reminds me so much of Rob 2. Did I
do the right thing…?
One day they were out hunting. The sun was just about to go down. It was just Emily and two
men and another woman. They decided to make camp. Wood was gathered and then they sat
around the fire, cooking the carcase of a deer they had caught earlier in the day.
A piece of venison was handed around the small group, as the lady on the left passed the meat
round, it slipped from the lady’s hand into the fire. Automatically Emily put her hand into the
fire and pulled it out. As she turned back to the group, she saw them staring at her with horror on
their faces.
The skin had burnt off Emily’s finger and a metallic sheen could be seen.
“Machineeeeee!” cried the leader of their group and reached for his spear.
Emily got up and ran into the darkness.
If only I can make it to the river, then I might stand a chance! They behind me I can hear their
heavy footsteps…Just got to get to the river!
THE END
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INVADERS FROM THE ICE PLANET by Rex Mundy
2
The Great Crag towered above the mushroom jungle for half a mile, its bare rocky cliffs
containing a score of caves of varying size, at least half of them lit by campfires belonging to one
kindred or other of the Tribe. Before it stretched a slope that vanished into the vegetation.
Outside the largest of the caves, several stakes stood and upon them mouldered the skulls of
enemies, warriors of the Deathcap Tribe for the most part, who had fallen in the fight with a Crag
Tribe opponent.
A great fire blazed in the mouth of the big cave and half the Tribe had gathered round it, those
who dwelt in this metropolis of caves, although few had come from the outlying caves such as
Aajika’s home. Kursaal and his father strode up the path from the jungle, having walked through
the jungle from Aajika’s cave, to find the butchered meat of Kursaal’s face-horn cooking on
stones beside the fire while the people danced to the throbbing a drum whose heartbeat pounding
had been audible a long way off.
At Kursaal’s appearance, the gathered Tribesfolk raised a great cheer. Girls came forward with
garlands of jungle blooms to throw round his neck and his father’s. All Tribesfolk wore them,
those of high rank wore several. Vadodara, shaman of the Tribe, wore more than Kursaal could
count.
Vadodara greeted the young hunter. ‘I see you are well again,’ said the elderly man.
A great headdress of jungle bird feathers surrounded his withered, dark-green old face like petals
round a blighted flower. He limped, his back was bent, he had seen more days than anyone else
in the Tribe, and he had spoken with the spirits and kept the people united for longer than anyone
could remember. ‘It would have been a sorry matter had you not been well enough to attend your
own manhood feast,’ he went on. ‘But we could not keep the meat much longer. Already it was
attracting scavengers.’ He gestured towards the crags where winged reptiles perched, watching
the cave with greedy eyes.
‘My thanks, Shaman.’ Kursaal was overawed by the old man’s praises and the attentions of the
girls. He smiled at the prettier of these, though he felt nothing for them, unlike for Aajika.
The feast was soon under way, the steaks of face-horn meat grilled on embers or roasted on
twigs, cooked with herbs and washed down with jivnik gourds of mushroom wine and wild
honey beer. The musicians pounded at mushroom stem drums or played pipes carved from the
thighbones of slaughtered reptiles. Kursaal sat amidst an admiring throng, glowing with pride,
eating and drinking his fill. His father was beside him, smiling in quiet satisfaction, their
disagreement over the she in the cave forgotten.
‘Your father tells me your prey stampeded,’ Vadodara said, his voice piercing the hubbub of
conversation from the gathered Tribe, elders and cubs, young women and grizzled elders. All
turned to look at Kursaal as the young hunter nodded.

‘That was why I was unwell,’ he said. ‘The moment I was going to make my kill, something, I
know not what, roared through the sky above the mushrooms. The face-horns were spooked into
stampeding. I thought I would be trampled, or gored on the horns of the big bull. Instead, I was
flung to one side, and knew no more.’
Vadodara leaned forward. ‘But what was this thing that stampeded the beasts?’
Kursaal shook his head slowly and looked to his father, whose face was stony. ‘I have never seen
such a thing in the sky before,’ the young hunter admitted.
‘Was it not a winged reptile?’ asked one of the grizzled elders. ‘It is said that some grow to vast
size in the mountains.’
Kursaal shook his head again. ‘I have seen winged reptiles,’ he said. ‘It was nothing like them. It
flew—and yet it had no wings!’
A gasp came from the gathered Tribesfolk. The elder shook his head.
‘That is impossible,’ he said firmly. ‘Your wits are still addled. Nothing can fly without wings.’
‘He has been acting strangely,’ Kursaal’s father confirmed, with a baleful glance at his son.
Kursaal thrust out his chin proudly. ‘I know what I saw, old man,’ he told the elder. ‘It was a big,
flying beast, with no wings, like some great fish swimming through the skies. Its mouth was
open, and inside it I saw ghosts.’
A frightened moan came from the Tribesfolk, and some of the girls and younger boys cried out,
competing with each other to shriek the loudest until they were quelled by their elders.
‘Ghosts, you say?’ Vadodara was unperturbed. ‘What tells you that these folk you saw in the
mouth of this flying fish were ghosts?’
Kursaal scowled broodingly. ‘They were in the mouth of this monster,’ he said at last, ‘and yet
they seemed like living folk. But they were pale of skin, like corpses, for all that they seemed to
walk and talk…’ He broke off, glaring round at the others. ‘I saw it but for an instant,’ he said,
defensively. ‘And that through the forest canopy.’
‘And you were struck by the stampeding face-horn,’ said his father. Tolkaan looked ruefully at
the others. ‘His wits are addled, but he will recover.’
The Shaman nodded. ‘Yet others report seeing the same thing,’ he said at last, in a voice that
chilled the blood. ‘I keep two ears open, aye, and two eyes. I know what happens. I speak to
traders and travellers in our territory. And people have spoken of such things seen in the skies
above the jungle. Not Kursaal alone. Things that fly without wings, men inside their mouths.’

Another moan came from the Tribesfolk, and this time the cubs’ squeals were not quelled.
Kursaal puffed out his chest, feeling vindicated. He shot his father a look. ‘Then my wits are not
addled!’ he said. ‘I am right in that, and perhaps other things.’
‘You are wrong in many things,’ Tolkaan said hotly. ‘And if you did see this thing…what is it all
coming to? Such things have never been seen in the skies before.’ He shuddered. ‘I do not like
it.’
The grizzled elder nodded. ‘Things were better before fish learnt to fly,’ he said.
‘Something must be done,’ said Kursaal’s father, and many of the Tribesfolk agreed.
‘But what?’ Vadodara said thoughtfully. He gazed into the distance. At first Kursaal thought he
was looking at the flocks of winged scavengers on the far side of the clearing, but he soon
realised that the man saw much further.
‘Much trouble will come of this mystery,’ the Shaman said, and he curled up on a heap of hides,
and seemed to sleep.
Sentries were posted and the Tribe followed their Shaman in quest of rest. They were well fed
and had drunk more palm wine than was good for them, and heard stories to stir the blood.
Kursaal did not sleep for a long time, but stared up into the cloudy skies above the mushroom
caps.
He remembered the long night that had chilled the world, while the Tribe slept in the caves or
died in the dark and cold with the withering jungle plants until the great morning came. Now all
was light, and the skies were empty. He had seen this several times in his young life. But he
sensed now that something had come to his world that was more lethal even than the long night.
At last he slept.
He was woken by shouting from the sentries. He sat up to find the space before the Great Cave
alive with running figures. The sentries were shouting down from the rocks of the cliff, women
and cubs were rushing into the depths of the cave, men were snatching up spears and spear
casters and hurrying to the cave mouth. Vadodara sat by the fire watching the proceedings
bleakly.
Kursaal hurried to join his father’s side.
‘At last!’ Tolkaan cried. ‘I thought you had joined the women!’
Kursaal was stung by his words. Why was his father speaking like this? He was no coward. He
had proved his manhood!
‘I was sleeping,’ he protested, looking round at the warlike preparations. ‘What is the cause of all
this uproar?’

‘They come,’ came a shout from a lookout post on the cliff above. ‘They come!’
Tolkaan pointed with his feather adorned spear, and Kursaal looked out across the sloping
clearing to the jungle edge. At first he saw nothing. The winged reptiles had flown, he noticed.
Then he saw something moving among the mushrooms. Something with a scaly hide.
Face-horns? But no, these were ruddy in colour, whatever they were.
At last one appeared from the mushrooms, and Kursaal saw it in full for the first time.
It was a two-legged reptile, about three times the height of a man, with great powerful arms
equipped with claws for feeding that fanged lizard maw. Ruddy scales covered back and sides,
flushing to a light pink on its underbelly; something told Kursaal that this spot would be weaker,
and yet it was armoured with a wickerwork of branches belted to its belly with withes and
rawhide ropes. And sitting in a saddle on the back of the beast, clutching a feathered spear in one
paw and a shield of reptile hide in the other, wearing a man’s skull on his head as a cap, was a
man.
Even as Kursaal saw this rider, more bipedal reptiles forced their way out of the mushrooms,
each one carrying a spear bearing warrior who wore a man’s skull atop his own.
‘Deathcaps,’ muttered Tolkaan. ‘While the Tribe gorged and swilled in celebration of your
hunting, our ancestral enemies have trespassed their way into our territory.’
Kursaal’s eyes were drawn to the skies again as the reptile riders guided their mounts up the
slope towards the waiting Tribe. This time he saw smoke trailing to the clouds in several places.
‘What are those?’ he asked his father.
‘Outlying settlements,’ said Vadodara, limping up to join them. ‘Your father is right. The
Deathcaps have taken advantage of our feasting to enter our territory. This attack must be only
one of several.’
‘Do they seek to carry off women?’ asked Kursaal.
Vadodara nodded. ‘That, or slaves,’ he said. ‘They would sell them to the Hive-Folk, perhaps. Or
perhaps to other tribes.’
‘Get back in the cave, Shaman,’ said Tolkaan. ‘You are not a fighter, and we cannot lose you.’
‘I will remain here,’ Vadodara said firmly. ‘But you must fight for your Tribe, all of you! May
the spirits protect you!’
Kursaal gripped his spear firmly. The Deathcaps were at an advantage due to their mounts, and
the Crag Folk did not have such a way with beasts, but they had an advantage due to their

position.
Now the reptiles began to trot faster, rushing up the slope towards the mouth of the great cave.
On their backs, Deathcaps clung to their neck wattles, urging them on with shouts and kicks.
Fanged mouths gaped wide. Kursaal saw a big man who wore a choker of human arm bones
round his neck, his face painted white with clay so it resembled a skull itself, riding straight for
them. He rose from the crouch he had adopted like the others, fitting his spear to his spear caster,
and flung it.
‘Kursaal!’ his father protested. ‘You…’
He broke off as the spear plunged straight into the mouth of the reptile and burst out the other
side. The creature fell back, spilling the rider onto the overgrown rocks. The man leapt up,
scrabbling for the spear he had dropped, and the advance of his people halted.
‘Forward,’ Tolkaan urged the others.
The Crag Folk warriors rushed from the mouth of the cave, spears plunging into the fallen
reptile. Bone Choker seized his spear and engaged with Kursaal as the other Tribesfolk mobbed
the still mounted Deathcaps.
This was the young hunter’s first fight with a man, and his opponent was a big, stalwart fellow of
thirty days who bore scars aplenty on his dark limbs. He bared his teeth at the attacking youth
and lunged at him with his spear, but Kursaal overleapt the spear, then fleshed his own spear in
the man’s chest.
Snarling now, Bone Choker thrust at Kursaal, his flint spear opening up a wound in Kursaal’s
thigh. The pain was deep, and Kursaal staggered back, almost falling over the reptile carcase.
Bone Choker grinned, raised his spear for a final thrust.
On either side, Deathcaps fought in the dust, Deathcaps lay dead among the blood spattered
stones. Deathcaps were retreating towards the mushrooms. An unmounted reptile galloped past.
Bone Choker stepped back from Kursaal. He pointed at the youth with his spear, eyes rolling.
Then as the other warriors of the Tribe descended on the fleeing Deathcap, he seized the trailing
rein of the reptile, swung himself up into the saddle, and rode after his men.
Kursaal’s father helped his son to his feet as the warriors trailed back.
‘Cowards, these Deathcaps,’ he remarked.
Vadodara hobbled up to him. ‘Don’t you see?’ he wheezed. ‘This was merely a feint. They
would never have hoped to defeat the Tribe here at the Crags. But those smoke trails mean that
they are elsewhere in our territory. They are leading slaves off to their shore villages even now!’
‘Then we must be on their trail,’ said Kursaal hotly, facing the ring of older warriors. Several of

them had fresh wounds, but the light of battle was in their eyes. ‘We cannot let them carry off
our own folk into captivity! Who is with me?’
‘You are young,’ said Vadodara, ‘but you are brave. The cub is right,’ he told the others. ‘You
must go after the Deathcaps. If word of this gets out all the Tribes of the mountains and the shore
will descend upon our territory for slaves and mates.’
So the youngest of warriors led his elders into the jungle on the trail of the enemy. It was a trail
easy to follow: the reptiles had smashed down mushrooms and toadstools in their approach,
although there was no sign of them now. Through the jungle canopy Kursaal saw a smoke trail
lifting to the cloudy sky. He led them that way.
Coming out into another clearing, he felt a shock of recognition. The cave in the cliff face was
very familiar.
‘This is Aajika’s cave,’ he said, and his father scowled at him.
Everything was quiet. Smoke trailed into the silver sky from a blazing fire in the cave mouth.
Burnt corpses lay all around it, even in it. Sweating with fear, Kursaal led the others up the slope.
CONTINUES NEXT WEEK
Available from Schlock! Publications

Return to Contents

THE SEARCH FOR ASTRA PALACE by Gregory KH Bryant
Part Thirty-Two
General Howe stepped out into the sunlight. The sky was a deep azure. Trees were rich with
leaves. It was the very kind of day to make the heart sing. The talk he gave to Planetary Union
had made a huge impact within hours. The first part of his presentation had gone off well. How
the Scroungers had come into being, where they formed their colonies, their numbers—all this
was laid out clearly and without ambiguity.
But when it came to what must be done about this newly discovered threat—that was a different
matter altogether. It was necessary, assure the public that this crisis was well in hand, and that a
proper response to the threat was already being put in order.
And, of course, the Scroungers would be paying close attention to every word broadcast, as they
must have been doing for, well, who knows how many years?
Howe was pleased that the Scroungers did reveal themselves as they did, for that forced
Secretary Benson to abandon his plans to attack Mars. But, though he was pleased for that, he
was at the same time that war had come to Earth, and on a scale previously unheard of.
Certainly, a few million Scroungers against the combined populations of Mercury, Venus, Earth
and Earth’s moon, Mars, the asteroids and the colonies of Jupiter, was hardly an existential
threat. But the Scroungers could of course wreak damage on a scale that would destroy whole
colonies, all painstakingly built over the course of centuries, the combined efforts several billions
of people, and at the cost of trillions of dollars.
Then there was Secretary Benson himself. He must be apprised of every step Howe took, and
every step Howe considered taking. But Secretary Benson was, as General Howe knew, but few
others did, a madman. He understood only violence. He was an ambitious man, but his was an
empty ambition. It was ambition only for its own sake, and nothing else. He did not aspire to
paint great paintings or write great novels. Curing diseases or inventing new devices to improve
humanity’s lot was not for him.
No. His ambitions stopped at the satiation of his own impulses. And his impulses were directed,
almost entirely, at the outside world, at shaping it to his own liking. Human beings were far too
loose in their behaviour, too reckless in their morals. He, Secretary Benson, had been put on
Earth to put it right.
So Benson surrounded himself with like-minded people. Of whom General William Anderson
Howe, Commander of Earth Space Forces, was most certainly not one. General Howe annoyed
Benson very much, but Benson was unable to rid himself of that troublesome general. Howe was
very well known, and very much respected. Additionally, Howe had been with Earth Space
Forces for over forty years. His knowledge was deep, broad and irreplaceable. And his
colleagues, from Mercury to the asteroids, knew this well.
For Benson to rid himself of Howe, as he did Frederick Sherman, III (who was now living on

Callisto, with his family, under the pseudonym of Story Talbot), and Sherman’s colleagues (all
dead, either through suicide, or in prison).
That purge had already provoked a great deal of outrage. Another such purge would obviously be
too much. Benson was not in a place to push the public’s temper any further, at least not for
some time.
General Howe knew all of this, of course. But he was a bit too shrewd to be caught looking over
his shoulder, so he moved with caution. But he also knew that every attack by the Scroungers
against humanity would be used in the court of public opinion, which Secretary Benson would be
sure to use against him.
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THE LOST WORLD by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle
Chapter VIII: “The Outlying Pickets of the New World”
Our friends at home may well rejoice with us, for we are at our goal, and up to a point, at least,
we have shown that the statement of Professor Challenger can be verified. We have not, it is true,
ascended the plateau, but it lies before us, and even Professor Summerlee is in a more chastened
mood. Not that he will for an instant admit that his rival could be right, but he is less persistent in
his incessant objections, and has sunk for the most part into an observant silence. I must hark
back, however, and continue my narrative from where I dropped it. We are sending home one of
our local Indians who is injured, and I am committing this letter to his charge, with considerable
doubts in my mind as to whether it will ever come to hand.
When I wrote last we were about to leave the Indian village where we had been deposited by the
Esmeralda. I have to begin my report by bad news, for the first serious personal trouble (I pass
over the incessant bickerings between the Professors) occurred this evening, and might have had
a tragic ending. I have spoken of our English-speaking half-breed, Gomez—a fine worker and a
willing fellow, but afflicted, I fancy, with the vice of curiosity, which is common enough among
such men. On the last evening he seems to have hid himself near the hut in which we were
discussing our plans, and, being observed by our huge negro Zambo, who is as faithful as a dog
and has the hatred which all his race bear to the half-breeds, he was dragged out and carried into
our presence. Gomez whipped out his knife, however, and but for the huge strength of his captor,
which enabled him to disarm him with one hand, he would certainly have stabbed him. The
matter has ended in reprimands, the opponents have been compelled to shake hands, and there is
every hope that all will be well. As to the feuds of the two learned men, they are continuous and
bitter. It must be admitted that Challenger is provocative in the last degree, but Summerlee has
an acid tongue, which makes matters worse. Last night Challenger said that he never cared to
walk on the Thames Embankment and look up the river, as it was always sad to see one’s own
eventual goal. He is convinced, of course, that he is destined for Westminster Abbey. Summerlee
rejoined, however, with a sour smile, by saying that he understood that Millbank Prison had been
pulled down. Challenger’s conceit is too colossal to allow him to be really annoyed. He only
smiled in his beard and repeated “Really! Really!” in the pitying tone one would use to a child.
Indeed, they are children both—the one wizened and cantankerous, the other formidable and
overbearing, yet each with a brain which has put him in the front rank of his scientific age. Brain,
character, soul—only as one sees more of life does one understand how distinct is each.
The very next day we did actually make our start upon this remarkable expedition. We found that
all our possessions fitted very easily into the two canoes, and we divided our personnel, six in
each, taking the obvious precaution in the interests of peace of putting one Professor into each
canoe. Personally, I was with Challenger, who was in a beatific humour, moving about as one in
a silent ecstasy and beaming benevolence from every feature. I have had some experience of him
in other moods, however, and shall be the less surprised when the thunderstorms suddenly come
up amidst the sunshine. If it is impossible to be at your ease, it is equally impossible to be dull in
his company, for one is always in a state of half-tremulous doubt as to what sudden turn his
formidable temper may take.

For two days we made our way up a good-sized river some hundreds of yards broad, and dark in
colour, but transparent, so that one could usually see the bottom. The affluents of the Amazon
are, half of them, of this nature, while the other half are whitish and opaque, the difference
depending upon the class of country through which they have flowed. The dark indicate
vegetable decay, while the others point to clayey soil. Twice we came across rapids, and in each
case made a portage of half a mile or so to avoid them. The woods on either side were primeval,
which are more easily penetrated than woods of the second growth, and we had no great
difficulty in carrying our canoes through them. How shall I ever forget the solemn mystery of it?
The height of the trees and the thickness of the boles exceeded anything which I in my town-bred
life could have imagined, shooting upwards in magnificent columns until, at an enormous
distance above our heads, we could dimly discern the spot where they threw out their sidebranches into Gothic upward curves which coalesced to form one great matted roof of verdure,
through which only an occasional golden ray of sunshine shot downwards to trace a thin dazzling
line of light amidst the majestic obscurity. As we walked noiselessly amid the thick, soft carpet
of decaying vegetation the hush fell upon our souls which comes upon us in the twilight of the
Abbey, and even Professor Challenger’s full-chested notes sank into a whisper. Alone, I should
have been ignorant of the names of these giant growths, but our men of science pointed out the
cedars, the great silk cotton trees, and the redwood trees, with all that profusion of various plants
which has made this continent the chief supplier to the human race of those gifts of Nature which
depend upon the vegetable world, while it is the most backward in those products which come
from animal life. Vivid orchids and wonderful coloured lichens smouldered upon the swarthy
tree-trunks and where a wandering shaft of light fell full upon the golden allamanda, the scarlet
star-clusters of the tacsonia, or the rich deep blue of ipomaea, the effect was as a dream of
fairyland. In these great wastes of forest, life, which abhors darkness, struggles ever upwards to
the light. Every plant, even the smaller ones, curls and writhes to the green surface, twining itself
round its stronger and taller brethren in the effort. Climbing plants are monstrous and luxuriant,
but others which have never been known to climb elsewhere learn the art as an escape from that
somber shadow, so that the common nettle, the jasmine, and even the jacitara palm tree can be
seen circling the stems of the cedars and striving to reach their crowns. Of animal life there was
no movement amid the majestic vaulted aisles which stretched from us as we walked, but a
constant movement far above our heads told of that multitudinous world of snake and monkey,
bird and sloth, which lived in the sunshine, and looked down in wonder at our tiny, dark,
stumbling figures in the obscure depths immeasurably below them. At dawn and at sunset the
howler monkeys screamed together and the parakeets broke into shrill chatter, but during the hot
hours of the day only the full drone of insects, like the beat of a distant surf, filled the ear, while
nothing moved amid the solemn vistas of stupendous trunks, fading away into the darkness
which held us in. Once some bandy-legged, lurching creature, an ant-eater or a bear, scuttled
clumsily amid the shadows. It was the only sign of earth life which I saw in this great
Amazonian forest.
And yet there were indications that even human life itself was not far from us in those
mysterious recesses. On the third day out we were aware of a singular deep throbbing in the air,
rhythmic and solemn, coming and going fitfully throughout the morning. The two boats were
paddling within a few yards of each other when first we heard it, and our Indians remained
motionless, as if they had been turned to bronze, listening intently with expressions of terror
upon their faces.

“What is it, then?” I asked.
“Drums,” said Lord John, carelessly; “war drums. I have heard them before.”
“Yes, sir, war drums,” said Gomez, the half-breed. “Wild Indians, bravos, not mansos; they
watch us every mile of the way; kill us if they can.”
“How can they watch us?” I asked, gazing into the dark, motionless void.
The half-breed shrugged his broad shoulders.
“The Indians know. They have their own way. They watch us. They talk the drum talk to each
other. Kill us if they can.”
By the afternoon of that day—my pocket diary shows me that it was Tuesday, August 18th—at
least six or seven drums were throbbing from various points. Sometimes they beat quickly,
sometimes slowly, sometimes in obvious question and answer, one far to the east breaking out in
a high staccato rattle, and being followed after a pause by a deep roll from the north. There was
something indescribably nerve-shaking and menacing in that constant mutter, which seemed to
shape itself into the very syllables of the half-breed, endlessly repeated, “We will kill you if we
can. We will kill you if we can.” No one ever moved in the silent woods. All the peace and
soothing of quiet Nature lay in that dark curtain of vegetation, but away from behind there came
ever the one message from our fellow-man. “We will kill you if we can,” said the men in the
east. “We will kill you if we can,” said the men in the north.
All day the drums rumbled and whispered, while their menace reflected itself in the faces of our
coloured companions. Even the hardy, swaggering half-breed seemed cowed. I learned, however,
that day once for all that both Summerlee and Challenger possessed that highest type of bravery,
the bravery of the scientific mind. Theirs was the spirit which upheld Darwin among the gauchos
of the Argentine or Wallace among the head-hunters of Malaya. It is decreed by a merciful
Nature that the human brain cannot think of two things simultaneously, so that if it be steeped in
curiosity as to science it has no room for merely personal considerations. All day amid that
incessant and mysterious menace our two Professors watched every bird upon the wing, and
every shrub upon the bank, with many a sharp wordy contention, when the snarl of Summerlee
came quick upon the deep growl of Challenger, but with no more sense of danger and no more
reference to drum-beating Indians than if they were seated together in the smoking-room of the
Royal Society’s Club in St. James’s Street. Once only did they condescend to discuss them.
“Miranha or Amajuaca cannibals,” said Challenger, jerking his thumb towards the reverberating
wood.
“No doubt, sir,” Summerlee answered. “Like all such tribes, I shall expect to find them of polysynthetic speech and of Mongolian type.”
“Polysynthetic certainly,” said Challenger, indulgently. “I am not aware that any other type of

language exists in this continent, and I have notes of more than a hundred. The Mongolian theory
I regard with deep suspicion.”
“I should have thought that even a limited knowledge of comparative anatomy would have
helped to verify it,” said Summerlee, bitterly.
Challenger thrust out his aggressive chin until he was all beard and hat-rim. “No doubt, sir, a
limited knowledge would have that effect. When one’s knowledge is exhaustive, one comes to
other conclusions.” They glared at each other in mutual defiance, while all round rose the distant
whisper, “We will kill you—we will kill you if we can.”
That night we moored our canoes with heavy stones for anchors in the centre of the stream, and
made every preparation for a possible attack. Nothing came, however, and with the dawn we
pushed upon our way, the drum-beating dying out behind us. About three o’clock in the
afternoon we came to a very steep rapid, more than a mile long—the very one in which Professor
Challenger had suffered disaster upon his first journey. I confess that the sight of it consoled me,
for it was really the first direct corroboration, slight as it was, of the truth of his story. The
Indians carried first our canoes and then our stores through the brushwood, which is very thick at
this point, while we four whites, our rifles on our shoulders, walked between them and any
danger coming from the woods. Before evening we had successfully passed the rapids, and made
our way some ten miles above them, where we anchored for the night. At this point I reckoned
that we had come not less than a hundred miles up the tributary from the main stream.
It was in the early forenoon of the next day that we made the great departure. Since dawn
Professor Challenger had been acutely uneasy, continually scanning each bank of the river.
Suddenly he gave an exclamation of satisfaction and pointed to a single tree, which projected at a
peculiar angle over the side of the stream.
“What do you make of that?” he asked.
“It is surely an Assai palm,” said Summerlee.
“Exactly. It was an Assai palm which I took for my landmark. The secret opening is half a mile
onwards upon the other side of the river. There is no break in the trees. That is the wonder and
the mystery of it. There where you see light-green rushes instead of dark-green undergrowth,
there between the great cotton woods, that is my private gate into the unknown. Push through,
and you will understand.”
It was indeed a wonderful place. Having reached the spot marked by a line of light-green rushes,
we poled out two canoes through them for some hundreds of yards, and eventually emerged into
a placid and shallow stream, running clear and transparent over a sandy bottom. It may have
been twenty yards across, and was banked in on each side by most luxuriant vegetation. No one
who had not observed that for a short distance reeds had taken the place of shrubs, could possibly
have guessed the existence of such a stream or dreamed of the fairyland beyond.
For a fairyland it was—the most wonderful that the imagination of man could conceive. The

thick vegetation met overhead, interlacing into a natural pergola, and through this tunnel of
verdure in a golden twilight flowed the green, pellucid river, beautiful in itself, but marvellous
from the strange tints thrown by the vivid light from above filtered and tempered in its fall. Clear
as crystal, motionless as a sheet of glass, green as the edge of an iceberg, it stretched in front of
us under its leafy archway, every stroke of our paddles sending a thousand ripples across its
shining surface. It was a fitting avenue to a land of wonders. All sign of the Indians had passed
away, but animal life was more frequent, and the tameness of the creatures showed that they
knew nothing of the hunter. Fuzzy little black-velvet monkeys, with snow-white teeth and
gleaming, mocking eyes, chattered at us as we passed. With a dull, heavy splash an occasional
caiman plunged in from the bank. Once a dark, clumsy tapir stared at us from a gap in the
bushes, and then lumbered away through the forest; once, too, the yellow, sinuous form of a
great puma whisked amid the brushwood, and its green, baleful eyes glared hatred at us over its
tawny shoulder. Bird life was abundant, especially the wading birds, stork, heron, and ibis
gathering in little groups, blue, scarlet, and white, upon every log which jutted from the bank,
while beneath us the crystal water was alive with fish of every shape and colour.
For three days we made our way up this tunnel of hazy green sunshine. On the longer stretches
one could hardly tell as one looked ahead where the distant green water ended and the distant
green archway began. The deep peace of this strange waterway was unbroken by any sign of
man.
“No Indian here. Too much afraid. Curupuri,” said Gomez.
“Curupuri is the spirit of the woods,” Lord John explained. “It’s a name for any kind of devil.
The poor beggars think that there is something fearsome in this direction, and therefore they
avoid it.”
On the third day it became evident that our journey in the canoes could not last much longer, for
the stream was rapidly growing more shallow. Twice in as many hours we stuck upon the
bottom. Finally we pulled the boats up among the brushwood and spent the night on the bank of
the river. In the morning Lord John and I made our way for a couple of miles through the forest,
keeping parallel with the stream; but as it grew ever shallower we returned and reported, what
Professor Challenger had already suspected, that we had reached the highest point to which the
canoes could be brought. We drew them up, therefore, and concealed them among the bushes,
blazing a tree with our axes, so that we should find them again. Then we distributed the various
burdens among us—guns, ammunition, food, a tent, blankets, and the rest—and, shouldering our
packages, we set forth upon the more laborious stage of our journey.
An unfortunate quarrel between our pepper-pots marked the outset of our new stage. Challenger
had from the moment of joining us issued directions to the whole party, much to the evident
discontent of Summerlee. Now, upon his assigning some duty to his fellow-Professor (it was
only the carrying of an aneroid barometer), the matter suddenly came to a head.
“May I ask, sir,” said Summerlee, with vicious calm, “in what capacity you take it upon yourself
to issue these orders?”

Challenger glared and bristled.
“I do it, Professor Summerlee, as leader of this expedition.”
“I am compelled to tell you, sir, that I do not recognize you in that capacity.”
“Indeed!” Challenger bowed with unwieldy sarcasm. “Perhaps you would define my exact
position.”
“Yes, sir. You are a man whose veracity is upon trial, and this committee is here to try it. You
walk, sir, with your judges.”
“Dear me!” said Challenger, seating himself on the side of one of the canoes. “In that case you
will, of course, go on your way, and I will follow at my leisure. If I am not the leader you cannot
expect me to lead.”
Thank heaven that there were two sane men—Lord John Roxton and myself—to prevent the
petulance and folly of our learned Professors from sending us back empty-handed to London.
Such arguing and pleading and explaining before we could get them mollified! Then at last
Summerlee, with his sneer and his pipe, would move forwards, and Challenger would come
rolling and grumbling after. By some good fortune we discovered about this time that both our
savants had the very poorest opinion of Dr. Illingworth of Edinburgh. Thenceforward that was
our one safety, and every strained situation was relieved by our introducing the name of the
Scotch zoologist, when both our Professors would form a temporary alliance and friendship in
their detestation and abuse of this common rival.
Advancing in single file along the bank of the stream, we soon found that it narrowed down to a
mere brook, and finally that it lost itself in a great green morass of sponge-like mosses, into
which we sank up to our knees. The place was horribly haunted by clouds of mosquitoes and
every form of flying pest, so we were glad to find solid ground again and to make a circuit
among the trees, which enabled us to outflank this pestilent morass, which droned like an organ
in the distance, so loud was it with insect life.
On the second day after leaving our canoes we found that the whole character of the country
changed. Our road was persistently upwards, and as we ascended the woods became thinner and
lost their tropical luxuriance. The huge trees of the alluvial Amazonian plain gave place to the
Phoenix and coco palms, growing in scattered clumps, with thick brushwood between. In the
damper hollows the Mauritia palms threw out their graceful drooping fronds. We travelled
entirely by compass, and once or twice there were differences of opinion between Challenger
and the two Indians, when, to quote the Professor’s indignant words, the whole party agreed to
“trust the fallacious instincts of undeveloped savages rather than the highest product of modern
European culture.” That we were justified in doing so was shown upon the third day, when
Challenger admitted that he recognized several landmarks of his former journey, and in one spot
we actually came upon four fire-blackened stones, which must have marked a camping-place.
The road still ascended, and we crossed a rock-studded slope which took two days to traverse.

The vegetation had again changed, and only the vegetable ivory tree remained, with a great
profusion of wonderful orchids, among which I learned to recognize the rare Nuttonia Vexillaria
and the glorious pink and scarlet blossoms of Cattleya and odontoglossum. Occasional brooks
with pebbly bottoms and fern-draped banks gurgled down the shallow gorges in the hill, and
offered good camping-grounds every evening on the banks of some rock-studded pool, where
swarms of little blue-backed fish, about the size and shape of English trout, gave us a delicious
supper.
On the ninth day after leaving the canoes, having done, as I reckon, about a hundred and twenty
miles, we began to emerge from the trees, which had grown smaller until they were mere shrubs.
Their place was taken by an immense wilderness of bamboo, which grew so thickly that we
could only penetrate it by cutting a pathway with the machetes and billhooks of the Indians. It
took us a long day, traveling from seven in the morning till eight at night, with only two breaks
of one hour each, to get through this obstacle. Anything more monotonous and wearying could
not be imagined, for, even at the most open places, I could not see more than ten or twelve yards,
while usually my vision was limited to the back of Lord John’s cotton jacket in front of me, and
to the yellow wall within a foot of me on either side. From above came one thin knife-edge of
sunshine, and fifteen feet over our heads one saw the tops of the reeds swaying against the deep
blue sky. I do not know what kind of creatures inhabit such a thicket, but several times we heard
the plunging of large, heavy animals quite close to us. From their sounds Lord John judged them
to be some form of wild cattle. Just as night fell we cleared the belt of bamboos, and at once
formed our camp, exhausted by the interminable day.
Early next morning we were again afoot, and found that the character of the country had changed
once again. Behind us was the wall of bamboo, as definite as if it marked the course of a river. In
front was an open plain, sloping slightly upwards and dotted with clumps of tree-ferns, the whole
curving before us until it ended in a long, whale-backed ridge. This we reached about midday,
only to find a shallow valley beyond, rising once again into a gentle incline which led to a low,
rounded sky-line. It was here, while we crossed the first of these hills, that an incident occurred
which may or may not have been important.
Professor Challenger, who with the two local Indians was in the van of the party, stopped
suddenly and pointed excitedly to the right. As he did so we saw, at the distance of a mile or so,
something which appeared to be a huge grey bird flap slowly up from the ground and skim
smoothly off, flying very low and straight, until it was lost among the tree-ferns.
“Did you see it?” cried Challenger, in exultation. “Summerlee, did you see it?”
His colleague was staring at the spot where the creature had disappeared.
“What do you claim that it was?” he asked.
“To the best of my belief, a pterodactyl.”
Summerlee burst into derisive laughter “A pter-fiddlestick!” said he. “It was a stork, if ever I saw
one.”

Challenger was too furious to speak. He simply swung his pack upon his back and continued
upon his march. Lord John came abreast of me, however, and his face was more grave than was
his wont. He had his Zeiss glasses in his hand.
“I focused it before it got over the trees,” said he. “I won’t undertake to say what it was, but I’ll
risk my reputation as a sportsman that it wasn’t any bird that ever I clapped eyes on in my life.”
So there the matter stands. Are we really just at the edge of the unknown, encountering the
outlying pickets of this lost world of which our leader speaks? I give you the incident as it
occurred and you will know as much as I do. It stands alone, for we saw nothing more which
could be called remarkable.
And now, my readers, if ever I have any, I have brought you up the broad river, and through the
screen of rushes, and down the green tunnel, and up the long slope of palm trees, and through the
bamboo brake, and across the plain of tree-ferns. At last our destination lay in full sight of us.
When we had crossed the second ridge we saw before us an irregular, palm-studded plain, and
then the line of high red cliffs which I have seen in the picture. There it lies, even as I write, and
there can be no question that it is the same. At the nearest point it is about seven miles from our
present camp, and it curves away, stretching as far as I can see. Challenger struts about like a
prize peacock, and Summerlee is silent, but still sceptical. Another day should bring some of our
doubts to an end. Meanwhile, as Jose, whose arm was pierced by a broken bamboo, insists upon
returning, I send this letter back in his charge, and only hope that it may eventually come to
hand. I will write again as the occasion serves. I have enclosed with this a rough chart of our
journey, which may have the effect of making the account rather easier to understand.
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THE MOON POOL by A Merritt
Chapter XI: The Flame-Tipped Shadows
Marakinoff nodded his head solemnly as Olaf finished.
“Da!” he said. “That which comes from here took them both—the woman and the child. Da!
They came clasped within it and the stone shut upon them. But why it left the child behind I do
not understand.”
“How do you know that?” I cried in amazement.
“Because I saw it,” answered Marakinoff simply. “Not only did I see it, but hardly had I time to
make escape through the entrance before it passed whirling and murmuring and its bell sounds
all joyous. Da! It was what you call the squeak close, that.”
“Wait a moment,” I said—stilling Larry with a gesture. “Do I understand you to say that you
were within this place?”
Marakinoff actually beamed upon me.
“Da, Dr. Goodwin,” he said, “I went in when that which comes from it went out!”
I gaped at him, stricken dumb; into Larry’s bellicose attitude crept a suggestion of grudging
respect; Olaf, trembling, watched silently.
“Dr. Goodwin and my impetuous young friend, you,” went on Marakinoff after a moment’s
silence and I wondered vaguely why he did not include Huldricksson in his address—”it is time
that we have an understanding. I have a proposal to make to you also. It is this; we are what you
call a bad boat, and all of us are in it. Da! We need all hands, is it not so? Let us put together our
knowledge and our brains and resources—and even a poonch of a mule is a resource,” he looked
wickedly at O’Keefe, “and pull our boat into quiet waters again. After that—”
“All very well, Marakinoff,” interjected Larry, “but I don’t feel very safe in any boat with
somebody capable of shooting me through the back.”
Marakinoff waved a deprecatory hand.
“It was natural that,” he said, “logical, da! Here is a very great secret, perhaps many secrets to
my country invaluable—” He paused, shaken by some overpowering emotion; the veins in his
forehead grew congested, the cold eyes blazed and the guttural voice harshened.
“I do not apologize and I do not explain,” rasped Marakinoff. “But I will tell you, da! Here is my
country sweating blood in an experiment to liberate the world. And here are the other nations
ringing us like wolves and waiting to spring at our throats at the least sign of weakness. And here
are you, Lieutenant O’Keefe of the English wolves, and you Dr. Goodwin of the Yankee pack—

and here in this place may be that will enable my country to win its war for the worker. What are
the lives of you two and this sailor to that? Less than the flies I crush with my hand, less than
midges in the sunbeam!”
He suddenly gripped himself.
“But that is not now the important thing,” he resumed, almost coldly. “Not that nor my shooting.
Let us squarely the situation face. My proposal is so: that we join interests, and what you call see
it through together; find our way through this place and those secrets learn of which I have
spoken, if we can. And when that is done we will go our ways, to his own land each, to make use
of them for our lands as each of us may. On my part, I offer my knowledge—and it is very
valuable, Dr. Goodwin—and my training. You and Lieutenant O’Keefe do the same, and this
man Olaf, what he can of his strength, for I do not think his usefulness lies in his brains, no.”
“In effect, Goodwin,” broke in Larry as I hesitated, “the professor’s proposition is this: he wants
to know what’s going on here but he begins to realize it’s no one man’s job and besides we have
the drop on him. We’re three to his one, and we have all his hardware and cutlery. But also we
can do better with him than without him—just as he can do better with us than without us. It’s an
even break—for a while. But once he gets that information he’s looking for, then look out. You
and Olaf and I are the wolves and the flies and the midges again—and the strafing will be about
due. Nevertheless, with three to one against him, if he can get away with it he deserves to. I’m
for taking him up, if you are.”
There was almost a twinkle in Marakinoff’s eyes.
“It is not just as I would have put it, perhaps,” he said, “but in its skeleton he has right. Nor will I
turn my hand against you while we are still in danger here. I pledge you my honour on this.”
Larry laughed.
“All right, Professor,” he grinned. “I believe you mean every word you say. Nevertheless, I’ll
just keep the guns.”
Marakinoff bowed, imperturbably.
“And now,” he said, “I will tell you what I know. I found the secret of the door mechanism even
as you did, Dr. Goodwin. But by carelessness, my condensers were broken. I was forced to wait
while I sent for others—and the waiting might be for months. I took certain precautions, and on
the first night of this full moon I hid myself within the vault of Chau-ta-leur.”
An involuntary thrill of admiration for the man went through me at the manifest heroism of this
leap in the dark. I could see it reflected in Larry’s face.
“I hid in the vault,” continued Marakinoff, “and I saw that which comes from here come out. I
waited—long hours. At last, when the moon was low, it returned—ecstatically—with a man, a
native, in embrace enfolded. It passed through the door, and soon then the moon became low and

the door closed.
“The next night more confidence was mine, yes. And after that which comes had gone, I looked
through its open door. I said, ‘It will not return for three hours. While it is away, why shall I not
into its home go through the door it has left open?’ So I went—even to here. I looked at the
pillars of light and I tested the liquid of the Pool on which they fell. That liquid, Dr. Goodwin, is
not water, and it is not any fluid known on earth.” He handed me a small vial, its neck held in a
long thong.
“Take this,” he said, “and see.”
Wonderingly, I took the bottle; dipped it down into the Pool. The liquid was extraordinarily
light; seemed, in fact, to give the vial buoyancy. I held it to the light. It was striated, streaked, as
though little living, pulsing veins ran through it. And its blueness, even in the vial, held an
intensity of luminousness.
“Radioactive,” said Marakinoff. “Some liquid that is intensely radioactive; but what it is I know
not at all. Upon the living skin it acts like radium raised to the nth power and with an element
most mysterious added. The solution with which I treated him,” he pointed to Huldricksson, “I
had prepared before I came here, from certain information I had. It is largely salts of radium and
its base is Loeb’s formula for the neutralization of radium and X-ray burns. Taking this man at
once, before the degeneration had become really active, I could negative it. But after two hours I
could have done nothing.”
He paused a moment.
“Next I studied the nature of these luminous walls. I concluded that whoever had made them,
knew the secret of the Almighty’s manufacture of light from the ether itself! Colossal! Da! But
the substance of these blocks confines an atomic—how would you say—atomic manipulation, a
conscious arrangement of electrons, light-emitting and perhaps indefinitely so. These blocks are
lamps in which oil and wick are electrons drawing light waves from ether itself! A Prometheus,
indeed, this discoverer! I looked at my watch and that little guardian warned me that it was time
to go. I went. That which comes forth returned—this time empty-handed.
“And the next night I did the same thing. Engrossed in research, I let the moments go by to the
danger point, and scarcely was I replaced within the vault when the shining thing raced over the
walls, and in its grip the woman and child.
“Then you came—and that is all. And now—what is it you know?”
Very briefly I went over my story. His eyes gleamed now and then, but he did not interrupt me.
“A great secret! A colossal secret!” he muttered, when I had ended. “We cannot leave it hidden.”
“The first thing to do is to try the door,” said Larry, matter of fact.

“There is no use, my young friend,” assured Marakinoff mildly.
“Nevertheless we’ll try,” said Larry. We retraced our way through the winding tunnel to the end,
but soon even O’Keefe saw that any idea of moving the slab from within was hopeless. We
returned to the Chamber of the Pool. The pillars of light were fainter, and we knew that the moon
was sinking. On the world outside before long dawn would be breaking. I began to feel thirst—
and the blue semblance of water within the silvery rim seemed to glint mockingly as my eyes
rested on it.
“Da!” it was Marakinoff, reading my thoughts uncannily. “Da! We will be thirsty. And it will be
very bad for him of us who loses control and drinks of that, my friend. Da!”
Larry threw back his shoulders as though shaking a burden from them.
“This place would give an angel of joy the willies,” he said. “I suggest that we look around and
find something that will take us somewhere. You can bet the people that built it had more ways
of getting in than that once-a-month family entrance. Doc, you and Olaf take the left wall; the
professor and I will take the right.”
He loosened one of his automatics with a suggestive movement.
“After you, Professor,” he bowed, politely, to the Russian. We parted and set forth.
The chamber widened out from the portal in what seemed to be the arc of an immense circle. The
shining walls held a perceptible curve, and from this curvature I estimated that the roof was fully
three hundred feet above us.
The floor was of smooth, mosaic-fitted blocks of a faintly yellow tinge. They were not lightemitting like the blocks that formed the walls. The radiance from these latter, I noted, had the
peculiar quality of thickening a few yards from its source, and it was this that produced the effect
of misty, veiled distances. As we walked, the seven columns of rays streaming down from the
crystalline globes high above us waned steadily; the glow within the chamber lost its prismatic
shimmer and became an even grey tone somewhat like moonlight in a thin cloud.
Now before us, out from the wall, jutted a low terrace. It was all of a pearly rose-coloured stone,
slender, graceful pillars of the same hue. The face of the terrace was about ten feet high, and all
over it ran a bas-relief of what looked like short-trailing vines, surmounted by five stalks, on the
tip of each of which was a flower.
We passed along the terrace. It turned in an abrupt curve. I heard a hail, and there, fifty feet
away, at the curving end of a wall identical with that where we stood, were Larry and
Marakinoff. Obviously the left side of the chamber was a duplicate of that we had explored. We
joined. In front of us the columned barriers ran back a hundred feet, forming an alcove. The end
of this alcove was another wall of the same rose stone, but upon it the design of vines was much
heavier.

We took a step forward—there was a gasp of awe from the Norseman, a guttural exclamation
from Marakinoff. For on, or rather within, the wall before us, a great oval began to glow, waxed
almost to a flame and then shone steadily out as though from behind it a light was streaming
through the stone itself!
And within the roseate oval two flame-tipped shadows appeared, stood for a moment, and then
seemed to float out upon its surface. The shadows wavered; the tips of flame that nimbused them
with flickering points of vermilion pulsed outward, drew back, darted forth again, and once more
withdrew themselves—and as they did so the shadows thickened—and suddenly there before us
stood two figures!
One was a girl—a girl whose great eyes were golden as the fabled lilies of Kwan-Yung that were
born of the kiss of the sun upon the amber goddess the demons of Lao-Tz’e carved for him;
whose softly curved lips were red as the royal coral, and whose golden-brown hair reached to her
knees!
And the second was a gigantic frog—A woman frog, head helmeted with carapace of shell
around which a fillet of brilliant yellow jewels shone; enormous round eyes of blue circled with a
broad iris of green; monstrous body of banded orange and white girdled with strand upon strand
of the flashing yellow gems; six feet high if an inch, and with one webbed paw of its short,
powerfully muscled forelegs resting upon the white shoulder of the golden-eyed girl!
Moments must have passed as we stood in stark amazement, gazing at that incredible apparition.
The two figures, although as real as any of those who stood beside me, unphantomlike as it is
possible to be, had a distinct suggestion of—projection.
They were there before us—golden-eyed girl and grotesque frog-woman—complete in every line
and curve; and still it was as though their bodies passed back through distances; as though, to try
to express the well-nigh inexpressible, the two shapes we were looking upon were the end of an
infinite number stretching in fine linked chain far away, of which the eyes saw only the nearest,
while in the brain some faculty higher than sight recognized and registered the unseen others.
The gigantic eyes of the frog-woman took us all in—unwinkingly. Little glints of
phosphorescence shone out within the metallic green of the outer iris ring. She stood upright, her
great legs bowed; the monstrous slit of a mouth slightly open, revealing a row of white teeth
sharp and pointed as lancets; the paw resting on the girl’s shoulder, half covering its silken
surface, and from its five webbed digits long yellow claws of polished horn glistened against the
delicate texture of the flesh.
But if the frog-woman regarded us all, not so did the maiden of the rosy wall. Her eyes were
fastened upon Larry, drinking him in with extraordinary intentness. She was tall, far over the
average of women, almost as tall, indeed, as O’Keefe himself; not more than twenty years old, if
that, I thought. Abruptly she leaned forward, the golden eyes softened and grew tender; the red
lips moved as though she were speaking.
Larry took a quick step, and his face was that of one who after countless births comes at last

upon the twin soul lost to him for ages. The frog-woman turned her eyes upon the girl; her huge
lips moved, and I knew that she was talking! The girl held out a warning hand to O’Keefe, and
then raised it, resting each finger upon one of the five flowers of the carved vine close beside her.
Once, twice, three times, she pressed upon the flower centres, and I noted that her hand was
curiously long and slender, the digits like those wonderful tapering ones the painters we call the
primitive gave to their Virgins.
Three times she pressed the flowers, and then looked intently at Larry once more. A slow, sweet
smile curved the crimson lips. She stretched both hands out toward him again eagerly; a burning
blush rose swiftly over white breasts and flowerlike face.
Like the clicking out of a cinematograph, the pulsing oval faded and golden-eyed girl and frogwoman were gone!
And thus it was that Lakla, the handmaiden of the Silent Ones, and Larry O’Keefe first looked
into each other’s hearts!
Larry stood rapt, gazing at the stone.
“Eilidh,” I heard him whisper; “Eilidh of the lips like the red, red rowan and the golden-brown
hair!”
“Clearly of the Ranadae,” said Marakinoff, “a development of the fossil Labyrinthodonts: you
saw her teeth, da?”
“Ranadae, yes,” I answered. “But from the Stegocephalia; of the order Ecaudata—”
Never such a complete indignation as was in O’Keefe’s voice as he interrupted.
“What do you mean—fossils and Stego whatever it is?” he asked. “She was a girl, a wonder
girl—a real girl, and Irish, or I’m not an O’Keefe!”
“We were talking about the frog-woman, Larry,” I said, conciliatingly.
His eyes were wild as he regarded us.
“Say,” he said, “if you two had been in the Garden of Eden when Eve took the apple, you
wouldn’t have had time to give her a look for counting the scales on the snake!”
He strode swiftly over to the wall. We followed. Larry paused, stretched his hand up to the
flowers on which the tapering fingers of the golden-eyed girl had rested.
“It was here she put up her hand,” he murmured. He pressed caressingly the carved calyxes,
once, twice, a third time even as she had—and silently and softly the wall began to split; on each
side a great stone pivoted slowly, and before us a portal stood, opening into a narrow corridor
glowing with the same rosy lustre that had gleamed around the flame-tipped shadows!

“Have your gun ready, Olaf!” said Larry. “We follow Golden Eyes,” he said to me.
“Follow?” I echoed stupidly.
“Follow!” he said. “She came to show us the way! Follow? I’d follow her through a thousand
hells!”
And with Olaf at one end, O’Keefe at the other, both of them with automatics in hand, and
Marakinoff and I between them, we stepped over the threshold.
At our right, a few feet away, the passage ended abruptly in a square of polished stone, from
which came faint rose radiance. The roof of the place was less than two feet over O’Keefe’s
head.
A yard at left of us lifted a four-foot high, gently curved barricade, stretching from wall to
wall—and beyond it was blackness; an utter and appalling blackness that seemed to gather itself
from infinite depths. The rose-glow in which we stood was cut off by the blackness as though it
had substance; it shimmered out to meet it, and was checked as though by a blow; indeed, so
strong was the suggestion of sinister, straining force within the rayless opacity that I shrank back,
and Marakinoff with me. Not so O’Keefe. Olaf beside him, he strode to the wall and peered over.
He beckoned us.
“Flash your pocket-light down there,” he said to me, pointing into the thick darkness below us.
The little electric circle quivered down as though afraid, and came to rest upon a surface that
resembled nothing so much as clear, black ice. I ran the light across—here and there. The floor
of the corridor was of a substance so smooth, so polished, that no man could have walked upon
it; it sloped downward at a slowly increasing angle.
“We’d have to have non-skid chains and brakes on our feet to tackle that,” mused Larry.
Abstractedly be ran his hands over the edge on which he was leaning. Suddenly they hesitated
and then gripped tightly.
“That’s a queer one!” he exclaimed. His right palm was resting upon a rounded protuberance, on
the side of which were three small circular indentations.
“A queer one—” he repeated—and pressed his fingers upon the circles.
There was a sharp click; the slabs that had opened to let us through swung swiftly together; a
curiously rapid vibration thrilled through us, a wind arose and passed over our heads—a wind
that grew and grew until it became a whistling shriek, then a roar and then a mighty humming, to
which every atom in our bodies pulsed in rhythm painful almost to disintegration!
The rosy wall dwindled in a flash to a point of light and disappeared!
Wrapped in the clinging, impenetrable blackness we were racing, dropping, hurling at a frightful

speed—where?
And ever that awful humming of the rushing wind and the lightning cleaving of the tangible
dark—so, it came to me oddly, must the newly released soul race through the sheer blackness of
outer space up to that Throne of Justice, where God sits high above all suns!
I felt Marakinoff creep close to me; gripped my nerve and flashed my pocket-light; saw Larry
standing, peering, peering ahead, and Huldricksson, one strong arm around his shoulders,
bracing him. And then the speed began to slacken.
Millions of miles, it seemed, below the sound of the unearthly hurricane I heard Larry’s voice,
thin and ghostlike, beneath its clamour.
“Got it!” shrilled the voice. “Got it! Don’t worry!”
The wind died down to the roar, passed back into the whistling shriek and diminished to a steady
whisper. In the comparative quiet O’Keefe’s tones now came in normal volume.
“Some little shoot-the-chutes, what?” he shouted. “Say—if they had this at Coney Island or the
Crystal Palace! Press all the way in these holes and she goes top-high. Diminish pressure—
diminish speed. The curve of this—dashboard—here sends the wind shooting up over our
heads—like a windshield. What’s behind you?”
I flashed the light back. The mechanism on which we were ended in another wall exactly similar
to that over which O’Keefe crouched.
“Well, we can’t fall out, anyway,” he laughed. “Wish to hell I knew where the brakes were!
Look out!”
We dropped dizzily down an abrupt, seemingly endless slope; fell—fell as into an abyss—then
shot abruptly out of the blackness into a throbbing green radiance. O’Keefe’s fingers must have
pressed down upon the controls, for we leaped forward almost with the speed of light. I caught a
glimpse of luminous immensities on the verge of which we flew; of depths inconceivable, and
flitting through the incredible spaces—gigantic shadows as of the wings of Israfel, which are so
wide, say the Arabs, the world can cower under them like a nestling—and then—again the living
blackness!
“What was that?” This from Larry, with the nearest approach to awe that he had yet shown.
“Trolldom!” croaked the voice of Olaf.
“Chert!” This from Marakinoff. “What a space!”
“Have you considered, Dr. Goodwin,” he went on after a pause, “a curious thing? We know, or,
at least, is it not that nine out of ten astronomers believe, that the moon was hurled out of this
same region we now call the Pacific when the earth was yet like molasses; almost molten, I

should say. And is it not curious that that which comes from the Moon Chamber needs the moonrays to bring it forth; is it not? And is it not significant again that the stone depends upon the
moon for operating? Da! And last—such a space in mother earth as we just glimpsed, how else
could it have been torn but by some gigantic birth—like that of the moon? Da! I do not put
forward these as statements of fact—no! But as suggestions—”
I started; there was so much that this might explain—an unknown element that responded to the
moon-rays in opening the moon door; the blue Pool with its weird radioactivity, and the force
within it that reacted to the same light stream—
It was not inconceivable that a film had drawn over the world wound, a film of earth-flesh which
drew itself over that colossal abyss after our planet had borne its satellite—that world womb did
not close when her shining child sprang forth—it was possible; and all that we know of earth
depth is four miles of her eight thousand.
What is there at the heart of earth? What of that radiant unknown element upon the moon mount
Tycho? What of that element unknown to us as part of earth which is seen only in the corona of
the sun at eclipse that we call coronium? Yet the earth is child of the sun as the moon is earth’s
daughter. And what of that other unknown element we find glowing green in the far-flung
nebulae—green as that we had just passed through—and that we call nebulium? Yet the sun is
child of the nebulae as the earth is child of the sun and the moon is child of the earth.
And what miracles are there in coronium and nebulium which, as the child of nebula and sun, we
inherit? Yes—and in Tycho’s enigma which came from earth heart?
We were flashing down to earth heart! And what miracles were hidden there?
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