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This textbook includes openly licensed and public domain material both required and supplementary for
this course: written short stories, audio books, PDFs, radio shows, short films, images, and articles.

The Table of Contents will list all most required readings some of which will be in the print coursepack
(purchase at the Bookstore) and some will be only available online. Please check the syllabus to see
where each reading is located. Other places to find course material: course CANVAS site, English 136
Course Packet, class handouts, and books that you have purchased for this course. You may also find
some material just by searching for the author and title online.

Some of the online material will have print options, and it is recommended that you print this material
for class (see instructions for each text). However, some of this material will only be viewable online.
We will have lab days that correspond to this material, but feel free to bring laptops and smart devices
to class.

Feel free to direct any questions or concerns that cannot be answered by other course material to your
instructor.

Best Practices Reading Online

How to Navigate this Textbook

Just so you all are aware, I am not the most tech savvy person out there (I lean more toward pastoral
fantasy than tech heavy sci fi). This textbook is also an experiment that WCC is trying out for the first
time this quarter, so I may not have all the answers for you right away when it comes to navigating and
using all the features of this online textbook, but don’t hesitate to ask me or other classmates how to do
something, and please share any tricks or treasures you find during the quarter. I can always add new
material.

Here is what I know so far:

Like CANVAS, the navigation bar is on the left hand side of screen, there is a top left
navigation bar that will take you back to the title page of the textbook.
You have access to the Table of Contents from the title page, and you can just click on the links
there to take you right to a text
Play around, and report if you find anything interesting!
If you need tech help with this textbook and I am not available, email Ro McKernan, the
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librarian that is co-administrator for this textbook. And Don’t Panic!
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About Your Instructor

Amanda Martin
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Hi all! Love

http://librarywp.whatcom.edu/press/engl136martin/wp-content/uploads/sites/3/2015/09/faerieworlds20073.jpg


xvii

to have you in the resurrected English 136: Science Fiction & Fantasy this quarter! A bit about me: I
teach  English  composition,  English  literature,  Humanities  101,  and  the  odd  Honors  Seminar  on
monsters and monster theory at Whatcom Community College. I received my graduate degree from
WWU, and was lucky to have a group of faculty there delighted to give me feedback on my Master’s
Thesis about Victorian female werewolves. I’ve always been a science fiction and fantasy fan, and
wanted to keep that delight going by focusing on authors and texts you might not be familiar with,
though I have also selected some classics, too. My main aim in making this anthology was to include
texts that show:

a diversity of authors in terms of race, religion, and gender,1.
the large swath of time and early historical influences of the genres,2.
representative examples of particular sci fi and fantasy subgenres,3.
texts that became pivotal in the evolution of the genres and society in general, and4.
how awesome these genres really are in terms of plumbing the depths of what is possible, what5.
is ethical, and what is human(e).

I hope you enjoy the show!
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Don’t Panic – Use the Library

Full-Text access to

Fantasy & Science Fiction Magazine (Jan. 1994 – Present)

 

 

https://mywcc.whatcom.edu/OnlineResources/LibraryDatabases.aspx?DirectURL=http%3a%2f%2fsearch.ebscohost.com%2flogin.aspx%3fdirect%3dtrue%26db%3daph%26jid%3dFSF%26site%3dehost-live
https://mywcc.whatcom.edu/OnlineResources/LibraryDatabases.aspx?DirectURL=http%3a%2f%2fsearch.ebscohost.com%2flogin.aspx%3fdirect%3dtrue%26db%3daph%26jid%3dFSF%26site%3dehost-live
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Analog Science Fiction & Fact (Nov. 1997 – Present)

 

 

Both these magazines have many many stories in them and are well worth the time to browse through.

Collections of non-fiction scholarly writing

The Wesleyan Early Classics of Science Fiction Series

Liverpool Science Fiction Texts and Studies “Liverpool Science Fiction Texts and Studies is one of the
world’s leading series in science fiction criticism.”

or research literary criticism about Science Fiction & Fantasy in our EBSCO eBook Collection

Some online literary journals & websites

Journal of Science Fiction – New peer reviewed journal.
Clarkesworld Magazine – Hugo award-winner science fiction and fantasy magazine.
Science Fiction Studies (from Depauw University)
Bean Free Library – Anyone who wishes can read these titles online — no conditions, no strings
attached. Fiction & Non-Fiction. Woman authors, man authors, POC authors. Read online or
download.
Tor.com Prose: Original short fiction published on Tor.com. Top names in Fantasy & Sci-Fi field

Some online academic books & articles

Visions: Essays on Early Science Fiction (Google Book, may lock you out with too much use)

https://mywcc.whatcom.edu/OnlineResources/LibraryDatabases.aspx?DirectURL=http://search.proquest.com.hope.whatcom.edu/publication/34667
https://mywcc.whatcom.edu/OnlineResources/LibraryDatabases.aspx?DirectURL=http://search.proquest.com.hope.whatcom.edu/publication/34667
https://mywcc.whatcom.edu/OnlineResources/LibraryDatabases.aspx?DirectURL=http%3a%2f%2fsearch.ebscohost.com%2flogin.aspx%3fdirect%3dtrue%26db%3dnlebk%26bquery%3dSE%2b%2526quot%253bThe%2bWesleyan%2bEarly%2bClassics%2bof%2bScience%2bFiction%2bSeries%2526quot%253b%26type%3d1%26site%3dehost-live%26scope%3dsite
https://mywcc.whatcom.edu/OnlineResources/LibraryDatabases.aspx?DirectURL=http%3a%2f%2fsearch.ebscohost.com%2flogin.aspx%3fdirect%3dtrue%26db%3dnlebk%26bquery%3dSE%2b%2526quot%253bLiverpool%2bScience%2bFiction%2bTexts%2band%2bStudies%2526quot%253b%26type%3d1%26site%3dehost-live%26scope%3dsite
https://mywcc.whatcom.edu/OnlineResources/LibraryDatabases.aspx?DirectURL=http%3a%2f%2fsearch.ebscohost.com%2flogin.aspx%3fdirect%3dtrue%26db%3dnlebk%26bquery%3dZK%2b%2526quot%253bLITERARY%2bCRITICISM%2b%252f%2bScience%2bFiction%2b%2526amp%253b%2bFantasy%2526quot%253b%26type%3d1%26site%3dehost-live%26scope%3dsite
http://publish.lib.umd.edu/scifi/issue/current
http://clarkesworldmagazine.com/
http://www.depauw.edu/sfs/index.htm
https://www.baenebooks.com/catalog/category/view/s/free-library/id/2012
http://www.tor.com/stories/prose
https://books.google.com/books?id=13C7AwAAQBAJ&pg=PA429&lpg=PA429&dq=thomas+bredehoft+origin+stories&source=bl&ots=yMA8Lp52TT&sig=O5yualT4FN2sYJZpefVrPXvCyYU&hl=en&sa=X&ved=0ahUKEwi7t8ayo_vKAhVV72MKHQuvCUMQ6AEILzAD#v=onepage&q=thomas%20bredehoft%20origin%20stories&f=false
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Or play a game (but Don’t Panic!)

http://bbc.in/1m0bFfi
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Science Fiction Introduction

Start with “Eight Short Science-Fiction Stories” from the New Yorker.

Read this well-written Wikipedia page on SF history. We’ll get into more throughout the quarter:

History of science fiction – Wikipedia, the free encyclopedia

“Toward a New Fantastic: Stop Calling It Science Fiction” By Joshua Adam Anderson. Los
Angeles Review of Books, DECEMBER 24, 2015.

http://www.newyorker.com/magazine/2015/09/14/eight-short-science-fiction-stories
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/History_of_science_fiction
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/History_of_science_fiction
https://lareviewofbooks.org/article/toward-a-new-fantastic-stop-calling-it-science-fiction/
https://disqus.com/home/forums/lareviewofbooks/
https://disqus.com/home/forums/lareviewofbooks/
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Aye, and Gomorrah. . .
(1967)

SAMUEL DELANY

WayBack Machine html

 

This  short  story  from Samuel  R.  Delany  is  from the  WayBack Machine  archive.  The quality  and
formatting isn’t the best, but that’s the price we have to pay for freedom(ain).

There are times when yelling and helling won’t fill the lack. There are times when you must walk by
yourself because it hurts so much to be alone.

Librarian Note

http://web.archive.org/web/20080430172913/http://www.scifi.com/scifiction/classics/classics_archive/delany3/delany31.html
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Original publication details: December 1967, published in Dangerous Visions, edited by Harlan Ellison.

Works by Samuel R. Delany at Project Gutenberg
Audiobooks by Samuel R. Delany at LibriVox

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File%3ALoz_delany_2015.png
https://www.gutenberg.org/ebooks/author/41419
http://librivox.org/author/6181
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The Library also provides full-text access to some additional books by Delany, including:

The Jewel-Hinged Jaw: Notes on the Language of Science Fiction
Starboard Wine: More Notes on the Language of Science Fiction
Plus plenty more journal articles.

 

https://mywcc.whatcom.edu/OnlineResources/LibraryDatabases.aspx?DirectURL=http%3a%2f%2fsearch.ebscohost.com%2flogin.aspx%3fdirect%3dtrue%26db%3dnlebk%26AN%3d370632%26site%3dehost-live%26scope%3dsite
https://mywcc.whatcom.edu/OnlineResources/LibraryDatabases.aspx?DirectURL=http%3a%2f%2fsearch.ebscohost.com%2flogin.aspx%3fdirect%3dtrue%26db%3dnlebk%26AN%3d437457%26site%3dehost-live%26scope%3dsite
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Bloodchild
(1984)

OCTAVIA BUTLER

Read online  (alternative link)

Listen:

An interactive or media element has been excluded from this version of the text. You can view
it online here: http://textbooks.whatcom.edu/engl136hoppe/?p=35

As a young undergraduate taking her first college sci fi course, it was this story that had the most
impact on me. Butler is just a bad ass, and probably one of the best at using SF to question traditional
notions of gender and race.

http://librarywp.whatcom.edu/press/engl136martin/wp-content/uploads/sites/3/2015/11/64px-Book_Silhouette.svg_.png
https://www.washingtonpost.com/wp-srv/style/longterm/books/chap1/bloodchi.htm
http://www.baen.com/Chapters/9781625791191/9781625791191___1.htm
http://textbooks.whatcom.edu/engl136hoppe/?p=35#pb-interactive-content
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Essay Ideas

Check out this short video on the Characteristics of Coming of Age Stories. Using
information from this lecture, explain how “Bloodchild” could be considered a coming of age
story.

Butler has said that “Bloodchild” could be read as a “love story.” What kind(s) of love could
she be referring to? How might Gan’s and/or T’Gatoi’s thoughts and actions be interpreted as
acts of love? What of Gan’s mother?

How do the T’lic as a society and their relationship to the humans complicate traditional
notions of gender and gender roles?

Library Notes

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=QGUTeqBiIPg
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A YouTube element has been excluded from this version of the text. You can view it online
here: http://textbooks.whatcom.edu/engl136hoppe/?p=35

http://textbooks.whatcom.edu/engl136hoppe/?p=35#pb-interactive-content
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A u t h o r

http://librarywp.whatcom.edu/press/engl136martin/wp-content/uploads/sites/3/2016/02/isaac-asimovs-science-fiction-magazine-june-1984-a.jpg
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website: http://octaviabutler.org/

Additional works by Octavia Butler:

Amnesty. Callaloo, Vol. 27, No. 3 (Summer, 2004), pp. 597-615
The Evening and the Morning and the Night. Callaloo, Vol. 14, No. 2 (Spring, 1991), pp.
477-494

“The Book of Martha” – a short story

http://octaviabutler.org/
http://www.jstor.org/stable/3300813?mag=when-science-fiction-becomes-real-octavia-e-butlers-legacy
http://www.jstor.org/stable/2931653?mag=when-science-fiction-becomes-real-octavia-e-butlers-legacy
https://mywcc.whatcom.edu/OnlineResources/LibraryDatabases.aspx?DirectURL=http%3a%2f%2fsearch.ebscohost.com%2flogin.aspx%3fdirect%3dtrue%26db%3daph%26AN%3d15384941%26site%3dehost-live%26scope%3dsite
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“Free libraries: Are they becoming extinct?” – an essay

Interview with Octavia Butler on Charlie Rose:

Part 1
Part 2

Additional Scholarship about Octavia Butler:

“Loving the Other in Science Fiction by Women” in the Journal of Science Fiction.

“A New Biological Citizenship: Posthumanism in Octavia Butler’s Fledgling” – Academic article (Modern
fiction studies, Nayar, Pramod yr:2012 vol:58 iss:4 pg:796 -817)

https://mywcc.whatcom.edu/OnlineResources/LibraryDatabases.aspx?DirectURL=http%3a%2f%2fsearch.ebscohost.com%2flogin.aspx%3fdirect%3dtrue%26db%3daph%26AN%3d9306250119%26site%3dehost-live%26scope%3dsite
https://mywcc.whatcom.edu/OnlineResources/LibraryDatabases.aspx?DirectURL=http%3a%2f%2fsearch.ebscohost.com%2flogin.aspx%3fdirect%3dtrue%26db%3daph%26AN%3d9306250119%26site%3dehost-live%26scope%3dsite
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=66pu-Miq4tk
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=W1W9CNwl2e8
http://publish.lib.umd.edu/scifi/article/view/250/22
https://mywcc.whatcom.edu/OnlineResources/LibraryDatabases.aspx?DirectURL=http://search.proquest.com.hope.whatcom.edu/docview/1288618240?accountid=2906
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In Memoriam: Octavia E. Butler (1947-2006). Gregory Hampton. Callaloo , Vol. 29, No. 2 (Spring, 2006),
pp. 245-248.

Remembering Octavia Butler: an Interview with Juan Diaz by Scott Timberg. Salon. Tuesday, Jan 10,
2017 03:59 PM PST.

Extras:

Radio Imagination: Artists and Writers in the Archive of Octavia E. Butler Feb 2016–Jan 2017

This clip starts off with Robert Silverberg, then Karen Joy Fowler and Octavia Butler discuss how more
women writers began writing science fiction in the 1970s:

A YouTube element has been excluded from this version of the text. You can view it online
here: http://textbooks.whatcom.edu/engl136hoppe/?p=35

http://www.jstor.org/stable/3805596?mag=when-science-fiction-becomes-real-octavia-e-butlers-legacy
https://www.salon.com/2017/01/10/remembering-octavia-butler-this-country-views-people-like-butler-and-like-oscar-as-aliens-and-treats-people-like-us-like-we-are-from-another-planet/
http://www.salon.com/writer/scott_timberg/
https://clockshop.org/project/radio-imagination/
http://textbooks.whatcom.edu/engl136hoppe/?p=35#pb-interactive-content
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“OB Book Display” CC BY 4.0 by Whatcom Community College
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Burning Chrome

 Original magazine short story (OMNI July 1982)

Along with Stephenson, Gibson is one of the founders of the subgenre of cyberpunk. Jack in for a while
and enjoy this story, and if you do, try his most famous work, Neuromancer.

Notes from the Library

The Classics: Burning Chrome A bittersweet reminder of how technology changes who we are.
By Adi Robertson. Nov 3, 2012.

https://web.archive.org/web/20161024184802/http://www.williamflew.com/omni46b.html
https://www.theverge.com/2012/11/3/3594618/the-classics-burning-chrome
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Chippoke Na Gomi
(1989)

MISHA NOGHA

http://librarywp.whatcom.edu/press/engl136martin/wp-content/uploads/sites/3/2015/11/stop-coursepacks.png
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Aside from cyberpunk, the late 1980s and 1990s experienced something that doesn’t quite have a name
in the great progression of SF history. Writer’s like Nogha, and a few others, are ushering in something
new for the 21st century.

 

 

Librarian Note
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A u t h o r s

http://www.mishanogha.com/
http://www.mishanogha.com/
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Homepage

Interview: Misha Nogha and the Weird (2012)

 

 

http://www.mishanogha.com/
http://weirdfictionreview.com/2012/11/interview-misha-nogha-and-the-weird/
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eyes I dare not meet in dreams

Read online

 

Notes from the Library

Short Story: Shape Without Form, Shade Without Color

https://www.tor.com/2017/06/14/eyes-i-dare-not-meet-in-dreams/
https://www.tor.com/2017/05/31/shape-without-form-shade-without-color/
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Frankenstein Chapter 5
(1818)

MARY SHELLEY

Shelley, of course, started the modern genre of science fiction with her famous novel, and introduced a
whole new mythology into human thought.

Audio alternatives:

Chapter 5
Whole book

Chapter 5

Steel engraving for frontispiece to the
revised edition of Frankenstein by Mary
Shelley, published by Colburn and Bentley,
London 1831.

IT WAS on a dreary night of November that I beheld the accomplishment of my toils. With an anxiety
that almost amounted to agony, collected the instruments of life around me, that I might infuse a spark
of being into the lifeless thing that lay at my feet. It was already one in the morning; the rain pattered

http://ia800501.us.archive.org/34/items/frankenstein_1107_librivox/frankenstein_05_shelley.mp3
https://librivox.org/frankenstein-by-mary-shelley/
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File%3AFrontispiece_to_Frankenstein_1831.jpg
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dismally against the panes, and my candle was nearly burnt out, when, by the glimmer of the half-
extinguished light, I saw the dull yellow eye of the creature open; it breathed hard, and a convulsive
motion agitated its limbs.

How can I describe my emotions at this catastrophe, or how delineate the wretch whom with such
infinite pains and care I had endeavoured to form? His limbs were in proportion, and I had selected his
features as beautiful. Beautiful! — Great God! His yellow skin scarcely covered the work of muscles and
arteries beneath; his hair was of a lustrous black, and flowing; his teeth of a pearly whiteness; but these
luxuriances only formed a more horrid contrast with his watery eyes, that seemed almost of the same
colour as the dun white sockets in which they were set, his shrivelled complexion and straight black
lips.

The different accidents of life are not so changeable as the feelings of human nature. I had worked hard
for nearly two years, for the sole purpose of infusing life into an inanimate body. For this I had deprived
myself of rest and health. I had desired it with an ardour that far exceeded moderation; but now that I
had finished, the beauty of the dream vanished, and breathless horror and disgust filled my heart.
Unable to endure the aspect of the being I had created, I rushed out of the room, continued a long time
traversing my bed chamber, unable to compose my mind to sleep. At length lassitude succeeded to the
tumult I had before endured; and I threw myself on the bed in my clothes, endeavouring to seek a few
moments of forgetfulness. But it was in vain: I slept, indeed, but I was disturbed by the wildest dreams.
I thought I saw Elizabeth, in the bloom of health, walking in the streets of Ingolstadt. Delighted and
surprised, I embraced her; but as I imprinted the first kiss on her lips, they became livid with the hue of
death; her features appeared to change, and I thought that I held the corpse of my dead mother in my
arms; a shroud enveloped her form, and I saw the grave-worms crawling in the folds of the flannel. I
started from my sleep with horror; a cold dew covered my forehead, my teeth chattered, and every limb
became convulsed: when, by the dim and yellow light of the moon, as it forced its way through the
window shutters, I beheld the wretch — the miserable monster whom I had created. He held up the
curtain of the bed and his eyes, if eyes they may be called, were fixed on me. His jaws opened, and he
muttered some inarticulate sounds, while a grin wrinkled his cheeks. He might have spoken, but I did
not hear; one hand was stretched out, seemingly to detain me, but I escaped, and rushed down stairs. I
took refuge in the courtyard belonging to the house which I inhabited; where I remained during the rest
of the night, walking up and down in the greatest agitation, listening attentively, catching and fearing
each sound as if it were to announce the approach of the demoniacal corpse to which I had so miserably
given life.

Oh! no mortal could support the horror of that countenance. A mummy again endued with animation
could not be so hideous as that wretch. I had gazed on him while unfinished he was ugly then; but when
those muscles and joints were rendered capable of motion, it became a thing such as even Dante could
not have conceived.

I passed the night wretchedly. Sometimes my pulse beat so quickly and hardly that I felt the palpitation
of every artery; at others, I nearly sank to the ground through languor and extreme weakness. Mingled
with this horror, I felt the bitterness of disappointment; dreams that had been my food and pleasant rest
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for so long a space were now become a hell to me; and the change was so rapid, the overthrow so
complete!

Morning, dismal and wet, at length dawned, and discovered to my sleepless and aching eyes the church
of Ingolstadt, white steeple and clock, which indicated the sixth hour. The porter opened the gates of
the court, which had that night been my asylum, and I issued into the streets, pacing them with quick
steps, as if I sought to avoid the wretch whom I feared every turning of the street would present to my
view. I did not dare return to the apartment which I inhabited, but felt impelled to hurry on, although
drenched by the rain which poured from a black and comfortless sky.

I continued walking in this manner for some time, endeavouring, by bodily exercise, to ease the load
that weighed upon my mind. I traversed the streets, without any clear conception of where I was, or
what I was doing. My heart palpitated in the sickness of fear; and I hurried on with irregular steps, not
daring to look about me:-

“Like one who, on a lonely road,
Doth walk in fear and dread,

And, having once turned round, walks on,
And turns no more his head;

Because he knows a frightful fiend
Doth close behind him tread.”Coleridge's Ancient Mariner

Continuing thus, I came at length opposite to the inn at which the various diligences and carriages
usually stopped. Here I paused, I knew not why; but I remained some minutes with my eyes fixed on a
coach that was coming towards me from the other end of the street. As it drew nearer, I observed that it
was the Swiss diligence: it  stopped just where I  was standing, and, on the door being opened, I
perceived Henry Clerval, who, on seeing me, instantly sprung out. “My dear Frankenstein,” exclaimed
he, “how glad I am to see you! how fortunate that you should be here at the very moment of my
alighting!”

Nothing could equal my delight on seeing Clerval; his presence brought back to my thoughts my father,
Elizabeth, and all those scenes of home so dear to my recollection. I grasped his hand, and in a moment
forgot my horror and misfortune; I felt suddenly, and for the first time during many months, calm and
serene joy. I welcomed my friend, therefore, in the most cordial manner, and we walked towards my
college. Clerval continued talking for some time about our mutual friends, and his own good fortune in
being permitted to come to Ingolstadt. “You may easily believe,” said he, “how great was the difficulty
to persuade my father that all necessary knowledge was not comprised in the noble art of bookkeeping;
and, indeed, I believe I left him incredulous to the last, for his constant answer to my unwearied
entreaties was the same as that of the Dutch school-master in the Vicar of Wakefield: — ‘I have ten
thousand florins a year without Greek, I eat heartily without Greek.’ But his affection for me at length
overcame his dislike of learning, and he has permitted me to undertake a voyage of discovery to the
land of knowledge.”

“It  gives  me the greatest  delight  to  see you;  but  tell  me how you left  my father,  brothers,  and

http://www.poetryfoundation.org/poem/173253
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Elizabeth.”

“Very well, and very happy, only a little uneasy that they hear from you so seldom. By the by, I mean to
lecture you a little upon their account myself. — But, my dear Frankenstein,” continued he, stopping
short, and gazing full in my face, “I did not before remark how very ill you appear; so thin and pale; you
look as if you had been watching for several nights.”

“You have guessed right; I have lately been so deeply engaged in one occupation that I have not allowed
myself sufficient rest, as you see: but I hope, I sincerely hope, that all these employments are now at an
end, and that I am at length free.”

I trembled excessively; I could not endure to think of, and far less to allude to, the occurrences of the
preceding night. I walked with a quick pace, and we soon arrived at my college. I then reflected, and
the thought made me shiver, that the creature whom I had left in my apartment might still be there,
alive, and walking about. I dreaded to behold this monster; but I feared still more that Henry should see
him. Entreating him, therefore, to remain a few minutes at the bottom of the stairs, I darted up towards
my own room. My hand was already on the lock of the door before I recollected myself I then paused;
and a cold shivering came over me. I threw the door forcibly open, as children are accustomed to do
when they expect a spectre to stand in waiting for them on the other side; but nothing appeared. I
stepped fearfully in: the apartment was empty; and my bedroom was also freed from its hideous guest. I
could hardly believe that so great a good fortune could have befallen me; but when I became assured
that my enemy had indeed fled, I clapped my hands for joy, and ran down to Clerval.

We ascended into my room, and the servant presently brought breakfast; but I was unable to contain
myself It was not joy only that possessed me; I felt my flesh tingle with excess of sensitiveness, and my
pulse beat rapidly. I was unable to remain for a single instant in the same place; I jumped over the
chairs, clapped my hands, and laughed aloud. Clerval at first attributed my unusual spirits to joy on his
arrival; but when he observed me more attentively he saw a wildness in my eyes for which he could not
account; and my loud, unrestrained, heartless laughter frightened and astonished him.

“My dear Victor,” cried he, “what, for God’s sake, is the matter? Do not laugh in that manner. How ill
you are! What is the cause of all this?”

“Do not ask me,” cried I, putting my hands before my eyes for I thought I saw the dreaded spectre glide
into the room; “he can tell.  — Oh, save me! save me!” I imagined that the monster seized me; I
struggled furiously, and fell down in a fit.

Poor Clerval! what must have been his feelings? A meeting, which he anticipated with such joy, so
strangely turned to bitterness. But I was not the witness of his grief, for I was lifeless, and did not
recover my senses for a long, long time.

This was the commencement of a nervous fever, which confined me for several months. During all that
time Henry was my only nurse. I afterwards learned that, knowing my father’s advanced age, and
unfitness for so long a journey, and how wretched my sickness would make Elizabeth, he spared them
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this grief by concealing the extent of my disorder. He knew that I could not have a more kind and
attentive nurse than himself; and, firm in the hope he felt of my recovery, he did not doubt that, instead
of doing harm, he performed the kindest action that he could towards them.

But I was in reality very ill; and surely nothing but the unbounded and unremitting attentions of my
friend could have restored me to life. The form of the monster on whom I had bestowed existence was
forever before my eyes, and I raved incessantly concerning him. Doubtless my words surprised Henry:
he at first believed them to be the wanderings of my disturbed imagination; but the pertinacity with
which I continually recurred to the same subject, persuaded him that my disorder indeed owed its
origin to some uncommon and terrible event.

By very slow degrees, and with frequent relapses that alarmed and grieved my friend, I recovered. I
remember the first time I became capable of observing outward objects with any kind of pleasure, I
perceived that the fallen leaves had disappeared, and that the young buds were shooting forth from the
trees  that  shaded my window.  It  was a  divine spring;  and the season contributed greatly  to  my
convalescence. I felt also sentiments of joy and affection revive in my bosom; my gloom disappeared,
and in a short time I became as cheerful as before I was attacked by the fatal passion.

“Dearest Clerval,” exclaimed I, “how kind, how very good you are to me. This whole winter, instead of
being spent in study, as you promised yourself, has been consumed in my sick room. How shall I ever
repay you? I feel the greatest remorse for the disappointment of which I have been the occasion; but
you will forgive me.”

“You will repay me entirely if you do not discompose yourself, but get well as fast as you can; and since
you appear in such good spirits, I may speak to you on one subject, may I not?”

I trembled. One subject! what could it be? Could he allude to an object on whom I dared not even think?

“Compose yourself,” said Clerval, who observed my change of colour, “I will not mention it, if it agitates
you; but your father and cousin would be very happy if they received a letter from you in your own
handwriting. They hardly know how ill you have been, and are uneasy at your long silence.”

“Is that all, my dear Henry? How could you suppose that my first thoughts would not fly towards those
dear, dear friends whom I love, and who are so deserving of my love.”

“If this is your present temper, my friend, you will perhaps be glad to see a letter that has been lying
here some days for you; it is from your cousin, I believe.”

Librarian Note

Scholarship is vast on this topic.  Here are some choice highlights:

Frankenstein: Graveyards, Scientific Experiments and Bodysnatchers
Ruth Richardson shows how Mary Shelley’s Frankenstein, written as a result of a challenge to compose

http://www.bl.uk/romantics-and-victorians/articles/frankenstein-graveyards-scientific-experiments-and-bodysnatchers
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a ghost story, was influenced by thoughts of death, scientific experimentation and Gothic tales.
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The Game of Rat and Dragon
(1955)

CORDWAINER SMITH
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reading the story?
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The Game of Rat and Dragon

By CORDWAINER SMITH

Only partners could fight this deadliest of
wars—and the one way to dissolve the
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partnership was to be personally dissolved!

THE TABLE

Pinlighting is a hell of a way to earn a living. Underhill was furious as he closed the door behind himself.
It didn’t make much sense to wear a uniform and look like a soldier if people didn’t appreciate what you
did.

He sat down in his chair, laid his head back in the headrest and pulled the helmet down over his
forehead.

As he waited for the pin-set to warm up, he remembered the girl in the outer corridor. She had looked
at it, then looked at him scornfully.

“Meow.” That was all she had said. Yet it had cut him like a knife.

What did she think he was—a fool, a loafer, a uniformed nonentity? Didn’t she know that for every half
hour of pinlighting, he got a minimum of two months’ recuperation in the hospital?

By now the set was warm. He felt the squares of space around him, sensed himself at the middle of an
immense grid, a cubic grid, full of nothing. Out in that nothingness, he could sense the hollow aching
horror of space itself and could feel the terrible anxiety which his mind encountered whenever it met
the faintest trace of inert dust.

As he relaxed, the comforting solidity of the Sun, the clock-work of the familiar planets and the Moon
rang in on him. Our own solar system was as charming and as simple as an ancient cuckoo clock filled
with familiar ticking and with reassuring noises. The odd little moons of Mars swung around their
planet like frantic mice, yet their regularity was itself an assurance that all was well. Far above the
plane of the ecliptic, he could feel half a ton of dust more or less drifting outside the lanes of human
travel.

Here there was nothing to fight, nothing to challenge the mind, to tear the living soul out of a body with
its roots dripping in effluvium as tangible as blood.

Nothing ever moved in on the Solar System. He could wear the pin-set forever and be nothing more
than a sort of  telepathic astronomer,  a man who could feel  the hot,  warm protection of  the Sun
throbbing and burning against his living mind.

Woodley came in.

“Same old ticking world,” said Underhill. “Nothing to report. No wonder they didn’t develop the pin-set
until they began to planoform. Down here with the hot Sun around us, it feels so good and so quiet. You
can feel everything spinning and turning. It’s nice and sharp and compact. It’s sort of like sitting around
home.”
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Woodley grunted. He was not much given to flights of fantasy.

Undeterred, Underhill went on, “It must have been pretty good to have been an Ancient Man. I wonder
why they burned up their world with war. They didn’t have to planoform. They didn’t have to go out to
earn their livings among the stars. They didn’t have to dodge the Rats or play the Game. They couldn’t
have invented pinlighting because they didn’t have any need of it, did they, Woodley?”

Woodley grunted, “Uh-huh.” Woodley was twenty-six years old and due to retire in one more year. He
already had a farm picked out. He had gotten through ten years of hard work pinlighting with the best
of them. He had kept his sanity by not thinking very much about his job, meeting the strains of the task
whenever he had to meet them and thinking nothing more about his duties until the next emergency
arose.

Woodley never made a point of getting popular among the Partners. None of the Partners liked him very
much. Some of them even resented him. He was suspected of thinking ugly thoughts of the Partners on
occasion,  but  since  none  of  the  Partners  ever  thought  a  complaint  in  articulate  form,  the  other
pinlighters and the Chiefs of the Instrumentality left him alone.

Underhill was still full of the wonder of their job. Happily he babbled on, “What does happen to us when
we planoform? Do you think it’s sort of like dying? Did you ever see anybody who had his soul pulled
out?”

“Pulling souls is just a way of talking about it,” said Woodley. “After all these years, nobody knows
whether we have souls or not.”

“But I saw one once. I saw what Dogwood looked like when he came apart. There was something funny.
It looked wet and sort of sticky as if it were bleeding and it went out of him—and you know what they
did to Dogwood? They took him away, up in that part of the hospital where you and I never go—way up
at the top part where the others are, where the others always have to go if they are alive after the Rats
of the Up-and-Out have gotten them.”

Woodley sat down and lit an ancient pipe. He was burning something called tobacco in it. It was a dirty
sort of habit, but it made him look very dashing and adventurous.

“Look here, youngster. You don’t have to worry about that stuff. Pinlighting is getting better all the
time. The Partners are getting better. I’ve seen them pinlight two Rats forty-six million miles apart in
one and a half milliseconds. As long as people had to try to work the pin-sets themselves, there was
always the chance that with a minimum of four hundred milliseconds for the human mind to set a
pinlight, we wouldn’t light the Rats up fast enough to protect our planoforming ships. The Partners have
changed all that. Once they get going, they’re faster than Rats. And they always will be. I know it’s not
easy, letting a Partner share your mind—”

“It’s not easy for them, either,” said Underhill.

“Don’t  worry about them. They’re not  human.  Let  them take care of  themselves.  I’ve seen more
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pinlighters go crazy from monkeying around with Partners than I have ever seen caught by the Rats.
How many do you actually know of them that got grabbed by Rats?”

Underhill looked down at his fingers, which shone green and purple in the vivid light thrown by the
tuned-in pin-set, and counted ships. The thumb for the Andromeda, lost with crew and passengers, the
index finger and the middle finger for Release Ships 43 and 56, found with their pin-sets burned out and
every man, woman, and child on board dead or insane. The ring finger, the little finger, and the thumb
of the other hand were the first three battleships to be lost to the Rats—lost as people realized that
there was something out there underneath space itself which was alive, capricious and malevolent.

Planoforming was sort of funny. It felt like like—

Like nothing much.

Like the twinge of a mild electric shock.

Like the ache of a sore tooth bitten on for the first time.

Like a slightly painful flash of light against the eyes.

Yet in that time, a forty-thousand-ton ship lifting free above Earth disappeared somehow or other into
two dimensions and appeared half a light-year or fifty light-years off.

At one moment, he would be sitting in the Fighting Room, the pin-set ready and the familiar Solar
System ticking around inside his head. For a second or a year (he could never tell how long it really
was, subjectively), the funny little flash went through him and then he was loose in the Up-and-Out, the
terrible open spaces between the stars, where the stars themselves felt like pimples on his telepathic
mind and the planets were too far away to be sensed or read.

Somewhere in this outer space, a gruesome death awaited, death and horror of a kind which Man had
never encountered until he reached out for inter-stellar space itself. Apparently the light of the suns
kept the Dragons away.

Dragons. That was what people called them. To ordinary people, there was nothing, nothing except the
shiver of planoforming and the hammer blow of sudden death or the dark spastic note of lunacy
descending into their minds.

But to the telepaths, they were Dragons.

In the fraction of a second between the telepaths’ awareness of a hostile something out in the black,
hollow nothingness of space and the impact of a ferocious, ruinous psychic blow against all living things
within the ship, the telepaths had sensed entities something like the Dragons of ancient human lore,
beasts more clever than beasts, demons more tangible than demons, hungry vortices of aliveness and
hate compounded by unknown means out of the thin tenuous matter between the stars.
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It took a surviving ship to bring back the news—a ship in which, by sheer chance, a telepath had a light
beam ready, turning it out at the innocent dust so that, within the panorama of his mind, the Dragon
dissolved into nothing at all and the other passengers, themselves non-telepathic, went about their way
not realizing that their own immediate deaths had been averted.

From then on, it was easy—almost.

Planoforming ships always carried telepaths. Telepaths had their sensitiveness enlarged to an immense
range by the pin-sets, which were telepathic amplifiers adapted to the mammal mind. The pin-sets in
turn were electronically geared into small dirigible light bombs. Light did it.

Light broke up the Dragons, allowed the ships to reform three-dimensionally, skip, skip, skip, as they
moved from star to star.

The odds suddenly moved down from a hundred to one against mankind to sixty to forty in mankind’s
favor.

This was not enough. The telepaths were trained to become ultrasensitive, trained to become aware of
the Dragons in less than a millisecond.

But it was found that the Dragons could move a million miles in just under two milliseconds and that
this was not enough for the human mind to activate the light beams.

Attempts had been made to sheath the ships in light at all times.

This defense wore out.

As  mankind learned about  the  Dragons,  so  too,  apparently,  the  Dragons learned about  mankind.
Somehow they flattened their own bulk and came in on extremely flat trajectories very quickly.

Intense light  was needed,  light  of  sunlike intensity.  This  could be provided only  by light  bombs.
Pinlighting came into existence.

Pinlighting consisted of the detonation of ultra-vivid miniature photonuclear bombs, which converted a
few ounces of a magnesium isotope into pure visible radiance.

The odds kept coming down in mankind’s favor, yet ships were being lost.

It became so bad that people didn’t even want to find the ships because the rescuers knew what they
would see. It was sad to bring back to Earth three hundred bodies ready for burial and two hundred or
three hundred lunatics, damaged beyond repair, to be wakened, and fed, and cleaned, and put to sleep,
wakened and fed again until their lives were ended.

Telepaths tried to reach into the minds of the psychotics who had been damaged by the Dragons, but
they found nothing there beyond vivid spouting columns of fiery terror bursting from the primordial id
itself, the volcanic source of life.
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Then came the Partners.

Man and Partner could do together what Man could not do alone. Men had the intellect. Partners had
the speed.

The Partners rode their tiny craft, no larger than footballs, outside the spaceships. They planoformed
with the ships. They rode beside them in their six-pound craft ready to attack.

The tiny ships of  the Partners were swift.  Each carried a dozen pinlights,  bombs no bigger than
thimbles.

The pinlighters threw the Partners—quite literally threw—by means of mind-to-firing relays direct at the
Dragons.

What seemed to be Dragons to the human mind appeared in the form of gigantic Rats in the minds of
the Partners.

Out in the pitiless nothingness of space, the Partners’ minds responded to an instinct as old as life. The
Partners attacked, striking with a speed faster than Man’s, going from attack to attack until the Rats or
themselves were destroyed. Almost all the time, it was the Partners who won.

With the safety of the inter-stellar skip, skip, skip of the ships, commerce increased immensely, the
population of all the colonies went up, and the demand for trained Partners increased.

Underhill and Woodley were a part of the third generation of pinlighters and yet, to them, it seemed as
though their craft had endured forever.

Gearing space into minds by means of the pin-set, adding the Partners to those minds, keying up the
mind for the tension of a fight on which all depended—this was more than human synapses could stand
for long. Underhill needed his two months’ rest after half an hour of fighting. Woodley needed his
retirement after ten years of service. They were young. They were good. But they had limitations.

So much depended on the choice of Partners, so much on the sheer luck of who drew whom.

 

THE SHUFFLE

Father Moontree and the little girl named West entered the room. They were the other two pinlighters.
The human complement of the Fighting Room was now complete.

Father Moontree was a red-faced man of forty-five who had lived the peaceful life of a farmer until he
reached his fortieth year. Only then, belatedly, did the authorities find he was telepathic and agree to
let him late in life enter upon the career of pinlighter. He did well at it, but he was fantastically old for
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this kind of business.

Father Moontree looked at the glum Woodley and the musing Underhill. “How’re the youngsters today?
Ready for a good fight?”

“Father always wants a fight,” giggled the little girl named West. She was such a little little girl. Her
giggle was high and childish. She looked like the last person in the world one would expect to find in
the rough, sharp dueling of pinlighting.

Underhill had been amused one time when he found one of the most sluggish of the Partners coming
away happy from contact with the mind of the girl named West.

Usually the Partners didn’t care much about the human minds with which they were paired for the
journey. The Partners seemed to take the attitude that human minds were complex and fouled up
beyond belief, anyhow. No Partner ever questioned the superiority of the human mind, though very few
of the Partners were much impressed by that superiority.

The Partners liked people. They were willing to fight with them. They were even willing to die for them.
But when a Partner liked an individual the way, for example, that Captain Wow or the Lady May liked
Underhill, the liking had nothing to do with intellect. It was a matter of temperament, of feel.

Underhill knew perfectly well that Captain Wow regarded his, Underhill’s, brains as silly. What Captain
Wow  liked  was  Underhill’s  friendly  emotional  structure,  the  cheerfulness  and  glint  of  wicked
amusement that shot through Underhill’s unconscious thought patterns, and the gaiety with which
Underhill faced danger. The words, the history books, the ideas, the science—Underhill could sense all
that in his own mind, reflected back from Captain Wow’s mind, as so much rubbish.

Miss West looked at Underhill. “I bet you’ve put stickum on the stones.”

“I did not!”

Underhill felt his ears grow red with embarrassment. During his novitiate, he had tried to cheat in the
lottery because he got particularly fond of a special Partner, a lovely young mother named Murr. It was
so much easier to operate with Murr and she was so affectionate toward him that he forgot pinlighting
was hard work and that he was not instructed to have a good time with his Partner. They were both
designed and prepared to go into deadly battle together.

One cheating had been enough. They had found him out and he had been laughed at for years.

Father Moontree picked up the imitation-leather cup and shook the stone dice which assigned them
their Partners for the trip. By senior rights, he took first draw.

He grimaced. He had drawn a greedy old character, a tough old male whose mind was full of slobbering
thoughts of food, veritable oceans full of half-spoiled fish. Father Moontree had once said that he
burped cod liver oil for weeks after drawing that particular glutton, so strongly had the telepathic
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image of fish impressed itself upon his mind. Yet the glutton was a glutton for danger as well as for fish.
He had killed sixty-three Dragons, more than any other Partner in the service, and was quite literally
worth his weight in gold.

The little girl West came next. She drew Captain Wow. When she saw who it was, she smiled.

“I like him,” she said. “He’s such fun to fight with. He feels so nice and cuddly in my mind.”

“Cuddly, hell,” said Woodley. “I’ve been in his mind, too. It’s the most leering mind in this ship, bar
none.”

“Nasty man,” said the little girl. She said it declaratively, without reproach.

Underhill, looking at her, shivered.

He didn’t see how she could take Captain Wow so calmly. Captain Wow’s mind did leer. When Captain
Wow got excited in the middle of a battle, confused images of Dragons, deadly Rats, luscious beds, the
smell of fish, and the shock of space all scrambled together in his mind as he and Captain Wow, their
consciousnesses linked together through the pin-set, became a fantastic composite of human being and
Persian cat.

That’s the trouble with working with cats, thought Underhill. It’s a pity that nothing else anywhere will
serve as Partner. Cats were all right once you got in touch with them telepathically. They were smart
enough to meet the needs of the fight, but their motives and desires were certainly different from those
of humans.

They were companionable enough as long as you thought tangible images at them, but their minds just
closed up and went to sleep when you recited Shakespeare or Colegrove, or if you tried to tell them
what space was.

It was sort of funny realizing that the Partners who were so grim and mature out here in space were the
same cute little animals that people had used as pets for thousands of years back on Earth. He had
embarrassed himself more than once while on the ground saluting perfectly ordinary non-telepathic
cats because he had forgotten for the moment that they were not Partners.

He picked up the cup and shook out his stone dice.

He was lucky—he drew the Lady May.

The Lady May was the most thoughtful Partner he had ever met. In her, the finely bred pedigree mind
of a Persian cat had reached one of its highest peaks of development. She was more complex than any
human woman, but the complexity was all one of emotions, memory, hope and discriminated
experience—experience sorted through without benefit of words.

When he had first come into contact with her mind, he was astonished at its clarity. With her he
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remembered her kittenhood. He remembered every mating experience she had ever had. He saw in a
half-recognizable gallery all the other pinlighters with whom she had been paired for the fight. And he
saw himself radiant, cheerful and desirable.

He even thought he caught the edge of a longing—

A very flattering and yearning thought: What a pity he is not a cat.

Woodley picked up the last stone. He drew what he deserved—a sullen, scared old tomcat with none of
the verve of Captain Wow. Woodley’s Partner was the most animal of all the cats on the ship, a low,
brutish type with a dull mind. Even telepathy had not refined his character. His ears were half chewed
off from the first fights in which he had engaged.

He was a serviceable fighter, nothing more.

Woodley grunted.

Underhill glanced at him oddly. Didn’t Woodley ever do anything but grunt?

Father Moontree looked at the other three. “You might as well get your Partners now. I’ll  let the
Scanner know we’re ready to go into the Up-and-Out.”

 

THE DEAL

Underhill spun the combination lock on the Lady May’s cage. He woke her gently and took her into his
arms. She humped her back luxuriously, stretched her claws, started to purr, thought better of it, and
licked him on the wrist instead. He did not have the pin-set on, so their minds were closed to each
other, but in the angle of her mustache and in the movement of her ears, he caught some sense of
gratification she experienced in finding him as her Partner.

He talked to her in human speech, even though speech meant nothing to a cat when the pin-set was not
on.

“It’s a damn shame, sending a sweet little thing like you whirling around in the coldness of nothing to
hunt for Rats that are bigger and deadlier than all of us put together. You didn’t ask for this kind of
fight, did you?”

For answer, she licked his hand, purred, tickled his cheek with her long fluffy tail, turned around and
faced him, golden eyes shining.

For a moment, they stared at each other, man squatting, cat standing erect on her hind legs, front claws
digging into his knee. Human eyes and cat eyes looked across an immensity which no words could meet,
but which affection spanned in a single glance.
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“Time to get in,” he said.

She walked docilely into her spheroid carrier. She climbed in. He saw to it that her miniature pin-set
rested firmly and comfortably against the base of her brain. He made sure that her claws were padded
so that she could not tear herself in the excitement of battle.

Softly he said to her, “Ready?”

For answer, she preened her back as much as her harness would permit and purred softly within the
confines of the frame that held her.

He slapped down the lid and watched the sealant ooze around the seam. For a few hours, she was
welded into her projectile until a workman with a short cutting arc would remove her after she had
done her duty.

He picked up the entire projectile and slipped it into the ejection tube. He closed the door of the tube,
spun the lock, seated himself in his chair, and put his own pin-set on.

Once again he flung the switch.

He sat in a small room, small, small, warm, warm, the bodies of the other three people moving close
around him, the tangible lights in the ceiling bright and heavy against his closed eyelids.

As the pin-set warmed, the room fell away. The other people ceased to be people and became small
glowing heaps of fire, embers, dark red fire, with the consciousness of life burning like old red coals in a
country fireplace.

As the pin-set warmed a little more, he felt Earth just below him, felt the ship slipping away, felt the
turning Moon as it swung on the far side of the world, felt the planets and the hot, clear goodness of the
Sun which kept the Dragons so far from mankind’s native ground.

Finally, he reached complete awareness.

He was telepathically alive to a range of millions of miles. He felt the dust which he had noticed earlier
high above the ecliptic. With a thrill of warmth and tenderness, he felt the consciousness of the Lady
May pouring over into his own. Her consciousness was as gentle and clear and yet sharp to the taste of
his mind as if it were scented oil. It felt relaxing and reassuring. He could sense her welcome of him. It
was scarcely a thought, just a raw emotion of greeting.

At last they were one again.

In a tiny remote corner of his mind, as tiny as the smallest toy he had ever seen in his childhood, he was
still aware of the room and the ship, and of Father Moontree picking up a telephone and speaking to a
Scanner captain in charge of the ship.

His telepathic mind caught the idea long before his ears could frame the words. The actual sound



Sci-fi & Fantasy Anthology

63

followed the idea the way that thunder on an ocean beach follows the lightning inward from far out over
the seas.

“The Fighting Room is ready. Clear to planoform, sir.”

 

THE PLAY

Underhill was always a little exasperated the way that Lady May experienced things before he did.

He was braced for the quick vinegar thrill of planoforming, but he caught her report of it before his own
nerves could register what happened.

Earth had fallen so far away that he groped for several milliseconds before he found the Sun in the
upper rear right-hand corner of his telepathic mind.

That was a good jump, he thought. This way we’ll get there in four or five skips.

A few hundred miles outside the ship, the Lady May thought back at him, “O warm, O generous, O
gigantic man! O brave, O friendly, O tender and huge Partner! O wonderful with you, with you so good,
good, good, warm, warm, now to fight, now to go, good with you….”

He knew that she was not thinking words, that his mind took the clear amiable babble of her cat
intellect and translated it into images which his own thinking could record and understand.

Neither one of them was absorbed in the game of mutual greetings. He reached out far beyond her
range of perception to see if there was anything near the ship. It was funny how it was possible to do
two things at once. He could scan space with his pin-set mind and yet at the same time catch a vagrant
thought of hers, a lovely, affectionate thought about a son who had had a golden face and a chest
covered with soft, incredibly downy white fur.

While he was still searching, he caught the warning from her.

We jump again!

And so they had. The ship had moved to a second planoform. The stars were different. The Sun was
immeasurably far behind. Even the nearest stars were barely in contact. This was good Dragon country,
this open, nasty, hollow kind of space. He reached farther, faster, sensing and looking for danger, ready
to fling the Lady May at danger wherever he found it.

Terror blazed up in his mind, so sharp, so clear, that it came through as a physical wrench.

The little  girl  named West had found something—something immense,  long,  black,  sharp,  greedy,
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horrific. She flung Captain Wow at it.

Underhill tried to keep his own mind clear. “Watch out!” he shouted telepathically at the others, trying
to move the Lady May around.

At one corner of the battle, he felt the lustful rage of Captain Wow as the big Persian tomcat detonated
lights while he approached the streak of dust which threatened the ship and the people within.

The lights scored near-misses.

The dust flattened itself, changing from the shape of a sting-ray into the shape of a spear.

Not three milliseconds had elapsed.

Father Moontree was talking human words and was saying in a voice that moved like cold molasses out
of a heavy jar, “C-A-P-T-A-I-N.” Underhill knew that the sentence was going to be “Captain, move fast!”

The battle would be fought and finished before Father Moontree got through talking.

Now, fractions of a millisecond later, the Lady May was directly in line.

Here was where the skill and speed of the Partners came in. She could react faster than he. She could
see the threat as an immense Rat coming direct at her.

She could fire the light-bombs with a discrimination which he might miss.

He was connected with her mind, but he could not follow it.

His consciousness absorbed the tearing wound inflicted by the alien enemy. It was like no wound on
Earth—raw, crazy pain which started like a burn at his navel. He began to writhe in his chair.

Actually he had not yet had time to move a muscle when the Lady May struck back at their enemy.

Five evenly spaced photonuclear bombs blazed out across a hundred thousand miles.

The pain in his mind and body vanished.

He felt a moment of fierce, terrible, feral elation running through the mind of the Lady May as she
finished her kill. It was always disappointing to the cats to find out that their enemies whom they
sensed as gigantic space Rats disappeared at the moment of destruction.

Then he felt her hurt, the pain and the fear that swept over both of them as the battle, quicker than the
movement of an eyelid, had come and gone. In the same instant, there came the sharp and acid twinge
of planoform.

Once more the ship went skip.
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He could hear Woodley thinking at him. “You don’t have to bother much. This old son of a gun and I will
take over for a while.”

Twice again the twinge, the skip.

He had no idea where he was until the lights of the Caledonia space board shone below.

With a weariness that lay almost beyond the limits of thought, he threw his mind back into rapport with
the pin-set, fixing the Lady May’s projectile gently and neatly in its launching tube.

She was half dead with fatigue, but he could feel the beat of her heart, could listen to her panting, and
he grasped the grateful edge of a thanks reaching from her mind to his.

 

THE SCORE

They put him in the hospital at Caledonia.

The doctor was friendly but firm. “You actually got touched by that Dragon. That’s as close a shave as
I’ve ever seen. It’s all so quick that it’ll be a long time before we know what happened scientifically, but
I suppose you’d be ready for the insane asylum now if the contact had lasted several tenths of a
millisecond longer. What kind of cat did you have out in front of you?”

Underhill felt the words coming out of him slowly. Words were such a lot of trouble compared with the
speed and the joy of thinking, fast and sharp and clear, mind to mind! But words were all that could
reach ordinary people like this doctor.

His mouth moved heavily as he articulated words, “Don’t call our Partners cats. The right thing to call
them is Partners. They fight for us in a team. You ought to know we call them Partners, not cats. How is
mine?”

“I don’t know,” said the doctor contritely. “We’ll find out for you. Meanwhile, old man, you take it easy.
There’s nothing but rest that can help you. Can you make yourself sleep, or would you like us to give
you some kind of sedative?”

“I can sleep,” said Underhill. “I just want to know about the Lady May.”

The nurse joined in. She was a little antagonistic. “Don’t you want to know about the other people?”

“They’re okay,” said Underhill. “I knew that before I came in here.”

He stretched his arms and sighed and grinned at them. He could see they were relaxing and were
beginning to treat him as a person instead of a patient.
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“I’m all right,” he said. “Just let me know when I can go see my Partner.”

A new thought struck him. He looked wildly at the doctor. “They didn’t send her off with the ship, did
they?”

“I’ll find out right away,” said the doctor. He gave Underhill a reassuring squeeze of the shoulder and
left the room.

The nurse took a napkin off a goblet of chilled fruit juice.

 

Underhill tried to smile at her. There seemed to be something wrong with the girl. He wished she would
go away. First she had started to be friendly and now she was distant again. It’s a nuisance being
telepathic, he thought. You keep trying to reach even when you are not making contact.

Suddenly she swung around on him.

“You pinlighters! You and your damn cats!”

Just as she stamped out, he burst into her mind. He saw himself a radiant hero, clad in his smooth suede
uniform, the pin-set crown shining like ancient royal jewels around his head. He saw his own face,
handsome and masculine, shining out of her mind. He saw himself very far away and he saw himself as
she hated him.

She hated him in the secrecy of her own mind. She hated him because he was—she thought—proud, and
strange, and rich, better and more beautiful than people like her.

He cut off the sight of her mind and, as he buried his face in the pillow, he caught an image of the Lady
May.

“She is a cat,” he thought. “That’s all she is—a cat!”

But that was not how his mind saw her—quick beyond all dreams of speed, sharp, clever, unbelievably
graceful, beautiful, wordless and undemanding.

Where would he ever find a woman who could compare with her?

—CORDWAINER SMITH

Librarian Note
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Smith, Cordwainer. “The Game of Rat & Dragon.” Galaxy Magazine. Oct 1955. pp: 127–144.
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Check out additional issues of Galaxy Magazine in beautiful full-text at the Internet Archive.

https://archive.org/details/galaxymagazine
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The Golem
(1955)

AVRAM DAVIDSON

Yes, Davidson is Jewish, and if you want to see the work of more Jewish authors during the Golden Age,
just read a few of the original stories about a heroic alien named Superman.
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Audio version

An audio element has been excluded from this version of the text. You can listen to it online
here: http://textbooks.whatcom.edu/engl136hoppe/?p=45

https://huffduffer.com/jessewillis/42576
https://huffduffer.com/jessewillis/42576
http://textbooks.whatcom.edu/engl136hoppe/?p=45#pb-interactive-content
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Wayback Machine text

 

Librarian Note

https://web.archive.org/web/20040216082424/http://www.scifi.com/scifiction/classics/classics_archive/davidson3/davidson31.html
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published by The Magazine of Fantasy and Science Fiction, March 1955 (Vol.8 No. 3 iss. 46), pp: 28-32.

© 1955 by Avram Davidson. Executor of the estate Grania Davis
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The Heat Death of the Universe
(1988)

PAMELA ZOLINE

WayBack Machine

SF goes experimental—literature, that is.

Librarian Note

https://web.archive.org/web/20070308051447/www.scifi.com/scifiction/classics/classics_archive/zoline/zoline1.html
https://web.archive.org/web/20070308051447/www.scifi.com/scifiction/classics/classics_archive/zoline/zoline1.html
https://web.archive.org/web/20070308051447/www.scifi.com/scifiction/classics/classics_archive/zoline/zoline1.html
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http://www.radlab.com/img/PamelaZoline.jpg
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Read this excellently researched article on the meaning and influence of this short story. A Space of Her
Own: Pamela Zoline’s “The Heat Death of the Universe” by Mary E. Papke

 

 

Originally published in:

originally published in a science fiction magazine (New Worlds)

Also published in:

Daughters of Earth: Feminist Science Fiction in the Twentieth Century (Justine Larbalestier
(ed.), 2006)

http://justinelarbalestier.com/books/daughters-of-earth/excerpts/papke/
http://justinelarbalestier.com/books/daughters-of-earth/excerpts/papke/
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/New_Worlds_%28magazine%29
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The Machine Stops
(1909)

E.M. FORSTER

Way before his time, you could say Forster predicted the internet and modern technology—and also
warned us about it.

©Kelly Airo

 

Part 1 – The Air Ship

Imagine, if you can, a small room, hexagonal in shape, like the cell of a bee. It is lighted neither by
window nor by lamp, yet it is filled with a soft radiance. There are no apertures for ventilation, yet the
air is fresh. There are no musical instruments, and yet, at the moment that my meditation opens, this
room is throbbing with melodious sounds. An armchair is in the centre, by its side a reading-desk-that is
all the furniture. And in the armchair there sits a swaddled lump of flesh-a woman, about five feet high,
with a face as white as a fungus. It is to her that the little room belongs.

An electric bell rang.

The woman touched a switch and the music was silent.

“I suppose I must see who it is”, she thought, and set her chair in motion. The chair, like the music, was
worked  by  machinery  and  it  rolled  her  to  the  other  side  of  the  room where  the  bell  still  rang
importunately.

“Who is it?” she called. Her voice was irritable, for she had been interrupted often since the music
began.  She knew several  thousand people,  in  certain directions human intercourse had advanced
enormously.

But when she listened into the receiver, her white face wrinkled into smiles, and she said:

“Very well. Let us talk, I will isolate myself. I do not expect anything important will happen for the next
five minutes-for I can give you fully five minutes, Kuno. Then I must deliver my lecture on “Music during
the Australian Period”.”

https://www.google.com/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&source=images&cd=&cad=rja&uact=8&ved=&url=http%3A%2F%2Fkellyairo.com%2Fmachinestops.php&psig=AFQjCNEJOeh1w8bbC4I304NIlJqxVnnYfw&ust=1444328391268936
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She touched the isolation knob, so that no one else could speak to her. Then she touched the lighting
apparatus, and the little room was plunged into darkness.

“Be quick!” She called, her irritation returning. “Be quick, Kuno; here I am in the dark wasting my
time.”

But it was fully fifteen seconds before the round plate that she held in her hands began to glow. A faint
blue light shot across it, darkening to purple, and presently she could see the image of her son, who
lived on the other side of the earth, and he could see her.

“Kuno, how slow you are.”

He smiled gravely.

“I really believe you enjoy dawdling.”

“I have called you before, mother, but you were always busy or isolated. I have something particular to
say.”

“What is it, dearest boy? Be quick. Why could you not send it by pneumatic post?”

“Because I prefer saying such a thing. I want—-“

“Well?”

“I want you to come and see me.”

Vashti watched his face in the blue plate.

“But I can see you!” she exclaimed. “What more do you want?”

“I want to see you not through the Machine,” said Kuno. “I want to speak to you not through the
wearisome Machine.”

“Oh, hush!” said his mother, vaguely shocked. “You mustn”t say anything against the Machine.”

“Why not?”

“One mustn”t.”

“You talk as if a god had made the Machine,” cried the other.

“I believe that you pray to it when you are unhappy. Men made it, do not forget that. Great men, but
men. The Machine is much, but it is not everything. I see something like you in this plate, but I do not
see you. I hear something like you through this telephone, but I do not hear you. That is why I want you
to come. Pay me a visit, so that we can meet face to face, and talk about the hopes that are in my mind.”
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She replied that she could scarcely spare the time for a visit.

“The air-ship barely takes two days to fly between me and you.”

“I dislike air-ships.”

“Why?”

“I dislike seeing the horrible brown earth, and the sea, and the stars when it is dark. I get no ideas in an
air- ship.”

“I do not get them anywhere else.”

“What kind of ideas can the air give you?”

He paused for an instant.

“Do you not know four big stars that form an oblong, and three stars close together in the middle of the
oblong, and hanging from these stars, three other stars?”

“No, I do not. I dislike the stars. But did they give you an idea? How interesting; tell me.”

“I had an idea that they were like a man.”

“I do not understand.”

“The four big stars are the man”s shoulders and his knees.

The three stars in the middle are like the belts that men wore once, and the three stars hanging are like
a sword.”

“A sword?;”

“Men carried swords about with them, to kill animals and other men.”

“It does not strike me as a very good idea, but it is certainly original. When did it come to you first?”

“In the air-ship—–” He broke off, and she fancied that he looked sad. She could not be sure, for the
Machine did not transmit nuances of expression. It only gave a general idea of people – an idea that was
good  enough  for  all  practical  purposes,  Vashti  thought.  The  imponderable  bloom,  declared  by  a
discredited philosophy to be the actual essence of intercourse, was rightly ignored by the Machine, just
as the imponderable bloom of the grape was ignored by the manufacturers of artificial fruit. Something
“good enough” had long since been accepted by our race.

“The truth is,” he continued, “that I want to see these stars again. They are curious stars. I want to see
them not from the air-ship, but from the surface of the earth, as our ancestors did, thousands of years
ago. I want to visit the surface of the earth.”
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She was shocked again.

“Mother, you must come, if only to explain to me what is the harm of visiting the surface of the earth.”

“No harm,” she replied, controlling herself. “But no advantage. The surface of the earth is only dust and
mud, no advantage. The surface of the earth is only dust and mud, no life remains on it, and you would
need a respirator, or the cold of the outer air would kill you. One dies immediately in the outer air.”

“I know; of course I shall take all precautions.”

“And besides—-“

“Well?”

She considered, and chose her words with care. Her son had a queer temper, and she wished to
dissuade him from the expedition.

“It is contrary to the spirit of the age,” she asserted.

“Do you mean by that, contrary to the Machine?”

“In a sense, but—-“

His image is the blue plate faded.

“Kuno!”

He had isolated himself.

For a moment Vashti felt lonely.

Then she generated the light, and the sight of her room, flooded with radiance and studded with electric
buttons, revived her. There were buttons and switches everywhere – buttons to call for food for music,
for clothing. There was the hot-bath button, by pressure of which a basin of (imitation) marble rose out
of the floor, filled to the brim with a warm deodorized liquid. There was the cold-bath button. There was
the button that produced literature. and there were of course the buttons by which she communicated
with her friends. The room, though it contained nothing, was in touch with all that she cared for in the
world.

Vashanti”s next move was to turn off the isolation switch, and all the accumulations of the last three
minutes burst upon her. The room was filled with the noise of bells, and speaking-tubes. What was the
new food like? Could she recommend it? Has she had any ideas lately? Might one tell her one”s own
ideas? Would she make an engagement to visit the public nurseries at an early date? – say this day
month.

To most of these questions she replied with irritation – a growing quality in that accelerated age. She
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said that the new food was horrible. That she could not visit the public nurseries through press of
engagements. That she had no ideas of her own but had just been told one-that four stars and three in
the  middle  were  like  a  man:  she  doubted  there  was  much  in  it.  Then  she  switched  off  her
correspondents, for it was time to deliver her lecture on Australian music.

The  clumsy  system of  public  gatherings  had been long since  abandoned;  neither  Vashti  nor  her
audience stirred from their rooms. Seated in her armchair she spoke, while they in their armchairs
heard her, fairly well, and saw her, fairly well. She opened with a humorous account of music in the pre
Mongolian epoch,  and went on to describe the great  outburst  of  song that  followed the Chinese
conquest. Remote and primæval as were the methods of I-San-So and the Brisbane school, she yet felt
(she said) that study of them might repay the musicians of today: they had freshness; they had, above
all, ideas. Her lecture, which lasted ten minutes, was well received, and at its conclusion she and many
of her audience listened to a lecture on the sea; there were ideas to be got from the sea; the speaker
had donned a respirator and visited it lately. Then she fed, talked to many friends, had a bath, talked
again, and summoned her bed.

The bed was not to her liking. It was too large, and she had a feeling for a small bed. Complaint was
useless, for beds were of the same dimension all over the world, and to have had an alternative size
would have involved vast alterations in the Machine. Vashti isolated herself-it was necessary, for neither
day nor night existed under the ground-and reviewed all that had happened since she had summoned
the bed last. Ideas? Scarcely any. Events-was Kuno”s invitation an event?

By her side, on the little reading-desk, was a survival from the ages of litter-one book. This was the Book
of the Machine. In it were instructions against every possible contingency. If she was hot or cold or
dyspeptic or at a loss for a word, she went to the book, and it told her which button to press. The
Central Committee published it. In accordance with a growing habit, it was richly bound.

Sitting up in the bed, she took it reverently in her hands. She glanced round the glowing room as if
some one might be watching her. Then, half ashamed, half joyful, she murmured “O Machine!” and
raised the volume to her lips. Thrice she kissed it, thrice inclined her head, thrice she felt the delirium
of acquiescence. Her ritual performed, she turned to page 1367, which gave the times of the departure
of the air-ships from the island in the southern hemisphere, under whose soil she lived, to the island in
the northern hemisphere, whereunder lived her son.

She thought, “I have not the time.”

She made the room dark and slept; she awoke and made the room light; she ate and exchanged ideas
with her friends, and listened to music and attended lectures; she make the room dark and slept. Above
her, beneath her, and around her, the Machine hummed eternally; she did not notice the noise, for she
had been born with it in her ears. The earth, carrying her, hummed as it sped through silence, turning
her now to the invisible sun, now to the invisible stars. She awoke and made the room light.

“Kuno!”
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“I will not talk to you.” he answered, “until you come.”

“Have you been on the surface of the earth since we spoke last?”

His image faded.

Again she consulted the book. She became very nervous and lay back in her chair palpitating. Think of
her as without teeth or hair. Presently she directed the chair to the wall, and pressed an unfamiliar
button. The wall swung apart slowly. Through the opening she saw a tunnel that curved slightly, so that
its goal was not visible. Should she go to see her son, here was the beginning of the journey.

Of course she knew all about the communication-system. There was nothing mysterious in it. She would
summon a car and it would fly with her down the tunnel until it reached the lift that communicated with
the air-ship station: the system had been in use for many, many years,  long before the universal
establishment of the Machine. And of course she had studied the civilization that had immediately
preceded her own – the civilization that had mistaken the functions of the system, and had used it for
bringing people to things, instead of for bringing things to people. Those funny old days, when men
went for change of air instead of changing the air in their rooms! And yet-she was frightened of the
tunnel: she had not seen it since her last child was born. It curved-but not quite as she remembered; it
was brilliant-but not quite as brilliant as a lecturer had suggested. Vashti was seized with the terrors of
direct experience. She shrank back into the room, and the wall closed up again.

“Kuno,” she said, “I cannot come to see you. I am not well.”

Immediately an enormous apparatus fell on to her out of the ceiling, a thermometer was automatically
laid upon her heart. She lay powerless. Cool pads soothed her forehead. Kuno had telegraphed to her
doctor.

So the human passions still blundered up and down in the Machine. Vashti drank the medicine that the
doctor projected into her mouth, and the machinery retired into the ceiling. The voice of Kuno was
heard asking how she felt.

“Better.” Then with irritation: “But why do you not come to me instead?”

“Because I cannot leave this place.”

“Why?”

“Because, any moment, something tremendous many happen.”

“Have you been on the surface of the earth yet?”

“Not yet.”

“Then what is it?”
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“I will not tell you through the Machine.”

She resumed her life.

But she thought of Kuno as a baby, his birth, his removal to the public nurseries, her own visit to him
there, his visits to her-visits which stopped when the Machine had assigned him a room on the other
side of the earth. “Parents, duties of,” said the book of the Machine,” cease at the moment of birth.
P.422327483.” True, but there was something special about Kuno – indeed there had been something
special  about  all  her  children –  and,  after  all,  she must  brave the journey if  he  desired it.  And
“something tremendous might happen”. What did that mean? The nonsense of a youthful man, no doubt,
but she must go. Again she pressed the unfamiliar button, again the wall swung back, and she saw the
tunnel that curves out of sight. Clasping the Book, she rose, tottered on to the platform, and summoned
the car. Her room closed behind her: the journey to the northern hemisphere had begun.

Of course it was perfectly easy. The car approached and in it she found armchairs exactly like her own.
When she signaled, it stopped, and she tottered into the lift. One other passenger was in the lift, the
first fellow creature she had seen face to face for months. Few travelled in these days, for, thanks to the
advance of science, the earth was exactly alike all over. Rapid intercourse, from which the previous
civilization had hoped so much, had ended by defeating itself. What was the good of going to Peking
when it was just like Shrewsbury? Why return to Shrewsbury when it would all be like Peking? Men
seldom moved their bodies; all unrest was concentrated in the soul.

The air-ship service was a relic form the former age. It was kept up, because it was easier to keep it up
than to stop it or to diminish it, but it now far exceeded the wants of the population. Vessel after vessel
would rise form the vomitories of Rye or of Christchurch (I use the antique names), would sail into the
crowded sky, and would draw up at the wharves of the south – empty. so nicely adjusted was the
system,  so  independent  of  meteorology,  that  the  sky,  whether  calm or  cloudy,  resembled  a  vast
kaleidoscope whereon the same patterns periodically recurred. The ship on which Vashti sailed started
now at sunset, now at dawn. But always, as it passed above Rheas, it would neighbour the ship that
served between Helsingfors and the Brazils, and, every third time it surmounted the Alps, the fleet of
Palermo would cross its track behind. Night and day, wind and storm, tide and earthquake, impeded
man no longer. He had harnessed Leviathan. All the old literature, with its praise of Nature, and its fear
of Nature, rang false as the prattle of a child.

Yet as Vashti saw the vast flank of the ship, stained with exposure to the outer air, her horror of direct
experience returned. It was not quite like the air-ship in the cinematophote. For one thing it smelt – not
strongly or unpleasantly, but it did smell, and with her eyes shut she should have known that a new
thing was close to her. Then she had to walk to it from the lift, had to submit to glances form the other
passengers. The man in front dropped his Book – no great matter, but it disquieted them all. In the
rooms, if the Book was dropped, the floor raised it mechanically, but the gangway to the air-ship was
not so prepared, and the sacred volume lay motionless. They stopped – the thing was unforeseen – and
the man, instead of picking up his property, felt the muscles of his arm to see how they had failed him.
Then some one actually said with direct utterance: “We shall be late” – and they trooped on board,
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Vashti treading on the pages as she did so.

Inside, her anxiety increased. The arrangements were old- fashioned and rough. There was even a
female attendant, to whom she would have to announce her wants during the voyage. Of course a
revolving platform ran the length of the boat, but she was expected to walk from it to her cabin. Some
cabins were better than others, and she did not get the best. She thought the attendant had been unfair,
and spasms of rage shook her. The glass valves had closed, she could not go back. She saw, at the end
of the vestibule, the lift in which she had ascended going quietly up and down, empty. Beneath those
corridors of shining tiles were rooms, tier below tier, reaching far into the earth, and in each room
there sat a human being, eating, or sleeping, or producing ideas. And buried deep in the hive was her
own room. Vashti was afraid.

“O Machine!” she murmured, and caressed her Book, and was comforted.

Then the sides of the vestibule seemed to melt together, as do the passages that we see in dreams, the
lift vanished , the Book that had been dropped slid to the left and vanished, polished tiles rushed by like
a stream of water, there was a slight jar, and the air-ship, issuing from its tunnel, soared above the
waters of a tropical ocean.

It was night. For a moment she saw the coast of Sumatra edged by the phosphorescence of waves, and
crowned by lighthouses, still sending forth their disregarded beams. These also vanished, and only the
stars distracted her. They were not motionless, but swayed to and fro above her head, thronging out of
one sky-light into another, as if the universe and not the air-ship was careening. And, as often happens
on clear nights, they seemed now to be in perspective, now on a plane; now piled tier beyond tier into
the infinite heavens, now concealing infinity, a roof limiting for ever the visions of men. In either case
they  seemed intolerable.  “Are  we to  travel  in  the  dark?”  called  the  passengers  angrily,  and the
attendant, who had been careless, generated the light, and pulled down the blinds of pliable metal.
When the air-ships had been built, the desire to look direct at things still lingered in the world. Hence
the extraordinary number of skylights and windows, and the proportionate discomfort to those who
were civilized and refined. Even in Vashti”s cabin one star peeped through a flaw in the blind, and after
a few hers” uneasy slumber, she was disturbed by an unfamiliar glow, which was the dawn.

Quick as the ship had sped westwards, the earth had rolled eastwards quicker still, and had dragged
back Vashti and her companions towards the sun. Science could prolong the night, but only for a little,
and those high hopes of neutralizing the earth”s diurnal revolution had passed, together with hopes that
were possibly higher. To “keep pace with the sun,” or even to outstrip it, had been the aim of the
civilization preceding this. Racing aeroplanes had been built for the purpose, capable of enormous
speed, and steered by the greatest intellects of the epoch. Round the globe they went, round and round,
westward, westward, round and round, amidst humanity”s applause. In vain. The globe went eastward
quicker still, horrible accidents occurred, and the Committee of the Machine, at the time rising into
prominence, declared the pursuit illegal, unmechanical, and punishable by Homelessness.

Of Homelessness more will be said later.
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Doubtless the Committee was right. Yet the attempt to “defeat the sun” aroused the last common
interest that our race experienced about the heavenly bodies, or indeed about anything. It was the last
time that men were compacted by thinking of a power outside the world. The sun had conquered, yet it
was the end of his spiritual dominion. Dawn, midday, twilight, the zodiacal path, touched neither men”s
lives not their hearts, and science retreated into the ground, to concentrate herself upon problems that
she was certain of solving.

So when Vashti found her cabin invaded by a rosy finger of light, she was annoyed, and tried to adjust
the blind. But the blind flew up altogether, and she saw through the skylight small pink clouds, swaying
against a background of blue, and as the sun crept higher, its radiance entered direct, brimming down
the wall, like a golden sea. It rose and fell with the air-ship”s motion, just as waves rise and fall, but it
advanced steadily, as a tide advances. Unless she was careful, it would strike her face. A spasm of
horror shook her and she rang for the attendant. The attendant too was horrified, but she could do
nothing; it was not her place to mend the blind. She could only suggest that the lady should change her
cabin, which she accordingly prepared to do.

People were almost exactly alike all over the world, but the attendant of the air-ship, perhaps owing to
her exceptional duties, had grown a little out of the common. She had often to address passengers with
direct speech, and this had given her a certain roughness and originality of manner. When Vashti
served away form the sunbeams with a cry, she behaved barbarically – she put out her hand to steady
her.

“How dare you!” exclaimed the passenger. “You forget yourself!”

The woman was confused, and apologized for not having let her fall. People never touched one another.
The custom had become obsolete, owing to the Machine.

“Where are we now?” asked Vashti haughtily.

“We are over Asia,” said the attendant, anxious to be polite.

“Asia?”

“You must excuse my common way of speaking. I have got into the habit of calling places over which I
pass by their unmechanical names.”

“Oh, I remember Asia. The Mongols came from it.”

“Beneath us, in the open air, stood a city that was once called Simla.”

“Have you ever heard of the Mongols and of the Brisbane school?”

“No.”

“Brisbane also stood in the open air.”
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“Those mountains to the right – let me show you them.” She pushed back a metal blind. The main chain
of the Himalayas was revealed. “They were once called the Roof of the World, those mountains.”

“You must remember that, before the dawn of civilization, they seemed to be an impenetrable wall that
touched the stars. It was supposed that no one but the gods could exist above their summits. How we
have advanced, thanks to the Machine!”

“How we have advanced, thanks to the Machine!” said Vashti.

“How we have advanced, thanks to the Machine!” echoed the passenger who had dropped his Book the
night before, and who was standing in the passage.

“And that white stuff in the cracks? – what is it?”

“I have forgotten its name.”

“Cover the window, please. These mountains give me no ideas.”

The northern aspect of the Himalayas was in deep shadow: on the Indian slope the sun had just
prevailed.  The forests had been destroyed during the literature epoch for the purpose of  making
newspaper-pulp, but the snows were awakening to their morning glory, and clouds still hung on the
breasts of Kinchinjunga. In the plain were seen the ruins of cities, with diminished rivers creeping by
their walls, and by the sides of these were sometimes the signs of vomitories, marking the cities of to
day. Over the whole prospect air-ships rushed, crossing the inter-crossing with incredible aplomb, and
rising nonchalantly when they desired to escape the perturbations of the lower atmosphere and to
traverse the Roof of the World.

“We have indeed advance, thanks to the Machine,” repeated the attendant, and hid the Himalayas
behind a metal blind.

The day dragged wearily forward. The passengers sat each in his cabin, avoiding one another with an
almost physical repulsion and longing to be once more under the surface of the earth. There were eight
or ten of them, mostly young males, sent out from the public nurseries to inhabit the rooms of those
who had died in various parts of the earth. The man who had dropped his Book was on the homeward
journey. He had been sent to Sumatra for the purpose of propagating the race. Vashti alone was
travelling by her private will.

At midday she took a second glance at the earth. The air- ship was crossing another range of mountains,
but  she could  see  little,  owing to  clouds.  Masses  of  black rock hovered below her,  and merged
indistinctly into grey. Their shapes were fantastic; one of them resembled a prostrate man.

“No ideas here,” murmured Vashti, and hid the Caucasus behind a metal blind.

In the evening she looked again. They were crossing a golden sea, in which lay many small islands and
one peninsula. She repeated, “No ideas here,” and hid Greece behind a metal blind.
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Part 2 – THE MENDING APPARATUS

By a vestibule, by a lift, by a tubular railway, by a platform, by a sliding door – by reversing all the steps
of her departure did Vashti arrive at her son”s room, which exactly resembled her own. She might well
declare that the visit was superfluous. The buttons, the knobs, the reading-desk with the Book, the
temperature, the atmosphere, the illumination – all were exactly the same. And if Kuno himself, flesh of
her flesh, stood close beside her at last, what profit was there in that? She was too well-bred to shake
him by the hand.

Averting her eyes, she spoke as follows:

“Here I am. I have had the most terrible journey and greatly retarded the development of my soul. It is
not worth it, Kuno, it is not worth it. My time is too precious. The sunlight almost touched me, and I
have met with the rudest people. I can only stop a few minutes. Say what you want to say, and then I
must return.”

“I have been threatened with Homelessness,” said Kuno.

She looked at him now.

“I have been threatened with Homelessness, and I could not tell you such a thing through the Machine.”

Homelessness means death. The victim is exposed to the air, which kills him.

“I have been outside since I spoke to you last. The tremendous thing has happened, and they have
discovered me.”

“But why shouldn”t you go outside?” she exclaimed, “It is perfectly legal, perfectly mechanical, to visit
the surface of the earth. I have lately been to a lecture on the sea; there is no objection to that; one
simply summons a respirator and gets an Egression-permit. It is not the kind of thing that spiritually
minded people do, and I begged you not to do it, but there is no legal objection to it.”

“I did not get an Egression-permit.”

“Then how did you get out?”

“I found out a way of my own.”

The phrase conveyed no meaning to her, and he had to repeat it.

“A way of your own?” she whispered. “But that would be wrong.”

“Why?”
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The question shocked her beyond measure.

“You are beginning to worship the Machine,” he said coldly.

“You think it irreligious of me to have found out a way of my own. It was just what the Committee
thought, when they threatened me with Homelessness.”

At this  she grew angry.  “I  worship nothing!” she cried.  “I  am most advanced.  I  don”t  think you
irreligious, for there is no such thing as religion left. All the fear and the superstition that existed once
have been destroyed by the Machine. I only meant that to find out a way of your own was—-Besides,
there is no new way out.”

“So it is always supposed.”

“Except through the vomitories, for which one must have an Egression-permit, it is impossible to get
out. The Book says so.”

“Well, the Book”s wrong, for I have been out on my feet.”

For Kuno was possessed of a certain physical strength.

By these days it was a demerit to be muscular. Each infant was examined at birth, and all who promised
undue strength were destroyed. Humanitarians may protest, but it would have been no true kindness to
let an athlete live; he would never have been happy in that state of life to which the Machine had called
him; he would have yearned for trees to climb, rivers to bathe in, meadows and hills against which he
might measure his body. Man must be adapted to his surroundings, must he not? In the dawn of the
world our weakly must be exposed on Mount Taygetus, in its twilight our strong will suffer euthanasia,
that  the Machine may progress,  that  the Machine may progress,  that  the Machine may progress
eternally.

“You know that we have lost the sense of space. We say “space is annihilated”, but we have annihilated
not space, but the sense thereof. We have lost a part of ourselves. I determined to recover it, and I
began by walking up and down the platform of the railway outside my room. Up and down, until I was
tired, and so did recapture the meaning of “Near” and “Far”. “Near” is a place to which I can get
quickly on my feet, not a place to which the train or the air-ship will take me quickly. “Far” is a place to
which I cannot get quickly on my feet; the vomitory is “far”, though I could be there in thirty-eight
seconds by summoning the train. Man is the measure. That was my first lesson. Man”s feet are the
measure for distance, his hands are the measure for ownership, his body is the measure for all that is
lovable and desirable and strong. Then I went further: it was then that I called to you for the first time,
and you would not come.

“This city,  as you know, is  built  deep beneath the surface of  the earth,  with only the vomitories
protruding. Having paced the platform outside my own room, I took the lift to the next platform and
paced that also, and so with each in turn, until I came to the topmost, above which begins the earth. All
the platforms were exactly alike, and all that I gained by visiting them was to develop my sense of space
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and my muscles. I think I should have been content with this – it is not a little thing, – but as I walked
and brooded, it occurred to me that our cities had been built in the days when men still breathed the
outer air, and that there had been ventilation shafts for the workmen. I could think of nothing but these
ventilation shafts. Had they been destroyed by all the food-tubes and medicine-tubes and music- tubes
that the Machine has evolved lately? Or did traces of them remain? One thing was certain. If I came
upon them anywhere, it would be in the railway-tunnels of the topmost storey. Everywhere else, all
space was accounted for.

“I am telling my story quickly, but don”t think that I was not a coward or that your answers never
depressed me. It is not the proper thing, it is not mechanical, it is not decent to walk along a railway-
tunnel. I did not fear that I might tread upon a live rail and be killed. I feared something far more
intangible-doing what was not  contemplated by the Machine.  Then I  said to  myself,  “Man is  the
measure”, and I went, and after many visits I found an opening.

“The tunnels, of course, were lighted. Everything is light, artificial light; darkness is the exception. So
when I saw a black gap in the tiles, I knew that it was an exception, and rejoiced. I put in my arm – I
could put in no more at first – and waved it round and round in ecstasy. I loosened another tile, and put
in my head, and shouted into the darkness: “I am coming, I shall do it yet,” and my voice reverberated
down endless passages. I seemed to hear the spirits of those dead workmen who had returned each
evening to the starlight and to their wives, and all the generations who had lived in the open air called
back to me, “You will do it yet, you are coming,””

He paused, and, absurd as he was, his last words moved her.

For Kuno had lately asked to be a father, and his request had been refused by the Committee. His was
not a type that the Machine desired to hand on.

“Then a train passed. It brushed by me, but I thrust my head and arms into the hole. I had done enough
for one day, so I crawled back to the platform, went down in the lift, and summoned my bed. Ah what
dreams! And again I called you, and again you refused.”

She shook her head and said:

“Don”t. Don”t talk of these terrible things. You make me miserable. You are throwing civilization away.”

“But I had got back the sense of space and a man cannot rest then. I determined to get in at the hole
and climb the shaft. And so I exercised my arms. Day after day I went through ridiculous movements,
until my flesh ached, and I could hang by my hands and hold the pillow of my bed outstretched for many
minutes. Then I summoned a respirator, and started.

“It was easy at first. The mortar had somehow rotted, and I soon pushed some more tiles in, and
clambered after them into the darkness, and the spirits of the dead comforted me. I don”t know what I
mean by that. I just say what I felt. I felt, for the first time, that a protest had been lodged against
corruption, and that even as the dead were comforting me, so I was comforting the unborn. I felt that
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humanity existed, and that it existed without clothes. How can I possibly explain this? It was naked,
humanity seemed naked, and all these tubes and buttons and machineries neither came into the world
with us, nor will they follow us out, nor do they matter supremely while we are here. Had I been strong,
I would have torn off every garment I had, and gone out into the outer air unswaddled. But this is not
for me, nor perhaps for my generation. I climbed with my respirator and my hygienic clothes and my
dietetic tabloids! Better thus than not at all.

“There was a ladder, made of some primæval metal. The light from the railway fell upon its lowest
rungs, and I saw that it led straight upwards out of the rubble at the bottom of the shaft. Perhaps our
ancestors ran up and down it a dozen times daily, in their building. As I climbed, the rough edges cut
through my gloves so that my hands bled. The light helped me for a little, and then came darkness and,
worse still, silence which pierced my ears like a sword. The Machine hums! Did you know that? Its hum
penetrates our blood, and may even guide our thoughts. Who knows! I was getting beyond its power.
Then I thought: “This silence means that I am doing wrong.” But I heard voices in the silence, and again
they strengthened me.” He laughed. “I had need of them. The next moment I cracked my head against
something.”

She sighed.

“I had reached one of those pneumatic stoppers that defend us from the outer air. You may have noticed
them no the air- ship. Pitch dark, my feet on the rungs of an invisible ladder, my hands cut; I cannot
explain how I lived through this part, but the voices till comforted me, and I felt for fastenings. The
stopper, I suppose, was about eight feet across. I passed my hand over it as far as I could reach. It was
perfectly smooth. I felt it almost to the centre. Not quite to the centre, for my arm was too short. Then
the voice said: “Jump. It is worth it. There may be a handle in the centre, and you may catch hold of it
and so come to us your own way. And if there is no handle, so that you may fall and are dashed to pieces
– it is till worth it: you will still come to us your own way.” So I jumped. There was a handle, and —-“

He paused. Tears gathered in his mother”s eyes. She knew that he was fated. If he did not die today he
would die tomorrow. There was not room for such a person in the world. And with her pity disgust
mingled. She was ashamed at having borne such a son, she who had always been so respectable and so
full of ideas. Was he really the little boy to whom she had taught the use of his stops and buttons, and to
whom she had given his first lessons in the Book? The very hair that disfigured his lip showed that he
was reverting to some savage type. On atavism the Machine can have no mercy.

“There was a handle, and I did catch it. I hung tranced over the darkness and heard the hum of these
workings as the last whisper in a dying dream. All the things I had cared about and all the people I had
spoken to through tubes appeared infinitely little. Meanwhile the handle revolved. My weight had set
something in motion and I span slowly, and then—-

“I cannot describe it. I was lying with my face to the sunshine. Blood poured from my nose and ears and
I heard a tremendous roaring. The stopper, with me clinging to it, had simply been blown out of the
earth, and the air that we make down here was escaping through the vent into the air above. It burst up
like a fountain. I crawled back to it – for the upper air hurts – and, as it were, I took great sips from the



Sci-fi & Fantasy Anthology

95

edge. My respirator had flown goodness knows here, my clothes were torn. I just lay with my lips close
to the hole, and I sipped until the bleeding stopped. You can imagine nothing so curious. This hollow in
the grass – I will speak of it in a minute, – the sun shining into it, not brilliantly but through marbled
clouds, – the peace, the nonchalance, the sense of space, and, brushing my cheek, the roaring fountain
of our artificial air! Soon I spied my respirator, bobbing up and down in the current high above my
head, and higher still were many air-ships. But no one ever looks out of air-ships, and in any case they
could not have picked me up. There I was, stranded. The sun shone a little way down the shaft, and
revealed the topmost rung of the ladder, but it was hopeless trying to reach it. I should either have been
tossed up again by the escape, or else have fallen in, and died. I could only lie on the grass, sipping and
sipping, and from time to time glancing around me.

“I knew that I was in Wessex, for I had taken care to go to a lecture on the subject before starting.
Wessex lies above the room in which we are talking now. It was once an important state. Its kings held
all the southern coast form the Andredswald to Cornwall, while the Wansdyke protected them on the
north, running over the high ground. The lecturer was only concerned with the rise of Wessex, so I do
not know how long it remained an international power, nor would the knowledge have assisted me. To
tell the truth I could do nothing but laugh, during this part. There was I, with a pneumatic stopper by
my side and a respirator bobbing over my head, imprisoned, all three of us, in a grass-grown hollow that
was edged with fern.”

Then he grew grave again.

“Lucky for me that it was a hollow. For the air began to fall back into it and to fill it as water fills a bowl.
I could crawl about. Presently I stood. I breathed a mixture, in which the air that hurts predominated
whenever I tried to climb the sides. This was not so bad. I had not lost my tabloids and remained
ridiculously cheerful, and as for the Machine, I forgot about it altogether. My one aim now was to get to
the top, where the ferns were, and to view whatever objects lay beyond.

“I rushed the slope. The new air was still too bitter for me and I came rolling back, after a momentary
vision of something grey. The sun grew very feeble, and I remembered that he was in Scorpio – I had
been to a lecture on that too. If the sun is in Scorpio, and you are in Wessex, it means that you must be
as quick as you can, or it will get too dark. (This is the first bit of useful information I have ever got from
a lecture, and I expect it will be the last.) It made me try frantically to breathe the new air, and to
advance as far as I dared out of my pond. The hollow filled so slowly. At times I thought that the
fountain played with less  vigour.  My respirator  seemed to  dance nearer  the earth;  the roar  was
decreasing.”

He broke off.

“I don”t think this is interesting you. The rest will interest you even less. There are no ideas in it, and I
wish that I had not troubled you to come. We are too different, mother.”

She told him to continue.
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“It was evening before I climbed the bank. The sun had very nearly slipped out of the sky by this time,
and I could not get a good view. You, who have just crossed the Roof of the World, will not want to hear
an account of the little hills that I saw – low colourless hills. But to me they were living and the turf that
covered them was a skin, under which their muscles rippled, and I felt that those hills had called with
incalculable force to men in the past, and that men had loved them. Now they sleep – perhaps for ever.
They commune with humanity in dreams. Happy the man, happy the woman, who awakes the hills of
Wessex. For though they sleep, they will never die.”

His voice rose passionately.

“Cannot you see, cannot all you lecturers see, that it is we that are dying, and that down here the only
thing that really lives in the Machine? We created the Machine, to do our will, but we cannot make it do
our will now. It was robbed us of the sense of space and of the sense of touch, it has blurred every
human relation and narrowed down love to a carnal act, it has paralysed our bodies and our wills, and
now it compels us to worship it. The Machine develops – but not on our lies. The Machine proceeds –
but not to our goal. We only exist as the blood corpuscles that course through its arteries, and if it could
work without us, it would let us die. Oh, I have no remedy – or, at least, only one – to tell men again and
again that I have seen the hills of Wessex as Ælfrid saw them when he overthrew the Danes.

“So the sun set. I forgot to mention that a belt of mist lay between my hill and other hills, and that it
was the colour of pearl.”

He broke off for the second time.

“Go on,” said his mother wearily.

He shook his head.

“Go on. Nothing that you say can distress me now. I am hardened.”

“I had meant to tell you the rest, but I cannot: I know that I cannot: good-bye.”

Vashti stood irresolute. All her nerves were tingling with his blasphemies. But she was also inquisitive.

“This is unfair,” she complained. “You have called me across the world to hear your story, and hear it I
will. Tell me – as briefly as possible, for this is a disastrous waste of time – tell me how you returned to
civilization.”

“Oh – that!” he said, starting. “You would like to hear about civilization. Certainly. Had I got to where
my respirator fell down?”

“No – but I understand everything now. You put on your respirator, and managed to walk along the
surface of the earth to a vomitory, and there your conduct was reported to the Central Committee.”

“By no means.”
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He passed his hand over his forehead, as if dispelling some strong impression. Then, resuming his
narrative, he warmed to it again.

“My respirator fell about sunset. I had mentioned that the fountain seemed feebler, had I not?”

“Yes.”

“About sunset, it let the respirator fall. As I said, I had entirely forgotten about the Machine, and I paid
no great attention at the time, being occupied with other things. I had my pool of air, into which I could
dip when the outer keenness became intolerable, and which would possibly remain for days, provided
that no wind sprang up to disperse it. Not until it was too late did I realize what the stoppage of the
escape implied. You see – the gap in the tunnel had been mended; the Mending Apparatus; the Mending
Apparatus, was after me.

“One other warning I had, but I neglected it. The sky at night was clearer than it had been in the day,
and the moon, which was about half the sky behind the sun, shone into the dell at moments quite
brightly. I was in my usual place – on the boundary between the two atmospheres – when I thought I
saw something dark move across the bottom of the dell, and vanish into the shaft. In my folly, I ran
down. I bent over and listened, and I thought I heard a faint scraping noise in the depths.

“At this – but it was too late – I took alarm. I determined to put on my respirator and to walk right out of
the dell. But my respirator had gone. I knew exactly where it had fallen – between the stopper and the
aperture – and I could even feel the mark that it had made in the turf. It had gone, and I realized that
something evil was at work, and I had better escape to the other air, and, if I must die, die running
towards the cloud that had been the colour of a pearl. I never started. Out of the shaft – it is too
horrible. A worm, a long white worm, had crawled out of the shaft and gliding over the moonlit grass.

“I screamed. I did everything that I should not have done, I stamped upon the creature instead of flying
from it, and it at once curled round the ankle. Then we fought. The worm let me run all over the dell,
but edged up my leg as I ran. “Help!” I cried. (That part is too awful. It belongs to the part that you will
never know.) “Help!” I cried. (Why cannot we suffer in silence?) “Help!” I cried. When my feet were
wound together, I fell, I was dragged away from the dear ferns and the living hills, and past the great
metal stopper (I can tell you this part), and I thought it might save me again if I caught hold of the
handle. It also was enwrapped, it also. Oh, the whole dell was full of the things. They were searching it
in all directions, they were denuding it, and the white snouts of others peeped out of the hole, ready if
needed. Everything that could be moved they brought – brushwood, bundles of fern, everything, and
down we all went intertwined into hell. The last things that I saw, ere the stopper closed after us, were
certain stars, and I felt that a man of my sort lived in the sky. For I did fight, I fought till the very end,
and it was only my head hitting against the ladder that quieted me. I woke up in this room. The worms
had vanished. I was surrounded by artificial air, artificial light, artificial peace, and my friends were
calling to me down speaking-tubes to know whether I had come across any new ideas lately.”

Here his story ended. Discussion of it was impossible, and Vashti turned to go.
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“It will end in Homelessness,” she said quietly.

“I wish it would,” retorted Kuno.

“The Machine has been most merciful.”

“I prefer the mercy of God.”

“By that superstitious phrase, do you mean that you could live in the outer air?”

“Yes.”

“Have you ever seen, round the vomitories, the bones of those who were extruded after the Great
Rebellion?”

“Yes.”

“Have you ever seen, round the vomitories, the bones of those who were extruded after the Great
Rebellion?”

“Yes.”

“They were left where they perished for our edification. A few crawled away, but they perished, too –
who can doubt it? And so with the Homeless of our own day. The surface of the earth supports life no
longer.”

“Indeed.”

“Ferns and a little grass may survive, but all higher forms have perished. Has any air-ship detected
them?”

“No.”

“Has any lecturer dealt with them?”

“No.”

“Then why this obstinacy?”

“Because I have seen them,” he exploded.

“Seen what?”

“Because I have seen her in the twilight – because she came to my help when I called – because she,
too, was entangled by the worms, and, luckier than I, was killed by one of them piercing her throat.”

He was mad. Vashti departed, nor, in the troubles that followed, did she ever see his face again.
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Part 3 – THE HOMELESS

During  the  years  that  followed  Kuno”s  escapade,  two  important  developments  took  place  in  the
Machine. On the surface they were revolutionary, but in either case men”s minds had been prepared
beforehand, and they did but express tendencies that were latent already.

The first of these was the abolition of respirator.

Advanced thinkers, like Vashti, had always held it foolish to visit the surface of the earth. Air-ships
might be necessary, but what was the good of going out for mere curiosity and crawling along for a mile
or two in a terrestrial motor? The habit was vulgar and perhaps faintly improper: it was unproductive of
ideas, and had no connection with the habits that really mattered. So respirators were abolished, and
with them, of course, the terrestrial motors, and except for a few lecturers, who complained that they
were debarred access to their subject- matter, the development was accepted quietly. Those who still
wanted to know what the earth was like had after all only to listen to some gramophone, or to look into
some cinematophote. And even the lecturers acquiesced when they found that a lecture on the sea was
none the less stimulating when compiled out of other lectures that had already been delivered on the
same subject. “Beware of first- hand ideas!” exclaimed one of the most advanced of them. “First-hand
ideas do not really exist. They are but the physical impressions produced by live and fear, and on this
gross foundation who could erect a philosophy? Let your ideas be second-hand, and if possible tenth-
hand, for then they will be far removed from that disturbing element – direct observation. Do not learn
anything  about  this  subject  of  mine  –  the  French  Revolution.  Learn  instead  what  I  think  that
Enicharmon  thought  Urizen  thought  Gutch  thought  Ho-Yung  thought  Chi-Bo-Sing  thought
LafcadioHearn  thought  Carlyle  thought  Mirabeau said  about  the  French Revolution.  Through the
medium of these ten great minds, the blood that was shed at Paris and the windows that were broken at
Versailles will be clarified to an idea which you may employ most profitably in your daily lives. But be
sure that the intermediates are many and varied, for in history one authority exists to counteract
another. Urizen must counteract the scepticism of Ho-Yung and Enicharmon, I must myself counteract
the impetuosity of Gutch. You who listen to me are in a better position to judge about the French
Revolution than I am. Your descendants will be even in a better position than you, for they will learn
what you think I think, and yet another intermediate will be added to the chain. And in time” – his voice
rose – “there will come a generation that had got beyond facts, beyond impressions, a generation
absolutely colourless, a generation

seraphically freeFrom taint of personality,

which will see the French Revolution not as it happened, nor as they would like it to have happened, but
as it would have happened, had it taken place in the days of the Machine.”

Tremendous applause greeted this lecture, which did but voice a feeling already latent in the minds of
men – a feeling that terrestrial facts must be ignored, and that the abolition of respirators was a positive
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gain. It was even suggested that air-ships should be abolished too. This was not done, because air-ships
had somehow worked themselves into the Machine”s system. But year by year they were used less, and
mentioned less by thoughtful men.

The second great development was the re-establishment of religion.

This, too, had been voiced in the celebrated lecture. No one could mistake the reverent tone in which
the peroration had concluded, and it awakened a responsive echo in the heart of each. Those who had
long worshipped silently, now began to talk. They described the strange feeling of peace that came over
them when they handled the Book of the Machine, the pleasure that it was to repeat certain numerals
out of it, however little meaning those numerals conveyed to the outward ear, the ecstasy of touching a
button, however unimportant, or of ringing an electric bell, however superfluously.

“The Machine,” they exclaimed, “feeds us and clothes us and houses us; through it we speak to one
another, through it we see one another, in it we have our being. The Machine is the friend of ideas and
the enemy of superstition: the Machine is omnipotent, eternal; blessed is the Machine.” And before long
this allocution was printed on the first page of the Book, and in subsequent editions the ritual swelled
into a complicated system of praise and prayer. The word “religion” was sedulously avoided, and in
theory the Machine was still the creation and the implement of man. but in practice all, save a few
retrogrades, worshipped it as divine. Nor was it worshipped in unity. One believer would be chiefly
impressed by the blue optic plates, through which he saw other believers; another by the mending
apparatus, which sinful Kuno had compared to worms; another by the lifts, another by the Book. And
each would pray to this or to that, and ask it to intercede for him with the Machine as a whole.
Persecution – that also was present. It did not break out, for reasons that will be set forward shortly.
But it was latent, and all who did not accept the minimum known as “undenominational Mechanism”
lived in danger of Homelessness, which means death, as we know.

To attribute these two great developments to the Central Committee, is to take a very narrow view of
civilization. The Central Committee announced the developments, it is true, but they were no more the
cause of them than were the kings of the imperialistic period the cause of war. Rather did they yield to
some invincible pressure, which came no one knew whither, and which, when gratified, was succeeded
by some new pressure equally invincible. To such a state of affairs it is convenient to give the name of
progress. No one confessed the Machine was out of hand. Year by year it was served with increased
efficiency and decreased intelligence. The better a man knew his own duties upon it,  the less he
understood the duties of his neighbour, and in all the world there was not one who understood the
monster as a whole. Those master brains had perished. They had left full directions, it is true, and their
successors had each of them mastered a portion of those directions. But Humanity, in its desire for
comfort, had over-reached itself. It had exploited the riches of nature too far. Quietly and complacently,
it was sinking into decadence, and progress had come to mean the progress of the Machine.

As for Vashti, her life went peacefully forward until the final disaster. She made her room dark and
slept; she awoke and made the room light. She lectured and attended lectures. She exchanged ideas
with her innumerable friends and believed she was growing more spiritual. At times a friend was
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granted Euthanasia, and left his or her room for the homelessness that is beyond all human conception.
Vashti did not much mind. After an unsuccessful lecture, she would sometimes ask for Euthanasia
herself. But the death-rate was not permitted to exceed the birth-rate, and the Machine had hitherto
refused it to her.

The troubles began quietly, long before she was conscious of them.

One day she was astonished at receiving a message from her son. They never communicated, having
nothing in common, and she had only heard indirectly that he was still alive, and had been transferred
from the northern hemisphere, where he had behaved so mischievously, to the southern – indeed, to a
room not far from her own.

“Does he want me to visit him?” she thought. “Never again, never. And I have not the time.”

No, it was madness of another kind.

He refused to visualize his face upon the blue plate, and speaking out of the darkness with solemnity
said:

“The Machine stops.”

“What do you say?”

“The Machine is stopping, I know it, I know the signs.”

She burst into a peal of laughter. He heard her and was angry, and they spoke no more.

“Can you imagine anything more absurd?” she cried to a friend. “A man who was my son believes that
the Machine is stopping. It would be impious if it was not mad.”

“The Machine is stopping?” her friend replied. “What does that mean? The phrase conveys nothing to
me.”

“Nor to me.”

“He does not refer, I suppose, to the trouble there has been lately with the music?”

“Oh no, of course not. Let us talk about music.”

“Have you complained to the authorities?”

“Yes, and they say it wants mending, and referred me to the Committee of the Mending Apparatus. I
complained of those curious gasping sighs that disfigure the symphonies of the Brisbane school. They
sound like some one in pain. The Committee of the Mending Apparatus say that it shall be remedied
shortly.”
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Obscurely worried, she resumed her life. For one thing, the defect in the music irritated her. For
another thing, she could not forget Kuno”s speech. If he had known that the music was out of repair –
he could not know it, for he detested music – if he had known that it was wrong, “the Machine stops”
was exactly the venomous sort of remark he would have made. Of course he had made it at a venture,
but the coincidence annoyed her, and she spoke with some petulance to the Committee of the Mending
Apparatus.

They replied, as before, that the defect would be set right shortly.

“Shortly! At once!” she retorted. “Why should I be worried by imperfect music? Things are always put
right at once. If you do not mend it at once, I shall complain to the Central Committee.”

“No personal  complaints are received by the Central  Committee,” the Committee of  the Mending
Apparatus replied.

“Through whom am I to make my complaint, then?”

“Through us.”

“I complain then.”

“Your complaint shall be forwarded in its turn.”

“Have others complained?”

This question was unmechanical, and the Committee of the Mending Apparatus refused to answer it.

“It is too bad!” she exclaimed to another of her friends.

“There never was such an unfortunate woman as myself. I can never be sure of my music now. It gets
worse and worse each time I summon it.”

“What is it?”

“I do not know whether it is inside my head, or inside the wall.”

“Complain, in either case.”

“I have complained, and my complaint will be forwarded in its turn to the Central Committee.”

Time passed, and they resented the defects no longer. The defects had not been remedied, but the
human tissues in that latter day had become so subservient, that they readily adapted themselves to
every caprice of the Machine. The sigh at the crises of the Brisbane symphony no longer irritated
Vashti; she accepted it as part of the melody. The jarring noise, whether in the head or in the wall, was
no longer resented by her friend. And so with the mouldy artificial fruit, so with the bath water that
began to stink, so with the defective rhymes that the poetry machine had taken to emit. all were bitterly
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complained  of  at  first,  and  then  acquiesced  in  and  forgotten.  Things  went  from  bad  to  worse
unchallenged.

It was otherwise with the failure of the sleeping apparatus. That was a more serious stoppage. There
came a day when over the whole world – in Sumatra, in Wessex, in the innumerable cities of Courland
and Brazil – the beds, when summoned by their tired owners, failed to appear. It may seem a ludicrous
matter, but from it we may date the collapse of humanity. The Committee responsible for the failure
was assailed by complainants, whom it referred, as usual, to the Committee of the Mending Apparatus,
who in its turn assured them that their complaints would be forwarded to the Central Committee. But
the discontent grew, for mankind was not yet sufficiently adaptable to do without sleeping.

“Some one of meddling with the Machine—” they began.

“Some one is trying to make himself king, to reintroduce the personal element.”

“Punish that man with Homelessness.”

“To the rescue! Avenge the Machine! Avenge the Machine!”

“War! Kill the man!”

But the Committee of the Mending Apparatus now came forward, and allayed the panic with well-
chosen words. It confessed that the Mending Apparatus was itself in need of repair.

The effect of this frank confession was admirable.

“Of course,” said a famous lecturer – he of the French Revolution, who gilded each new decay with
splendour – “of course we shall not press our complaints now. The Mending Apparatus has treated us so
well in the past that we all sympathize with it, and will wait patiently for its recovery. In its own good
time it will resume its duties. Meanwhile let us do without our beds, our tabloids, our other little wants.
Such, I feel sure, would be the wish of the Machine.”

Thousands of miles away his audience applauded. The Machine still  linked them. Under the seas,
beneath the roots of the mountains, ran the wires through which they saw and heard, the enormous
eyes and ears that were their heritage, and the hum of many workings clothed their thoughts in one
garment of subserviency. Only the old and the sick remained ungrateful, for it was rumoured that
Euthanasia, too, was out of order, and that pain had reappeared among men.

It became difficult to read. A blight entered the atmosphere and dulled its luminosity. At times Vashti
could scarcely see across her room. The air, too, was foul. Loud were the complaints, impotent the
remedies, heroic the tone of the lecturer as he cried: “Courage! courage! What matter so long as the
Machine goes on ? To it the darkness and the light are one.” And though things improved again after a
time, the old brilliancy was never recaptured, and humanity never recovered from its entrance into
twilight. There was an hysterical talk of “measures,” of “provisional dictatorship,” and the inhabitants of
Sumatra were asked to familiarize themselves with the workings of the central power station, the said
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power station being situated in France. But for the most part panic reigned, and men spent their
strength praying to their Books, tangible proofs of the Machine”s omnipotence. There were gradations
of terror- at times came rumours of hope-the Mending Apparatus was almost mended-the enemies of the
Machine had been got under- new “nerve-centres” were evolving which would do the work even more
magnificently than before. But there came a day when, without the slightest warning, without any
previous hint of feebleness, the entire communication-system broke down, all over the world, and the
world, as they understood it, ended.

Vashti was lecturing at the time and her earlier remarks had been punctuated with applause. As she
proceeded  the  audience  became  silent,  and  at  the  conclusion  there  was  no  sound.  Somewhat
displeased, she called to a friend who was a specialist in sympathy. No sound: doubtless the friend was
sleeping. And so with the next friend whom she tried to summon, and so with the next, until she
remembered Kuno”s cryptic remark, “The Machine stops”.

The phrase still conveyed nothing. If Eternity was stopping it would of course be set going shortly.

For example, there was still a little light and air – the atmosphere had improved a few hours previously.
There was still the Book, and while there was the Book there was security.

Then she broke down, for with the cessation of activity came an unexpected terror – silence.

She had never known silence, and the coming of it nearly killed her – it did kill many thousands of
people outright. Ever since her birth she had been surrounded by the steady hum. It was to the ear
what artificial air was to the lungs, and agonizing pains shot across her head. And scarcely knowing
what she did, she stumbled forward and pressed the unfamiliar button, the one that opened the door of
her cell.

Now the door of the cell worked on a simple hinge of its own. It was not connected with the central
power station, dying far away in France. It opened, rousing immoderate hopes in Vashti, for she thought
that the Machine had been mended. It opened, and she saw the dim tunnel that curved far away
towards freedom. One look, and then she shrank back. For the tunnel was full of people – she was
almost the last in that city to have taken alarm.

People at any time repelled her, and these were nightmares from her worst dreams. People were
crawling about, people were screaming, whimpering, gasping for breath, touching each other, vanishing
in the dark, and ever and anon being pushed off the platform on to the live rail. Some were fighting
round the electric bells, trying to summon trains which could not be summoned. Others were yelling for
Euthanasia or for respirators, or blaspheming the Machine. Others stood at the doors of their cells
fearing, like herself, either to stop in them or to leave them. And behind all the uproar was silence – the
silence which is the voice of the earth and of the generations who have gone.

No – it was worse than solitude. She closed the door again and sat down to wait for the end. The
disintegration went on, accompanied by horrible cracks and rumbling. The valves that restrained the
Medical Apparatus must have weakened, for it ruptured and hung hideously from the ceiling. The floor
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heaved and fell and flung her from the chair. A tube oozed towards her serpent fashion. And at last the
final horror approached – light began to ebb, and she knew that civilization”s long day was closing.

She whirled around, praying to be saved from this, at any rate, kissing the Book, pressing button after
button. The uproar outside was increasing, and even penetrated the wall. Slowly the brilliancy of her
cell was dimmed, the reflections faded from the metal switches. Now she could not see the reading-
stand, now not the Book, though she held it in her hand. Light followed the flight of sound, air was
following light, and the original void returned to the cavern from which it has so long been excluded.
Vashti continued to whirl, like the devotees of an earlier religion, screaming, praying, striking at the
buttons with bleeding hands.

It was thus that she opened her prison and escaped – escaped in the spirit: at least so it seems to me,
ere my meditation closes. That she escapes in the body – I cannot perceive that. She struck, by chance,
the switch that released the door, and the rush of foul air on her skin, the loud throbbing whispers in
her ears, told her that she was facing the tunnel again, and that tremendous platform on which she had
seen men fighting. They were not fighting now. Only the whispers remained, and the little whimpering
groans. They were dying by hundreds out in the dark.

She burst into tears.

Tears answered her.

They wept for humanity, those two, not for themselves. They could not bear that this should be the end.
Ere silence was completed their hearts were opened, and they knew what had been important on the
earth. Man, the flower of all flesh, the noblest of all creatures visible, man who had once made god in
his  image,  and had mirrored his  strength on the  constellations,  beautiful  naked man was dying,
strangled in the garments that he had woven. Century after century had he toiled, and here was his
reward. Truly the garment had seemed heavenly at first, shot with colours of culture, sewn with the
threads of self-denial. And heavenly it had been so long as man could shed it at will and live by the
essence that is his soul, and the essence, equally divine, that is his body. The sin against the body – it
was for that they wept in chief; the centuries of wrong against the muscles and the nerves, and those
five portals by which we can alone apprehend – glozing it over with talk of evolution, until the body was
white pap, the home of ideas as colourless, last sloshy stirrings of a spirit that had grasped the stars.

“Where are you?” she sobbed.

His voice in the darkness said, “Here.”

Is there any hope, Kuno?”

“None for us.”

“Where are you?”

She crawled over the bodies of the dead. His blood spurted over her hands.
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“Quicker,” he gasped, “I am dying – but we touch, we talk, not through the Machine.”

He kissed her.

“We have come back to our own. We die, but we have recaptured life, as it was in Wessex, when Ælfrid
overthrew the Danes. We know what they know outside, they who dwelt in the cloud that is the colour
of a pearl.”

“But Kuno, is it true ? Are there still men on the surface of the earth ? Is this – tunnel, this poisoned
darkness – really not the end?”

He replied:

“I have seen them, spoken to them, loved them. They are hiding in the midst and the ferns until our
civilization stops. Today they are the Homeless – tomorrow —— “

“Oh, tomorrow – some fool will start the Machine again, tomorrow.”

“Never,” said Kuno, “never. Humanity has learnt its lesson.”

As he spoke, the whole city was broken like a honeycomb. An air-ship had sailed in through the
vomitory into a ruined wharf. It crashed downwards, exploding as it went, rending gallery after gallery
with its wings of steel. For a moment they saw the nations of the dead, and, before they joined them,
scraps of the untainted sky.
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Non Zero Probabilities
(2010)

NK JEMISIN

Is this the future of SF? What kind of future would you want for the genre? Also has an audio version
link under the title.

Librarian Notes
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about science fiction, race, gender, power, and Trumpism.
The Hugo Awards just made history, and defied alt-right extremists in the process
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The Ones Who Walk Away from Omelas

Read “The Ones Who Walk Away from Omelas” from the short story collection The Wind’s Twelve
Quarters: Short Stories.
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A move back into “hard” SF, and a precursor to more modern themes, denotes much of Kress’ work, like
this story.

What the hell difference does it make what I think? Why does he have to come here…? Why can’t
they all go someplace else besides here? There must be lots of places they can go, out of all them
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bright stars up there behind the clouds. They don’t need to come here where I need this job….

Librarian Note
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Read online

Listen

https://web.archive.org/web/20190430020609/http://windupstories.com/books/pump-six-and-other-stories/people-of-sand-and-slag/
https://web.archive.org/web/20190430020609/http://windupstories.com/books/pump-six-and-other-stories/people-of-sand-and-slag/


Sci-fi & Fantasy Anthology

113

A YouTube element has been excluded from this version of the text. You can view it online
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“A Princess of Mars” excerpt
(1912)

EDGAR RICE BURROUGHS

John Carter, anyone? This novel would introduce the quintessential sci fi hero and provide the root
stock of Golden Age writers of the WWII era, and can still be see today in figures like Han Solo and
Peter Quinn (“It’s Starlord, man!”). If you like the chapters I’ve given you, look up the whole series.

 

To the Reader of this Work:

In submitting Captain Carter’s strange manuscript to you in book form, I believe that a few words
relative to this remarkable personality will be of interest.

My first recollection of Captain Carter is of the few months he spent at my father’s home in Virginia,
just prior to the opening of the civil war. I was then a child of but five years, yet I well remember the
tall, dark, smooth-faced, athletic man whom I called Uncle Jack.

He seemed always to be laughing; and he entered into the sports of the children with the same hearty
good fellowship he displayed toward those pastimes in which the men and women of his own age
indulged; or he would sit for an hour at a time entertaining my old grandmother with stories of his
strange, wild life in all parts of the world. We all loved him, and our slaves fairly worshipped the ground
he trod.

He was a splendid specimen of manhood, standing a good two inches over six feet, broad of shoulder
and narrow of hip, with the carriage of the trained fighting man. His features were regular and clear
cut, his hair black and closely cropped, while his eyes were of a steel gray, reflecting a strong and loyal
character, filled with fire and initiative. His manners were perfect, and his courtliness was that of a
typical southern gentleman of the highest type.

His horsemanship, especially after hounds, was a marvel and delight even in that country of magnificent
horsemen. I have often heard my father caution him against his wild recklessness, but he would only
laugh, and say that the tumble that killed him would be from the back of a horse yet unfoaled.

When the war broke out he left us, nor did I see him again for some fifteen or sixteen years. When he
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returned it was without warning, and I was much surprised to note that he had not aged apparently a
moment, nor had he changed in any other outward way. He was, when others were with him, the same
genial, happy fellow we had known of old, but when he thought himself alone I have seen him sit for
hours gazing off into space, his face set in a look of wistful longing and hopeless misery; and at night he
would sit thus looking up into the heavens, at what I did not know until I read his manuscript years
afterward.

He told us that he had been prospecting and mining in Arizona part of the time since the war; and that
he had been very successful was evidenced by the unlimited amount of money with which he was
supplied. As to the details of his life during these years he was very reticent, in fact he would not talk of
them at all.

He remained with us for about a year and then went to New York, where he purchased a little place on
the Hudson, where I visited him once a year on the occasions of my trips to the New York market—my
father and I owning and operating a string of general stores throughout Virginia at that time. Captain
Carter had a small but beautiful cottage, situated on a bluff overlooking the river, and during one of my
last visits, in the winter of 1885, I observed he was much occupied in writing, I presume now, upon this
manuscript.

He told me at this time that if anything should happen to him he wished me to take charge of his estate,
and he gave me a key to a compartment in the safe which stood in his study, telling me I would find his
will there and some personal instructions which he had me pledge myself to carry out with absolute
fidelity.

After I had retired for the night I have seen him from my window standing in the moonlight on the brink
of the bluff overlooking the Hudson with his arms stretched out to the heavens as though in appeal. I
thought at the time that he was praying, although I never understood that he was in the strict sense of
the term a religious man.

Several months after I had returned home from my last visit, the first of March, 1886, I think, I received
a telegram from him asking me to come to him at once. I had always been his favorite among the
younger generation of Carters and so I hastened to comply with his demand.

I arrived at the little station, about a mile from his grounds, on the morning of March 4, 1886, and when
I asked the livery man to drive me out to Captain Carter’s he replied that if I was a friend of the
Captain’s he had some very bad news for me; the Captain had been found dead shortly after daylight
that very morning by the watchman attached to an adjoining property.

For some reason this news did not surprise me, but I hurried out to his place as quickly as possible, so
that I could take charge of the body and of his affairs.

I  found the watchman who had discovered him,  together  with  the local  police  chief  and several
townspeople, assembled in his little study. The watchman related the few details connected with the
finding of the body, which he said had been still warm when he came upon it. It lay, he said, stretched
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full length in the snow with the arms outstretched above the head toward the edge of the bluff, and
when he showed me the spot it flashed upon me that it was the identical one where I had seen him on
those other nights, with his arms raised in supplication to the skies.

There were no marks of violence on the body, and with the aid of a local physician the coroner’s jury
quickly reached a decision of death from heart failure. Left alone in the study, I opened the safe and
withdrew the contents of the drawer in which he had told me I would find my instructions. They were in
part peculiar indeed, but I have followed them to each last detail as faithfully as I was able.

He directed that I remove his body to Virginia without embalming, and that he be laid in an open coffin
within a  tomb which he previously  had had constructed and which,  as  I  later  learned,  was well
ventilated. The instructions impressed upon me that I must personally see that this was carried out just
as he directed, even in secrecy if necessary.

His property was left in such a way that I was to receive the entire income for twenty-five years, when
the principal was to become mine. His further instructions related to this manuscript which I was to
retain sealed and unread, just as I found it, for eleven years; nor was I to divulge its contents until
twenty-one years after his death.

A strange feature about the tomb, where his body still lies, is that the massive door is equipped with a
single, huge gold-plated spring lock which can be opened only from the inside.

Yours very sincerely,
Edgar Rice Burroughs.

 

 

CHAPTER I

ON THE ARIZONA HILLS

I am a very old man; how old I do not know. Possibly I am a hundred, possibly more; but I cannot tell
because I have never aged as other men, nor do I remember any childhood. So far as I can recollect I
have always been a man, a man of about thirty. I appear today as I did forty years and more ago, and
yet I feel that I cannot go on living forever; that some day I shall die the real death from which there is
no resurrection. I do not know why I should fear death, I who have died twice and am still alive; but yet
I have the same horror of it as you who have never died, and it is because of this terror of death, I
believe, that I am so convinced of my mortality.

And because of this conviction I have determined to write down the story of the interesting periods of
my life and of my death. I cannot explain the phenomena; I can only set down here in the words of an
ordinary soldier of fortune a chronicle of the strange events that befell me during the ten years that my
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dead body lay undiscovered in an Arizona cave.

I have never told this story, nor shall mortal man see this manuscript until after I have passed over for
eternity. I know that the average human mind will not believe what it cannot grasp, and so I do not
purpose being pilloried by the public, the pulpit, and the press, and held up as a colossal liar when I am
but telling the simple truths which some day science will substantiate. Possibly the suggestions which I
gained upon Mars, and the knowledge which I can set down in this chronicle, will aid in an earlier
understanding of the mysteries of our sister planet; mysteries to you, but no longer mysteries to me.

My name is John Carter; I am better known as Captain Jack Carter of Virginia. At the close of the Civil
War I  found myself  possessed of  several  hundred thousand dollars  (Confederate)  and a captain’s
commission in the cavalry arm of an army which no longer existed; the servant of a state which had
vanished with the hopes of the South. Masterless, penniless, and with my only means of livelihood,
fighting, gone, I determined to work my way to the southwest and attempt to retrieve my fallen fortunes
in a search for gold.

I spent nearly a year prospecting in company with another Confederate officer, Captain James K. Powell
of Richmond. We were extremely fortunate, for late in the winter of 1865, after many hardships and
privations, we located the most remarkable gold-bearing quartz vein that our wildest dreams had ever
pictured. Powell, who was a mining engineer by education, stated that we had uncovered over a million
dollars worth of ore in a trifle over three months.

As our equipment was crude in the extreme we decided that one of us must return to civilization,
purchase the necessary machinery and return with a sufficient force of men properly to work the mine.

As Powell was familiar with the country, as well as with the mechanical requirements of mining we
determined that it would be best for him to make the trip. It was agreed that I was to hold down our
claim against the remote possibility of its being jumped by some wandering prospector.

On March 3, 1866, Powell and I packed his provisions on two of our burros, and bidding me good-bye he
mounted his horse, and started down the mountainside toward the valley, across which led the first
stage of his journey.

The morning of Powell’s departure was, like nearly all Arizona mornings, clear and beautiful; I could see
him and his little pack animals picking their way down the mountainside toward the valley, and all
during the morning I would catch occasional glimpses of them as they topped a hog back or came out
upon a level plateau. My last sight of Powell was about three in the afternoon as he entered the
shadows of the range on the opposite side of the valley.

Some half hour later I happened to glance casually across the valley and was much surprised to note
three little dots in about the same place I had last seen my friend and his two pack animals. I am not
given to needless worrying, but the more I tried to convince myself that all was well with Powell, and
that the dots I had seen on his trail were antelope or wild horses, the less I was able to assure myself.
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Since we had entered the territory we had not seen a hostile Indian, and we had, therefore, become
careless in the extreme, and were wont to ridicule the stories we had heard of the great numbers of
these vicious marauders that were supposed to haunt the trails, taking their toll in lives and torture of
every white party which fell into their merciless clutches.

Powell, I knew, was well armed and, further, an experienced Indian fighter; but I too had lived and
fought for years among the Sioux in the North, and I knew that his chances were small against a party
of cunning trailing Apaches. Finally I could endure the suspense no longer, and, arming myself with my
two Colt revolvers and a carbine, I strapped two belts of cartridges about me and catching my saddle
horse, started down the trail taken by Powell in the morning.

As soon as I reached comparatively level ground I urged my mount into a canter and continued this,
where the going permitted, until, close upon dusk, I discovered the point where other tracks joined
those of Powell.  They were the tracks of unshod ponies, three of them, and the ponies had been
galloping.

I followed rapidly until, darkness shutting down, I was forced to await the rising of the moon, and given
an opportunity to speculate on the question of the wisdom of my chase. Possibly I had conjured up
impossible dangers, like some nervous old housewife, and when I should catch up with Powell would get
a good laugh for my pains. However, I am not prone to sensitiveness, and the following of a sense of
duty, wherever it may lead, has always been a kind of fetich with me throughout my life; which may
account for the honors bestowed upon me by three republics and the decorations and friendships of an
old and powerful emperor and several lesser kings, in whose service my sword has been red many a
time.

About nine o’clock the moon was sufficiently bright for me to proceed on my way and I had no difficulty
in following the trail at a fast walk, and in some places at a brisk trot until, about midnight, I reached
the water hole where Powell had expected to camp. I came upon the spot unexpectedly, finding it
entirely deserted, with no signs of having been recently occupied as a camp.

I was interested to note that the tracks of the pursuing horsemen, for such I was now convinced they
must be, continued after Powell with only a brief stop at the hole for water; and always at the same rate
of speed as his.

I was positive now that the trailers were Apaches and that they wished to capture Powell alive for the
fiendish pleasure of the torture, so I urged my horse onward at a most dangerous pace, hoping against
hope that I would catch up with the red rascals before they attacked him.

Further speculation was suddenly cut short by the faint report of two shots far ahead of me. I knew that
Powell would need me now if ever, and I instantly urged my horse to his topmost speed up the narrow
and difficult mountain trail.

I had forged ahead for perhaps a mile or more without hearing further sounds, when the trail suddenly
debouched onto a small, open plateau near the summit of the pass. I had passed through a narrow,
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overhanging gorge just before entering suddenly upon this table land, and the sight which met my eyes
filled me with consternation and dismay.

The little stretch of level land was white with Indian tepees, and there were probably half a thousand
red warriors clustered around some object near the center of the camp. Their attention was so wholly
riveted to this point of interest that they did not notice me, and I easily could have turned back into the
dark recesses of the gorge and made my escape with perfect safety. The fact, however, that this thought
did not occur to me until the following day removes any possible right to a claim to heroism to which
the narration of this episode might possibly otherwise entitle me.

I do not believe that I am made of the stuff which constitutes heroes, because, in all of the hundreds of
instances that my voluntary acts have placed me face to face with death, I cannot recall a single one
where any alternative step to that I took occurred to me until many hours later. My mind is evidently so
constituted that I am subconsciously forced into the path of duty without recourse to tiresome mental
processes. However that may be, I have never regretted that cowardice is not optional with me.

In this instance I was, of course, positive that Powell was the center of attraction, but whether I thought
or acted first I do not know, but within an instant from the moment the scene broke upon my view I had
whipped out my revolvers and was charging down upon the entire army of warriors, shooting rapidly,
and whooping at the top of my lungs. Singlehanded, I could not have pursued better tactics, for the red
men, convinced by sudden surprise that not less than a regiment of regulars was upon them, turned and
fled in every direction for their bows, arrows, and rifles.

The view which their hurried routing disclosed filled me with apprehension and with rage. Under the
clear rays of the Arizona moon lay Powell, his body fairly bristling with the hostile arrows of the braves.
That he was already dead I could not but be convinced, and yet I would have saved his body from
mutilation at the hands of the Apaches as quickly as I would have saved the man himself from death.

Riding close to him I reached down from the saddle, and grasping his cartridge belt drew him up across
the withers of my mount. A backward glance convinced me that to return by the way I had come would
be more hazardous than to continue across the plateau, so, putting spurs to my poor beast, I made a
dash for the opening to the pass which I could distinguish on the far side of the table land.

The Indians had by this time discovered that I was alone and I was pursued with imprecations, arrows,
and rifle balls. The fact that it is difficult to aim anything but imprecations accurately by moonlight, that
they were upset by the sudden and unexpected manner of my advent, and that I was a rather rapidly
moving target saved me from the various deadly projectiles of the enemy and permitted me to reach the
shadows of the surrounding peaks before an orderly pursuit could be organized.

My horse was traveling practically unguided as I knew that I had probably less knowledge of the exact
location of the trail to the pass than he, and thus it happened that he entered a defile which led to the
summit of the range and not to the pass which I had hoped would carry me to the valley and to safety. It
is probable, however, that to this fact I owe my life and the remarkable experiences and adventures
which befell me during the following ten years.
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My first knowledge that I was on the wrong trail came when I heard the yells of the pursuing savages
suddenly grow fainter and fainter far off to my left.

I knew then that they had passed to the left of the jagged rock formation at the edge of the plateau, to
the right of which my horse had borne me and the body of Powell.

I drew rein on a little level promontory overlooking the trail below and to my left, and saw the party of
pursuing savages disappearing around the point of a neighboring peak.

I knew the Indians would soon discover that they were on the wrong trail and that the search for me
would be renewed in the right direction as soon as they located my tracks.

I had gone but a short distance further when what seemed to be an excellent trail opened up around the
face of a high cliff. The trail was level and quite broad and led upward and in the general direction I
wished to go. The cliff arose for several hundred feet on my right, and on my left was an equal and
nearly perpendicular drop to the bottom of a rocky ravine.

I had followed this trail for perhaps a hundred yards when a sharp turn to the right brought me to the
mouth of a large cave. The opening was about four feet in height and three to four feet wide, and at this
opening the trail ended.

It was now morning, and, with the customary lack of dawn which is a startling characteristic of Arizona,
it had become daylight almost without warning.

Dismounting, I laid Powell upon the ground, but the most painstaking examination failed to reveal the
faintest spark of life. I forced water from my canteen between his dead lips, bathed his face and rubbed
his hands, working over him continuously for the better part of an hour in the face of the fact that I
knew him to be dead.

I was very fond of Powell; he was thoroughly a man in every respect; a polished southern gentleman; a
staunch and true friend; and it was with a feeling of the deepest grief that I finally gave up my crude
endeavors at resuscitation.

Leaving Powell’s body where it lay on the ledge I crept into the cave to reconnoiter. I found a large
chamber, possibly a hundred feet in diameter and thirty or forty feet in height; a smooth and well-worn
floor, and many other evidences that the cave had, at some remote period, been inhabited. The back of
the cave was so lost in dense shadow that I could not distinguish whether there were openings into
other apartments or not.

As I was continuing my examination I commenced to feel a pleasant drowsiness creeping over me which
I attributed to the fatigue of my long and strenuous ride, and the reaction from the excitement of the
fight and the pursuit. I felt comparatively safe in my present location as I knew that one man could
defend the trail to the cave against an army.

I soon became so drowsy that I could scarcely resist the strong desire to throw myself on the floor of the
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cave for a few moments’ rest, but I knew that this would never do, as it would mean certain death at the
hands of my red friends, who might be upon me at any moment. With an effort I started toward the
opening of the cave only to reel drunkenly against a side wall, and from there slip prone upon the floor.

CHAPTER II

THE ESCAPE OF THE DEAD

A sense of delicious dreaminess overcame me, my muscles relaxed, and I was on the point of giving way
to my desire to sleep when the sound of approaching horses reached my ears. I attempted to spring to
my feet but was horrified to discover that my muscles refused to respond to my will.  I  was now
thoroughly awake, but as unable to move a muscle as though turned to stone. It was then, for the first
time, that I noticed a slight vapor filling the cave. It was extremely tenuous and only noticeable against
the opening which led to daylight. There also came to my nostrils a faintly pungent odor, and I could
only assume that I had been overcome by some poisonous gas, but why I should retain my mental
faculties and yet be unable to move I could not fathom.

I lay facing the opening of the cave and where I could see the short stretch of trail which lay between
the cave and the turn of the cliff around which the trail led. The noise of the approaching horses had
ceased, and I judged the Indians were creeping stealthily upon me along the little ledge which led to my
living tomb. I remember that I hoped they would make short work of me as I did not particularly relish
the thought of the innumerable things they might do to me if the spirit prompted them.

I had not long to wait before a stealthy sound apprised me of their nearness, and then a war-bonneted,
paint-streaked face was thrust cautiously around the shoulder of the cliff, and savage eyes looked into
mine. That he could see me in the dim light of the cave I was sure for the early morning sun was falling
full upon me through the opening.

The fellow, instead of approaching, merely stood and stared; his eyes bulging and his jaw dropped. And
then another savage face appeared, and a third and fourth and fifth, craning their necks over the
shoulders of their fellows whom they could not pass upon the narrow ledge. Each face was the picture
of awe and fear, but for what reason I did not know, nor did I learn until ten years later. That there
were still other braves behind those who regarded me was apparent from the fact that the leaders
passed back whispered word to those behind them.

Suddenly a low but distinct moaning sound issued from the recesses of the cave behind me, and, as it
reached the ears of the Indians, they turned and fled in terror, panic-stricken. So frantic were their
efforts to escape from the unseen thing behind me that one of the braves was hurled headlong from the
cliff to the rocks below. Their wild cries echoed in the canyon for a short time, and then all was still
once more.

The sound which had frightened them was not repeated, but it had been sufficient as it was to start me
speculating on the possible horror which lurked in the shadows at my back. Fear is a relative term and
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so I can only measure my feelings at that time by what I had experienced in previous positions of
danger and by those that I have passed through since; but I can say without shame that if the sensations
I endured during the next few minutes were fear, then may God help the coward, for cowardice is of a
surety its own punishment.

To be held paralyzed, with one’s back toward some horrible and unknown danger from the very sound
of which the ferocious Apache warriors turn in wild stampede, as a flock of sheep would madly flee from
a pack of wolves, seems to me the last word in fearsome predicaments for a man who had ever been
used to fighting for his life with all the energy of a powerful physique.

Several  times  I  thought  I  heard  faint  sounds  behind  me as  of  somebody  moving  cautiously,  but
eventually even these ceased, and I was left to the contemplation of my position without interruption. I
could but vaguely conjecture the cause of my paralysis, and my only hope lay in that it might pass off as
suddenly as it had fallen upon me.

Late in the afternoon my horse, which had been standing with dragging rein before the cave, started
slowly down the trail, evidently in search of food and water, and I was left alone with my mysterious
unknown companion and the dead body of my friend, which lay just within my range of vision upon the
ledge where I had placed it in the early morning.

From then until possibly midnight all was silence, the silence of the dead; then, suddenly, the awful
moan of the morning broke upon my startled ears, and there came again from the black shadows the
sound of a moving thing, and a faint rustling as of dead leaves. The shock to my already overstrained
nervous system was terrible in the extreme, and with a superhuman effort I strove to break my awful
bonds. It was an effort of the mind, of the will, of the nerves; not muscular, for I could not move even so
much as my little finger, but none the less mighty for all that. And then something gave, there was a
momentary feeling of nausea, a sharp click as of the snapping of a steel wire, and I stood with my back
against the wall of the cave facing my unknown foe.

And then the moonlight flooded the cave, and there before me lay my own body as it had been lying all
these hours, with the eyes staring toward the open ledge and the hands resting limply upon the ground.
I looked first at my lifeless clay there upon the floor of the cave and then down at myself in utter
bewilderment; for there I lay clothed, and yet here I stood but naked as at the minute of my birth.

The transition had been so sudden and so unexpected that it left me for a moment forgetful of aught
else than my strange metamorphosis. My first thought was, is this then death! Have I indeed passed
over forever into that other life! But I could not well believe this, as I could feel my heart pounding
against my ribs from the exertion of my efforts to release myself from the anaesthesis which had held
me. My breath was coming in quick, short gasps, cold sweat stood out from every pore of my body, and
the ancient experiment of pinching revealed the fact that I was anything other than a wraith.

Again was I suddenly recalled to my immediate surroundings by a repetition of the weird moan from the
depths of the cave. Naked and unarmed as I was, I had no desire to face the unseen thing which
menaced me.
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My revolvers were strapped to my lifeless body which, for some unfathomable reason, I could not bring
myself to touch. My carbine was in its boot, strapped to my saddle, and as my horse had wandered off I
was left without means of defense. My only alternative seemed to lie in flight and my decision was
crystallized by a recurrence of the rustling sound from the thing which now seemed, in the darkness of
the cave and to my distorted imagination, to be creeping stealthily upon me.

Unable longer to resist  the temptation to escape this horrible place I  leaped quickly through the
opening into the starlight of a clear Arizona night. The crisp, fresh mountain air outside the cave acted
as an immediate tonic and I felt new life and new courage coursing through me. Pausing upon the brink
of the ledge I  upbraided myself  for what now seemed to me wholly unwarranted apprehension. I
reasoned with myself that I had lain helpless for many hours within the cave, yet nothing had molested
me, and my better judgment, when permitted the direction of clear and logical reasoning, convinced me
that the noises I had heard must have resulted from purely natural and harmless causes; probably the
conformation of the cave was such that a slight breeze had caused the sounds I heard.

I decided to investigate, but first I lifted my head to fill my lungs with the pure, invigorating night air of
the mountains. As I did so I saw stretching far below me the beautiful vista of rocky gorge, and level,
cacti-studded flat, wrought by the moonlight into a miracle of soft splendor and wondrous enchantment.

Few western wonders are more inspiring than the beauties of  an Arizona moonlit  landscape;  the
silvered mountains in the distance, the strange lights and shadows upon hog back and arroyo, and the
grotesque details of the stiff, yet beautiful cacti form a picture at once enchanting and inspiring; as
though one were catching for the first time a glimpse of some dead and forgotten world, so different is
it from the aspect of any other spot upon our earth.

As I stood thus meditating, I turned my gaze from the landscape to the heavens where the myriad stars
formed a gorgeous and fitting canopy for the wonders of the earthly scene. My attention was quickly
riveted by a large red star close to the distant horizon. As I gazed upon it I felt a spell of overpowering
fascination—it was Mars, the god of war, and for me, the fighting man, it had always held the power of
irresistible enchantment. As I gazed at it on that far-gone night it seemed to call across the unthinkable
void, to lure me to it, to draw me as the lodestone attracts a particle of iron.

My longing was beyond the power of opposition; I closed my eyes, stretched out my arms toward the
god of  my vocation and felt  myself  drawn with the suddenness of  thought  through the trackless
immensity of space. There was an instant of extreme cold and utter darkness.

CHAPTER III

MY ADVENT ON MARS

I opened my eyes upon a strange and weird landscape. I knew that I was on Mars; not once did I
question either my sanity or my wakefulness. I was not asleep, no need for pinching here; my inner
consciousness told me as plainly that I was upon Mars as your conscious mind tells you that you are
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upon Earth. You do not question the fact; neither did I.

I found myself lying prone upon a bed of yellowish, mosslike vegetation which stretched around me in
all directions for interminable miles. I seemed to be lying in a deep, circular basin, along the outer
verge of which I could distinguish the irregularities of low hills.

It was midday, the sun was shining full upon me and the heat of it was rather intense upon my naked
body, yet no greater than would have been true under similar conditions on an Arizona desert. Here and
there were slight outcroppings of quartz-bearing rock which glistened in the sunlight; and a little to my
left, perhaps a hundred yards, appeared a low, walled enclosure about four feet in height. No water,
and no other vegetation than the moss was in evidence, and as I was somewhat thirsty I determined to
do a little exploring.

Springing to my feet I received my first Martian surprise, for the effort, which on Earth would have
brought me standing upright, carried me into the Martian air to the height of about three yards. I
alighted softly upon the ground, however, without appreciable shock or jar. Now commenced a series of
evolutions which even then seemed ludicrous in the extreme. I found that I must learn to walk all over
again, as the muscular exertion which carried me easily and safely upon Earth played strange antics
with me upon Mars.

Instead of progressing in a sane and dignified manner, my attempts to walk resulted in a variety of hops
which took me clear of the ground a couple of feet at each step and landed me sprawling upon my face
or back at the end of each second or third hop. My muscles, perfectly attuned and accustomed to the
force of gravity on Earth, played the mischief with me in attempting for the first time to cope with the
lesser gravitation and lower air pressure on Mars.

I was determined, however, to explore the low structure which was the only evidence of habitation in
sight, and so I hit upon the unique plan of reverting to first principles in locomotion, creeping. I did
fairly well at this and in a few moments had reached the low, encircling wall of the enclosure.

There appeared to be no doors or windows upon the side nearest me, but as the wall was but about four
feet high I cautiously gained my feet and peered over the top upon the strangest sight it had ever been
given me to see.

The roof of the enclosure was of solid glass about four or five inches in thickness, and beneath this were
several hundred large eggs, perfectly round and snowy white. The eggs were nearly uniform in size
being about two and one-half feet in diameter.

Five or six had already hatched and the grotesque caricatures which sat blinking in the sunlight were
enough to cause me to doubt my sanity. They seemed mostly head, with little scrawny bodies, long
necks and six legs, or, as I afterward learned, two legs and two arms, with an intermediary pair of limbs
which could be used at will either as arms or legs. Their eyes were set at the extreme sides of their
heads a trifle above the center and protruded in such a manner that they could be directed either
forward or back and also independently of each other, thus permitting this queer animal to look in any
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direction, or in two directions at once, without the necessity of turning the head.

The ears, which were slightly above the eyes and closer together, were small, cup-shaped antennae,
protruding not more than an inch on these young specimens. Their noses were but longitudinal slits in
the center of their faces, midway between their mouths and ears.

There was no hair on their bodies, which were of a very light yellowish-green color. In the adults, as I
was to learn quite soon, this color deepens to an olive green and is darker in the male than in the
female. Further, the heads of the adults are not so out of proportion to their bodies as in the case of the
young.

The iris of the eyes is blood red, as in Albinos, while the pupil is dark. The eyeball itself is very white, as
are the teeth. These latter add a most ferocious appearance to an otherwise fearsome and terrible
countenance, as the lower tusks curve upward to sharp points which end about where the eyes of
earthly human beings are located. The whiteness of the teeth is not that of ivory, but of the snowiest
and most gleaming of china. Against the dark background of their olive skins their tusks stand out in a
most striking manner, making these weapons present a singularly formidable appearance.

Most of these details I noted later, for I was given but little time to speculate on the wonders of my new
discovery. I had seen that the eggs were in the process of hatching, and as I stood watching the hideous
little monsters break from their shells I failed to note the approach of a score of full-grown Martians
from behind me.

Coming, as they did, over the soft and soundless moss, which covers practically the entire surface of
Mars with the exception of the frozen areas at the poles and the scattered cultivated districts, they
might have captured me easily, but their intentions were far more sinister. It was the rattling of the
accouterments of the foremost warrior which warned me.

On such a little thing my life hung that I often marvel that I escaped so easily. Had not the rifle of the
leader of the party swung from its fastenings beside his saddle in such a way as to strike against the
butt of his great metal-shod spear I should have snuffed out without ever knowing that death was near
me. But the little sound caused me to turn, and there upon me, not ten feet from my breast, was the
point of that huge spear, a spear forty feet long, tipped with gleaming metal, and held low at the side of
a mounted replica of the little devils I had been watching.

But how puny and harmless they now looked beside this huge and terrific incarnation of hate, of
vengeance and of death. The man himself, for such I may call him, was fully fifteen feet in height and,
on Earth, would have weighed some four hundred pounds. He sat his mount as we sit a horse, grasping
the animal’s barrel with his lower limbs, while the hands of his two right arms held his immense spear
low at the side of his mount; his two left arms were outstretched laterally to help preserve his balance,
the thing he rode having neither bridle or reins of any description for guidance.

And his mount! How can earthly words describe it! It towered ten feet at the shoulder; had four legs on
either side; a broad flat tail, larger at the tip than at the root, and which it held straight out behind
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while running; a gaping mouth which split its head from its snout to its long, massive neck.

Like its master, it was entirely devoid of hair, but was of a dark slate color and exceeding smooth and
glossy. Its belly was white, and its legs shaded from the slate of its shoulders and hips to a vivid yellow
at the feet. The feet themselves were heavily padded and nailless, which fact had also contributed to the
noiselessness of their approach, and, in common with a multiplicity of legs, is a characteristic feature of
the fauna of Mars. The highest type of man and one other animal, the only mammal existing on Mars,
alone have well-formed nails, and there are absolutely no hoofed animals in existence there.

Behind this first charging demon trailed nineteen others, similar in all respects, but, as I learned later,
bearing  individual  characteristics  peculiar  to  themselves;  precisely  as  no  two of  us  are  identical
although we are all cast in a similar mold. This picture, or rather materialized nightmare, which I have
described at length, made but one terrible and swift impression on me as I turned to meet it.

Unarmed and naked as I was, the first law of nature manifested itself in the only possible solution of my
immediate  problem,  and  that  was  to  get  out  of  the  vicinity  of  the  point  of  the  charging  spear.
Consequently I gave a very earthly and at the same time superhuman leap to reach the top of the
Martian incubator, for such I had determined it must be.

My effort was crowned with a success which appalled me no less than it seemed to surprise the Martian
warriors, for it carried me fully thirty feet into the air and landed me a hundred feet from my pursuers
and on the opposite side of the enclosure.

I alighted upon the soft moss easily and without mishap, and turning saw my enemies lined up along the
further wall. Some were surveying me with expressions which I afterward discovered marked extreme
astonishment, and the others were evidently satisfying themselves that I had not molested their young.

They were conversing together in low tones, and gesticulating and pointing toward me. Their discovery
that I had not harmed the little Martians, and that I was unarmed, must have caused them to look upon
me with less ferocity; but, as I was to learn later, the thing which weighed most in my favor was my
exhibition of hurdling.

While the Martians are immense, their bones are very large and they are muscled only in proportion to
the gravitation which they must overcome. The result is that they are infinitely less agile and less
powerful, in proportion to their weight, than an Earth man, and I doubt that were one of them suddenly
to be transported to Earth he could lift his own weight from the ground; in fact, I am convinced that he
could not do so.

My feat then was as marvelous upon Mars as it would have been upon Earth, and from desiring to
annihilate me they suddenly looked upon me as a wonderful discovery to be captured and exhibited
among their fellows.

The respite my unexpected agility had given me permitted me to formulate plans for the immediate
future and to note more closely the appearance of the warriors, for I could not disassociate these people
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in my mind from those other warriors who, only the day before, had been pursuing me.

I noted that each was armed with several other weapons in addition to the huge spear which I have
described. The weapon which caused me to decide against an attempt at escape by flight was what was
evidently a rifle of some description, and which I felt, for some reason, they were peculiarly efficient in
handling.

These rifles were of a white metal stocked with wood, which I learned later was a very light and
intensely hard growth much prized on Mars, and entirely unknown to us denizens of Earth. The metal of
the barrel is an alloy composed principally of aluminum and steel which they have learned to temper to
a hardness far exceeding that of the steel with which we are familiar. The weight of these rifles is
comparatively little, and with the small caliber, explosive, radium projectiles which they use, and the
great length of the barrel, they are deadly in the extreme and at ranges which would be unthinkable on
Earth. The theoretic effective radius of this rifle is three hundred miles, but the best they can do in
actual service when equipped with their wireless finders and sighters is but a trifle over two hundred
miles.

This is quite far enough to imbue me with great respect for the Martian firearm, and some telepathic
force must have warned me against an attempt to escape in broad daylight from under the muzzles of
twenty of these death-dealing machines.

The Martians, after conversing for a short time, turned and rode away in the direction from which they
had come, leaving one of their number alone by the enclosure. When they had covered perhaps two
hundred yards they halted,  and turning their  mounts toward us sat  watching the warrior  by the
enclosure.

He was the one whose spear had so nearly transfixed me, and was evidently the leader of the band, as I
had noted that they seemed to have moved to their present position at his direction. When his force had
come to a halt he dismounted, threw down his spear and small arms, and came around the end of the
incubator toward me, entirely unarmed and as naked as I, except for the ornaments strapped upon his
head, limbs, and breast.

When he was within about fifty feet of me he unclasped an enormous metal armlet, and holding it
toward me in the open palm of his hand, addressed me in a clear, resonant voice, but in a language, it is
needless to say, I could not understand. He then stopped as though waiting for my reply, pricking up his
antennae-like ears and cocking his strange-looking eyes still further toward me.

As the silence became painful I concluded to hazard a little conversation on my own part, as I had
guessed  that  he  was  making  overtures  of  peace.  The  throwing  down  of  his  weapons  and  the
withdrawing of  his  troop before  his  advance toward me would have signified a  peaceful  mission
anywhere on Earth, so why not, then, on Mars!

Placing my hand over my heart I bowed low to the Martian and explained to him that while I did not
understand his language, his actions spoke for the peace and friendship that at the present moment
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were most dear to my heart. Of course I might have been a babbling brook for all the intelligence my
speech carried to him, but he understood the action with which I immediately followed my words.

Stretching my hand toward him, I advanced and took the armlet from his open palm, clasping it about
my arm above the elbow; smiled at him and stood waiting. His wide mouth spread into an answering
smile, and locking one of his intermediary arms in mine we turned and walked back toward his mount.
At the same time he motioned his followers to advance. They started toward us on a wild run, but were
checked by a signal from him. Evidently he feared that were I to be really frightened again I might jump
entirely out of the landscape.

He exchanged a few words with his men, motioned to me that I would ride behind one of them, and then
mounted his own animal. The fellow designated reached down two or three hands and lifted me up
behind him on the glossy back of his mount, where I hung on as best I could by the belts and straps
which held the Martian’s weapons and ornaments.

The entire cavalcade then turned and galloped away toward the range of hills in the distance.

CHAPTER IV

A PRISONER

We had gone perhaps ten miles when the ground began to rise very rapidly. We were, as I was later to
learn, nearing the edge of one of Mars’ long-dead seas, in the bottom of which my encounter with the
Martians had taken place.

In a short time we gained the foot of the mountains, and after traversing a narrow gorge came to an
open valley, at the far extremity of which was a low table land upon which I beheld an enormous city.
Toward this we galloped, entering it by what appeared to be a ruined roadway leading out from the city,
but only to the edge of the table land, where it ended abruptly in a flight of broad steps.

Upon closer observation I saw as we passed them that the buildings were deserted, and while not
greatly decayed had the appearance of not having been tenanted for years, possibly for ages. Toward
the center of the city was a large plaza, and upon this and in the buildings immediately surrounding it
were camped some nine or ten hundred creatures of the same breed as my captors, for such I now
considered them despite the suave manner in which I had been trapped.

With the exception of their ornaments all were naked. The women varied in appearance but little from
the men, except that their tusks were much larger in proportion to their height, in some instances
curving nearly to their high-set ears. Their bodies were smaller and lighter in color, and their fingers
and toes bore the rudiments of nails, which were entirely lacking among the males. The adult females
ranged in height from ten to twelve feet.

The children were light in color, even lighter than the women, and all looked precisely alike to me,
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except that some were taller than others; older, I presumed.

I saw no signs of extreme age among them, nor is there any appreciable difference in their appearance
from the age of maturity, about forty, until, at about the age of one thousand years, they go voluntarily
upon their last strange pilgrimage down the river Iss, which leads no living Martian knows whither and
from whose bosom no Martian has ever returned, or would be allowed to live did he return after once
embarking upon its cold, dark waters.

Only about one Martian in a thousand dies of sickness or disease, and possibly about twenty take the
voluntary pilgrimage. The other nine hundred and seventy-nine die violent deaths in duels, in hunting,
in aviation and in war; but perhaps by far the greatest death loss comes during the age of childhood,
when vast numbers of the little Martians fall victims to the great white apes of Mars.

The average life expectancy of a Martian after the age of maturity is about three hundred years, but
would be nearer the one-thousand mark were it not for the various means leading to violent death.
Owing to the waning resources of the planet it evidently became necessary to counteract the increasing
longevity which their remarkable skill in therapeutics and surgery produced, and so human life has
come to be considered but lightly on Mars, as is evidenced by their dangerous sports and the almost
continual warfare between the various communities.

There are other and natural causes tending toward a diminution of population, but nothing contributes
so greatly to this end as the fact that no male or female Martian is ever voluntarily without a weapon of
destruction.

As we neared the plaza and my presence was discovered we were immediately surrounded by hundreds
of the creatures who seemed anxious to pluck me from my seat behind my guard. A word from the
leader of the party stilled their clamor, and we proceeded at a trot across the plaza to the entrance of as
magnificent an edifice as mortal eye has rested upon.

The building was low, but covered an enormous area. It was constructed of gleaming white marble
inlaid with gold and brilliant stones which sparkled and scintillated in the sunlight. The main entrance
was some hundred feet in width and projected from the building proper to form a huge canopy above
the entrance hall. There was no stairway, but a gentle incline to the first floor of the building opened
into an enormous chamber encircled by galleries.

On the floor of this chamber, which was dotted with highly carved wooden desks and chairs, were
assembled about forty or fifty male Martians around the steps of a rostrum. On the platform proper
squatted  an  enormous  warrior  heavily  loaded  with  metal  ornaments,  gay-colored  feathers  and
beautifully  wrought  leather  trappings  ingeniously  set  with  precious  stones.  From  his  shoulders
depended a short cape of white fur lined with brilliant scarlet silk.

What struck me as most remarkable about this assemblage and the hall in which they were congregated
was  the  fact  that  the  creatures  were  entirely  out  of  proportion  to  the  desks,  chairs,  and  other
furnishings; these being of a size adapted to human beings such as I, whereas the great bulks of the
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Martians could scarcely have squeezed into the chairs, nor was there room beneath the desks for their
long legs. Evidently, then, there were other denizens on Mars than the wild and grotesque creatures
into whose hands I had fallen, but the evidences of extreme antiquity which showed all around me
indicated that these buildings might have belonged to some long-extinct and forgotten race in the dim
antiquity of Mars.

Our party had halted at the entrance to the building, and at a sign from the leader I had been lowered
to the ground. Again locking his arm in mine, we had proceeded into the audience chamber. There were
few formalities observed in approaching the Martian chieftain. My captor merely strode up to the
rostrum, the others making way for him as he advanced. The chieftain rose to his feet and uttered the
name of my escort who, in turn, halted and repeated the name of the ruler followed by his title.

At the time, this ceremony and the words they uttered meant nothing to me, but later I came to know
that this was the customary greeting between green Martians.  Had the men been strangers,  and
therefore unable to exchange names, they would have silently exchanged ornaments, had their missions
been peaceful—otherwise they would have exchanged shots, or have fought out their introduction with
some other of their various weapons.

My captor, whose name was Tars Tarkas, was virtually the vice-chieftain of the community, and a man
of great ability as a statesman and warrior. He evidently explained briefly the incidents connected with
his expedition, including my capture, and when he had concluded the chieftain addressed me at some
length.

I replied in our good old English tongue merely to convince him that neither of us could understand the
other; but I noticed that when I smiled slightly on concluding, he did likewise. This fact, and the similar
occurrence during my first talk with Tars Tarkas, convinced me that we had at least something in
common; the ability to smile, therefore to laugh; denoting a sense of humor. But I was to learn that the
Martian smile is merely perfunctory, and that the Martian laugh is a thing to cause strong men to
blanch in horror.

The ideas of humor among the green men of Mars are widely at variance with our conceptions of
incitants to merriment. The death agonies of a fellow being are, to these strange creatures, provocative
of the wildest hilarity, while their chief form of commonest amusement is to inflict death on their
prisoners of war in various ingenious and horrible ways.

The assembled warriors and chieftains examined me closely, feeling my muscles and the texture of my
skin. The principal chieftain then evidently signified a desire to see me perform, and, motioning me to
follow, he started with Tars Tarkas for the open plaza.

Now, I had made no attempt to walk, since my first signal failure, except while tightly grasping Tars
Tarkas’ arm, and so now I went skipping and flitting about among the desks and chairs like some
monstrous grasshopper. After bruising myself severely, much to the amusement of the Martians, I again
had recourse to creeping, but this did not suit them and I was roughly jerked to my feet by a towering
fellow who had laughed most heartily at my misfortunes.
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As he banged me down upon my feet his face was bent close to mine and I did the only thing a
gentleman might do under the circumstances of brutality, boorishness, and lack of consideration for a
stranger’s rights; I swung my fist squarely to his jaw and he went down like a felled ox. As he sunk to
the floor I wheeled around with my back toward the nearest desk, expecting to be overwhelmed by the
vengeance of his fellows, but determined to give them as good a battle as the unequal odds would
permit before I gave up my life.

My fears were groundless, however, as the other Martians, at first struck dumb with wonderment,
finally broke into wild peals of laughter and applause. I did not recognize the applause as such, but
later, when I had become acquainted with their customs, I learned that I had won what they seldom
accord, a manifestation of approbation.

The fellow whom I had struck lay where he had fallen, nor did any of his mates approach him. Tars
Tarkas advanced toward me, holding out one of his arms, and we thus proceeded to the plaza without
further mishap. I did not, of course, know the reason for which we had come to the open, but I was not
long in being enlightened. They first repeated the word “sak” a number of times, and then Tars Tarkas
made several jumps, repeating the same word before each leap; then, turning to me, he said, “sak!” I
saw what they were after, and gathering myself together I “sakked” with such marvelous success that I
cleared a good hundred and fifty feet; nor did I, this time, lose my equilibrium, but landed squarely
upon my feet without falling. I then returned by easy jumps of twenty-five or thirty feet to the little
group of warriors.

My exhibition had been witnessed by several hundred lesser Martians, and they immediately broke into
demands for a repetition, which the chieftain then ordered me to make; but I was both hungry and
thirsty, and determined on the spot that my only method of salvation was to demand the consideration
from these  creatures  which  they  evidently  would  not  voluntarily  accord.  I  therefore  ignored  the
repeated commands to “sak,” and each time they were made I motioned to my mouth and rubbed my
stomach.

Tars Tarkas and the chief exchanged a few words, and the former, calling to a young female among the
throng, gave her some instructions and motioned me to accompany her. I grasped her proffered arm
and together we crossed the plaza toward a large building on the far side.

My fair companion was about eight feet tall, having just arrived at maturity, but not yet to her full
height. She was of a light olive-green color, with a smooth, glossy hide. Her name, as I afterward
learned, was Sola, and she belonged to the retinue of Tars Tarkas. She conducted me to a spacious
chamber in one of the buildings fronting on the plaza, and which, from the litter of silks and furs upon
the floor, I took to be the sleeping quarters of several of the natives.

The room was well lighted by a number of large windows and was beautifully decorated with mural
paintings and mosaics, but upon all there seemed to rest that indefinable touch of the finger of antiquity
which convinced me that the architects and builders of  these wondrous creations had nothing in
common with the crude half-brutes which now occupied them.
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Sola motioned me to be seated upon a pile of silks near the center of the room, and, turning, made a
peculiar hissing sound, as though signaling to someone in an adjoining room. In response to her call I
obtained my first sight of a new Martian wonder. It waddled in on its ten short legs, and squatted down
before the girl like an obedient puppy. The thing was about the size of a Shetland pony, but its head
bore a slight resemblance to that of a frog, except that the jaws were equipped with three rows of long,
sharp tusks.

CHAPTER V

I ELUDE MY WATCH DOG

Sola stared into the brute’s wicked-looking eyes, muttered a word or two of command, pointed to me,
and left the chamber. I could not but wonder what this ferocious-looking monstrosity might do when left
alone in such close proximity to such a relatively tender morsel of meat; but my fears were groundless,
as the beast, after surveying me intently for a moment, crossed the room to the only exit which led to
the street, and lay down full length across the threshold.

This was my first experience with a Martian watch dog, but it was destined not to be my last, for this
fellow guarded me carefully during the time I remained a captive among these green men; twice saving
my life, and never voluntarily being away from me a moment.

While Sola was away I took occasion to examine more minutely the room in which I found myself
captive. The mural painting depicted scenes of rare and wonderful beauty; mountains, rivers, lake,
ocean, meadow, trees and flowers, winding roadways, sun-kissed gardens—scenes which might have
portrayed earthly views but for the different colorings of the vegetation. The work had evidently been
wrought by a master hand, so subtle the atmosphere, so perfect the technique; yet nowhere was there a
representation of a living animal, either human or brute, by which I could guess at the likeness of these
other and perhaps extinct denizens of Mars.

While I was allowing my fancy to run riot in wild conjecture on the possible explanation of the strange
anomalies which I had so far met with on Mars, Sola returned bearing both food and drink. These she
placed on the floor beside me, and seating herself a short ways off regarded me intently. The food
consisted of about a pound of some solid substance of the consistency of cheese and almost tasteless,
while the liquid was apparently milk from some animal. It was not unpleasant to the taste, though
slightly acid, and I learned in a short time to prize it very highly. It came, as I later discovered, not from
an animal, as there is only one mammal on Mars and that one very rare indeed, but from a large plant
which grows practically without water, but seems to distill its plentiful supply of milk from the products
of the soil, the moisture of the air, and the rays of the sun. A single plant of this species will give eight
or ten quarts of milk per day.

After I had eaten I was greatly invigorated, but feeling the need of rest I stretched out upon the silks
and was soon asleep. I must have slept several hours, as it was dark when I awoke, and I was very cold.
I noticed that someone had thrown a fur over me, but it had become partially dislodged and in the
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darkness I could not see to replace it. Suddenly a hand reached out and pulled the fur over me, shortly
afterwards adding another to my covering.

I presumed that my watchful guardian was Sola, nor was I wrong. This girl alone, among all the green
Martians with whom I came in contact, disclosed characteristics of sympathy, kindliness, and affection;
her ministrations to my bodily wants were unfailing, and her solicitous care saved me from much
suffering and many hardships.

As I was to learn, the Martian nights are extremely cold, and as there is practically no twilight or dawn,
the changes in temperature are sudden and most uncomfortable, as are the transitions from brilliant
daylight to darkness. The nights are either brilliantly illumined or very dark, for if neither of the two
moons of Mars happen to be in the sky almost total darkness results, since the lack of atmosphere, or,
rather, the very thin atmosphere, fails to diffuse the starlight to any great extent; on the other hand, if
both of the moons are in the heavens at night the surface of the ground is brightly illuminated.

Both of Mars’ moons are vastly nearer her than is our moon to Earth; the nearer moon being but about
five thousand miles distant, while the further is but little more than fourteen thousand miles away,
against the nearly one-quarter million miles which separate us from our moon. The nearer moon of
Mars makes a complete revolution around the planet in a little over seven and one-half hours, so that
she may be seen hurtling through the sky like some huge meteor two or three times each night,
revealing all her phases during each transit of the heavens.

The further moon revolves about Mars in something over thirty and one-quarter hours, and with her
sister satellite makes a nocturnal Martian scene one of splendid and weird grandeur. And it is well that
nature has so graciously and abundantly lighted the Martian night, for the green men of Mars, being a
nomadic  race without  high intellectual  development,  have but  crude means for  artificial  lighting;
depending principally upon torches, a kind of candle, and a peculiar oil lamp which generates a gas and
burns without a wick.

This last device produces an intensely brilliant far-reaching white light, but as the natural oil which it
requires can only be obtained by mining in one of several widely separated and remote localities it is
seldom used by these creatures whose only thought is for today, and whose hatred for manual labor has
kept them in a semi-barbaric state for countless ages.

After Sola had replenished my coverings I again slept, nor did I awaken until  daylight. The other
occupants of the room, five in number, were all females, and they were still sleeping, piled high with a
motley array of silks and furs. Across the threshold lay stretched the sleepless guardian brute, just as I
had last seen him on the preceding day; apparently he had not moved a muscle; his eyes were fairly
glued upon me, and I fell to wondering just what might befall me should I endeavor to escape.

I have ever been prone to seek adventure and to investigate and experiment where wiser men would
have left well enough alone. It therefore now occurred to me that the surest way of learning the exact
attitude of this beast toward me would be to attempt to leave the room. I felt fairly secure in my belief
that I could escape him should he pursue me once I was outside the building, for I had begun to take
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great pride in my ability as a jumper. Furthermore, I could see from the shortness of his legs that the
brute himself was no jumper and probably no runner.

Slowly and carefully, therefore, I gained my feet, only to see that my watcher did the same; cautiously I
advanced toward him, finding that by moving with a shuffling gait I could retain my balance as well as
make reasonably rapid progress. As I neared the brute he backed cautiously away from me, and when I
had reached the open he moved to one side to let me pass. He then fell in behind me and followed about
ten paces in my rear as I made my way along the deserted street.

Evidently his mission was to protect me only, I thought, but when we reached the edge of the city he
suddenly sprang before me, uttering strange sounds and baring his ugly and ferocious tusks. Thinking
to have some amusement at his expense, I rushed toward him, and when almost upon him sprang into
the air, alighting far beyond him and away from the city. He wheeled instantly and charged me with the
most appalling speed I had ever beheld. I had thought his short legs a bar to swiftness, but had he been
coursing with greyhounds the latter would have appeared as though asleep on a door mat. As I was to
learn, this is the fleetest animal on Mars, and owing to its intelligence, loyalty, and ferocity is used in
hunting, in war, and as the protector of the Martian man.

I quickly saw that I would have difficulty in escaping the fangs of the beast on a straightaway course,
and so I met his charge by doubling in my tracks and leaping over him as he was almost upon me. This
maneuver gave me a considerable advantage, and I was able to reach the city quite a bit ahead of him,
and as he came tearing after me I jumped for a window about thirty feet from the ground in the face of
one of the buildings overlooking the valley.

Grasping the sill I pulled myself up to a sitting posture without looking into the building, and gazed
down at the baffled animal beneath me. My exultation was short-lived, however, for scarcely had I
gained a secure seat upon the sill than a huge hand grasped me by the neck from behind and dragged
me violently into the room. Here I was thrown upon my back, and beheld standing over me a colossal
ape-like creature, white and hairless except for an enormous shock of bristly hair upon its head.

CHAPTER VI

A FIGHT THAT WON FRIENDS

The thing, which more nearly resembled our earthly men than it did the Martians I had seen, held me
pinioned to the ground with one huge foot, while it jabbered and gesticulated at some answering
creature behind me. This other, which was evidently its mate, soon came toward us, bearing a mighty
stone cudgel with which it evidently intended to brain me.

The creatures were about ten or fifteen feet tall, standing erect, and had, like the green Martians, an
intermediary set of arms or legs, midway between their upper and lower limbs. Their eyes were close
together and non-protruding; their ears were high set, but more laterally located than those of the
Martians, while their snouts and teeth were strikingly like those of our African gorilla. Altogether they
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were not unlovely when viewed in comparison with the green Martians.

The cudgel was swinging in the arc which ended upon my upturned face when a bolt of myriad-legged
horror hurled itself through the doorway full upon the breast of my executioner. With a shriek of fear
the ape which held me leaped through the open window, but its mate closed in a terrific death struggle
with my preserver, which was nothing less than my faithful watch-thing; I cannot bring myself to call so
hideous a creature a dog.

As quickly as possible I gained my feet and backing against the wall I witnessed such a battle as it is
vouchsafed few beings  to  see.  The strength,  agility,  and blind ferocity  of  these two creatures  is
approached by nothing known to earthly man. My beast had an advantage in his first hold, having sunk
his mighty fangs far into the breast of his adversary; but the great arms and paws of the ape, backed by
muscles far transcending those of the Martian men I had seen, had locked the throat of my guardian
and slowly were choking out his life, and bending back his head and neck upon his body, where I
momentarily expected the former to fall limp at the end of a broken neck.

In accomplishing this the ape was tearing away the entire front of its breast, which was held in the vise-
like grip of the powerful jaws. Back and forth upon the floor they rolled, neither one emitting a sound of
fear or pain. Presently I saw the great eyes of my beast bulging completely from their sockets and blood
flowing from its nostrils. That he was weakening perceptibly was evident, but so also was the ape,
whose struggles were growing momentarily less.

Suddenly I came to myself and, with that strange instinct which seems ever to prompt me to my duty, I
seized the cudgel, which had fallen to the floor at the commencement of the battle, and swinging it with
all the power of my earthly arms I crashed it full upon the head of the ape, crushing his skull as though
it had been an eggshell.

Scarcely had the blow descended when I was confronted with a new danger. The ape’s mate, recovered
from its first shock of terror, had returned to the scene of the encounter by way of the interior of the
building. I glimpsed him just before he reached the doorway and the sight of him, now roaring as he
perceived his lifeless fellow stretched upon the floor, and frothing at the mouth, in the extremity of his
rage, filled me, I must confess, with dire forebodings.

I am ever willing to stand and fight when the odds are not too overwhelmingly against me, but in this
instance I perceived neither glory nor profit in pitting my relatively puny strength against the iron
muscles and brutal ferocity of this enraged denizen of an unknown world; in fact, the only outcome of
such an encounter, so far as I might be concerned, seemed sudden death.

I was standing near the window and I knew that once in the street I might gain the plaza and safety
before the creature could overtake me; at least there was a chance for safety in flight, against almost
certain death should I remain and fight however desperately.

It is true I held the cudgel, but what could I do with it against his four great arms? Even should I break
one of them with my first blow, for I figured that he would attempt to ward off the cudgel, he could
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reach out and annihilate me with the others before I could recover for a second attack.

In the instant that these thoughts passed through my mind I had turned to make for the window, but my
eyes alighting on the form of my erstwhile guardian threw all thoughts of flight to the four winds. He lay
gasping upon the floor of the chamber, his great eyes fastened upon me in what seemed a pitiful appeal
for protection. I could not withstand that look, nor could I, on second thought, have deserted my rescuer
without giving as good an account of myself in his behalf as he had in mine.

Without more ado, therefore, I turned to meet the charge of the infuriated bull ape. He was now too
close upon me for the cudgel to prove of any effective assistance, so I merely threw it as heavily as I
could at his advancing bulk. It struck him just below the knees, eliciting a howl of pain and rage, and so
throwing him off his balance that he lunged full upon me with arms wide stretched to ease his fall.

Again, as on the preceding day, I had recourse to earthly tactics, and swinging my right fist full upon
the point of his chin I followed it  with a smashing left to the pit of his stomach. The effect was
marvelous, for, as I lightly sidestepped, after delivering the second blow, he reeled and fell upon the
floor doubled up with pain and gasping for wind. Leaping over his prostrate body, I seized the cudgel
and finished the monster before he could regain his feet.

As I delivered the blow a low laugh rang out behind me, and, turning, I beheld Tars Tarkas, Sola, and
three or four warriors standing in the doorway of the chamber. As my eyes met theirs I was, for the
second time, the recipient of their zealously guarded applause.

My absence had been noted by Sola on her awakening, and she had quickly informed Tars Tarkas, who
had set out immediately with a handful of warriors to search for me. As they had approached the limits
of the city they had witnessed the actions of the bull ape as he bolted into the building, frothing with
rage.

They had followed immediately behind him, thinking it barely possible that his actions might prove a
clew to my whereabouts and had witnessed my short but decisive battle with him. This encounter,
together with my set-to with the Martian warrior on the previous day and my feats of jumping placed
me upon a high pinnacle in their regard. Evidently devoid of all the finer sentiments of friendship, love,
or affection, these people fairly worship physical prowess and bravery, and nothing is too good for the
object of their adoration as long as he maintains his position by repeated examples of his skill, strength,
and courage.

Sola, who had accompanied the searching party of her own volition, was the only one of the Martians
whose face had not been twisted in laughter as I battled for my life. She, on the contrary, was sober
with apparent solicitude and,  as soon as I  had finished the monster,  rushed to me and carefully
examined my body for possible wounds or injuries. Satisfying herself that I had come off unscathed she
smiled quietly, and, taking my hand, started toward the door of the chamber.

Tars Tarkas and the other warriors had entered and were standing over the now rapidly reviving brute
which had saved my life, and whose life I, in turn, had rescued. They seemed to be deep in argument,
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and finally one of them addressed me, but remembering my ignorance of his language turned back to
Tars Tarkas, who, with a word and gesture, gave some command to the fellow and turned to follow us
from the room.

There seemed something menacing in their attitude toward my beast, and I hesitated to leave until I
had learned the outcome. It was well I did so, for the warrior drew an evil looking pistol from its holster
and was on the point of putting an end to the creature when I sprang forward and struck up his arm.
The bullet striking the wooden casing of the window exploded, blowing a hole completely through the
wood and masonry.

I then knelt down beside the fearsome-looking thing, and raising it to its feet motioned for it to follow
me. The looks of surprise which my actions elicited from the Martians were ludicrous; they could not
understand, except in a feeble and childish way, such attributes as gratitude and compassion. The
warrior whose gun I had struck up looked enquiringly at Tars Tarkas, but the latter signed that I be left
to my own devices, and so we returned to the plaza with my great beast following close at heel, and
Sola grasping me tightly by the arm.

I had at least two friends on Mars; a young woman who watched over me with motherly solicitude, and
a dumb brute which, as I later came to know, held in its poor ugly carcass more love, more loyalty, more
gratitude than could have been found in the entire five million green Martians who rove the deserted
cities and dead sea bottoms of Mars.
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Pulp Magazines
(1920s - 1930s)

VARIOUS

Exercise

For this reading and assignment, go to the website archive The Pulp Magazines Project. There
are sooooo many pulp magazines out there, and most are various shades of delightful B-movie to
downright “WTF?” Explore the website. View the images, perhaps look at the scholarly information,
but make sure you get into the actual magazine archives. Pick a few issues, from various magazines
and dates, and read/skim a few of the original scanned stories. For class discussion, we will be
trying to figure out what qualities make something “pulp,” and how these qualities might be
borrowed in our own modern media.

 

http://www.pulpmags.org/magazines.html
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Rappacchini’s Daughter
1844

NATHANIEL HAWTHORNE

Rappaccini’s Daughter public domain audiobook at LibriVox

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/File:Speaker_Icon.svg
https://librivox.org/rappaccinis-daughter-by-nathaniel-hawthorne/
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/LibriVox
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A young man, named Giovanni Guasconti, came, very long ago, from the more southern region of Italy,
to pursue his studies at the University of Padua. Giovanni, who had but a scanty supply of gold ducats in
his pocket, took lodgings in a high and gloomy chamber of an old edifice, which looked not unworthy to
have been the palace of a Paduan noble, and which, in fact, exhibited over its entrance the armorial
bearings of a family long since extinct. The young stranger, who was not unstudied in the great poem of
his country, recollected that one of the ancestors of this family, and perhaps an occupant of this very
mansion, had been pictured by Dante as a partaker of the immortal agonies of his Inferno. These
reminiscences and associations, together with the tendency to heart-break natural to a young man for
the first time out of his native sphere, caused Giovanni to sigh heavily, as he looked around the desolate
and ill-furnished apartment.

“Holy Virgin, signor,” cried old dame Lisabetta, who, won by the youth’s remarkable beauty of person,
was kindly endeavoring to give the chamber a habitable air, “what a sigh was that to come out of a
young man’s heart! Do you find this old mansion gloomy? For the love of heaven, then, put your head
out of the window, and you will see as bright sunshine as you have left in Naples.”

Guasconti mechanically did as the old woman advised, but could not quite agree with her that the
Lombard sunshine was as cheerful as that of southern Italy. Such as it was, however, it fell upon a
garden beneath the window, and expended its fostering influences on a variety of plants, which seemed
to have been cultivated with exceeding care.

“Does this garden belong to the house?” asked Giovanni.

“Heaven forbid, signor!–unless it were fruitful of better pot-herbs than any that grow there now,”
answered old Lisabetta. “No; that garden is cultivated by the own hands of Signor Giacomo Rappaccini,
the famous Doctor, who, I warrant him, has been heard of as far as Naples. It is said he distils these
plants into medicines that are as potent as a charm. Oftentimes you may see the Signor Doctor at work,
and perchance the Signora his daughter, too, gathering the strange flowers that grow in the garden.”

The old woman had now done what she could for the aspect of the chamber, and, commending the
young man to the protection of the saints, took her departure.

Giovanni still found no better occupation than to look down into the garden beneath his window. From
its appearance, he judged it to be one of those botanic gardens, which were of earlier date in Padua
than elsewhere in Italy, or in the world. Or, not improbably, it might once have been the pleasure-place
of an opulent family; for there was the ruin of a marble fountain in the centre, sculptured with rare art,
but so wofully shattered that it was impossible to trace the original design from the chaos of remaining
fragments. The water, however, continued to gush and sparkle into the sunbeams as cheerfully as ever.
A little gurgling sound ascended to the young man’s window, and made him feel as if a fountain were an
immortal spirit, that sung its song unceasingly, and without heeding the vicissitudes around it; while
one century embodied it in marble, and another scattered the perishable garniture on the soil. All about
the pool into which the water subsided, grew various plants, that seemed to require a plentiful supply of
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moisture  for  the  nourishment  of  gigantic  leaves,  and,  in  some  instances,  flowers  gorgeously
magnificent. There was one shrub in particular, set in a marble vase in the midst of the pool, that bore a
profusion of purple blossoms, each of which had the lustre and richness of a gem; and the whole
together made a show so resplendent that it seemed enough to illuminate the garden, even had there
been no sunshine. Every portion of the soil was peopled with plants and herbs, which, if less beautiful,
still bore tokens of assiduous care; as if all had their individual virtues, known to the scientific mind that
fostered them. Some were placed in urns, rich with old carving, and others in common garden-pots;
some crept serpent-like along the ground, or climbed on high, using whatever means of ascent was
offered them. One plant had wreathed itself round a statue of Vertumnus, which was thus quite veiled
and shrouded in a drapery of hanging foliage, so happily arranged that it might have served a sculptor
for a study.

While Giovanni stood at the window, he heard a rustling behind a screen of leaves, and became aware
that a person was at work in the garden. His figure soon emerged into view, and showed itself to be that
of no common laborer, but a tall, emaciated, sallow, and sickly looking man, dressed in a scholar’s garb
of black. He was beyond the middle term of life, with gray hair, a thin gray beard, and a face singularly
marked with intellect and cultivation, but which could never, even in his more youthful days, have
expressed much warmth of heart.

Nothing could exceed the intentness with which this scientific gardener examined every shrub which
grew in his path; it seemed as if he was looking into their inmost nature, making observations in regard
to their creative essence, and discovering why one leaf grew in this shape, and another in that, and
wherefore such and such flowers differed among themselves in hue and perfume. Nevertheless, in spite
of the deep intelligence on his part, there was no approach to intimacy between himself and these
vegetable existences. On the contrary, he avoided their actual touch, or the direct inhaling of their
odors, with a caution that impressed Giovanni most disagreeably; for the man’s demeanor was that of
one walking among malignant influences, such as savage beasts, or deadly snakes, or evil spirits, which,
should he allow them one moment of license, would wreak upon him some terrible fatality. It was
strangely frightful to the young man’s imagination, to see this air of insecurity in a person cultivating a
garden, that most simple and innocent of human toils, and which had been alike the joy and labor of the
unfallen parents of the race. Was this garden, then, the Eden of the present world?–and this man, with
such a perception of harm in what his own hands caused to grow, was he the Adam?

The distrustful gardener, while plucking away the dead leaves or pruning the too luxuriant growth of
the shrubs, defended his hands with a pair of thick gloves. Nor were these his only armor. When, in his
walk through the garden, he came to the magnificent plant that hung its purple gems beside the marble
fountain, he placed a kind of mask over his mouth and nostrils, as if all this beauty did but conceal a
deadlier malice. But finding his task still too dangerous, he drew back, removed the mask, and called
loudly, but in the infirm voice of a person affected with inward disease:

“Beatrice!–Beatrice!”

“Here am I, my father! What would you?” cried a rich and youthful voice from the window of the
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opposite house; a voice as rich as a tropical sunset, and which made Giovanni, though he knew not why,
think of deep hues of purple or crimson, and of perfumes heavily delectable.–“Are you in the garden?”

“Yes, Beatrice,” answered the gardener, “and I need your help.”

Soon there emerged from under a sculptured portal the figure of a young girl, arrayed with as much
richness of taste as the most splendid of the flowers, beautiful as the day, and with a bloom so deep and
vivid that one shade more would have been too much. She looked redundant with life, health, and
energy; all of which attributes were bound down and compressed, as it were, and girdled tensely, in
their luxuriance, by her virgin zone. Yet Giovanni’s fancy must have grown morbid, while he looked
down into the garden; for the impression which the fair stranger made upon him was as if here were
another flower, the human sister of those vegetable ones, as beautiful as they–more beautiful than the
richest of them–but still to be touched only with a glove, nor to be approached without a mask. As
Beatrice came down the garden-path, it  was observable that she handled and inhaled the odor of
several of the plants, which her father had most sedulously avoided.

“Here,  Beatrice,”  said  the latter,–“see how many needful  offices  require  to  be done to  our  chief
treasure.  Yet,  shattered  as  I  am,  my  life  might  pay  the  penalty  of  approaching  it  so  closely  as
circumstances demand. Henceforth, I fear, this plant must be consigned to your sole charge.”

“And gladly will I undertake it,” cried again the rich tones of the young lady, as she bent towards the
magnificent plant, and opened her arms as if to embrace it. “Yes, my sister, my splendor, it shall be
Beatrice’s task to nurse and serve thee; and thou shalt reward her with thy kisses and perfume breath,
which to her is as the breath of life!”

Then, with all the tenderness in her manner that was so strikingly expressed in her words, she busied
herself with such attentions as the plant seemed to require; and Giovanni, at his lofty window, rubbed
his eyes, and almost doubted whether it were a girl tending her favorite flower, or one sister performing
the duties of affection to another. The scene soon terminated. Whether Doctor Rappaccini had finished
his labors in the garden, or that his watchful eye had caught the stranger’s face, he now took his
daughter’s arm and retired. Night was already closing in; oppressive exhalations seemed to proceed
from the plants, and steal upward past the open window; and Giovanni, closing the lattice, went to his
couch, and dreamed of a rich flower and beautiful girl. Flower and maiden were different and yet the
same, and fraught with some strange peril in either shape.

But there is an influence in the light of morning that tends to rectify whatever errors of fancy, or even of
judgment, we may have incurred during the sun’s decline, or among the shadows of the night, or in the
less wholesome glow of moonshine. Giovanni’s first movement on starting from sleep, was to throw
open the window, and gaze down into the garden which his dreams had made so fertile of mysteries. He
was surprised, and a little ashamed, to find how real and matter-of-fact an affair it proved to be, in the
first rays of the sun, which gilded the dew-drops that hung upon leaf and blossom, and, while giving a
brighter beauty to each rare flower, brought everything within the limits of ordinary experience. The
young man rejoiced, that, in the heart of the barren city, he had the privilege of overlooking this spot of
lovely and luxuriant vegetation. It would serve, he said to himself, as a symbolic language, to keep him
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in communion with Nature. Neither the sickly and thought-worn Doctor Giacomo Rappaccini, it is true,
nor his brilliant daughter, were now visible; so that Giovanni could not determine how much of the
singularity which he attributed to both, was due to their own qualities, and how much to his wonder-
working fancy. But he was inclined to take a most rational view of the whole matter.

In the course of the day, he paid his respects to Signor Pietro Baglioni, Professor of Medicine in the
University, a physician of eminent repute, to whom Giovanni had brought a letter of introduction. The
Professor was an elderly personage, apparently of genial nature, and habits that might almost be called
jovial; he kept the young man to dinner, and made himself very agreeable by the freedom and liveliness
of his conversation, especially when warmed by a flask or two of Tuscan wine. Giovanni, conceiving that
men of science, inhabitants of the same city, must needs be on familiar terms with one another, took an
opportunity to mention the name of Doctor Rappaccini. But the Professor did not respond with so much
cordiality as he had anticipated.

“Ill would it become a teacher of the divine art of medicine,” said Professor Pietro Baglioni, in answer to
a question of Giovanni, “to withhold due and well-considered praise of a physician so eminently skilled
as Rappaccini. But, on the other hand, I should answer it but scantily to my conscience, were I to permit
a worthy youth like yourself, Signor Giovanni, the son of an ancient friend, to imbibe erroneous ideas
respecting a man who might hereafter chance to hold your life and death in his hands. The truth is, our
worshipful Doctor Rappaccini has as much science as any member of the faculty–with perhaps one
single  exception–in  Padua,  or  all  Italy.  But  there are certain  grave objections  to  his  professional
character.”

“And what are they?” asked the young man.

“Has my friend Giovanni any disease of body or heart, that he is so inquisitive about physicians?” said
the Professor, with a smile. “But as for Rappaccini, it is said of him–and I, who know the man well, can
answer for  its  truth–that  he cares infinitely  more for  science than for  mankind.  His  patients  are
interesting to him only as subjects for some new experiment. He would sacrifice human life, his own
among the rest, or whatever else was dearest to him, for the sake of adding so much as a grain of
mustard-seed to the great heap of his accumulated knowledge.”

“Methinks he is an awful man, indeed,” remarked Guasconti, mentally recalling the cold and purely
intellectual aspect of Rappaccini. “And yet, worshipful Professor, is it not a noble spirit? Are there many
men capable of so spiritual a love of science?”

“God forbid,” answered the Professor, somewhat testily–“at least, unless they take sounder views of the
healing art than those adopted by Rappaccini. It is his theory, that all medicinal virtues are comprised
within those substances which we term vegetable poisons. These he cultivates with his own hands, and
is said even to have produced new varieties of poison, more horribly deleterious than Nature, without
the assistance of this learned person, would ever have plagued the world withal. That the Signor Doctor
does less mischief than might be expected, with such dangerous substances, is undeniable. Now and
then, it must be owned, he has effected–or seemed to effect–a marvellous cure. But, to tell you my
private mind, Signor Giovanni, he should receive little credit for such instances of success–they being
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probably the work of chance–but should be held strictly accountable for his failures, which may justly be
considered his own work.”

The youth might have taken Baglioni’s opinions with many grains of allowance, had he known that there
was a professional warfare of long continuance between him and Doctor Rappaccini, in which the latter
was generally thought to have gained the advantage. If the reader be inclined to judge for himself, we
refer him to certain black-letter tracts on both sides, preserved in the medical department of the
University of Padua.

“I  know not,  most learned Professor,” returned Giovanni,  after musing on what had been said of
Rappaccini’s exclusive zeal for science–“I know not how dearly this physician may love his art; but
surely there is one object more dear to him. He has a daughter.”

“Aha!” cried the Professor with a laugh. “So now our friend Giovanni’s secret is out. You have heard of
this daughter, whom all the young men in Padua are wild about, though not half a dozen have ever had
the good hap to see her face. I know little of the Signora Beatrice, save that Rappaccini is said to have
instructed her deeply in his science, and that, young and beautiful as fame reports her, she is already
qualified to fill a professor’s chair. Perchance her father destines her for mine! Other absurd rumors
there be, not worth talking about, or listening to. So now, Signor Giovanni, drink off your glass of
Lacryma.”

Guasconti returned to his lodgings somewhat heated with the wine he had quaffed, and which caused
his brain to swim with strange fantasies in reference to Doctor Rappaccini and the beautiful Beatrice.
On his way, happening to pass by a florist’s, he bought a fresh bouquet of flowers.

Ascending to his chamber, he seated himself near the window, but within the shadow thrown by the
depth of the wall, so that he could look down into the garden with little risk of being discovered. All
beneath his eye was a solitude. The strange plants were basking in the sunshine, and now and then
nodding gently to one another, as if in acknowledgment of sympathy and kindred. In the midst, by the
shattered fountain, grew the magnificent shrub, with its purple gems clustering all over it; they glowed
in the air, and gleamed back again out of the depths of the pool, which thus seemed to overflow with
colored radiance from the rich reflection that was steeped in it. At first, as we have said, the garden was
a  solitude.  Soon,  however,–as  Giovanni  had half  hoped,  half  feared,  would  be  the  case,–a  figure
appeared beneath the antique sculptured portal, and came down between the rows of plants, inhaling
their various perfumes, as if she were one of those beings of old classic fable, that lived upon sweet
odors. On again beholding Beatrice, the young man was even startled to perceive how much her beauty
exceeded his recollection of it; so brilliant, so vivid in its character, that she glowed amid the sunlight,
and, as Giovanni whispered to himself, positively illuminated the more shadowy intervals of the garden
path. Her face being now more revealed than on the former occasion, he was struck by its expression of
simplicity and sweetness; qualities that had not entered into his idea of her character, and which made
him ask anew, what manner of mortal she might be. Nor did he fail again to observe, or imagine, an
analogy between the beautiful girl and the gorgeous shrub that hung its gem-like flowers over the
fountain; a resemblance which Beatrice seemed to have indulged a fantastic humor in heightening, both
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by the arrangement of her dress and the selection of its hues.

Approaching the shrub, she threw open her arms, as with a passionate ardor, and drew its branches
into an intimate embrace; so intimate,  that her features were hidden in its leafy bosom, and her
glistening ringlets all intermingled with the flowers.

“Give me thy breath, my sister,” exclaimed Beatrice; “for I am faint with common air! And give me this
flower of thine, which I separate with gentlest fingers from the stem, and place it close beside my
heart.”

With these words, the beautiful daughter of Rappaccini plucked one of the richest blossoms of the
shrub, and was about to fasten it in her bosom. But now, unless Giovanni’s draughts of wine had
bewildered his senses, a singular incident occurred. A small orange colored reptile, of the lizard or
chameleon species, chanced to be creeping along the path, just at the feet of Beatrice. It appeared to
Giovanni–but, at the distance from which he gazed, he could scarcely have seen anything so minute–it
appeared to him, however, that a drop or two of moisture from the broken stem of the flower descended
upon the lizard’s head. For an instant, the reptile contorted itself violently, and then lay motionless in
the sunshine. Beatrice observed this remarkable phenomenon, and crossed herself, sadly, but without
surprise; nor did she therefore hesitate to arrange the fatal flower in her bosom. There it blushed, and
almost glimmered with the dazzling effect of a precious stone, adding to her dress and aspect the one
appropriate charm, which nothing else in the world could have supplied. But Giovanni, out of the
shadow of his window, bent forward and shrank back, and murmured and trembled.

“Am I awake? Have I my senses?” said he to himself. “What is this being?–beautiful, shall I call her?–or
inexpressibly terrible?”

Beatrice now strayed carelessly through the garden, approaching closer beneath Giovanni’s window, so
that he was compelled to thrust his head quite out of its concealment, in order to gratify the intense and
painful curiosity which she excited. At this moment, there came a beautiful insect over the garden wall;
it had perhaps wandered through the city and found no flowers nor verdure among those antique
haunts of men, until the heavy perfumes of Doctor Rappaccini’s shrubs had lured it from afar. Without
alighting on the flowers, this winged brightness seemed to be attracted by Beatrice, and lingered in the
air and fluttered about her head. Now here it could not be but that Giovanni Guasconti’s eyes deceived
him. Be that as it might, he fancied that while Beatrice was gazing at the insect with childish delight, it
grew faint and fell at her feet;–its bright wings shivered; it was dead–from no cause that he could
discern, unless it were the atmosphere of her breath. Again Beatrice crossed herself and sighed heavily,
as she bent over the dead insect.

An impulsive movement of Giovanni drew her eyes to the window. There she beheld the beautiful head
of the young man–rather a Grecian than an Italian head, with fair, regular features, and a glistening of
gold among his ringlets–gazing down upon her like a being that hovered in mid-air. Scarcely knowing
what he did, Giovanni threw down the bouquet which he had hitherto held in his hand.

“Signora,”  said  he,  “there  are  pure  and  healthful  flowers.  Wear  them for  the  sake  of  Giovanni
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Guasconti!”

“Thanks, Signor,” replied Beatrice, with her rich voice that came forth as it were like a gush of music;
and with a mirthful expression half childish and half woman-like. “I accept your gift, and would fain
recompense it with this precious purple flower; but if I toss it into the air, it will not reach you. So
Signor Guasconti must even content himself with my thanks.”

She lifted the bouquet from the ground, and then as if inwardly ashamed at having stepped aside from
her maidenly reserve to respond to a stranger’s greeting, passed swiftly homeward through the garden.
But, few as the moments were, it seemed to Giovanni when she was on the point of vanishing beneath
the sculptured portal, that his beautiful bouquet was already beginning to wither in her grasp. It was an
idle thought; there could be no possibility of distinguishing a faded flower from a fresh one, at so great
a distance.

For  many  days  after  this  incident,  the  young  man  avoided  the  window that  looked  into  Doctor
Rappaccini’s garden, as if something ugly and monstrous would have blasted his eye-sight, had he been
betrayed into a glance. He felt conscious of having put himself, to a certain extent, within the influence
of an unintelligible power, by the communication which he had opened with Beatrice. The wisest course
would have been, if his heart were in any real danger, to quit his lodgings and Padua itself, at once; the
next wiser, to have accustomed himself, as far as possible, to the familiar and day-light view of Beatrice;
thus bringing her rigidly and systematically within the limits of ordinary experience. Least of all, while
avoiding her sight, should Giovanni have remained so near this extraordinary being, that the proximity
and possibility even of intercourse, should give a kind of substance and reality to the wild vagaries
which his imagination ran riot continually in producing. Guasconti had not a deep heart–or at all events,
its depths were not sounded now–but he had a quick fancy, and an ardent southern temperament, which
rose  every  instant  to  a  higher  fever-pitch.  Whether  or  no  Beatrice  possessed  those  terrible
attributes–that fatal breath–the affinity with those so beautiful and deadly flowers–which were indicated
by what Giovanni had witnessed, she had at least instilled a fierce and subtle poison into his system. It
was not love, although her rich beauty was a madness to him; nor horror, even while he fancied her
spirit to be imbued with the same baneful essence that seemed to pervade her physical frame; but a
wild offspring of both love and horror that had each parent in it, and burned like one and shivered like
the other. Giovanni knew not what to dread; still less did he know what to hope; yet hope and dread
kept a continual warfare in his breast, alternately vanquishing one another and starting up afresh to
renew the contest. Blessed are all simple emotions, be they dark or bright! It is the lurid intermixture of
the two that produces the illuminating blaze of the infernal regions.

Sometimes he endeavored to assuage the fever of his spirit by a rapid walk through the streets of
Padua, or beyond its gates; his footsteps kept time with the throbbings of his brain, so that the walk was
apt to accelerate itself to a race. One day, he found himself arrested; his arm was seized by a portly
personage  who  had  turned  back  on  recognizing  the  young  man,  and  expended  much  breath  in
overtaking him.

“Signor Giovanni!–stay, my young friend!” –cried he. “Have you forgotten me? That might well be the
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case, if I were as much altered as yourself.”

It was Baglioni, whom Giovanni had avoided, ever since their first meeting, from a doubt that the
Professor’s sagacity would look too deeply into his secrets. Endeavoring to recover himself, he stared
forth wildly from his inner world into the outer one, and spoke like a man in a dream.

“Yes; I am Giovanni Guasconti. You are Professor Pietro Baglioni. Now let me pass!”

“Not  yet–not  yet,  Signor  Giovanni  Guasconti,”  said  the  Professor,  smiling,  but  at  the  same time
scrutinizing the youth with an earnest glance. “What, did I grow up side by side with your father, and
shall his son pass me like a stranger, in these old streets of Padua? Stand still, Signor Giovanni; for we
must have a word or two before we part.”

“Speedily, then, most worshipful Professor, speedily!” said Giovanni, with feverish impatience. “Does
not your worship see that I am in haste?”

Now, while he was speaking, there came a man in black along the street, stooping and moving feebly,
like a person in inferior health. His face was all overspread with a most sickly and sallow hue, but yet so
pervaded with  an expression of  piercing and active  intellect,  that  an observer  might  easily  have
overlooked the merely physical attributes, and have seen only this wonderful energy. As he passed, this
person exchanged a cold and distant salutation with Baglioni, but fixed his eyes upon Giovanni with an
intentness that seemed to bring out whatever was within him worthy of notice. Nevertheless, there was
a peculiar quietness in the look, as if taking merely a speculative, not a human interest, in the young
man.

“It is Doctor Rappaccini!” whispered the Professor, when the stranger had passed.–“Has he ever seen
your face before?”

“Not that I know,” answered Giovanni, starting at the name.

“He has seen you!–he must have seen you!” said Baglioni, hastily. “For some purpose or other, this man
of science is making a study of you. I know that look of his! It is the same that coldly illuminates his
face, as he bends over a bird, a mouse, or a butterfly, which, in pursuance of some experiment, he has
killed by the perfume of a flower;–a look as deep as Nature itself, but without Nature’s warmth of love.
Signor Giovanni, I will stake my life upon it, you are the subject of one of Rappaccini’s experiments!”

“Will you make a fool of me?” cried Giovanni, passionately. “That, Signor Professor, were an untoward
experiment.”

“Patience,  patience!”  replied  the  imperturbable  Professor.  “I  tell  thee,  my  poor  Giovanni,  that
Rappaccini  has a scientific  interest  in thee.  Thou hast  fallen into fearful  hands! And the Signora
Beatrice? What part does she act in this mystery?”

But Guasconti, finding Baglioni’s pertinacity intolerable, here broke away, and was gone before the
Professor could again seize his arm. He looked after the young man intently, and shook his head.
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“This must not be,” said Baglioni to himself. “The youth is the son of my old friend, and shall not come
to any harm from which the arcana of medical science can preserve him. Besides, it is too insufferable
an impertinence in Rappaccini thus to snatch the lad out of my own hands, as I may say, and make use
of him for his infernal experiments. This daughter of his! It shall be looked to. Perchance, most learned
Rappaccini, I may foil you where you little dream of it!”

Meanwhile, Giovanni had pursued a circuitous route, and at length found himself at the door of his
lodgings. As he crossed the threshold, he was met by old Lisabetta, who smirked and smiled, and was
evidently  desirous  to  attract  his  attention;  vainly,  however,  as  the  ebullition  of  his  feelings  had
momentarily subsided into a cold and dull vacuity. He turned his eyes full upon the withered face that
was puckering itself into a smile, but seemed to behold it not. The old dame, therefore, laid her grasp
upon his cloak.

“Signor!–Signor!” whispered she, still with a smile over the whole breadth of her visage, so that it
looked not unlike a grotesque carving in wood, darkened by centuries–“Listen, Signor! There is a
private entrance into the garden!”

“What do you say?” exclaimed Giovanni, turning quickly about, as if an inanimate thing should start into
feverish life.–“A private entrance into Doctor Rappaccini’s garden!”

“Hush! hush!–not so loud!” whispered Lisabetta,  putting her hand over his  mouth.  “Yes;  into the
worshipful Doctor’s garden, where you may see all his fine shrubbery. Many a young man in Padua
would give gold to be admitted among those flowers.”

Giovanni put a piece of gold into her hand.

“Show me the way,” said he.

A surmise, probably excited by his conversation with Baglioni, crossed his mind, that this interposition
of old Lisabetta might perchance be connected with the intrigue, whatever were its nature, in which the
Professor seemed to suppose that Doctor Rappaccini was involving him. But such a suspicion, though it
disturbed Giovanni, was inadequate to restrain him. The instant he was aware of the possibility of
approaching Beatrice, it seemed an absolute necessity of his existence to do so. It mattered not whether
she were angel or demon; he was irrevocably within her sphere, and must obey the law that whirled him
onward, in ever lessening circles, towards a result which he did not attempt to foreshadow. And yet,
strange to say, there came across him a sudden doubt, whether this intense interest on his part were
not delusory–whether it were really of so deep and positive a nature as to justify him in now thrusting
himself into an incalculable position–whether it were not merely the fantasy of a young man’s brain,
only slightly, or not at all, connected with his heart!

He paused–hesitated–turned half about–but again went on. His withered guide led him along several
obscure passages, and finally undid a door, through which, as it was opened, there came the sight and
sound of rustling leaves, with the broken sunshine glimmering among them. Giovanni stepped forth,
and forcing himself through the entanglement of a shrub that wreathed its tendrils over the hidden
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entrance, he stood beneath his own window, in the open area of Doctor Rappaccini’s garden.

How often is it the case, that, when impossibilities have come to pass, and dreams have condensed their
misty substance into tangible realities, we find ourselves calm, and even coldly self-possessed, amid
circumstances which it would have been a delirium of joy or agony to anticipate! Fate delights to thwart
us thus. Passion will choose his own time to rush upon the scene, and lingers sluggishly behind, when
an appropriate adjustment of events would seem to summon his appearance. So was it  now with
Giovanni. Day after day, his pulses had throbbed with feverish blood, at the improbable idea of an
interview with Beatrice, and of standing with her, face to face, in this very garden, basking in the
oriental sunshine of her beauty, and snatching from her full gaze the mystery which he deemed the
riddle of his own existence. But now there was a singular and untimely equanimity within his breast. He
threw a glance around the garden to discover if Beatrice or her father were present, and perceiving that
he was alone, began a critical observation of the plants.

The aspect of one and all of them dissatisfied him; their gorgeousness seemed fierce, passionate, and
even unnatural. There was hardly an individual shrub which a wanderer, straying by himself through a
forest, would not have been startled to find growing wild, as if an unearthly face had glared at him out
of the thicket. Several, also, would have shocked a delicate instinct by an appearance of artificialness,
indicating that there had been such commixture, and, as it were, adultery of various vegetable species,
that the production was no longer of God’s making, but the monstrous offspring of man’s depraved
fancy, glowing with only an evil mockery of beauty. They were probably the result of experiment, which,
in one or two cases, had succeeded in mingling plants individually lovely into a compound possessing
the questionable and ominous character that distinguished the whole growth of the garden. In fine,
Giovanni recognized but two or three plants in the collection, and those of a kind that he well knew to
be poisonous. While busy with these contemplations, he heard the rustling of a silken garment, and
turning, beheld Beatrice emerging from beneath the sculptured portal.

Giovanni had not considered with himself what should be his deportment; whether he should apologize
for his intrusion into the garden, or assume that he was there with the privity, at least, if not by the
desire, of Doctor Rappaccini or his daughter. But Beatrice’s manner placed him at his ease, though
leaving him still in doubt by what agency he had gained admittance. She came lightly along the path,
and met him near the broken fountain. There was surprise in her face, but brightened by a simple and
kind expression of pleasure.

“You are a connoisseur in flowers, Signor,” said Beatrice with a smile, alluding to the bouquet which he
had flung her from the window. “It is no marvel, therefore, if the sight of my father’s rare collection has
tempted you to take a nearer view. If he were here, he could tell you many strange and interesting facts
as to the nature and habits of these shrubs, for he has spent a life-time in such studies, and this garden
is his world.”

“And yourself,  lady”–observed Giovanni–“if  fame says true–you,  likewise,  are deeply  skilled in  the
virtues  indicated  by  these  rich  blossoms,  and  these  spicy  perfumes.  Would  you  deign  to  be  my
instructress, I should prove an apter scholar than under Signor Rappaccini himself.”
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“Are there such idle rumors?” asked Beatrice, with the music of a pleasant laugh. “Do people say that I
am skilled in my father’s science of plants? What a jest is there! No; though I have grown up among
these flowers, I know no more of them than their hues and perfume; and sometimes, methinks I would
fain rid myself of even that small knowledge. There are many flowers here, and those not the least
brilliant, that shock and offend me, when they meet my eye. But, pray, Signor, do not believe these
stories about my science. Believe nothing of me save what you see with your own eyes.”

“And must I believe all  that I have seen with my own eyes?” asked Giovanni pointedly, while the
recollection of former scenes made him shrink. “No, Signora, you demand too little of me. Bid me
believe nothing, save what comes from your own lips.”

It would appear that Beatrice understood him. There came a deep flush to her cheek; but she looked full
into Giovanni’s eyes, and responded to his gaze of uneasy suspicion with a queen-like haughtiness.

“I do so bid you, Signor!” she replied. “Forget whatever you may have fancied in regard to me. If true to
the outward senses, still it may be false in its essence. But the words of Beatrice Rappaccini’s lips are
true from the heart outward. Those you may believe!”

A fervor glowed in her whole aspect, and beamed upon Giovanni’s consciousness like the light of truth
itself. But while she spoke, there was a fragrance in the atmosphere around her rich and delightful,
though evanescent, yet which the young man, from an indefinable reluctance, scarcely dared to draw
into his lungs. It might be the odor of the flowers. Could it be Beatrice’s breath, which thus embalmed
her words with a strange richness, as if by steeping them in her heart? A faintness passed like a shadow
over Giovanni, and flitted away; he seemed to gaze through the beautiful girl’s eyes into her transparent
soul, and felt no more doubt or fear.

The tinge of passion that had colored Beatrice’s manner vanished; she became gay, and appeared to
derive a pure delight from her communion with the youth, not unlike what the maiden of a lonely island
might have felt, conversing with a voyager from the civilized world. Evidently her experience of life had
been confined within the limits of that garden. She talked now about matters as simple as the day-light
or summer-clouds, and now asked questions in reference to the city, or Giovanni’s distant home, his
friends, his mother, and his sisters; questions indicating such seclusion, and such lack of familiarity with
modes and forms, that Giovanni responded as if to an infant. Her spirit gushed out before him like a
fresh rill, that was just catching its first glimpse of the sunlight, and wondering, at the reflections of
earth and sky which were flung into its bosom. There came thoughts, too, from a deep source, and
fantasies of a gem-like brilliancy, as if diamonds and rubies sparkled upward among the bubbles of the
fountain. Ever and anon, there gleamed across the young man’s mind a sense of wonder, that he should
be walking side by side with the being who had so wrought upon his  imagination–whom he had
idealized in such hues of terror–in whom he had positively witnessed such manifestations of dreadful
attributes–that he should be conversing with Beatrice like a brother, and should find her so human and
so maiden-like. But such reflections were only momentary; the effect of her character was too real, not
to make itself familiar at once.

In this free intercourse, they had strayed through the garden, and now, after many turns among its
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avenues,  were come to the shattered fountain,  beside which grew the magnificent shrub with its
treasury of glowing blossoms. A fragrance was diffused from it, which Giovanni recognized as identical
with that which he had attributed to Beatrice’s breath, but incomparably more powerful. As her eyes fell
upon it, Giovanni beheld her press her hand to her bosom, as if her heart were throbbing suddenly and
painfully.

“For the first time in my life,” murmured she, addressing the shrub, “I had forgotten thee!”

“I remember, Signora,” said Giovanni, “that you once promised to reward me with one of these living
gems for the bouquet, which I had the happy boldness to fling to your feet. Permit me now to pluck it as
a memorial of this interview.”

He made a step towards the shrub, with extended hand. But Beatrice darted forward, uttering a shriek
that went through his heart like a dagger. She caught his hand, and drew it back with the whole force of
her slender figure. Giovanni felt her touch thrilling through his fibres.

“Touch it not!” exclaimed she, in a voice of agony. “Not for thy life! It is fatal!”

Then, hiding her face, she fled from him, and vanished beneath the sculptured portal. As Giovanni
followed her with his eyes, he beheld the emaciated figure and pale intelligence of Doctor Rappaccini,
who had been watching the scene, he knew not how long, within the shadow of the entrance.

No sooner was Guasconti alone in his chamber, than the image of Beatrice came back to his passionate
musings, invested with all the witchery that had been gathering around it ever since his first glimpse of
her, and now likewise imbued with a tender warmth of girlish womanhood. She was human: her nature
was endowed with all gentle and feminine qualities; she was worthiest to be worshipped; she was
capable, surely, on her part, of the height and heroism of love. Those tokens, which he had hitherto
considered as proofs of a frightful  peculiarity in her physical and moral system, were now either
forgotten, or, by the subtle sophistry of passion, transmuted into a golden crown of enchantment,
rendering Beatrice the more admirable, by so much as she was the more unique. Whatever had looked
ugly, was now beautiful; or, if incapable of such a change, it stole away and hid itself among those
shapeless half-ideas, which throng the dim region beyond the daylight of our perfect consciousness.
Thus did Giovanni spend the night, nor fell asleep, until the dawn had begun to awake the slumbering
flowers in Doctor Rappaccini’s garden, whither his dreams doubtless led him. Up rose the sun in his due
season, and flinging his beams upon the young man’s eyelids, awoke him to a sense of pain. When
thoroughly aroused, he became sensible of  a burning and tingling agony in his hand–in his right
hand–the very hand which Beatrice had grasped in her own, when he was on the point of plucking one
of the gem-like flowers. On the back of that hand there was now a purple print, like that of four small
fingers, and the likeness of a slender thumb upon his wrist.

Oh,  how  stubbornly  does  love–or  even  that  cunning  semblance  of  love  which  flourishes  in  the
imagination, but strikes no depth of root into the heart–how stubbornly does it hold its faith, until the
moment come, when it is doomed to vanish into thin mist! Giovanni wrapt a handkerchief about his
hand, and wondered what evil thing had stung him, and soon forgot his pain in a reverie of Beatrice.
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After the first interview, a second was in the inevitable course of what we call fate. A third; a fourth;
and a meeting with Beatrice in the garden was no longer an incident in Giovanni’s daily life, but the
whole space in which he might be said to live; for the anticipation and memory of that ecstatic hour
made up the remainder. Nor was it otherwise with the daughter of Rappaccini. She watched for the
youth’s appearance, and flew to his side with confidence as unreserved as if they had been playmates
from early infancy–as if they were such playmates still. If, by any unwonted chance, he failed to come at
the appointed moment, she stood beneath the window, and sent up the rich sweetness of her tones to
float around him in his chamber, and echo and reverberate throughout his heart–“Giovanni! Giovanni!
Why tarriest thou? Come down!” And down he hastened into that Eden of poisonous flowers.

But, with all this intimate familiarity, there was still a reserve in Beatrice’s demeanor, so rigidly and
invariably  sustained,  that  the  idea  of  infringing  it  scarcely  occurred  to  his  imagination.  By  all
appreciable signs, they loved; they had looked love, with eyes that conveyed the holy secret from the
depths of one soul into the depths of the other, as if it were too sacred to be whispered by the way; they
had even spoken love, in those gushes of passion when their spirits darted forth in articulated breath,
like tongues of long-hidden flame; and yet there had been no seal of lips, no clasp of hands, nor any
slightest caress, such as love claims and hallows. He had never touched one of the gleaming ringlets of
her hair; her garment–so marked was the physical barrier between them–had never been waved against
him by a breeze. On the few occasions when Giovanni had seemed tempted to overstep the limit,
Beatrice grew so sad, so stern, and withal wore such a look of desolate separation, shuddering at itself,
that not a spoken word was requisite to repel him. At such times, he was startled at the horrible
suspicions that rose, monster-like, out of the caverns of his heart, and stared him in the face; his love
grew thin and faint as the morning-mist; his doubts alone had substance. But when Beatrice’s face
brightened again, after the momentary shadow, she was transformed at once from the mysterious,
questionable being, whom he had watched with so much awe and horror; she was now the beautiful and
unsophisticated girl, whom he felt that his spirit knew with a certainty beyond all other knowledge.

A  considerable  time  had  now passed  since  Giovanni’s  last  meeting  with  Baglioni.  One  morning,
however, he was disagreeably surprised by a visit from the Professor, whom he had scarcely thought of
for whole weeks, and would willingly have forgotten still longer. Given up, as he had long been, to a
pervading  excitement,  he  could  tolerate  no  companions,  except  upon  condition  of  their  perfect
sympathy with his present state of feeling. Such sympathy was not to be expected from Professor
Baglioni.

The visitor chatted carelessly, for a few moments, about the gossip of the city and the University, and
then took up another topic.

“I  have been reading an old classic author lately,” said he, “and met with a story that strangely
interested me. Possibly you may remember it. It is of an Indian prince, who sent a beautiful woman as a
present to Alexander the Great. She was as lovely as the dawn, and gorgeous as the sunset; but what
especially distinguished her was a certain rich perfume in her breath–richer than a garden of Persian
roses. Alexander, as was natural to a youthful conqueror, fell in love at first sight with this magnificent
stranger. But a certain sage physician, happening to be present, discovered a terrible secret in regard
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to her.”

“And what was that?” asked Giovanni, turning his eyes downward to avoid those of the Professor.

“That this lovely woman,” continued Baglioni, with emphasis, “had been nourished with poisons from
her birth upward, until her whole nature was so imbued with them, that she herself had become the
deadliest poison in existence. Poison was her element of life. With that rich perfume of her breath, she
blasted the very air. Her love would have been poison!–her embrace death! Is not this a marvellous
tale?”

“A childish fable,” answered Giovanni, nervously starting from his chair. “I marvel how your worship
finds time to read such nonsense, among your graver studies.”

“By the bye,” said the Professor, looking uneasily about him, “what singular fragrance is this in your
apartment? Is it the perfume of your gloves? It is faint, but delicious, and yet, after all, by no means
agreeable. Were I to breathe it long, methinks it would make me ill. It is like the breath of a flower–but I
see no flowers in the chamber.”

“Nor are there any,” replied Giovanni, who had turned pale as the Professor spoke; “nor, I think, is
there any fragrance, except in your worship’s imagination. Odors, being a sort of element combined of
the sensual and the spiritual, are apt to deceive us in this manner. The recollection of a perfume–the
bare idea of it–may easily be mistaken for a present reality.”

“Aye; but my sober imagination does not often play such tricks,” said Baglioni; “and were I to fancy any
kind of odor, it would be that of some vile apothecary drug, wherewith my fingers are likely enough to
be imbued. Our worshipful friend Rappaccini, as I have heard, tinctures his medicaments with odors
richer than those of Araby. Doubtless, likewise, the fair and learned Signora Beatrice would minister to
her patients with draughts as sweet as a maiden’s breath. But wo to him that sips them!”

Giovanni’s face evinced many contending emotions. The tone in which the Professor alluded to the pure
and lovely daughter of Rappaccini was a torture to his soul; and yet, the intimation of a view of her
character, opposite to his own, gave instantaneous distinctness to a thousand dim suspicions, which
now grinned at him like so many demons. But he strove hard to quell them, and to respond to Baglioni
with a true lover’s perfect faith.

“Signor Professor,” said he, “you were my father’s friend–perchance, too, it is your purpose to act a
friendly part towards his son. I would fain feel nothing towards you save respect and deference. But I
pray you to observe, Signor, that there is one subject on which we must not speak. You know not the
Signora Beatrice. You cannot, therefore, estimate the wrong–the blasphemy, I may even say–that is
offered to her character by a light or injurious word.”

“Giovanni!–my poor Giovanni!” answered the Professor, with a calm expression of pity, “I know this
wretched girl far better than yourself. You shall hear the truth in respect to the poisoner Rappaccini,
and his poisonous daughter. Yes; poisonous as she is beautiful! Listen; for even should you do violence
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to my gray hairs, it shall not silence me. That old fable of the Indian woman has become a truth, by the
deep and deadly science of Rappaccini, and in the person of the lovely Beatrice!”

Giovanni groaned and hid his face.

“Her father,” continued Baglioni, “was not restrained by natural affection from offering up his child, in
this horrible manner, as the victim of his insane zeal for science. For–let us do him justice–he is as true
a man of science as ever distilled his own heart in an alembic. What, then, will be your fate? Beyond a
doubt,  you  are  selected  as  the  material  of  some  new  experiment.  Perhaps  the  result  is  to  be
death–perhaps a fate more awful still! Rappaccini, with what he calls the interest of science before his
eyes, will hesitate at nothing.”

“It is a dream!” muttered Giovanni to himself, “surely it is a dream!”

“But,” resumed the Professor, “be of good cheer, son of my friend! It is not yet too late for the rescue.
Possibly, we may even succeed in bringing back this miserable child within the limits of ordinary
nature,  from which her father’s  madness has estranged her.  Behold this  little  silver vase! It  was
wrought by the hands of the renowned Benvenuto Cellini, and is well worthy to be a love-gift to the
fairest dame in Italy. But its contents are invaluable. One little sip of this antidote would have rendered
the most virulent poisons of the Borgias innocuous. Doubt not that it will be as efficacious against those
of Rappaccini. Bestow the vase, and the precious liquid within it, on your Beatrice, and hopefully await
the result.”

Baglioni laid a small, exquisitely wrought silver phial on the table, and withdrew, leaving what he had
said to produce its effect upon the young man’s mind.

“We will thwart Rappaccini yet!” thought he, chuckling to himself, as he descended the stairs. “But, let
us confess the truth of him, he is a wonderful man!–a wonderful man indeed! A vile empiric, however, in
his practice, and therefore not to be tolerated by those who respect the good old rules of the medical
profession!”

Throughout Giovanni’s whole acquaintance with Beatrice, he had occasionally, as we have said, been
haunted by dark surmises as to her character. Yet, so thoroughly had she made herself felt by him as a
simple, natural, most affectionate and guileless creature, that the image now held up by Professor
Baglioni,  looked as strange and incredible,  as if  it  were not in accordance with his  own original
conception. True, there were ugly recollections connected with his first glimpses of the beautiful girl; he
could not quite forget the bouquet that withered in her grasp, and the insect that perished amid the
sunny  air,  by  no  ostensible  agency  save  the  fragrance  of  her  breath.  These  incidents,  however,
dissolving in the pure light of her character, had no longer the efficacy of facts, but were acknowledged
as mistaken fantasies, by whatever testimony of the senses they might appear to be substantiated.
There is something truer and more real, than what we can see with the eyes, and touch with the finger.
On such better  evidence,  had Giovanni  founded his  confidence in Beatrice,  though rather by the
necessary force of her high attributes, than by any deep and generous faith on his part. But, now, his
spirit was incapable of sustaining itself at the height to which the early enthusiasm of passion had
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exalted it; he fell down, grovelling among earthly doubts, and defiled therewith the pure whiteness of
Beatrice’s image. Not that he gave her up; he did but distrust. He resolved to institute some decisive
test that should satisfy him, once for all, whether there were those dreadful peculiarities in her physical
nature, which could not be supposed to exist without some corresponding monstrosity of soul. His eyes,
gazing down afar, might have deceived him as to the lizard, the insect, and the flowers. But if he could
witness, at the distance of a few paces, the sudden blight of one fresh and healthful flower in Beatrice’s
hand, there would be room for no further question. With this idea, he hastened to the florist’s, and
purchased a bouquet that was still gemmed with the morning dew-drops.

It was now the customary hour of his daily interview with Beatrice. Before descending into the garden,
Giovanni failed not to look at his figure in the mirror; a vanity to be expected in a beautiful young man,
yet, as displaying itself at that troubled and feverish moment, the token of a certain shallowness of
feeling and insincerity of character. He did gaze, however, and said to himself, that his features had
never before possessed so rich a grace, nor his eyes such vivacity, nor his cheeks so warm a hue of
superabundant life.

“At least,” thought he, “her poison has not yet insinuated itself into my system. I am no flower to perish
in her grasp!”

With that thought, he turned his eyes on the bouquet, which he had never once laid aside from his hand.
A thrill  of indefinable horror shot through his frame, on perceiving that those dewy flowers were
already beginning to droop; they wore the aspect of things that had been fresh and lovely, yesterday.
Giovanni grew white as marble, and stood motionless before the mirror, staring at his own reflection
there, as at the likeness of something frightful. He remembered Baglioni’s remark about the fragrance
that  seemed  to  pervade  the  chamber.  It  must  have  been  the  poison  in  his  breath!  Then  he
shuddered–shuddered at himself! Recovering from his stupor, he began to watch, with curious eye, a
spider that was busily at work, hanging its web from the antique cornice of the apartment, crossing and
re-crossing the artful system of interwoven lines, as vigorous and active a spider as ever dangled from
an old ceiling. Giovanni bent towards the insect, and emitted a deep, long breath. The spider suddenly
ceased its toil; the web vibrated with a tremor originating in the body of the small artizan. Again
Giovanni sent forth a breath, deeper, longer, and imbued with a venomous feeling out of his heart; he
knew not whether he were wicked or only desperate. The spider made a convulsive gripe with his limbs,
and hung dead across the window.

“Accursed! Accursed!” muttered Giovanni, addressing himself. “Hast thou grown so poisonous, that this
deadly insect perishes by thy breath?”

At that moment, a rich, sweet voice came floating up from the garden: “Giovanni! Giovanni! It is past
the hour! Why tarriest thou! Come down!”

“Yes,” muttered Giovanni again. “She is the only being whom my breath may not slay! Would that it
might!”

He rushed down, and in an instant, was standing before the bright and loving eyes of Beatrice. A
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moment ago, his wrath and despair had been so fierce that he could have desired nothing so much as to
wither her by a glance. But, with her actual presence, there came influences which had too real an
existence to be at once shaken off; recollections of the delicate and benign power of her feminine
nature,  which had so often enveloped him in  a  religious calm;  recollections  of  many a  holy  and
passionate outgush of her heart, when the pure fountain had been unsealed from its depths, and made
visible in its transparency to his mental eye; recollections which, had Giovanni known how to estimate
them, would have assured him that all this ugly mystery was but an earthly illusion, and that, whatever
mist of evil might seem to have gathered over her, the real Beatrice was a heavenly angel. Incapable as
he was of such high faith, still her presence had not utterly lost its magic. Giovanni’s rage was quelled
into an aspect of sullen insensibility. Beatrice, with a quick spiritual sense, immediately felt that there
was a gulf of blackness between them, which neither he nor she could pass. They walked on together,
sad and silent, and came thus to the marble fountain, and to its pool of water on the ground, in the
midst of which grew the shrub that bore gem-like blossoms. Giovanni was affrighted at the eager
enjoyment–the appetite, as it were–with which he found himself inhaling the fragrance of the flowers.

“Beatrice,” asked he abruptly, “whence came this shrub!”

“My father created it,” answered she, with simplicity.

“Created it! created it!” repeated Giovanni. “What mean you, Beatrice?”

“He is a man fearfully acquainted with the secrets of nature,” replied Beatrice; “and, at the hour when I
first drew breath, this plant sprang from the soil, the offspring of his science, of his intellect, while I was
but his earthly child. Approach it not!” continued she, observing with terror that Giovanni was drawing
nearer to the shrub. “It has qualities that you little dream of. But I, dearest Giovanni–I grew up and
blossomed with the plant, and was nourished with its breath. It was my sister, and I loved it with a
human affection: for–alas! hast thou not suspected it? there was an awful doom.”

Here Giovanni frowned so darkly upon her that Beatrice paused and trembled. But her faith in his
tenderness reassured her, and made her blush that she had doubted for an instant.

“There was an awful doom,” she continued,–“the effect of  my father’s fatal  love of science–which
estranged me from all society of my kind. Until Heaven sent thee, dearest Giovanni, Oh! how lonely was
thy poor Beatrice!”

“Was it a hard doom?” asked Giovanni, fixing his eyes upon her.

“Only of late have I known how hard it was,” answered she tenderly. “Oh, yes; but my heart was torpid,
and therefore quiet.”

Giovanni’s rage broke forth from his sullen gloom like a lightning-flash out of a dark cloud.

“Accursed one!” cried he, with venomous scorn and anger. “And finding thy solitude wearisome, thou
hast severed me, likewise, from all the warmth of life, and enticed me into thy region of unspeakable
horror!”
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“Giovanni!” exclaimed Beatrice, turning her large bright eyes upon his face. The force of his words had
not found its way into her mind; she was merely thunder-struck.

“Yes, poisonous thing!” repeated Giovanni, beside himself with passion. “Thou hast done it! Thou hast
blasted me! Thou hast filled my veins with poison! Thou hast made me as hateful, as ugly, as loathsome
and deadly a creature as thyself–a world’s wonder of hideous monstrosity! Now–if our breath be happily
as fatal to ourselves as to all others–let us join our lips in one kiss of unutterable hatred, and so die!”

“What has befallen me?” murmured Beatrice, with a low moan out of her heart. “Holy Virgin pity me, a
poor heartbroken child!”

“Thou! Dost thou pray?” cried Giovanni, still with the same fiendish scorn. “Thy very prayers, as they
come from thy lips, taint the atmosphere with death. Yes, yes; let us pray! Let us to church, and dip our
fingers in the holy water at the portal! They that come after us will perish as by a pestilence. Let us sign
crosses in the air! It will be scattering curses abroad in the likeness of holy symbols!”

“Giovanni,” said Beatrice calmly, for her grief was beyond passion, “Why dost thou join thyself with me
thus in those terrible words? I, it is true, am the horrible thing thou namest me. But thou!–what hast
thou to do, save with one other shudder at my hideous misery, to go forth out of the garden and mingle
with thy race, and forget that there ever crawled on earth such a monster as poor Beatrice?”

“Dost thou pretend ignorance?” asked Giovanni, scowling upon her. “Behold! This power have I gained
from the pure daughter of Rappaccini!”

There was a swarm of summer-insects flitting through the air, in search of the food promised by the
flower-odors of the fatal garden. They circled round Giovanni’s head, and were evidently attracted
towards him by the same influence which had drawn them, for an instant, within the sphere of several
of the shrubs. He sent forth a breath among them, and smiled bitterly at Beatrice, as at least a score of
the insects fell dead upon the ground.

“I see it! I see it!” shrieked Beatrice. “It is my father’s fatal science? No, no, Giovanni; it was not I!
Never, never! I dreamed only to love thee, and be with thee a little time, and so to let thee pass away,
leaving but thine image in mine heart. For, Giovanni–believe it–though my body be nourished with
poison, my spirit is God’s creature, and craves love as its daily food. But my father!–he has united us in
this fearful sympathy. Yes; spurn me!–tread upon me!–kill me! Oh, what is death, after such words as
thine? But it was not I! Not for a world of bliss would I have done it!”

Giovanni’s passion had exhausted itself in its outburst from his lips. There now came across him a
sense, mournful, and not without tenderness, of the intimate and peculiar relationship between Beatrice
and himself. They stood, as it were, in an utter solitude, which would be made none the less solitary by
the densest throng of human life. Ought not, then, the desert of humanity around them to press this
insulated pair closer together? If they should be cruel to one another, who was there to be kind to
them? Besides, thought Giovanni, might there not still be a hope of his returning within the limits of
ordinary nature, and leading Beatrice–the redeemed Beatrice–by the hand? Oh, weak, and selfish, and
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unworthy spirit, that could dream of an earthly union and earthly happiness as possible, after such deep
love had been so bitterly wronged as was Beatrice’s love by Giovanni’s blighting words! No, no; there
could be no such hope. She must pass heavily, with that broken heart, across the borders of Time–she
must bathe her hurts in some fount of Paradise, and forget her grief in the light of immortality–and
there be well!

But Giovanni did not know it.

“Dear Beatrice,” said he, approaching her, while she shrank away, as always at his approach, but now
with a different impulse–“dearest Beatrice, our fate is not yet so desperate. Behold! There is a medicine,
potent,  as  a  wise physician has assured me,  and almost  divine in  its  efficacy.  It  is  composed of
ingredients the most opposite to those by which thy awful father has brought this calamity upon thee
and me. It is distilled of blessed herbs. Shall we not quaff it together, and thus be purified from evil?”

“Give it me!” said Beatrice, extending her hand to receive the little silver phial which Giovanni took
from his bosom. She added, with a peculiar emphasis: “I will drink–but do thou await the result.”

She put Baglioni’s antidote to her lips; and, at the same moment, the figure of Rappaccini emerged from
the portal, and came slowly towards the marble fountain. As he drew near, the pale man of science
seemed to gaze with a triumphant expression at the beautiful youth and maiden, as might an artist who
should spend his life in achieving a picture or a group of statuary, and finally be satisfied with his
success. He paused–his bent form grew erect with conscious power, he spread out his hand over them,
in the attitude of a father imploring a blessing upon his children. But those were the same hands that
had thrown poison into the stream of their lives! Giovanni trembled. Beatrice shuddered very nervously,
and pressed her hand upon her heart.

“My daughter,” said Rappaccini, “thou art no longer lonely in the world! Pluck one of those precious
gems from thy sister shrub, and bid thy bridegroom wear it in his bosom. It will not harm him now! My
science, and the sympathy between thee and him, have so wrought within his system, that he now
stands apart from common men, as thou dost, daughter of my pride and triumph, from ordinary women.
Pass on, then, through the world, most dear to one another, and dreadful to all besides!”

“My father,” said Beatrice, feebly–and still, as she spoke, she kept her hand upon her heart–“wherefore
didst thou inflict this miserable doom upon thy child?”

“Miserable!” exclaimed Rappaccini.  “What mean you, foolish girl? Dost thou deem it misery to be
endowed with marvellous gifts, against which no power nor strength could avail an enemy? Misery, to
be able to quell the mightiest with a breath? Misery, to be as terrible as thou art beautiful? Wouldst
thou, then, have preferred the condition of a weak woman, exposed to all evil, and capable of none?”

“I would fain have been loved, not feared,” murmured Beatrice, sinking down upon the ground.–“But
now it matters not; I am going, father, where the evil, which thou hast striven to mingle with my being,
will pass away like a dream–like the fragrance of these poisonous flowers, which will no longer taint my
breath among the flowers of Eden. Farewell, Giovanni! Thy words of hatred are like lead within my
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heart–but they, too, will fall away as I ascend. Oh, was there not, from the first, more poison in thy
nature than in mine?”

To Beatrice–so radically had her earthly part been wrought upon by Rappaccini’s skill–as poison had
been life, so the powerful antidote was death. And thus the poor victim of man’s ingenuity and of
thwarted nature, and of the fatality that attends all such efforts of perverted wisdom, perished there, at
the feet of her father and Giovanni. Just at that moment, Professor Pietro Baglioni looked forth from the
window, and called loudly, in a tone of triumph mixed with horror, to the thunder-stricken man of
science: “Rappaccini! Rappaccini! And is this the upshot of your experiment?”

Librarian’s Note

Originally published in  December 1844 issue of The United States Magazine and Democratic Review
(vol. 15 no. LXXVII). 

Introduction by Nathanial Hawthorne

[From the Writings of Aubépine.]

   WE do not  remember to have seen any translated specimens of  the productions of  M. de
l’Aubépine — a fact the less to be wondered at, as his very name is unknown to many of his own
countrymen as well as to the student of foreign literature. As a writer, he seems to occupy an
unfortunate position between the Transcendentalists (who, under one name or another, have their
share in all the current literature of the world) and the great body of pen-and-ink men who address
the intellect and sympathies of the multitude. If  not too refined, at all  events too remote, too
shadowy, and unsubstantial in his modes of development to suit the taste of the latter class, and yet
too popular to satisfy the spiritual or metaphysical requisitions of the former, he must necessarily
find himself without an audience, except here and there an individual or possibly an isolated clique.
His writings, to do them justice, are not altogether destitute of fancy and originality; they might
have won him greater reputation but for an inveterate love of allegory, which is apt to invest his
plots and characters with the aspect of scenery and people in the clouds, and to steal away the
human warmth out of  his conceptions.  His fictions are sometimes historical,  sometimes of  the
present day, and sometimes, so far as can be discovered, have little or no reference either to time or
space. In any case, he generally contents himself with a very slight embroidery of outward manners,
— the faintest possible counterfeit of real life, — and endeavors to create an interest by some less
obvious  peculiarity  of  the  subject.  Occasionally  a  breath of  Nature,  a  raindrop of  pathos  and
tenderness, or a gleam of humor, will find its way into the midst of his fantastic imagery, and make
us feel as if, after all, we were yet within the limits of our native earth. We will only add to this very
cursory notice that M. de l’Aubépine’s productions, if the reader chance to take them in precisely
the proper point of view, may amuse a leisure hour as well as those of a brighter man; if otherwise,
they can hardly fail to look excessively like nonsense.

Our  author  is  voluminous;  he  continues  to  write  and publish  with  as  much praiseworthy and
indefatigable prolixity as if his efforts were crowned with the brilliant success that so justly attends
those of Eugene Sue. His first appearance was by a collection of stories in a long series of volumes

https://hdl.handle.net/2027/umn.319510028055905?urlappend=%3Bseq=570
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entitled “Contes deux fois racontées.” The titles of some of his more recent works (we quote from
memory) are as follows: “Le Voyage Céleste à Chemin de Fer,” 3 tom., 1838; “Le nouveau Père
Adam et la nouvelle Mère Eve,” 2 tom., 1839; “Roderic; ou le Serpent à l’estomac,” 2 tom., 1840; “Le
Culte du Feu,” a folio volume of ponderous research into the religion and ritual of the old Persian
Ghebers, published in 1841; “La Soirée du Chateau en Espagne,” 1 tom., 8vo, 1842; and “L’Artiste
du Beau; ou le Papillon Mécanique,” 5 tom., 4to, 1843. Our somewhat wearisome perusal of this
startling catalogue of volumes has left behind it a certain personal affection and sympathy, though
by no means admiration, for M. de l’Aubépine; and we would fain do the little in our power towards
introducing him favorably to the American public. The ensuing tale is a translation of his “Beatrice;
ou la Belle Empoisonneuse,” recently published in “La Revue Anti-Aristocratique.” This journal,
edited by the Comte de Bearhaven, has for some years past led the defense of liberal principles and
popular rights with a faithfulness and ability worthy of all praise.
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Robbie
(1940)

ISAAC ASIMOV



Sci-fi & Fantasy Anthology

162

An appropriate  introduction to  the Golden Age of  science fiction.  This  story  would eventually  be
included in the novel I, Robot. 

 

Librarian Notes
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First



Sci-fi & Fantasy Anthology

167

published in Super Science Stories magazine as “Strange Playfellow” in September 1940 (pp 67-77).
Copyright © 1940 by Fictioneers, Inc.; copyright © 1968 by Isaac Asimov.

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Super_Science_Stories
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Rogue Farm

Rogue Farm

 

Notes from the Library

This story first appeared in ‘Live Without a Net’ (ed Lou Anders, pub Roc 2003).

http://bestsf.net/charles-stross-rogue-farm/
http://bestsf.net/charles-stross-rogue-farm/
https://www.amazon.com/Live-Without-Net-Lou-Anders/dp/0451459253
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Shambleau

Read Online

 

https://archive.org/details/Shambleau19331948


Sci-fi & Fantasy Anthology

170



Sci-fi & Fantasy Anthology

171



Sci-fi & Fantasy Anthology

172



Sci-fi & Fantasy Anthology

173

C.L.  Moore,  the
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pen name for Catherine Lucille Moore, is most lauded for her invention of the female warrior heroine of
sword and sorcery fantasy, Jirel of Joiry, a figure everyone from Xena to Buffy the Vampire Slayer to
Princess Laia have to thank. Here is one of her sci fi contributions. Scroll down to page 3, her’s is the
first story. Make note of the visuals and other introductory information in this scanned artifact, we’ll be
talking about it in class.

 

 

 

 

Notes from the Library

Also read by the author in 1980! Each part is 30 minutes, so give yourself some time to listen.

Side A of original LP

Side B of original LP

Original publication info:

WEIRD TALES. POPULAR FICTION POPULATION CO. NOVEMBER 1933.

Some online articles that discuss this story:

Not Sublimated, Not Fading to Black: C.L. Moore’s “Shambleau” The Lovecraft Reread, Tor.
Ruthanna Emrys and Anne M. Pillsworth. Wed Feb 17, 2016 1:00pm.
Thomas F. Bertonneau, “Monstrous Theologies: The Theme of Anti-Sacrifice in the Sci-Fi
Pulps” in Anthropoetics 6, no. 1 (Spring/Summer 2000)
Origin Stories: Feminist Science Fiction and C. L. Moore’s “Shambleau”. Thomas A. Bredehoft.
Science Fiction Studies #73. Volume 24, Part 3. November 1997.

https://archive.org/details/Shambleau19331948
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=dj5JNPHh3ZM&feature=youtu.be
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=8Ke83DmbQvc&feature=youtu.be
http://www.tor.com/2016/02/17/not-sublimated-not-fading-to-black-c-l-moores-shambleau/
http://anthropoetics.ucla.edu/ap0601/monstrous/
http://anthropoetics.ucla.edu/ap0601/monstrous/
http://www.depauw.edu/sfs/backissues/73/bredehoft73.htm
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there comes a rain softly

 PDF (pp. 34).

The Veldt

The Veldt (from WCC Library) What do you all think? Are we moving toward this? This is the original
short story (later republished as The Veldt) as it first appeared in the September 23, 1950 issue of The
Saturday Evening Post. It was originally titled “The World the Children Made”.

An audio version is also available for you through the Internet Archive.

Additional Short Stories

“The Happiness Machine” (1957) Dandelion Wine

 

“Juggernaut”

“Quid Pro Quo”

Librarian Note

Ray Bradbury’s official website

Credo article on Ray Bradbury (from WCC Library)

Wikipedia article on Ray Bradbury

Becoming Ray Bradbury (pdf full text from the WCC Library)
Chronicles the making of an iconic American writer.

Ray Bradbury : A Critical Companion

 

http://www.unz.org/Pub/Colliers-1950may06-00034
https://mywcc.whatcom.edu/OnlineResources/LibraryDatabases.aspx?DirectURL=http%3a%2f%2fsearch.ebscohost.com%2flogin.aspx%3fdirect%3dtrue%26db%3daph%26AN%3d19664557%26site%3dehost-live%26scope%3dsite
https://ia800300.us.archive.org/15/items/XMinus1_A/xminusone_550804_TheVeldt.mp3
http://librarywp.whatcom.edu/press/engl136martin/wp-content/uploads/sites/3/2015/11/20px-Loudspeaker.svg_.png
http://www.saturdayeveningpost.com/2010/08/21/post-fiction/classic-fiction/happiness-machine-ray-bradbury.html
https://mywcc.whatcom.edu/OnlineResources/LibraryDatabases.aspx?DirectURL=http://search.proquest.com.hope.whatcom.edu/docview/207585604?accountid=2906
https://mywcc.whatcom.edu/OnlineResources/LibraryDatabases.aspx?DirectURL=http://search.proquest.com.hope.whatcom.edu/docview/219684239?accountid=2906
http://www.raybradbury.com/
https://mywcc.whatcom.edu/OnlineResources/LibraryDatabases.aspx?DirectURL=http%3A%2F%2Fsearch.credoreference.com.hope.whatcom.edu%2Fcontent%2Fentry%2Famlit%2Fbradbury_ray%2F0
https://mywcc.whatcom.edu/OnlineResources/LibraryDatabases.aspx?DirectURL=http%3A%2F%2Fsearch.credoreference.com.hope.whatcom.edu%2Fcontent%2Fentry%2Famlit%2Fbradbury_ray%2F0
http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Ray_bradbury
https://mywcc.whatcom.edu/OnlineResources/LibraryDatabases.aspx?DirectURL=http%3a%2f%2fsearch.ebscohost.com%2flogin.aspx%3fdirect%3dtrue%26db%3dnlebk%26AN%3d569485%26site%3dehost-live%26scope%3dsite
https://mywcc.whatcom.edu/OnlineResources/LibraryDatabases.aspx?DirectURL=http%3a%2f%2fsearch.ebscohost.com%2flogin.aspx%3fdirect%3dtrue%26db%3dnlebk%26AN%3d569485%26site%3dehost-live%26scope%3dsite
https://mywcc.whatcom.edu/OnlineResources/LibraryDatabases.aspx?DirectURL=http%3a%2f%2fsearch.ebscohost.com%2flogin.aspx%3fdirect%3dtrue%26db%3dnlebk%26AN%3d74659%26site%3dehost-live%26scope%3dsite
https://mywcc.whatcom.edu/OnlineResources/LibraryDatabases.aspx?DirectURL=http%3a%2f%2fsearch.ebscohost.com%2flogin.aspx%3fdirect%3dtrue%26db%3dnlebk%26AN%3d74659%26site%3dehost-live%26scope%3dsite
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Velvet Fields
(1973)

ANNE MCCAFFREY

Read online

 

Anne McCaffrey is best known for her Dragonriders of Pern series, which, with the dragons and all,
should set her firmly in the fantasy genre. But fans know that that series takes a sci fi turn very quickly,
and much of her other work roots firmly in SF, like this story.

Librarian Note

http://librarywp.whatcom.edu/press/engl136martin/wp-content/uploads/sites/3/2015/11/64px-Book_Silhouette.svg_.png
http://www.lightspeedmagazine.com/fiction/velvet-fields/
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O r i g i n a l
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publication info: Worlds of If, Nov/Dec 1973

Reprinted in “The Girl Who Heard Dragons” 1994.

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/If_%28magazine%29
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War of the Worlds
(1898)

H.G. WELLS

http://librarywp.whatcom.edu/press/engl136martin/wp-content/uploads/sites/3/2015/11/20px-Loudspeaker.svg_.png
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Radio Broadcast

This is the famous radio broadcast version of this story that sent America into a panic on Halloween,
1938. You can also download the MP3 here. You can read more about the incident here.

Compare the radio version to the original text of The War of the Worlds story by HG Wells that inspired
Orson Welles.

A YouTube element has been excluded from this version of the text. You can view it online
here: http://textbooks.whatcom.edu/engl136hoppe/?p=66

Librarian Note

Recommended Read

https://youtu.be/Xs0K4ApWl4g
https://youtu.be/Xs0K4ApWl4g
https://archive.org/details/OrsonWellesMrBruns
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_War_of_the_Worlds_(radio_drama)
http://www.gutenberg.org/files/36/36-h/36-h.htm
http://textbooks.whatcom.edu/engl136hoppe/?p=66#pb-interactive-content
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http://www.bl.uk/romantics-and-victorians/articles/an-introduction-to-the-war-of-the-worlds
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“An Introduction to The War of The Worlds” – British Library
Writer Iain Sinclair discusses how H G Wells’s The War of the Worlds disturbed the public by combining
journalistic sensationalism, scientific fantasy, suburban mundanity and fears of invasion.

Persistent link to articles on the novel from Academic Search Premier.

MARTIANS INVADE THE EARTH!
The article focuses on the fear of an invasion by extraterrestrial beings due to the book “The War of
the Worlds” by H.G. Wells. It notes that a radio adaptation by actor Orson Welles of the book has
resulted in public panic from listeners in the U.S. It mentions that a radio adaptation of the book in
Ecuador has resulted in riots which killed as many as 20 people.

The Infamous “War of the Worlds” Radio Broadcast Was a Magnificent Fluke
Orson Welles and his colleagues scrambled to pull together the show; they ended up writing pop culture
history

Media Category: War of the Worlds, Wikimedia Commons

Additional Materials

http://www.bl.uk/romantics-and-victorians/articles/an-introduction-to-the-war-of-the-worlds
https://mywcc.whatcom.edu/OnlineResources/LibraryDatabases.aspx?DirectURL=http%3a%2f%2fsearch.ebscohost.com%2flogin.aspx%3fdirect%3dtrue%26db%3daph%26bquery%3dPS%2b%2526quot%253bWAR%2bof%2bthe%2bWorlds%252c%2bThe%2b(Book%2b%253a%2bWells)%2526quot%253b%26cli0%3dFT%26clv0%3dY%26type%3d1%26site%3dehost-live%26scope%3dsite
https://mywcc.whatcom.edu/OnlineResources/LibraryDatabases.aspx?DirectURL=http%3a%2f%2fsearch.ebscohost.com%2flogin.aspx%3fdirect%3dtrue%26db%3daph%26AN%3d88429306%26site%3dehost-live%26scope%3dsite
https://mywcc.whatcom.edu/OnlineResources/LibraryDatabases.aspx?DirectURL=http%3a%2f%2fsearch.ebscohost.com%2flogin.aspx%3fdirect%3dtrue%26db%3daph%26AN%3d88429306%26site%3dehost-live%26scope%3dsite
http://www.smithsonianmag.com/history/infamous-war-worlds-radio-broadcast-was-magnificent-fluke-180955180/#iAlTHle6GqOLMKjr.99
https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/Category:War_of_the_Worlds
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H.G. Wells,  Modernity and the Movies by Keith Williams. Liverpool University Press,  2007. eBook
Collection (EBSCOhost).

The life and work of H.G. Wells: a timeline, by Lauri Lu. 

August 13th 2016. Oxford University Press Blog.

https://mywcc.whatcom.edu/OnlineResources/LibraryDatabases.aspx?DirectURL=http%3a%2f%2fsearch.ebscohost.com%2flogin.aspx%3fdirect%3dtrue%26db%3dnlebk%26AN%3d242416%26site%3dehost-live%26scope%3dsite
http://blog.oup.com/2016/08/science-fiction-anniversary-writer/
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We Can Remember It For You Wholesale
(1966)

PHILIP K. DICK

The short story  ($ ebook $) upon which the 1990 film Total Recall was based from.

A YouTube element has been excluded from this version of the text. You can view it online
here: http://textbooks.whatcom.edu/engl136hoppe/?p=69

 

http://www.english.upenn.edu/~cavitch/pdf-library/Dick_Wholesale.pdf
http://www.amazon.com/Total-Recall-Kindle-Single-Philip-ebook/dp/B008CB3J98/ref=sr_1_3?s=books&ie=UTF8&qid=1441245323&sr=1-3&keywords=We+can+remember+it+for+you+wholesale&refinements=p_n_feature_browse-bin%3A618073011
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=WFMLGEHdIjE
http://textbooks.whatcom.edu/engl136hoppe/?p=69#pb-interactive-content
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Librarian Note
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“We Can Remember It for You Wholesale” was first published in the April 1966 issue of The Magazine
of Fantasy & Science Fiction

“The Worlds of Philip K. Dick” 56min film

https://mywcc.whatcom.edu/OnlineResources/LibraryDatabases.aspx?DirectURL=http://fod.infobase.com/PortalPlaylists.aspx?wID=103736&xtid=114901


Sci-fi & Fantasy Anthology

193

The Blade Runner Experience : The Legacy of a Science Fiction Classic. Will Brooker. Wallflower Press,
2012.

https://mywcc.whatcom.edu/OnlineResources/LibraryDatabases.aspx?DirectURL=http%3a%2f%2fsearch.ebscohost.com%2flogin.aspx%3fdirect%3dtrue%26db%3dnlebk%26AN%3d658423%26site%3dehost-live%26scope%3dsite
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A Short Introduction to Fantasy

Fantasy as a genre has even older and more tangled roots than SF, since it utilizes the oldest source
material  human  culture  created:  myth,  legend,  folklore,  ritual,  and  religion.  Maybe  that  is  why
comprehensive scholarly fantasy anthologies are so hard to find, scholars don’t know quite what to put
in them. Read this before we start on this particular quest to define a genre.

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/History_of_fantasy
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The Call of Cthulhu
(1928)

HP LOVECRAFT

No  SF/Fantasy  anthology  would  be  complete  without  Lovecraf t ,  so  here  he  is .

http://www.hplovecraft.com/writings/texts/fiction/cc.aspx
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Also in audio version.

Some YouTubes:

Strange Life of HP Lovecraft
Interview with Lovecraft’s biographer

And a Lovecraftian wiki that contains a basic biography and the common themes of his work, including
some context for his racism.

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=vqIxCqayQok
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=l1GVG8l5DE8
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=BBcYaCQoK0E
http://lovecraft.wikia.com/wiki/Howard_Phillips_Lovecraft
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Librarian Note

 “A Dreamer and a Visionary : H.P. Lovecraft in His Time”  Liverpool : Oxford University Press USA.
2001

“H. P. Lovecraft For Our time” by Gordon Douglas. Sept 13th 2017. Published by PublicBooks.org.

https://mywcc.whatcom.edu/OnlineResources/LibraryDatabases.aspx?DirectURL=http%3a%2f%2fsearch.ebscohost.com%2flogin.aspx%3fdirect%3dtrue%26db%3dnlebk%26AN%3d242390%26site%3dehost-live%26scope%3dsite
http://www.publicbooks.org/h-p-lovecraft-for-our-time/
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Creation
(2002)

JEFFREY FORD

The 21st century is an interesting time for fantasy, as it is for SF. Scholars do not quite know what will
shake out and stick as true pivot points of the genres, or what themes will still resonate with later
audiences, but I have a few educated guesses. Thankfully, many writers of the last 15 years are smarter
than their predecessors on copyright law and the power of exposure to large audiences, so much of the
recent catalog of up-and-coming writers is free online. Such as this story. Also available as audio on the
webpage.

http://www.fantasy-magazine.com/new/new-fiction/creation/


Sci-fi & Fantasy Anthology

201

The Dead Girl’s Wedding March
(2014)

CAT RAMBO

And more zombies! Only this time from one of the Pacific Northwest’s own! I would speculate only a
Seattle writer could create this blend of myth and fairy tale, zombie apocalypse, cultural criticism, and
comedy, all while sporting multicolored hair and amateur cat pictures on her blog and working for
Microsoft, but hey, what do I know?

http://www.fantasy-magazine.com/fiction/the-dead-girls-wedding-march/
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Dracula (Chapters 1-4)
(1897)

BRAM STOKER

A classic of vampire stories, but most don’t know that Polidori’s short story, “The Vampire,” which he
wrote  during  the  “ghost  story  challenge”  in  1816  that  also  included  Mary  Shelley  and  birthed
Frankenstein, was the first use of a handsome vampire that seduced and fed upon living young women
and men.  Polidori  would eventually  sue Stoker for  copyright  infringement,  but  Stoker had better
lawyers. We also have to give Stoker credit for making the epistolary style of novel more popular. For
another story about a seductive vampire from Stoker’s time, this time a woman, check out LeFanu’s
Carmilla (1872).

http://www.gutenberg.org/files/10007/10007-h/10007-h.htm
http://www.gutenberg.org/files/10007/10007-h/10007-h.htm


Sci-fi & Fantasy Anthology

203

Dracula public domain audiobook at LibriVox

 

CHAPTER I

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/File:Speaker_Icon.svg
https://librivox.org/search?title=Dracula&author=Stoker&reader=&keywords=&genre_id=0&status=all&project_type=either&recorded_language=&sort_order=catalog_date&search_page=1&search_form=advanced
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/LibriVox
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JONATHAN HARKER’S JOURNAL

(Kept in shorthand.)

3 May. Bistritz.—Left Munich at 8:35 P. M., on 1st May, arriving at Vienna early next morning; should
have arrived at 6:46, but train was an hour late. Buda-Pesth seems a wonderful place, from the glimpse
which I got of it from the train and the little I could walk through the streets. I feared to go very far
from the station, as we had arrived late and would start as near the correct time as possible. The
impression I had was that we were leaving the West and entering the East; the most western of
splendid bridges over the Danube, which is here of noble width and depth, took us among the traditions
of Turkish rule.

We left in pretty good time, and came after nightfall to Klausenburgh. Here I stopped for the night at
the Hotel Royale. I had for dinner, or rather supper, a chicken done up some way with red pepper,
which was very good but thirsty. (Mem., get recipe for Mina.) I asked the waiter, and he said it was
called “paprika hendl,” and that, as it was a national dish, I should be able to get it anywhere along the
Carpathians. I found my smattering of German very useful here; indeed, I don’t know how I should be
able to get on without it.

Having had some time at my disposal when in London, I had visited the British Museum, and made
search among the books and maps in the library regarding Transylvania; it had struck me that some
foreknowledge of the country could hardly fail to have some importance in dealing with a nobleman of
that country. I find that the district he named is in the extreme east of the country, just on the borders
of three states, Transylvania, Moldavia and Bukovina, in the midst of the Carpathian mountains; one of
the wildest and least known portions of Europe. I was not able to light on any map or work giving the
exact locality of the Castle Dracula, as there are no maps of this country as yet to compare with our own
Ordnance Survey maps; but I found that Bistritz, the post town named by Count Dracula, is a fairly well-
known place. I shall enter here some of my notes, as they may refresh my memory when I talk over my
travels with Mina.

In the population of Transylvania there are four distinct nationalities: Saxons in the South, and mixed
with them the Wallachs, who are the descendants of the Dacians; Magyars in the West, and Szekelys in
the East and North. I am going among the latter, who claim to be descended from Attila and the Huns.
This may be so, for when the Magyars conquered the country in the eleventh century they found the
Huns settled in it. I read that every known superstition in the world is gathered into the horseshoe of
the Carpathians, as if it were the centre of some sort of imaginative whirlpool; if so my stay may be very
interesting. (Mem., I must ask the Count all about them.)

I did not sleep well, though my bed was comfortable enough, for I had all sorts of queer dreams. There
was a dog howling all night under my window, which may have had something to do with it; or it may
have been the paprika, for I had to drink up all the water in my carafe, and was still thirsty. Towards
morning I slept and was wakened by the continuous knocking at my door, so I guess I must have been
sleeping soundly then. I had for breakfast more paprika, and a sort of porridge of maize flour which
they said was “mamaliga,” and egg-plant stuffed with forcemeat, a very excellent dish, which they call
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“impletata.” (Mem., get recipe for this also.) I had to hurry breakfast, for the train started a little before
eight, or rather it ought to have done so, for after rushing to the station at 7:30 I had to sit in the
carriage for more than an hour before we began to move. It seems to me that the further east you go
the more unpunctual are the trains. What ought they to be in China?

All day long we seemed to dawdle through a country which was full of beauty of every kind. Sometimes
we saw little towns or castles on the top of steep hills such as we see in old missals; sometimes we ran
by rivers and streams which seemed from the wide stony margin on each side of them to be subject to
great floods. It takes a lot of water, and running strong, to sweep the outside edge of a river clear. At
every station there were groups of people, sometimes crowds, and in all sorts of attire. Some of them
were just like the peasants at home or those I saw coming through France and Germany, with short
jackets and round hats and home-made trousers; but others were very picturesque. The women looked
pretty, except when you got near them, but they were very clumsy about the waist. They had all full
white sleeves of some kind or other, and most of them had big belts with a lot of strips of something
fluttering from them like the dresses in a ballet, but of course there were petticoats under them. The
strangest figures we saw were the Slovaks, who were more barbarian than the rest, with their big cow-
boy hats, great baggy dirty-white trousers, white linen shirts, and enormous heavy leather belts, nearly
a foot wide, all studded over with brass nails. They wore high boots, with their trousers tucked into
them, and had long black hair and heavy black moustaches. They are very picturesque, but do not look
prepossessing. On the stage they would be set down at once as some old Oriental band of brigands.
They are, however, I am told, very harmless and rather wanting in natural self-assertion.

It was on the dark side of twilight when we got to Bistritz, which is a very interesting old place. Being
practically on the frontier—for the Borgo Pass leads from it into Bukovina—it has had a very stormy
existence, and it certainly shows marks of it. Fifty years ago a series of great fires took place, which
made terrible havoc on five separate occasions. At the very beginning of the seventeenth century it
underwent a siege of three weeks and lost 13,000 people, the casualties of war proper being assisted by
famine and disease.

Count Dracula had directed me to go to the Golden Krone Hotel, which I found, to my great delight, to
be thoroughly old-fashioned, for of course I wanted to see all I could of the ways of the country. I was
evidently expected, for when I got near the door I faced a cheery-looking elderly woman in the usual
peasant dress—white undergarment with long double apron, front, and back, of coloured stuff fitting
almost too tight for modesty. When I came close she bowed and said, “The Herr Englishman?” “Yes,” I
said, “Jonathan Harker.” She smiled, and gave some message to an elderly man in white shirt-sleeves,
who had followed her to the door. He went, but immediately returned with a letter:—

“My Friend.—Welcome to the Carpathians. I am anxiously expecting you. Sleep well to-night. At three
to-morrow the diligence will start for Bukovina; a place on it is kept for you. At the Borgo Pass my
carriage will await you and will bring you to me. I trust that your journey from London has been a happy
one, and that you will enjoy your stay in my beautiful land.

“Your friend,
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“Dracula.”

4 May.—I found that my landlord had got a letter from the Count, directing him to secure the best place
on the coach for me; but on making inquiries as to details he seemed somewhat reticent, and pretended
that he could not understand my German. This could not be true, because up to then he had understood
it perfectly; at least, he answered my questions exactly as if he did. He and his wife, the old lady who
had received me, looked at each other in a frightened sort of way. He mumbled out that the money had
been sent in a letter, and that was all he knew. When I asked him if he knew Count Dracula, and could
tell me anything of his castle, both he and his wife crossed themselves, and, saying that they knew
nothing at all, simply refused to speak further. It was so near the time of starting that I had no time to
ask any one else, for it was all very mysterious and not by any means comforting.

Just before I was leaving, the old lady came up to my room and said in a very hysterical way:

“Must you go? Oh! young Herr, must you go?” She was in such an excited state that she seemed to have
lost her grip of what German she knew, and mixed it all up with some other language which I did not
know at all. I was just able to follow her by asking many questions. When I told her that I must go at
once, and that I was engaged on important business, she asked again:

“Do you know what day it is?” I answered that it was the fourth of May. She shook her head as she said
again:

“Oh, yes! I know that! I know that, but do you know what day it is?” On my saying that I did not
understand, she went on:

“It is the eve of St. George’s Day. Do you not know that to-night, when the clock strikes midnight, all the
evil things in the world will have full sway? Do you know where you are going, and what you are going
to?” She was in such evident distress that I tried to comfort her, but without effect. Finally she went
down on her knees and implored me not to go; at least to wait a day or two before starting. It was all
very ridiculous but I did not feel comfortable. However, there was business to be done, and I could
allow nothing to interfere with it. I therefore tried to raise her up, and said, as gravely as I could, that I
thanked her, but my duty was imperative, and that I must go. She then rose and dried her eyes, and
taking a crucifix  from her neck offered it  to  me.  I  did not  know what to do,  for,  as  an English
Churchman, I have been taught to regard such things as in some measure idolatrous, and yet it seemed
so ungracious to refuse an old lady meaning so well and in such a state of mind. She saw, I suppose, the
doubt in my face, for she put the rosary round my neck, and said, “For your mother’s sake,” and went
out of the room. I am writing up this part of the diary whilst I am waiting for the coach, which is, of
course, late; and the crucifix is still round my neck. Whether it is the old lady’s fear, or the many ghostly
traditions of this place, or the crucifix itself, I do not know, but I am not feeling nearly as easy in my
mind as usual. If this book should ever reach Mina before I do, let it bring my good-bye. Here comes the
coach!
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5 May. The Castle.—The grey of the morning has passed, and the sun is high over the distant horizon,
which seems jagged, whether with trees or hills I know not, for it is so far off that big things and little
are mixed. I am not sleepy, and, as I am not to be called till I awake, naturally I write till sleep comes.
There are many odd things to put down, and, lest who reads them may fancy that I dined too well before
I left Bistritz, let me put down my dinner exactly. I dined on what they called “robber steak”—bits of
bacon, onion, and beef, seasoned with red pepper, and strung on sticks and roasted over the fire, in the
simple style of the London cat’s meat! The wine was Golden Mediasch, which produces a queer sting on
the tongue, which is, however, not disagreeable. I had only a couple of glasses of this, and nothing else.

When I got on the coach the driver had not taken his seat, and I saw him talking with the landlady. They
were evidently talking of me, for every now and then they looked at me, and some of the people who
were sitting on the bench outside the door—which they call by a name meaning “word-bearer”—came
and listened, and then looked at me, most of them pityingly. I could hear a lot of words often repeated,
queer words, for there were many nationalities in the crowd; so I quietly got my polyglot dictionary
from my bag and looked them out. I must say they were not cheering to me, for amongst them were
“Ordog”—Satan, “pokol”—hell, “stregoica”—witch, “vrolok” and “vlkoslak”—both of which mean the
same thing, one being Slovak and the other Servian for something that is either were-wolf or vampire.
(Mem., I must ask the Count about these superstitions)

When we started, the crowd round the inn door, which had by this time swelled to a considerable size,
all made the sign of the cross and pointed two fingers towards me. With some difficulty I got a fellow-
passenger to tell me what they meant; he would not answer at first, but on learning that I was English,
he explained that it was a charm or guard against the evil eye. This was not very pleasant for me, just
starting for an unknown place to meet an unknown man; but every one seemed so kind-hearted, and so
sorrowful, and so sympathetic that I could not but be touched. I shall never forget the last glimpse
which I had of the inn-yard and its crowd of picturesque figures, all crossing themselves, as they stood
round the wide archway, with its background of rich foliage of oleander and orange trees in green tubs
clustered in the centre of the yard. Then our driver, whose wide linen drawers covered the whole front
of the box-seat—“gotza” they call them—cracked his big whip over his four small horses, which ran
abreast, and we set off on our journey.

I soon lost sight and recollection of ghostly fears in the beauty of the scene as we drove along, although
had I known the language, or rather languages, which my fellow-passengers were speaking, I might not
have been able to throw them off so easily. Before us lay a green sloping land full of forests and woods,
with here and there steep hills, crowned with clumps of trees or with farmhouses, the blank gable end
to the road. There was everywhere a bewildering mass of fruit blossom—apple, plum, pear, cherry; and
as we drove by I could see the green grass under the trees spangled with the fallen petals. In and out
amongst these green hills of what they call here the “Mittel Land” ran the road, losing itself as it swept
round the grassy curve, or was shut out by the straggling ends of pine woods, which here and there ran
down the hillsides like tongues of flame. The road was rugged, but still we seemed to fly over it with a
feverish haste. I could not understand then what the haste meant, but the driver was evidently bent on
losing no time in reaching Borgo Prund. I was told that this road is in summertime excellent, but that it
had not yet been put in order after the winter snows. In this respect it is different from the general run
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of roads in the Carpathians, for it is an old tradition that they are not to be kept in too good order. Of
old the Hospadars would not repair them, lest the Turk should think that they were preparing to bring
in foreign troops, and so hasten the war which was always really at loading point.

Beyond the green swelling hills of the Mittel Land rose mighty slopes of forest up to the lofty steeps of
the Carpathians themselves. Right and left of us they towered, with the afternoon sun falling full upon
them and bringing out all the glorious colours of this beautiful range, deep blue and purple in the
shadows of the peaks, green and brown where grass and rock mingled, and an endless perspective of
jagged rock and pointed crags, till these were themselves lost in the distance, where the snowy peaks
rose grandly. Here and there seemed mighty rifts in the mountains, through which, as the sun began to
sink, we saw now and again the white gleam of falling water. One of my companions touched my arm as
we swept round the base of a hill and opened up the lofty, snow-covered peak of a mountain, which
seemed, as we wound on our serpentine way, to be right before us:—

“Look! Isten szek!”—“God’s seat!”—and he crossed himself reverently.

As we wound on our endless way, and the sun sank lower and lower behind us, the shadows of the
evening began to creep round us. This was emphasised by the fact that the snowy mountain-top still
held the sunset, and seemed to glow out with a delicate cool pink. Here and there we passed Cszeks and
Slovaks, all in picturesque attire, but I noticed that goitre was painfully prevalent. By the roadside were
many crosses, and as we swept by, my companions all crossed themselves. Here and there was a
peasant man or woman kneeling before a shrine, who did not even turn round as we approached, but
seemed in the self-surrender of devotion to have neither eyes nor ears for the outer world. There were
many things new to me: for instance, hay-ricks in the trees, and here and there very beautiful masses of
weeping birch, their white stems shining like silver through the delicate green of the leaves. Now and
again  we  passed  a  leiter-wagon—the  ordinary  peasant’s  cart—with  its  long,  snake-like  vertebra,
calculated to suit the inequalities of the road. On this were sure to be seated quite a group of home-
coming peasants, the Cszeks with their white, and the Slovaks with their coloured, sheepskins, the
latter carrying lance-fashion their long staves, with axe at end. As the evening fell it began to get very
cold, and the growing twilight seemed to merge into one dark mistiness the gloom of the trees, oak,
beech, and pine, though in the valleys which ran deep between the spurs of the hills, as we ascended
through the Pass, the dark firs stood out here and there against the background of late-lying snow.
Sometimes, as the road was cut through the pine woods that seemed in the darkness to be closing down
upon us, great masses of greyness, which here and there bestrewed the trees, produced a peculiarly
weird and solemn effect, which carried on the thoughts and grim fancies engendered earlier in the
evening, when the falling sunset threw into strange relief the ghost-like clouds which amongst the
Carpathians seem to wind ceaselessly through the valleys. Sometimes the hills were so steep that,
despite our driver’s haste, the horses could only go slowly. I wished to get down and walk up them, as
we do at home, but the driver would not hear of it. “No, no,” he said; “you must not walk here; the dogs
are too fierce”; and then he added, with what he evidently meant for grim pleasantry—for he looked
round to catch the approving smile of the rest—“and you may have enough of such matters before you
go to sleep.” The only stop he would make was a moment’s pause to light his lamps.
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When it  grew dark there seemed to be some excitement amongst the passengers,  and they kept
speaking to him, one after the other, as though urging him to further speed. He lashed the horses
unmercifully with his long whip,  and with wild cries of  encouragement urged them on to further
exertions. Then through the darkness I could see a sort of patch of grey light ahead of us, as though
there were a cleft in the hills. The excitement of the passengers grew greater; the crazy coach rocked
on its great leather springs, and swayed like a boat tossed on a stormy sea. I had to hold on. The road
grew more level, and we appeared to fly along. Then the mountains seemed to come nearer to us on
each side and to frown down upon us; we were entering on the Borgo Pass. One by one several of the
passengers offered me gifts, which they pressed upon me with an earnestness which would take no
denial; these were certainly of an odd and varied kind, but each was given in simple good faith, with a
kindly word, and a blessing, and that strange mixture of fear-meaning movements which I had seen
outside the hotel at Bistritz—the sign of the cross and the guard against the evil eye. Then, as we flew
along, the driver leaned forward, and on each side the passengers, craning over the edge of the coach,
peered eagerly into the darkness. It was evident that something very exciting was either happening or
expected, but though I asked each passenger, no one would give me the slightest explanation. This state
of excitement kept on for some little time; and at last we saw before us the Pass opening out on the
eastern side. There were dark, rolling clouds overhead, and in the air the heavy, oppressive sense of
thunder. It seemed as though the mountain range had separated two atmospheres, and that now we had
got into the thunderous one. I was now myself looking out for the conveyance which was to take me to
the Count. Each moment I expected to see the glare of lamps through the blackness; but all was dark.
The only light was the flickering rays of our own lamps, in which the steam from our hard-driven horses
rose in a white cloud. We could see now the sandy road lying white before us, but there was on it no
sign of a vehicle. The passengers drew back with a sigh of gladness, which seemed to mock my own
disappointment. I was already thinking what I had best do, when the driver, looking at his watch, said to
the others something which I could hardly hear, it was spoken so quietly and in so low a tone; I thought
it was “An hour less than the time.” Then turning to me, he said in German worse than my own:—

“There is no carriage here. The Herr is not expected after all. He will now come on to Bukovina, and
return to-morrow or the next day; better the next day.” Whilst he was speaking the horses began to
neigh and snort and plunge wildly, so that the driver had to hold them up. Then, amongst a chorus of
screams from the peasants and a universal crossing of themselves, a calèche, with four horses, drove up
behind us, overtook us, and drew up beside the coach. I could see from the flash of our lamps, as the
rays fell on them, that the horses were coal-black and splendid animals. They were driven by a tall man,
with a long brown beard and a great black hat, which seemed to hide his face from us. I could only see
the gleam of a pair of very bright eyes, which seemed red in the lamplight, as he turned to us. He said
to the driver:—

“You are early to-night, my friend.” The man stammered in reply:—

“The English Herr was in a hurry,” to which the stranger replied:—

“That is why, I suppose, you wished him to go on to Bukovina. You cannot deceive me, my friend; I know
too much, and my horses are swift.” As he spoke he smiled, and the lamplight fell on a hard-looking
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mouth, with very red lips and sharp-looking teeth, as white as ivory. One of my companions whispered
to another the line from Burger’s “Lenore”:—

“Denn die Todten reiten schnell”—
(“For the dead travel fast.”)

The strange driver evidently heard the words, for he looked up with a gleaming smile. The passenger
turned his face away, at the same time putting out his two fingers and crossing himself. “Give me the
Herr’s luggage,” said the driver; and with exceeding alacrity my bags were handed out and put in the
calèche. Then I descended from the side of the coach, as the calèche was close alongside, the driver
helping me with a hand which caught my arm in a grip of steel; his strength must have been prodigious.
Without a word he shook his reins, the horses turned, and we swept into the darkness of the Pass. As I
looked back I saw the steam from the horses of the coach by the light of the lamps, and projected
against it the figures of my late companions crossing themselves. Then the driver cracked his whip and
called to his horses, and off they swept on their way to Bukovina. As they sank into the darkness I felt a
strange chill, and a lonely feeling came over me; but a cloak was thrown over my shoulders, and a rug
across my knees, and the driver said in excellent German:—

“The night is chill, mein Herr, and my master the Count bade me take all care of you. There is a flask of
slivovitz (the plum brandy of the country) underneath the seat, if you should require it.” I did not take
any, but it was a comfort to know it was there all the same. I felt a little strangely, and not a little
frightened. I think had there been any alternative I should have taken it, instead of prosecuting that
unknown night journey. The carriage went at a hard pace straight along, then we made a complete turn
and went along another straight road. It seemed to me that we were simply going over and over the
same ground again; and so I took note of some salient point, and found that this was so. I would have
liked to have asked the driver what this all meant, but I really feared to do so, for I thought that, placed
as I was, any protest would have had no effect in case there had been an intention to delay. By-and-by,
however, as I was curious to know how time was passing, I struck a match, and by its flame looked at
my watch; it was within a few minutes of midnight. This gave me a sort of shock, for I suppose the
general superstition about midnight was increased by my recent experiences. I waited with a sick
feeling of suspense.

Then a dog began to howl somewhere in a farmhouse far down the road—a long, agonised wailing, as if
from fear. The sound was taken up by another dog, and then another and another, till, borne on the
wind which now sighed softly through the Pass, a wild howling began, which seemed to come from all
over the country, as far as the imagination could grasp it through the gloom of the night. At the first
howl the horses began to strain and rear, but the driver spoke to them soothingly, and they quieted
down, but shivered and sweated as though after a runaway from sudden fright. Then, far off in the
distance,  from the mountains on each side of  us began a louder and a sharper howling—that of
wolves—which affected both the horses and myself in the same way—for I was minded to jump from the
calèche and run, whilst they reared again and plunged madly, so that the driver had to use all his great
strength to keep them from bolting. In a few minutes, however, my own ears got accustomed to the
sound, and the horses so far became quiet that the driver was able to descend and to stand before
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them. He petted and soothed them, and whispered something in their ears, as I have heard of horse-
tamers doing, and with extraordinary effect, for under his caresses they became quite manageable
again, though they still trembled. The driver again took his seat, and shaking his reins, started off at a
great pace. This time, after going to the far side of the Pass, he suddenly turned down a narrow
roadway which ran sharply to the right.

Soon we were hemmed in with trees, which in places arched right over the roadway till we passed as
through a tunnel; and again great frowning rocks guarded us boldly on either side. Though we were in
shelter, we could hear the rising wind, for it moaned and whistled through the rocks, and the branches
of the trees crashed together as we swept along. It grew colder and colder still, and fine, powdery snow
began to fall, so that soon we and all around us were covered with a white blanket. The keen wind still
carried the howling of the dogs, though this grew fainter as we went on our way. The baying of the
wolves sounded nearer and nearer, as though they were closing round on us from every side. I grew
dreadfully afraid, and the horses shared my fear. The driver, however, was not in the least disturbed; he
kept turning his head to left and right, but I could not see anything through the darkness.

Suddenly, away on our left, I saw a faint flickering blue flame. The driver saw it at the same moment; he
at once checked the horses, and, jumping to the ground, disappeared into the darkness. I did not know
what to do, the less as the howling of the wolves grew closer; but while I wondered the driver suddenly
appeared again, and without a word took his seat, and we resumed our journey. I think I must have
fallen asleep and kept dreaming of the incident, for it seemed to be repeated endlessly, and now looking
back, it is like a sort of awful nightmare. Once the flame appeared so near the road, that even in the
darkness around us I could watch the driver’s motions. He went rapidly to where the blue flame
arose—it must have been very faint, for it did not seem to illumine the place around it at all—and
gathering a few stones, formed them into some device. Once there appeared a strange optical effect:
when he stood between me and the flame he did not obstruct it, for I could see its ghostly flicker all the
same. This startled me, but as the effect was only momentary, I took it that my eyes deceived me
straining through the darkness. Then for a time there were no blue flames, and we sped onwards
through the gloom, with the howling of the wolves around us, as though they were following in a moving
circle.

At last there came a time when the driver went further afield than he had yet gone, and during his
absence, the horses began to tremble worse than ever and to snort and scream with fright. I could not
see any cause for it, for the howling of the wolves had ceased altogether; but just then the moon, sailing
through the black clouds, appeared behind the jagged crest of a beetling, pine-clad rock, and by its light
I saw around us a ring of wolves, with white teeth and lolling red tongues, with long, sinewy limbs and
shaggy hair. They were a hundred times more terrible in the grim silence which held them than even
when they howled. For myself, I felt a sort of paralysis of fear. It is only when a man feels himself face
to face with such horrors that he can understand their true import.

All at once the wolves began to howl as though the moonlight had had some peculiar effect on them.
The horses jumped about and reared, and looked helplessly round with eyes that rolled in a way painful
to see; but the living ring of terror encompassed them on every side; and they had perforce to remain
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within it. I called to the coachman to come, for it seemed to me that our only chance was to try to break
out through the ring and to aid his approach. I shouted and beat the side of the calèche, hoping by the
noise to scare the wolves from that side, so as to give him a chance of reaching the trap. How he came
there, I know not, but I heard his voice raised in a tone of imperious command, and looking towards the
sound, saw him stand in the roadway. As he swept his long arms, as though brushing aside some
impalpable obstacle, the wolves fell back and back further still. Just then a heavy cloud passed across
the face of the moon, so that we were again in darkness.

When I could see again the driver was climbing into the calèche, and the wolves had disappeared. This
was all so strange and uncanny that a dreadful fear came upon me, and I wasafraid to speak or move.
The time seemed interminable as we swept on our way, now in almost complete darkness, for the rolling
clouds obscured the moon. We kept on ascending, with occasional periods of quick descent, but in the
main always ascending. Suddenly, I became conscious of the fact that the driver was in the act of
pulling up the horses in the courtyard of a vast ruined castle, from whose tall black windows came no
ray of light, and whose broken battlements showed a jagged line against the moonlit sky.

CHAPTER II

JONATHAN HARKER’S JOURNAL—continued

5 May.—I must have been asleep, for certainly if I had been fully awake I must have noticed the
approach of such a remarkable place. In the gloom the courtyard looked of considerable size, and as
several dark ways led from it under great round arches, it perhaps seemed bigger than it really is. I
have not yet been able to see it by daylight.

When the calèche stopped, the driver jumped down and held out his hand to assist me to alight. Again I
could not but notice his prodigious strength. His hand actually seemed like a steel vice that could have
crushed mine if he had chosen. Then he took out my traps, and placed them on the ground beside me as
I stood close to a great door, old and studded with large iron nails, and set in a projecting doorway of
massive stone. I could see even in the dim light that the stone was massively carved, but that the
carving had been much worn by time and weather. As I stood, the driver jumped again into his seat and
shook the reins;  the horses started forward,  and trap and all  disappeared down one of  the dark
openings.

I stood in silence where I was, for I did not know what to do. Of bell or knocker there was no sign;
through these frowning walls and dark window openings it was not likely that my voice could penetrate.
The time I waited seemed endless, and I felt doubts and fears crowding upon me. What sort of place had
I come to,  and among what kind of people? What sort of  grim adventure was it  on which I  had
embarked? Was this a customary incident in the life of a solicitor’s clerk sent out to explain the
purchase of a London estate to a foreigner? Solicitor’s clerk! Mina would not like that. Solicitor—for just
before leaving London I got word that my examination was successful; and I am now a full-blown
solicitor! I began to rub my eyes and pinch myself to see if I were awake. It all seemed like a horrible
nightmare to me, and I expected that I should suddenly awake, and find myself at home, with the dawn



Sci-fi & Fantasy Anthology

213

struggling in through the windows, as I had now and again felt in the morning after a day of overwork.
But my flesh answered the pinching test, and my eyes were not to be deceived. I was indeed awake and
among the Carpathians. All I could do now was to be patient, and to wait the coming of the morning.

Just as I had come to this conclusion I heard a heavy step approaching behind the great door, and saw
through the chinks the gleam of a coming light. Then there was the sound of rattling chains and the
clanking of massive bolts drawn back. A key was turned with the loud grating noise of long disuse, and
the great door swung back.

Within, stood a tall old man, clean shaven save for a long white moustache, and clad in black from head
to foot, without a single speck of colour about him anywhere. He held in his hand an antique silver
lamp, in which the flame burned without chimney or globe of  any kind,  throwing long quivering
shadows as it flickered in the draught of the open door. The old man motioned me in with his right hand
with a courtly gesture, saying in excellent English, but with a strange intonation:—

“Welcome to my house! Enter freely and of your own will!” He made no motion of stepping to meet me,
but stood like a statue, as though his gesture of welcome had fixed him into stone. The instant, however,
that I had stepped over the threshold, he moved impulsively forward, and holding out his hand grasped
mine with a strength which made me wince, an effect which was not lessened by the fact that it seemed
as cold as ice—more like the hand of a dead than a living man. Again he said:—

“Welcome to my house. Come freely. Go safely; and leave something of the happiness you bring!” The
strength of the handshake was so much akin to that which I had noticed in the driver, whose face I had
not seen, that for a moment I doubted if it were not the same person to whom I was speaking; so to
make sure, I said interrogatively:—

“Count Dracula?” He bowed in a courtly way as he replied:—

“I am Dracula; and I bid you welcome, Mr. Harker, to my house. Come in; the night air is chill, and you
must need to eat and rest.” As he was speaking, he put the lamp on a bracket on the wall, and stepping
out, took my luggage; he had carried it in before I could forestall him. I protested but he insisted:—

“Nay, sir, you are my guest. It is late, and my people are not available. Let me see to your comfort
myself.” He insisted on carrying my traps along the passage, and then up a great winding stair, and
along another great passage, on whose stone floor our steps rang heavily. At the end of this he threw
open a heavy door, and I rejoiced to see within a well-lit room in which a table was spread for supper,
and on whose mighty hearth a great fire of logs, freshly replenished, flamed and flared.

The Count halted, putting down my bags, closed the door, and crossing the room, opened another door,
which led into a small octagonal room lit by a single lamp, and seemingly without a window of any sort.
Passing through this, he opened another door, and motioned me to enter. It was a welcome sight; for
here was a great bedroom well lighted and warmed with another log fire,—also added to but lately, for
the top logs were fresh—which sent a hollow roar up the wide chimney. The Count himself left my
luggage inside and withdrew, saying, before he closed the door:—
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“You will need, after your journey, to refresh yourself by making your toilet. I trust you will find all you
wish. When you are ready, come into the other room, where you will find your supper prepared.”

The light and warmth and the Count’s courteous welcome seemed to have dissipated all my doubts and
fears. Having then reached my normal state, I discovered that I was half famished with hunger; so
making a hasty toilet, I went into the other room.

I found supper already laid out. My host, who stood on one side of the great fireplace, leaning against
the stonework, made a graceful wave of his hand to the table, and said:—

“I pray you, be seated and sup how you please. You will, I trust, excuse me that I do not join you; but I
have dined already, and I do not sup.”

I handed to him the sealed letter which Mr. Hawkins had entrusted to me. He opened it and read it
gravely; then, with a charming smile, he handed it to me to read. One passage of it, at least, gave me a
thrill of pleasure.

“I must regret that an attack of gout, from which malady I am a constant sufferer, forbids absolutely any
travelling on my part for some time to come; but I am happy to say I can send a sufficient substitute,
one in whom I have every possible confidence. He is a young man, full of energy and talent in his own
way, and of a very faithful disposition. He is discreet and silent, and has grown into manhood in my
service.  He shall  be  ready to  attend on you when you will  during his  stay,  and shall  take your
instructions in all matters.”

The Count himself came forward and took off the cover of a dish, and I fell to at once on an excellent
roast chicken. This, with some cheese and a salad and a bottle of old Tokay, of which I had two glasses,
was my supper. During the time I was eating it the Count asked me many questions as to my journey,
and I told him by degrees all I had experienced.

By this time I had finished my supper, and by my host’s desire had drawn up a chair by the fire and
begun to smoke a cigar which he offered me, at the same time excusing himself that he did not smoke. I
had now an opportunity of observing him, and found him of a very marked physiognomy.

His face was a strong—a very strong—aquiline, with high bridge of the thin nose and peculiarly arched
nostrils;  with  lofty  domed  forehead,  and  hair  growing  scantily  round  the  temples  but  profusely
elsewhere. His eyebrows were very massive, almost meeting over the nose, and with bushy hair that
seemed to curl in its own profusion. The mouth, so far as I could see it under the heavy moustache, was
fixed and rather cruel-looking, with peculiarly sharp white teeth; these protruded over the lips, whose
remarkable ruddiness showed astonishing vitality in a man of his years. For the rest, his ears were pale,
and at the tops extremely pointed; the chin was broad and strong, and the cheeks firm though thin. The
general effect was one of extraordinary pallor.

Hitherto I had noticed the backs of his hands as they lay on his knees in the firelight, and they had
seemed rather white and fine; but seeing them now close to me, I could not but notice that they were
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rather coarse—broad, with squat fingers. Strange to say, there were hairs in the centre of the palm. The
nails were long and fine, and cut to a sharp point. As the Count leaned over me and his hands touched
me, I could not repress a shudder. It may have been that his breath was rank, but a horrible feeling of
nausea came over me, which, do what I would, I could not conceal. The Count, evidently noticing it,
drew back; and with a grim sort of smile, which showed more than he had yet done his protuberant
teeth, sat himself down again on his own side of the fireplace. We were both silent for a while; and as I
looked towards the window I saw the first dim streak of the coming dawn. There seemed a strange
stillness over everything; but as I listened I heard as if from down below in the valley the howling of
many wolves. The Count’s eyes gleamed, and he said:—

“Listen to them—the children of the night. What music they make!” Seeing, I suppose, some expression
in my face strange to him, he added:—

“Ah, sir, you dwellers in the city cannot enter into the feelings of the hunter.” Then he rose and said:—

“But you must be tired. Your bedroom is all ready, and to-morrow you shall sleep as late as you will. I
have to be away till the afternoon; so sleep well and dream well!” With a courteous bow, he opened for
me himself the door to the octagonal room, and I entered my bedroom….

I am all in a sea of wonders. I doubt; I fear; I think strange things, which I dare not confess to my own
soul. God keep me, if only for the sake of those dear to me!

 

7 May.—It is again early morning, but I have rested and enjoyed the last twenty-four hours. I slept till
late in the day, and awoke of my own accord. When I had dressed myself I went into the room where we
had supped, and found a cold breakfast laid out, with coffee kept hot by the pot being placed on the
hearth. There was a card on the table, on which was written:—

“I have to be absent for a while. Do not wait for me.—D.” I set to and enjoyed a hearty meal. When I had
done, I looked for a bell, so that I might let the servants know I had finished; but I could not find one.
There are certainly odd deficiencies in the house, considering the extraordinary evidences of wealth
which are round me. The table service is of gold, and so beautifully wrought that it must be of immense
value. The curtains and upholstery of the chairs and sofas and the hangings of my bed are of the
costliest and most beautiful fabrics, and must have been of fabulous value when they were made, for
they are centuries old, though in excellent order. I saw something like them in Hampton Court, but
there they were worn and frayed and moth-eaten. But still in none of the rooms is there a mirror. There
is not even a toilet glass on my table, and I had to get the little shaving glass from my bag before I could
either shave or brush my hair. I have not yet seen a servant anywhere, or heard a sound near the castle
except the howling of wolves. Some time after I had finished my meal—I do not know whether to call it
breakfast or dinner, for it was between five and six o’clock when I had it—I looked about for something
to read, for I did not like to go about the castle until I had asked the Count’s permission. There was
absolutely nothing in the room, book, newspaper, or even writing materials; so I opened another door in
the room and found a sort of library. The door opposite mine I tried, but found it locked.
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In the library I found, to my great delight, a vast number of English books, whole shelves full of them,
and bound volumes of magazines and newspapers. A table in the centre was littered with English
magazines and newspapers, though none of them were of very recent date. The books were of the most
varied  kind—history,  geography,  politics,  political  economy,  botany,  geology,  law—all  relating  to
England and English life and customs and manners. There were even such books of reference as the
London Directory, the “Red” and “Blue” books, Whitaker’s Almanac, the Army and Navy Lists, and—it
somehow gladdened my heart to see it—the Law List.

Whilst I was looking at the books, the door opened, and the Count entered. He saluted me in a hearty
way, and hoped that I had had a good night’s rest. Then he went on:—

“I am glad you found your way in here, for I am sure there is much that will interest you. These
companions”—and he laid his hand on some of the books—“have been good friends to me, and for some
years past, ever since I had the idea of going to London, have given me many, many hours of pleasure.
Through them I have come to know your great England; and to know her is to love her. I long to go
through the crowded streets of your mighty London, to be in the midst of the whirl  and rush of
humanity, to share its life, its change, its death, and all that makes it what it is. But alas! as yet I only
know your tongue through books. To you, my friend, I look that I know it to speak.”

“But, Count,” I said, “you know and speak English thoroughly!” He bowed gravely.

“I thank you, my friend, for your all too-flattering estimate, but yet I fear that I am but a little way on
the road I would travel. True, I know the grammar and the words, but yet I know not how to speak
them.”

“Indeed,” I said, “you speak excellently.”

“Not so,” he answered. “Well, I know that, did I move and speak in your London, none there are who
would not know me for a stranger. That is not enough for me. Here I am noble; I am boyar; the common
people know me, and I am master. But a stranger in a strange land, he is no one; men know him
not—and to know not is to care not for. I am content if I am like the rest, so that no man stops if he see
me, or pause in his speaking if he hear my words, ‘Ha, ha! a stranger!’ I have been so long master that I
would be master still—or at least that none other should be master of me. You come to me not alone as
agent of my friend Peter Hawkins, of Exeter, to tell me all about my new estate in London. You shall, I
trust, rest here with me awhile, so that by our talking I may learn the English intonation; and I would
that you tell me when I make error, even of the smallest, in my speaking. I am sorry that I had to be
away so long to-day; but you will, I know, forgive one who has so many important affairs in hand.”

Of course I said all I could about being willing, and asked if I might come into that room when I chose.
He answered: “Yes, certainly,” and added:—

“You may go anywhere you wish in the castle, except where the doors are locked, where of course you
will not wish to go. There is reason that all things are as they are, and did you see with my eyes and
know with my knowledge, you would perhaps better understand.” I said I was sure of this, and then he
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went on:—

“We are in Transylvania; and Transylvania is not England. Our ways are not your ways, and there shall
be to you many strange things. Nay, from what you have told me of your experiences already, you know
something of what strange things there may be.”

This led to much conversation; and as it was evident that he wanted to talk, if only for talking’s sake, I
asked him many questions regarding things that had already happened to me or come within my notice.
Sometimes he sheered off the subject, or turned the conversation by pretending not to understand; but
generally he answered all I asked most frankly. Then as time went on, and I had got somewhat bolder, I
asked him of some of the strange things of the preceding night, as, for instance, why the coachman
went to the places where he had seen the blue flames. He then explained to me that it was commonly
believed that on a certain night of the year—last night, in fact, when all evil spirits are supposed to have
unchecked sway—a blue flame is  seen over any place where treasure has been concealed.  “That
treasure has been hidden,” he went on, “in the region through which you came last night, there can be
but little doubt; for it was the ground fought over for centuries by the Wallachian, the Saxon, and the
Turk. Why, there is hardly a foot of soil in all this region that has not been enriched by the blood of men,
patriots or invaders. In old days there were stirring times, when the Austrian and the Hungarian came
up in hordes, and the patriots went out to meet them—men and women, the aged and the children
too—and waited their coming on the rocks above the passes, that they might sweep destruction on them
with their artificial avalanches. When the invader was triumphant he found but little, for whatever there
was had been sheltered in the friendly soil.”

“But how,” said I, “can it have remained so long undiscovered, when there is a sure index to it if men
will but take the trouble to look?” The Count smiled, and as his lips ran back over his gums, the long,
sharp, canine teeth showed out strangely; he answered:—

“Because your peasant is at heart a coward and a fool! Those flames only appear on one night; and on
that night no man of this land will, if he can help it, stir without his doors. And, dear sir, even if he did
he would not know what to do. Why, even the peasant that you tell me of who marked the place of the
flame would not know where to look in daylight even for his own work. Even you would not, I dare be
sworn, be able to find these places again?”

“There you are right,” I said. “I know no more than the dead where even to look for them.” Then we
drifted into other matters.

“Come,” he said at last, “tell me of London and of the house which you have procured for me.” With an
apology for my remissness, I went into my own room to get the papers from my bag. Whilst I was
placing them in order I heard a rattling of china and silver in the next room, and as I passed through,
noticed that the table had been cleared and the lamp lit, for it was by this time deep into the dark. The
lamps were also lit in the study or library, and I found the Count lying on the sofa, reading, of all things
in the world, an English Bradshaw’s Guide. When I came in he cleared the books and papers from the
table; and with him I went into plans and deeds and figures of all sorts. He was interested in everything,
and asked me a  myriad  questions  about  the  place  and its  surroundings.  He clearly  had studied
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beforehand all he could get on the subject of the neighbourhood, for he evidently at the end knew very
much more than I did. When I remarked this, he answered:—

“Well, but, my friend, is it not needful that I should? When I go there I shall be all alone, and my friend
Harker Jonathan—nay, pardon me, I fall into my country’s habit of putting your patronymic first—my
friend Jonathan Harker will not be by my side to correct and aid me. He will be in Exeter, miles away,
probably working at papers of the law with my other friend, Peter Hawkins. So!”

We went thoroughly into the business of the purchase of the estate at Purfleet. When I had told him the
facts and got his signature to the necessary papers, and had written a letter with them ready to post to
Mr. Hawkins, he began to ask me how I had come across so suitable a place. I read to him the notes
which I had made at the time, and which I inscribe here:—

“At Purfleet, on a by-road, I came across just such a place as seemed to be required, and where was
displayed a dilapidated notice that the place was for sale. It is surrounded by a high wall, of ancient
structure, built of heavy stones, and has not been repaired for a large number of years. The closed gates
are of heavy old oak and iron, all eaten with rust.

“The estate is called Carfax, no doubt a corruption of the old Quatre Face, as the house is four-sided,
agreeing with the cardinal points of the compass. It contains in all some twenty acres, quite surrounded
by the solid stone wall above mentioned. There are many trees on it, which make it in places gloomy,
and there is a deep, dark-looking pond or small lake, evidently fed by some springs, as the water is clear
and flows away in a fair-sized stream. The house is very large and of all periods back, I should say, to
mediæval times, for one part is of stone immensely thick, with only a few windows high up and heavily
barred with iron. It looks like part of a keep, and is close to an old chapel or church. I could not enter it,
as I had not the key of the door leading to it from the house, but I have taken with my kodak views of it
from various points. The house has been added to, but in a very straggling way, and I can only guess at
the amount of ground it covers, which must be very great. There are but few houses close at hand, one
being a very large house only recently added to and formed into a private lunatic asylum. It is not,
however, visible from the grounds.”

When I had finished, he said:—

“I am glad that it is old and big. I myself am of an old family, and to live in a new house would kill me. A
house cannot be made habitable in a day; and, after all, how few days go to make up a century. I rejoice
also that there is a chapel of old times. We Transylvanian nobles love not to think that our bones may lie
amongst the common dead. I seek not gaiety nor mirth, not the bright voluptuousness of much sunshine
and sparkling waters which please the young and gay. I am no longer young; and my heart, through
weary years of mourning over the dead, is not attuned to mirth. Moreover, the walls of my castle are
broken;  the shadows are many,  and the wind breathes cold through the broken battlements  and
casements. I love the shade and the shadow, and would be alone with my thoughts when I may.”
Somehow his words and his look did not seem to accord, or else it was that his cast of face made his
smile look malignant and saturnine.
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Presently, with an excuse, he left me, asking me to put all my papers together. He was some little time
away, and I began to look at some of the books around me. One was an atlas, which I found opened
naturally at England, as if that map had been much used. On looking at it I found in certain places little
rings marked, and on examining these I noticed that one was near London on the east side, manifestly
where his new estate was situated; the other two were Exeter, and Whitby on the Yorkshire coast.

It was the better part of an hour when the Count returned. “Aha!” he said; “still at your books? Good!
But you must not work always. Come; I am informed that your supper is ready.” He took my arm, and
we went into the next room, where I found an excellent supper ready on the table. The Count again
excused himself, as he had dined out on his being away from home. But he sat as on the previous night,
and chatted whilst I ate. After supper I smoked, as on the last evening, and the Count stayed with me,
chatting and asking questions on every conceivable subject, hour after hour. I felt that it was getting
very late indeed, but I did not say anything, for I felt under obligation to meet my host’s wishes in every
way. I was not sleepy, as the long sleep yesterday had fortified me; but I could not help experiencing
that chill which comes over one at the coming of the dawn, which is like, in its way, the turn of the tide.
They say that people who are near death die generally at the change to the dawn or at the turn of the
tide; any one who has when tired, and tied as it were to his post, experienced this change in the
atmosphere can well believe it. All at once we heard the crow of a cock coming up with preternatural
shrillness through the clear morning air; Count Dracula, jumping to his feet, said:—

“Why, there is the morning again! How remiss I am to let you stay up so long. You must make your
conversation regarding my dear new country of England less interesting, so that I may not forget how
time flies by us,” and, with a courtly bow, he quickly left me.

I went into my own room and drew the curtains, but there was little to notice; my window opened into
the courtyard, all I could see was the warm grey of quickening sky. So I pulled the curtains again, and
have written of this day.

 

8 May.—I began to fear as I wrote in this book that I was getting too diffuse; but now I am glad that I
went into detail from the first, for there is something so strange about this place and all in it that I
cannot but feel uneasy. I wish I were safe out of it, or that I had never come. It may be that this strange
night-existence is telling on me; but would that that were all! If there were any one to talk to I could
bear it, but there is no one. I have only the Count to speak with, and he!—I fear I am myself the only
living soul within the place. Let me be prosaic so far as facts can be; it will help me to bear up, and
imagination must not run riot with me. If it does I am lost. Let me say at once how I stand—or seem to.

I only slept a few hours when I went to bed, and feeling that I could not sleep any more, got up. I had
hung my shaving glass by the window, and was just beginning to shave. Suddenly I felt a hand on my
shoulder, and heard the Count’s voice saying to me, “Good-morning.” I started, for it amazed me that I
had not seen him, since the reflection of the glass covered the whole room behind me. In starting I had
cut myself slightly, but did not notice it at the moment. Having answered the Count’s salutation, I
turned to the glass again to see how I had been mistaken. This time there could be no error, for the man
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was close to me, and I could see him over my shoulder. But there was no reflection of him in the mirror!
The whole room behind me was displayed; but there was no sign of a man in it, except myself. This was
startling, and, coming on the top of so many strange things, was beginning to increase that vague
feeling of uneasiness which I always have when the Count is near; but at the instant I saw that the cut
had bled a little, and the blood was trickling over my chin. I laid down the razor, turning as I did so half
round to look for some sticking plaster. When the Count saw my face, his eyes blazed with a sort of
demoniac fury, and he suddenly made a grab at my throat. I drew away, and his hand touched the string
of beads which held the crucifix. It made an instant change in him, for the fury passed so quickly that I
could hardly believe that it was ever there.

“Take care,” he said, “take care how you cut yourself. It is more dangerous than you think in this
country.” Then seizing the shaving glass, he went on: “And this is the wretched thing that has done the
mischief. It is a foul bauble of man’s vanity. Away with it!” and opening the heavy window with one
wrench of his terrible hand, he flung out the glass, which was shattered into a thousand pieces on the
stones of the courtyard far below. Then he withdrew without a word. It is very annoying, for I do not see
how I am to shave, unless in my watch-case or the bottom of the shaving-pot, which is fortunately of
metal.

When I went into the dining-room, breakfast was prepared; but I could not find the Count anywhere. So
I breakfasted alone. It is strange that as yet I have not seen the Count eat or drink. He must be a very
peculiar man! After breakfast I did a little exploring in the castle. I went out on the stairs, and found a
room looking towards the South. The view was magnificent, and from where I stood there was every
opportunity of seeing it. The castle is on the very edge of a terrible precipice. A stone falling from the
window would fall a thousand feet without touching anything! As far as the eye can reach is a sea of
green tree tops, with occasionally a deep rift where there is a chasm. Here and there are silver threads
where the rivers wind in deep gorges through the forests.

But I am not in heart to describe beauty, for when I had seen the view I explored further; doors, doors,
doors everywhere, and all locked and bolted. In no place save from the windows in the castle walls is
there an available exit.

The castle is a veritable prison, and I am a prisoner!

CHAPTER III

JONATHAN HARKER’S JOURNAL—continued

WHEN I found that I was a prisoner a sort of wild feeling came over me. I rushed up and down the stairs,
trying every door and peering out of every window I could find; but after a little the conviction of my
helplessness overpowered all other feelings. When I look back after a few hours I think I must have
been mad for the time, for I behaved much as a rat does in a trap. When, however, the conviction had
come to me that I was helpless I sat down quietly—as quietly as I have ever done anything in my
life—and began to think over what was best to be done. I am thinking still, and as yet have come to no
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definite conclusion. Of one thing only am I certain; that it is no use making my ideas known to the
Count. He knows well that I am imprisoned; and as he has done it himself, and has doubtless his own
motives for it, he would only deceive me if I trusted him fully with the facts. So far as I can see, my only
plan will be to keep my knowledge and my fears to myself, and my eyes open. I am, I know, either being
deceived, like a baby, by my own fears, or else I am in desperate straits; and if the latter be so, I need,
and shall need, all my brains to get through.

I had hardly come to this conclusion when I heard the great door below shut, and knew that the Count
had returned. He did not come at once into the library, so I went cautiously to my own room and found
him making the bed. This was odd, but only confirmed what I had all along thought—that there were no
servants in the house. When later I saw him through the chink of the hinges of the door laying the table
in the dining-room, I was assured of it; for if he does himself all these menial offices, surely it is proof
that there is no one else to do them. This gave me a fright, for if there is no one else in the castle, it
must have been the Count himself who was the driver of the coach that brought me here. This is a
terrible thought; for if so, what does it mean that he could control the wolves, as he did, by only holding
up his hand in silence. How was it that all the people at Bistritz and on the coach had some terrible fear
for me? What meant the giving of the crucifix, of the garlic, of the wild rose, of the mountain ash? Bless
that good, good woman who hung the crucifix round my neck! for it is a comfort and a strength to me
whenever I touch it. It is odd that a thing which I have been taught to regard with disfavour and as
idolatrous should in a time of loneliness and trouble be of help. Is it that there is something in the
essence of the thing itself, or that it is a medium, a tangible help, in conveying memories of sympathy
and comfort? Some time, if it may be, I must examine this matter and try to make up my mind about it.
In the meantime I must find out all I can about Count Dracula, as it may help me to understand. To-
night he may talk of himself, if I turn the conversation that way. I must be very careful, however, not to
awake his suspicion.

 

Midnight.—I have had a long talk with the Count. I asked him a few questions on Transylvania history,
and he warmed up to the subject wonderfully. In his speaking of things and people, and especially of
battles, he spoke as if he had been present at them all. This he afterwards explained by saying that to a
boyar the pride of his house and name is his own pride, that their glory is his glory, that their fate is his
fate. Whenever he spoke of his house he always said “we,” and spoke almost in the plural, like a king
speaking. I wish I could put down all he said exactly as he said it, for to me it was most fascinating. It
seemed to have in it a whole history of the country. He grew excited as he spoke, and walked about the
room pulling his great white moustache and grasping anything on which he laid his hands as though he
would crush it by main strength. One thing he said which I shall put down as nearly as I can; for it tells
in its way the story of his race:—

“We Szekelys have a right to be proud, for in our veins flows the blood of many brave races who fought
as the lion fights, for lordship. Here, in the whirlpool of European races, the Ugric tribe bore down from
Iceland the fighting spirit which Thor and Wodin gave them, which their Berserkers displayed to such
fell intent on the seaboards of Europe, ay, and of Asia and Africa too, till the peoples thought that the
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were-wolves themselves had come. Here, too, when they came, they found the Huns, whose warlike fury
had swept the earth like a living flame, till the dying peoples held that in their veins ran the blood of
those old witches, who, expelled from Scythia had mated with the devils in the desert. Fools, fools!
What devil or what witch was ever so great as Attila, whose blood is in these veins?” He held up his
arms. “Is it a wonder that we were a conquering race; that we were proud; that when the Magyar, the
Lombard, theAvar, the Bulgar, or the Turk poured his thousands on our frontiers, we drove them back?
Is it strange that when Arpad and his legions swept through the Hungarian fatherland he found us here
when he reached the frontier; that the Honfoglalas was completed there? And when the Hungarian
flood swept eastward, the Szekelys were claimed as kindred by the victorious Magyars, and to us for
centuries was trusted the guarding of the frontier of Turkey-land; ay, and more than that, endless duty
of the frontier guard, for, as the Turks say, ‘water sleeps, and enemy is sleepless.’ Who more gladly than
we throughout the Four Nations received the ‘bloody sword,’ or at its warlike call flocked quicker to the
standard of the King? When was redeemed that great shame of my nation, the shame of Cassova, when
the flags of the Wallach and the Magyar went down beneath the Crescent? Who was it but one of my
own race who as Voivode crossed the Danube and beat the Turk on his own ground? This was a Dracula
indeed! Woe was it that his own unworthy brother, when he had fallen, sold his people to the Turk and
brought the shame of slavery on them! Was it not this Dracula, indeed, who inspired that other of his
race who in a later age again and again brought his forces over the great river into Turkey-land; who,
when he was beaten back, came again, and again, and again, though he had to come alone from the
bloody field where his troops were being slaughtered, since he knew that he alone could ultimately
triumph! They said that he thought only of himself. Bah! what good are peasants without a leader?
Where ends the war without a brain and heart to conduct it? Again, when, after the battle of Mohács,
we threw off the Hungarian yoke, we of the Dracula blood were amongst their leaders, for our spirit
would not brook that we were not free. Ah, young sir, the Szekelys—and the Dracula as their heart’s
blood, their brains, and their swords—can boast a record that mushroom growths like the Hapsburgs
and the Romanoffs can never reach. The warlike days are over. Blood is too precious a thing in these
days of dishonourable peace; and the glories of the great races are as a tale that is told.”

It was by this time close on morning, and we went to bed. (Mem., this diary seems horribly like the
beginning of the “Arabian Nights,” for everything has to break off at cockcrow—or like the ghost of
Hamlet’s father.)

 

12 May.—Let me begin with facts—bare, meagre facts, verified by books and figures, and of which there
can be no doubt.  I  must  not  confuse them with experiences which will  have to rest  on my own
observation, or my memory of them. Last evening when the Count came from his room he began by
asking me questions on legal matters and on the doing of certain kinds of business. I had spent the day
wearily over books, and, simply to keep my mind occupied, went over some of the matters I had been
examined in at Lincoln’s Inn. There was a certain method in the Count’s inquiries, so I shall try to put
them down in sequence; the knowledge may somehow or some time be useful to me.

First, he asked if a man in England might have two solicitors or more. I told him he might have a dozen
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if he wished, but that it would not be wise to have more than one solicitor engaged in one transaction,
as only one could act at a time, and that to change would be certain to militate against his interest. He
seemed thoroughly to understand, and went on to ask if there would be any practical difficulty in having
one man to attend, say, to banking, and another to look after shipping, in case local help were needed in
a place far from the home of the banking solicitor. I asked him to explain more fully, so that I might not
by any chance mislead him, so he said:—

“I shall illustrate. Your friend and mine, Mr. Peter Hawkins, from under the shadow of your beautiful
cathedral at Exeter, which is far from London, buys for me through your good self my place at London.
Good! Now here let me say frankly, lest you should think it strange that I have sought the services of
one so far off from London instead of some one resident there, that my motive was that no local interest
might be served save my wish only; and as one of London residence might, perhaps, have some purpose
of himself or friend to serve, I went thus afield to seek my agent, whose labours should be only to my
interest. Now, suppose I, who have much of affairs, wish to ship goods, say, to Newcastle, or Durham,
or Harwich, or Dover, might it not be that it could with more ease be done by consigning to one in these
ports?” I answered that certainly it would be most easy, but that we solicitors had a system of agency
one for the other, so that local work could be done locally on instruction from any solicitor, so that the
client, simply placing himself in the hands of one man, could have his wishes carried out by him without
further trouble.

“But,” said he, “I could be at liberty to direct myself. Is it not so?”

“Of course,” I replied; and “such is often done by men of business, who do not like the whole of their
affairs to be known by any one person.”

“Good!” he said, and then went on to ask about the means of making consignments and the forms to be
gone through, and of all sorts of difficulties which might arise, but by forethought could be guarded
against. I explained all these things to him to the best of my ability, and he certainly left me under the
impression that he would have made a wonderful solicitor, for there was nothing that he did not think of
or foresee. For a man who was never in the country, and who did not evidently do much in the way of
business, his knowledge and acumen were wonderful. When he had satisfied himself on these points of
which he had spoken, and I had verified all as well as I could by the books available, he suddenly stood
up and said:—

“Have you written since your first letter to our friend Mr. Peter Hawkins, or to any other?” It was with
some bitterness in my heart that I answered that I had not, that as yet I had not seen any opportunity of
sending letters to anybody.

“Then write now, my young friend,” he said, laying a heavy hand on my shoulder: “write to our friend
and to any other; and say, if it will please you, that you shall stay with me until a month from now.”

“Do you wish me to stay so long?” I asked, for my heart grew cold at the thought.

“I desire it much; nay, I will take no refusal. When your master, employer, what you will, engaged that
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someone should come on his behalf, it was understood that my needs only were to be consulted. I have
not stinted. Is it not so?”

What could I do but bow acceptance? It was Mr. Hawkins’s interest, not mine, and I had to think of him,
not myself; and besides, while Count Dracula was speaking, there was that in his eyes and in his
bearing which made me remember that I was a prisoner, and that if I wished it I could have no choice.
The Count saw his victory in my bow, and his mastery in the trouble of my face, for he began at once to
use them, but in his own smooth, resistless way:—

“I pray you, my good young friend, that you will not discourse of things other than business in your
letters. It will doubtless please your friends to know that you are well, and that you look forward to
getting home to them. Is it not so?” As he spoke he handed me three sheets of note-paper and three
envelopes. They were all of the thinnest foreign post, and looking at them, then at him, and noticing his
quiet smile, with the sharp, canine teeth lying over the red underlip, I understood as well as if he had
spoken that I should be careful what I wrote, for he would be able to read it. So I determined to write
only formal notes now, but to write fully to Mr. Hawkins in secret, and also to Mina, for to her I could
write in shorthand, which would puzzle the Count, if he did see it. When I had written my two letters I
sat quiet, reading a book whilst the Count wrote several notes, referring as he wrote them to some
books on his table. Then he took up my two and placed them with his own, and put by his writing
materials, after which, the instant the door had closed behind him, I leaned over and looked at the
letters,  which  were  face  down  on  the  table.  I  felt  no  compunction  in  doing  so,  for  under  the
circumstances I felt that I should protect myself in every way I could.

One of the letters was directed to Samuel F. Billington, No. 7, The Crescent, Whitby, another to Herr
Leutner, Varna; the third was to Coutts & Co., London, and the fourth to Herren Klopstock & Billreuth,
bankers, Buda-Pesth. The second and fourth were unsealed. I was just about to look at them when I saw
the door-handle move. I sank back in my seat, having just had time to replace the letters as they had
been and to resume my book before the Count, holding still another letter in his hand, entered the
room. He took up the letters on the table and stamped them carefully, and then turning to me, said:—

“I trust you will forgive me, but I have much work to do in private this evening. You will, I hope, find all
things as you wish.” At the door he turned, and after a moment’s pause said:—

“Let me advise you, my dear young friend—nay, let me warn you with all seriousness, that should you
leave these rooms you will not by any chance go to sleep in any other part of the castle. It is old, and
has many memories, and there are bad dreams for those who sleep unwisely. Be warned! Should sleep
now or ever overcome you, or be like to do, then haste to your own chamber or to these rooms, for your
rest will then be safe. But if you be not careful in this respect, then”—He finished his speech in a
gruesome way, for he motioned with his hands as if he were washing them. I quite understood; my only
doubt was as to whether any dream could be more terrible than the unnatural, horrible net of gloom
and mystery which seemed closing around me.
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Later.—I endorse the last words written, but this time there is no doubt in question. I shall not fear to
sleep in any place where he is not. I have placed the crucifix over the head of my bed—I imagine that
my rest is thus freer from dreams; and there it shall remain.

When he left me I went to my room. After a little while, not hearing any sound, I came out and went up
the stone stair to where I could look out towards the South. There was some sense of freedom in the
vast expanse, inaccessible though it was to me, as compared with the narrow darkness of the courtyard.
Looking out on this, I felt that I was indeed in prison, and I seemed to want a breath of fresh air, though
it were of the night. I am beginning to feel this nocturnal existence tell on me. It is destroying my nerve.
I start at my own shadow, and am full of all sorts of horrible imaginings. God knows that there is ground
for my terrible fear in this accursed place! I looked out over the beautiful expanse, bathed in soft yellow
moonlight till it was almost as light as day. In the soft light the distant hills became melted, and the
shadows in the valleys and gorges of velvety blackness. The mere beauty seemed to cheer me; there
was peace and comfort in every breath I drew. As I leaned from the window my eye was caught by
something moving a storey below me, and somewhat to my left, where I imagined, from the order of the
rooms, that the windows of the Count’s own room would look out. The window at which I stood was tall
and deep, stone-mullioned, and though weatherworn, was still complete; but it was evidently many a
day since the case had been there. I drew back behind the stonework, and looked carefully out.

What I saw was the Count’s head coming out from the window. I did not see the face, but I knew the
man by the neck and the movement of his back and arms. In any case I could not mistake the hands
which I had had so many opportunities of studying. I was at first interested and somewhat amused, for
it is wonderful how small a matter will interest and amuse a man when he is a prisoner. But my very
feelings changed to repulsion and terror when I saw the whole man slowly emerge from the window and
begin to crawl down the castle wall over that dreadful abyss, face down with his cloak spreading out
around him like great wings. At first I could not believe my eyes. I thought it was some trick of the
moonlight, some weird effect of shadow; but I kept looking, and it could be no delusion. I saw the
fingers and toes grasp the corners of the stones, worn clear of the mortar by the stress of years, and by
thus using every projection and inequality move downwards with considerable speed, just as a lizard
moves along a wall.

What manner of man is this, or what manner of creature is it in the semblance of man? I feel the dread
of this horrible place overpowering me; I am in fear—in awful fear—and there is no escape for me; I am
encompassed about with terrors that I dare not think of….

 

15 May.—Once more have I seen the Count go out in his lizard fashion. He moved downwards in a
sidelong way, some hundred feet down, and a good deal to the left. He vanished into some hole or
window. When his head had disappeared, I leaned out to try and see more, but without avail—the
distance was too great to allow a proper angle of sight. I knew he had left the castle now, and thought
to use the opportunity to explore more than I had dared to do as yet. I went back to the room, and
taking a lamp,  tried all  the doors.  They were all  locked,  as  I  had expected,  and the locks were
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comparatively new; but I went down the stone stairs to the hall where I had entered originally. I found I
could pull back the bolts easily enough and unhook the great chains; but the door was locked, and the
key was gone! That key must be in the Count’s room; I must watch should his door be unlocked, so that
I may get it and escape. I went on to make a thorough examination of the various stairs and passages,
and to try the doors that opened from them. One or two small rooms near the hall were open, but there
was nothing to see in them except old furniture, dusty with age and moth-eaten. At last, however, I
found one door at the top of the stairway which, though it seemed to be locked, gave a little under
pressure. I tried it harder, and found that it was not really locked, but that the resistance came from the
fact  that  the hinges had fallen somewhat,  and the heavy door rested on the floor.  Here was an
opportunity which I might not have again, so I exerted myself, and with many efforts forced it back so
that I could enter. I was now in a wing of the castle further to the right than the rooms I knew and a
storey lower down. From the windows I could see that the suite of rooms lay along to the south of the
castle, the windows of the end room looking out both west and south. On the latter side, as well as to
the former, there was a great precipice. The castle was built on the corner of a great rock, so that on
three sides it was quite impregnable, and great windows were placed here where sling, or bow, or
culverin could not reach, and consequently light and comfort, impossible to a position which had to be
guarded,  were secured.  To the west  was a  great  valley,  and then,  rising far  away,  great  jagged
mountain fastnesses, rising peak on peak, the sheer rock studded with mountain ash and thorn, whose
roots clung in cracks and crevices and crannies of the stone. This was evidently the portion of the castle
occupied by the ladies in bygone days, for the furniture had more air of comfort than any I had seen.
The windows were curtainless,  and the yellow moonlight,  flooding in through the diamond panes,
enabled one to see even colours, whilst it softened the wealth of dust which lay over all and disguised in
some measure the ravages of time and the moth. My lamp seemed to be of little effect in the brilliant
moonlight, but I was glad to have it with me, for there was a dread loneliness in the place which chilled
my heart and made my nerves tremble. Still, it was better than living alone in the rooms which I had
come to hate from the presence of the Count, and after trying a little to school my nerves, I found a soft
quietude come over me. Here I am, sitting at a little oak table where in old times possibly some fair lady
sat to pen, with much thought and many blushes, her ill-spelt love-letter, and writing in my diary in
shorthand all  that  has happened since I  closed it  last.  It  is  nineteenth century up-to-date with a
vengeance. And yet, unless my senses deceive me, the old centuries had, and have, powers of their own
which mere “modernity” cannot kill.

 

Later: the Morning of 16 May.—God preserve my sanity, for to this I am reduced. Safety and the
assurance of safety are things of the past. Whilst I live on here there is but one thing to hope for, that I
may not go mad, if, indeed, I be not mad already. If I be sane, then surely it is maddening to think that
of all the foul things that lurk in this hateful place the Count is the least dreadful to me; that to him
alone I can look for safety, even though this be only whilst I can serve his purpose. Great God! merciful
God! Let me be calm, for out of that way lies madness indeed. I begin to get new lights on certain things
which have puzzled me. Up to now I never quite knew what Shakespeare meant when he made Hamlet
say:—
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“My tablets! quick, my tablets!
’Tis meet that I put it down,” etc.,

for now, feeling as though my own brain were unhinged or as if the shock had come which must end in
its undoing, I turn to my diary for repose. The habit of entering accurately must help to soothe me.

The Count’s mysterious warning frightened me at the time; it frightens me more now when I think of it,
for in future he has a fearful hold upon me. I shall fear to doubt what he may say!

When I had written in my diary and had fortunately replaced the book and pen in my pocket I felt
sleepy. The Count’s warning came into my mind, but I took a pleasure in disobeying it. The sense of
sleep was upon me, and with it  the obstinacy which sleep brings as outrider.  The soft moonlight
soothed, and the wide expanse without gave a sense of freedom which refreshed me. I determined not
to return to-night to the gloom-haunted rooms, but to sleep here, where, of old, ladies had sat and sung
and lived sweet lives whilst their gentle breasts were sad for their menfolk away in the midst of
remorseless wars. I drew a great couch out of its place near the corner, so that as I lay, I could look at
the lovely view to east and south, and unthinking of and uncaring for the dust, composed myself for
sleep. I suppose I must have fallen asleep; I hope so, but I fear, for all that followed was startlingly
real—so real that now sitting here in the broad, full sunlight of the morning, I cannot in the least believe
that it was all sleep.

I was not alone. The room was the same, unchanged in any way since I came into it; I could see along
the  floor,  in  the  brilliant  moonlight,  my  own  footsteps  marked  where  I  had  disturbed  the  long
accumulation of dust. In the moonlight opposite me were three young women, ladies by their dress and
manner. I thought at the time that I must be dreaming when I saw them, for, though the moonlight was
behind them, they threw no shadow on the floor. They came close to me, and looked at me for some
time, and then whispered together. Two were dark, and had high aquiline noses, like the Count, and
great dark, piercing eyes that seemed to be almost red when contrasted with the pale yellow moon. The
other was fair, as fair as can be, with great wavy masses of golden hair and eyes like pale sapphires. I
seemed somehow to know her face, and to know it in connection with some dreamy fear, but I could not
recollect at the moment how or where. All three had brilliant white teeth that shone like pearls against
the ruby of their voluptuous lips. There was something about them that made me uneasy, some longing
and at the same time some deadly fear. I felt in my heart a wicked, burning desire that they would kiss
me with those red lips. It is not good to note this down, lest some day it should meet Mina’s eyes and
cause her pain; but it is the truth. They whispered together, and then they all three laughed—such a
silvery, musical laugh, but as hard as though the sound never could have come through the softness of
human lips. It was like the intolerable, tingling sweetness of water-glasses when played on by a cunning
hand. The fair girl shook her head coquettishly, and the other two urged her on. One said:—

“Go on! You are first, and we shall follow; yours is the right to begin.” The other added:—

“He is young and strong; there are kisses for us all.” I lay quiet, looking out under my eyelashes in an
agony of delightful anticipation. The fair girl advanced and bent over me till I could feel the movement
of her breath upon me. Sweet it was in one sense, honey-sweet, and sent the same tingling through the



Sci-fi & Fantasy Anthology

228

nerves as her voice, but with a bitter underlying the sweet, a bitter offensiveness, as one smells in
blood.

I was afraid to raise my eyelids, but looked out and saw perfectly under the lashes. The girl went on her
knees, and bent over me, simply gloating. There was a deliberate voluptuousness which was both
thrilling and repulsive, and as she arched her neck she actually licked her lips like an animal, till I could
see in the moonlight the moisture shining on the scarlet lips and on the red tongue as it lapped the
white sharp teeth. Lower and lower went her head as the lips went below the range of my mouth and
chin and seemed about to fasten on my throat. Then she paused, and I could hear the churning sound of
her tongue as it licked her teeth and lips, and could feel the hot breath on my neck. Then the skin of my
throat began to tingle as one’s flesh does when the hand that is to tickle it approaches nearer—nearer. I
could feel the soft, shivering touch of the lips on the super-sensitive skin of my throat, and the hard
dents of two sharp teeth, just touching and pausing there. I closed my eyes in a languorous ecstasy and
waited—waited with beating heart.

But at that instant, another sensation swept through me as quick as lightning. I was conscious of the
presence of the Count, and of his being as if lapped in a storm of fury. As my eyes opened involuntarily I
saw his strong hand grasp the slender neck of the fair woman and with giant’s power draw it back, the
blue eyes transformed with fury, the white teeth champing with rage, and the fair cheeks blazing red
with passion. But the Count! Never did I imagine such wrath and fury, even to the demons of the pit.
His eyes were positively blazing. The red light in them was lurid, as if the flames of hell-fire blazed
behind them. His face was deathly pale, and the lines of it were hard like drawn wires; the thick
eyebrows that met over the nosenow seemed like a heaving bar of white-hot metal. With a fierce sweep
of his arm, he hurled the woman from him, and then motioned to the others, as though he were beating
them back; it was the same imperious gesture that I had seen used to the wolves. In a voice which,
though low and almost in a whisper seemed to cut through the air and then ring round the room he
said:—

“How dare you touch him, any of you? How dare you cast eyes on him when I had forbidden it? Back, I
tell you all! This man belongs to me! Beware how you meddle with him, or you’ll have to deal with me.”
The fair girl, with a laugh of ribald coquetry, turned to answer him:—

“You yourself never loved; you never love!” On this the other women joined, and such a mirthless, hard,
soulless laughter rang through the room that it almost made me faint to hear; it seemed like the
pleasure of fiends. Then the Count turned, after looking at my face attentively, and said in a soft
whisper:—

“Yes, I too can love; you yourselves can tell it from the past. Is it not so? Well, now I promise you that
when I am done with him you shall kiss him at your will. Now go! go! I must awaken him, for there is
work to be done.”

“Are we to have nothing to-night?” said one of them, with a low laugh, as she pointed to the bag which
he had thrown upon the floor, and which moved as though there were some living thing within it. For
answer he nodded his head. One of the women jumped forward and opened it. If my ears did not
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deceive me there was a gasp and a low wail, as of a half-smothered child. The women closed round,
whilst I was aghast with horror; but as I looked they disappeared, and with them the dreadful bag.
There was no door near them, and they could not have passed me without my noticing. They simply
seemed to fade into the rays of the moonlight and pass out through the window, for I could see outside
the dim, shadowy forms for a moment before they entirely faded away.

Then the horror overcame me, and I sank down unconscious.

CHAPTER IV

JONATHAN HARKER’S JOURNAL—continued

I AWOKE in my own bed. If it be that I had not dreamt, the Count must have carried me here. I tried to
satisfy myself on the subject, but could not arrive at any unquestionable result. To be sure, there were
certain small evidences, such as that my clothes were folded and laid by in a manner which was not my
habit. My watch was still unwound, and I am rigorously accustomed to wind it the last thing before
going to bed, and many such details. But these things are no proof, for they may have been evidences
that my mind was not as usual, and, from some cause or another, I had certainly been much upset. I
must watch for proof. Of one thing I am glad: if it was that the Count carried me here and undressed
me, he must have been hurried in his task, for my pockets are intact. I am sure this diary would have
been a mystery to him which he would not have brooked. He would have taken or destroyed it. As I look
round this room, although it has been to me so full of fear, it is now a sort of sanctuary, for nothing can
be more dreadful than those awful women, who were—who are—waiting to suck my blood.

 

18 May.—I have been down to look at that room again in daylight, for I must know the truth. When I got
to the doorway at the top of the stairs I found it closed. It had been so forcibly driven against the jamb
that part of the woodwork was splintered. I could see that the bolt of the lock had not been shot, but the
door is fastened from the inside. I fear it was no dream, and must act on this surmise.

 

19 May.—I am surely in the toils. Last night the Count asked me in the suavest tones to write three
letters, one saying that my work here was nearly done, and that I should start for home within a few
days, another that I was starting on the next morning from the time of the letter, and the third that I
had left the castle and arrived at Bistritz. I would fain have rebelled, but felt that in the present state of
things it would be madness to quarrel openly with the Count whilst I am so absolutely in his power; and
to refuse would be to excite his suspicion and to arouse his anger. He knows that I know too much, and
that I  must not live,  lest I  be dangerous to him; my only chance is to prolong my opportunities.
Something may occur which will give me a chance to escape. I saw in his eyes something of that
gathering wrath which was manifest when he hurled that fair woman from him. He explained to me that
posts were few and uncertain, and that my writing now would ensure ease of mind to my friends; and he
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assured me with so much impressiveness that he would countermand the later letters, which would be
held over at Bistritz until due time in case chance would admit of my prolonging my stay, that to oppose
him would have been to create new suspicion. I therefore pretended to fall in with his views, and asked
him what dates I should put on the letters. He calculated a minute, and then said:—

“The first should be June 12, the second June 19, and the third June 29.”

I know now the span of my life. God help me!

 

28 May.—There is a chance of escape, or at any rate of being able to send word home. A band of Szgany
have come to the castle, and are encamped in the courtyard. These Szgany are gipsies; I have notes of
them in my book. They are peculiar to this part of the world, though allied to the ordinary gipsies all the
world over. There are thousands of them in Hungary and Transylvania, who are almost outside all law.
They attach themselves as a rule to some great noble or boyar, and call themselves by his name. They
are fearless and without religion, save superstition, and they talk only their own varieties of the Romany
tongue.

I shall write some letters home, and shall try to get them to have them posted. I have already spoken
them through my window to begin acquaintanceship. They took their hats off and made obeisance and
many signs, which, however, I could not understand any more than I could their spoken language….

 

I have written the letters. Mina’s is in shorthand, and I simply ask Mr. Hawkins to communicate with
her. To her I have explained my situation, but without the horrors which I may only surmise. It would
shock and frighten her to death were I to expose my heart to her. Should the letters not carry, then the
Count shall not yet know my secret or the extent of my knowledge….

I have given the letters; I threw them through the bars of my window with a gold piece, and made what
signs I could to have them posted. The man who took them pressed them to his heart and bowed, and
then put them in his cap. I could do no more. I stole back to the study, and began to read. As the Count
did not come in, I have written here….

 

The Count has come. He sat down beside me, and said in his smoothest voice as he opened two
letters:—

“The Szgany has given me these, of which, though I know not whence they come, I shall, of course, take
care.  See!”—he must  have looked at  it—“one is  from you,  and to  my friend Peter  Hawkins;  the
other”—here he caught sight of the strange symbols as he opened the envelope, and the dark look came
into his face, and his eyes blazed wickedly—“the other is a vile thing, an outrage upon friendship and



Sci-fi & Fantasy Anthology

231

hospitality! It is not signed. Well! so it cannot matter to us.” And he calmly held letter and envelope in
the flame of the lamp till they were consumed. Then he went on:—

“The letter to Hawkins—that I shall, of course, send on, since it is yours. Your letters are sacred to me.
Your pardon, my friend, that unknowingly I did break the seal. Will you not cover it again?” He held out
the letter to me, and with a courteous bow handed me a clean envelope. I could only redirect it and
hand it to him in silence. When he went out of the room I could hear the key turn softly. A minute later I
went over and tried it, and the door was locked.

When, an hour or two after, the Count came quietly into the room, his coming awakened me, for I had
gone to sleep on the sofa. He was very courteous and very cheery in his manner, and seeing that I had
been sleeping, he said:—

“So, my friend, you are tired? Get to bed. There is the surest rest. I may not have the pleasure to talk to-
night, since there are many labours to me; but you will sleep, I pray.” I passed to my room and went to
bed, and, strange to say, slept without dreaming. Despair has its own calms.

 

31 May.—This morning when I woke I thought I would provide myself with some paper and envelopes
from my bag and keep them in my pocket, so that I might write in case I should get an opportunity, but
again a surprise, again a shock!

Every scrap of paper was gone, and with it all my notes, my memoranda, relating to railways and travel,
my letter of credit, in fact all that might be useful to me were I once outside the castle. I sat and
pondered awhile, and then some thought occurred to me, and I made search of my portmanteau and in
the wardrobe where I had placed my clothes.

The suit in which I had travelled was gone, and also my overcoat and rug; I could find no trace of them
anywhere. This looked like some new scheme of villainy….

 

17 June.—This morning, as I was sitting on the edge of my bed cudgelling my brains, I heard without a
cracking of whips and pounding and scraping of horses’ feet up the rocky path beyond the courtyard.
With joy I hurried to the window, and saw drive into the yard two great leiter-wagons, each drawn by
eight sturdy horses, and at the head of each pair a Slovak, with his wide hat, great nail-studded belt,
dirty sheepskin, and high boots. They had also their long staves in hand. I ran to the door, intending to
descend and try and join them through the main hall, as I thought that way might be opened for them.
Again a shock: my door was fastened on the outside.

Then I ran to the window and cried to them. They looked up at me stupidly and pointed, but just then
the “hetman” of the Szgany came out, and seeing them pointing to my window, said something, at
which they laughed. Henceforth no effort of mine, no piteous cry or agonised entreaty, would make
them even look at me. They resolutely turned away. The leiter-wagons contained great, square boxes,
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with handles of thick rope; these were evidently empty by the ease with which the Slovaks handled
them, and by their resonance as they were roughly moved. When they were all unloaded and packed in
a great heap in one corner of the yard, the Slovaks were given some money by the Szgany, and spitting
on it for luck, lazily went each to his horse’s head. Shortly afterwards, I heard the cracking of their
whips die away in the distance.

 

24 June, before morning.—Last night the Count left me early, and locked himself into his own room. As
soon as I dared I ran up the winding stair, and looked out of the window, which opened south. I thought
I would watch for the Count, for there is something going on. The Szgany are quartered somewhere in
the castle and are doing work of some kind. I know it, for now and then I hear a far-away muffled sound
as of mattock and spade, and, whatever it is, it must be the end of some ruthless villainy.

I had been at the window somewhat less than half an hour, when I saw something coming out of the
Count’s window. I drew back and watched carefully, and saw the whole man emerge. It was a new
shock to me to find that he had on the suit of clothes which I had worn whilst travelling here, and slung
over his shoulder the terrible bag which I had seen the women take away. There could be no doubt as to
his quest, and in my garb, too! This, then, is his new scheme of evil: that he will allow others to see me,
as they think, so that he may both leave evidence that I have been seen in the towns or villages posting
my own letters, and that any wickedness which he may do shall by the local people be attributed to me.

It makes me rage to think that this can go on, and whilst I am shut up here, a veritable prisoner, but
without that protection of the law which is even a criminal’s right and consolation.

I thought I would watch for the Count’s return, and for a long time sat doggedly at the window. Then I
began to notice that there were some quaint little specks floating in the rays of the moonlight. They
were like the tiniest grains of dust, and they whirled round and gathered in clusters in a nebulous sort
of way. I watched them with a sense of soothing, and a sort of calm stole over me. I leaned back in the
embrasure in a more comfortable position, so that I could enjoy more fully the aërial gambolling.

Something made me start up, a low, piteous howling of dogs somewhere far below in the valley, which
was hidden from my sight. Louder it seemed to ring in my ears, and the floating motes of dust to take
new shapes to the sound as they danced in the moonlight. I felt myself struggling to awake to some call
of my instincts; nay, my very soul was struggling, and my half-remembered sensibilities were striving to
answer the call. I was becoming hypnotised! Quicker and quicker danced the dust; the moonbeams
seemed to quiver as they went by me into the mass of gloom beyond. More and more they gathered till
they seemed to take dim phantom shapes. And then I started, broad awake and in full possession of my
senses,  and ran screaming from the place.  The phantom shapes,  which were becoming gradually
materialised from the moonbeams, were those of the three ghostly women to whom I was doomed. I
fled, and felt somewhat safer in my own room, where there was no moonlight and where the lamp was
burning brightly.

When a couple of hours had passed I heard something stirring in the Count’s room, something like a
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sharp wail quickly suppressed; and then there was silence, deep, awful silence, which chilled me. With a
beating heart, I tried the door; but I was locked in my prison, and could do nothing. I sat down and
simply cried.

As I sat I heard a sound in the courtyard without—the agonised cry of a woman. I rushed to the window,
and throwing it up, peered out between the bars. There, indeed, was a woman with dishevelled hair,
holding her hands over her heart as one distressed with running. She was leaning against a corner of
the gateway. When she saw my face at the window she threw herself forward, and shouted in a voice
laden with menace:—

“Monster, give me my child!”

She threw herself on her knees, and raising up her hands, cried the same words in tones which wrung
my heart. Then she tore her hair and beat her breast, and abandoned herself to all the violences of
extravagant emotion. Finally, she threw herself forward, and, though I could not see her, I could hear
the beating of her naked hands against the door.

Somewhere high overhead, probably on the tower, I heard the voice of the Count calling in his harsh,
metallic whisper. His call seemed to be answered from far and wide by the howling of wolves. Before
many minutes had passed a pack of them poured, like a pent-up dam when liberated, through the wide
entrance into the courtyard.

There was no cry from the woman, and the howling of the wolves was but short. Before long they
streamed away singly, licking their lips.

I could not pity her, for I knew now what had become of her child, and she was better dead.

What shall I do? what can I do? How can I escape from this dreadful thing of night and gloom and fear?

 

25 June, morning.—No man knows till he has suffered from the night how sweet and how dear to his
heart and eye the morning can be. When the sun grew so high this morning that it struck the top of the
great gateway opposite my window, the high spot which it touched seemed to me as if the dove from the
ark had lighted there. My fear fell from me as if it had been a vaporous garment which dissolved in the
warmth. I must take action of some sort whilst the courage of the day is upon me. Last night one of my
post-dated letters went to post, the first of that fatal series which is to blot out the very traces of my
existence from the earth.

Let me not think of it. Action!

It has always been at night-time that I have been molested or threatened, or in some way in danger or
in fear. I have not yet seen the Count in the daylight. Can it be that he sleeps when others wake, that he
may be awake whilst they sleep? If I could only get into his room! But there is no possible way. The door
is always locked, no way for me.
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Yes, there is a way, if one dares to take it. Where his body has gone why may not another body go? I
have seen him myself crawl from his window. Why should not I imitate him, and go in by his window?
The chances are desperate, but my need is more desperate still. I shall risk it. At the worst it can only
be death; and a man’s death is not a calf’s, and the dreaded Hereafter may still be open to me. God help
me in my task! Good-bye, Mina, if I fail; good-bye, my faithful friend and second father; good-bye, all,
and last of all Mina!

 

Same day, later.—I have made the effort, and God, helping me, have come safely back to this room. I
must put down every detail in order. I went whilst my courage was fresh straight to the window on the
south side, and at once got outside on the narrow ledge of stone which runs around the building on this
side. The stones are big and roughly cut, and the mortar has by process of time been washed away
between them. I took off my boots, and ventured out on the desperate way. I looked down once, so as to
make sure that a sudden glimpse of the awful depth would not overcome me, but after that kept my
eyes away from it. I knew pretty well the direction and distance of the Count’s window, and made for it
as well as I could, having regard to the opportunities available. I did not feel dizzy—I suppose I was too
excited—and the time seemed ridiculously short till I found myself standing on the window-sill and
trying to raise up the sash. I was filled with agitation, however, when I bent down and slid feet foremost
in through the window. Then I looked around for the Count, but, with surprise and gladness, made a
discovery. The room was empty! It was barely furnished with odd things, which seemed to have never
been used; the furniture was something the same style as that in the south rooms, and was covered with
dust. I looked for the key, but it was not in the lock, and I could not find it anywhere. The only thing I
found was a great heap of gold in one corner—gold of all kinds, Roman, and British, and Austrian, and
Hungarian, and Greek and Turkish money, covered with a film of dust, as though it had lain long in the
ground. None of it that I noticed was less than three hundred years old. There were also chains and
ornaments, some jewelled, but all of them old and stained.

At one corner of the room was a heavy door. I tried it, for, since I could not find the key of the room or
the key of the outer door, which was the main object of my search, I must make further examination, or
all my efforts would be in vain. It was open, and led through a stone passage to a circular stairway,
which went steeply down. I descended, minding carefully where I went, for the stairs were dark, being
only lit by loopholes in the heavy masonry. At the bottom there was a dark, tunnel-like passage, through
which came a deathly, sickly odour, the odour of old earth newly turned. As I went through the passage
the smell grew closer and heavier. At last I pulled open a heavy door which stood ajar, and found myself
in an old, ruined chapel, which had evidently been used as a graveyard. The roof was broken, and in two
places were steps leading to vaults, but the ground had recently been dug over, and the earth placed in
great wooden boxes, manifestly those which had been brought by the Slovaks. There was nobody about,
and I made search for any further outlet, but there was none. Then I went over every inch of the
ground, so as not to lose a chance. I went down even into the vaults, where the dim light struggled,
although to do so was a dread to my very soul. Into two of these I went, but saw nothing except
fragments of old coffins and piles of dust; in the third, however, I made a discovery.
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There, in one of the great boxes, of which there were fifty in all, on a pile of newly dug earth, lay the
Count! He was either dead or asleep, I could not say which—for the eyes were open and stony, but
without the glassiness of death—and the cheeks had the warmth of life through all their pallor; the lips
were as red as ever. But there was no sign of movement, no pulse, no breath, no beating of the heart. I
bent over him, and tried to find any sign of life, but in vain. He could not have lain there long, for the
earthy smell would have passed away in a few hours. By the side of the box was its cover, pierced with
holes here and there. I thought he might have the keys on him, but when I went to search I saw the
dead eyes, and in them, dead though they were, such a look of hate, though unconscious of me or my
presence, that I fled from the place, and leaving the Count’s room by the window, crawled again up the
castle wall. Regaining my room, I threw myself panting upon the bed and tried to think….

 

29 June.—To-day is the date of my last letter, and the Count has taken steps to prove that it was
genuine, for again I saw him leave the castle by the same window, and in my clothes. As he went down
the wall, lizard fashion, I wished I had a gun or some lethal weapon, that I might destroy him; but I fear
that no weapon wrought alone by man’s hand would have any effect on him. I dared not wait to see him
return, for I feared to see those weird sisters. I came back to the library, and read there till I fell asleep.

I was awakened by the Count, who looked at me as grimly as a man can look as he said:—

“To-morrow, my friend, we must part. You return to your beautiful England, I to some work which may
have such an end that we may never meet. Your letter home has been despatched; to-morrow I shall not
be here, but all shall be ready for your journey. In the morning come the Szgany, who have some
labours of their own here, and also come some Slovaks. When they have gone, my carriage shall come
for you, and shall bear you to the Borgo Pass to meet the diligence from Bukovina to Bistritz. But I am
in hopes that I shall see more of you at Castle Dracula.” I suspected him, and determined to test his
sincerity. Sincerity! It  seems like a profanation of the word to write it  in connection with such a
monster, so asked him point-blank:—

“Why may I not go to-night?”

“Because, dear sir, my coachman and horses are away on a mission.”

“But I would walk with pleasure. I want to get away at once.” He smiled, such a soft, smooth, diabolical
smile that I knew there was some trick behind his smoothness. He said:—

“And your baggage?”

“I do not care about it. I can send for it some other time.”

The Count stood up, and said, with a sweet courtesy which made me rub my eyes, it seemed so real:—

“You English have a saying which is close to my heart, for its spirit is that which rules our boyars:
‘Welcome the coming; speed the parting guest.’ Come with me, my dear young friend. Not an hour shall
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you wait in my house against your will, though sad am I at your going, and that you so suddenly desire
it. Come!” With a stately gravity, he, with the lamp, preceded me down the stairs and along the hall.
Suddenly he stopped.

“Hark!”

Close at hand came the howling of many wolves. It was almost as if the sound sprang up at the rising of
his hand, just as the music of a great orchestra seems to leap under the bâton of the conductor. After a
pause of a moment, he proceeded, in his stately way, to the door, drew back the ponderous bolts,
unhooked the heavy chains, and began to draw it open.

To my intense astonishment I saw that it was unlocked. Suspiciously, I looked all round, but could see
no key of any kind.

As the door began to open, the howling of the wolves without grew louder and angrier; their red jaws,
with champing teeth, and their blunt-clawed feet as they leaped, came in through the opening door. I
knew then that to struggle at the moment against the Count was useless. With such allies as these at his
command, I could do nothing. But still the door continued slowly to open, and only the Count’s body
stood in the gap. Suddenly it struck me that this might be the moment and means of my doom; I was to
be given to the wolves, and at my own instigation. There was a diabolical wickedness in the idea great
enough for the Count, and as a last chance I cried out:—

“Shut the door; I shall wait till morning!” and covered my face with my hands to hide my tears of bitter
disappointment. With one sweep of his powerful arm, the Count threw the door shut, and the great bolts
clanged and echoed through the hall as they shot back into their places.

In silence we returned to the library, and after a minute or two I went to my own room. The last I saw of
Count Dracula was his kissing his hand to me; with a red light of triumph in his eyes, and with a smile
that Judas in hell might be proud of.

When I was in my room and about to lie down, I thought I heard a whispering at my door. I went to it
softly and listened. Unless my ears deceived me, I heard the voice of the Count:—

“Back, back, to your own place! Your time is not yet come. Wait! Have patience! To-night is mine. To-
morrow night is yours!” There was a low, sweet ripple of laughter, and in a rage I threw open the door,
and saw without the three terrible women licking their lips. As I appeared they all joined in a horrible
laugh, and ran away.

I came back to my room and threw myself on my knees. It is then so near the end? To-morrow! to-
morrow! Lord, help me, and those to whom I am dear!

 

30 June, morning.—These may be the last words I ever write in this diary. I slept till just before the
dawn, and when I woke threw myself on my knees, for I determined that if Death came he should find
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me ready.

At last I felt that subtle change in the air, and knew that the morning had come. Then came the
welcome cock-crow, and I felt that I was safe. With a glad heart, I opened my door and ran down to the
hall. I had seen that the door was unlocked, and now escape was before me. With hands that trembled
with eagerness, I unhooked the chains and drew back the massive bolts.

But the door would not move. Despair seized me. I pulled, and pulled, at the door, and shook it till,
massive as it was, it rattled in its casement. I could see the bolt shot. It had been locked after I left the
Count.

Then a wild desire took me to obtain that key at any risk, and I determined then and there to scale the
wall again and gain the Count’s room. He might kill me, but death now seemed the happier choice of
evils. Without a pause I rushed up to the east window, and scrambled down the wall, as before, into the
Count’s room. It was empty, but that was as I expected. I could not see a key anywhere, but the heap of
gold remained. I went through the door in the corner and down the winding stair and along the dark
passage to the old chapel. I knew now well enough where to find the monster I sought.

The great box was in the same place, close against the wall, but the lid was laid on it, not fastened
down, but with the nails ready in their places to be hammered home. I knew I must reach the body for
the key, so I raised the lid, and laid it back against the wall; and then I saw something which filled my
very soul with horror. There lay the Count, but looking as if his youth had been half renewed, for the
white hair and moustache were changed to dark iron-grey; the cheeks were fuller, and the white skin
seemed ruby-red underneath; the mouth was redder than ever, for on the lips were gouts of fresh blood,
which trickled from the corners of the mouth and ran over the chin and neck. Even the deep, burning
eyes seemed set amongst swollen flesh, for the lids and pouches underneath were bloated. It seemed as
if the whole awful creature were simply gorged with blood. He lay like a filthy leech, exhausted with his
repletion. I shuddered as I bent over to touch him, and every sense in me revolted at the contact; but I
had to search, or I was lost. The coming night might see my own body a banquet in a similar way to
those horrid three. I felt all over the body, but no sign could I find of the key. Then I stopped and looked
at the Count. There was a mocking smile on the bloated face which seemed to drive me mad. This was
the being I was helping to transfer to London, where, perhaps, for centuries to come he might, amongst
its teeming millions, satiate his lust for blood, and create a new and ever-widening circle of semi-
demons to batten on the helpless. The very thought drove me mad. A terrible desire came upon me to
rid the world of such a monster. There was no lethal weapon at hand, but I seized a shovel which the
workmen had been using to fill the cases, and lifting it high, struck, with the edge downward, at the
hateful face. But as I did so the head turned, and the eyes fell full upon me, with all their blaze of
basilisk horror. The sight seemed to paralyse me, and the shovel turned in my hand and glanced from
the face, merely making a deep gash above the forehead. The shovel fell from my hand across the box,
and as I pulled it away the flange of the blade caught the edge of the lid which fell over again, and hid
the horrid thing from my sight. The last glimpse I had was of the bloated face, blood-stained and fixed
with a grin of malice which would have held its own in the nethermost hell.
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I thought and thought what should be my next move, but my brain seemed on fire, and I waited with a
despairing feeling growing over me. As I waited I heard in the distance a gipsy song sung by merry
voices coming closer, and through their song the rolling of heavy wheels and the cracking of whips; the
Szgany and the Slovaks of whom the Count had spoken were coming. With a last look around and at the
box which contained the vile body, I ran from the place and gained the Count’s room, determined to
rush out at the moment the door should be opened. With strained ears, I listened, and heard downstairs
the grinding of the key in the great lock and the falling back of the heavy door. There must have been
some other means of entry, or some one had a key for one of the locked doors. Then there came the
sound of many feet tramping and dying away in some passage which sent up a clanging echo. I turned
to run down again towards the vault, where I might find the new entrance; but at the moment there
seemed to come a violent puff of wind, and the door to the winding stair blew to with a shock that set
the dust from the lintels flying. When I ran to push it open, I found that it was hopelessly fast. I was
again a prisoner, and the net of doom was closing round me more closely.

As I write there is in the passage below a sound of many tramping feet and the crash of weights being
set down heavily, doubtless the boxes, with their freight of earth. There is a sound of hammering; it is
the box being nailed down. Now I can hear the heavy feet tramping again along the hall, with many
other idle feet coming behind them.

The door is shut, and the chains rattle; there is a grinding of the key in the lock; I can hear the key
withdraw: then another door opens and shuts; I hear the creaking of lock and bolt.

Hark! in the courtyard and down the rocky way the roll of heavy wheels, the crack of whips, and the
chorus of the Szgany as they pass into the distance.

I am alone in the castle with those awful women. Faugh! Mina is a woman, and there is nought in
common. They are devils of the Pit!

I shall not remain alone with them; I shall try to scale the castle wall farther than I have yet attempted. I
shall take some of the gold with me, lest I want it later. I may find a way from this dreadful place.

And then away for home! away to the quickest and nearest train! away from this cursed spot, from this
cursed land, where the devil and his children still walk with earthly feet!

At least God’s mercy is better than that of these monsters, and the precipice is steep and high. At its
foot a man may sleep—as a man. Good-bye, all! Mina!

 

Librarian Note

Peer-reviewed academic journal: Journal of Dracula Studies

Dracula: Vampires, Perversity and Victorian Anxieties
The vampire is a complicated creature: caught between life and death, at once alluring and horrifying.

http://dractravel.com/drc/
http://www.bl.uk/romantics-and-victorians/articles/dracula
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Greg Buzwell considers the way the novel reflects the fears that haunted late 19th-century society –
fears of immigration, sexual promiscuity and moral degeneration.
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The Drowned Giant
(1965)

JG BALLLARD
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Giants hold an interesting place and an interesting purpose in every story I’ve ever read with them in it.
This one, by Ballard, is no exception. Watch for it in class.

 

Librarian Note

Article “J.G. Ballard and the Limits of Mainstream SF” by Charles Nicol  vol. 3, no. 2, 1976, pp.
150–157 in “Science Fiction Studies” (a refereed scholarly journal, but not peer-reviewed.
Based at DePauw University).
“Four Stories: “The Drowned Giant” by J.G. Ballard” article by Christopher Burke in weblog
“Weird Fiction Review“

 

Original publication info: 1964 in The Terminal Beach

BBC Documentary on the author

http://www.depauw.edu/sfs/backissues/9/nicol9art.htm
http://weirdfictionreview.com/2014/11/four-stories-the-drowned-giant-by-j-g-ballard/
http://weirdfictionreview.com/by/christopher-burke/
http://weirdfictionreview.com/
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A YouTube element has been excluded from this version of the text. You can view it online
here: http://textbooks.whatcom.edu/engl136hoppe/?p=82

From the “South Bank Show”

A YouTube element has been excluded from this version of the text. You can view it online
here: http://textbooks.whatcom.edu/engl136hoppe/?p=82

Based on the story – experimental film

http://textbooks.whatcom.edu/engl136hoppe/?p=82#pb-interactive-content
http://textbooks.whatcom.edu/engl136hoppe/?p=82#pb-interactive-content


Sci-fi & Fantasy Anthology

243

A YouTube element has been excluded from this version of the text. You can view it online
here: http://textbooks.whatcom.edu/engl136hoppe/?p=82

 

http://textbooks.whatcom.edu/engl136hoppe/?p=82#pb-interactive-content
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The Gray Wolf
(1871)

GEORGE MACDONALD

And now for my favorite—Victorian werewolves!
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Audio version

Citation:

MacDonald, George. “The Gray Wolf.” Works of Fancy & Imagination. Vol. 10. London : Strahan, 1871. 
10 vols.

 

http://librarywp.whatcom.edu/press/engl136martin/wp-content/uploads/sites/3/2015/11/20px-Loudspeaker.svg_.png
https://en.wikisource.org/wiki/File:The_Gray_Wolf.ogg
https://archive.org/details/worksoffancyimag10macduoft
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One evening-twilight in spring, a young English student, who had wandered northwards as far as the
outlying fragments of Scotland called the Orkney and Shetland Islands, found himself on a small island
of the latter group, caught in a storm of wind and hail, which had come on suddenly. It was in vain to
look about for any shelter; for not only did the storm entirely obscure the landscape, but there was
nothing around him save a desert moss.

At length, however, as he walked on for mere walking’s sake, he found himself on the verge of a cliff,
and saw, over the brow of it, a few feet below him, a ledge of rock, where he might find some shelter
from the blast, which blew from behind. Letting himself down by his hands, he alighted upon something
that crunched beneath his tread, and found the bones of many small animals scattered about in front of
a little cave in the rock, offering the refuge he sought. He went in, and sat upon a stone. The storm
increased in violence, and as the darkness grew he became uneasy, for he did not relish the thought of
spending the night in the cave. He had parted from his companions on the opposite side of the island,
and it added to his uneasiness that they must be full of apprehension about him. At last there came a
lull in the storm, and the same instant he heard a footfall, stealthy and light as that of a wild beast, upon
the bones at the mouth of the cave. He started up in some fear, though the least thought might have
satisfied him that there could be no very dangerous animals upon the island. Before he had time to
think, however, the face of a woman appeared in the opening. Eagerly the wanderer spoke. She started
at the sound of his voice. He could not see her well, because she was turned towards the darkness of
the cave.

“Will you tell me how to find my way across the moor to Shielness?” he asked.

“You cannot find it to-night,” she answered, in a sweet tone, and with a smile that bewitched him,
revealing the whitest of teeth.

“What am I to do, then?”

“My mother will give you shelter, but that is all she has to offer.”

“And that is far more than I expected a minute ago,” he replied. “I shall be most grateful.”

She turned in silence and left the cave. The youth followed.

She was barefooted, and her pretty brown feet went catlike over the sharp stones, as she led the way
down a rocky path to the shore. Her garments were scanty and torn, and her hair blew tangled in the
wind. She seemed about five and twenty, lithe and small. Her long fingers kept clutching and pulling
nervously at her skirts as she went. Her face was very gray in complexion, and very worn, but delicately
formed, and smooth-skinned. Her thin nostrils were tremulous as eyelids, and her lips, whose curves
were faultless, had no colour to give sign of indwelling blood. What her eyes were like he could not see,
for she had never lifted the delicate films of her eyelids.

At the foot of the cliff, they came upon a little hut leaning against it, and having for its inner apartment
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a natural hollow within. Smoke was spreading over the face of the rock, and the grateful odour of food
gave hope to the hungry student. His guide opened the door of the cottage; he followed her in, and saw
a woman bending over a fire in the middle of the floor. On the fire lay a large fish broiling. The daughter
spoke a few words, and the mother turned and welcomed the stranger. She had an old and very
wrinkled, but honest face, and looked troubled. She dusted the only chair in the cottage, and placed it
for him by the side of the fire, opposite the one window, whence he saw a little patch of yellow sand
over which the spent waves spread themselves out listlessly. Under this window there was a bench,
upon which the daughter threw herself in an unusual posture, resting her chin upon her hand. A
moment after, the youth caught the first glimpse of her blue eyes. They were fixed upon him with a
strange look of greed, amounting to craving, but, as if aware that they belied or betrayed her, she
dropped  them  instantly.  The  moment  she  veiled  them,  her  face,  notwithstanding  its  colourless
complexion, was almost beautiful.

When the fish was ready, the old woman wiped the deal table, steadied it upon the uneven floor, and
covered it with a piece of fine table-linen. She then laid the fish on a wooden platter, and invited the
guest to help himself. Seeing no other provision, he pulled from his pocket a hunting knife, and divided
a portion from the fish, offering it to the mother first.

“Come, my lamb,” said the old woman; and the daughter approached the table. But her nostrils and
mouth quivered with disgust.

The next moment she turned and hurried from the hut.

“She doesn’t like fish,” said the old woman, “and I haven’t anything else to give her.”

“She does not seem in good health,” he rejoined.

The woman answered only with a sigh, and they ate their fish with the help of a little rye bread. As they
finished their supper, the youth heard the sound as of the pattering of a dog’s feet upon the sand close
to the door; but ere he had time to look out of the window, the door opened, and the young woman
entered. She looked better, perhaps from having just washed her face. She drew a stool to the corner of
the fire opposite him. But as she sat down, to his bewilderment, and even horror, the student spied a
single drop of blood on her white skin within her torn dress. The woman brought out a jar of whisky, put
a rusty old kettle on the fire, and took her place in front of it.  As soon as the water boiled, she
proceeded to make some toddy in a wooden bowl.

Meantime the youth could not take his eyes off the young woman, so that at length he found himself
fascinated, or rather bewitched. She kept her eyes for the most part veiled with the loveliest eyelids
fringed with darkest lashes, and he gazed entranced; for the red glow of the little oil-lamp covered all
the strangeness of her complexion. But as soon as he met a stolen glance out of those eyes unveiled, his
soul shuddered within him. Lovely face and craving eyes alternated fascination and repulsion.

The mother placed the bowl in his hands. He drank sparingly, and passed it to the girl. She lifted it to
her lips, and as she tasted—only tasted it—looked at him. He thought the drink must have been drugged
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and have affected his brain. Her hair smoothed itself back, and drew her forehead backwards with it;
while the lower part of her face projected towards the bowl, revealing, ere she sipped, her dazzling
teeth in strange prominence. But the same moment the vision vanished; she returned the vessel to her
mother, and rising, hurried out of the cottage.

Then the old woman pointed to a bed of heather in one corner with a murmured apology; and the
student, wearied both with the fatigues of the day and the strangeness of the night, threw himself upon
it, wrapped in his cloak. The moment he lay down, the storm began afresh, and the wind blew so keenly
through the crannies of the hut, that it was only by drawing his cloak over his head that he could
protect himself from its currents. Unable to sleep, he lay listening to the uproar which grew in violence,
till the spray was dashing against the window. At length the door opened, and the young woman came
in, made up the fire, drew the bench before it, and lay down in the same strange posture, with her chin
propped on her hand and elbow, and her face turned towards the youth. He moved a little; she dropped
her  head,  and  lay  on  her  face,  with  her  arms  crossed  beneath  her  forehead.  The  mother  had
disappeared.

Drowsiness crept over him. A movement of the bench roused him, and he fancied he saw some four-
footed creature as tall as a large dog trot quietly out of the door. He was sure he felt a rush of cold
wind. Gazing fixedly through the darkness, he thought he saw the eyes of the damsel encountering his,
but a glow from the falling together of the remnants of the fire revealed clearly enough that the bench
was vacant. Wondering what could have made her go out in such a storm, he fell fast asleep.

In the middle of the night he felt a pain in his shoulder, came broad awake, and saw the gleaming eyes
and grinning teeth of some animal close to his face. Its claws were in his shoulder, and its mouth in the
act of seeking his throat. Before it had fixed its fangs, however, he had its throat in one hand, and
sought his knife with the other. A terrible struggle followed; but regardless of the tearing claws, he
found and opened his knife. He had made one futile stab, and was drawing it for a surer, when, with a
spring of the whole body, and one wildly contorted effort, the creature twisted its neck from his hold,
and with something betwixt a scream and a howl, darted from him. Again he heard the door open; again
the wind blew in upon him, and it continued blowing; a sheet of spray dashed across the floor, and over
his face. He sprung from his couch and bounded to the door.

It was a wild night—dark, but for the flash of whiteness from the waves as they broke within a few yards
of the cottage; the wind was raving, and the rain pouring down the air. A gruesome sound as of mingled
weeping and howling came from somewhere in the dark. He turned again into the hut and closed the
door, but could find no way of securing it.

The lamp was nearly out, and he could not be certain whether the form of the young woman was upon
the bench or not. Overcoming a strong repugnance, he approached it, and put out his hands—there was
nothing there. He sat down and waited for the daylight: he dared not sleep any more.

When the day dawned at length, he went out yet again, and looked around. The morning was dim and
gusty and gray. The wind had fallen, but the waves were tossing wildly. He wandered up and down the
little strand, longing for more light.
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At length he heard a movement in the cottage. By and by the voice of the old woman called to him from
the door.

“You’re up early, sir. I doubt you didn’t sleep well.”

“Not very well,” he answered. “But where is your daughter?”

“She’s not awake yet,” said the mother. “I’m afraid I have but a poor breakfast for you. But you’ll take a
dram and a bit of fish. It’s all I’ve got.”

Unwilling to hurt her, though hardly in good appetite, he sat down at the table. While they were eating,
the daughter came in, but turned her face away and went to the farther end of the hut. When she came
forward after a minute or two, the youth saw that her hair was drenched, and her face whiter than
before. She looked ill and faint, and when she raised her eyes, all their fierceness had vanished, and
sadness had taken its place. Her neck was now covered with a cotton handkerchief. She was modestly
attentive to him, and no longer shunned his gaze. He was gradually yielding to the temptation of
braving another night in the hut, and seeing what would follow, when the old woman spoke.

“The weather will be broken all day, sir,” she said. “You had better be going, or your friends will leave
without you.”

Ere he could answer, he saw such a beseeching glance on the face of the girl, that he hesitated,
confused. Glancing at the mother, he saw the flash of wrath in her face. She rose and approached her
daughter, with her hand lifted to strike her. The young woman stooped her head with a cry. He darted
round the table to interpose between them. But the mother had caught hold of her; the handkerchief
had fallen from her neck; and the youth saw five blue bruises on her lovely throat—the marks of the four
fingers and the thumb of a left hand. With a cry of horror he darted from the house, but as he reached
the door he turned. His hostess was lying motionless on the floor, and a huge gray wolf came bounding
after him.

There was no weapon at hand; and if there had been, his inborn chivalry would never have allowed him
to harm a woman even under the guise of a wolf. Instinctively, he set himself firm, leaning a little
forward, with half outstretched arms, and hands curved ready to clutch again at the throat upon which
he had left those pitiful marks. But the creature as she sprung eluded his grasp, and just as he expected
to feel her fangs, he found a woman weeping on his bosom, with her arms around his neck. The next
instant, the gray wolf broke from him, and bounded howling up the cliff. Recovering himself as he best
might, the youth followed, for it was the only way to the moor above, across which he must now make
his way to find his companions.

All at once he heard the sound of a crunching of bones—not as if a creature was eating them, but as if
they were ground by the teeth of rage and disappointment; looking up, he saw close above him the
mouth of the little cavern in which he had taken refuge the day before. Summoning all his resolution, he
passed it slowly and softly. From within came the sounds of a mingled moaning and growling.
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Having reached the top, he ran at full speed for some distance across the moor before venturing to look
behind him. When at length he did so, he saw, against the sky, the girl standing on the edge of the cliff,
wringing her hands. One solitary wail crossed the space between. She made no attempt to follow him,
and he reached the opposite shore in safety.

Librarian Notes

 George MacDonald Movie This is a documentary on the life and fantasy works of George
MacDonald. For more information on this extraordinary writer please visit The George
MacDonald Informational Web at:

https://www.youtube.com/view_play_list?p=EABEE9A6D2617D92
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A Guide to the Fruits of Hawai’i
(2014)

ALAYA DAWN JOHNSON
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Read Online

 

Instructor Note: Johnson, young and mixed race, likes to push readers’ expectations of what people of
color are “supposed” to write. Ambiguous and disturbing, she brings and element of reality into her
vampire dystopia and makes us wonder, did her protagonist win or lose in this story?

https://mywcc.whatcom.edu/OnlineResources/LibraryDatabases.aspx?DirectURL=http://search.proquest.com/docview/1560678351?accountid=2906
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Librarian Note: Originally published in the July/August 2014 issue of the Magazine of Fantasy
& Science Fiction p.231 – 255.

 

https://mywcc.whatcom.edu/OnlineResources/LibraryDatabases.aspx?DirectURL=http%3a%2f%2fsearch.ebscohost.com%2flogin.aspx%3fdirect%3dtrue%26db%3daph%26AN%3d97055970%26site%3dehost-live%26scope%3dsite
https://mywcc.whatcom.edu/OnlineResources/LibraryDatabases.aspx?DirectURL=http%3a%2f%2fsearch.ebscohost.com%2flogin.aspx%3fdirect%3dtrue%26db%3daph%26AN%3d97055970%26site%3dehost-live%26scope%3dsite
https://mywcc.whatcom.edu/OnlineResources/LibraryDatabases.aspx?DirectURL=http%3a%2f%2fsearch.ebscohost.com%2flogin.aspx%3fdirect%3dtrue%26db%3daph%26AN%3d97055970%26site%3dehost-live%26scope%3dsite
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Journey Into the Kingdom
(2006)

M RICKERT

One thing that  seems to  have grabbed hold  from the 20th century  is  dark fantasy,  but  with  an
increasingly literary and soul-searching edge. Such as this story.

http://www.tor.com/2011/08/03/journey-into-the-kingdom/
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The Loves of Lady Purple
(1974)

ANGELA CARTER
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Angela Carter is  one of
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my favorite writers of all time, and while I love her fairy tale rewrites, this story, from one of her earlier
anthologies,  just  disturbs me.  I’m not  sure how I  feel  about  it,  and hopefully  it  elicits  the same
discomfort for you so we’ll have a good discussion about it. . . and who doesn’t like a good creepy circus
story with a puppetmaster? See Coursepack.

 

Librarian Note

“The Bloodied Text: Angela Carter“. Tiffin, Jessica. Marvelous Geometry : Narrative And Metafiction In

https://mywcc.whatcom.edu/OnlineResources/LibraryDatabases.aspx?DirectURL=http%3a%2f%2fsearch.ebscohost.com%2flogin.aspx%3fdirect%3dtrue%26db%3dnlebk%26AN%3d390251%26site%3dehost-live%26scope%3dsite&ebv=EB&ppid=pp_65
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Modern Fairy Tale. Detroit: Wayne State University Press, 2009. eBook Collection (EBSCOhost).
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The Mark of the Beast
(1890)

RUDYARD KIPLING

Your Gods and my Gods-do you or I know which are the stronger? 
Native Proverb.

EAST of Suez, some hold, the direct control of Providence ceases; Man being there handed over to the
power of  the Gods and Devils  of  Asia,  and the Church of  England Providence only exercising an
occasional and modified supervision in the case of Englishmen.

This theory accounts for some of the more unnecessary horrors of life in India: it may be stretched to
explain my story.

My friend Strickland of the Police, who knows as much of natives of India as is good for any man, can
bear witness to the facts of the case. Dumoise, our doctor, also saw what Strickland and I saw. The
inference which he drew from the evidence was entirely incorrect. He is dead now; he died, in a rather
curious manner, which has been elsewhere described.

When Fleete came to India he owned a little money and some land in the Himalayas, near a place called
Dharmsala. Both properties had been left him by an uncle, and he came out to finance them. He was a
big, heavy, genial,  and inoffensive man. His knowledge of natives was, of course, limited, and he
complained of the difficulties of the language.

He rode in from his place in the hills to spend New Year in the station, and he stayed with Strickland.
On New Year’s Eve there was a big dinner at the club, and the night was excusably wet. When men
foregather from the uttermost ends of the Empire, they have a right to be riotous. The Frontier had sent
down a contingent o’ Catch-’em-Alive-O’s who had not seen twenty white faces for a year, and were
used to ride fifteen miles to dinner at the next Fort at the risk of a Khyberee bullet where their drinks
should lie. They profited by their new security, for they tried to play pool with a curled-up hedgehog
found in the garden, and one of them carried the marker round the room in his teeth. Half a dozen
planters had come in from the south and were talking ‘horse’ to the Biggest Liar in Asia, who was trying
to cap all their stories at once. Everybody was there, and there was a general closing up of ranks and
taking stock of our losses in dead or disabled that had fallen during the past year. It was a very wet
night, and I remember that we sang ‘Auld Lang Syne’ with our feet in the Polo Championship Cup, and
our heads among the stars, and swore that we were all dear friends. Then some of us went away and
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annexed Burma, and some tried to open up the Soudan and were opened up by Fuzzies in that cruel
scrub outside Suakim, and some found stars and medals, and some were married, which was bad, and
some did other things which were worse, and the others of us stayed in our chains and strove to make
money on insufficient experiences.

Fleete began the night with sherry and bitters, drank champagne steadily up to dessert, then raw,
rasping Capri with all the strength of whisky, took Benedictine with his coffee, four or five whiskies and
sodas to improve his pool  strokes,  beer and bones at  half-past two, winding up with old brandy.
Consequently, when he came out, at half-past three in the morning, into fourteen degrees of frost, he
was very angry with his horse for coughing, and tried to leapfrog into the saddle. The horse broke away
and went to his stables; so Strickland and I formed a Guard of Dishonour to take Fleete home.

Our road lay through the bazaar, close to a little temple of Hanuman, the Monkey-god, who is a leading
divinity worthy of respect. All gods have good points, just as have all priests. Personally, I attach much
importance to Hanuman, and am kind to his people–the great gray apes of the hills. One never knows
when one may want a friend.

There was a light in the temple, and as we passed, we could hear voices of men chanting hymns. In a
native temple, the priests rise at all hours of the night to do honour to their god. Before we could stop
him, Fleete dashed up the steps, patted two priests on the back, and was gravely grinding the ashes of
his cigar-butt into the forehead of the red stone image of Hanuman. Strickland tried to drag him out,
but he sat down and said solemnly:

‘Shee that? ‘Mark of the B-beasht! _I_ made it. Ishn’t it fine?’

In half a minute the temple was alive and noisy, and Strickland, who knew what came of polluting gods,
said that things might occur. He, by virtue of his official position, long residence in the country, and
weakness for going among the natives, was known to the priests and he felt unhappy. Fleete sat on the
ground and refused to move. He said that ‘good old Hanuman’ made a very soft pillow.

Then, without any warning, a Silver Man came out of a recess behind the image of the god. He was
perfectly naked in that bitter, bitter cold, and his body shone like frosted silver, for he was what the
Bible calls ‘a leper as white as snow.’ Also he had no face, because he was a leper of some years’
standing and his disease was heavy upon him. We two stooped to haul Fleete up, and the temple was
filling and filling with folk who seemed to spring from the earth, when the Silver Man ran in under our
arms, making a noise exactly like the mewing of an otter, caught Fleete round the body and dropped his
head on Fleete’s breast before we could wrench him away. Then he retired to a corner and sat mewing
while the crowd blocked all the doors.

The priests were very angry until the Silver Man touched Fleete. That nuzzling seemed to sober them.

At the end of a few minutes’ silence one of the priests came to Strickland and said, in perfect English,
‘Take your friend away. He has done with Hanuman, but Hanurnan has not done with him/ The crowd
gave room and we carried Fleete into the road.
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Strickland was very angry. He said that we might all three have been knifed, and that Fleete should
thank his stars that he had escaped without injury.

Fleete thanked no one. He said that he wanted to go to bed. He was gorgeously drunk.

We moved on, Strickland silent and wrathful, until Fleete was taken with violent shivering fits and
sweating. He said that the smells of the bazaar were overpowering, and he wondered why slaughter-
houses were permitted so near English residences. ‘Can’t you smell the blood?’ said Fleete.

We put him to bed at last, just as the dawn was breaking, and Strickland invited me to have another
whisky and soda. While we were drinking he talked of the trouble in the temple, and admitted that it
baffled him completely. Strickland hates being mystified by natives, because his business in life is to
overmatch them with their own weapons. He has not yet succeeded in doing this, but in fifteen or
twenty years he will have made some small progress.

‘They should have mauled us,’ he said, ‘instead of mewing at us. I wonder what they meant. I don’t like
it one little bit.’

I said that the Managing Committee of the temple would in all probability bring a criminal action
against us for insulting their religion. There was a section of the Indian Penal Code which exactly met
Fleete’s offence. Strickland said he only hoped and prayed that they would do this. Before I left I looked
into Fleete’s room, and saw him lying on his right side, scratching his left breast. Then. I went to bed
cold, depressed, and unhappy, at seven o’clock in the morning.

At one o’clock I rode over to Strickland’s house to inquire after Fleete’s head. I imagined that it would
be a sore one. Fleete was breakfasting and seemed unwell. His temper was gone, for he was abusing
the cook for not supplying him with an underdone chop. A man who can eat raw meat after a wet night
is a curiosity. I told Fleete this and he laughed.

‘You breed queer mosquitoes in these parts,’ he said. ‘I’ve been bitten to pieces, but only in one place.’

‘Let’s have a look at the bite,’ said Strickland. ‘It may have gone down since this morning.’

While the chops were being cooked, Fleete opened his shirt and showed us, just over his left breast, a
mark, the perfect double of the black rosettes-the five or six irregular blotches arranged in a circle-on a
leopard’s hide. Strickland looked and said, ‘It was only pink this morning. It’s grown black now.’

Fleete ran to a glass.

‘By Jove!’ he said,’ this is nasty. What is it?’

We could not answer. Here the chops came in, all red and juicy, and Fleete bolted three in a most
offensive manner. He ate on his right grinders only, and threw his head over his right shoulder as he
snapped the meat. When he had finished, it struck him that he had been behaving strangely, for he said
apologetically, ‘I don’t think I ever felt so hungry in my life. I’ve bolted like an ostrich.’
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After breakfast Strickland said to me, ‘Don’t go. Stay here, and stay for the night.’

Seeing that my house was not three miles from Strickland’s, this request was absurd. But Strickland
insisted, and was going to say something when Fleete interrupted by declaring in a shamefaced way
that he felt hungry again. Strickland sent a man to my house to fetch over my bedding and a horse, and
we three went down to Strickland’s stables to pass the hours until it was time to go out for a ride. The
man who has a weakness for horses never wearies of inspecting them; and when two men are killing
time in this way they gather knowledge and lies the one from the other.

There were five horses in the stables, and I shall never forget the scene as we tried to look them over.
They seemed to have gone mad. They reared and screamed and nearly tore up their pickets; they
sweated and shivered and lathered and were distraught with fear. Strickland’s horses used to know him
as well as his dogs; which made the matter more curious. We left the stable for fear of the brutes
throwing themselves in their panic. Then Strickland turned back and called me. The horses were still
frightened, but they let us ‘gentle’ and make much of them, and put their heads in our bosoms.

‘They aren’t afraid of US,’ said Strickland. ‘D’you know, I’d give three months’ pay if OUTRAGE here
could talk.’

But Outrage was dumb, and could only cuddle up to his master and blow out his nostrils, as is the
custom of horses when they wish to explain things but can’t. Fleete came up when we were in the stalls,
and as soon as the horses saw him, their fright broke out afresh. It was all that we could do to escape
from the place unkicked. Strickland said, ‘They don’t seem to love you, Fleete.’

‘Nonsense,’ said Fleete;’my mare will follow me like a dog.’ He went to her; she was in a loose-box; but
as he slipped the bars she plunged, knocked him down, and broke away into the garden. I laughed, but
Strickland was not amused. He took his moustache in both fists and pulled at it till it nearly came out.
Fleete, instead of going off to chase his property, yawned, saying that he felt sleepy. He went to the
house to lie down, which was a foolish way of spending New Year’s Day.

Strickland sat with me in the stables and asked if I had noticed anything peculiar in Fleete’s manner. I
said that he ate his food like a beast; but that this might have been the result of living alone in the hills
out of the reach of society as refined and elevating as ours for instance. Strickland was not amused. I do
not think that he listened to me, for his next sentence referred to the mark on Fleete’s breast, and I said
that it might have been caused by blister-flies, or that it was possibly a birth-mark newly born and now
visible for the first time. We both agreed that it  was unpleasant to look at,  and Strickland found
occasion to say that I was a fool.

‘I can’t tell you what I think now,’ said he, ‘because you would call me a madman; but you must stay
with me for the next few days, if you can. I want you to watch Fleete, but don’t tell me what you think
till I have made up my mind.’

‘But I am dining out to-night,’ I said. ‘So am I,’ said Strickland, ‘and so is Fleete. At least if he doesn’t
change his mind.’
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We walked about the garden smoking, but saying nothing–because we were friends, and talking spoils
good tobacco–till  our pipes were out.  Then we went to wake up Fleete. He was wide awake and
fidgeting about his room.

‘I say, I want some more chops,’ he said. ‘Can I get them?’

We laughed and said, ‘Go and change. The ponies will be round in a minute.’

‘All right,’ said Fleete. I’ll go when I get the chops–underdone ones, mind.’

He seemed to be quite in earnest. It was four o’clock, and we had had breakfast at one; still, for a long
time, he demanded those underdone chops. Then he changed into riding clothes and went out into the
verandah. His pony–the mare had not been caught–would not let him come near. All three horses were
unmanageable—mad with fear—and finally Fleete said that he would stay at home and get something to
eat. Strickland and I rode out wondering. As we passed the temple of Hanuman, the Silver Man came
out and mewed at us.

‘He is not one of the regular priests of the temple,’ said Strickland. ‘I think I should peculiarly like to lay
my hands on him.’

There was no spring in our gallop on the racecourse that evening. The horses were stale, and moved as
though they had been ridden out.

‘The fright after breakfast has been too much for them,’ said Strickland.

That was the only remark he made through the remainder of the ride. Once or twice I think he swore to
himself; but that did not count.

We came back in the dark at seven o’clock, and saw that there were no lights in the bungalow. ‘Careless
ruffians my servants are!’ said Strickland.

My horse reared at something on the carriage drive, and Fleete stood up under its nose.

‘What are you doing, grovelling about the garden?’ said Strickland.

But both horses bolted and nearly threw us. We dismounted by the stables and returned to Fleete, who
was on his hands and knees under the orange- bushes.

‘What the devil’s wrong with you?’ said Strickland.

‘Nothing, nothing in the world,’ said Fleete, speaking very quickly and thickly. ‘I’ve been gardening-
botanising you know. The smell of the earth is delightful. I think I’m going for a walk-a long walk-all
night.’

Then I saw that there was something excessively out of order somewhere, and I said to Strickland, ‘I am
not dining out.’
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‘Bless you!’ said Strickland. ‘Here, Fleete, get up. You’ll catch fever there. Come in to dinner and let’s
have the lamps lit. We ‘ll all dine at home.’

Fleete stood up unwillingly, and said, ‘No lamps-no lamps. It’s much nicer here. Let’s dine outside and
have some more chops-lots of ’em and underdone–bloody ones with gristle.’

Now a December evening in Northern India is bitterly cold, and Fleete’s suggestion was that of a
maniac.

‘Come in,’ said Strickland sternly. ‘Come in at once.’

Fleete came, and when the lamps were brought, we saw that he was literally plastered with dirt from
head to foot. He must have been rolling in the garden. He shrank from the light and went to his room.
His eyes were horrible to look at. There was a green light behind them, not in them, if you understand,
and the man’s lower lip hung down.

Strickland said, ‘There is going to be trouble-big trouble-to-night. Don’t you change your riding-things.’

We waited and waited for Fleete’s reappearance, and ordered dinner in the meantime. We could hear
him moving about his own room, but there was no light there. Presently from the room came the long-
drawn howl of a wolf.

People write and talk lightly of blood running cold and hair standing up and things of that kind. Both
sensations are too horrible to be trifled with. My heart stopped as though a knife had been driven
through it, and Strickland turned as white as the tablecloth.

The howl was repeated, and was answered by another howl far across the fields.

That set the gilded roof on the horror. Strickland dashed into Fleete’s room. I followed, and we saw
Fleete getting out of the window. He made beast-noises in the back of his throat. He could not answer
us when we shouted at him. He spat.

I don’t quite remember what followed, but I think that Strickland must have stunned him with the long
boot-jack or else I should never have been able to sit on his chest. Fleete could not speak, he could only
snarl, and his snarls were those of a wolf, not of a man. The human spirit must have been giving way all
day and have died out with the twilight. We were dealing with a beast that had once been Fleete.

The affair was beyond any human and rational experience. I tried to say ‘Hydrophobia,’ but the word
wouldn’t come, because I knew that I was lying.

We bound this beast with leather thongs of the punkah-rope, and tied its thumbs and big toes together,
and gagged it with a shoe-horn, which makes a very efficient gag if you know how to arrange it. Then
we carried it into the dining-room, and sent a man to Dumoise, the doctor, telling him to come over at
once. After we had despatched the messenger and were drawing breath, Strickland said, ‘It’s no good.
This isn’t any doctor’s work.’ I, also, knew that he spoke the truth.
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The beast’s head was free, and it threw it about from side to side. Any one entering the room would
have believed that we were curing a wolf’s pelt. That was the most loathsome accessory of all.

Strickland sat with his chin in the heel of his fist, watching the beast as it wriggled on the ground, but
saying nothing. The shirt had been torn open in the scuffle and showed the black rosette mark on the
left breast. It stood out like a blister.

In the silence of the watching we heard something without mewing like a she-otter. We both rose to our
feet, and, I answer for myself, not Strickland, felt sick–actually and physically sick. We told each other,
as did the men in Pinafore, that it was the cat.

Dumoise arrived, and I never saw a little man so unprofessionally shocked. He said that it was a heart-
rending case of hydrophobia, and that nothing could be done. At least any palliative measures would
only prolong the agony. The beast was foaming at the mouth. Fleete, as we told Dumoise, had been
bitten by dogs once or twice. Any man who keeps half a dozen terriers must expect a nip now and again.
Dumoise could offer no help. He could only certify that Fleete was dying of hydrophobia. The beast was
then howling, for it had managed to spit out the shoe-horn. Dumoise said that he would be ready to
certify to the cause of death, and that the end was certain. He was a good little man, and he offered to
remain with us; but Strickland refused the kindness. He did not wish to poison Dumoise’s New Year. He
would only ask him not to give the real cause of Fleete’s death to the public.

So Dumoise left, deeply agitated; and as soon as the noise of the cart- wheels had died away, Strickland
told me, in a whisper, his suspicions. They were so wildly improbable that he dared not say them out
aloud;  and I,  who entertained all  Strickland’s  beliefs,  was so ashamed of  owning to  them that  I
pretended to disbelieve.

‘Even if the Silver Man had’bewtiched Fleete for polluting the image of Hanuman, the punishment could
not have fallen so quickly.’

As I was whispering this the cry outside the house rose again, and the beast fell into a fresh paroxysm
of struggling till we were afraid that the thongs that held it would give way.

‘Watch!’ said Strickland. ‘If this happens six times I shall take the law into my own hands. I order you to
help me.’

He went into his room and came out in a few minutes with the barrels of an old shot-gun, a piece of
fishing-line, some thick cord, and his heavy wooden bedstead. I reported that the convulsions had
followed the cry by two seconds in each case, and the beast seemed perceptibly weaker.

Strickland muttered, ‘But he can’t take away the life! He can’t take away the life!’

I said, though I knew that I was arguing against myself, ‘It may be a cat. It must be a cat. If the Silver
Man is responsible, why does he dare to come here?’

Strickland arranged the wood on the hearth, put the gun-barrels into the glow of the fire, spread the
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twine on the table and broke a walking stick in two. There was one yard of fishing line, gut, lapped with
wire, such as is used for mahseer-fishing, and he tied the two ends together in a loop.

Then he said, ‘How can we catch him? He must be taken alive and unhurt.’

I said that we must trust in Providence, and go out softly with polo- sticks into the shrubbery at the
front of the house. The man or animal that made the cry was evidently moving round the house as
regularly as a night-watchman. We could wait in the bushes till he came by and knock him over.

Strickland accepted this  suggestion,  and we slipped out  from a bath-room window into the front
verandah and then across the carriage drive into the bushes.

In the moonlight we could see the leper coming round the corner of the house. He was perfectly naked,
and from time to time he mewed and stopped to dance with his shadow. It was an unattractive sight,
and thinking of poor Fleete, brought to such degradation by so foul a creature, I put away all my doubts
and resolved to help Strickland from the heated gun-barrels to the loop of twine-from the loins to the
head and back again—with all tortures that might be needful.

The leper halted in the front porch for a moment and we jumped out on him with the sticks. He was
wonderfully strong, and we were afraid that he might escape or be fatally injured before we caught him.
We had an idea that lepers were frail creatures, but this proved to be incorrect. Strickland knocked his
legs from under him and I put my foot on his neck. He mewed hideously, and even through my riding-
boots I could feel that his flesh was not the flesh of a clean man.

He struck at us with his hand and feet-stumps. We looped the lash of a dog-whip round him, under the
armpits, and dragged him backwards into the hall and so into the dining-room where the beast lay.
There we tied him with trunk-straps. He made no attempt to escape, but mewed.

When  we  confronted  him  with  the  beast  the  scene  was  beyond  description.  The  beast  doubled
backwards into a bow as though he had been poisoned with strychnine, and moaned in the most pitiable
fashion. Several other things happened also, but they cannot be put down here.

‘I think I was right,’ said Strickland. ‘Now we will ask him to cure this case.’

But the leper only mewed. Strickland wrapped a towel round his hand and took the gun-barrels out of
the fire. I put the half of the broken walking stick through the loop of fishing-line and buckled the leper
comfortably to Strickland’s bedstead. I understood then how men and women and little children can
endure to see a witch burnt alive; for the beast was moaning on the floor, and though the Silver Man
had no face, you could see horrible feelings passing through the slab that took its place, exactly as
waves of heat play across red-hot iron–gun-barrels for instance.

Strickland shaded his eyes with his hands for a moment and we got to work. This part is not to be
printed.

The dawn was beginning to break when the leper spoke. His mewings had not been satisfactory up to
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that point. The beast had fainted from exhaustion and the house was very still. We unstrapped the leper
and told him to take away the evil spirit. He crawled to the beast and laid his hand upon the left breast.
That was all. Then he fell face down and whined, drawing in his breath as he did so.

We watched the face of the beast, and saw the soul of Fleete coming back into the eyes. Then a sweat
broke out on the forehead and the eyes-they were human eyes—closed. We waited for an hour but
Fleete still slept. We carried him to his room and bade the leper go, giving him the bedstead, and the
sheet on the bedstead to cover his nakedness, the gloves and the towels with which we had touched
him, and the whip that had been hooked round his body. He put the sheet about him and went out into
the early morning without speaking or mewing.

Strickland wiped his face and sat down. A night-gong, far away in the city, made seven o’clock.

‘Exactly four-and-twenty hours!’ said Strickland. ‘And I’ve done enough to ensure my dismissal from the
service, besides permanent quarters in a lunatic asylum. Do you believe that we are awake?’

The red-hot gun-barrel had fallen on the floor and was singeing the carpet. The smell was entirely real.

That morning at eleven we two together went to wake up Fleete. We looked and saw that the black
leopard-rosette on his chest had disappeared. He was very drowsy and tired, but as soon as he saw us,
he said, ‘Oh! Confound you fellows. Happy New Year to you. Never mix your liquors. I’m nearly dead.’

‘Thanks for your kindness, but you’re over time,’ said Strickland. ‘To- day is the morning of the second.
You’ve slept the clock round with a vengeance.’

The door opened, and little Dumoise put his head in. He had come on foot, and fancied that we were
laving out Fleete.

‘I’ve brought a nurse,’ said Dumoise. ‘I suppose that she can come in for… what is necessary.’

‘By all means,’ said Fleete cheerily, sitting up in bed. ‘Bring on your nurses.’

Dumoise was dumb. Strickland led him out and explained that there must have been a mistake in the
diagnosis. Dumoise remained dumb and left the house hastily. He considered that his professional
reputation had been injured, and was inclined to make a personal matter of the recovery. Strickland
went out too. When he came back, he said that he had been to call on the Temple of Hanuman to offer
redress for the pollution of the god, and had been solemnly assured that no white man had ever touched
the idol and that he was an incarnation of all the virtues labouring under a delusion.

‘What do you think?’ said Strickland.

I said, ‘”There are more things . . .”‘

But Strickland hates that quotation. He says that I have worn it threadbare.

One other curious thing happened which frightened me as much as anything in all the night’s work.
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When Fleete was dressed he came into the dining-room and sniffed. He had a quaint trick of moving his
nose when he sniffed. ‘Horrid doggy smell, here,’ said he. ‘You should really keep those terriers of yours
in better order. Try sulphur, Strick.’

But Strickland did not answer. He caught hold of the back of a chair, and, without warning, went into an
amazing fit of hysterics. It is terrible to see a strong man overtaken with hysteria. Then it struck me
that we had fought for Fleete’s soul with the Silver Man in that room, and had disgraced ourselves as
Englishmen for ever, and I laughed and gasped and gurgled just as shamefully as Strickland, while
Fleete thought that we had both gone mad. We never told him what we had done.

Some years later, when Strickland had married and was a church-going member of society for his wife’s
sake, we reviewed the incident dispassionately, and Strickland suggested that I should put it before the
public.

I cannot myself see that this step is likely to clear up the mystery; because, in the first place, no one will
believe a rather unpleasant story, and, in the second, it is well known to every right-minded man that
the gods of the heathen are stone and brass, and any attempt to deal with them otherwise is justly
condemned.
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The Monkey’s Paw
(1902)

WW JACOBS

Ah, the “Monkey’s Paw,” such a classic of horror movie references!

 

http://www.gutenberg.org/files/12122/12122-h/12122-h.htm
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The Monkey’s Paw public domain audiobook at LibriVox

 

THE MONKEY’S PAW

 

https://librivox.org/search?title=The+Monkey%27s+Paw&author=JACOBS&reader=&keywords=&genre_id=0&status=all&project_type=either&recorded_language=&sort_order=catalog_date&search_page=1&search_form=advanced
https://librivox.org/search?title=The+Monkey%27s+Paw&author=JACOBS&reader=&keywords=&genre_id=0&status=all&project_type=either&recorded_language=&sort_order=catalog_date&search_page=1&search_form=advanced
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/LibriVox
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I.

Without, the night was cold and wet, but in the small parlour of Laburnam Villa the blinds were drawn
and the fire burned brightly. Father and son were at chess, the former, who possessed ideas about the
game involving radical changes, putting his king into such sharp and unnecessary perils that it even
provoked comment from the white-haired old lady knitting placidly by the fire.

“Hark at the wind,” said Mr. White, who, having seen a fatal mistake after it was too late, was amiably
desirous of preventing his son from seeing it.

“I’m listening,” said the latter, grimly surveying the board as he stretched out his hand. “Check.”

“I should hardly think that he’d come to-night,” said his father, with his hand poised over the board.

“Mate,” replied the son.

“That’s the worst of living so far out,” bawled Mr. White, with sudden and unlooked-for violence; “of all
the beastly, slushy, out-of-the-way places to live in, this is the worst. Pathway’s a bog, and the road’s a
torrent. I don’t know what people are thinking about. I suppose because only two houses in the road are
let, they think it doesn’t matter.”

“Never mind, dear,” said his wife, soothingly; “perhaps you’ll win the next one.”

Mr. White looked up sharply, just in time to intercept a knowing glance between mother and son. The
words died away on his lips, and he hid a guilty grin in his thin grey beard.

“There he is,” said Herbert White, as the gate banged to loudly and heavy footsteps came toward the
door.

The old man rose with hospitable haste, and opening the door, was heard condoling with the new
arrival. The new arrival also condoled with himself, so that Mrs. White said, “Tut, tut!” and coughed
gently as her husband entered the room, followed by a tall, burly man, beady of eye and rubicund of
visage.

“Sergeant-Major Morris,” he said, introducing him.

The sergeant-major shook hands, and taking the proffered seat by the fire, watched contentedly while
his host got out whiskey and tumblers and stood a small copper kettle on the fire.

At the third glass his eyes got brighter, and he began to talk, the little family circle regarding with
eager interest this visitor from distant parts, as he squared his broad shoulders in the chair and spoke
of wild scenes and doughty deeds; of wars and plagues and strange peoples.

“Twenty-one years of it,” said Mr. White, nodding at his wife and son. “When he went away he was a
slip of a youth in the warehouse. Now look at him.”
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“He don’t look to have taken much harm,” said Mrs. White, politely.

“I’d like to go to India myself,” said the old man, “just to look round a bit, you know.”

“Better where you are,” said the sergeant-major, shaking his head. He put down the empty glass, and
sighing softly, shook it again.

“I should like to see those old temples and fakirs and jugglers,” said the old man. “What was that you
started telling me the other day about a monkey’s paw or something, Morris?”

“Nothing,” said the soldier, hastily. “Leastways nothing worth hearing.”

“Monkey’s paw?” said Mrs. White, curiously.

“Well, it’s just a bit of what you might call magic, perhaps,” said the sergeant-major, offhandedly.

His three listeners leaned forward eagerly. The visitor absent-mindedly put his empty glass to his lips
and then set it down again. His host filled it for him.

“To look at,” said the sergeant-major, fumbling in his pocket, “it’s just an ordinary little paw, dried to a
mummy.”

He took something out of his pocket and proffered it. Mrs. White drew back with a grimace, but her son,
taking it, examined it curiously.

“And what is  there special  about it?” inquired Mr. White as he took it  from his son, and having
examined it, placed it upon the table.

“It had a spell put on it by an old fakir,” said the sergeant-major, “a very holy man. He wanted to show
that fate ruled people’s lives, and that those who interfered with it did so to their sorrow. He put a spell
on it so that three separate men could each have three wishes from it.”

His  manner  was  so  impressive  that  his  hearers  were  conscious  that  their  light  laughter  jarred
somewhat.

“Well, why don’t you have three, sir?” said Herbert White, cleverly.

The soldier regarded him in the way that middle age is wont to regard presumptuous youth. “I have,” he
said, quietly, and his blotchy face whitened.

“And did you really have the three wishes granted?” asked Mrs. White.

“I did,” said the sergeant-major, and his glass tapped against his strong teeth.

“And has anybody else wished?” persisted the old lady.

“The first man had his three wishes. Yes,” was the reply; “I don’t know what the first two were, but the
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third was for death. That’s how I got the paw.”

His tones were so grave that a hush fell upon the group.

“If you’ve had your three wishes, it’s no good to you now, then, Morris,” said the old man at last. “What
do you keep it for?”

The soldier shook his head. “Fancy, I suppose,” he said, slowly. “I did have some idea of selling it, but I
don’t think I will. It has caused enough mischief already. Besides, people won’t buy. They think it’s a
fairy tale;  some of  them, and those who do think anything of  it  want to try it  first  and pay me
afterward.”

“If you could have another three wishes,” said the old man, eyeing him keenly, “would you have them?”

“I don’t know,” said the other. “I don’t know.”

He took the paw, and dangling it between his forefinger and thumb, suddenly threw it upon the fire.
White, with a slight cry, stooped down and snatched it off.

“Better let it burn,” said the soldier, solemnly.

“If you don’t want it, Morris,” said the other, “give it to me.”

“I won’t,” said his friend, doggedly. “I threw it on the fire. If you keep it, don’t blame me for what
happens. Pitch it on the fire again like a sensible man.”

The other shook his head and examined his new possession closely. “How do you do it?” he inquired.

“Hold it  up in your right hand and wish aloud,” said the sergeant-major,  “but I  warn you of the
consequences.”

“Sounds like the Arabian Nights,” said Mrs. White, as she rose and began to set the supper. “Don’t you
think you might wish for four pairs of hands for me?”

Her husband drew the talisman from pocket, and then all three burst into laughter as the sergeant-
major, with a look of alarm on his face, caught him by the arm.

“If you must wish,” he said, gruffly, “wish for something sensible.”

Mr. White dropped it back in his pocket, and placing chairs, motioned his friend to the table. In the
business of  supper the talisman was partly forgotten, and afterward the three sat listening in an
enthralled fashion to a second instalment of the soldier’s adventures in India.

“If the tale about the monkey’s paw is not more truthful than those he has been telling us,” said
Herbert, as the door closed behind their guest, just in time for him to catch the last train, “we sha’nt
make much out of it.”
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“Did you give him anything for it, father?” inquired Mrs. White, regarding her husband closely.

“A trifle,” said he, colouring slightly. “He didn’t want it, but I made him take it. And he pressed me
again to throw it away.”

“Likely,” said Herbert, with pretended horror. “Why, we’re going to be rich, and famous and happy.
Wish to be an emperor, father, to begin with; then you can’t be henpecked.”

He darted round the table, pursued by the maligned Mrs. White armed with an antimacassar.

Mr. White took the paw from his pocket and eyed it dubiously. “I don’t know what to wish for, and that’s
a fact,” he said, slowly. “It seems to me I’ve got all I want.”

“If you only cleared the house, you’d be quite happy, wouldn’t you?” said Herbert, with his hand on his
shoulder. “Well, wish for two hundred pounds, then; that ‘ll just do it.”

His father, smiling shamefacedly at his own credulity, held up the talisman, as his son, with a solemn
face, somewhat marred by a wink at his mother, sat down at the piano and struck a few impressive
chords.

“I wish for two hundred pounds,” said the old man distinctly.

A fine crash from the piano greeted the words, interrupted by a shuddering cry from the old man. His
wife and son ran toward him.

“It moved,” he cried, with a glance of disgust at the object as it lay on the floor.

“As I wished, it twisted in my hand like a snake.”

“Well, I don’t see the money,” said his son as he picked it up and placed it on the table, “and I bet I
never shall.”

“It must have been your fancy, father,” said his wife, regarding him anxiously.

He shook his head. “Never mind, though; there’s no harm done, but it gave me a shock all the same.”

They sat down by the fire again while the two men finished their pipes. Outside, the wind was higher
than ever, and the old man started nervously at the sound of a door banging upstairs. A silence unusual
and depressing settled upon all three, which lasted until the old couple rose to retire for the night.

“I expect you’ll find the cash tied up in a big bag in the middle of your bed,” said Herbert, as he bade
them good-night, “and something horrible squatting up on top of the wardrobe watching you as you
pocket your ill-gotten gains.”

He sat alone in the darkness, gazing at the dying fire, and seeing faces in it. The last face was so
horrible and so simian that he gazed at it in amazement. It got so vivid that, with a little uneasy laugh,
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he felt on the table for a glass containing a little water to throw over it. His hand grasped the monkey’s
paw, and with a little shiver he wiped his hand on his coat and went up to bed.

 

II.

In the brightness of the wintry sun next morning as it streamed over the breakfast table he laughed at
his fears. There was an air of prosaic wholesomeness about the room which it had lacked on the
previous night, and the dirty, shrivelled little paw was pitched on the sideboard with a carelessness
which betokened no great belief in its virtues.

“I suppose all old soldiers are the same,” said Mrs. White. “The idea of our listening to such nonsense!
How could wishes be granted in these days? And if they could, how could two hundred pounds hurt you,
father?”

“Might drop on his head from the sky,” said the frivolous Herbert.

“Morris said the things happened so naturally,” said his father, “that you might if  you so wished
attribute it to coincidence.”

“Well, don’t break into the money before I come back,” said Herbert as he rose from the table. “I’m
afraid it’ll turn you into a mean, avaricious man, and we shall have to disown you.”

His mother laughed, and following him to the door, watched him down the road; and returning to the
breakfast table, was very happy at the expense of her husband’s credulity. All of which did not prevent
her from scurrying to the door at the postman’s knock, nor prevent her from referring somewhat shortly
to retired sergeant-majors of bibulous habits when she found that the post brought a tailor’s bill.

“Herbert will have some more of his funny remarks, I expect, when he comes home,” she said, as they
sat at dinner.

“I dare say,” said Mr. White, pouring himself out some beer; “but for all that, the thing moved in my
hand; that I’ll swear to.”

“You thought it did,” said the old lady soothingly.

“I say it did,” replied the other. “There was no thought about it; I had just—- What’s the matter?”

His wife made no reply. She was watching the mysterious movements of a man outside, who, peering in
an undecided fashion at the house, appeared to be trying to make up his mind to enter. In mental
connection with the two hundred pounds, she noticed that the stranger was well dressed, and wore a
silk hat of glossy newness. Three times he paused at the gate, and then walked on again. The fourth
time he stood with his hand upon it, and then with sudden resolution flung it open and walked up the
path. Mrs. White at the same moment placed her hands behind her, and hurriedly unfastening the
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strings of her apron, put that useful article of apparel beneath the cushion of her chair.

She brought the stranger, who seemed ill at ease, into the room. He gazed at her furtively, and listened
in a preoccupied fashion as the old lady apologized for the appearance of the room, and her husband’s
coat, a garment which he usually reserved for the garden. She then waited as patiently as her sex would
permit, for him to broach his business, but he was at first strangely silent.

“I—was asked to call,” he said at last, and stooped and picked a piece of cotton from his trousers. “I
come from ‘Maw and Meggins.'”

The old lady started. “Is anything the matter?” she asked, breathlessly. “Has anything happened to
Herbert? What is it? What is it?”

Her  husband  interposed.  “There,  there,  mother,”  he  said,  hastily.  “Sit  down,  and  don’t  jump to
conclusions. You’ve not brought bad news, I’m sure, sir;” and he eyed the other wistfully.

“I’m sorry—” began the visitor.

“Is he hurt?” demanded the mother, wildly.

The visitor bowed in assent. “Badly hurt,” he said, quietly, “but he is not in any pain.”

“Oh, thank God!” said the old woman, clasping her hands. “Thank God for that! Thank—”

She broke off suddenly as the sinister meaning of the assurance dawned upon her and she saw the
awful confirmation of her fears in the other’s averted face. She caught her breath, and turning to her
slower-witted husband, laid her trembling old hand upon his. There was a long silence.

“He was caught in the machinery,” said the visitor at length in a low voice.

“Caught in the machinery,” repeated Mr. White, in a dazed fashion, “yes.”

He sat staring blankly out at the window, and taking his wife’s hand between his own, pressed it as he
had been wont to do in their old courting-days nearly forty years before.

“He was the only one left to us,” he said, turning gently to the visitor. “It is hard.”

The other coughed, and rising, walked slowly to the window. “The firm wished me to convey their
sincere sympathy with you in your great loss,” he said, without looking round. “I beg that you will
understand I am only their servant and merely obeying orders.”

There was no reply; the old woman’s face was white, her eyes staring, and her breath inaudible; on the
husband’s face was a look such as his friend the sergeant might have carried into his first action.

“I was to say that ‘Maw and Meggins’ disclaim all responsibility,” continued the other. “They admit no
liability at all, but in consideration of your son’s services, they wish to present you with a certain sum as
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compensation.”

Mr. White dropped his wife’s hand, and rising to his feet, gazed with a look of horror at his visitor. His
dry lips shaped the words, “How much?”

“Two hundred pounds,” was the answer.

Unconscious of his wife’s shriek, the old man smiled faintly, put out his hands like a sightless man, and
dropped, a senseless heap, to the floor.

 

III.

In the huge new cemetery, some two miles distant, the old people buried their dead, and came back to a
house steeped in shadow and silence. It was all over so quickly that at first they could hardly realize it,
and remained in a state of expectation as though of something else to happen —something else which
was to lighten this load, too heavy for old hearts to bear.

But the days passed, and expectation gave place to resignation—the hopeless resignation of the old,
sometimes miscalled, apathy. Sometimes they hardly exchanged a word, for now they had nothing to
talk about, and their days were long to weariness.

It was about a week after that the old man, waking suddenly in the night, stretched out his hand and
found himself alone. The room was in darkness, and the sound of subdued weeping came from the
window. He raised himself in bed and listened.

“Come back,” he said, tenderly. “You will be cold.”

“It is colder for my son,” said the old woman, and wept afresh.

The sound of her sobs died away on his ears. The bed was warm, and his eyes heavy with sleep. He
dozed fitfully, and then slept until a sudden wild cry from his wife awoke him with a start.

“The paw!” she cried wildly. “The monkey’s paw!”

He started up in alarm. “Where? Where is it? What’s the matter?”

She came stumbling across the room toward him. “I want it,” she said, quietly. “You’ve not destroyed
it?”

“It’s in the parlour, on the bracket,” he replied, marvelling. “Why?”

She cried and laughed together, and bending over, kissed his cheek.

“I only just thought of it,” she said, hysterically. “Why didn’t I think of it before? Why didn’t you think of
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it?”

“Think of what?” he questioned.

“The other two wishes,” she replied, rapidly. “We’ve only had one.”

“Was not that enough?” he demanded, fiercely.

“No,” she cried, triumphantly; “we’ll have one more. Go down and get it quickly, and wish our boy alive
again.”

The man sat up in bed and flung the bedclothes from his quaking limbs. “Good God, you are mad!” he
cried, aghast.

“Get it,” she panted; “get it quickly, and wish—Oh, my boy, my boy!”

Her husband struck a match and lit the candle. “Get back to bed,” he said, unsteadily. “You don’t know
what you are saying.”

“We had the first wish granted,” said the old woman, feverishly; “why not the second?”

“A coincidence,” stammered the old man.

“Go and get it and wish,” cried his wife, quivering with excitement.

The old man turned and regarded her, and his voice shook. “He has been dead ten days, and besides
he—I would not tell you else, but—I could only recognize him by his clothing. If he was too terrible for
you to see then, how now?”

“Bring him back,” cried the old woman, and dragged him toward the door. “Do you think I fear the child
I have nursed?”

He went down in the darkness, and felt his way to the parlour, and then to the mantelpiece. The
talisman was in its place, and a horrible fear that the unspoken wish might bring his mutilated son
before him ere he could escape from the room seized upon him, and he caught his breath as he found
that he had lost the direction of the door. His brow cold with sweat, he felt his way round the table, and
groped along the wall until he found himself in the small passage with the unwholesome thing in his
hand.

Even his wife’s face seemed changed as he entered the room. It was white and expectant, and to his
fears seemed to have an unnatural look upon it. He was afraid of her.

“Wish!” she cried, in a strong voice.

“It is foolish and wicked,” he faltered.
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“Wish!” repeated his wife.

He raised his hand. “I wish my son alive again.”

The talisman fell to the floor, and he regarded it fearfully. Then he sank trembling into a chair as the old
woman, with burning eyes, walked to the window and raised the blind.

He sat until he was chilled with the cold, glancing occasionally at the figure of the old woman peering
through the window. The candle-end, which had burned below the rim of the china candlestick, was
throwing pulsating shadows on the ceiling and walls, until, with a flicker larger than the rest, it expired.
The old man, with an unspeakable sense of relief at the failure of the talisman, crept back to his bed,
and a minute or two afterward the old woman came silently and apathetically beside him.

Neither spoke, but lay silently listening to the ticking of the clock. A stair creaked, and a squeaky mouse
scurried noisily through the wall. The darkness was oppressive, and after lying for some time screwing
up his courage, he took the box of matches, and striking one, went downstairs for a candle.

At the foot of the stairs the match went out, and he paused to strike another; and at the same moment a
knock, so quiet and stealthy as to be scarcely audible, sounded on the front door.

The matches fell from his hand and spilled in the passage. He stood motionless, his breath suspended
until the knock was repeated. Then he turned and fled swiftly back to his room, and closed the door
behind him. A third knock sounded through the house.
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“What’s that?” cried the old woman.

“What’s that?” cried the old woman, starting up.

“A rat,” said the old man in shaking tones—”a rat. It passed me on the stairs.”

His wife sat up in bed listening. A loud knock resounded through the house.

“It’s Herbert!” she screamed. “It’s Herbert!”
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She ran to the door, but her husband was before her, and catching her by the arm, held her tightly.

“What are you going to do?” he whispered hoarsely.

“It’s my boy; it’s Herbert!” she cried, struggling mechanically. “I forgot it was two miles away. What are
you holding me for? Let go. I must open the door.”

“For God’s sake don’t let it in,” cried the old man, trembling.

“You’re afraid of your own son,” she cried, struggling. “Let me go. I’m coming, Herbert; I’m coming.”

There was another knock, and another. The old woman with a sudden wrench broke free and ran from
the room.  Her  husband followed to  the  landing,  and called after  her  appealingly  as  she hurried
downstairs. He heard the chain rattle back and the bottom bolt drawn slowly and stiffly from the socket.
Then the old woman’s voice, strained and panting.

“The bolt,” she cried, loudly. “Come down. I can’t reach it.”

But her husband was on his hands and knees groping wildly on the floor in search of the paw. If he
could only find it before the thing outside got in. A perfect fusillade of knocks reverberated through the
house, and he heard the scraping of a chair as his wife put it down in the passage against the door. He
heard the creaking of the bolt as it came slowly back, and at the same moment he found the monkey’s
paw, and frantically breathed his third and last wish.

The knocking ceased suddenly, although the echoes of it were still in the house. He heard the chair
drawn back, and the door opened. A cold wind rushed up the staircase,  and a long loud wail  of
disappointment and misery from his wife gave him courage to run down to her side, and then to the
gate beyond. The street lamp flickering opposite shone on a quiet and deserted road.

Librarian Note
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A YouTube element has been excluded from this version of the text. You can view it online
here: http://textbooks.whatcom.edu/engl136hoppe/?p=95

http://textbooks.whatcom.edu/engl136hoppe/?p=95#pb-interactive-content
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Narrow Valley
(1966)

RA LAFFERTY

WayBack Machine version

 

Just as in SF, the fantasy of the 1960s and 1970s were a product of their time, taking on the political
and human struggles of their day.

Librarian Note

© 1966 by R.A Lafferty; First appeared in The Magazine of Fantasy and Science Fiction, September
1966.

Additional works by R.A. Lafferty online:

The Weirdest World
The Six Fingers of Time
Aloys
Dream World
All The People

https://web.archive.org/web/20040813150700/http://www.scifi.com/scifiction/classics/classics_archive/lafferty3/lafferty31.html
https://www.gutenberg.org/ebooks/51774
https://www.gutenberg.org/ebooks/31663
https://www.gutenberg.org/ebooks/51596
https://www.gutenberg.org/ebooks/51668
https://www.gutenberg.org/ebooks/51603
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Interesting articles:

Neil Gaiman On One of His Favorite Writers, RA Lafferty

 

https://www.recaps.io/neil-gaiman-on-ra-lafferty/
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The Old Nurse’s Story
(1852)

ELIZABETH GASKELL

You know, my dears, that your mother was an orphan, and an only child; and I dare say you have heard
that your grand-father was a clergyman up in Westmoreland, where I come from. I was just a girl in the
village school, when, one day, your grandmother came in to ask the mistress if there was any scholar
there who would do for a nurse-maid; and mighty proud I was, I can tell ye, when the mistress called me
up, and spoke to my being a good girl at my needle, and a steady, honest girl, and one whose parents
were very respectable, though they might be poor I thought I should like nothing better than to serve
the pretty, young lady, who was blushing as deep as I was, as she spoke of the coming baby, and what I
should have to do with it. However, I see you don’t care so much for this part of my story, as for what
you think is to come, so I’ll tell you at once. I was engaged and settled at the parsonage before Miss
Rosamond (that was the baby, who is now your mother) was born. To be sure, I had little enough to do
with her when she came, for she was never out of her mother’s arms, and slept by her all night long;
and proud enough was I sometimes when missis trusted her to me. There never was such a baby before
or since, though you’ve all of you been fine enough in your turns; but for sweet, winning ways, you’ve
none of you come up to your mother. She took after her mother, who was a real lady born; a Miss
Furnivall, a granddaughter of Lord Furnivall’s, in Northumberland. I believe she had neither brother
nor sister, and had been brought up in my lord’s family till she had married your grandfather, who was
just a curate, son to a shopkeeper in Carlisle – but a clever, fine gentleman as ever was – and one who
was a right-down hard worker in his parish, which was very wide, and scattered all abroad over the
Westmoreland Fells. When your mother, little Miss Rosamond, was about four or five years old, both her
parents died in a fortnight – one after the other. Ah! that was a sad time. My pretty young mistress and
me was looking for another baby, when my master came home from one of his long rides, wet, and
tired, and took the fever he died of; and then she never held up her head again, but lived just to see her
dead baby, and have it laid on her breast before she sighed away her life. My mistress had asked me, on
her death-bed, never to leave Miss Rosamond; but if she had never spoken a word, I would have gone
with the little child to the end of the world.

The next thing, and before we had well stilled our sobs, the executors and guardians came to settle the
affairs. They were my poor young mistress’s own cousin, Lord Furnivall, and Mr Esthwaite, my master’s
brother, a shopkeeper in Manchester; not so well to do then, as he was afterwards, and with a large
family rising about him. Well! I don’t know if it were their settling, or because of a letter my mistress
wrote on her death-bed to her cousin, my lord; but somehow it was settled that Miss Rosamond and me
were to go to Furnivall Manor House, in Northumberland, and my lord spoke as if it had been her
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mother’s wish that she should live with his family, and as if he had no objections, for that one or two
more or less could make no difference in so grand a household. So, though that was not the way in
which I should have wished the coming of my bright and pretty pet to have been looked at – who was
like a sunbeam in any family, be it never so grand – I was well pleased that all the folks in the Dale
should stare and admire, when they heard I was going to be young lady’s maid at my Lord Furnivall’s at
Furnivall Manor.

But I made a mistake in thinking we were to go and live where my lord did. It turned out that the family
had left Furnivall Manor House fifty years or more. I could not hear that my poor young mistress had
ever been there, though she had been brought up in the family; and I was sorry for that, for I should
have liked Miss Rosamond’s youth to have passed where her mother’s had been.

My lord’s gentleman, from whom I asked as many questions as I durst, said that the Manor House was
at the foot of the Cumberland Fells, and a very grand place; that an old Miss Furnivall, a great-aunt of
my lord’s, lived there, with only a few servants; but that it was a very healthy place, and my lord had
thought that it would suit Miss Rosamond very well for a few years, and that her being there might
perhaps amuse his old aunt.

I was bidden by my lord to have Miss Rosamond’s things ready by a certain day. He was a stern proud
man, as they say all the Lords Furnivall were; and he never spoke a word more than was necessary.
Folk did say he had loved my young mistress; but that, because she knew that his father would object,
she would never listen to him, and married Esthwaite; but I don’t know. He never married at any rate.
But he never took much notice of Miss Rosamond; which I thought he might have done if he had cared
for her dead mother. He sent his gentleman with us to the Manor House, telling him to join him at
Newcastle that same evening; so there was no great length of time for him to make us known to all the
strangers before he, too, shook us off; and we were left, two lonely young things (I was not eighteen), in
the great old Manor House. It seems like yesterday that we drove there. We had left our own dear
parsonage very early, and we had both cried as if our hearts would break, though we were travelling in
my lord’s carriage, which I thought so much of once. And now it was long past noon on a September
day, and we stopped to change horses for the last time at a little, smoky town, all full of colliers and
miners. Miss Rosamond had fallen asleep, but Mr Henry told me to waken her, that she might see the
park and the Manor House as we drove up. I thought it rather a pity; but I did what he bade me, for fear
he should complain of me to my lord. We had left all signs of a town, or even a village, and were then
inside the gates of a large, wild park – not like the parks here in the south, but with rocks, and the noise
of running water, and gnarled thorn-trees, and old oaks, all white and peeled with age.

The road went up about two miles, and then we saw a great and stately house, with many trees close
around it, so close that in some places their branches dragged against the walls when the wind blew;
and some hung broken down; for no one seemed to take much charge of the place; – to lop the wood, or
to keep the moss-covered carriage-way in order. Only in front of the house all was clear. The great oval
drive was without a weed; and neither tree nor creeper was allowed to grow over the long, many-
windowed front; at both sides of which a wing projected, which were each the ends of other side fronts;
for the house, although it was so desolate, was even grander than I expected. Behind it rose the Fells,
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which seemed unenclosed and bare enough; and on the left hand of the house, as you stood facing it,
was a little, old-fashioned flower-garden, as I found out afterwards. A door opened out upon it from the
west front; it  had been scooped out of the thick dark wood for some old Lady Furnivall;  but the
branches of the great forest trees had grown and overshadowed it again, and there were very few
flowers that would live there at that time.
When we drove up to the great front entrance, and went into the hall I thought we should be lost – it
was so large, and vast, and grand. There was a chandelier all of bronze, hung down from the middle of
the ceiling; and I had never seen one before, and looked at it all in amaze. Then, at one end of the hall,
was a great fireplace, as large as the sides of the houses in my country, with massy andirons and dogs
to hold the wood; and by it were heavy, old-fashioned sofas. At the opposite end of the hall, to the left as
you went in – on the western side – was an organ built into the wall, and so large that it filled up the
best part of that end. Beyond it, on the same side, was a door; and opposite, on each side of the fire-
place, were also doors leading to the east front; but those I never went through as long as I stayed in
the house, so I can’t tell you what lay beyond.

The afternoon was closing in and the hall, which had no fire lighted in it, looked dark and gloomy, but
we did not stay there a moment. The old servant, who had opened the door for us bowed to Mr Henry,
and took us in through the door at the further side of the great organ, and led us through several
smaller halls and passages into the west drawing-room, where he said that Miss Furnivall was sitting.
Poor little Miss Rosamond held very tight to me, as if she were scared and lost in that great place, and
as for myself, I was not much better. The west drawing-room was very cheerful-looking, with a warm
fire in it, and plenty of good, comfortable furniture about. Miss Furnivall was an old lady not far from
eighty, I should think, but I do not know. She was thin and tall, and had a face as full of fine wrinkles as
if they had been drawn all over it with a needle’s point. Her eyes were very watchful to make up, I
suppose, for her being so deaf as to be obliged to use a trumpet. Sitting with her, working at the same
great piece of tapestry, was Mrs Stark, her maid and companion, and almost as old as she was. She had
lived with Miss Furnivall ever since they both were young, and now she seemed more like a friend than
a servant; she looked so cold, and grey, and stony, as if she had never loved or cared for any one; and I
don’t suppose she did care for any one, except her mistress; and, owing to the great deafness of the
latter, Mrs Stark treated her very much as if she were a child. Mr Henry gave some message from my
lord, and then he bowed good-bye to us all, – taking no notice of my sweet little Miss Rosamond’s
outstretched hand – and left us standing there, being looked at by the two old ladies through their
spectacles.

I was right glad when they rung for the old footman who had shown us in at first, and told him to take
us to our rooms. So we went out of that great drawing-room, and into another sitting-room, and out of
that, and then up a great flight of stairs, and along a broad gallery – which was something like a library,
having books all down one side, and windows and writing-tables all down the other – till we came to our
rooms, which I was not sorry to hear were just over the kitchens; for I began to think I should be lost in
that wilderness of a house. There was an old nursery, that had been used for all the little lords and
ladies long ago, with a pleasant fire burning in the grate, and the kettle boiling on the bob, and tea
things spread out on the table; and out of that room was the night-nursery, with a little crib for Miss
Rosamond close to my bed. And old James called up Dorothy, his wife, to bid us welcome; and both he
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and she were so hospitable and kind, that by and by Miss Rosamond and me felt quite at home; and by
the time tea was over, she was sitting on Dorothy’s knee, and chattering away as fast as her little
tongue could go. I soon found out that Dorothy was from Westmoreland, and that bound her and me
together, as it were; and I would never wish to meet with kinder people than were old James and his
wife. James had lived pretty nearly all his life in my lord’s family, and thought there was no one so
grand as they. He even looked down a little on his wife; because, till he had married her, she had never
lived in any but a farmer’s household. But he was very fond of her, as well he might be. They had one
servant under them, to do all the rough work. Agnes they called her; and she and me, and James and
Dorothy, with Miss Furnivall and Mrs Stark, made up the family; always remembering my sweet little
Miss Rosamond! I used to wonder what they had done before she came, they thought so much of her
now. Kitchen and drawing-room, it was all the same. The hard, sad Miss Furnivall, and the cold Mrs
Stark, looked pleased when she came fluttering in like a bird, playing and pranking hither and thither,
with a continual murmur, and pretty prattle of gladness. I am sure, they were sorry many a time when
she flitted away into the kitchen, though they were too proud to ask her to stay with them, and were a
little surprised at her taste; though to be sure, as Mrs Stark said, it was not to be wondered at,
remembering what stock her father had come of. The great, old rambling house was a famous place for
little Miss Rosamond. She made expeditions all over it, with me at her heels; all, except the east wing,
which was never opened, and whither we never thought of going. But in the western and northern part
was many a pleasant room; full of things that were curiosities to us, though they might not have been to
people who had seen more. The windows were darkened by the sweeping boughs of the trees, and the
ivy which had overgrown them: but, in the green gloom, we could manage to see old China jars and
carved ivory boxes, and great, heavy books, and, above all, the old pictures!

Once, I remember, my darling would have Dorothy go with us to tell us who they all were; for they were
all portraits of some of my lord’s family, though Dorothy could not tell us the names of every one. We
had gone through most of the rooms, when we came to the old state drawing-room over the hall, and
there was a picture of Miss Furnivall; or, as she was called in those days, Miss Grace, for she was the
younger sister. Such a beauty she must have been! but with such a set, proud look, and such scorn
looking out of her handsome eyes, with her eyebrows just a little raised, as if she wondered how any
one could have the impertinence to look at her; and her lip curled at us, as we stood there gazing. She
had a dress on, the like of which I had never seen before, but it was all the fashion when she was young:
a hat of some soft, white stuff like beaver, pulled a little over her brows, and a beautiful plume of
feathers sweeping round it on one side; and her gown of blue satin was open in front to a quilted, white
stomacher.

‘Well, to be sure!’ said I, when I had gazed my fill. ‘Flesh is grass, they do say; but who would have
thought that Miss Furnivall had been such an out-and-out beauty, to see her now?’

‘Yes,’ said Dorothy. ‘Folks change sadly. But if what my master’s father used to say was true, Miss
Furnivall, the elder sister, was handsomer than Miss Grace. Her picture is here somewhere; but, if I
show it you, you must never let on, even to James, that you have seen it. Can the little lady hold her
tongue, think you?’ asked she.
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I was not so sure, for she was such a little, sweet, bold, open-spoken child, so I set her to hide herself;
and then I helped Dorothy to turn a great picture, that leaned with its face towards the wall, and was
not hung up as the others were. To be sure, it beat Miss Grace for beauty; and, I think, for scornful
pride, too, though in that matter it might be hard to choose. I could have looked at it an hour, but
Dorothy seemed half frightened at having shown it to me, and hurried it back again, and bade me run
and find Miss Rosamond, for that there were some ugly places about the house, where she should like ill
for the child to go. I was a brave, high-spirited girl, and thought little of what the old woman said, for I
liked hide-and-seek as well as any child in the parish; so off I ran to find my little one.

As winter drew on, and the days grew shorter, I was sometimes almost certain that I heard a noise as if
some one was playing on the great organ in the hall. I did not hear it every evening; but, certainly, I did
very often; usually when I was sitting with Miss Rosamond, after I had put her to bed, and keeping quite
still and silent in the bed-room. Then I used to hear it booming and swelling away in the distance. The
first night, when I went down to my supper, I asked Dorothy who had been playing music, and James
said very shortly that I was a gowk to take the wind soughing among the trees for music: but I saw
Dorothy look at him very fearfully, and Agnes, the kitchen-maid, said something beneath her breath,
and went quite white. I saw they did not like my question, so I held my peace till I was with Dorothy
alone, when I knew I could get a good deal out of her. So, the next day, I watched my time, and I coaxed
and asked her who it was that played the organ; for I knew that it was the organ and not the wind well
enough, for all I had kept silence before James. But Dorothy had had her lesson I’ll warrant, and never a
word could I get from her. So then I tried Agnes, though I had always held my head rather above her, as
I was even to James and Dorothy, and she was little better than their servant. So she said I must never,
never tell; and if I ever told, I was never to say she had told me; but it was a very strange noise, and she
had heard it many a time, but most of all on winter nights, and before storms; and folks did say, it was
the old lord playing on the great organ in the hall, just as he used to do when he was alive; but who the
old lord was, or why he played, and why he played on stormy winter evenings in particular, she either
could not or would not tell me. Well! I told you I had a brave heart; and I thought it was rather pleasant
to have that grand music rolling about the house, let who would be the player; for now it rose above the
great gusts of wind, and wailed and triumphed just like a living creature, and then it fell to a softness
most complete; only it was always music, and tunes, so it was nonsense to call it the wind I thought at
first, that it might be Miss Furnivall who played, unknown to Agnes; but, one day when I was in the hall
by myself, I opened the organ and peeped all about it and around it, as I had done to the organ in
Crosthwaite Church once before, and I saw it was all broken and destroyed inside, though it looked so
brave and fine; and then, though it was noon-day, my flesh began to creep a little, and I shut it up, and
run away pretty quickly to my own bright nursery; and I did not like hearing the music for some time
after that, any more than James and Dorothy did. All this time Miss Rosamond was making herself more
and more beloved. The old ladies liked her to dine with them at their early dinner; James stood behind
Miss Furnivall’s chair, and I behind Miss Rosamond’s all in state; and, after dinner, she would play
about in a corner of the great drawing-room, as still as any mouse, while Miss Furnivall slept, and I had
my dinner in the kitchen. But she was glad enough to come to me in the nursery afterwards; for, as she
said, Miss Furnivall was so sad, and Mrs Stark so dull; but she and I were merry enough; and, by-and-
by, I got not to care for that weird rolling music, which did one no harm, if we did not know where it
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came from.
That winter was very cold. In the middle of October the frosts began, and lasted many, many weeks. I
remember, one day at dinner, Miss Furnivall lifted up her sad, heavy eyes, and said to Mrs Stark, ‘I am
afraid we shall have a terrible winter,’ in a strange kind of meaning way. But Mrs Stark pretended not
to hear, and talked very loud of something else. My little lady and I did not care for the frost; not we! As
long as it was dry we climbed up the steep brows, behind the house, and went up on the Fells, which
were bleak, and bare enough, and there we ran races in the fresh, sharp air; and once we came down by
a new path that took us past the two old, gnarled holly-trees, which grew about half-way down by the
east side of the house. But the days grew shorter, and shorter; and the old lord, if it was he, played
away more, and more stormily and sadly on the great organ. One Sunday afternoon, – it must have been
towards the end of November – I asked Dorothy to take charge of little Missey when she came out of the
drawing-room, after Miss Furnivall had had her nap; for it was too cold to take her with me to church,
and yet I wanted to go. And Dorothy was glad enough to promise, and was so fond of the child that all
seemed well; and Agnes and I set off very briskly, though the sky hung heavy and black over the white
earth, as if the night had never fully gone away; and the air, though still, was very biting and keen.

‘We shall have a fall of snow,’ said Agnes to me. And sure enough, even while we were in church, it
came down thick, in great, large flakes, so thick it  almost darkened the windows. It had stopped
snowing before we came out, but it lay soft, thick and deep beneath our feet, as we tramped home.
Before we got to the hall the moon rose, and I think it was lighter then, – what with the moon, and what
with the white dazzling snow – than it had been when we went to church, between two and three
o’clock. I have not told you that Miss Furnivall and Mrs Stark never went to church: they used to read
the prayers together, in their quiet, gloomy way; they seemed to feel the Sunday very long without their
tapestry-work to be busy at. So when I went to Dorothy in the kitchen, to fetch Miss Rosamond and take
her up-stairs with me, I did not much wonder when the old woman told me that the ladies had kept the
child with them, and that she had never come to the kitchen, as I had bidden her, when she was tired of
behaving pretty in the drawing-room. So I took off my things and went to find her, and bring her to her
supper in the nursery. But when I went into the best drawing-room, there sate the two old ladies, very
still and quiet, dropping out a word now and then, but looking as if nothing so bright and merry as Miss
Rosamond had ever been near them. Still I thought she might be hiding from me; it was one of her
pretty ways; and that she had persuaded them to look as if they knew nothing about her; so I went softly
peeping under this sofa, and behind that chair, making believe I was sadly frightened at not finding her.

‘What’s the matter, Hester?’ said Mrs Stark sharply. I don’t know if Miss Furnivall had seen me, for, as I
told you, she was very deaf, and she sate quite still, idly staring into the fire, with her hopeless face.
‘I’m only looking for my little Rosy-Posy,’ replied I, still thinking that the child was there, and near me,
though I could not see her.

‘Miss Rosamond is not here,’ said Mrs Stark. ‘She went away more than an hour ago to find Dorothy.’
And she too turned and went on looking into the fire.

My heart sank at this, and I began to wish I had never left my darling. I went back to Dorothy and told
her. James was gone out for the day, but she and me and Agnes took lights and went up into the nursery
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first, and then we roamed over the great large house, calling and entreating Miss Rosamond to come
out of her hiding place, and not frighten us to death in that way. But there was no answer; no sound.

‘Oh!’ said I at last. ‘Can she have got into the east wing and hidden there?’

But Dorothy said it was not possible, for that she herself had never been in there; that the doors were
always locked, and my lord’s steward had the keys, she believed; at any rate, neither she nor James had
ever seen them: so, I said I would go back, and see if, after all, she was not hidden in the drawing-room,
unknown to the old ladies; and if I found her there, I said, I would whip her well for the fright she had
given me; but I never meant to do it. Well, I went back to the west drawing-room, and I told Mrs Stark
we could not find her anywhere, and asked for leave to look all about the furniture there, for I thought
now, that she might have fallen asleep in some warm, hidden corner; but no! we looked, Miss Furnivall
got up and looked, trembling all over, and she was no where there; then we set off again, every one in
the house, and looked in all  the places we had searched before, but we could not find her. Miss
Furnivall shivered and shook so much, that Mrs Stark took her back into the warm drawing-room; but
not before they had made me promise to bring her to them when she was found. Well-a-day! I began to
think she never would be found, when I bethought me to look out into the great front court, all covered
with snow. I was up-stairs when I looked out; but, it was such dear moonlight, I could see quite plain
two little footprints, which might be traced from the hall door, and round the corner of the east wing. I
don’t know how I got down, but I tugged open the great, stiff hall door; and, throwing the skirt of my
gown over head for a cloak, I ran out. I turned the east corner, and there a black shadow fell on the
snow; but when I came again into the moonlight, there were the little footmarks going up – up to the
Fells. It was bitter cold; so cold that the air almost took the skin off my face as I ran, but I ran on, crying
to think how my poor little darling must be perished, and frightened. I was within sight of the holly-
trees, when I saw a shepherd coming down the hill, bearing something in his arms wrapped in his
maud. He shouted to me, and asked me if I had lost a bairn; and, when I could not speak for crying, he
bore towards me, and I saw my wee bairnie lying still, and white, and stiff, in his arms, as if she had
been dead. He told me he had been up the Fells to gather in his sheep, before the deep cold of night
came on, and that under the holly-trees (black marks on the hill-side, where no other bush was for miles
around) he had found my little lady – my lamb – my queen – my darling – stiff, and cold, in the terrible
sleep which is frost-begotten. Oh! the joy, and the tears, of having her in my arms once again! for I
would not let him carry her; but took her, maud and all, into my own arms, and held her near my own
warm neck, and heart, and felt the life stealing slowly back again into her little, gentle limbs. But she
was still insensible when we reached the hall, and I had no breath for speech. We went in by the kitchen
door.

‘Bring the warming-pan,’ said I; and I carried her up-stairs and began undressing her by the nursery
fire, which Agnes had kept up. I called my little lammie all the sweet and playful names I could think of,
– even while my eyes were blinded by my tears; and at last, oh! at length she opened her large, blue
eyes. Then I put her into her warm bed, and sent Dorothy down to tell Miss Furnivall that all was well;
and I made up my mind to sit by my darling’s bedside the live-long night. She fell away into a soft sleep
as soon as her pretty head had touched the pillow, and I watched by her till morning light; when she
wakened up bright and clear – or so I thought at first – and, my dears, so I think now.
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She said, that she had fancied that she should like to go to Dorothy, for that both the old ladies were
asleep, and it was very dull in the drawing-room; and that, as she was going through the west lobby, she
saw the snow through the high window falling – falling – soft and steady; but she wanted to see it lying
pretty and white on the ground; so she made her way into the great hall; and then, going to the window,
she saw it bright and soft upon the drive; but while she stood there, she saw a little girl, not as old as
she was, ‘but so pretty,’ said my darling, ‘and this little girl beckoned to me to come out; and oh, she
was so pretty and so sweet, I could not choose but go.’ And then this other little girl had taken her by
the hand, and side by side the two had gone round the east corner.

‘Now, you are a naughty little girl, and telling stories,’ said I. ‘What would your good mamma, that is in
heaven, and never told a story in her life, say to her little Rosamond, if she heard her – and I dare say
she does – telling stories!’

‘Indeed, Hester,’ sobbed out my child, ‘I’m telling you true. Indeed I am.’

‘Don’t tell me!’ said I, very stern. ‘I tracked you by your foot-marks through the snow; there were only
yours to be seen: and if you had had a little girl to go hand-in-hand with you up the hill, don’t you think
the foot-prints would have gone along with yours?’

‘I can’t help it, dear, dear Hester,’ said she, crying, ‘if they did not; I never looked at her feet, but she
held my hand fast and tight in her little one, and it was very, very cold. She took me up the Fell-path, up
to the holly trees; and there I saw a lady weeping and crying; but when she saw me, she hushed her
weeping, and smiled very proud and grand, and took me on her knee, and began to lull me to sleep; and
that’s all, Hester – but that is true; and my dear mamma knows it is,’ said she, crying. So I thought the
child was in a fever, and pretended to believe her, as she went over her story – over and over again, and
always the same. At last Dorothy knocked at the door with Miss Rosamond’s breakfast; and she told me
the old ladies were down in the eating parlour, and that they wanted to speak to me. They had both
been into the night-nursery the evening before, but it was after Miss Rosamond was asleep; so they had
only looked at her – not asked me any questions.

‘I shall catch it,’ thought I to myself, as I went along the north gallery. ‘And yet,’ I thought, taking
courage, ‘it was in their charge I left her; and it’s they that’s to blame for letting her steal away
unknown and unwatched.’ So I went in boldly, and told my story. I told it all to Miss Furnivall, shouting
it close to her ear; but when I came to the mention of the other little girl out in the snow, coaxing and
tempting her out, and her up to the grand and beautiful lady by the holly-tree, she threw her arms up –
her old and withered arms – and cried aloud, ‘Oh! Heaven, forgive! Have mercy!’

Mrs Stark took hold of her; roughly enough, I thought; but she was past Mrs Stark’s management, and
spoke to me, in a kind of wild warning and authority.

‘Hester! keep her from that child! It will lure her to her death! That evil child! Tell her it is a wicked,
naughty child’ Then, Mrs Stark hurried me out of the room; where, indeed, I was glad enough to go; but
Miss Furnivall kept shrieking out, ‘Oh! have mercy! Wilt Thou never forgive! It is many a long year ago
– ‘
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I was very uneasy in my mind after that. I durst never leave Miss Rosamond, night or day, for fear lest
she might slip off again, after some fancy or other; and all the more, because I thought I could make out
that Miss Furnivall was crazy, from their odd ways about her; and I was afraid lest something of the
same kind (which might be in the family, you know) hung over my darling. And the great frost never
ceased all this time; and, whenever it was a more stormy night than usual, between the gusts, and
through the wind, we heard the old lord playing on the great organ. But, old lord, or not, wherever Miss
Rosamond went, there I followed; for my love for her, pretty, helpless orphan, was stronger than my
fear for the grand and terrible sound. Besides, it rested with me to keep her cheerful and merry, as
beseemed her age. So we played together, and wandered together, here and there, and everywhere; for
I never dared to lose sight of her again in that large and rambling house. And so it happened, that one
afternoon, not long before Christmas day, we were playing together on the billiard-table in the great
hall (not that we knew the right way of playing, but she liked to roll the smooth ivory balls with her
pretty hands, and I liked to do whatever she did); and, by-and-by, without our noticing it, it grew dusk
indoors, though it was still light in the open air, and I was thinking of taking her back into the nursery,
when, all of sudden, she cried out, –

‘Look, Hester! look! there is my poor little girl out in the snow!’

I turned towards the long, narrow windows, and there, sure enough, I saw a little girl, less than my Miss
Rosamond dressed all unfit to be out-of-doors such a bitter night – crying, and beating against the
window-panes, as if she wanted to be let in. She seemed to sob and wail, till Miss Rosamond could bear
it no longer, and was flying to the door to open it, when, all of a sudden, and close upon us, the great
organ pealed  out  so  loud and thundering,  it  fairly  made me tremble;  and all  the  more,  when I
remembered me that, even in the stillness of that dead-cold weather, I had heard no sound of little
battering hands upon the window-glass, although the Phantom Child had seemed to put forth all its
force; and, although I had seen it wail and cry, no faintest touch of sound had fallen upon my ears.
Whether I remembered all this at the very moment, I do not know; the great organ sound had so
stunned me into terror; but this I know, I caught up Miss Rosamond before she got the hall-door
opened, and clutched her, and carried her away, kicking and screaming, into the large, bright kitchen,
where Dorothy and Agnes were busy with their mince-pies.

What is the matter with my sweet one?’ cried Dorothy, as I bore in Miss Rosamond, who was sobbing as
if her heart would break.

‘She won’t let me open the door for my little girl to come in; and she’ll die if she is out on the Fells all
night. Cruel, naughty Hester,’ she said, slapping me; but she might have struck harder, for I had seen a
look of ghastly terror on Dorothy’s face, which made my very blood run cold.

‘Shut the back kitchen door fast, and bolt it well,’ said she to Agnes. She said no more; she gave me
raisins and almonds to quiet Miss Rosamond: but she sobbed about the little girl in the snow, and would
not touch any of the good things. I was thankful when she cried herself to sleep in bed. Then I stole
down to the kitchen, and told Dorothy I had made up my mind I would carry my darling back to my
father’s  house in  Applethwaite;  where,  if  we lived humbly,  we lived at  peace.  I  said I  had been
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frightened enough with the old lord’s organ-playing; but now that I had seen for myself this little,
moaning child, all decked out as no child in the neighbourhood could be, beating and battering to get in,
yet always without any sound or noise – with the dark wound on its right shoulder; and that Miss
Rosamond had known it again for the phantom that had nearly lured her to her death (which Dorothy
knew was true); I would stand it no longer.

I saw Dorothy change colour once or twice. When I had done, she told me she did not think I could take
Miss Rosamond with me, for that she was my lord’s ward, and I had no right over her; and she asked
me, would I leave the child that I was so fond of, just for sounds and sights that could do me no harm;
and that they had all had to get used to in their turns? I was all in a hot, trembling passion; and I said it
was very well for her to talk, that knew what these sights and noises betokened, and that had, perhaps,
had something to do with the Spectre-Child while it was alive. And I taunted her so, that she told me all
she knew, at last; and then I wished I had never been told, for it only made me more afraid than ever.

She said she had heard the tale from old neighbours, that were alive when she was first married; when
folks used to come to the hall sometimes, before it had got such a bad name on the country side: it
might not be true, or it might, what she had been told.

The old lord was Miss Furnivall’s father – Miss Grace, as Dorothy called her, for Miss Maude was the
elder, and Miss Furnivall by rights. The old lord was eaten up with pride. Such a proud man was never
seen or heard of; and his daughters were like him. No one was good enough to wed them, although they
had choice enough; for they were the great beauties of their day, as I had seen by their portraits, where
they hung in the state drawing-room. But, as the old saying is, ‘Pride will have a fall’; and these two
haughty beauties fell in love with the same man, and he no better than a foreign musician, whom their
father had down from London to play music with him at the Manor House. For, above all things, next to
his pride, the old lord loved music. He could play on nearly every instrument that ever was heard of:
and it was a strange thing it did not soften him; but he was a fierce, dour, old man, and had broken his
poor wife’s heart with his cruelty, they said. He was mad after music, and would pay any money for it.
So he got this foreigner to come; who made such beautiful music, that they said the very birds on the
trees stopped their singing to listen. And, by degrees, this foreign gentleman got such a hold over the
old lord, that nothing would serve him but that he must come every year; and it was he that had the
great organ brought from Holland, and built up in the hall, where it stood now. He taught the old lord to
play on it; but many and many a time, when Lord Furnivall was thinking of nothing but his fine organ,
and his finer music, the dark foreigner was walking abroad in the woods with one of the young ladies;
now Miss Maude, and then Miss Grace.

Miss Maude won the day and carried off the prize, such as it was; and he and she were married, all
unknown to any one; and before he made his next yearly visit, she had been confined of a little girl at a
farm-house on the Moors, while her father and Miss Grace thought she was away at Doncaster Races.
But though she was a wife and a mother, she was not a bit softened, but as haughty and as passionate
as ever; and perhaps more so for she was jealous of Miss Grace, to whom her foreign husband paid a
deal of court – by way of blinding her – as he told his wife. But Miss Grace triumphed over Miss Maude,
and Miss Maude grew fiercer and fiercer, both with her husband and with her sister; and the former
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who could easily shake off what was disagreeable, and hide himself in foreign countries – went away a
month before his usual time that summer, and half-threatened that he would never come back again.
Meanwhile, the little girl was left at the farm-house, and her mother used to have her horse saddled and
gallop wildly over the hills to see her once every week, at the very least – for where she loved, she
loved; and where she hated, she hated. And the old lord went on playing – playing on his organ; and the
servants thought the sweet music he made had soothed down his awful temper, of which (Dorothy said)
some terrible tales could be told. He grew infirm too, and had to walk with a crutch; and his son – that
was the present Lord Furnivall’s father – was with the army in America, and the other son at sea; so
Miss Maude had it pretty much her own way, and she and Miss Grace grew colder and bitterer to each
other every day; till at last they hardly ever spoke, except when the old lord was by. The foreign
musician came again the next summer, but it was for the last time; for they led him such a life with their
jealousy and their passions, that he grew weary, and went away, and never was heard of again. And
Miss Maude, who had always meant to have her marriage acknowledged when her father should be
dead, was left now a deserted wife – whom nobody knew to have been married – with a child that she
dared not own, although she loved it to distraction; living with a father whom she feared, and a sister
whom she hated. When the next summer passed over and the dark foreigner never came, both Miss
Maude and Miss Grace grew gloomy and sad; they had a haggard look about them, though they looked
handsome as ever. But by-and-by Miss Maude brightened; for her father grew more and more infirm,
and more than ever carried away by his music; and she and Miss Grace lived almost entirely apart,
having separate rooms, the one on the west side, Miss Maude on the east – those very rooms which
were now shut up. So she thought she might have her little girl with her, and no one need ever know
except those who dared not speak about it, and were bound to believe that it was, as she said, a
cottager’s child she had taken a fancy to. All this Dorothy said, was pretty well known; but what came
afterwards no one knew, except Miss Grace, and Mrs Stark, who was even then her maid, and much
more of a friend to her than ever her sister had been. But the servants supposed, from words that were
dropped, that Miss Maude had triumphed over Miss Grace, and told her that all the time the dark
foreigner had been mocking her with pretended love – he was her own husband; the colour left Miss
Grace’s cheek and lips that very day for ever, and she was heard to say many a time that sooner or later
she would have her revenge; and Mrs Stark was for ever spying about the east rooms.

One fearful night, just after the New Year had come in, when the snow was lying thick and deep, and
the flakes were still falling – fast enough to blind any one who might be out and abroad – there was a
great and violent noise heard, and the old lord’s voice above all, cursing and swearing awfully, – and the
cries of a little child, – and the proud defiance of a fierce woman, – and the sound of a blow, – and a
dead stillness, – and moans and wailing’s dying away on the hill-side! Then the old lord summoned all
his  servants,  and told them, with terrible  oaths,  and words more terrible,  that  his  daughter  had
disgraced herself, and that he had turned her out of doors, – her, and her child, – and that if ever they
gave her help, – or food, – or shelter, – he prayed that they might never enter Heaven. And, all the
while, Miss Grace stood by him, white and still as any stone; and when he had ended she heaved a great
sigh, as much as to say her work was done, and her end was accomplished. But the old lord never
touched his organ again, and died within the year; and no wonder! for, on the morrow of that wild and
fearful  night,  the shepherds,  coming down the Fell-side,  found Miss Maude sitting,  all  crazy and
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smiling, under the holly-trees,nursing a dead child, – with a terrible mark on its right shoulder. ‘But that
was not what killed it,’ said; ‘it was the frost and the cold; – every wild creature was in its hole, and
every beast in its fold, – while the child and its mother were turned out to wander on the Fells! And now
you know all! and I wonder if you are less frightened now?’

I was more frightened than ever; but I said I was not. I wished Miss Rosamond and myself well out of
that dreadful house for ever; but I would not leave her, and I dared not take her away. But oh! how I
watched her, and guarded her! We bolted the doors, and shut the window-shutters fast, an hour or more
before dark, rather than leave them open five minutes too late. But my little lady still heard the weird
child crying and mourning; and not all we could do or say, could keep her from wanting to go to her,
and let her in from the cruel wind and the snow. All this time, I kept away from Miss Furnivall and Mrs
Stark, as much as ever I could; for I feared them – I knew no good could be about them, with their grey
hard faces, and their dreamy eyes, looking back into the ghastly years that were gone. But, even in my
fear, I had a kind of pity – for Miss Furnivall, at least. Those gone down to the pit can hardly have a
more hopeless look than that which was ever on her face. At last I even got so sorry for her – who never
said a word but what was quite forced from her – that I prayed for her; and I taught Miss Rosamond to
pray for one who had done a deadly sin; but often when she came to those words, she would listen, and
start up from her knees, and say, ‘I hear my little girl plaining and crying very sad – Oh! let her in, or
she will die!’

One night – just after New Year’s Day had come at last, and the long winter had taken a turn, as I hoped
– I heard the west drawing-room bell ring three times, which was the signal for me. I would not leave
Miss Rosamond alone, for all she was asleep – for the old lord had been playing wilder than ever – and I
feared lest my darling should waken to hear the spectre child; see her I knew she could not. I had
fastened the windows too well for that. So, I took her out of her bed and wrapped her up in such outer
clothes as were most handy, and carried her down to the drawing-room, where the old ladies sate at
their tapestry work as usual. They looked up when I came in, and Mrs Stark asked, quite astounded,
‘Why did I bring Miss Rosamond there, out of her warm bed?’ I had begun to whisper, ‘Because I was
afraid of her being tempted out while I was away, by the wild child in the snow,’ when she stopped me
short (with a glance at Miss Furnivall), and said Miss Furnivall wanted me to undo some work she had
done wrong, and which neither of them could see to unpick. So, I laid my pretty dear on the sofa, and
sate down on a stool by them, and hardened my heart against them, as I heard the wind rising and
howling.

Miss Rosamond slept on sound, for all the wind blew so; and Miss Furnivall said never a word, nor
looked round when the gusts shook the windows. All at once she started up to her full height, and put
up one hand, as if to bid us listen.

‘I hear voices!’ said she. ‘I hear terrible screams – I hear my father’s voice!’

Just at that moment, my darling wakened with a sudden start: ‘My little girl is crying, oh, how she is
crying!’ and she tried to get up and go to her, but she got her feet entangled in the blanket, and I
caught her up; for my flesh had begun to creep at these noises, which they heard while we could catch
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no sound. In a minute or two the noises came, and gathered fast, and filled our ears; we, too, heard
voices and screams, and no longer heard the winter’s wind that raged abroad. Mrs Stark looked at me,
and I at her, but we dared not speak. Suddenly Miss Furnivall went towards the door, out into the ante-
room, through the west lobby, and opened the door into the great hall. Mrs Stark followed, and I durst
not be left, though my heart almost stopped beating for fear. I wrapped my darling tight in my arms,
and went out with them. In the hall the screams were louder than ever; they sounded to come from the
east wing – nearer and nearer – close on the other side of the locked-up doors – close behind them. Then
I noticed that the great bronze chandelier seemed all alight, though the hall was dim, and that a fire
was blazing in the vast hearth-place, though it gave no heat; and I shuddered up with terror, and folded
my darling closer to me. But as I did so, the east door shook, and she, suddenly struggling to get free
from me, cried, ‘Hester! I must go! My little girl is there; I hear her; she is coming! Hester, I must go!’

I held her tight with all my strength; with a set will, I held her. If I had died, my hands would have
grasped her still, I was so resolved in my mind. Miss Furnivall stood listening, and paid no regard to my
darling, who had got down to the ground, and whom I, upon my knees now, was holding with both my
arms clasped round her neck; she still striving and crying to get free.

All at once, the east door gave way with a thundering crash, as if torn open in a violent passion, and
there came into that broad and mysterious light, the figure of a tall, old man, with grey hair and
gleaming eyes.  He drove before him,  with many a relentless  gesture of  abhorrence,  a  stern and
beautiful woman, with a little child clinging to her dress.

‘Oh Hester! Hester!’ cried Miss Rosamond. ‘It’s the lady! the lady below the holly-trees; and my little
girl is with her. Hester! Hester! let me go to her; they are drawing me to them. I feel them – I feel them.
I must go!’

 

Again she was almost convulsed by her efforts to get away; but I held her tighter and tighter, till I
feared I should do her a hurt; but rather that than let her go towards those terrible phantoms. They
passed along towards the great hall-door, where the winds howled and ravened for their prey; but
before they reached that, the lady turned; and I could see that she defied the old man with a fierce and
proud defiance; but then she quailed – and then she threw her arms wildly and piteously to save her
child – her little child – from a blow from his uplifted crutch.

And Miss Rosamond was torn as by a power stronger than mine, and writhed in my arms, and sobbed
(for by this time the poor darling was growing faint).

‘They want me to go with them on to the Fells – they are drawing me to them. Oh, my little girl! I would
come, but cruel, wicked Hester holds me very tight.’ But when she saw the uplifted crutch she swooned
away, and I thanked God for it. Just at this moment – when the tall, old man, his hair streaming as in the
blast of a furnace, was going to strike the little, shrinking child – Miss Furnivall, the old woman by my
side, cried out, ‘Oh, father! father! spare the little, innocent child!’ But just then I saw – we all saw –
another phantom shape itself, and grow clear out of the blue and misty light that filled the hall; we had



Sci-fi & Fantasy Anthology

303

not seen her till now, for it was another lady who stood by the old man, with a look of relentless hate
and triumphant scorn. That figure was very beautiful to look upon, with a soft, white hat drawn down
over the proud brows, and a red and curling lip. It was dressed in an open robe of blue satin. I had seen
that figure before. It was the likeness of Miss Furnivall in her youth; and the terrible phantoms moved
on, regardless of old Miss Furnivall’s wild entreaty, and the uplifted crutch fell on the right shoulder of
the little child, and the younger sister looked on, stony and deadly serene. But at that moment, the dim
lights, and the fire that gave no heat, went out of themselves, and Miss Furnivall lay at our feet stricken
down by the palsy – death-stricken.

Yes! she was carried to her bed that night never to rise again. She lay with her face to the wall,
muttering low, but muttering always: Alas! alas! what is done in youth can never be undone in age!
what is done in youth can never be undone in age!’

THE END.

 

Librarian Note

Listen to this on youtube https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=cNQUegJLv1s



Sci-fi & Fantasy Anthology

304

The Paper Menagerie
(2011)

KEN LIU

Liu is reclusive, and only comes out with a story, like, every two years. But oh, are they worth it. Just
skimming this story made me cry, and I guess other readers thought so, too, since it is the first to
accomplish the SF “hat trick” of winning the Hugo, Nebula, and World Fantasy Award for fiction when
it first came out.

http://io9.com/5958919/read-ken-lius-amazing-story-that-swept-the-hugo-nebula-and-world-fantasy-awards
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These Deathless Bones

Please read this fantasy horror story by Cassandra Khaw.

A horror tale about the Witch Bride, second wife of a King, and the discord between her and her
young stepson.

These Deathless Bones

http://www.tor.com/2017/07/26/these-deathless-bones/
http://www.tor.com/2017/07/26/these-deathless-bones/
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The Three Infernal Jokes
(1916)

LORD DUNSANY

I only have one word for Lord Dunsany’s (Edward Plunkett, 18th Baron of Dunsany) style of writing and
subject matter: weird. Satirical, non-sensical, witty, and fun, Lord Dunsany would be a huge influence
on H.P. Lovecraft and his ilk. So if you want to see the real birth of Cthulhu, look no farther than these
two stories, both originally published in the same anthology Tales of Wonder.

The Bad Old Woman in Black

https://www.gutenberg.org/files/13821/13821-h/13821-h.htm
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Audio Version

 

The bad old woman in black ran down the street of the ox-butchers.

Windows at once were opened high up in those crazy gables; heads were thrust out: it was she. Then
there arose the counsel  of  anxious voices,  calling sideways from window to window or across to
opposite houses. Why was she there with her sequins and bugles and old black gown? Why had she left
her dreaded house? On what fell errand she hasted?

http://www.archive.org/download/tales_of_wonder_1504_librivox/talesofwonder_05_dunsany_128kb.mp3
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They watched her lean, lithe figure, and the wind in that old black dress, and soon she was gone from
the cobbled street and under the town’s high gateway. She turned at once to her right and was hid from
the view of  the houses.  Then they all  ran down to their  doors,  and small  groups formed on the
pavement; there they took counsel together, the eldest speaking first. Of what they had seen they said
nothing, for there was no doubt it was she; it was of the future they spoke, and the future only.

In what notorious thing would her errand end? What gains had tempted her out from her fearful home?
What brilliant but sinful scheme had her genius planned? Above all, what future evil did this portend?
Thus at first it was only questions. And then the old grey-beards spoke, each one to a little group; they
had seen her out before, had known her when she was younger, and had noted the evil things that had
followed her goings: the small groups listened well to their low and earnest voices. No one asked
questions now or guessed at her infamous errand, but listened only to the wise old men who knew the
things that had been, and who told the younger men of the dooms that had come before.

Nobody knew how many times she had left her dreaded house; but the oldest recounted all the times
that they knew, and the way she had gone each time, and the doom that had followed her going; and
two could remember the earthquake that there was in the street of the shearers.

So were there many tales of the times that were, told on the pavement near the old green doors by the
edge of the cobbled street, and the experience that the aged men had bought with their white hairs
might be had cheap by the young. But from all their experience only this was clear, that never twice in
their lives had she done the same infamous thing, and that the same calamity twice had never followed
her goings. Therefore it seemed that means were doubtful and few for finding out what thing was about
to befall; and an ominous feeling of gloom came down on the street of the ox-butchers. And in the gloom
grew fears of the very worst. This comfort they only had when they put their fear into words—that the
doom that followed her goings had never yet been anticipated. One feared that with magic she meant to
move the moon; and he would have dammed the high tide on the neighbouring coast, knowing that as
the moon attracted the sea the sea must attract the moon, and hoping by his device to humble her
spells. Another would have fetched iron bars and clamped them across the street, remembering the
earthquake there was in the street of the shearers. Another would have honoured his household gods,
the little cat-faced idols seated above his hearth, gods to whom magic was no unusual thing, and, having
paid their fees and honoured them well, would have put the whole case before them. His scheme found
favour with many, and yet at last was rejected, for others ran indoors and brought out their gods, too, to
be honoured, till there was a herd of gods all seated there on the pavement; yet would they have
honoured them and put their case before them but that a fat man ran up last of all, carefully holding
under  a  reverent  arm his  own two hound-faced gods,  though he knew well—as,  indeed,  all  men
must—that they were notoriously at war with the little cat-faced idols. And although the animosities
natural to faith had all been lulled by the crisis, yet a look of anger had come into the cat-like faces that
no one dared disregard, and all perceived that if they stayed a moment longer there would be flaming
around them the jealousy of the gods; so each man hastily took his idols home, leaving the fat man
insisting that his hound-faced gods should be honoured.

Then there were schemes again and voices raised in debate, and many new dangers feared and new
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plans made.

But in the end they made no defence against danger, for they knew not what it would be, but wrote
upon parchment as a warning, and in order that all might know: “The bad old woman in black ran down
the street of the ox-butchers.”

The Three Infernal Jokes
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Audio version

 

This is the story that the desolate man told to me on the lonely Highland road one autumn evening with
winter coming on and the stags roaring.

The saddening twilight, the mountain already black, the dreadful melancholy of the stags’ voices, his
friendless mournful face, all seemed to be of some most sorrowful play staged in that valley by an
outcast god, a lonely play of which the hills were part and he the only actor.

For long we watched each other drawing out of the solitudes of those forsaken spaces. Then when we
met he spoke.

“I will tell you a thing that will make you die of laughter. I will keep it to myself no longer. But first I
must tell you how I came by it.”

I do not give the story in his words with all his woeful interjections and the misery of his frantic self-
reproaches for I would not convey unnecessarily to my readers that atmosphere of sadness that was
about all he said and that seemed to go with him where-ever he moved.

It seems that he had been a member of a club, a West-end club he called it, a respectable but quite
inferior affair, probably in the City: agents belonged to it, fire insurance mostly, but life insurance and
motor-agents too, it was in fact a touts’ club. It seems that a few of them one evening, forgetting for a
moment their encyclopedias and non-stop tyres, were talking loudly over a card-table when the game
had ended about their personal virtues, and a very little man with waxed moustaches who disliked the
taste of wine was boasting heartily of his temperance. It was then that he who told this mournful story,
drawn on by the boasts of others, leaned forward a little over the green baize into the light of the two
guttering candles and revealed, no doubt a little shyly, his own extraordinary virtue. One woman was to
him as ugly as another.

And the silenced boasters rose and went home to bed leaving him all alone, as he supposed, with his
unequalled virtue. And yet he was not alone, for when the rest had gone there arose a member out of a
deep arm-chair at the dark end of the room and walked across to him, a man whose occupation he did
not know and only now suspects.

“You have,” said the stranger, “a surpassing virtue.”

“I have no possible use for it,” my poor friend replied.

“Then doubtless you would sell it cheap,” said the stranger.

Something in the man’s manner or appearance made the desolate teller of this mournful tale feel his
own inferiority, which probably made him feel acutely shy, so that his mind abased itself as an Oriental
does his body in the presence of a superior,  or perhaps he was sleepy, or merely a little drunk.

http://www.archive.org/download/tales_of_wonder_1504_librivox/talesofwonder_21_dunsany_128kb.mp3
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Whatever it was he only mumbled, “O yes,” instead of contradicting so mad a remark. And the stranger
led the way to the room where the telephone was.

“I think you will find my firm will give a good price for it,” he said: and without more ado he began with
a pair of pincers to cut the wire of the telephone and the receiver. The old waiter who looked after the
club they had left shuffling round the other room putting things away for the night.

“Whatever are you doing of?” said my friend.

“This way,” said the stranger. Along a passage they went and away to the back of the club and there the
stranger leaned out of a window and fastened the severed wires to the lightning conductor. My friend
has no doubt of that, a broad ribbon of copper, half an inch wide, perhaps wider, running down from the
roof to the earth.

“Hell,” said the stranger with his mouth to the telephone; then silence for a while with his ear to the
receiver, leaning out of the window. And then my friend heard his poor virtue being several times
repeated, and then words like Yes and No.

“They offer you three jokes,” said the stranger, “which shall make all who hear them simply die of
laughter.”

I think my friend was reluctant then to have anything more to do with it, he wanted to go home; he said
he didn’t want jokes.

“They think very highly of your virtue,” I said the stranger. And at that, odd as it seems, my friend
wavered, for logically if they thought highly of the goods they should have paid a higher price.

“O all right,” he said. The extraordinary document that the agent drew from his pocket ran something
like this:

“I . . . . . in consideration of three new jokes received from Mr. Montagu-Montague, hereinafter to be
called the agent, and warranted to be as by him stated and described, do assign to him, yield, abrogate
and give up all recognitions, emoluments, perquisites or rewards due to me Here or Elsewhere on
account of the following virtue, to wit and that is to say . . . . . that all women are to me equally ugly.”
The last eight words being filled in in ink by Mr. Montagu-Montague.

My poor friend duly signed it. “These are the jokes,” said the agent. They were boldly written on three
slips of paper. “They don’t seem very funny,” said the other when he had read them. “You are immune,”
said Mr. Montagu-Montague, “but anyone else who hears them will simply die of laughter: that we
guarantee.”

An American firm had bought at the price of waste paper a hundred thousand copies of The Dictionary
of Electricity written when electricity was new,—and it had turned out that even at the time its author
had not rightly grasped his subject,—the firm had paid £10,000 to a respectable English paper (no other
in fact than the Briton) for the use of its name, and to obtain orders for The Briton Dictionary of
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Electricity  was the occupation of  my unfortunate friend.  He seems to have had a way with him.
Apparently he knew by a glance at a man, or a look round at his garden, whether to recommend the
book as “an absolutely up-to-date achievement, the finest thing of its kind in the world of modern
science” or as “at once quaint and imperfect, a thing to buy and to keep as a tribute to those dear old
times that are gone.” So he went on with this quaint though usual business, putting aside the memory of
that night as an occasion on which he had “somewhat exceeded” as they say in circles where a spade is
called neither a spade nor an agricultural implement but is never mentioned at all, being altogether too
vulgar. And then one night he put on his suit of dress clothes and found the three jokes in the pocket.
That was perhaps a shock. He seems to have thought it over carefully then, and the end of it was he
gave a dinner at the club to twenty of the members. The dinner would do no harm he thought—might
even help the business, and if the joke came off he would be a witty fellow, and two jokes still up his
sleeve.

Whom he invited or how the dinner went I do not know for he began to speak rapidly and came straight
to the point, as a stick that nears a cataract suddenly goes faster and faster. The dinner was duly
served,  the port  went round,  the twenty men were smoking,  two waiters loitered,  when he after
carefully reading the best of the jokes told it down the table. They laughed. One man accidentally
inhaled his cigar smoke and spluttered, the two waiters overheard and tittered behind their hands, one
man, a bit of a raconteur himself, quite clearly wished not to laugh, but his veins swelled dangerously in
trying to keep it back, and in the end he laughed too. The joke had succeeded; my friend smiled at the
thought; he wished to say little deprecating things to the man on his right; but the laughter did not stop
and the waiters would not be silent. He waited, and waited wondering; the laughter went roaring on,
distinctly louder now, and the waiters as loud as any. It had gone on for three or four minutes when this
frightful thought leaped up all at once in his mind: it was forced laughter! However could anything have
induced him to tell so foolish a joke? He saw its absurdity as in revelation; and the more he thought of it
as these people laughed at him, even the waiters too, the more he felt that he could never lift up his
head with his brother touts again. And still the laughter went roaring and choking on. He was very
angry. There was not much use in having a friend, he thought, if one silly joke could not be overlooked;
he had fed them too. And then he felt that he had no friends at all, and his anger faded away, and a
great unhappiness came down on him, and he got quietly up and slunk from the room and slipped away
from the club. Poor man, he scarcely had the heart next morning even to glance at the papers, but you
did not need to glance at them, big type was bandied about that day as though it were common type,
the words of the headlines stared at you; and the headlines said:—Twenty-Two Dead Men at a Club.

Yes, he saw it then: the laughter had not stopped, some had probably burst blood vessels, some must
have choked, some succumbed to nausea, heart-failure must have mercifully taken some, and they were
his friends after all, and none had escaped, not I even the waiters. It was that infernal joke.

He thought out swiftly, and remembers clear as a nightmare, the drive to Victoria Station, the boat-train
to Dover and going disguised to the boat: and on the boat pleasantly smiling, almost obsequious, two
constables that wished to speak for a moment with Mr. Watkyn-Jones. That was his name.

In a third-class carriage with handcuffs on his wrists, with forced conversation when any, he returned
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between his captors to Victoria to be tried for murder at the High Court of Bow.

At the trial he was defended by a young barrister of considerable ability who had gone into the Cabinet
in order to enhance his forensic reputation. And he was ably defended. It is no exaggeration to say that
the speech for the defence showed it to be usual, even natural and right, to give a dinner to twenty men
and to  slip  away without  ever  saying  a  word,  leaving  all,  with  the  waiters,  dead.  That  was  the
impression left in the minds of the jury. And Mr. Watkyn-Jones felt himself practically free, with all the
advantages of his awful experience, and his two jokes intact. But lawyers are still experimenting with
the new act which allows a prisoner to give evidence. They do not like to make no use of it for fear they
may be thought not to know of the act, and a lawyer who is not in touch with the very latest laws is soon
regarded as not being up to date and he may drop as much as £50,000 a year in fees. And therefore
though it always hangs their clients they hardly like to neglect it.

Mr. Watkyn-Jones was put in the witness box. There he told the simple truth, and a very poor affair it
seemed after the impassioned and beautiful things that were uttered by the counsel for the defence.
Men and women had wept when they heard that. They did not weep when they heard Watkyn-Jones.
Some tittered. It no longer seemed a right and natural thing to leave one’s guests all dead and to fly the
country. Where was Justice, they asked, if anyone could do that? And when his story was told the judge
rather happily asked if he could make him die of laughter too. And what was the joke? For in so grave a
place as a Court of Justice no fatal effects need be feared. And hesitatingly the prisoner pulled from his
pocket the three slips of paper: and perceived for the first time that the one on which the first and best
joke had been written had become quite blank. Yet he could remember it, and only too clearly. And he
told it from memory to the Court.

“An Irishman once on being asked by his master to buy a morning paper said in his usual witty way,
‘Arrah and begorrah and I will be after wishing you the top of the morning.'”

No joke sounds quite so good the second time it is told, it seems to lose something of its essence, but
Watkyn-Jones was not prepared for the awful stillness with which this one was received; nobody smiled;
and it had killed twenty-two men. The joke was bad, devilish bad; counsel for the defence was frowning,
and an usher was looking in a little bag for something the judge wanted. And at this moment, as though
from far away, without his wishing it, there entered the prisoner’s head, and shone there and would not
go, this old bad proverb: “As well be hung for a sheep as for a lamb.” The jury seemed to be just about
to retire. “I have another joke,” said Watkyn-Jones, and then and there he read from the second slip of
paper. He watched the paper curiously to see if it would go blank, occupying his mind with so slight a
thing as men in dire distress very often do, and the words were almost immediately expunged, swept
swiftly as if by a hand, and he saw the paper before him as blank as the first. And they were laughing
this time, judge, jury, counsel for the prosecution, audience and all, and the grim men that watched him
upon either side. There was no mistake about this joke.

He did not stay to see the end, and walked out with his eyes fixed on the ground, unable to bear a
glance to the right or left. And since then he has wandered, avoiding ports and roaming lonely places.
Two years have known him on the Highland roads, often hungry, always friendless, always changing his
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district, wandering lonely on with his deadly joke.

Sometimes for a moment he will enter inns, driven by cold and hunger, and hear men in the evening
telling jokes and even challenging him; but he sits desolate and silent, lest his only weapon should
escape from him and his last joke spread mourning in a hundred cots. His beard has grown and turned
grey and is mixed with moss and weeds, so that no one, I think, not even the police, would recognise
him now for that dapper tout that sold The Briton Dictionary of Electricity in such a different land.

He paused, his story told, and then his lip quivered as though he would say more, and I believe he
intended then and there to yield up his deadly joke on that Highland road and to go forth then with his
three blank slips of paper, perhaps to a felon’s cell, with one more murder added to his crimes, but
harmless at last to man. I therefore hurried on, and only heard him mumbling sadly behind me, standing
bowed and broken, all alone in the twilight, perhaps telling over and over even then the last infernal
joke.
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Two Hearts

  Two Hearts (from the author’s website)

Notes from the Library

Two Hearts by Peter S. Beagle

http://www.peterbeagle.com/works/shorts/two_hearts.htm
https://mywcc.whatcom.edu/OnlineResources/LibraryDatabases.aspx?DirectURL=http://search.proquest.com.hope.whatcom.edu/docview/219678516?accountid=2906
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Wolfland
(1980)

TANITH LEE

Since I didn’t include it with Carter, I will with Lee: a rewrite of my favorite fairy tale, “Little Red Riding
Hood.” Here. 

 

Librarian Note

Originally published in

The Magazine Of Fantasy & Science Fiction. Vol 59 No 4 (No 353), October 1980. Pages: 97-121.

Theme: Scandinavia, The Nineteenth Century (retelling of Little Red Riding Hood)

Synopsis: “Lisel is called to visit her maternal grandmother Anna, a woman she has never seen in her sixteen years. At Anna’s

château,  Lisel  hears  stories  of  the  abuse  Anna  suffered  at  the  hand  of  her  husband,  and  of  the  yellow  flower  that  allowed  a

transformed Anna to defend herself. ”

Wolfland is an example of a novelette which is a genre mostly used in science-fiction and fantasy-fiction
(see the Hugos and the Locus Awards).

 

http://www.napavalley.edu/people/LYanover/Documents/English%20123/English%20123%20Tanith%20Lee%20Wolfland.pdf
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The Merchant and the Alchemist's Gate

Read Online

 

Another twist to SF and fantasy of the last ten years is the emergence of prominent international
authors, and a more solid footing for authors of color. It is always interesting to note an absence when
you finally observe a presence, and while there were (a few) black and Native American authors, and an
increasing acceptance of woman authors, in the 20th century, you’ll notice very few, if any Asian names
in “best of” anthologies before the 2000s. Well, that has changed, and this story is one of the ones
leading the charge.

Notes from the Library

Also available online through the WCC Library databases. The Merchant And The Alchemist’s Gate.

Citation: Ted, Chiang. “The Merchant And The Alchemist’s Gate.” Fantasy & Science Fiction 113.3
(2007): 135-160. Academic Search Premier.

http://web.archive.org/web/20080214145811/http://www.sfsite.com/fsf/fiction/tc01.htm
https://mywcc.whatcom.edu/OnlineResources/LibraryDatabases.aspx?DirectURL=http%3a%2f%2fsearch.ebscohost.com%2flogin.aspx%3fdirect%3dtrue%26db%3daph%26AN%3d26012238%26site%3dehost-live%26scope%3dsite
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https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File%3ATed_Chiangs_%22Alchemists_Gate%22_by_Watanave.jpg
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20,000 Leagues Under the Sea (excerpt)
(1870)

JULES VERNE

Chapter 18

The Devilfish

Title page of Vingt mille lieues sous les
mers. [Public domain], via Wikimedia
Commons

FOR SOME DAYS the Nautilus kept veering away from the American coast. It obviously didn’t want to
frequent the waves of the Gulf of Mexico or the Caribbean Sea. Yet there was no shortage of water
under its keel, since the average depth of these seas is 1,800 meters; but these waterways, strewn with
islands and plowed by steamers, probably didn’t agree with Captain Nemo.

On April 16 we raised Martinique and Guadalupe from a distance of about thirty miles. For one instant I
could see their lofty peaks.

https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File%3ATitle_page_of_Vingt_mille_lieues_sous_les_mers.jpg
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The Canadian was quite disheartened, having counted on putting his plans into execution in the gulf,
either by reaching shore or by pulling alongside one of the many boats plying a coastal trade from one
island to another. An escape attempt would have been quite feasible, assuming Ned Land managed to
seize the skiff without the captain’s knowledge. But in midocean it was unthinkable.

The Canadian, Conseil, and I had a pretty long conversation on this subject. For six months we had been
prisoners aboard the Nautilus. We had fared 17,000 leagues, and as Ned Land put it, there was no end
in sight. So he made me a proposition I hadn’t anticipated. We were to ask Captain Nemo this question
straight out: did the captain mean to keep us on board his vessel permanently?

This measure was distasteful to me. To my mind it would lead nowhere. We could hope for nothing from
the Nautilus’s commander but could depend only on ourselves. Besides, for some time now the man had
been gloomier, more withdrawn, less sociable. He seemed to be avoiding me. I encountered him only at
rare intervals. He used to take pleasure in explaining the underwater wonders to me; now he left me to
my research and no longer entered the lounge.

What changes had come over him? From what cause? I had no reason to blame myself.  Was our
presence on board perhaps a burden to him? Even so, I cherished no hopes that the man would set us
free.

So I begged Ned to let me think about it before taking action. If this measure proved fruitless, it could
arouse  the  captain’s  suspicions,  make our  circumstances  even more  arduous,  and jeopardize  the
Canadian’s plans. I might add that I could hardly use our state of health as an argument. Except for that
grueling ordeal under the Ice Bank at the South Pole, we had never felt better, neither Ned, Conseil,
nor I. The nutritious food, life–giving air, regular routine, and uniform temperature kept illness at bay;
and for a man who didn’t miss his past existence on land, for a Captain Nemo who was at home here,
who went where he wished, who took paths mysterious to others if not himself in attaining his ends, I
could understand such a life. But we ourselves hadn’t severed all ties with humanity. For my part, I
didn’t want my new and unusual research to be buried with my bones. I had now earned the right to
pen the definitive book on the sea, and sooner or later I wanted that book to see the light of day.

There once more, through the panels opening into these Caribbean waters ten meters below the surface
of the waves, I found so many fascinating exhibits to describe in my daily notes! Among other zoophytes
there were Portuguese men–of–war known by the name Physalia pelagica, like big, oblong bladders with
a pearly sheen, spreading their membranes to the wind, letting their blue tentacles drift like silken
threads; to the eye delightful jellyfish, to the touch actual nettles that ooze a corrosive liquid. Among
the articulates there were annelid worms one and a half meters long, furnished with a pink proboscis,
equipped with 1,700 organs of locomotion, snaking through the waters, and as they went, throwing off
every gleam in the solar spectrum. From the fish branch there were manta rays, enormous cartilaginous
fish ten feet long and weighing 600 pounds, their pectoral fin triangular, their midback slightly arched,
their eyes attached to the edges of the face at the front of the head; they floated like wreckage from a
ship, sometimes fastening onto our windows like opaque shutters. There were American triggerfish for
which nature has ground only black and white pigments, feather–shaped gobies that were long and
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plump with yellow fins and jutting jaws, sixteen–decimeter mackerel with short, sharp teeth, covered
with small scales, and related to the albacore species. Next came swarms of red mullet corseted in gold
stripes from head to tail, their shining fins all aquiver, genuine masterpieces of jewelry, formerly sacred
to the goddess Diana, much in demand by rich Romans, and about which the old saying goes: “He who
catches them doesn’t eat them!” Finally, adorned with emerald ribbons and dressed in velvet and silk,
golden angelfish passed before our eyes like courtiers in the paintings of Veronese; spurred gilthead
stole  by  with  their  swift  thoracic  fins;  thread herring  fifteen inches  long were  wrapped in  their
phosphorescent glimmers; gray mullet thrashed the sea with their big fleshy tails; red salmon seemed to
mow the waves with their slicing pectorals; and silver moonfish, worthy of their name, rose on the
horizon of the waters like the whitish reflections of many moons.

How many other marvelous new specimens I still could have observed if, little by little, the Nautilus
hadn’t settled to the lower strata! Its slanting fins drew it to depths of 2,000 and 3,500 meters. There
animal  life  was  represented  by  nothing  more  than  sea  lilies,  starfish,  delightful  crinoids  with
bell–shaped heads like little chalices on straight stems, top–shell snails, blood–red tooth shells, and
fissurella snails, a large species of coastal mollusk.

By April 20 we had risen to an average level of 1,500 meters. The nearest land was the island group of
the  Bahamas,  scattered  like  a  batch  of  cobblestones  over  the  surface  of  the  water.  There  high
underwater cliffs reared up, straight walls made of craggy chunks arranged like big stone foundations,
among which there gaped black caves so deep our electric rays couldn’t light them to the far ends.

These rocks were hung with huge weeds, immense sea tangle, gigantic fucus—a genuine trellis of water
plants fit for a world of giants.

In discussing these colossal plants, Conseil, Ned, and I were naturally led into mentioning the sea’s
gigantic animals. The former were obviously meant to feed the latter. However, through the windows of
our almost motionless Nautilus, I could see nothing among these long filaments other than the chief
articulates of the division Brachyura: long–legged spider crabs, violet crabs, and sponge crabs unique to
the waters of the Caribbean.

It was about eleven o’clock when Ned Land drew my attention to a fearsome commotion out in this huge
seaweed.

“Well,” I said, “these are real devilfish caverns, and I wouldn’t be surprised to see some of those
monsters hereabouts.”

“What!” Conseil put in. “Squid, ordinary squid from the class Cephalopoda?”

“No,” I said, “devilfish of large dimensions. But friend Land is no doubt mistaken, because I don’t see a
thing.”

“That’s regrettable,” Conseil answered. “I’d like to come face to face with one of those devilfish I’ve
heard so much about, which can drag ships down into the depths. Those beasts go by the name of
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krake—”

“Fake is more like it,” the Canadian replied sarcastically.

“Krakens!” Conseil shot back, finishing his word without wincing at his companion’s witticism.

“Nobody will ever make me believe,” Ned Land said, “that such animals exist.”

“Why not?” Conseil replied. “We sincerely believed in Master’s narwhale.”

“We were wrong, Conseil.”

“No doubt, but there are others with no doubts who believe to this day!”

“Probably, Conseil. But as for me, I’m bound and determined not to accept the existence of any such
monster till I’ve dissected it with my own two hands.”

“Yet,” Conseil asked me, “doesn’t Master believe in gigantic devilfish?”

“Yikes! Who in Hades ever believed in them?” the Canadian exclaimed.

“Many people, Ned my friend,” I said.

“No fishermen. Scientists maybe!”

“Pardon me, Ned. Fishermen and scientists!”

“Why, I to whom you speak,” Conseil said with the world’s straightest face, “I recall perfectly seeing a
large boat dragged under the waves by the arms of a cephalopod.”

“You saw that?” the Canadian asked.

“Yes, Ned.”

“With your own two eyes?”

“With my own two eyes.”

“Where, may I ask?”

“In Saint–Malo,” Conseil returned unflappably.

“In the harbor?” Ned Land said sarcastically.

“No, in a church,” Conseil replied.

“In a church!” the Canadian exclaimed.
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“Yes, Ned my friend. It had a picture that portrayed the devilfish in question.”

“Oh good!” Ned Land exclaimed with a burst of laughter. “Mr. Conseil put one over on me!”

“Actually he’s right,” I said. “I’ve heard about that picture. But the subject it portrays is taken from a
legend, and you know how to rate legends in matters of natural history! Besides, when it’s an issue of
monsters, the human imagination always tends to run wild. People not only claimed these devilfish
could drag ships under, but a certain Olaus Magnus tells of a cephalopod a mile long that looked more
like an island than an animal. There’s also the story of how the Bishop of Trondheim set up an altar one
day on an immense rock. After he finished saying mass, this rock started moving and went back into the
sea. The rock was a devilfish.”

“And that’s everything we know?” the Canadian asked.

“No,” I replied, “another bishop, Pontoppidan of Bergen, also tells of a devilfish so large a whole cavalry
regiment could maneuver on it.”

“They sure did go on, those oldtime bishops!” Ned Land said.

“Finally, the naturalists of antiquity mention some monsters with mouths as big as a gulf, which were
too huge to get through the Strait of Gibraltar.”

“Good work, men!” the Canadian put in.

“But in all these stories, is there any truth?” Conseil asked.

“None at all, my friends, at least in those that go beyond the bounds of credibility and fly off into fable
or legend. Yet for the imaginings of these storytellers there had to be, if not a cause, at least an excuse.
It can’t be denied that some species of squid and other devilfish are quite large, though still smaller
than cetaceans. Aristotle put the dimensions of one squid at five cubits, or 3.1 meters. Our fishermen
frequently see specimens over 1.8 meters long. The museums in Trieste and Montpellier have preserved
some devilfish carcasses measuring two meters. Besides, according to the calculations of naturalists,
one of these animals only six feet long would have tentacles as long as twenty–seven. Which is enough
to make a fearsome monster.”

“Does anybody fish for ’em nowadays?” the Canadian asked.

“If they don’t fish for them, sailors at least sight them. A friend of mine, Captain Paul Bos of Le Havre,
has often sworn to me that he encountered one of these monsters of colossal size in the seas of the East
Indies. But the most astonishing event, which proves that these gigantic animals undeniably exist, took
place a few years ago in 1861.”

“What event was that?” Ned Land asked.

“Just this. In 1861, to the northeast of Tenerife and fairly near the latitude where we are right now, the
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crew of the gunboat Alecto spotted a monstrous squid swimming in their waters. Commander Bouguer
approached the animal and attacked it with blows from harpoons and blasts from rifles, but without
much success because bullets and harpoons crossed its soft flesh as if it were semiliquid jelly. After
several fruitless attempts, the crew managed to slip a noose around the mollusk’s body. This noose slid
as far as the caudal fins and came to a halt. Then they tried to haul the monster on board, but its weight
was so considerable that when they tugged on the rope, the animal parted company with its tail; and
deprived of this adornment, it disappeared beneath the waters.”

“Finally, an actual event,” Ned Land said.

“An indisputable  event,  my gallant  Ned.  Accordingly,  people  have proposed naming this  devilfish
Bouguer’s Squid.”

“And how long was it?” the Canadian asked.

“Didn’t it measure about six meters?” said Conseil, who was stationed at the window and examining
anew the crevices in the cliff.

“Precisely,” I replied.

“Wasn’t its head,” Conseil went on, “crowned by eight tentacles that quivered in the water like a nest of
snakes?”

“Precisely.”

“Weren’t its eyes prominently placed and considerably enlarged?”

“Yes, Conseil.”

“And wasn’t its mouth a real parrot’s beak but of fearsome size?”

“Correct, Conseil.”

“Well, with all due respect to Master,” Conseil replied serenely, “if this isn’t Bouguer’s Squid, it’s at
least one of his close relatives!”

I stared at Conseil. Ned Land rushed to the window.

“What an awful animal!” he exclaimed.

I stared in my turn and couldn’t keep back a movement of revulsion. Before my eyes there quivered a
horrible monster worthy of a place among the most farfetched teratological legends.

It  was  a  squid  of  colossal  dimensions,  fully  eight  meters  long.  It  was  traveling  backward  with
tremendous speed in the same direction as the Nautilus. It gazed with enormous, staring eyes that were
tinted sea green. Its eight arms (or more accurately, feet) were rooted in its head, which has earned
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these animals the name cephalopod; its arms stretched a distance twice the length of its body and were
writhing like the serpentine hair of the Furies. You could plainly see its 250 suckers, arranged over the
inner sides of its tentacles and shaped like semispheric capsules. Sometimes these suckers fastened
onto the lounge window by creating vacuums against it. The monster’s mouth—a beak made of horn and
shaped like that of a parrot—opened and closed vertically. Its tongue, also of horn substance and armed
with several rows of sharp teeth, would flicker out from between these genuine shears. What a freak of
nature! A bird’s beak on a mollusk! Its body was spindle–shaped and swollen in the middle, a fleshy
mass that  must  have weighed 20,000 to  25,000 kilograms.  Its  unstable  color  would change with
tremendous speed as the animal grew irritated, passing successively from bluish gray to reddish brown.

What was irritating this mollusk? No doubt the presence of the Nautilus, even more fearsome than
itself, and which it couldn’t grip with its mandibles or the suckers on its arms. And yet what monsters
these devilfish are, what vitality our Creator has given them, what vigor in their movements, thanks to
their owning a triple heart!

Sheer chance had placed us in the presence of this squid, and I didn’t want to lose this opportunity to
meticulously study such a cephalopod specimen. I overcame the horror that its appearance inspired in
me, picked up a pencil, and began to sketch it.

“Perhaps this is the same as the Alecto’s,” Conseil said.

“Can’t be,” the Canadian replied, “because this one’s complete while the other one lost its tail!”

“That doesn’t necessarily follow,” I said. “The arms and tails of these animals grow back through
regeneration, and in seven years the tail on Bouguer’s Squid has surely had time to sprout again.”

“Anyhow,” Ned shot back, “if it isn’t this fellow, maybe it’s one of those!”

Indeed, other devilfish had appeared at the starboard window. I counted seven of them. They provided
the Nautilus with an escort, and I could hear their beaks gnashing on the sheet–iron hull. We couldn’t
have asked for a more devoted following.

I continued sketching. These monsters kept pace in our waters with such precision, they seemed to be
standing still, and I could have traced their outlines in miniature on the window. But we were moving at
a moderate speed.

All at once the Nautilus stopped. A jolt made it tremble through its entire framework.

“Did we strike bottom?” I asked.

“In any event we’re already clear,” the Canadian replied, “because we’re afloat.”

The Nautilus was certainly afloat, but it was no longer in motion. The blades of its propeller weren’t
churning the waves. A minute passed. Followed by his chief officer, Captain Nemo entered the lounge.
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I hadn’t seen him for a good while. He looked gloomy to me. Without speaking to us, without even
seeing us perhaps, he went to the panel, stared at the devilfish, and said a few words to his chief officer.

The latter went out. Soon the panels closed. The ceiling lit up.

I went over to the captain.

“An unusual assortment of devilfish,” I told him, as carefree as a collector in front of an aquarium.

“Correct, Mr. Naturalist,” he answered me, “and we’re going to fight them at close quarters.”

I gaped at the captain. I thought my hearing had gone bad.

“At close quarters?” I repeated.

“Yes, sir.  Our propeller is jammed. I  think the horn–covered mandibles of one of these squid are
entangled in the blades. That’s why we aren’t moving.”

“And what are you going to do?”

“Rise to the surface and slaughter the vermin.”

“A difficult undertaking.”

“Correct. Our electric bullets are ineffective against such soft flesh, where they don’t meet enough
resistance to go off. But we’ll attack the beasts with axes.”

“And harpoons, sir,” the Canadian said, “if you don’t turn down my help.”

“I accept it, Mr. Land.”

“We’ll go with you,” I said. And we followed Captain Nemo, heading to the central companionway.

There some ten men were standing by for the assault, armed with boarding axes. Conseil and I picked
up two more axes. Ned Land seized a harpoon.

By then the Nautilus had returned to the surface of the waves. Stationed on the top steps, one of the
seamen undid the bolts of the hatch. But he had scarcely unscrewed the nuts when the hatch flew up
with tremendous violence, obviously pulled open by the suckers on a devilfish’s arm.

Instantly one of those long arms glided like a snake into the opening, and twenty others were quivering
above. With a sweep of the ax, Captain Nemo chopped off this fearsome tentacle, which slid writhing
down the steps.

Just as we were crowding each other to reach the platform, two more arms lashed the air, swooped on
the seaman stationed in front of Captain Nemo, and carried the fellow away with irresistible violence.
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Captain Nemo gave a shout and leaped outside. We rushed after him.

What a scene! Seized by the tentacle and glued to its suckers, the unfortunate man was swinging in the
air at the mercy of this enormous appendage. He gasped, he choked, he yelled: “Help! Help!” These
words, pronounced in French, left me deeply stunned! So I had a fellow countryman on board, perhaps
several! I’ll hear his harrowing plea the rest of my life!

The poor fellow was done for. Who could tear him from such a powerful grip? Even so, Captain Nemo
rushed at the devilfish and with a sweep of the ax hewed one more of its arms. His chief officer
struggled furiously with other monsters crawling up the Nautilus’s sides. The crew battled with flailing
axes. The Canadian, Conseil, and I sank our weapons into these fleshy masses. An intense, musky odor
filled the air. It was horrible.

For an instant I thought the poor man entwined by the devilfish might be torn loose from its powerful
suction. Seven arms out of eight had been chopped off. Brandishing its victim like a feather, one lone
tentacle was writhing in the air. But just as Captain Nemo and his chief officer rushed at it, the animal
shot off a spout of blackish liquid, secreted by a pouch located in its abdomen. It blinded us. When this
cloud had dispersed, the squid was gone, and so was my poor fellow countryman!

What rage then drove us against these monsters! We lost all self–control. Ten or twelve devilfish had
overrun the Nautilus’s platform and sides. We piled helter–skelter into the thick of these sawed–off
snakes, which darted over the platform amid waves of blood and sepia ink. It seemed as if these viscous
tentacles grew back like the many heads of Hydra. At every thrust Ned Land’s harpoon would plunge
into a squid’s sea–green eye and burst it.  But my daring companion was suddenly toppled by the
tentacles of a monster he could not avoid.

Oh, my heart nearly exploded with excitement and horror! The squid’s fearsome beak was wide open
over Ned Land. The poor man was about to be cut in half. I ran to his rescue. But Captain Nemo got
there first. His ax disappeared between the two enormous mandibles, and the Canadian, miraculously
saved, stood and plunged his harpoon all the way into the devilfish’s triple heart.

“Tit for tat,” Captain Nemo told the Canadian. “I owed it to myself!”

Ned bowed without answering him.

This struggle had lasted a quarter of an hour. Defeated, mutilated, battered to death, the monsters
finally yielded to us and disappeared beneath the waves.

Red with blood, motionless by the beacon, Captain Nemo stared at the sea that had swallowed one of
his companions, and large tears streamed from his eyes.
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Chapter 19

The Gulf Stream

THIS DREADFUL SCENE on April 20 none of us will ever be able to forget. I wrote it up in a state of
intense excitement. Later I reviewed my narrative. I read it to Conseil and the Canadian. They found it
accurate in detail but deficient in impact. To convey such sights, it would take the pen of our most
famous poet, Victor Hugo, author of The Toilers of the Sea.

As I said, Captain Nemo wept while staring at the waves. His grief was immense. This was the second
companion he had lost since we had come aboard. And what a way to die! Smashed, strangled, crushed
by the fearsome arms of a devilfish, ground between its iron mandibles, this friend would never rest
with his companions in the placid waters of their coral cemetery!

As for me, what had harrowed my heart in the thick of this struggle was the despairing yell given by this
unfortunate man. Forgetting his regulation language, this poor Frenchman had reverted to speaking his
own mother tongue to fling out one supreme plea! Among the Nautilus’s crew, allied body and soul with
Captain Nemo and likewise fleeing from human contact, I had found a fellow countryman! Was he the
only  representative  of  France  in  this  mysterious  alliance,  obviously  made  up  of  individuals  from
different nationalities? This was just one more of those insoluble problems that kept welling up in my
mind!

Captain Nemo reentered his stateroom, and I saw no more of him for a good while. But how sad,
despairing, and irresolute he must have felt, to judge from this ship whose soul he was, which reflected
his every mood! The Nautilus no longer kept to a fixed heading. It drifted back and forth, riding with the
waves like a corpse. Its propeller had been disentangled but was barely put to use. It was navigating at
random. It  couldn’t  tear itself  away from the setting of this last struggle,  from this sea that had
devoured one of its own!

Ten days went by in this way. It was only on May 1 that the Nautilus openly resumed its northbound
course, after raising the Bahamas at the mouth of Old Bahama Channel. We then went with the current
of the sea’s greatest river, which has its own banks, fish, and temperature. I mean the Gulf Stream.

It is indeed a river that runs independently through the middle of the Atlantic, its waters never mixing
with the ocean’s waters. It’s a salty river, saltier than the sea surrounding it. Its average depth is 3,000
feet, its average width sixty miles. In certain localities its current moves at a speed of four kilometers
per hour. The unchanging volume of its waters is greater than that of all the world’s rivers combined.

As discovered by Commander Maury, the true source of the Gulf Stream, its starting point, if you prefer,
is located in the Bay of Biscay. There its waters, still weak in temperature and color, begin to form. It
goes down south, skirts equatorial Africa, warms its waves in the rays of the Torrid Zone, crosses the
Atlantic, reaches Cape São Roque on the coast of Brazil, and forks into two branches, one going to the
Caribbean Sea for further saturation with heat particles. Then, entrusted with restoring the balance
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between hot and cold temperatures and with mixing tropical and northern waters, the Gulf Stream
begins to play its stabilizing role. Attaining a white heat in the Gulf of Mexico, it heads north up the
American coast, advances as far as Newfoundland, swerves away under the thrust of a cold current
from the Davis Strait, and resumes its ocean course by going along a great circle of the earth on a
rhumb line; it then divides into two arms near the 43rd parallel; one, helped by the northeast trade
winds, returns to the Bay of Biscay and the Azores; the other washes the shores of Ireland and Norway
with lukewarm water, goes beyond Spitzbergen, where its temperature falls to 4° centigrade, and
fashions the open sea at the pole.

It was on this oceanic river that the Nautilus was then navigating. Leaving Old Bahama Channel, which
is fourteen leagues wide by 350 meters deep, the Gulf Stream moves at the rate of eight kilometers per
hour. Its speed steadily decreases as it advances northward, and we must pray that this steadiness
continues, because, as experts agree, if its speed and direction were to change, the climates of Europe
would undergo disturbances whose consequences are incalculable.

Near noon I was on the platform with Conseil. I shared with him the relevant details on the Gulf Stream.
When my explanation was over, I invited him to dip his hands into its current.

Conseil did so, and he was quite astonished to experience no sensation of either hot or cold.

“That comes,” I told him, “from the water temperature of the Gulf Stream, which, as it leaves the Gulf of
Mexico, is barely different from your blood temperature. This Gulf Stream is a huge heat generator that
enables the coasts of Europe to be decked in eternal greenery. And if Commander Maury is correct,
were one to harness the full warmth of this current, it would supply enough heat to keep molten a river
of iron solder as big as the Amazon or the Missouri.”

Just then the Gulf Stream’s speed was 2.25 meters per second. So distinct is its current from the
surrounding sea, its confined waters stand out against the ocean and operate on a different level from
the colder waters. Murky as well, and very rich in saline material, their pure indigo contrasts with the
green waves surrounding them. Moreover, their line of demarcation is so clear that abreast of the
Carolinas, the Nautilus’s spur cut the waves of the Gulf Stream while its propeller was still churning
those belonging to the ocean.

This current swept along with it a whole host of moving creatures. Argonauts, so common in the
Mediterranean,  voyaged  here  in  schools  of  large  numbers.  Among  cartilaginous  fish,  the  most
remarkable were rays whose ultra slender tails made up nearly a third of the body, which was shaped
like a huge diamond twenty–five feet long; then little one–meter sharks, the head large, the snout short
and rounded, the teeth sharp and arranged in several rows, the body seemingly covered with scales.

Among bony fish, I noted grizzled wrasse unique to these seas, deep–water gilthead whose iris has a
fiery gleam, one–meter croakers whose large mouths bristle with small teeth and which let out thin
cries, black rudderfish like those I’ve already discussed, blue dorados accented with gold and silver,
rainbow–hued parrotfish that can rival the loveliest tropical birds in coloring, banded blennies with
triangular heads, bluish flounder without scales, toadfish covered with a crosswise yellow band in the
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shape of a Τ, swarms of little freckled gobies stippled with brown spots, lungfish with silver heads and
yellow tails, various specimens of salmon, mullet with slim figures and a softly glowing radiance that
Lacépède dedicated to the memory of his wife, and finally the American cavalla, a handsome fish
decorated by every honorary order, bedizened with their every ribbon, frequenting the shores of this
great nation where ribbons and orders are held in such low esteem.

I might add that during the night, the Gulf Stream’s phosphorescent waters rivaled the electric glow of
our beacon, especially in the stormy weather that frequently threatened us.

On May 8, while abreast of North Carolina, we were across from Cape Hatteras once more. There the
Gulf Stream is seventy–five miles wide and 210 meters deep. The Nautilus continued to wander at
random. Seemingly, all supervision had been jettisoned. Under these conditions I admit that we could
easily have gotten away. In fact, the populous shores offered ready refuge everywhere. The sea was
plowed continuously by the many steamers providing service between the Gulf of Mexico and New York
or Boston, and it was crossed night and day by little schooners engaged in coastal trade over various
points on the American shore. We could hope to be picked up. So it was a promising opportunity,
despite the thirty miles that separated the Nautilus from these Union coasts.

But one distressing circumstance totally thwarted the Canadian’s plans. The weather was thoroughly
foul. We were approaching waterways where storms are commonplace, the very homeland of tornadoes
and cyclones specifically engendered by the Gulf Stream’s current. To face a frequently raging sea in a
frail skiff was a race to certain disaster. Ned Land conceded this himself. So he champed at the bit, in
the grip of an intense homesickness that could be cured only by our escape.

“Sir,” he told me that day, “it’s got to stop. I want to get to the bottom of this. Your Nemo’s veering
away from shore and heading up north. But believe you me, I had my fill at the South Pole and I’m not
going with him to the North Pole.”

“What can we do, Ned, since it isn’t feasible to escape right now?”

“I keep coming back to my idea. We’ve got to talk to the captain. When we were in your own country’s
seas, you didn’t say a word. Now that we’re in mine, I intend to speak up. Before a few days are out, I
figure the Nautilus will lie abreast of Nova Scotia, and from there to Newfoundland is the mouth of a
large gulf, and the St. Lawrence empties into that gulf, and the St. Lawrence is my own river, the river
running by Quebec, my hometown—and when I think about all this, my gorge rises and my hair stands
on end! Honestly, sir, I’d rather jump overboard! I can’t stay here any longer! I’m suffocating!”

The Canadian was obviously at the end of his patience. His vigorous nature couldn’t adapt to this
protracted imprisonment. His facial appearance was changing by the day. His moods grew gloomier and
gloomier. I had a sense of what he was suffering because I also was gripped by homesickness. Nearly
seven months had gone by without  our  having any news from shore.  Moreover,  Captain  Nemo’s
reclusiveness, his changed disposition, and especially his total silence since the battle with the devilfish
all made me see things in a different light. I no longer felt the enthusiasm of our first days on board.
You needed to be Flemish like Conseil to accept these circumstances, living in a habitat designed for
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cetaceans and other denizens of the deep. Truly, if that gallant lad had owned gills instead of lungs, I
think he would have made an outstanding fish!

“Well, sir?” Ned Land went on, seeing that I hadn’t replied.

“Well, Ned, you want me to ask Captain Nemo what he intends to do with us?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Even though he has already made that clear?”

“Yes. I want it settled once and for all. Speak just for me, strictly on my behalf, if you want.”

“But I rarely encounter him. He positively avoids me.”

“All the more reason you should go look him up.”

“I’ll confer with him, Ned.”

“When?” the Canadian asked insistently.

“When I encounter him.”

“Professor Aronnax, would you like me to go find him myself?”

“No, let me do it. Tomorrow—”

“Today,” Ned Land said.

“So be it. I’ll see him today,” I answered the Canadian, who, if he took action himself, would certainly
have ruined everything.

I was left to myself. His request granted, I decided to dispose of it immediately. I like things over and
done with.

I reentered my stateroom. From there I could hear movements inside Captain Nemo’s quarters. I
couldn’t pass up this chance for an encounter. I knocked on his door. I received no reply. I knocked
again, then tried the knob. The door opened.

I entered. The captain was there. He was bending over his worktable and hadn’t heard me. Determined
not to leave without questioning him, I drew closer. He looked up sharply, with a frowning brow, and
said in a pretty stern tone:

“Oh, it’s you! What do you want?”

“To speak with you, Captain.”
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“But I’m busy, sir, I’m at work. I give you the freedom to enjoy your privacy, can’t I have the same for
myself?”

This reception was less than encouraging. But I was determined to give as good as I got.

“Sir,” I said coolly, “I need to speak with you on a matter that simply can’t wait.”

“Whatever could that be,  sir?” he replied sarcastically.  “Have you made some discovery that has
escaped me? Has the sea yielded up some novel secret to you?”

We were miles apart. But before I could reply, he showed me a manuscript open on the table and told
me in a more serious tone:

“Here, Professor Aronnax, is a manuscript written in several languages. It contains a summary of my
research under the sea, and God willing, it won’t perish with me. Signed with my name, complete with
my life story, this manuscript will be enclosed in a small, unsinkable contrivance. The last surviving man
on the Nautilus will throw this contrivance into the sea, and it will go wherever the waves carry it.”

The man’s name! His life story written by himself! So the secret of his existence might someday be
unveiled? But just then I saw this announcement only as a lead–in to my topic.

“Captain,” I replied, “I’m all praise for this idea you’re putting into effect. The fruits of your research
must not be lost. But the methods you’re using strike me as primitive. Who knows where the winds will
take that contrivance, into whose hands it may fall? Can’t you find something better? Can’t you or one
of your men—”

“Never, sir,” the captain said, swiftly interrupting me.

“But my companions and I would be willing to safeguard this manuscript, and if you give us back our
freedom—”

“Your freedom!” Captain Nemo put in, standing up.

“Yes, sir, and that’s the subject on which I wanted to confer with you. For seven months we’ve been
aboard your vessel, and I ask you today, in the name of my companions as well as myself, if you intend
to keep us here forever.”

“Professor Aronnax,”  Captain Nemo said,  “I’ll  answer you today just  as  I  did seven months ago:
whomever boards the Nautilus must never leave it.”

“What you’re inflicting on us is outright slavery!”

“Call it anything you like.”

“But every slave has the right to recover his freedom! By any worthwhile, available means!”
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“Who has denied you that right?” Captain Nemo replied. “Did I ever try to bind you with your word of
honor?”

The captain stared at me, crossing his arms.

“Sir,” I told him, “to take up this subject a second time would be distasteful to both of us. So let’s finish
what we’ve started. I repeat: it isn’t just for myself that I raise this issue. To me, research is a relief, a
potent diversion, an enticement, a passion that can make me forget everything else. Like you, I’m a man
neglected and unknown, living in the faint hope that someday I can pass on to future generations the
fruits of my labors—figuratively speaking, by means of some contrivance left to the luck of winds and
waves. In short, I  can admire you and comfortably go with you while playing a role I only partly
understand; but I still catch glimpses of other aspects of your life that are surrounded by involvements
and secrets that, alone on board, my companions and I can’t share. And even when our hearts could
beat with yours, moved by some of your griefs or stirred by your deeds of courage and genius, we’ve
had to stifle even the slightest token of that sympathy that arises at the sight of something fine and
good, whether it comes from friend or enemy. All right then! It’s this feeling of being alien to your
deepest  concerns  that  makes  our  situation  unacceptable,  impossible,  even impossible  for  me but
especially for Ned Land. Every man, by virtue of his very humanity, deserves fair treatment. Have you
considered  how a  love  of  freedom and hatred  of  slavery  could  lead  to  plans  of  vengeance  in  a
temperament like the Canadian’s, what he might think, attempt, endeavor . . . ?”

I fell silent. Captain Nemo stood up.

“Ned Land can think, attempt, or endeavor anything he wants, what difference is it to me? I didn’t go
looking for him! I don’t keep him on board for my pleasure! As for you, Professor Aronnax, you’re a man
able to understand anything, even silence. I have nothing more to say to you. Let this first time you’ve
come to discuss this subject also be the last, because a second time I won’t even listen.”

I withdrew. From that day forward our position was very strained. I reported this conversation to my
two companions.

“Now we know,” Ned said, “that we can’t expect a thing from this man. The Nautilus is nearing Long
Island. We’ll escape, no matter what the weather.”

But the skies became more and more threatening. There were conspicuous signs of a hurricane on the
way. The atmosphere was turning white and milky. Slender sheaves of cirrus clouds were followed on
the horizon by layers of nimbocumulus. Other low clouds fled swiftly. The sea grew towering, inflated by
long swells. Every bird had disappeared except a few petrels, friends of the storms. The barometer fell
significantly, indicating a tremendous tension in the surrounding haze. The mixture in our stormglass
decomposed under the influence of the electricity charging the air. A struggle of the elements was
approaching.

The storm burst during the daytime of May 13, just as the Nautilus was cruising abreast of Long Island,
a few miles from the narrows to Upper New York Bay. I’m able to describe this struggle of the elements
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because Captain Nemo didn’t flee into the ocean depths; instead, from some inexplicable whim, he
decided to brave it out on the surface.

The wind was blowing from the southwest, initially a stiff breeze, in other words, with a speed of fifteen
meters per second, which built to twenty–five meters near three o’clock in the afternoon. This is the
figure for major storms.

Unshaken by these squalls, Captain Nemo stationed himself on the platform. He was lashed around the
waist to withstand the monstrous breakers foaming over the deck. I hoisted and attached myself to the
same place, dividing my wonderment between the storm and this incomparable man who faced it
head–on.

The raging sea was swept with huge tattered clouds drenched by the waves. I saw no more of the small
intervening billows that form in the troughs of the big crests. Just long, soot–colored undulations with
crests so compact they didn’t foam. They kept growing taller. They were spurring each other on. The
Nautilus,  sometimes lying on its side,  sometimes standing on end like a mast,  rolled and pitched
frightfully.

Near five o’clock a torrential rain fell, but it lulled neither wind nor sea. The hurricane was unleashed at
a speed of forty–five meters per second, hence almost forty leagues per hour. Under these conditions
houses topple, roof tiles puncture doors, iron railings snap in two, and twenty–four–pounder cannons
relocate. And yet in the midst of this turmoil, the Nautilus lived up to that saying of an expert engineer:
“A well–constructed hull can defy any sea!” This submersible was no resisting rock that waves could
demolish; it was a steel spindle, obediently in motion, without rigging or masting, and able to brave
their fury with impunity.

Meanwhile I was carefully examining these unleashed breakers. They measured up to fifteen meters in
height over a length of 150 to 175 meters, and the speed of their propagation (half that of the wind) was
fifteen meters per second. Their volume and power increased with the depth of the waters. I then
understood the role played by these waves, which trap air in their flanks and release it in the depths of
the sea where its oxygen brings life. Their utmost pressure—it has been calculated—can build to 3,000
kilograms  on  every  square  foot  of  surface  they  strike.  It  was  such  waves  in  the  Hebrides  that
repositioned a stone block weighing 84,000 pounds. It was their relatives in the tidal wave on December
23, 1854, that toppled part of the Japanese city of Tokyo, then went that same day at 700 kilometers per
hour to break on the beaches of America.

After nightfall the storm grew in intensity. As in the 1860 cyclone on Réunion Island, the barometer fell
to 710 millimeters. At the close of day, I saw a big ship passing on the horizon, struggling painfully. It
lay to at half steam in an effort to hold steady on the waves. It must have been a steamer on one of
those lines out of New York to Liverpool or Le Havre. It soon vanished into the shadows.

At ten o’clock in the evening, the skies caught on fire. The air was streaked with violent flashes of
lightning. I couldn’t stand this brightness, but Captain Nemo stared straight at it, as if to inhale the
spirit of the storm. A dreadful noise filled the air, a complicated noise made up of the roar of crashing
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breakers, the howl of the wind, claps of thunder. The wind shifted to every point of the horizon, and the
cyclone left  the east to return there after passing through north, west,  and south, moving in the
opposite direction of revolving storms in the southern hemisphere.

Oh, that Gulf Stream! It truly lives up to its nickname, the Lord of Storms! All by itself it creates these
fearsome cyclones through the difference in temperature between its currents and the superimposed
layers of air.

The rain was followed by a downpour of fire. Droplets of water changed into exploding tufts. You would
have thought Captain Nemo was courting a death worthy of himself, seeking to be struck by lightning.
In one hideous pitching movement, the Nautilus reared its steel spur into the air like a lightning rod,
and I saw long sparks shoot down it.

Shattered, at the end of my strength, I slid flat on my belly to the hatch. I opened it and went below to
the lounge. By then the storm had reached its maximum intensity. It was impossible to stand upright
inside the Nautilus.

Captain Nemo reentered near midnight. I could hear the ballast tanks filling little by little, and the
Nautilus sank gently beneath the surface of the waves.

Through the lounge’s open windows, I saw large, frightened fish passing like phantoms in the fiery
waters. Some were struck by lightning right before my eyes!

The Nautilus kept descending. I thought it would find calm again at fifteen meters down. No. The upper
strata were too violently agitated. It needed to sink to fifty meters, searching for a resting place in the
bowels of the sea.

But once there, what tranquility we found, what silence, what peace all around us! Who would have
known that a dreadful hurricane was then unleashed on the surface of this ocean?

Chapter 20

In Latitude 47° 24′ and Longitude 17° 28′

IN THE AFTERMATH of this storm, we were thrown back to the east. Away went any hope of escaping to
the landing places of New York or the St. Lawrence. In despair, poor Ned went into seclusion like
Captain Nemo. Conseil and I no longer left each other.

As I said, the Nautilus veered to the east. To be more accurate, I should have said to the northeast.
Sometimes on the surface of the waves, sometimes beneath them, the ship wandered for days amid
these mists so feared by navigators. These are caused chiefly by melting ice, which keeps the air
extremely damp. How many ships have perished in these waterways as they tried to get directions from
the hazy lights on the coast! How many casualties have been caused by these opaque mists! How many
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collisions have occurred with these reefs, where the breaking surf is covered by the noise of the wind!
How many vessels have rammed each other, despite their running lights, despite the warnings given by
their bosun’s pipes and alarm bells!

So the floor of this sea had the appearance of a battlefield where every ship defeated by the ocean still
lay, some already old and encrusted, others newer and reflecting our beacon light on their ironwork and
copper undersides. Among these vessels, how many went down with all hands, with their crews and
hosts of immigrants, at these trouble spots so prominent in the statistics: Cape Race, St. Paul Island, the
Strait of Belle Isle, the St. Lawrence estuary! And in only a few years, how many victims have been
furnished to the obituary notices by the Royal Mail, Inman, and Montreal lines; by vessels named the
Solway, the Isis, the Paramatta, the Hungarian, the Canadian, the Anglo–Saxon, the Humboldt, and the
United States, all run aground; by the Arctic and theLyonnais, sunk in collisions; by the President, the
Pacific, and the City of Glasgow, lost for reasons unknown; in the midst of their gloomy rubble, the
Nautilus navigated as if passing the dead in review!

By May 15 we were off the southern tip of the Grand Banks of Newfoundland. These banks are the
result of marine sedimentation, an extensive accumulation of organic waste brought either from the
equator by the Gulf Stream’s current, or from the North Pole by the countercurrent of cold water that
skirts the American coast. Here, too, erratically drifting chunks collect from the ice breakup. Here a
huge boneyard forms from fish, mollusks, and zoophytes dying over it by the billions.

The sea is of no great depth at the Grand Banks. A few hundred fathoms at best. But to the south there
is a deep, suddenly occurring depression, a 3,000–meter pit. Here the Gulf Stream widens. Its waters
come to full bloom. It loses its speed and temperature, but it turns into a sea.

Among the fish that the Nautilus startled on its way, I’ll mention a one–meter lumpfish, blackish on top
with orange on the belly and rare among its brethren in that it practices monogamy, a good–sized
eelpout, a type of emerald moray whose flavor is excellent, wolffish with big eyes in a head somewhat
resembling a canine’s, viviparous blennies whose eggs hatch inside their bodies like those of snakes,
bloated gobio (or black gudgeon) measuring two decimeters, grenadiers with long tails and gleaming
with a silvery glow, speedy fish venturing far from their High Arctic seas.

Our nets also hauled in a bold, daring, vigorous, and muscular fish armed with prickles on its head and
stings on its fins, a real scorpion measuring two to three meters, the ruthless enemy of cod, blennies,
and salmon; it was the bullhead of the northerly seas, a fish with red fins and a brown body covered
with nodules. The Nautilus’s fishermen had some trouble getting a grip on this animal, which, thanks to
the formation of its gill covers, can protect its respiratory organs from any parching contact with the air
and can live out of water for a good while.

And I’ll mention—for the record—some little banded blennies that follow ships into the northernmost
seas, sharp–snouted carp exclusive to the north Atlantic, scorpionfish, and lastly the gadoidfamily,
chiefly the cod species, which I detected in their waters of choice over these inexhaustible Grand Banks.

Because Newfoundland is simply an underwater peak, you could call these cod mountain fish. While the
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Nautilus was clearing a path through their tight ranks,  Conseil  couldn’t  refrain from making this
comment:

“Mercy, look at these cod!” he said. “Why, I thought cod were flat, like dab or sole!”

“Innocent boy!” I exclaimed. “Cod are flat only at the grocery store, where they’re cut open and spread
out on display. But in the water they’re like mullet, spindle–shaped and perfectly built for speed.”

“I can easily believe Master,” Conseil replied. “But what crowds of them! What swarms!”

“Bah! My friend, there’d be many more without their enemies, scorpionfish and human beings! Do you
know how many eggs have been counted in a single female?”

“I’ll go all out,” Conseil replied. “500,000.”

“11,000,000, my friend.”

“11,000,000! I refuse to accept that until I count them myself.”

“So count them, Conseil. But it would be less work to believe me. Besides, Frenchmen, Englishmen,
Americans, Danes, and Norwegians catch these cod by the thousands. They’re eaten in prodigious
quantities, and without the astonishing fertility of these fish, the seas would soon be depopulated of
them. Accordingly, in England and America alone, 5,000 ships manned by 75,000 seamen go after cod.
Each ship brings back an average catch of 4,400 fish, making 22,000,000. Off the coast of Norway, the
total is the same.”

“Fine,” Conseil replied, “I’ll take Master’s word for it. I won’t count them.”

“Count what?”

“Those 11,000,000 eggs. But I’ll make one comment.”

“What’s that?”

“If all their eggs hatched, just four codfish could feed England, America, and Norway.”

As we skimmed the depths of the Grand Banks, I could see perfectly those long fishing lines, each
armed with 200 hooks, that every boat dangled by the dozens. The lower end of each line dragged the
bottom by means of a small grappling iron, and at the surface it was secured to the buoy–rope of a cork
float. The Nautilus had to maneuver shrewdly in the midst of this underwater spiderweb.

But the ship didn’t stay long in these heavily traveled waterways. It went up to about latitude 42°. This
brought it abreast of St. John’s in Newfoundland and Heart’s Content, where the Atlantic Cable reaches
its end point.

Instead of continuing north, the Nautilus took an easterly heading, as if to go along this plateau on
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which the telegraph cable rests, where multiple soundings have given the contours of the terrain with
the utmost accuracy.

It was on May 17, about 500 miles from Heart’s Content and 2,800 meters down, that I spotted this
cable lying on the seafloor. Conseil, whom I hadn’t alerted, mistook it at first for a gigantic sea snake
and was gearing up to classify it in his best manner. But I enlightened the fine lad and let him down
gently by giving him various details on the laying of this cable.

The first cable was put down during the years 1857–1858; but after transmitting about 400 telegrams, it
went dead. In 1863 engineers built a new cable that measured 3,400 kilometers, weighed 4,500 metric
tons, and was shipped aboard the Great Eastern. This attempt also failed.

Now then, on May 25 while submerged to a depth of 3,836 meters, the Nautilus lay in precisely the
locality where this second cable suffered the rupture that ruined the undertaking. It happened 638
miles from the coast of Ireland. At around two o’clock in the afternoon, all contact with Europe broke
off. The electricians on board decided to cut the cable before fishing it up, and by eleven o’clock that
evening they had retrieved the damaged part. They repaired the joint and its splice; then the cable was
resubmerged. But a few days later it snapped again and couldn’t be recovered from the ocean depths.

These Americans refused to give up. The daring Cyrus Field, who had risked his whole fortune to
promote this undertaking, called for a new bond issue. It sold out immediately. Another cable was put
down under better conditions. Its sheaves of conducting wire were insulated within a gutta–percha
covering, which was protected by a padding of textile material enclosed in a metal sheath. The Great
Eastern put back to sea on July 13, 1866.

The operation proceeded apace. Yet there was one hitch. As they gradually unrolled this third cable, the
electricians observed on several occasions that someone had recently driven nails into it, trying to
damage its core. Captain Anderson, his officers, and the engineers put their heads together, then
posted a warning that if the culprit were detected, he would be thrown overboard without a trial. After
that, these villainous attempts were not repeated.

By July 23 the Great Eastern was lying no farther than 800 kilometers from Newfoundland when it
received telegraphed news from Ireland of an armistice signed between Prussia and Austria after the
Battle of Sadova. Through the mists on the 27th, it sighted the port of Heart’s Content. The undertaking
had ended happily, and in its first dispatch, young America addressed old Europe with these wise words
so rarely understood: “Glory to God in the highest, and peace on earth to men of good will.”

I  didn’t  expect  to  find  this  electric  cable  in  mint  condition,  as  it  looked on leaving its  place  of
manufacture. The long snake was covered with seashell rubble and bristling with foraminifera; a crust
of caked gravel protected it from any mollusks that might bore into it. It rested serenely, sheltered from
the sea’s motions, under a pressure favorable to the transmission of that electric spark that goes from
America to Europe in 32/100 of a second. This cable will no doubt last indefinitely because, as observers
note, its gutta–percha casing is improved by a stay in salt water.
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Besides, on this well–chosen plateau, the cable never lies at depths that could cause a break. The
Nautilus followed it to its lowest reaches, located 4,431 meters down, and even there it rested without
any stress or strain. Then we returned to the locality where the 1863 accident had taken place.

There the ocean floor formed a valley 120 kilometers wide, into which you could fit Mt. Blanc without
its summit poking above the surface of the waves. This valley is closed off to the east by a sheer wall
2,000 meters high. We arrived there on May 28, and the Nautilus lay no farther than 150 kilometers
from Ireland.

Would Captain Nemo head up north and beach us on the British Isles? No. Much to my surprise, he
went back down south and returned to European seas. As we swung around the Emerald Isle, I spotted
Cape Clear for an instant, plus the lighthouse on Fastnet Rock that guides all those thousands of ships
setting out from Glasgow or Liverpool.

An important question then popped into my head. Would the Nautilus dare to tackle the English
Channel? Ned Land (who promptly reappeared after we hugged shore) never stopped questioning me.
What could I answer him? Captain Nemo remained invisible. After giving the Canadian a glimpse of
American shores, was he about to show me the coast of France?

But the Nautilus kept gravitating southward. On May 30, in sight of Land’s End, it passed between the
lowermost tip of England and the Scilly Islands, which it left behind to starboard.

If it was going to enter the English Channel, it clearly needed to head east. It did not.

All day long on May 31, the Nautilus swept around the sea in a series of circles that had me deeply
puzzled. It seemed to be searching for a locality that it had some trouble finding. At noon Captain Nemo
himself came to take our bearings. He didn’t address a word to me. He looked gloomier than ever. What
was filling him with such sadness? Was it our proximity to these European shores? Was he reliving his
memories of that country he had left behind? If so, what did he feel? Remorse or regret? For a good
while these thoughts occupied my mind, and I had a hunch that fate would soon give away the captain’s
secrets.

The next day, June 1, the Nautilus kept to the same tack. It was obviously trying to locate some precise
spot in the ocean. Just as on the day before, Captain Nemo came to take the altitude of the sun. The sea
was smooth, the skies clear. Eight miles to the east, a big steamship was visible on the horizon line. No
flag was flapping from the gaff of its fore–and–aft sail, and I couldn’t tell its nationality.

A few minutes before the sun passed its zenith, Captain Nemo raised his sextant and took his sights
with the utmost precision. The absolute calm of the waves facilitated this operation. TheNautilus lay
motionless, neither rolling nor pitching.

I was on the platform just then. After determining our position, the captain pronounced only these
words:

“It’s right here!”
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He went down the hatch. Had he seen that vessel change course and seemingly head toward us? I’m
unable to say.

I returned to the lounge. The hatch closed, and I heard water hissing in the ballast tanks. The Nautilus
began to sink on a vertical line, because its propeller was in check and no longer furnished any forward
motion.

Some minutes later it stopped at a depth of 833 meters and came to rest on the seafloor.

The ceiling lights in the lounge then went out, the panels opened, and through the windows I saw, for a
half–mile radius, the sea brightly lit by the beacon’s rays.

I looked to port and saw nothing but the immenseness of these tranquil waters.

To starboard, a prominent bulge on the sea bottom caught my attention. You would have thought it was
some ruin  enshrouded in  a  crust  of  whitened seashells,  as  if  under  a  mantle  of  snow.  Carefully
examining this mass, I could identify the swollen outlines of a ship shorn of its masts, which must have
sunk bow first. This casualty certainly dated from some far–off time. To be so caked with the limestone
of these waters, this wreckage must have spent many a year on the ocean floor.

What ship was this? Why had the Nautilus come to visit its grave? Was it something other than a
maritime accident that had dragged this craft under the waters?

I wasn’t sure what to think, but next to me I heard Captain Nemo’s voice slowly say:

“Originally this ship was christened the Marseillais. It carried seventy–four cannons and was launched
in 1762.  On August  13,  1778,  commanded by La Poype–Vertrieux,  it  fought  valiantly  against  the
Preston. On July 4, 1779, as a member of the squadron under Admiral d’Estaing, it assisted in the
capture of the island of Grenada. On September 5, 1781, under the Count de Grasse, it took part in the
Battle of Chesapeake Bay. In 1794 the new Republic of France changed the name of this ship. On April
16 of that same year, it joined the squadron at Brest under Rear Admiral Villaret de Joyeuse, who was
entrusted with escorting a convoy of wheat coming from America under the command of Admiral Van
Stabel. In this second year of the French Revolutionary Calendar, on the 11th and 12th days in the
Month of Pasture, this squadron fought an encounter with English vessels. Sir, today is June 1, 1868, or
the 13th day in the Month of Pasture. Seventy–four years ago to the day, at this very spot in latitude 47°
24′ and longitude 17° 28′, this ship sank after a heroic battle; its three masts gone, water in its hold, a
third of its crew out of action, it  preferred to go to the bottom with its 356 seamen rather than
surrender; and with its flag nailed up on the afterdeck, it disappeared beneath the waves to shouts of
‘Long live the Republic!'”

“This is the Avenger!” I exclaimed.

“Yes, sir! The Avenger! A splendid name!” Captain Nemo murmured, crossing his arms.
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Chapter 21

A Mass Execution

THE WAY HE SAID THIS, the unexpectedness of this scene, first the biography of this patriotic ship, then
the excitement with which this eccentric individual pronounced these last words—the name Avenger
whose significance could not escape me—all this, taken together, had a profound impact on my mind.
My eyes never left the captain. Hands outstretched toward the sea, he contemplated the proud wreck
with blazing eyes. Perhaps I would never learn who he was, where he came from or where he was
heading, but more and more I could see a distinction between the man and the scientist. It was no
ordinary misanthropy that kept Captain Nemo and his companions sequestered inside the Nautilus’s
plating, but a hate so monstrous or so sublime that the passing years could never weaken it.

Did this hate also hunger for vengeance? Time would soon tell.

Meanwhile the Nautilus rose slowly to the surface of the sea, and I watched the Avenger’s murky shape
disappearing little by little. Soon a gentle rolling told me that we were afloat in the open air.

Just then a hollow explosion was audible. I looked at the captain. The captain did not stir.

“Captain?” I said.

He didn’t reply.

I left him and climbed onto the platform. Conseil and the Canadian were already there.

“What caused that explosion?” I asked.

“A cannon going off,” Ned Land replied.

I stared in the direction of the ship I had spotted. It was heading toward the Nautilus, and you could tell
it had put on steam. Six miles separated it from us.

“What sort of craft is it, Ned?”

“From its rigging and its low masts,” the Canadian replied, “I bet it’s a warship. Here’s hoping it pulls
up and sinks this damned Nautilus!”

“Ned my friend,” Conseil replied, “what harm could it do the Nautilus? Will it attack us under the
waves? Will it cannonade us at the bottom of the sea?”

“Tell me, Ned,” I asked, “can you make out the nationality of that craft?”

Creasing his brow, lowering his lids, and puckering the corners of his eyes, the Canadian focused the
full power of his gaze on the ship for a short while.
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“No, sir,” he replied. “I can’t make out what nation it’s from. It’s flying no flag. But I’ll swear it’s a
warship, because there’s a long pennant streaming from the peak of its mainmast.”

For a quarter of an hour, we continued to watch the craft bearing down on us. But it was inconceivable
to me that it had discovered the Nautilus at such a distance, still less that it knew what this underwater
machine really was.

Soon the Canadian announced that the craft was a big battleship, a double–decker ironclad complete
with ram. Dark, dense smoke burst from its two funnels. Its furled sails merged with the lines of its
yardarms. The gaff of its fore–and–aft sail flew no flag. Its distance still kept us from distinguishing the
colors of its pennant, which was fluttering like a thin ribbon.

It was coming on fast. If Captain Nemo let it approach, a chance for salvation might be available to us.

“Sir,” Ned Land told me, “if that boat gets within a mile of us, I’m jumping overboard, and I suggest you
follow suit.”

I didn’t reply to the Canadian’s proposition but kept watching the ship, which was looming larger on the
horizon. Whether it was English, French, American, or Russian, it would surely welcome us aboard if we
could just get to it.

“Master may recall,” Conseil then said, “that we have some experience with swimming. He can rely on
me to tow him to that vessel, if he’s agreeable to going with our friend Ned.”

Before I could reply, white smoke streamed from the battleship’s bow. Then, a few seconds later, the
waters splashed astern of the Nautilus, disturbed by the fall of a heavy object. Soon after, an explosion
struck my ears.

“What’s this? They’re firing at us!” I exclaimed.

“Good lads!” the Canadian muttered.

“That means they don’t see us as castaways clinging to some wreckage!”

“With all due respect to Master—gracious!” Conseil put in, shaking off the water that had sprayed over
him from another shell. “With all due respect to master, they’ve discovered the narwhale and they’re
cannonading the same.”

“But it must be clear to them,” I exclaimed, “that they’re dealing with human beings.”

“Maybe that’s why!” Ned Land replied, staring hard at me.

The full truth dawned on me. Undoubtedly people now knew where they stood on the existence of this
so–called monster. Undoubtedly the latter’s encounter with the Abraham Lincoln, when the Canadian
hit  it  with  his  harpoon,  had  led  Commander  Farragut  to  recognize  the  narwhale  as  actually  an
underwater boat, more dangerous than any unearthly cetacean!
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Yes, this had to be the case, and undoubtedly they were now chasing this dreadful engine of destruction
on every sea!

Dreadful indeed, if,  as we could assume, Captain Nemo had been using the Nautilus in works of
vengeance! That night in the middle of the Indian Ocean, when he imprisoned us in the cell, hadn’t he
attacked some ship? That man now buried in the coral cemetery, wasn’t he the victim of some collision
caused by the Nautilus? Yes, I repeat: this had to be the case. One part of Captain Nemo’s secret life
had been unveiled. And now, even though his identity was still unknown, at least the nations allied
against him knew they were no longer hunting some fairy–tale monster, but a man who had sworn an
implacable hate toward them!

This whole fearsome sequence of events appeared in my mind’s eye. Instead of encountering friends on
this approaching ship, we would find only pitiless enemies.

Meanwhile  shells  fell  around us  in  increasing numbers.  Some,  meeting the liquid  surface,  would
ricochet and vanish into the sea at considerable distances. But none of them reached the Nautilus.

By then the ironclad was no more than three miles off. Despite its violent cannonade, Captain Nemo
hadn’t appeared on the platform. And yet if one of those conical shells had scored a routine hit on the
Nautilus’s hull, it could have been fatal to him.

The Canadian then told me:

“Sir, we’ve got to do everything we can to get out of this jam! Let’s signal them! Damnation! Maybe
they’ll realize we’re decent people!”

Ned Land pulled out his handkerchief to wave it in the air. But he had barely unfolded it when he was
felled by an iron fist, and despite his great strength, he tumbled to the deck.

“Scum!” the captain shouted. “Do you want to be nailed to the Nautilus’s spur before it charges that
ship?”

Dreadful to hear, Captain Nemo was even more dreadful to see. His face was pale from some spasm of
his heart, which must have stopped beating for an instant. His pupils were hideously contracted. His
voice was no longer speaking, it was bellowing. Bending from the waist, he shook the Canadian by the
shoulders.

Then, dropping Ned and turning to the battleship, whose shells were showering around him:

“O ship of an accursed nation, you know who I am!” he shouted in his powerful voice. “And I don’t need
your colors to recognize you! Look! I’ll show you mine!”

And in the bow of the platform, Captain Nemo unfurled a black flag, like the one he had left planted at
the South Pole.
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Just then a shell hit the Nautilus’s hull obliquely, failed to breach it, ricocheted near the captain, and
vanished into the sea.

Captain Nemo shrugged his shoulders. Then, addressing me:

“Go below!” he told me in a curt tone. “You and your companions, go below!”

“Sir,” I exclaimed, “are you going to attack this ship?”

“Sir, I’m going to sink it.”

“You wouldn’t!”

“I will,” Captain Nemo replied icily. “You’re ill–advised to pass judgment on me, sir. Fate has shown you
what you weren’t meant to see. The attack has come. Our reply will be dreadful. Get back inside!”

“From what country is that ship?”

“You don’t know? Fine, so much the better! At least its nationality will remain a secret to you. Go
below!”

The Canadian, Conseil, and I could only obey. Some fifteen of the Nautilus’s seamen surrounded their
captain and stared with a feeling of implacable hate at the ship bearing down on them. You could feel
the same spirit of vengeance enkindling their every soul.

I went below just as another projectile scraped the Nautilus’s hull, and I heard the captain exclaim:

“Shoot, you demented vessel! Shower your futile shells! You won’t escape the Nautilus’s spur! But
this isn’t the place where you’ll  perish! I  don’t want your wreckage mingling with that of the
Avenger!”

I repaired to my stateroom. The captain and his chief officer stayed on the platform. The propeller was
set in motion. The Nautilus swiftly retreated, putting us outside the range of the vessel’s shells. But the
chase continued, and Captain Nemo was content to keep his distance.

Near four o’clock in the afternoon, unable to control the impatience and uneasiness devouring me, I
went back to the central companionway. The hatch was open. I ventured onto the platform. The captain
was still strolling there, his steps agitated. He stared at the ship, which stayed to his leeward five or six
miles off. He was circling it like a wild beast, drawing it eastward, letting it chase after him. Yet he
didn’t attack. Was he, perhaps, still undecided?

I tried to intervene one last time. But I had barely queried Captain Nemo when the latter silenced me:

“I’m the law, I’m the tribunal! I’m the oppressed, and there are my oppressors! Thanks to them, I’ve
witnessed the destruction of everything I loved, cherished, and venerated—homeland, wife, children,
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father, and mother! There lies everything I hate! Not another word out of you!”

I took a last look at the battleship, which was putting on steam. Then I rejoined Ned and Conseil.

“We’ll escape!” I exclaimed.

“Good,” Ned put in. “Where’s that ship from?”

“I’ve no idea. But wherever it’s from, it will sink before nightfall. In any event, it’s better to perish with
it than be accomplices in some act of revenge whose merits we can’t gauge.”

“That’s my feeling,” Ned Land replied coolly. “Let’s wait for nightfall.”

Night  fell.  A  profound silence reigned on board.  The compass indicated that  the Nautilus  hadn’t
changed direction. I could hear the beat of its propeller, churning the waves with steady speed. Staying
on the surface of the water, it rolled gently, sometimes to one side, sometimes to the other.

My companions and I had decided to escape as soon as the vessel came close enough for us to be
heard—or seen, because the moon would wax full in three days and was shining brightly. Once we were
aboard that ship, if we couldn’t ward off the blow that threatened it, at least we could do everything
that circumstances permitted. Several times I thought the Nautilus was about to attack. But it was
content to let its adversary approach, and then it would quickly resume its retreating ways.

Part of the night passed without incident. We kept watch for an opportunity to take action. We talked
little, being too keyed up. Ned Land was all for jumping overboard. I forced him to wait. As I saw it, the
Nautilus would attack the double–decker on the surface of the waves, and then it would be not only
possible but easy to escape.

At three o’clock in the morning, full of uneasiness, I climbed onto the platform. Captain Nemo hadn’t
left it. He stood in the bow next to his flag, which a mild breeze was unfurling above his head. His eyes
never left that vessel. The extraordinary intensity of his gaze seemed to attract it, beguile it, and draw it
more surely than if he had it in tow!

The moon then passed its zenith. Jupiter was rising in the east. In the midst of this placid natural
setting, sky and ocean competed with each other in tranquility, and the sea offered the orb of night the
loveliest mirror ever to reflect its image.

And when I compared this deep calm of the elements with all the fury seething inside the plating of this
barely perceptible Nautilus, I shivered all over.

The vessel was two miles off. It drew nearer, always moving toward the phosphorescent glow that
signaled the Nautilus’s presence. I saw its green and red running lights, plus the white lantern hanging
from the large stay of its foremast. Hazy flickerings were reflected on its rigging and indicated that its
furnaces were pushed to the limit. Showers of sparks and cinders of flaming coal escaped from its
funnels, spangling the air with stars.
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I stood there until six o’clock in the morning, Captain Nemo never seeming to notice me. The vessel lay
a mile and a half off, and with the first glimmers of daylight, it resumed its cannonade. The time
couldn’t be far away when the Nautilus would attack its adversary, and my companions and I would
leave forever this man I dared not judge.

I was about to go below to alert them, when the chief officer climbed onto the platform. Several seamen
were with him. Captain Nemo didn’t see them, or didn’t want to see them. They carried out certain
procedures that, on the Nautilus, you could call “clearing the decks for action.” They were quite simple.
The manropes that formed a handrail around the platform were lowered. Likewise the pilothouse and
the beacon housing were withdrawn into the hull until they lay exactly flush with it. The surface of this
long sheet–iron cigar no longer offered a single protrusion that could hamper its maneuvers.

I returned to the lounge. The Nautilus still emerged above the surface. A few morning gleams infiltrated
the liquid strata. Beneath the undulations of the billows, the windows were enlivened by the blushing of
the rising sun. That dreadful day of June 2 had dawned.

At seven o’clock the log told me that the Nautilus had reduced speed. I realized that it was letting the
warship approach. Moreover, the explosions grew more intensely audible. Shells furrowed the water
around us, drilling through it with an odd hissing sound.

“My friends,” I said, “it’s time. Let’s shake hands, and may God be with us!”

Ned Land was determined, Conseil calm, I myself nervous and barely in control.

We  went  into  the  library.  Just  as  I  pushed  open  the  door  leading  to  the  well  of  the  central
companionway, I heard the hatch close sharply overhead.

The Canadian leaped up the steps, but I stopped him. A well–known hissing told me that water was
entering the ship’s ballast tanks. Indeed, in a few moments the Nautilus had submerged some meters
below the surface of the waves.

I understood this maneuver. It was too late to take action. The Nautilus wasn’t going to strike the
double–decker where it was clad in impenetrable iron armor, but below its waterline, where the metal
carapace no longer protected its planking.

We were prisoners once more, unwilling spectators at the performance of this gruesome drama. But we
barely had time to think. Taking refuge in my stateroom, we stared at each other without pronouncing a
word. My mind was in a total daze. My mental processes came to a dead stop. I hovered in that painful
state that predominates during the period of anticipation before some frightful explosion. I waited, I
listened, I lived only through my sense of hearing!

Meanwhile the Nautilus’s speed had increased appreciably. So it was gathering momentum. Its entire
hull was vibrating.

Suddenly I let out a yell. There had been a collision, but it was comparatively mild. I could feel the
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penetrating force of the steel spur. I could hear scratchings and scrapings. Carried away with its driving
power, the Nautilus had passed through the vessel’s mass like a sailmaker’s needle through canvas!

I couldn’t hold still. Frantic, going insane, I leaped out of my stateroom and rushed into the lounge.

Captain Nemo was there. Mute, gloomy, implacable, he was staring through the port panel.

An enormous mass was sinking beneath the waters, and the Nautilus, missing none of its death throes,
was descending into the depths with it. Ten meters away, I could see its gaping hull, into which water
was rushing with a sound of thunder, then its double rows of cannons and railings. Its deck was covered
with dark, quivering shadows.

The water was rising. Those poor men leaped up into the shrouds, clung to the masts, writhed beneath
the waters. It was a human anthill that an invading sea had caught by surprise!

Paralyzed, rigid with anguish, my hair standing on end, my eyes popping out of my head, short of
breath, suffocating, speechless, I stared—I too! I was glued to the window by an irresistible allure!

The enormous vessel settled slowly. Following it down, the Nautilus kept watch on its every movement.
Suddenly there was an eruption. The air compressed inside the craft sent its decks flying, as if the
powder stores had been ignited. The thrust of the waters was so great, the Nautilus swerved away.

The poor ship then sank more swiftly. Its mastheads appeared, laden with victims, then its crosstrees
bending under clusters of men, finally the peak of its mainmast. Then the dark mass disappeared, and
with it a crew of corpses dragged under by fearsome eddies. . . .

I turned to Captain Nemo. This dreadful executioner, this true archangel of hate, was still staring. When
it was all over, Captain Nemo headed to the door of his stateroom, opened it, and entered. I followed
him with my eyes.

On the rear paneling, beneath the portraits of his heroes, I saw the portrait of a still–youthful woman
with two little children. Captain Nemo stared at them for a few moments, stretched out his arms to
them, sank to his knees, and melted into sobs.

Chapter 22

The Last Words of Captain Nemo

THE PANELS CLOSED over this frightful view, but the lights didn’t go on in the lounge. Inside the Nautilus
all was gloom and silence. It left this place of devastation with prodigious speed, 100 feet beneath the
waters. Where was it going? North or south? Where would the man flee after this horrible act of
revenge?
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I reentered my stateroom, where Ned and Conseil were waiting silently. Captain Nemo filled me with
insurmountable horror. Whatever he had once suffered at the hands of humanity, he had no right to
mete out such punishment. He had made me, if  not an accomplice, at least an eyewitness to his
vengeance! Even this was intolerable.

At eleven o’clock the electric lights came back on. I went into the lounge. It was deserted. I consulted
the various instruments. The Nautilus was fleeing northward at a speed of twenty–five miles per hour,
sometimes on the surface of the sea, sometimes thirty feet beneath it.

After our position had been marked on the chart, I saw that we were passing into the mouth of the
English Channel, that our heading would take us to the northernmost seas with incomparable speed.

I could barely glimpse the swift passing of longnose sharks, hammerhead sharks, spotted dogfish that
frequent these waters, big eagle rays, swarms of seahorse looking like knights on a chessboard, eels
quivering like fireworks serpents, armies of crab that fled obliquely by crossing their pincers over their
carapaces, finally schools of porpoise that held contests of speed with theNautilus. But by this point
observing, studying, and classifying were out of the question.

By evening we had cleared 200 leagues up the Atlantic. Shadows gathered and gloom overran the sea
until the moon came up.

I repaired to my stateroom. I couldn’t sleep. I was assaulted by nightmares. That horrible scene of
destruction kept repeating in my mind’s eye.

From that day forward, who knows where the Nautilus took us in the north Atlantic basin? Always at
incalculable speed! Always amid the High Arctic mists! Did it call at the capes of Spitzbergen or the
shores of Novaya Zemlya? Did it visit such uncharted seas as the White Sea, the Kara Sea, the Gulf of
Ob, the Lyakhov Islands, or those unknown beaches on the Siberian coast? I’m unable to say. I lost
track of the passing hours. Time was in abeyance on the ship’s clocks. As happens in the polar regions,
it seemed that night and day no longer followed their normal sequence. I felt myself being drawn into
that strange domain where the overwrought imagination of Edgar Allan Poe was at home. Like his
fabled Arthur Gordon Pym, I expected any moment to see that “shrouded human figure, very far larger
in its proportions than any dweller among men,” thrown across the cataract that protects the outskirts
of the pole!

I estimate—but perhaps I’m mistaken—that the Nautilus’s haphazard course continued for fifteen or
twenty days, and I’m not sure how long this would have gone on without the catastrophe that ended our
voyage. As for Captain Nemo, he was no longer in the picture. As for his chief officer, the same applied.
Not one crewman was visible for a single instant. The Nautilus cruised beneath the waters almost
continuously. When it rose briefly to the surface to renew our air, the hatches opened and closed as if
automated. No more positions were reported on the world map. I didn’t know where we were.

I’ll  also  mention  that  the  Canadian,  at  the  end  of  his  strength  and  patience,  made  no  further
appearances. Conseil couldn’t coax a single word out of him and feared that, in a fit of delirium while
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under the sway of a ghastly homesickness, Ned would kill himself. So he kept a devoted watch on his
friend every instant.

You can appreciate that under these conditions, our situation had become untenable.

One morning—whose date I’m unable to specify—I was slumbering near the first hours of daylight, a
painful, sickly slumber. Waking up, I saw Ned Land leaning over me, and I heard him tell me in a low
voice:

“We’re going to escape!”

I sat up.

“When?” I asked.

“Tonight. There doesn’t seem to be any supervision left on the Nautilus. You’d think a total daze was
reigning on board. Will you be ready, sir?”

“Yes. Where are we?”

“In sight of land. I saw it through the mists just this morning, twenty miles to the east.”

“What land is it?”

“I’ve no idea, but whatever it is, there we’ll take refuge.”

“Yes, Ned! We’ll escape tonight even if the sea swallows us up!”

“The sea’s rough, the wind’s blowing hard, but a twenty–mile run in the Nautilus’s nimble longboat
doesn’t scare me. Unknown to the crew, I’ve stowed some food and flasks of water inside.”

“I’m with you.”

“What’s more,” the Canadian added, “if they catch me, I’ll defend myself, I’ll fight to the death.”

“Then we’ll die together, Ned my friend.”

My mind was made up. The Canadian left me. I went out on the platform, where I could barely stand
upright against the jolts of the billows. The skies were threatening, but land lay inside those dense
mists, and we had to escape. Not a single day, or even a single hour, could we afford to lose.

I returned to the lounge, dreading yet desiring an encounter with Captain Nemo, wanting yet not
wanting to see him. What would I say to him? How could I hide the involuntary horror he inspired in
me? No! It was best not to meet him face to face! Best to try and forget him! And yet . . . !

How long that day seemed, the last I would spend aboard the Nautilus! I was left to myself. Ned Land
and Conseil avoided speaking to me, afraid they would give themselves away.
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At six o’clock I ate supper, but I had no appetite. Despite my revulsion, I forced it down, wanting to
keep my strength up.

At 6:30 Ned Land entered my stateroom. He told me:

“We won’t see each other again before we go. At ten o’clock the moon won’t be up yet. We’ll take
advantage of the darkness. Come to the skiff. Conseil and I will be inside waiting for you.”

The Canadian left without giving me time to answer him.

I wanted to verify the Nautilus’s heading. I made my way to the lounge. We were racing north–northeast
with frightful speed, fifty meters down.

I took one last look at the natural wonders and artistic treasures amassed in the museum, this unrivaled
collection doomed to perish someday in the depths of the seas, together with its curator. I wanted to
establish one supreme impression in my mind. I stayed there an hour, basking in the aura of the ceiling
lights, passing in review the treasures shining in their glass cases. Then I returned to my stateroom.

There I dressed in sturdy seafaring clothes. I gathered my notes and packed them tenderly about my
person. My heart was pounding mightily. I couldn’t curb its pulsations. My anxiety and agitation would
certainly have given me away if Captain Nemo had seen me.

What was he doing just then? I listened at the door to his stateroom. I heard the sound of footsteps.
Captain Nemo was inside. He hadn’t gone to bed. With his every movement I imagined he would appear
and ask me why I wanted to escape! I felt in a perpetual state of alarm. My imagination magnified this
sensation. The feeling became so acute, I wondered whether it wouldn’t be better to enter the captain’s
stateroom, dare him face to face, brave it out with word and deed!

It was an insane idea. Fortunately I controlled myself and stretched out on the bed to soothe my bodily
agitation. My nerves calmed a little, but with my brain so aroused, I did a swift review of my whole
existence aboard the Nautilus, every pleasant or unpleasant incident that had crossed my path since I
went overboard from the Abraham Lincoln: the underwater hunting trip, the Torres Strait, our running
aground, the savages of Papua, the coral cemetery, the Suez passageway, the island of Santorini, the
Cretan diver, the Bay of Vigo, Atlantis, the Ice Bank, the South Pole, our imprisonment in the ice, the
battle with the devilfish, the storm in the Gulf Stream, the Avenger, and that horrible scene of the
vessel sinking with its crew . . . ! All these events passed before my eyes like backdrops unrolling
upstage in a theater. In this strange setting Captain Nemo then grew fantastically. His features were
accentuated, taking on superhuman proportions. He was no longer my equal, he was the Man of the
Waters, the Spirit of the Seas.

By then it was 9:30. I held my head in both hands to keep it from bursting. I closed my eyes. I no longer
wanted to think. A half hour still to wait! A half hour of nightmares that could drive me insane!

Just then I heard indistinct chords from the organ, melancholy harmonies from some undefinable hymn,
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actual pleadings from a soul trying to sever its earthly ties. I listened with all my senses at once, barely
breathing, immersed like Captain Nemo in this musical trance that was drawing him beyond the bounds
of this world.

Then a sudden thought terrified me. Captain Nemo had left his stateroom. He was in the same lounge I
had to cross in order to escape. There I would encounter him one last time. He would see me, perhaps
speak to me! One gesture from him could obliterate me, a single word shackle me to his vessel!

Even so, ten o’clock was about to strike. It was time to leave my stateroom and rejoin my companions.

I dared not hesitate, even if Captain Nemo stood before me. I opened the door cautiously, but as it
swung on its hinges, it  seemed to make a frightful noise. This noise existed, perhaps, only in my
imagination!

I crept forward through the Nautilus’s dark gangways, pausing after each step to curb the pounding of
my heart.

I arrived at the corner door of the lounge. I opened it gently. The lounge was plunged in profound
darkness. Chords from the organ were reverberating faintly. Captain Nemo was there. He didn’t see
me. Even in broad daylight I doubt that he would have noticed me, so completely was he immersed in
his trance.

I inched over the carpet, avoiding the tiniest bump whose noise might give me away. It took me five
minutes to reach the door at the far end, which led into the library.

I was about to open it when a gasp from Captain Nemo nailed me to the spot. I realized that he was
standing up. I even got a glimpse of him because some rays of light from the library had filtered into the
lounge. He was coming toward me, arms crossed, silent, not walking but gliding like a ghost. His chest
was heaving, swelling with sobs. And I heard him murmur these words, the last of his to reach my ears:

“O almighty God! Enough! Enough!”

Was it a vow of repentance that had just escaped from this man’s conscience . . . ?

Frantic, I rushed into the library. I climbed the central companionway, and going along the upper
gangway, I arrived at the skiff. I went through the opening that had already given access to my two
companions.

“Let’s go, let’s go!” I exclaimed.

“Right away!” the Canadian replied.

First, Ned Land closed and bolted the opening cut into the Nautilus’s sheet iron, using the monkey
wrench he had with him. After likewise closing the opening in the skiff, the Canadian began to unscrew
the nuts still bolting us to the underwater boat.
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Suddenly a noise from the ship’s interior became audible. Voices were answering each other hurriedly.
What was it? Had they spotted our escape? I felt Ned Land sliding a dagger into my hand.

“Yes,” I muttered, “we know how to die!”

The Canadian paused in his work. But one word twenty times repeated, one dreadful word, told me the
reason for the agitation spreading aboard the Nautilus. We weren’t the cause of the crew’s concern.

“Maelstrom! Maelstrom!” they were shouting.

The  Maelstrom!  Could  a  more  frightening  name  have  rung  in  our  ears  under  more  frightening
circumstances? Were we lying in the dangerous waterways off the Norwegian coast? Was theNautilus
being dragged into this whirlpool just as the skiff was about to detach from its plating?

As you know, at the turn of the tide, the waters confined between the Faroe and Lofoten Islands rush
out with irresistible violence. They form a vortex from which no ship has ever been able to escape.
Monstrous waves race together from every point of the horizon. They form a whirlpool aptly called “the
ocean’s navel,” whose attracting power extends a distance of fifteen kilometers. It can suck down not
only ships but whales, and even polar bears from the northernmost regions.

This was where the Nautilus had been sent accidentally—or perhaps deliberately—by its captain. It was
sweeping around in a spiral whose radius kept growing smaller and smaller. The skiff, still attached to
the ship’s  plating,  was likewise carried around at  dizzying speed.  I  could feel  us whirling.  I  was
experiencing that accompanying nausea that follows such continuous spinning motions. We were in
dread, in the last stages of sheer horror, our blood frozen in our veins, our nerves numb, drenched in
cold sweat as if from the throes of dying! And what a noise around our frail skiff! What roars echoing
from several miles away! What crashes from the waters breaking against sharp rocks on the seafloor,
where the hardest objects are smashed, where tree trunks are worn down and worked into “a shaggy
fur,” as Norwegians express it!

What a predicament! We were rocking frightfully. The Nautilus defended itself like a human being. Its
steel muscles were cracking. Sometimes it stood on end, the three of us along with it!

“We’ve got to hold on tight,” Ned said, “and screw the nuts down again! If we can stay attached to the
Nautilus, we can still make it . . . !”

He hadn’t finished speaking when a cracking sound occurred. The nuts gave way, and ripped out of its
socket, the skiff was hurled like a stone from a sling into the midst of the vortex.

My head struck against an iron timber, and with this violent shock I lost consciousness.
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Chapter 23

Conclusion

WE COME TO the conclusion of this voyage under the seas. What happened that night, how the skiff
escaped from the Maelstrom’s fearsome eddies, how Ned Land, Conseil, and I got out of that whirlpool,
I’m unable to say. But when I regained consciousness, I was lying in a fisherman’s hut on one of the
Lofoten Islands. My two companions, safe and sound, were at my bedside clasping my hands. We
embraced each other heartily.

Just now we can’t even dream of returning to France. Travel between upper Norway and the south is
limited. So I have to wait for the arrival of a steamboat that provides bimonthly service from North
Cape.

So it is here, among these gallant people who have taken us in, that I’m reviewing my narrative of these
adventures. It is accurate. Not a fact has been omitted, not a detail has been exaggerated. It’s the
faithful record of this inconceivable expedition into an element now beyond human reach, but where
progress will someday make great inroads.

Will anyone believe me? I don’t know. Ultimately it’s unimportant. What I can now assert is that I’ve
earned the right to speak of these seas, beneath which in less than ten months, I’ve cleared 20,000
leagues in this underwater tour of the world that has shown me so many wonders across the Pacific, the
Indian Ocean, the Red Sea, the Mediterranean, the Atlantic, the southernmost and northernmost seas!

But what happened to the Nautilus? Did it withstand the Maelstrom’s clutches? Is Captain Nemo alive?
Is he still under the ocean pursuing his frightful program of revenge, or did he stop after that latest
mass execution? Will the waves someday deliver that manuscript that contains his full life story? Will I
finally learn the man’s name? Will the nationality of the stricken warship tell us the nationality of
Captain Nemo?

I hope so. I likewise hope that his powerful submersible has defeated the sea inside its most dreadful
whirlpool, that the Nautilus has survived where so many ships have perished! If this is the case and
Captain Nemo still inhabits the ocean—his adopted country—may the hate be appeased in that fierce
heart! May the contemplation of so many wonders extinguish the spirit of vengeance in him! May the
executioner pass away, and the scientist continue his peaceful exploration of the seas! If his destiny is
strange,  it’s  also  sublime.  Haven’t  I  encompassed  it  myself?  Didn’t  I  lead  ten  months  of  this
otherworldly existence? Thus to that question asked 6,000 years ago in the Book of Ecclesiastes—”Who
can fathom the soundless depths?”—two men out of all humanity have now earned the right to reply.
Captain Nemo and I.

An interactive or media element has been excluded from this version of the text. You can view
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it online here: http://textbooks.whatcom.edu/engl136hoppe/?p=110

Trailer 20000 Leagues on Disney Video

 

An interactive or media element has been excluded from this version of the text. You can view
it online here: http://textbooks.whatcom.edu/engl136hoppe/?p=110

http://textbooks.whatcom.edu/engl136hoppe/?p=110#pb-interactive-content
http://video.disney.com/watch/20-000-leagues-under-the-sea-trailer-4bcdf0be7213171820845b34
http://textbooks.whatcom.edu/engl136hoppe/?p=110#pb-interactive-content
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Alice Through the Looking Glass (Chapter 4)
(1871)

LEWIS CAROLL

Not just for kids, so pay attention to the political satire (oh, and scholars suspect Caroll might have
been a pedophile, so put that in your brain, too, as you read Alice In Wonderland from now on).

“Tweedledum and Tweedledee”

They were standing under a tree, each with an arm round the other’s neck, and Alice knew which was
which in a moment, because one of them had ‘DUM’ embroidered on his collar, and the other ‘DEE.’ ‘I
suppose they’ve each got “TWEEDLE” round at the back of the collar,’ she said to herself.

They stood so still that she quite forgot they were alive, and she was just looking round to see if the
word “TWEEDLE” was written at the back of each collar, when she was startled by a voice coming from
the one marked ‘DUM.’

‘If you think we’re wax-works,’ he said, ‘you ought to pay, you know. Wax-works weren’t made to be
looked at for nothing, nohow!’

‘Contrariwise,’ added the one marked ‘DEE,’ ‘if you think we’re alive, you ought to speak.’

‘I’m sure I’m very sorry,’ was all Alice could say; for the words of the old song kept ringing through her
head like the ticking of a clock, and she could hardly help saying them out loud:—

     'Tweedledum and Tweedledee
      Agreed to have a battle;
     For Tweedledum said Tweedledee
      Had spoiled his nice new rattle.

     Just then flew down a monstrous crow,
      As black as a tar-barrel;
     Which frightened both the heroes so,
      They quite forgot their quarrel.'

‘I know what you’re thinking about,’ said Tweedledum: ‘but it isn’t so, nohow.’
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‘Contrariwise,’ continued Tweedledee, ‘if it was so, it might be; and if it were so, it would be; but as it
isn’t, it ain’t. That’s logic.’

‘I was thinking,’ Alice said very politely, ‘which is the best way out of this wood: it’s getting so dark.
Would you tell me, please?’

But the little men only looked at each other and grinned.

They looked so exactly like a couple of great schoolboys, that Alice couldn’t help pointing her finger at
Tweedledum, and saying ‘First Boy!’

‘Nohow!’ Tweedledum cried out briskly, and shut his mouth up again with a snap.

‘Next Boy!’ said Alice, passing on to Tweedledee, though she felt quite certain he would only shout out
‘Contrariwise!’ and so he did.

‘You’ve been wrong!’ cried Tweedledum. ‘The first thing in a visit is to say “How d’ye do?” and shake
hands!’ And here the two brothers gave each other a hug, and then they held out the two hands that
were free, to shake hands with her.

Alice did not like shaking hands with either of them first, for fear of hurting the other one’s feelings; so,
as the best way out of the difficulty, she took hold of both hands at once: the next moment they were
dancing round in a ring. This seemed quite natural (she remembered afterwards), and she was not even
surprised to hear music playing: it seemed to come from the tree under which they were dancing, and it
was done (as well as she could make it out) by the branches rubbing one across the other, like fiddles
and fiddle-sticks.

‘But it certainly WAS funny,’ (Alice said afterwards, when she was telling her sister the history of all
this,) ‘to find myself singing “HERE WE GO ROUND THE MULBERRY BUSH.” I don’t know when I
began it, but somehow I felt as if I’d been singing it a long long time!’

The other two dancers were fat, and very soon out of breath. ‘Four times round is enough for one
dance,’ Tweedledum panted out, and they left off dancing as suddenly as they had begun: the music
stopped at the same moment.

Then they let go of Alice’s hands, and stood looking at her for a minute: there was a rather awkward
pause, as Alice didn’t know how to begin a conversation with people she had just been dancing with. ‘It
would never do to say “How d’ye do?” NOW,’ she said to herself: ‘we seem to have got beyond that,
somehow!’

‘I hope you’re not much tired?’ she said at last.

‘Nohow. And thank you VERY much for asking,’ said Tweedledum.

‘So much obliged!’ added Tweedledee. ‘You like poetry?’
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‘Ye-es, pretty well—SOME poetry,’ Alice said doubtfully. ‘Would you tell me which road leads out of the
wood?’

‘What shall I repeat to her?’ said Tweedledee, looking round at Tweedledum with great solemn eyes,
and not noticing Alice’s question.

‘”THE WALRUS AND THE CARPENTER” is the longest,’ Tweedledum replied, giving his brother an
affectionate hug.

Tweedledee began instantly:

       'The sun was shining—'

Here Alice ventured to interrupt him. ‘If it’s VERY long,’ she said, as politely as she could, ‘would you
please tell me first which road—’

Tweedledee smiled gently, and began again:

     'The sun was shining on the sea,
      Shining with all his might:
     He did his very best to make
      The billows smooth and bright—
     And this was odd, because it was
      The middle of the night.

     The moon was shining sulkily,
      Because she thought the sun
     Had got no business to be there
      After the day was done—
     "It's very rude of him," she said,
      "To come and spoil the fun!"

     The sea was wet as wet could be,
      The sands were dry as dry.
     You could not see a cloud, because
      No cloud was in the sky:
     No birds were flying over head—
      There were no birds to fly.

     The Walrus and the Carpenter
      Were walking close at hand;
     They wept like anything to see
      Such quantities of sand:
     "If this were only cleared away,"
      They said, "it WOULD be grand!"

     "If seven maids with seven mops
      Swept it for half a year,
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     Do you suppose," the Walrus said,
      "That they could get it clear?"
     "I doubt it," said the Carpenter,
      And shed a bitter tear.

     "O Oysters, come and walk with us!"
      The Walrus did beseech.
     "A pleasant walk, a pleasant talk,
      Along the briny beach:
     We cannot do with more than four,
      To give a hand to each."

     The eldest Oyster looked at him.
      But never a word he said:
     The eldest Oyster winked his eye,
      And shook his heavy head—
     Meaning to say he did not choose
      To leave the oyster-bed.

     But four young oysters hurried up,
      All eager for the treat:
     Their coats were brushed, their faces washed,
      Their shoes were clean and neat—
     And this was odd, because, you know,
      They hadn't any feet.

     Four other Oysters followed them,
      And yet another four;
     And thick and fast they came at last,
      And more, and more, and more—
     All hopping through the frothy waves,
      And scrambling to the shore.

     The Walrus and the Carpenter
      Walked on a mile or so,
     And then they rested on a rock
      Conveniently low:
     And all the little Oysters stood
      And waited in a row.

     "The time has come," the Walrus said,
      "To talk of many things:
     Of shoes—and ships—and sealing-wax—
      Of cabbages—and kings—
     And why the sea is boiling hot—
      And whether pigs have wings."

     "But wait a bit," the Oysters cried,
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      "Before we have our chat;
     For some of us are out of breath,
      And all of us are fat!"
     "No hurry!" said the Carpenter.
      They thanked him much for that.

     "A loaf of bread," the Walrus said,
      "Is what we chiefly need:
     Pepper and vinegar besides
      Are very good indeed—
     Now if you're ready Oysters dear,
      We can begin to feed."

     "But not on us!" the Oysters cried,
      Turning a little blue,
     "After such kindness, that would be
      A dismal thing to do!"
     "The night is fine," the Walrus said
      "Do you admire the view?

     "It was so kind of you to come!
      And you are very nice!"
     The Carpenter said nothing but
      "Cut us another slice:
     I wish you were not quite so deaf—
      I've had to ask you twice!"

     "It seems a shame," the Walrus said,
      "To play them such a trick,
     After we've brought them out so far,
      And made them trot so quick!"
     The Carpenter said nothing but
      "The butter's spread too thick!"

     "I weep for you," the Walrus said.
      "I deeply sympathize."
     With sobs and tears he sorted out
      Those of the largest size.
     Holding his pocket handkerchief
      Before his streaming eyes.

     "O Oysters," said the Carpenter.
      "You've had a pleasant run!
     Shall we be trotting home again?"
      But answer came there none—
     And that was scarcely odd, because
      They'd eaten every one.'
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‘I like the Walrus best,’ said Alice: ‘because you see he was a LITTLE sorry for the poor oysters.’

‘He ate more than the Carpenter, though,’ said Tweedledee. ‘You see he held his handkerchief in front,
so that the Carpenter couldn’t count how many he took: contrariwise.’

‘That was mean!’ Alice said indignantly. ‘Then I like the Carpenter best—if he didn’t eat so many as the
Walrus.’

‘But he ate as many as he could get,’ said Tweedledum.

This was a puzzler. After a pause, Alice began, ‘Well! They were BOTH very unpleasant characters—’
Here she checked herself in some alarm, at hearing something that sounded to her like the puffing of a
large steam-engine in the wood near them, though she feared it was more likely to be a wild beast. ‘Are
there any lions or tigers about here?’ she asked timidly.

‘It’s only the Red King snoring,’ said Tweedledee.

‘Come and look at him!’ the brothers cried, and they each took one of Alice’s hands, and led her up to
where the King was sleeping.

‘Isn’t he a LOVELY sight?’ said Tweedledum.

Alice couldn’t say honestly that he was. He had a tall red night-cap on, with a tassel, and he was lying
crumpled up into a sort of untidy heap, and snoring loud—’fit to snore his head off!’ as Tweedledum
remarked.

‘I’m afraid he’ll catch cold with lying on the damp grass,’ said Alice, who was a very thoughtful little
girl.

‘He’s dreaming now,’ said Tweedledee: ‘and what do you think he’s dreaming about?’

Alice said ‘Nobody can guess that.’

‘Why, about YOU!’ Tweedledee exclaimed, clapping his hands triumphantly. ‘And if he left off dreaming
about you, where do you suppose you’d be?’

‘Where I am now, of course,’ said Alice.

‘Not you!’ Tweedledee retorted contemptuously. ‘You’d be nowhere. Why, you’re only a sort of thing in
his dream!’

‘If that there King was to wake,’ added Tweedledum, ‘you’d go out—bang!—just like a candle!’

‘I shouldn’t!’ Alice exclaimed indignantly. ‘Besides, if I’M only a sort of thing in his dream, what are
YOU, I should like to know?’
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‘Ditto’ said Tweedledum.

‘Ditto, ditto’ cried Tweedledee.

He shouted this so loud that Alice couldn’t help saying, ‘Hush! You’ll be waking him, I’m afraid, if you
make so much noise.’

‘Well, it no use YOUR talking about waking him,’ said Tweedledum, ‘when you’re only one of the things
in his dream. You know very well you’re not real.’

‘I AM real!’ said Alice and began to cry.

‘You won’t make yourself a bit realler by crying,’ Tweedledee remarked: ‘there’s nothing to cry about.’

‘If I wasn’t real,’ Alice said—half-laughing through her tears, it all seemed so ridiculous—’I shouldn’t be
able to cry.’

‘I hope you don’t suppose those are real tears?’ Tweedledum interrupted in a tone of great contempt.

‘I know they’re talking nonsense,’ Alice thought to herself: ‘and it’s foolish to cry about it.’ So she
brushed away her tears, and went on as cheerfully as she could. ‘At any rate I’d better be getting out of
the wood, for really it’s coming on very dark. Do you think it’s going to rain?’

Tweedledum spread a large umbrella over himself and his brother, and looked up into it. ‘No, I don’t
think it is,’ he said: ‘at least—not under HERE. Nohow.’

‘But it may rain OUTSIDE?’

‘It may—if it chooses,’ said Tweedledee: ‘we’ve no objection. Contrariwise.’

‘Selfish things!’  thought Alice,  and she was just  going to say ‘Good-night’  and leave them, when
Tweedledum sprang out from under the umbrella and seized her by the wrist.

‘Do you see THAT?’ he said, in a voice choking with passion, and his eyes grew large and yellow all in a
moment, as he pointed with a trembling finger at a small white thing lying under the tree.

‘It’s only a rattle,’ Alice said, after a careful examination of the little white thing. ‘Not a rattleSNAKE,
you know,’ she added hastily, thinking that he was frightened: ‘only an old rattle—quite old and broken.’

‘I knew it was!’ cried Tweedledum, beginning to stamp about wildly and tear his hair. ‘It’s spoilt, of
course!’ Here he looked at Tweedledee, who immediately sat down on the ground, and tried to hide
himself under the umbrella.

Alice laid her hand upon his arm, and said in a soothing tone, ‘You needn’t be so angry about an old
rattle.’
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‘But it isn’t old!’ Tweedledum cried, in a greater fury than ever. ‘It’s new, I tell  you—I bought it
yesterday—my nice new RATTLE!’ and his voice rose to a perfect scream.

All this time Tweedledee was trying his best to fold up the umbrella, with himself in it: which was such
an extraordinary thing to do, that it quite took off Alice’s attention from the angry brother. But he
couldn’t quite succeed, and it ended in his rolling over, bundled up in the umbrella, with only his head
out: and there he lay, opening and shutting his mouth and his large eyes—’looking more like a fish than
anything else,’ Alice thought.

‘Of course you agree to have a battle?’ Tweedledum said in a calmer tone.

‘I suppose so,’ the other sulkily replied, as he crawled out of the umbrella: ‘only SHE must help us to
dress up, you know.’

So the two brothers went off hand-in-hand into the wood, and returned in a minute with their arms full
of things—such as bolsters, blankets, hearth-rugs, table-cloths, dish-covers and coal-scuttles. ‘I hope
you’re a good hand at pinning and tying strings?’ Tweedledum remarked. ‘Every one of these things has
got to go on, somehow or other.’

Alice said afterwards she had never seen such a fuss made about anything in all her life—the way those
two bustled about—and the quantity of things they put on—and the trouble they gave her in tying
strings and fastening buttons—’Really they’ll be more like bundles of old clothes than anything else, by
the time they’re ready!’ she said to herself, as she arranged a bolster round the neck of Tweedledee, ‘to
keep his head from being cut off,’ as he said.

‘You know,’ he added very gravely, ‘it’s one of the most serious things that can possibly happen to one
in a battle—to get one’s head cut off.’

Alice laughed aloud: but she managed to turn it into a cough, for fear of hurting his feelings.

‘Do I look very pale?’ said Tweedledum, coming up to have his helmet tied on. (He CALLED it a helmet,
though it certainly looked much more like a saucepan.)

‘Well—yes—a LITTLE,’ Alice replied gently.

‘I’m very brave generally,’ he went on in a low voice: ‘only to-day I happen to have a headache.’

‘And I’VE got a toothache!’ said Tweedledee, who had overheard the remark. ‘I’m far worse off than
you!’

‘Then you’d better not fight to-day,’ said Alice, thinking it a good opportunity to make peace.

‘We MUST have a bit of a fight, but I don’t care about going on long,’ said Tweedledum. ‘What’s the
time now?’

Tweedledee looked at his watch, and said ‘Half-past four.’
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‘Let’s fight till six, and then have dinner,’ said Tweedledum.

‘Very well,’ the other said, rather sadly: ‘and SHE can watch us—only you’d better not come VERY
close,’ he added: ‘I generally hit everything I can see—when I get really excited.’

‘And I hit everything within reach,’ cried Tweedledum, ‘whether I can see it or not!’

Alice laughed. ‘You must hit the TREES pretty often, I should think,’ she said.

Tweedledum looked round him with a satisfied smile. ‘I don’t suppose,’ he said, ‘there’ll be a tree left
standing, for ever so far round, by the time we’ve finished!’

‘And all about a rattle!’ said Alice, still hoping to make them a LITTLE ashamed of fighting for such a
trifle.

‘I shouldn’t have minded it so much,’ said Tweedledum, ‘if it hadn’t been a new one.’

‘I wish the monstrous crow would come!’ thought Alice.

‘There’s  only  one  sword,  you  know,’  Tweedledum  said  to  his  brother:  ‘but  you  can  have  the
umbrella—it’s quite as sharp. Only we must begin quick. It’s getting as dark as it can.’

‘And darker,’ said Tweedledee.

It was getting dark so suddenly that Alice thought there must be a thunderstorm coming on. ‘What a
thick black cloud that is!’ she said. ‘And how fast it comes! Why, I do believe it’s got wings!’

‘It’s the crow!’ Tweedledum cried out in a shrill voice of alarm: and the two brothers took to their heels
and were out of sight in a moment.

Alice ran a little way into the wood, and stopped under a large tree. ‘It can never get at me HERE,’ she
thought: ‘it’s far too large to squeeze itself in among the trees. But I wish it wouldn’t flap its wings
so—it makes quite a hurricane in the wood—here’s somebody’s shawl being blown away!’

Librarian Note

Listen to Alice being read by Science Fiction author Cory Doctorow

An interactive or media element has been excluded from this version of the text. You can view
it online here: http://textbooks.whatcom.edu/engl136hoppe/?p=112

http://textbooks.whatcom.edu/engl136hoppe/?p=112#pb-interactive-content
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Bisclaravet (Lay of the Werewolf)
(1170?)

MARIE DE FRANCE

Unusual for her day, Marie de France wrote and published her poetry around the time of the Norman
Conquest of England. Here is one of her more famous poems.

Marie de France from an illuminated manuscript

http://users.clas.ufl.edu/jshoaf/marie/bisclavret.pdf
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/File:Marie_de_France_1.tif
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Marie_de_France
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Alternate version:

Translated by David R. Slavitt  (CC BY-NC-ND 2.5 CA)

 

http://www.aupress.ca/index.php/books/120228
http://creativecommons.org/licenses/by-nc-nd/2.5/ca/


Sci-fi & Fantasy Anthology

367

Black Amazon of Mars
(1949)

LEIGH BRACKETT

Multi-format text (PDF, HTML, ePub)

A longish story, so give yourself time to read it.  And check out the pulpy cover image and other
illustrations included, we can also talk about those!

http://librarywp.whatcom.edu/press/engl136martin/wp-content/uploads/sites/3/2015/11/64px-Book_Silhouette.svg_.png
http://www.gutenberg.org/files/32664/32664-h/32664-h.htm
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Librarian Notes

Read this fascinating article about Leigh Brackett’s work from Tor.com.
[Citation: Brown, Alan. “Leigh Brackett’s Tales of Planetary Romance: Eric John Stark: Outlaw of
Mars.” Tor.com. 13 July 2017. Web.]

 

Black Amazon of Mars

A Novel by Leigh Brackett. Originally published in Planet Stories March 1951

CONTENTS

I | II | III | IV | V | VI | VII | VIII | IX

I

Grimly  Eric  John Stark slogged toward that  ancient  Martian city—with every  step he cursed the
talisman of Ban Cruach that flamed in his blood-stained belt.  Behind him screamed the hordes of
Ciaran, hungering for that magic jewel—ahead lay the dread abode of the Ice Creatures—at his side
stalked the whispering spectre of Ban Cruach, urging him on to a battle Stark knew he must lose!
Through all the long cold hours of the Norland night the Martian had not moved nor spoken. At dusk of
the day before Eric John Stark had brought him into the ruined tower and laid him down, wrapped in
blankets, on the snow. He had built a fire of dead brush, and since then the two men had waited, alone
in the vast wasteland that girdles the polar cap of Mars.

Now, just before dawn, Camar the Martian spoke.

“Stark.”

“Yes?”

“I am dying.”

“Yes.”

“I will not reach Kushat.”

“No.”

https://www.tor.com/2017/07/13/leigh-bracketts-tales-of-planetary-romance-eric-john-stark-outlaw-of-mars/
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Camar nodded. He was silent again.

The wind howled down from the northern ice, and the broken walls rose up against it,  brooding,
gigantic, roofless now but so huge and sprawling that they seemed less like walls than cliffs of ebon
stone. Stark would not have gone near them but for Camar. They were wrong, somehow, with a taint of
forgotten evil still about them.

The big Earthman glanced at Camar, and his face was sad. “A man likes to die in his own place,” he said
abruptly. “I am sorry.”

“The Lord of Silence is a great personage,” Camar answered. “He does not mind the meeting place. No.
It was not for that I came back into the Norlands.”

He was shaken by an agony that was not of the body. “And I shall not reach Kushat!”

Stark spoke quietly, using the courtly High Martian almost as fluently as Camar.

“I have known that there was a burden heavier than death upon my brother’s soul.”

He leaned over, placing one large hand on the Martian’s shoulder. “My brother has given his life for
mine. Therefore, I will take his burden upon myself, if I can.”

He did not want Camar’s burden, whatever it might be. But the Martian had fought beside him through
a long guerilla campaign among the harried tribes of the nearer moon. He was a good man of his hands,
and in the end had taken the bullet that was meant for Stark, knowing quite well what he was doing.
They were friends.

That was why Stark had brought Camar into the bleak north country, trying to reach the city of his
birth. The Martian was driven by some secret demon. He was afraid to die before he reached Kushat.

And now he had no choice.

“I have sinned, Stark. I have stolen a holy thing. You’re an outlander, you would not know of Ban
Cruach, and the talisman that he left when he went away forever beyond the Gates of Death.”

Camar flung aside the blankets and sat up, his voice gaining a febrile strength.

“I was born and bred in the Thieves’ Quarter under the Wall. I was proud of my skill. And the talisman
was a challenge. It was a treasured thing—so treasured that hardly a man has touched it since the days
of Ban Cruach who made it. And that was in the days when men still had the lustre on them, before they
forgot that they were gods.

“‘Guard well the Gates of Death,’ he said, ‘that is the city’s trust. And keep the talisman always, for the
day may come when you will need its strength. Who holds Kushat holds Mars—and the talisman will
keep the city safe.’
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“I was a thief, and proud. And I stole the talisman.”

His hands went to his girdle, a belt of worn leather with a boss of battered steel. But his fingers were
already numb.

“Take it, Stark. Open the boss—there, on the side, where the beast’s head is carved….”
Stark took the belt from Camar and found the hidden spring. The rounded top of the boss came free.
Inside it was something wrapped in a scrap of silk.

“I had to leave Kushat,” Camar whispered. “I could never go back. But it was enough—to have taken
that.”

He watched, shaken between awe and pride and remorse, as Stark unwrapped the bit of silk.

Stark had discounted most of Camar’s talk as superstition, but even so he had expected something more
spectacular than the object he held in his palm.

It was a lens, some four inches across—man-made, and made with great skill, but still only a bit of
crystal. Turning it about, Stark saw that it was not a simple lens, but an intricate interlocking of many
facets. Incredibly complicated, hypnotic if one looked at it too long.

“What is its use?” he asked of Camar.

“We are as children. We have forgotten. But there is a legend, a belief—that Ban Cruach himself made
the talisman as a sign that he would not forget us, and would come back when Kushat is threatened.
Back through the Gates of Death, to teach us again the power that was his!”

“I do not understand,” said Stark. “What are the Gates of Death?”

Camar answered, “It is a pass that opens into the black mountains beyond Kushat. The city stands
guard before it—why, no man remembers, except that it is a great trust.”

His gaze feasted on the talisman.

Stark said, “You wish me to take this to Kushat?”

“Yes. Yes! And yet….” Camar looked at Stark, his eyes filling suddenly with tears. “No. The North is not
used to strangers. With me, you might have been safe. But alone…. No, Stark. You have risked too much
already. Go back, out of the Norlands, while you can.”

He lay back on the blankets. Stark saw that a bluish pallor had come into the hollows of his cheeks.

“Camar,” he said. And again, “Camar!”

“Yes?”
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“Go in peace, Camar. I will take the talisman to Kushat.”

The Martian sighed, and smiled, and Stark was glad that he had made the promise.

“The riders of Mekh are wolves,” said Camar suddenly. “They hunt these gorges. Look out for them.”

“I will.”

Stark’s knowledge of the geography of this part of Mars was vague indeed, but he knew that the
mountain valleys of Mekh lay ahead and to the north, between him and Kushat. Camar had told him of
these upland warriors. He was willing to heed the warning.

Camar had done with talking. Stark knew that he had not long to wait. The wind spoke with the voice of
a great organ.  The moons had set  and it  was very dark outside the tower,  except for the white
glimmering of the snow. Stark looked up at the brooding walls, and shivered. There was a smell of
death already in the air.

To keep from thinking, he bent closer to the fire, studying the lens. There were scratches on the bezel,
as though it had been held sometime in a clamp, or setting, like a jewel. An ornament, probably, worn
as a badge of rank. Strange ornament for a barbarian king, in the dawn of Mars. The firelight made tiny
dancing sparks in the endless inner facets. Quite suddenly, he had a curious feeling that the thing was
alive.

A pang of primitive and unreasoning fear shot through him, and he fought it down. His vision was
beginning to blur, and he shut his eyes, and in the darkness it seemed to him that he could see and
hear….
He started up, shaken now with an eerie terror, and raised his hand to hurl the talisman away. But the
part of him that had learned with much pain and effort to be civilized made him stop, and think.

He sat down again. An instrument of hypnosis? Possibly. And yet that fleeting touch of sight and sound
had not been his own, out of his own memories.

He was tempted now, fascinated, like a child that plays with fire. The talisman had been worn somehow.
Where? On the breast? On the brow?

He tried the first, with no result. Then he touched the flat surface of the lens to his forehead.

The great tower of stone rose up monstrous to the sky. It was whole, and there were pallid lights within
that stirred and flickered, and it was crowned with a shimmering darkness.

He lay outside the tower, on his belly, and he was filled with fear and a great anger, and a loathing such
as turns the bones to water. There was no snow. There was ice everywhere, rising to half the tower’s
height, sheathing the ground.

Ice. Cold and clear and beautiful—and deadly.
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He moved. He glided snakelike, with infinite caution, over the smooth surface. The tower was gone, and
far below him was a city. He saw the temples and the palaces, the glittering lovely city beneath him in
the ice, blurred and fairylike and strange, a dream half glimpsed through crystal.

He saw the Ones that lived there, moving slowly through the streets. He could not see them clearly,
only the vague shining of their bodies, and he was glad.

He hated them, with a hatred that conquered even his fear, which was great indeed.

He was not Eric John Stark. He was Ban Cruach.

The tower and the city vanished, swept away on a reeling tide.

He stood beneath a scarp of black rock, notched with a single pass. The cliffs hung over him, leaning
out their vast bulk as though to crush him, and the narrow mouth of the pass was full of evil laughter
where the wind went by.

He began to walk forward, into the pass. He was quite alone.

The light was dim and strange at the bottom of that cleft. Little veils of mist crept and clung between
the ice and the rock, thickened, became more dense as he went farther and farther into the pass. He
could not see, and the wind spoke with many tongues, piping in the crevices of the cliffs.

All at once there was a shadow in the mist before him, a dim gigantic shape that moved toward him, and
he knew that he looked at death. He cried out….

It was Stark who yelled in blind atavistic fear, and the echo of his own cry brought him up standing,
shaking in every limb. He had dropped the talisman. It lay gleaming in the snow at his feet, and the
alien memories were gone—and Camar was dead.

After a time he crouched down, breathing harshly. He did not want to touch the lens again. The part of
him that had learned to fear strange gods and evil  spirits with every step he took, the primitive
aboriginal that lay so close under the surface of his mind, warned him to leave it, to run away, to desert
this place of death and ruined stone.

He forced himself to take it up. He did not look at it. He wrapped it in the bit of silk and replaced it
inside the iron boss, and clasped the belt around his waist. Then he found the small flask that lay with
his gear beside the fire and took a long pull, and tried to think rationally of the thing that had happened.

Memories. Not his own, but the memories of Ban Cruach, a million years ago in the morning of a world.
Memories of hate, a secret war against unhuman beings that dwelt in crystal cities cut in the living ice,
and used these ruined towers for some dark purpose of their own.

Was that the meaning of the talisman, the power that lay within it? Had Ban Cruach, by some elder and
forgotten science, imprisoned the echoes of his own mind in the crystal?
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Why? Perhaps as a warning, as a reminder of ageless, alien danger beyond the Gates of Death?

Suddenly one of the beasts tethered outside the ruined tower started up from its sleep with a hissing
snarl.

Instantly Stark became motionless.

They came silently  on their  padded feet,  the rangy mountain brutes moving daintily  through the
sprawling ruin. Their riders too were silent—tall men with fierce eyes and russet hair, wearing leather
coats and carrying each a long, straight spear.

There were a score of them around the tower in the windy gloom. Stark did not bother to draw his gun.
He had learned very young the difference between courage and idiocy.

He walked out toward them, slowly lest one of them be startled into spearing him, yet not slowly
enough to denote fear. And he held up his right hand and gave them greeting.

They did not answer him. They sat their restive mounts and stared at him, and Stark knew that Camar
had spoken the truth. These were the riders of Mekh, and they were wolves.

II

Stark waited, until they should tire of their own silence.

Finally one demanded, “Of what country are you?”

He answered, “I am called N’Chaka, the Man-Without-a-Tribe.”

It was the name they had given him, the half-human aboriginals who had raised him in the blaze and
thunder and bitter frosts of Mercury.

“A stranger,” said the leader, and smiled. He pointed at the dead Camar and asked, “Did you slay him?”

“He was my friend,” said Stark, “I was bringing him home to die.”

Two riders dismounted to inspect the body. One called up to the leader, “He was from Kushat, if I know
the breed, Thord! And he has not been robbed.” He proceeded to take care of that detail himself.

“A stranger,” repeated the leader, Thord. “Bound for Kushat, with a man of Kushat. Well. I think you
will come with us, stranger.”

Stark shrugged. And with the long spears pricking him, he did not resist when the tall Thord plundered
him of all he owned except his clothes—and Camar’s belt, which was not worth the stealing. His gun
Thord flung contemptuously away.

One of the men brought Stark’s beast and Camar’s from where they were tethered, and the Earthman
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mounted—as usual, over the violent protest of the creature, which did not like the smell of him. They
moved out from under the shelter of the walls, into the full fury of the wind.

For the rest of that night, and through the next day and the night that followed it they rode eastward,
stopping only to rest the beasts and chew on their rations of jerked meat.

To Stark, riding a prisoner, it came with full force that this was the North country, half a world away
from the Mars of spaceships and commerce and visitors from other planets. The future had never
touched these wild mountains and barren plains. The past held pride enough.

To the north, the horizon showed a strange and ghostly glimmer where the barrier wall of the polar
pack reared up, gigantic against the sky. The wind blew, down from the ice, through the mountain
gorges, across the plains, never ceasing. And here and there the cryptic towers rose, broken monoliths
of stone. Stark remembered the vision of the talisman, the huge structure crowned with eerie darkness.
He looked upon the ruins with loathing and curiosity. The men of Mekh could tell him nothing.

Thord did not tell Stark where they were taking him, and Stark did not ask. It would have been an
admission of fear.

In mid-afternoon of the second day they came to a lip of rock where the snow was swept clean, and
below it was a sheer drop into a narrow valley. Looking down, Stark saw that on the floor of the valley,
up and down as far as he could see, were men and beasts and shelters of hide and brush, and fires
burning. By the hundreds, by the several thousand, they camped under the cliffs, and their voices rose
up on the thin air in a vast deep murmur that was deafening after the silence of the plains.

A war party, gathered now, before the thaw. Stark smiled. He became curious to meet the leader of this
army.

They found their way single file along a winding track that dropped down the cliff face. The wind
stopped abruptly, cut off by the valley walls. They came in among the shelters of the camp.

Here the snow was churned and soiled and melted to slush by the fires. There were no women in the
camp, no sign of the usual cheerful rabble that follows a barbarian army. There were only men—hillmen
and warriors all, tough-handed killers with no thought but battle.

They came out of their holes to shout at Thord and his men, and stare at the stranger. Thord was
flushed and jovial with importance.

“I have no time for you,” he shouted back. “I go to speak with the Lord Ciaran.”

Stark rode impassively, a dark giant with a face of stone. From time to time he made his beast curvet,
and laughed at himself inwardly for doing it.

They came at length to a shelter larger than the others, but built exactly the same and no more
comfortable. A spear was thrust into the snow beside the entrance, and from it hung a black pennant
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with a single bar of silver across it, like lightning in a night sky. Beside it was a shield with the same
device. There were no guards.

Thord dismounted, bidding Stark to do the same. He hammered on the shield with the hilt of his sword,
announcing himself.

“Lord Ciaran! It is Thord—with a captive.”

A voice, toneless and strangely muffled, spoke from within.

“Enter, Thord.”

Thord pushed aside the hide curtain and went in, with Stark at his heels.
The dim daylight did not penetrate the interior. Cressets burned, giving off a flickering brilliance and a
smell of strong oil. The floor of packed snow was carpeted with furs, much worn. Otherwise there was
no adornment, and no furniture but a chair and a table, both dark with age and use, and a pallet of skins
in one shadowy corner with what seemed to be a heap of rags upon it.

In the chair sat a man.

He seemed very tall, in the shaking light of the cressets. From neck to thigh his lean body was cased in
black link mail, and under that a tunic of leather, dyed black. Across his knees he held a sable axe, a
great thing made for the shearing of skulls, and his hands lay upon it gently, as though it were a toy he
loved.

His head and face were covered by a thing that Stark had seen before only in very old paintings—the
ancient war-mask of the inland Kings of Mars. Wrought of black and gleaming steel, it presented an
unhuman visage of slitted eyeholes and a barred slot for breathing. Behind, it sprang out in a thin,
soaring sweep, like a dark wing edge-on in flight.

The intent, expressionless scrutiny of that mask was bent, not upon Thord, but upon Eric John Stark.

The hollow voice spoke again, from behind the mask. “Well?”

“We were hunting in the gorges to the south,” said Thord. “We saw a fire….” He told the story, of how
they had found the stranger and the body of the man from Kushat.

“Kushat!” said the Lord Ciaran softly. “Ah! And why, stranger, were you going to Kushat?”

“My name is Stark. Eric John Stark, Earthman, out of Mercury.” He was tired of being called stranger.
Quite suddenly, he was tired of the whole business.

“Why should I not go to Kushat? Is it against some law, that a man may not go there in peace without
being hounded all over the Norlands? And why do the men of Mekh make it their business? They have
nothing to do with the city.”
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Thord held his breath, watching with delighted anticipation.

The hands of the man in armor caressed the axe. They were slender hands, smooth and sinewy—small
hands, it seemed, for such a weapon.

“We make what we will our business, Eric John Stark.” He spoke with a peculiar gentleness. “I have
asked you. Why were you going to Kushat?”

“Because,” Stark answered with equal restraint, “my comrade wanted to go home to die.”

“It seems a long, hard journey, just for dying.” The black helm bent forward, in an attitude of thought.
“Only the condemned or banished leave their cities, or their clans. Why did your comrade flee Kushat?”

A voice spoke suddenly from out of the heap of rags that lay on the pallet in the shadows of the corner.
A man’s voice, deep and husky, with the harsh quaver of age or madness in it.

“Three men beside myself have fled Kushat, over the years that matter. One died in the spring floods.
One was caught in the moving ice of winter. One lived. A thief named Camar, who stole a certain
talisman.”

Stark said, “My comrade was called Greshi.” The leather belt weighed heavy about him, and the iron
boss seemed hot against his belly. He was beginning, now, to be afraid.
The Lord Ciaran spoke, ignoring Stark. “It was the sacred talisman of Kushat. Without it, the city is like
a man without a soul.”

As the Veil of Tanit was to Carthage, Stark thought, and reflected on the fate of that city after the Veil
was stolen.

“The nobles were afraid of their own people,” the man in armor said. “They did not dare to tell that it
was gone. But we know.”

“And,” said Stark, “you will attack Kushat before the thaw, when they least expect you.”

“You have a sharp mind, stranger. Yes. But the great wall will be hard to carry, even so. If I came,
bearing in my hands the talisman of Ban Cruach….”

He did not finish, but turned instead to Thord. “When you plundered the dead man’s body, what did you
find?”

“Nothing, Lord. A few coins, a knife, hardly worth the taking.”

“And you, Eric John Stark. What did you take from the body?”

With perfect truth he answered, “Nothing.”

“Thord,” said the Lord Ciaran, “search him.”
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Thord came smiling up to Stark and ripped his jacket open.

With uncanny swiftness, the Earthman moved. The edge of one broad hand took Thord under the ear,
and before the man’s knees had time to sag Stark had caught his arm. He turned, crouching forward,
and pitched Thord headlong through the door flap.

He straightened and turned again. His eyes held a feral glint. “The man has robbed me once,” he said.
“It is enough.”

He heard Thord’s men coming. Three of them tried to jam through the entrance at once, and he sprang
at them. He made no sound. His fists did the talking for him, and then his feet, as he kicked the stunned
barbarians back upon their leader.

“Now,” he said to the Lord Ciaran, “will we talk as men?”

The man in armor laughed, a sound of pure enjoyment. It seemed that the gaze behind the mask studied
Stark’s savage face, and then lifted to greet the sullen Thord who came back into the shelter, his cheeks
flushed crimson with rage.

“Go,” said the Lord Ciaran. “The stranger and I will talk.”

“But Lord,” he protested, glaring at Stark, “it is not safe….”

“My dark mistress looks after my safety,” said Ciaran, stroking the axe across his knees. “Go.”

Thord went.

The man in armor was silent then, the blind mask turned to Stark, who met that eyeless gaze and was
silent also. And the bundle of rags in the shadows straightened slowly and became a tall old man with
rusty hair and beard, through which peered craggy juts of bone and two bright, small points of fire, as
though some wicked flame burned within him.

He shuffled over and crouched at the feet of the Lord Ciaran, watching the Earthman. And the man in
armor leaned forward.

“I will tell you something, Eric John Stark. I am a bastard, but I come of the blood of kings. My name
and rank I must make with my own hands. But I will set them high, and my name will ring in the
Norlands!

“I will take Kushat. Who holds Kushat, holds Mars—and the power and the riches that lie beyond the
Gates of Death!”

“I have seen them,” said the old man, and his eyes blazed. “I have seen Ban Cruach the mighty. I have
seen the temples and the palaces glitter in the ice. I have seen Them, the shining ones. Oh, I have seen
them, the beautiful, hideous ones!”
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He glanced sidelong at Stark, very cunning. “That is why Otar is mad, stranger. He has seen.”

A chill swept Stark. He too had seen, not with his own eyes but with the mind and memories of Ban
Cruach, of a million years ago.

Then it had been no illusion, the fantastic vision opened to him by the talisman now hidden in his belt! If
this old madman had seen….

“What beings lurk beyond the Gates of Death I do not know,” said Ciaran. “But my dark mistress will
test their strength—and I think my red wolves will hunt them down, once they get a smell of plunder.”

“The beautiful, terrible ones,” whispered Otar. “And oh, the temples and the palaces, and the great
towers of stone!”

“Ride with me, Stark,” said the Lord Ciaran abruptly. “Yield up the talisman, and be the shield at my
back. I have offered no other man that honor.”

Stark asked slowly, “Why do you choose me?”

“We are of one blood, Stark, though we be strangers.”

The Earthman’s cold eyes narrowed. “What would your red wolves say to that? And what would Otar
say? Look at him, already stiff with jealousy, and fear lest I answer, ‘Yes’.”

“I do not think you would be afraid of either of them.”

“On the contrary,” said Stark, “I am a prudent man.” He paused. “There is one other thing. I will
bargain with no man until I have looked into his eyes. Take off your helm, Ciaran—and then perhaps we
will talk!”

Otar’s breath made a snakelike hissing between his toothless gums, and the hands of the Lord Ciaran
tightened on the haft of the axe.

“No!” he whispered. “That I can never do.”

Otar rose to his feet, and for the first time Stark felt the full strength that lay in this strange old man.

“Would you look upon the face of destruction?” he thundered. “Do you ask for death? Do you think a
thing is hidden behind a mask of steel without a reason, that you demand to see it?”

He turned. “My Lord,” he said. “By tomorrow the last of the clans will have joined us. After that, we
must march. Give this Earthman to Thord, for the time that remains—and you will have the talisman.”

The blank, blind mask was unmoving, turned toward Stark, and the Earthman thought that from behind
it came a faint sound that might have been a sigh.
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Then….

“Thord!” cried the Lord Ciaran, and lifted up the axe.

III

The flames leaped high from the fire in the windless gorge. Men sat around it in a great circle, the wild
riders out of the mountain valleys of Mekh. They sat with the curbed and shivering eagerness of wolves
around a dying quarry. Now and again their white teeth showed in a kind of silent laughter, and their
eyes watched.

“He is strong,” they whispered, one to the other. “He will live the night out, surely!”

On an outcrop of rock sat the Lord Ciaran, wrapped in a black cloak, holding the great axe in the crook
of his arm. Beside him, Otar huddled in the snow.

Close by, the long spears had been driven deep and lashed together to make a scaffolding, and upon
this frame was hung a man. A big man, iron-muscled and very lean, the bulk of his shoulders filling the
space between the bending shafts. Eric John Stark of Earth, out of Mercury.

He had already been scourged without mercy. He sagged of his own weight between the spears,
breathing in harsh sobs, and the trampled snow around him was spotted red.

Thord was wielding the lash. He had stripped off his own coat, and his body glistened with sweat in
spite of the cold. He cut his victim with great care, making the long lash sing and crack. He was proud
of his skill.

Stark did not cry out.

Presently Thord stepped back, panting, and looked at the Lord Ciaran. And the black helm nodded.

Thord dropped the whip. He went up to the big dark man and lifted his head by the hair.

“Stark,” he said, and shook the head roughly. “Stranger!”

Eyes opened and stared at him, and Thord could not repress a slight shiver. It seemed that the pain and
indignity had wrought some evil magic on this man he had ridden with, and thought he knew. He had
seen exactly the same gaze in a big snow-cat caught in a trap, and he felt suddenly that it was not a man
he spoke to, but a predatory beast.

“Stark,” he said. “Where is the talisman of Ban Cruach?”

The Earthman did not answer.

Thord laughed. He glanced up at the sky, where the moons rode low and swift.
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“The night is only half gone. Do you think you can last it out?”

The cold, cruel, patient eyes watched Thord. There was no reply.

Some quality of pride in that gaze angered the barbarian. It seemed to mock him, who was so sure of
his ability to loosen a reluctant tongue.

“You think I cannot make you talk, don’t you? You don’t know me, stranger! You don’t know Thord, who
can make the rocks speak out if he will!”

He reached out with his free hand and struck Stark across the face.

It seemed impossible that anything so still could move so quickly. There was an ugly flash of teeth, and
Thord’s wrist was caught above the thumb-joint. He bellowed, and the iron jaws closed down, worrying
the bone.

Quite suddenly, Thord screamed. Not for pain, but for panic. And the rows of watching men swayed
forward, and even the Lord Ciaran rose up, startled.

“Hark!” ran the whispering around the fire. “Hark how he growls!”

Thord had let go of Stark’s hair and was beating him about the head with his clenched fist. His face was
white.

“Werewolf!” he screamed. “Let me go, beast-thing! Let me go!”

But the dark man clung to Thord’s wrist, snarling, and did not hear. After a bit there came the dull
crack of bone.

Stark opened his jaws. Thord ceased to strike him. He backed off slowly, staring at the torn flesh. Stark
had sunk down to the length of his arms.

With his left hand, Thord drew his knife. The Lord Ciaran stepped forward. “Wait, Thord!”

“It is a thing of evil,” whispered the barbarian. “Warlock. Werewolf. Beast.”

He sprang at Stark.
The man in armor moved, very swiftly, and the great axe went whirling through the air. It caught Thord
squarely where the cords of his neck ran into the shoulder—caught, and shore on through.

There was a silence in the valley.

The Lord Ciaran walked slowly across the trampled snow and took up his axe again.

“I will be obeyed,” he said. “And I will not stand for fear, not of god, man, nor devil.” He gestured
toward Stark. “Cut him down. And see that he does not die.”
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He strode away, and Otar began to laugh.

From a vast distance, Stark heard that shrill, wild laughter. His mouth was full of blood, and he was
mad with a cold fury.

A cunning that was purely animal guided his movements then. His head fell forward, and his body hung
inert against the thongs. He might almost have been dead.

A knot of men came toward him. He listened to them. They were hesitant and afraid. Then, as he did not
move, they plucked up courage and came closer, and one prodded him gently with the point of his
spear.

“Prick him well,” said another. “Let us be sure!”

The sharp point bit a little deeper. A few drops of blood welled out and joined the small red streams that
ran from the weals of the lash. Stark did not stir.

The spearman grunted. “He is safe enough now.”

Stark felt the knife blades working at the thongs. He waited. The rawhide snapped, and he was free.

He did not fall. He would not have fallen then if he had taken a death wound. He gathered his legs
under him and sprang.

He picked up the spearman in that first rush and flung him into the fire. Then he began to run toward
the place where the scaly mounts were herded, leaving a trail of blood behind him on the snow.

A man loomed up in front of him. He saw the shadow of a spear and swerved, and caught the haft in his
two hands. He wrenched it free and struck down with the butt of it, and went on. Behind him he heard
voices shouting and the beginning of turmoil.

The Lord Ciaran turned and came back, striding fast.

There were men before Stark now, many men, the circle of watchers breaking up because there had
been nothing more to watch. He gripped the long spear. It was a good weapon, better than the flint-
tipped stick with which the boy N’Chaka had hunted the giant lizard of the rocks.

His body curved into a half crouch. He voiced one cry, the challenging scream of a predatory killer, and
went in among the men.

He did slaughter with that spear. They were not expecting attack. They were not expecting anything.
Stark had sprung to life too quickly. And they were afraid of him. He could smell the fear on them. Fear
not of a man like themselves, but of a creature less and more than man.

He killed, and was happy.
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They fell away from him, the wild riders of Mekh. They were sure now that he was a demon. He raged
among them with the bright spear, and they heard again that sound that should not have come from a
human throat, and their superstitious terror rose and sent them scrambling out of his path, trampling
on each other in childish panic.

He broke through, and now there was nothing between him and escape but two mounted men who
guarded the herd.

Being mounted, they had more courage. They felt that even a warlock could not stand against their
charge. They came at him as he ran, the padded feet of their beasts making a muffled drumming in the
snow.

Without breaking stride, Stark hurled his spear.
It drove through one man’s body and tumbled him off, so that he fell under his comrade’s mount and
fouled its legs. It staggered and reared up, hissing, and Stark fled on.

Once he glanced over his shoulder. Through the milling, shouting crowd of men he glimpsed a dark,
mailed figure with a winged mask, going through the ruck with a loping stride and bearing a sable axe
raised high for the throwing.

Stark was close to the herd now. And they caught his scent.

The Norland brutes had never liked the smell of him, and now the reek of blood upon him was enough
in itself to set them wild. They began to hiss and snarl uneasily, rubbing their reptilian flanks together
as they wheeled around, staring at him with lambent eyes.

He rushed them, before they should quite decide to break. He was quick enough to catch one by the
fleshy comb that served it for a forelock, held it with savage indifference to its squealing, and leaped to
its back. Then he let it bolt, and as he rode it he yelled, a shrill brute cry that urged the creatures on to
panic.

The herd broke, stampeding outward from its center like a bursting shell.

Stark was in the forefront. Clinging low to the scaly neck, he saw the men of Mekh scattered and
churned and tramped into the snow by the flying pads. In and out of the shelters, kicking the brush
walls down, lifting up their harsh reptilian voices, they went racketing through the camp, leaving
behind them wreckage as of a storm. And Stark went with them.

He snatched a cloak from off the shoulders of some petty chieftain as he went by, and then, twisting
cruelly on the fleshy comb, beating with his fist at the creature’s head, he got his mount turned in the
way he wanted it to go, down the valley.

He caught one last glimpse of the Lord Ciaran, fighting to hold one of the creatures long enough to
mount, and then a dozen striving bodies surged around him, and Stark was gone.
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The beast did not slacken pace. It was as though it thought it could outrun the alien, bloody thing that
clung to its back. The last fringes of the camp shot by and vanished in the gloom, and the clean snow of
the lower valley lay open before it. The creature laid its belly to the ground and went, the white spray
spurting from its heels.

Stark hung on. His strength was gone now, run out suddenly with the battle-madness. He became
conscious now that he was sick and bleeding, that his body was one cruel pain. In that moment, more
than in the hours that had gone before, he hated the black leader of the clans of Mekh.

That flight down the valley became a sort of ugly dream. Stark was aware of rock walls reeling past, and
then they seemed to widen away and the wind came out of nowhere like the stroke of a great hammer,
and he was on the open moors again.

The beast began to falter and slow down. Presently it stopped.

Stark scooped up snow to rub on his wounds. He came near to fainting, but the bleeding stopped and
after that the pain was numbed to a dull ache. He wrapped the cloak around him and urged the beast to
go on, gently this time, patiently, and after it had breathed it obeyed him, settling into the shuffling
pace it could keep up for hours.

He was three days on the moors. Part of the time he rode in a sort of stupor, and part of the time he was
feverishly alert, watching the skyline. Frequently he took the shapes of thrusting rocks for riders, and
found what cover he could until he was sure they did not move. He was afraid to dismount, for the beast
had no bridle. When it halted to rest he remained upon its back, shaking, his brow beaded with sweat.

The wind scoured his tracks clean as soon as he made them. Twice, in the distance, he did see riders,
and one of those times he burrowed into a tall drift and stayed there for several hours.

The ruined towers marched with him across the bitter land, lonely giants fifty miles apart. He did not go
near them.

He knew that he wandered a good bit, but he could not help it, and it was probably his salvation. In
those tortured badlands, riven by ages of frost and flood, one might follow a man on a straight track
between two points. But to find a single rider lost in that wilderness was a matter of sheer luck, and the
odds were with Stark.

One evening at sunset he came out upon a plain that sloped upward to a black and towering scarp,
notched with a single pass.

The light was level and blood-red, glittering on the frosty rock so that it seemed the throat of the pass
was aflame with evil fires. To Stark’s mind, essentially primitive and stripped now of all its acquired
reason, that narrow cleft appeared as the doorway to the dwelling place of demons as horrible as the
fabled creatures that roam the Darkside of his native world.

He looked long at  the Gates of  Death,  and a dark memory crept into his  brain.  Memory of  that
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nightmare experience when the talisman had made him seem to walk into that frightful pass, not as
Stark, but as Ban Cruach.

He remembered Otar’s words—I have seen Ban Cruach the mighty. Was he still there beyond those
darkling gates, fighting his unimagined war, alone?

Again, in memory, Stark heard the evil piping of the wind. Again, the shadow of a dim and terrible
shape loomed up before him….

He forced remembrance of that vision from his mind, by a great effort. He could not turn back now.
There was no place to go.

His weary beast plodded on, and now Stark saw as in a dream that a great walled city stood guard
before that awful Gate. He watched the city glide toward him through a crimson haze, and fancied he
could see the ages clustered like birds around the towers.

He had reached Kushat, with the talisman of Ban Cruach still strapped in the blood-stained belt around
his waist.

IV

He stood in a large square, lined about with huckster’s stalls and the booths of wine-sellers. Beyond
were buildings, streets,  a city.  Stark got a blurred impression of a grand and brooding darkness,
bulking huge against the mountains, as bleak and proud as they, and quite as ancient, with many ruins
and deserted quarters.

He was not sure how he had come there, but he was standing on his own feet, and someone was
pouring sour wine into his  mouth.  He drank it  greedily.  There were people around him, jostling,
chattering, demanding answers to their questions. A girl’s voice said sharply, “Let him be! Can’t you see
he’s hurt?”

Stark looked down. She was slim and ragged, with black hair and large eyes yellow as a cat’s. She held
a leather bottle in her hands. She smiled at him and said, “I’m Thanis. Will you drink more wine?”

“I will,” said Stark, and did, and then said, “Thank you, Thanis.” He put his hand on her shoulder, to
steady himself. It was a supple shoulder, surprisingly strong. He liked the feel of it.

The crowd was still churning around him, growing larger, and now he heard the tramp of military feet.
A small detachment of men in light armor pushed their way through.

A very young officer whose breastplate hurt the eye with brightness demanded to be told at once who
Stark was and why he had come there.

“No one crosses the moors in winter,” he said, as though that in itself were a sign of evil intent.
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“The clans of Mekh are crossing them,” Stark answered. “An army, to take Kushat—one, two days
behind me.”

The crowd picked that up. Excited voices tossed it back and forth, and clamored for more news. Stark
spoke to the officer.

“I will see your captain, and at once.”

“You’ll see the inside of a prison, more likely!” snapped the young man. “What’s this nonsense about the
clans of Mekh?”

Stark regarded him. He looked so long and so curiously that the crowd began to snicker and the
officer’s beardless face flushed pink to the ears.

“I have fought in many wars,” said Stark gently. “And long ago I learned to listen, when someone came
to warn me of attack.”

“Better take him to the captain, Lugh,” cried Thanis. “It’s our skins too, you know, if there is war.”

The crowd began to shout. They were all poor folk, wrapped in threadbare cloaks or tattered leather.
They had no love for the guards. And whether there was war or not, their winter had been long and dull,
and they were going to make the most of this excitement.

“Take him, Lugh! Let him warn the nobles. Let them think how they’ll defend Kushat and the Gates of
Death, now that the talisman is gone!”

“That is a lie!” Lugh shouted. “And you know the penalty for telling it. Hold your tongues, or I’ll have
you all whipped.” He gestured angrily at Stark. “See if he is armed.”

One of the soldiers stepped forward, but Stark was quicker. He slipped the thong and let the cloak fall,
baring his upper body.

“The clansmen have already taken everything I owned,” he said. “But they gave me something, in
return.”

The crowd stared at the half healed stripes that scarred him, and there was a drawing in of breath.

The soldier picked up the cloak and laid it over the Earthman’s shoulders. And Lugh said sullenly,
“Come, then.”

Stark’s fingers tightened on Thanis’ shoulder. “Come with me, little one,” he whispered. “Otherwise, I
must crawl.”

She smiled at him and came. The crowd followed.

The captain of the guards was a fleshy man with a smell of wine about him and a face already crumbling
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apart though his hair was not yet grey. He sat in a squat tower above the square, and he observed Stark
with no particular interest.

“You had something to tell,” said Lugh. “Tell it.”
Stark told them, leaving out all mention of Camar and the talisman. This was neither the time nor the
man to hear that story. The captain listened to all he had to say about the gathering of the clans of
Mekh, and then sat studying him with a bleary shrewdness.

“You have proof of all this?”

“These stripes. Their leader Ciaran ordered them laid on himself.”

The captain sighed, and leaned back.

“Any wandering band of hunters could have scourged you,” he said. “A nameless vagabond from the
gods know where, and a lawless one at that, if I’m any judge of men—you probably deserved it.”

He reached for wine, and smiled. “Look you, stranger. In the Norlands, no one makes war in the winter.
And no one ever heard of Ciaran. If you hoped for a reward from the city, you overshot badly.”

“The Lord Ciaran,” said Stark, grimly controlling his anger, “will be battering at your gates within two
days. And you will hear of him then.”

“Perhaps. You can wait for him—in a cell. And you can leave Kushat with the first caravan after the
thaw. We have enough rabble here without taking in more.”

Thanis caught Stark by the cloak and held him back.

“Sir,” she said, as though it were an unclean word. “I will vouch for the stranger.”

The captain glanced at her. “You?”

“Sir, I am a free citizen of Kushat. According to law, I may vouch for him.”

“If you scum of the Thieves’ Quarter would practice the law as well as you prate it, we would have less
trouble,” growled the captain. “Very well, take the creature, if you want him. I don’t suppose you’ve
anything to lose.”

Lugh laughed.

“Name and dwelling place,” said the captain, and wrote them down. “Remember, he is not to leave the
Quarter.”

Thanis nodded. “Come,” she said to Stark. He did not move, and she looked up at him. He was staring at
the captain. His beard had grown in these last days, and his face was still scarred by Thord’s blows and
made wolfish with pain and fever. And now, out of this evil mask, his eyes were peering with a chill and
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terrible intensity at the soft-bellied man who sat and mocked him.

Thanis laid her hand on his rough cheek. “Come,” she said. “Come and rest.”

Gently she turned his head. He blinked and swayed, and she took him around the waist and led him
unprotesting to the door.

There she paused, looking back.

“Sir,” she said, very meekly, “news of this attack is being shouted through the Quarter now. If it should
come, and it were known that you had the warning and did not pass it on….” She made an expressive
gesture, and went out.

Lugh glanced uneasily at the captain. “She’s right, sir. If by chance the man did tell the truth….”

The captain swore. “Rot. A rogue’s tale. And yet….” He scowled indecisively, and then reached for
parchment. “After all, it’s a simple thing. Write it up, pass it on, and let the nobles do the worrying.”

His pen began to scratch.

Thanis took Stark by steep and narrow ways, darkling now in the afterglow, where the city climbed and
fell again over the uneven rock. Stark was aware of the heavy smells of spices and unfamiliar foods, and
the musky undertones of a million generations swarmed together to spawn and die in these crowded
catacombs of slate and stone.

There was a house, blending into other houses, close under the loom of the great Wall. There was a
flight of steps, hollowed deep with use, twisting crazily around outer corners.

There was a low room, and a slender man named Balin, vaguely glimpsed, who said he was Thanis’
brother. There was a bed of skins and woven cloths.

Stark slept.
Hands and voices called him back. Strong hands shaking him, urgent voices. He started up growling,
like an animal suddenly awaked, still lost in the dark mists of exhaustion. Balin swore, and caught his
fingers away.

“What is this you have brought home, Thanis? By the gods, it snapped at me!”

Thanis ignored him. “Stark,” she said. “Stark! Listen. Men are coming. Soldiers. They will question you.
Do you hear me?”

Stark said heavily, “I hear.”

“Do not speak of Camar!”

Stark got to his feet, and Balin said hastily,  “Peace! The thing is safe. I  would not steal a death
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warrant!”

His voice had a ring of truth. Stark sat down again. It was an effort to keep awake. There was clamor in
the street below. It was still night.

Balin said carefully, “Tell them what you told the captain, nothing more. They will kill you if they know.”

A rough hand thundered at the door, and a voice cried, “Open up!”

Balin sauntered over to lift the bar. Thanis sat beside Stark, her hand touching his. Stark rubbed his
face. He had been shaved and washed, his wounds rubbed with salve. The belt was gone, and his blood-
stained clothing. He realized only then that he was naked, and drew a cloth around him. Thanis
whispered, “The belt is there on that peg, under your cloak.”

Balin opened the door, and the room was full of men.

Stark recognized the captain. There were others, four of them, young, old, intermediate, annoyed at
being hauled away from their beds and their gaming tables at this hour. The sixth man wore the
jewelled cuirass of a noble. He had a nice, a kind face. Grey hair, mild eyes, soft cheeks. A fine man, but
ludicrous in the trappings of a soldier.

“Is this the man?” he asked, and the captain nodded.

“Yes.” It was his turn to say Sir.

Balin brought a chair. He had a fine flourish about him. He wore a crimson jewel in his left ear, and
every line of him was quick and sensitive, instinct with mockery. His eyes were brightly cynical, in a
face worn lean with years of merry sinning. Stark liked him.

He was a civilized man. They all were—the noble, the captain, the lot of them. So civilized that the
origins of their culture were forgotten half an age before the first clay brick was laid in Babylon.

Too civilized, Stark thought. Peace had drawn their fangs and cut their claws. He thought of the wild
clansmen coming fast across the snow, and felt a certain pity for the men of Kushat.

The noble sat down.

“This is a strange tale you bring, wanderer. I would hear it from your own lips.”

Stark told it. He spoke slowly, watching every word, cursing the weariness that fogged his brain.

The noble, who was called Rogain, asked him questions. Where was the camp? How many men? What
were the exact words of the Lord Ciaran, and who was he?

Stark answered, with meticulous care.



Sci-fi & Fantasy Anthology

390

Rogain sat for some time lost in thought. He seemed worried and upset, one hand playing aimlessly with
the hilt of his sword. A scholar’s hand, without a callous on it.

“There is one thing more,” said Rogain. “What business had you on the moors in winter?”

Stark smiled. “I am a wanderer by profession.”

“Outlaw?” asked the captain, and Stark shrugged.

“Mercenary is a kinder word.”
Rogain studied the pattern of stripes on the Earthman’s dark skin. “Why did the Lord Ciaran, so-called,
order you scourged?”

“I had thrashed one of his chieftains.”

Rogain sighed and rose. He stood regarding Stark from under brooding brows, and at length he said, “It
is a wild tale. I can’t believe it—and yet, why should you lie?”

He paused, as though hoping that Stark would answer that and relieve him of worry.

Stark yawned. “The tale is easily proved. Wait a day or two.”

“I will arm the city,” said Rogain. “I dare not do otherwise. But I will tell you this.” An astonishing
unpleasant look came into his eyes. “If the attack does not come—if you have set a whole city by the
ears for nothing—I will have you flayed alive and your body tumbled over the Wall for the carrion birds
to feed on.”

He strode out, taking his retinue with him. Balin smiled. “He will do it, too,” he said, and dropped the
bar.

Stark did not answer. He stared at Balin, and then at Thanis, and then at the belt hanging on the peg, in
a curiously blank and yet penetrating fashion, like an animal that thinks its own thoughts. He took a
deep breath. Then, as though he found the air clean of danger, he rolled over and went instantly to
sleep.

Balin lifted his shoulders expressively. He grinned at Thanis. “Are you positive it’s human?”

“He’s beautiful,” said Thanis, and tucked the cloths around him. “Hold your tongue.” She continued to
sit there, watching Stark’s face as the slow dreams moved across it. Balin laughed.

It  was  evening  again  when  Stark  awoke.  He  sat  up,  stretching  lazily.  Thanis  crouched  by  the
hearthstone, stirring something savory in a blackened pot. She wore a red kirtle and a necklet of beaten
gold, and her hair was combed out smooth and shining.

She smiled at him and rose, bringing him his own boots and trousers, carefully cleaned, and a tunic of
leather tanned fine and soft as silk. Stark asked her where she got it.
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“Balin stole it—from the baths where the nobles go. He said you might as well have the best.” She
laughed. “He had a devil of a time finding one big enough to fit you.”

She watched with unashamed interest while he dressed. Stark said, “Don’t burn the soup.”

She put her tongue out at him. “Better be proud of that fine hide while you have it,” she said. “There’s
no sign of attack.”

Stark was aware of sounds that had not been there before—the pacing of men on the Wall above the
house, the calling of the watch. Kushat was armed and ready—and his time was running out. He hoped
that Ciaran had not been delayed on the moors.

Thanis  said,  “I  should explain  about  the belt.  When Balin  undressed you,  he saw Camar’s  name
scratched on the inside of the boss. And, he can open a lizard’s egg without harming the shell.”

“What about you?” asked Stark.

She flexed her supple fingers. “I do well enough.”
Balin came in. He had been seeking news, but there was little to be had.

“The soldiers are grumbling about a false alarm,” he said. “The people are excited, but more as though
they were playing a game. Kushat has not fought a war for centuries.” He sighed. “The pity of it is,
Stark, I believe your story. And I’m afraid.”

Thanis handed him a steaming bowl. “Here—employ your tongue with this. Afraid, indeed! Have you
forgotten the Wall? No one has carried it since the city was built. Let them attack!”

Stark was amused. “For a child, you know much concerning war.”

“I knew enough to save your skin!” she flared, and Balin smiled.

“She has you there, Stark. And speaking of skins….” He glanced up at the belt. “Or better, speaking of
talismans, which we were not. How did you come by it?”

Stark told him. “He had a sin on his soul, did Camar. And—he was my friend.”

Balin looked at him with deep respect. “You were a fool,” he said. “Look you. The thing is returned to
Kushat. Your promise is kept. There is nothing for you here but danger, and were I you I would not wait
to be flayed, or slain, or taken in a quarrel that is not yours.”

“Ah,” said Stark softly, “but it is mine. The Lord Ciaran made it so.” He, too, glanced at the belt. “What
of the talisman?”

“Return it where it came from,” Thanis said. “My brother is a better thief than Camar. He can certainly
do that.”
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“No!” said Balin, with surprising force. “We will keep it, Stark and I. Whether it has power, I do not
know. But if it has—I think Kushat will need it, and in strong hands.”

Stark said somberly, “It has power, the Talisman. Whether for good or evil, I don’t know.”

They looked at him, startled. But a touch of awe seemed to repress their curiosity.

He could not tell them. He was, somehow, reluctant to tell anyone of that dark vision of what lay beyond
the Gates of Death, which the talisman of Ban Cruach had lent him.

Balin stood up. “Well, for good or evil, at least the sacred relic of Ban Cruach has come home.” He
yawned. “I am going to bed. Will you come, Thanis, or will you stay and quarrel with our guest?”

“I will stay,” she said, “and quarrel.”

“Ah, well.” Balin sighed puckishly. “Good night.” He vanished into an inner room. Stark looked at
Thanis. She had a warm mouth, and her eyes were beautiful, and full of light.

He smiled, holding out his hand.

The night wore on, and Stark lay drowsing. Thanis had opened the curtains. Wind and moonlight swept
together into the room, and she stood leaning upon the sill, above the slumbering city. The smile that
lingered in the corners of her mouth was sad and far-away, and very tender.

Stark stirred uneasily, making small sounds in his throat. His motions grew violent. Thanis crossed the
room and touched him.

Instantly he was awake.

“Animal,” she said softly. “You dream.”

Stark shook his head. His eyes were still clouded, though not with sleep. “Blood,” he said, “heavy in the
wind.”

“I smell nothing but the dawn,” she said, and laughed.

Stark rose. “Get Balin. I’m going up on the Wall.”

She did not know him now. “What is it, Stark? What’s wrong?”

“Get Balin.” Suddenly it seemed that the room stifled him. He caught up his cloak and Camar’s belt and
flung open the door, standing on the narrow steps outside. The moonlight caught in his eyes, pale as
frost-fire.

Thanis shivered. Balin joined her without being called. He, too, had slept but lightly. Together they
followed Stark up the rough-cut stair that led to the top of the Wall.
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He looked southward, where the plain ran down from the mountains and spread away below Kushat.
Nothing moved out there. Nothing marred the empty whiteness. But Stark said,

“They will attack at dawn.”

V

They waited. Some distance away a guard leaned against the parapet, huddled in his cloak. He glanced
at them incuriously. It was bitterly cold. The wind came whistling down through the Gates of Death, and
below in the streets the watchfires shuddered and flared.

They waited, and still there was nothing.

Balin said impatiently, “How can you know they’re coming?”

Stark shivered, a shallow rippling of the flesh that had nothing to do with cold, and every muscle of his
body came alive. Phobos plunged downward. The moonlight dimmed and changed, and the plain was
very empty, very still.

“They will wait for darkness. They will have an hour or so, between moonset and dawn.”

Thanis muttered, “Dreams! Besides, I’m cold.” She hesitated, and then crept in under Balin’s cloak.
Stark had gone away from her. She watched him sulkily where he leaned upon the stone. He might have
been part of it, as dark and unstirring.

Deimos sank low toward the west.

Stark turned his head, drawn inevitably to look toward the cliffs above Kushat, soaring upward to blot
out half the sky. Here, close under them, they seemed to tower outward in a curving mass, like the last
wave of eternity rolling down, crested white with the ash of shattered worlds.

I have stood beneath those cliffs before. I have felt them leaning down to crush me, and I have been
afraid.

He was still afraid. The mind that had poured its memories into that crystal lens had been dead a
million years, but neither time nor death had dulled the terror that beset Ban Cruach in his journey
through that nightmare pass.

He looked into the black and narrow mouth of the Gates of Death, cleaving the scarp like a wound, and
the primitive ape-thing within him cringed and moaned, oppressed with a sudden sense of fate.

He had come painfully across half a world, to crouch before the Gates of Death. Some evil magic had let
him see forbidden things, had linked his mind in an unholy bond with the long-dead mind of one who
had been half a god. These evil miracles had not been for nothing. He would not be allowed to go
unscathed.
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He drew himself up sharply then, and swore. He had left N’Chaka behind, a naked boy running in a
place of rocks and sun on Mercury. He had become Eric John Stark, a man, and civilized. He thrust the
senseless premonition from him, and turned his back upon the mountains.

Deimos touched the horizon. A last gleam of reddish light tinged the snow, and then was gone.

Thanis, who was half asleep, said with sudden irritation, “I do not believe in your barbarians. I’m going
home.” She thrust Balin aside and went away, down the steps.

The plain was now in utter darkness, under the faint, far Northern stars.

Stark settled himself against the parapet. There was a sort of timeless patience about him. Balin envied
it. He would have liked to go with Thanis. He was cold and doubtful, but he stayed.

Time passed, endless minutes of it, lengthening into what seemed hours.

Stark said, “Can you hear them?”

“No.”

“They come.” His hearing, far keener than Balin’s, picked up the little sounds, the vast inchoate rustling
of an army on the move in stealth and darkness. Light-armed men, hunters, used to stalking wild beasts
in the show. They could move softly, very softly.

“I hear nothing,” Balin said, and again they waited.

The westering stars moved toward the horizon, and at length in the east a dim pallor crept across the
sky.

The plain was still shrouded in night, but now Stark could make out the high towers of the King City of
Kushat, ghostly and indistinct—the ancient, proud high towers of the rulers and their nobles, set above
the crowded Quarters of merchants and artisans and thieves. He wondered who would be king in
Kushat by the time this unrisen sun had set.

“You were wrong,” said Balin, peering. “There is nothing on the plain.”

Stark said, “Wait.”
Swiftly now, in the thin air of Mars, the dawn came with a rush and a leap, flooding the world with
harsh  light.  It  flashed in  cruel  brilliance  from sword-blades,  from spearheads,  from helmets  and
burnished mail, from the war-harness of beasts, glistened on bare russet heads and coats of leather, set
the banners of the clans to burning, crimson and gold and green, bright against the snow.

There was no sound, not a whisper, in all the land.

Somewhere a hunting horn sent forth one deep cry to split the morning. Then burst out the wild skirling
of the mountain pipes and the broken thunder of drums, and a wordless scream of exultation that rang
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back from the Wall of Kushat like the very voice of battle. The men of Mekh began to move.

Raggedly, slowly at first, then more swiftly as the press of warriors broke and flowed, the barbarians
swept toward the city as water sweeps over a broken dam.

Knots and clumps of men, tall men running like deer, leaping, shouting, swinging their great brands.
Riders, spurring their mounts until they fled belly down. Spears, axes, sword-blades tossing, a sea of
men and beasts, rushing, trampling, shaking the ground with the thunder of their going.

And ahead of them all came a solitary figure in black mail, riding a raking beast trapped all in black,
and bearing a sable axe.

Kushat came to life. There was a swarming and a yelling in the streets, and soldiers began to pour up
onto the Wall. A thin company, Stark thought, and shook his head. Mobs of citizens choked the alleys,
and every rooftop was full. A troop of nobles went by, brave in their bright mail, to take up their post in
the square by the great gate.

Balin said nothing, and Stark did not disturb his thoughts. From the look of him, they were dark indeed.

Soldiers came and ordered them off the Wall. They went back to their own roof, where they were joined
by Thanis. She was in a high state of excitement, but unafraid.

“Let them attack!” she said. “Let them break their spears against the Wall. They will crawl away again.”

Stark began to grow restless. Up in their high emplacements, the big ballistas creaked and thrummed.
The muted song of the bows became a wailing hum. Men fell, and were kicked off the ledges by their
fellows. The blood-howl of the clans rang unceasing on the frosty air, and Stark heard the rap of scaling
ladders against stone.

Thanis said abruptly, “What is that—that sound like thunder?”

“Rams,” he answered. “They are battering the gate.”

She listened, and Stark saw in her face the beginning of fear.

It was a long fight. Stark watched it hungrily from the roof all that morning. The soldiers of Kushat did
bravely and well, but they were as folded sheep against the tall killers of the mountains. By noon the
officers were beating the Quarters for men to replace the slain.

Stark and Balin went up again, onto the Wall.

The clans had suffered. Their dead lay in windrows under the Wall, amid the broken ladders. But Stark
knew his barbarians. They had sat restless and chafing in the valley for many days, and now the battle-
madness was on them and they were not going to be stopped.

Wave after wave of them rolled up, and was cast back, and came on again relentlessly. The intermittent
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thunder boomed still from the gates, where sweating giants swung the rams under cover of their own
bowmen. And everywhere, up and down through the forefront of the fighting, rode the man in black
armor, and wild cheering followed him.

Balin said heavily, “It is the end of Kushat.”
A ladder banged against the stones a few feet away. Men swarmed up the rungs, fierce-eyed clansmen
with laughter in their mouths. Stark was first at the head.

They had given him a spear. He spitted two men through with it and lost it, and a third man came
leaping over the parapet. Stark received him into his arms.

Balin watched. He saw the warrior go crashing back, sweeping his fellows off the ladder. He saw
Stark’s face. He heard the sounds and smelled the blood and sweat of war, and he was sick to the
marrow of his bones, and his hatred of the barbarians was a terrible thing.

Stark caught up a dead man’s blade, and within ten minutes his arm was as red as a butcher’s. And ever
he watched the winged helm that went back and forth below, a standard to the clans.

By mid-afternoon the barbarians had gained the Wall in three places. They spread inward along the
ledges, pouring up in a resistless tide, and the defenders broke. The rout became a panic.

“It’s all over now,” Stark said. “Find Thanis, and hide her.”

Balin let fall his sword. “Give me the talisman,” he whispered, and Stark saw that he was weeping.
“Give it me, and I will go beyond the Gates of Death and rouse Ban Cruach from his sleep. And if he has
forgotten Kushat, I will take his power into my own hands. I will fling wide the Gates of Death and loose
destruction on the men of Mekh—or if the legends are all lies, then I will die.”

He was like a man crazed. “Give me the talisman!”

Stark slapped him, carefully and without heat, across the face. “Get your sister, Balin. Hide her, unless
you would be uncle to a red-haired brat.”

He went then, like a man who has been stunned. Screaming women with their children clogged the
ways that led inward from the Wall, and there was bloody work afoot on the rooftops and in the narrow
alleys.

The gate was holding, still.
Stark forced his way toward the square. The booths of the hucksters were overthrown, the wine-jars
broken and the red wine spilled. Beasts squealed and stamped, tired of their chafing harness, driven
wild by the shouting and the smell of blood. The dead were heaped high where they had fallen from
above.

They were all soldiers here, clinging grimly to their last foothold. The deep song of the rams shook the
very stones. The iron-sheathed timbers of the gate gave back an answering scream, and toward the end
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all other sounds grew hushed. The nobles came down slowly from the Wall and mounted, and sat
waiting.

There were fewer of them now. Their bright armor was dented and stained, and their faces had a pallor
on them.

One last hammer-stroke of the rams.

With a bitter shriek the weakened bolts tore out, and the great gate was broken through.

The nobles of Kushat made their first, and final charge.

As soldiers they went up against the riders of Mekh, and as soldiers they held them until they died.
Those that were left were borne back into the square, caught as in the crest of an avalanche. And first
through the gates came the winged battle-mask of the Lord Ciaran, and the sable axe that drank men’s
lives where it hewed.

There was a beast with no rider to claim it, tugging at its headrope. Stark swung onto the saddle pad
and cut it free. Where the press was thickest, a welter of struggling brutes and men fighting knee to
knee, there was the man in black armor, riding like a god, magnificent, born to war. Stark’s eyes shone
with a strange, cold light. He struck his heels hard into the scaly flanks. The beast plunged forward.

In and over and through, making the long sword sing. The beast was strong, and frightened beyond
fear. It bit and trampled, and Stark cut a path for them, and presently he shouted above the din,

“Ho, there! Ciaran!”

The black mask turned toward him, and the remembered voice spoke from behind the barred slot,
joyously.

“The wanderer. The wild man!”

Their two mounts shocked together. The axe came down in a whistling curve, and a red sword-blade
flashed to meet it. Swift, swift, a ringing clash of steel, and the blade was shattered and the axe fallen to
the ground.

Stark pressed in.

Ciaran reached for his sword, but his hand was numbed by the force of that blow and he was slow, a
split second. The hilt of Stark’s weapon, still clutched in his own numbed grip, fetched him a stunning
blow on the helm, so that the metal rang like a flawed bell.

The Lord Ciaran reeled back, only for a moment, but long enough. Stark grasped the war-mask and
ripped it off, and got his hands around the naked throat.

He did not break that neck, as he had planned. And the Clansmen who had started in to save their
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leader stopped and did not move.

Stark knew now why the Lord Ciaran had never shown his face.

The throat he held was white and strong, and his hands around it were buried in a mane of red-gold hair
that fell down over the shirt of mail. A red mouth passionate with fury, wonderful curving bone under
sculptured flesh, eyes fierce and proud and tameless as the eyes of a young eagle, fire-blue, defying
him, hating him….

“By the gods,” said Stark, very softly. “By the eternal gods!”

VI

A woman! And in that moment of amazement, she was quicker than he.

There was nothing to warn him, no least flicker of expression. Her two fists came up together between
his outstretched arms and caught him under the jaw with a force that nearly snapped his neck. He went
over backward, clean out of the saddle, and lay sprawled on the bloody stones, half stunned, the wind
knocked out of him.

The woman wheeled her mount. Bending low, she took up the axe from where it had fallen, and faced
her warriors, who were as dazed as Stark.

“I have led you well,” she said. “I have taken you Kushat. Will any man dispute me?”

They knew the axe, if they did not know her. They looked from side to side uneasily, completely at a
loss, and Stark, still gasping on the ground, thought that he had never seen anything as proud and
beautiful as she was then in her black mail, with her bright hair blowing and her glance like blue
lightning.

The nobles of Kushat chose that moment to charge. This strange unmasking of the Mekhish lord had
given them time to rally, and now they thought that the Gods had wrought a miracle to help them. They
found hope, where they had lost everything but courage.

“A wench!” they cried. “A strumpet of the camps. A woman!”

They howled it like an epithet, and tore into the barbarians.

She who had been the Lord Ciaran drove the spurs in deep, so that the beast leaped forward screaming.
She went, and did not look to see if any had followed, in among the men of Kushat. And the great axe
rose and fell, and rose again.

She killed three, and left two others bleeding on the stones, and not once did she look back.
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The clansmen found their tongues.

“Ciaran! Ciaran!”

The crashing shout drowned out the sound of battle. As one man, they turned and followed her.

Stark, scrambling for his life underfoot, could not forbear smiling. Their childlike minds could see only
two alternatives—to slay her out of hand, or to worship her. They had chosen to worship. He thought
the bards would be singing of the Lord Ciaran of Mekh as long as there were men to listen.

He managed to take cover behind a wrecked booth, and presently make his way out of the square. They
had forgotten him, for the moment. He did not wish to wait, just then, until they—or she—remembered.

She.

He still did not believe it, quite. He touched the bruise under his jaw where she had struck him, and
thought of the lithe, swift strength of her, and the way she had ridden alone into battle. He remembered
the death of Thord, and how she had kept her red wolves tamed, and he was filled with wonder, and a
deep excitement.

He remembered what she had said to him once—We are of one blood, though we be strangers.

He laughed, silently, and his eyes were very bright.

The tide of war had rolled on toward the King City, where from the sound of it there was hot fighting
around the castle. Eddies of the main struggle swept shrieking through the streets, but the rat-runs
under the Wall were clear. Everyone had stampeded inward, the victims with the victors close on their
heels. The short northern day was almost gone.

He found a hiding place that offered reasonable safety, and settled himself to wait.

Night came, but he did not move. From the sounds that reached him, the sacking of Kushat was in full
swing. They were looting the richer streets first.  Their upraised voices were thick with wine, and
mingled with the cries of women. The reflection of many fires tinged the sky.

By midnight the sounds began to slacken, and by the second hour after the city slept, drugged with
wine and blood and the weariness of battle. Stark went silently out into the streets, toward the King
City.

According to the immemorial pattern of Martian city-states, the castles of the king and the noble
families were clustered together in solitary grandeur. Many of the towers were fallen now, the great
halls open to the sky. Time had crushed the grandeur that had been Kushat, more fatally than the boots
of any conqueror.

In the house of the king, the flamboys guttered low and the chieftains of Mekh slept with their weary
pipers among the benches of the banquet hall. In the niches of the tall, carved portal, the guards
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nodded over their spears. They, too, had fought that day. Even so, Stark did not go near them.

Shivering slightly in the bitter wind, he followed the bulk of the massive walls until he found a postern
door, half open as some kitchen knave had left it in his flight. Stark entered, moving like a shadow.
The passageway was empty, dimly lighted by a single torch. A stairway branched off from it, and he
climbed that, picking his way by guess and his memories of similar castles he had seen in the past.

He emerged into a narrow hall, obviously for the use of servants. A tapestry closed the end, stirring in
the chill draught that blew along the floor. He peered around it, and saw a massive, vaulted corridor,
the  stone walls  panelled  in  wood much split  and blackened by  time,  but  still  showing forth  the
wonderful carvings of beasts and men, larger than life and overlaid with gold and bright enamel.

From the corridor a single doorway opened—and Otar slept before it, curled on a pallet like a dog.

Stark went back down the narrow hall. He was sure that there must be a back entrance to the king’s
chambers, and he found the little door he was looking for.

From there on was darkness. He felt his way, stepping with infinite caution, and presently there was a
faint gleam of light filtering around the edges of another curtain of heavy tapestry.

He crept toward it, and heard a man’s slow breathing on the other side.

He drew the curtain back, a careful inch. The man was sprawled on a bench athwart the door. He slept
the honest sleep of exhaustion, his sword in his hand, the stains of his day’s work still upon him. He was
alone in the small room. A door in the farther wall was closed.

Stark hit him, and caught the sword before it fell. The man grunted once and became utterly relaxed.
Stark bound him with his own harness and shoved a gag in his mouth, and went on, through the door in
the opposite wall.

The room beyond was large and high and full of shadows. A fire burned low on the hearth, and the
uncertain light showed dimly the hangings and the rich stuffs that carpeted the floor, and the dark,
sparse shapes of furniture.

Stark made out the lattice-work of a covered bed, let into the wall after the northern fashion.

She was there, sleeping, her red-gold hair the colour of the flames.

He stood a moment, watching her, and then, as though she sensed his presence, she stirred and opened
her eyes.

She did not cry out. He had known that she would not. There was no fear in her. She said, with a kind of
wry humor, “I will have a word with my guards about this.”
She flung aside the covering and rose. She was almost as tall as he, white-skinned and very straight. He
noted the long thighs, the narrow loins and magnificent shoulders, the small virginal breasts. She
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moved as a man moves, without coquetry. A long furred gown, that Stark guessed had lately graced the
shoulders of the king, lay over a chair. She put it on.

“Well, wild man?”

“I have come to warn you.” He hesitated over her name, and she said,

“My mother named me Ciara, if that seems better to you.” She gave him her falcon’s glance. “I could
have slain you in the square, but now I think you did me a service. The truth would have come out
sometime—better then, when they had no time to think about it.” She laughed. “They will follow me
now, over the edge of the world, if I ask them.”

Stark said slowly, “Even beyond the Gates of Death?”

“Certainly, there. Above all, there!”

She turned to one of the tall windows and looked out at the cliffs and the high notch of the pass,
touched with greenish silver by the little moons.

“Ban Cruach was a great king. He came out of nowhere to rule the Norlands with a rod of iron, and men
speak of him still as half a god. Where did he get his power, if not from beyond the Gates of Death? Why
did he go back there at the end of his days, if not to hide away his secret? Why did he build Kushat to
guard the pass forever, if not to hoard that power out of reach of all the other nations of Mars?

“Yes, Stark. My men will follow me. And if they do not, I will go alone.”

“You are not Ban Cruach. Nor am I.” He took her by the shoulders. “Listen, Ciara. You’re already king
in the Norlands, and half a legend as you stand. Be content.”

“Content!” Her face was close to his, and he saw the blaze of it, the white intensity of ambition and an
iron pride. “Are you content?” she asked him. “Have you ever been content?”

He smiled. “For strangers, we do know each other well. No. But the spurs are not so deep in me.”

“The wind and the fire. One spends its strength in wandering, the other devours. But one can help the
other. I made you an offer once, and you said you would not bargain unless you could look into my eyes.
Look now!”

He did, and his hands upon her shoulders trembled.

“No,” he said harshly. “You’re a fool, Ciara. Would you be as Otar, mad with what you have seen?”

“Otar is an old man, and likely crazed before he crossed the mountains. Besides—I am not Otar.”

Stark said somberly, “Even the bravest may break. Ban Cruach himself….”
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She must have seen the shadow of that horror in his eyes, for he felt her body tense.

“What of Ban Cruach? What do you know, Stark? Tell me!”

He was silent, and she went from him angrily.

“You have the talisman,” she said. “That I am sure of. And if need be, I will flay you alive to get it!” She
faced him across the room. “But whether I get it or not, I will go through the Gates of Death. I must
wait, now, until after the thaw. The warm wind will blow soon, and the gorges will be running full. But
afterward, I will go, and no talk of fears and demons will stop me.”

She began to pace the room with long strides, and the full skirts of the gown made a subtle whispering
about her.

“You do not know,” she said, in a low and bitter voice. “I was a girl-child, without a name. By the time I
could walk, I was a servant in the house of my grandfather. The two things that kept me living were
pride and hate. I left my scrubbing of floors to practice arms with the young boys. I was beaten for it
every day, but every day I went. I knew even then that only force would free me. And my father was a
king’s son, a good man of his hands. His blood was strong in me. I learned.”

She held her head very high. She had earned the right to hold it so. She finished quietly,

“I have come a long way. I will not turn back now.”

“Ciara.” Stark came and stood before her. “I am talking to you as a fighting man, an equal. There may
be power behind the Gates of Death, I do not know. But this I have seen—madness, horror, an evil that
is beyond our understanding.

“I think you will not accuse me of cowardice. And yet I would not go into that pass for all the power of
all the kings of Mars!”

Once started, he could not stop. The full force of that dark vision of the talisman swept over him again
in memory. He came closer to her, driven by the need to make her understand.

“Yes, I have the talisman! And I have had a taste of its purpose. I think Ban Cruach left it as a warning,
so that none would follow him. I have seen the temples and the palaces glitter in the ice. I have seen the
Gates of Death—not with my own eyes, Ciara, but with his. With the eyes and the memories of Ban
Cruach!”

He had caught her again, his hands strong on her strong arms.

“Will you believe me, or must you see for yourself—the dreadful things that walk those buried streets,
the shapes that rise from nowhere in the mists of the pass?”

Her gaze burned into his. Her breath was hot and sweet upon his lips, and she was like a sword
between his hands, shining and unafraid.
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“Give me the talisman. Let me see!”

He answered furiously, “You are mad. As mad as Otar.” And he kissed her, in a rage, in a panic lest all
that beauty be destroyed—a kiss as brutal as a blow, that left him shaken.
She backed away slowly, one step, and he thought she would have killed him. He said heavily:

“If you will see, you will. The thing is here.”

He opened the boss and laid the crystal in her outstretched hand. He did not meet her eyes.

“Sit down. Hold the flat side against your brow.”

She sat, in a great chair of carven wood. Stark noticed that her hand was unsteady, her face the colour
of white ash. He was glad she did not have the axe where she could reach it. She did not play at anger.

For a long moment she studied the intricate lens, the incredible depository of a man’s mind. Then she
raised it slowly to her forehead.

He saw her grow rigid in the chair. How long he watched beside her he never knew. Seconds, an
eternity. He saw her eyes turn blank and strange, and a shadow came into her face, changing it subtly,
altering the lines, so that it seemed almost a stranger was peering through her flesh.

All at once, in a voice that was not her own, she cried out terribly, “Oh gods of Mars!”

The talisman dropped rolling to the floor, and Ciara fell forward into Stark’s arms.

He thought at first that she was dead. He carried her to the bed, in an agony of fear that surprised him
with its violence, and laid her down, and put his hand over her heart.

It was beating strongly. Relief that was almost a sickness swept over him. He turned, searching vaguely
for wine, and saw the talisman. He picked it up and put it back inside the boss. A jewelled flagon stood
on a table across the room. He took it and started back, and then, abruptly, there was a wild clamor in
the hall outside and Otar was shouting Ciara’s name, pounding on the door.

It was not barred. In another moment they would burst through, and he knew that they would not stop
to enquire what he was doing there.

He dropped the flagon and went out swiftly, the way he had come. The guard was still unconscious. In
the narrow hall beyond, Stark hesitated. A woman’s voice was rising high above the tumult in the main
corridor, and he thought he recognized it.

He went to the tapestry curtain and looked for the second time around its edge.

The lofty space was full of men, newly wakened from their heavy sleep and as nervous as so many
bears. Thanis struggled in the grip of two of them. Her scarlet kirtle was torn, her hair flying in wild elf-
locks, and her face was the face of a mad thing. The whole story of the doom of Kushat was written
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large upon it.

She screamed again and again, and would not be silenced.

“Tell her, the witch that leads you! Tell her that she is already doomed to death, with all her army!”

Otar opened up the door of Ciara’s room.

Thanis surged forward. She must have fled through all that castle before she was caught, and Stark’s
heart ached for her.

“You!” she shrieked through the doorway, and poured out all the filth of the quarter upon Ciara’s name.
“Balin has gone to bring doom upon you! He will open wide the Gates of Death, and then you will
die!—die!—die!”

Stark felt the shock of a terrible dread, as he let the curtain fall. Mad with hatred against conquerors,
Balin had fulfilled his raging promise and had gone to fling open the Gates of Death.

Remembering his nightmare vision of the shining, evil ones whom Ban Cruach had long ago prisoned
beyond those gates, Stark felt a sickness grow within him as he went down the stair and out the postern
door.

It was almost dawn. He looked up at the brooding cliffs, and it seemed to him that the wind in the pass
had a sound of laughter that mocked his growing dread.

He knew what he must do, if an ancient, mysterious horror was not to be released upon Kushat.

I may still catch Balin before he has gone too far! If I don’t—

He dared not think of that. He began to walk very swiftly through the night streets, toward the distant,
towering Gates of Death.

VII

It was past noon. He had climbed high toward the saddle of the pass. Kushat lay small below him, and
he could see now the pattern of the gorges, cut ages deep in the living rock, that carried the spring
torrents of the watershed around the mighty ledge on which the city was built.

The pass itself  was channeled, but only by its own snows and melting ice.  It  was too high for a
watercourse. Nevertheless, Stark thought, a man might find it hard to stay alive if he were caught there
by the thaw.

He had seen nothing of Balin. The gods knew how many hours’ start he had. Stark imagined him,
scrambling wild-eyed over the rocks, driven by the same madness that had sent Thanis up into the
castle to call down destruction on Ciara’s head.
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The sun was brilliant but without warmth. Stark shivered, and the icy wind blew strong. The cliffs hung
over him, vast and sheer and crushing, and the narrow mouth of the pass was before him. He would go
no farther. He would turn back, now.

But he did not. He began to walk forward, into the Gates of Death.

The light was dim and strange at the bottom of that cleft. Little veils of mist crept and clung between
the ice and the rock, thickened, became more dense as he went farther and farther into the pass. He
could not see, and the wind spoke with many tongues, piping in the crevices of the cliffs.

The steps of the Earthman slowed and faltered. He had known fear in his life before. But now he was
carrying the burden of two men’s terrors—Ban Cruach’s, and his own.

He stopped, enveloped in the clinging mist. He tried to reason with himself—that Ban Cruach’s fears
had died a million years ago, that Otar had come this way and lived, and Balin had come also.

But the thin veneer of civilization sloughed away and left him with the naked bones of truth. His nostrils
twitched to the smell of evil, the subtle unclean taint that only a beast, or one as close to it as he, can
sense and know. Every nerve was a point of pain, raw with apprehension. An overpowering recognition
of danger, hidden somewhere, mocking at him, made his very body change, draw in upon itself and
flatten forward, so that when at last he went on again he was more like a four-footed thing than a man
walking upright.

Infinitely wary, silent, moving surely over the ice and the tumbled rock, he followed Balin. He had
ceased to think. He was going now on sheer instinct.

The pass led on and on. It grew darker, and in the dim uncanny twilight there were looming shapes that
menaced him, and ghostly wings that brushed him, and a terrible stillness that was not broken by the
eerie voices of the wind.

Rock and mist and ice. Nothing that moved or lived. And yet the sense of danger deepened, and when
he paused the beating of his heart was like thunder in his ears.

Once, far away, he thought he heard the echoes of a man’s voice crying, but he had no sight of Balin.

The pass began to drop, and the twilight deepened into a kind of sickly night.

On and down, more slowly now, crouching, slinking, heavily oppressed, tempted to snarl at boulders
and tear at wraiths of fog. He had no idea of the miles he had travelled. But the ice was thicker now, the
cold intense.

The rock walls broke off sharply. The mist thinned. The pallid darkness lifted to a clear twilight. He
came to the end of the Gates of Death.

Stark stopped. Ahead of him, almost blocking the end of the pass, something dark and high and massive
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loomed in the thinning mists.

It was a great cairn, and upon it sat a figure, facing outward from the Gates of Death as though it kept
watch over whatever country lay beyond.

The figure of a man in antique Martian armor.

After a moment, Stark crept toward the cairn. He was still almost all savage, torn between fear and
fascination.

He was forced to scramble over the lower rocks of the cairn itself. Quite suddenly he felt a hard shock,
and a flashing sensation of warmth that was somehow inside his own flesh, and not in any tempering of
the frozen air. He gave a startled leap forward, and whirled, looking up into the face of the mailed
figure with the confused idea that it had reached down and struck him.

It had not moved, of course. And Stark knew, with no need of anyone to tell him, that he looked into the
face of Ban Cruach.

It was a face made for battles and for ruling, the bony ridges harsh and strong, the hollows under them
worn deep with years. Those eyes, dark shadows under the rusty helm, had dreamed high dreams, and
neither age nor death had conquered them.

And even in death, Ban Cruach was not unarmed.

Clad as for battle in his ancient mail, he held upright between his hands a mighty sword. The pommel
was a ball of crystal large as a man’s fist, that held within it a spark of intense brilliance. The little,
blinding flame throbbed with its own force, and the sword-blade blazed with a white, cruel radiance.

Ban Cruach, dead but frozen to eternal changelessness by the bitter cold, sitting here upon his cairn for
a million years and warding forever the inner end of the Gates of Death, as his ancient city of Kushat
warded the outer.

Stark took two cautious steps closer to Ban Cruach, and felt again the shock and the flaring heat in his
blood. He recoiled, satisfied.

The strange force in the blazing sword made an invisible barrier across the mouth of the pass, protected
Ban Cruach himself. A barrier of short waves, he thought, of the type used in deep therapy, having no
heat in themselves but increasing the heat in body cells by increasing their vibration. But these waves
were stronger than any he had known before.

A barrier, a wall of force, closing the inner end of the Gates of Death. A barrier that was not designed
against man.

Stark shivered. He turned from the sombre, brooding form of Ban Cruach and his eyes followed the
gaze of the dead king, out beyond the cairn.
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He looked across this forbidden land within the Gates of Death.

At his back was the mountain barrier. Before him, a handful of miles to the north, the terminus of the
polar cap rose like a cliff of bluish crystal soaring up to touch the early stars. Locked in between those
two titanic walls was a great valley of ice.

White and glimmering that valley was, and very still, and very beautiful, the ice shaped gracefully into
curving domes and hollows. And in the center of it stood a dark tower of stone, a cyclopean bulk that
Stark knew must go down an unguessable distance to its base on the bedrock. It was like the tower in
which Camar had died. But this one was not a broken ruin. It loomed with alien arrogance, and within
its bulk pallid lights flickered eerily, and it was crowned by a cloud of shimmering darkness.

It was like the tower of his dread vision, the tower that he had seen, not as Eric John Stark, but as Ban
Cruach!

Stark’s gaze dropped slowly from the evil tower to the curving ice of the valley. And the fear within him
grew beyond all bounds.

He had seen that, too, in his vision. The glimmering ice, the domes and hollows of it. He had looked
down through it at the city that lay beneath, and he had seen those who came and went in the buried
streets.

Stark hunkered down. For a long while he did not stir.

He did not want to go out there. He did not want to go out from the grim, warning figure of Ban Cruach
with his blazing sword, into that silent valley. He was afraid, afraid of what he might see if he went
there and looked down through the ice, afraid of the final dread fulfillment of his vision.

But he had come after Balin, and Balin must be out there somewhere. He did not want to go, but he was
himself, and he must.
He went, going very softly, out toward the tower of stone. And there was no sound in all that land.

The last of the twilight had faded. The ice gleamed, faintly luminous under the stars, and there was light
beneath it, a soft radiance that filled all the valley with the glow of a buried moon.

Stark tried to keep his eyes upon the tower. He did not wish to look down at what lay under his stealthy
feet.

Inevitably, he looked.

The temples and the palaces glittering in the ice….

Level upon level, going down. Wells of soft light spanned with soaring bridges, slender spires rising, an
endless variation of streets and crystal walls exquisitely patterned, above and below and overlapping, so
that it was like looking down through a thousand giant snowflakes. A metropolis of gossamer and frost,
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fragile and lovely as a dream, locked in the clear, pure vault of the ice.

Stark saw the people of the city passing along the bright streets, their outlines blurred by the icy vault
as things are half obscured by water. The creatures of vision, vaguely shining, infinitely evil.

He shut his eyes and waited until the shock and the dizziness left him. Then he set his gaze resolutely
on the tower, and crept on, over the glassy sky that covered those buried streets.

Silence. Even the wind was hushed.

He had gone perhaps half the distance when the cry rang out.

It burst upon the valley with a shocking violence. “Stark! Stark!” The ice rang with it, curving ridges
picked up his name and flung it back and forth with eerie crystal voices, and the echoes fled out
whispering Stark! Stark! until it seemed that the very mountains spoke.

Stark whirled about. In the pallid gloom between the ice and the stars there was light enough to see the
cairn behind him, and the dim figure atop it with the shining sword.

Light enough to see Ciara, and the dark knot of riders who had followed her through the Gates of
Death.

She cried his name again. “Come back! Come back!”

The ice of the valley answered mockingly, “Come back! Come back!” and Stark was gripped with a
terror that held him motionless.

She should not have called him. She should not have made a sound in that deathly place.

A  man’s  hoarse  scream rose  above  the  flying  echoes.  The  riders  turned  and  fled  suddenly,  the
squealing, hissing beasts crowding each other, floundering wildly on the rocks of the cairn, stampeding
back into the pass.

Ciara was left alone. Stark saw her fight the rearing beast she rode and then flung herself out of the
saddle and let it go. She came toward him, running, clad all in her black armor, the great axe swinging
high.

“Behind you, Stark! Oh, gods of Mars!”

He turned then and saw them, coming out from the tower of stone, the pale, shining creatures that
move so swiftly across the ice, so fleet and swift that no man living could outrun them.
He shouted to Ciara to turn back. He drew his sword and over his shoulder he cursed her in a black fury
because he could hear her mailed feet coming on behind him.

The gliding creatures, sleek and slender, reedlike, bending, delicate as wraiths, their bodies shaped
from northern rainbows of amethyst and rose—if they should touch Ciara, if their loathsome hands
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should touch her….

Stark let out one raging catlike scream, and rushed them.

The opalescent bodies slipped away beyond his reach. The creatures watched him.

They had no faces, but they watched. They were eyeless but not blind, earless, but not without hearing.
The inquisitive tendrils that formed their sensory organs stirred and shifted like the petals of ungodly
flowers, and the color of them was the white frost-fire that dances on the snow.

“Go back, Ciara!”

But she would not go, and he knew that they would not have let her. She reached him, and they set
their backs together. The shining ones ringed them round, many feet away across the ice, and watched
the long sword and the great hungry axe, and there was something in the lissome swaying of their
bodies that suggested laughter.

“You fool,” said Stark. “You bloody fool.”

“And you?” answered Ciara. “Oh, yes, I know about Balin. That mad girl, screaming in the palace—she
told me, and you were seen from the wall, climbing to the Gates of Death. I tried to catch you.”

“Why?”

She did not answer that. “They won’t fight us, Stark. Do you think we could make it back to the cairn?”

“No. But we can try.”

Guarding each others’ backs, they began to walk toward Ban Cruach and the pass. If they could once
reach the barrier, they would be safe.

Stark knew now what Ban Cruach’s wall of force was built against. And he began to guess the riddle of
the Gates of Death.

The shining ones glided with them, out of reach. They did not try to bar the way. They formed a circle
around the man and woman, moving with them and around them at the same time, an endless weaving
chain of many bodies shining with soft jewel tones of color.

They drew closer and closer to the cairn, to the brooding figure of Ban Cruach and his sword. It crossed
Stark’s mind that the creatures were playing with him and Ciara. Yet they had no weapons. Almost, he
began to hope….

From the tower where the shimmering cloud of darkness clung came a black crescent of force that
swept across the ice-field like a sickle and gathered the two humans in.

Stark felt a shock of numbing cold that turned his nerves to ice. His sword dropped from his hand, and
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he heard Ciara’s axe go down. His body was without strength, without feeling, dead.

He fell, and the shining ones glided in toward him.

VIII

Twice before in his life Stark had come near to freezing. It had been like this, the numbness and the
cold. And yet it seemed that the dark force had struck rather at his nerve centers than at his flesh.

He could not see Ciara, who was behind him, but he heard the metallic clashing of her mail and one
small, whispered cry, and he knew that she had fallen, too.

The glowing creatures surrounded him. He saw their bodies bending over him, the frosty tendrils of
their faces writhing as though in excitement or delight.

Their hands touched him. Little hands with seven fingers, deft and frail. Even his numbed flesh felt the
terrible cold of their touch, freezing as outer space. He yelled, or tried to, but they were not abashed.

They lifted him and bore him toward the tower, a company of them, bearing his heavy weight upon their
gleaming shoulders.

He saw the tower loom high and higher still above him. The cloud of dark force that crowned it blotted
out the stars. It became too huge and high to see at all, and then there was a low flat arch of stone close
above his face, and he was inside.

Straight overhead—a hundred feet, two hundred, he could not tell—was a globe of crystal, fitted into
the top of the tower as a jewel is held in a setting.

The air around it was shadowed with the same eerie gloom that hovered outside, but less dense, so that
Stark could see the smouldering purple spark that burned within the globe, sending out its dark
vibrations.

A globe of crystal, with a heart of sullen flame. Stark remembered the sword of Ban Cruach, and the
white fire that burned in its hilt.

Two globes, the bright-cored and the dark. The sword of Ban Cruach touched the blood with heat. The
globe of the tower deadened the flesh with cold. It was the same force, but at opposite ends of the
spectrum.

Stark saw the cryptic controls of that glooming globe—a bank of them, on a wide stone ledge just inside
the tower, close beside him. There were shining ones on that ledge tending those controls, and there
were other strange and massive mechanisms there too.

Flying spirals of ice climbed up inside the tower, spanning the great stone well with spidery bridges,
joining icy galleries. In some of those galleries, Stark vaguely glimpsed rigid, gleaming figures like
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statues of ice, but he could not see them clearly as he was carried on.

He was being carried downward. He passed slits in the wall, and knew that the pallid lights he had seen
through them were the moving bodies of the creatures as they went up and down these high-flung, icy
bridges. He managed to turn his head to look down, and saw what was beneath him.

The well of the tower plunged down a good five hundred feet to bedrock, widening as it went. The web
of ice-bridges and the spiral ways went down as well as up, and the creatures that carried him were
moving smoothly along a transparent ribbon of ice no more than a yard in width, suspended over that
terrible drop.

Stark was glad that he could not move just then. One instinctive start of horror would have thrown him
and his bearers to the rock below, and would have carried Ciara with them.

Down and down, gliding in utter silence along the descending spiral ribbon. The great glooming crystal
grew remote above him. Ice was solid now in the slots of the walls. He wondered if they had brought
Balin this way.

There were other openings, wide arches like the one they had brought their captives through, and these
gave Stark brief glimpses of broad avenues and unguessable buildings, shaped from the pellucid ice and
flooded with the soft radiance that was like eerie moonlight.

At length, on what Stark took to be the third level of the city, the creatures bore him through one of
these archways, into the streets beyond.
Below him now was the translucent thickness of ice that formed the floor of this level and the roof of the
level beneath. He could see the blurred tops of delicate minarets, the clustering roofs that shone like
chips of diamond.

Above him was an ice roof. Elfin spires rose toward it, delicate as needles. Lacy battlements and little
domes, buildings star-shaped, wheel-shaped, the fantastic, lovely shapes of snow-crystals, frosted over
with a sparkling foam of light.

The people of the city gathered along the way to watch, a living, shifting rainbow of amethyst and rose
and green, against the pure blue-white. And there was no least whisper of sound anywhere.

For some distance they went through a geometric maze of streets. And then there was a cathedral-like
building all arched and spired, standing in the center of a twelve-pointed plaza. Here they turned, and
bore their captives in.

Stark saw a vaulted roof, very slim and high, etched with a glittering tracery that might have been
carving of an alien sort, delicate as the weavings of spiders. The feet of his bearers were silent on the
icy paving.

At the far end of the long vault sat seven of the shining ones in high seats marvellously shaped from the
ice. And before them, grey-faced, shuddering with cold and not noticing it, drugged with a sick horror,



Sci-fi & Fantasy Anthology

412

stood Balin. He looked around once, and did not speak.

Stark was set on his feet, with Ciara beside him. He saw her face, and it was terrible to see the fear in
her eyes, that had never shown fear before.

He himself was learning why men went mad beyond the Gates of Death.

Chill, dreadful fingers touched him expertly. A flash of pain drove down his spine, and he could stand
again.

The seven who sat in the high seats were motionless, their bright tendrils stirring with infinite delicacy
as though they studied the three humans who stood before them.

Stark thought he could feel a cold, soft fingering of his brain. It came to him that these creatures were
probably telepaths. They lacked organs of speech, and yet they must have some efficient means of
communications. Telepathy was not uncommon among the many races of the Solar System, and Stark
had had experience with it before.

He forced his mind to relax. The alien impulse was instantly stronger. He sent out his own questing
thought and felt it brush the edges of a consciousness so utterly foreign to his own that he knew he
could never probe it, even had he had the skill.

He learned one thing—that the shining faceless ones looked upon him with equal horror and loathing.
They recoiled from the unnatural human features, and most of all, most strongly, they abhorred the
warmth of human flesh. Even the infinitesimal amount of heat radiated by their half-frozen human
bodies caused the ice-folk discomfort.

Stark marshalled his imperfect abilities and projected a mental question to the seven.

“What do you want of us?”

The answer came back, faint and imperfect, as though the gap between their alien minds was almost
too great to bridge. And the answer was one word.

“Freedom!”

Balin spoke suddenly. He voiced only a whisper, and yet the sound was shockingly loud in that crystal
vault.

“They have asked me already. Tell them no, Stark! Tell them no!”

He looked at Ciara then, a look of murderous hatred. “If you turn them loose upon Kushat, I will kill you
with my own hands before I die.”

Stark spoke again, silently, to the seven. “I do not understand.”
Again the struggling, difficult thought. “We are the old race, the kings of the glacial ice. Once we held
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all the land beyond the mountains, outside the pass you call the Gates of Death.”

Stark had seen the ruins of the towers out on the moors. He knew how far their kingdom had extended.

“We controlled the ice, far outside the polar cap. Our towers blanketed the land with the dark force
drawn from Mars itself, from the magnetic field of the planet. That radiation bars out heat, from the
Sun, and even from the awful winds that blow warm from the south. So there was never any thaw. Our
cities were many, and our race was great.

“Then came Ban Cruach, from the south….

“He waged a war against us. He learned the secret of the crystal globes, and learned how to reverse
their force and use it against us. He, leading his army, destroyed our towers one by one, and drove us
back….

“Mars needed water. The outer ice was melted, our lovely cities crumbled to nothing, so that creatures
like Ban Cruach might have water! And our people died.

“We retreated at the last, to this our ancient polar citadel behind the Gates of Death. Even here, Ban
Cruach followed. He destroyed even this tower once, at the time of the thaw. But this city is founded in
polar ice—and only the upper levels were harmed. Even Ban Cruach could not touch the heart of the
eternal polar cap of Mars!

“When he saw that he could not destroy us utterly, he set himself in death to guard the Gates of Death
with his blazing sword, that we might never again reclaim our ancient dominion.

“That is what we mean when we ask for freedom. We ask that you take away the sword of Ban Cruach,
so that we may once again go out through the Gates of Death!”

Stark cried aloud, hoarsely, “No!”

He knew the barren deserts of the south, the wastes of red dust, the dead sea bottoms—the terrible
thirst of Mars, growing greater with every year of the million that had passed since Ban Cruach locked
the Gates of Death.

He knew the canals, the pitiful waterways that were all that stood between the people of Mars and
extinction. He remembered the yearly release from death when the spring thaw brought the water
rushing down from the north.

He thought of these cold creatures going forth, building again their great towers of stone, sheathing
half a world in ice that would never melt. He thought of the people of Jekkara and Valkis and Barrakesh,
of the countless cities of the south, watching for the flood that did not come, and falling at last to mingle
their bodies with the blowing dust.

He said again, “No. Never.”
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The distant thought-voice of the seven spoke, and this time the question was addressed to Ciara.

Stark saw her face. She did not know the Mars he knew, but she had memories of her own—the
mountain-valleys of Mekh, the moors, the snowy gorges. She looked at the shining ones in their high
seats, and said,

“If I take that sword, it will be to use it against you as Ban Cruach did!”

Stark knew that the seven had understood the thought behind her words. He felt that they were
amused.

“The secret of that sword was lost a million years ago, the day Ban Cruach died. Neither you nor anyone
now knows how to use it as he did. But the sword’s radiations of warmth still lock us here.

“We cannot approach that sword, for its vibrations of heat slay us if we do. But you warm-bodied ones
can approach it. And you will do so, and take it from its place. One of you will take it!”

They were very sure of that.

“We can see, a little way, into your evil minds. Much we do not understand. But—the mind of the large
man is full of the woman’s image, and the mind of the woman turns to him. Also, there is a link between
the large man and the small man, less strong, but strong enough.”

The thought-voice of the seven finished, “The large man will take away the sword for us because he
must—to save the other two.”

Ciara turned to Stark. “They cannot force you, Stark. Don’t let them. No matter what they do to me,
don’t let them!”

Balin stared at her with a certain wonder. “You would die, to protect Kushat?”

“Not Kushat alone, though its people too are human,” she said, almost angrily. “There are my red
wolves—a wild pack, but my own. And others.” She looked at Balin. “What do you say? Your life against
the Norlands?”

Balin made an effort to lift his head as high as hers, and the red jewel flashed in his ear. He was a man
crushed by the falling of his world, and terrified by what his mad passion had led him into, here beyond
the Gates of Death. But he was not afraid to die.

He said so, and even Ciara knew that he spoke the truth.

But the seven were not dismayed. Stark knew that when their thought-voice whispered in his mind,

“It is not death alone you humans have to fear, but the manner of your dying. You shall see that, before
you choose.”
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Swiftly, silently, those of the ice-folk who had borne the captives into the city came up from behind,
where they had stood withdrawn and waiting. And one of them bore a crystal rod like a sceptre, with a
spark of ugly purple burning in the globed end.

Stark leaped to put himself between them and Ciara. He struck out, raging, and because he was almost
as quick as they, he caught one of the slim luminous bodies between his hands.

The utter coldness of that alien flesh burned his hands as frost will burn. Even so, he clung on, snarling,
and saw the tendrils writhe and stiffen as though in pain.

Then, from the crystal rod, a thread of darkness spun itself to touch his brain with silence, and the cold
that lies between the worlds.

He had no memory of being carried once more through the shimmering streets of that elfin, evil city,
back to the stupendous well of the tower, and up along the spiral path of ice that soared those dizzy
hundreds of feet from bedrock to the glooming crystal globe. But when he again opened his eyes, he
was lying on the wide stone ledge at ice-level.

Beside him was the arch that led outside. Close above his head was the control bank that he had seen
before.

Ciara and Balin were there also, on the ledge. They leaned stiffly against the stone wall beside the
control bank, and facing them was a squat, round mechanism from which projected a sort of wheel of
crystal rods.

Their bodies were strangely rigid, but their eyes and minds were awake. Terribly awake. Stark saw
their eyes, and his heart turned within him.

Ciara looked at him. She could not speak, but she had no need to. No matter what they do to me….

She had not feared the swordsmen of Kushat. She had not feared her red wolves, when he unmasked
her in the square. She was afraid now. But she warned him, ordered him not to save her.

They cannot force you. Stark! Don’t let them.

And Balin, too, pleaded with him for Kushat.

They were not alone on the ledge. The ice-folk clustered there, and out upon the flying spiral pathway,
on the narrow bridges and the spans of fragile ice, they stood in hundreds watching, eyeless, faceless,
their bodies drawn in rainbow lines across the dimness of the shaft.

Stark’s mind could hear the silent edges of their laughter. Secret, knowing laughter, full of evil, full of
triumph, and Stark was filled with a corroding terror.

He tried to move, to crawl toward Ciara standing like a carven image in her black mail. He could not.
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Again her fierce, proud glance met his. And the silent laughter of the ice-folk echoed in his mind, and he
thought it very strange that in this moment, now, he should realize that there had never been another
woman like her on all of the worlds of the Sun.

The fear she felt was not for herself. It was for him.

Apart from the multitudes of the ice-folk, the group of seven stood upon the ledge. And now their
thought-voice spoke to Stark, saying,

“Look about you. Behold the men who have come before you through the Gates of Death!”

Stark raised his eyes to where their slender fingers pointed, and saw the icy galleries around the tower,
saw more clearly the icy statues in them that he had only glimpsed before.
Men, set like images in the galleries. Men whose bodies were sheathed in a glittering mail of ice,
sealing them forever. Warriors, nobles, fanatics and thieves—the wanderers of a million years who had
dared to enter this forbidden valley, and had remained forever.

He saw their faces, their tortured eyes wide open, their features frozen in the agony of a slow and awful
death.

“They refused us,” the seven whispered. “They would not take away the sword. And so they died, as this
woman and this man will die, unless you choose to save them.

“We will show you, human, how they died!”

One of the ice-folk bent and touched the squat, round mechanism that faced Balin and Ciara. Another
shifted the pattern of control on the master-bank.

The wheel of crystal rods on that squat mechanism began to turn. The rods blurred, became a disc that
spun faster and faster.

High above in the top of the tower the great globe brooded, shrouded in its cloud of shimmering
darkness. The disc became a whirling blur. The glooming shadow of the globe deepened, coalesced. It
began to lengthen and descend, stretching itself down toward the spinning disc.

The crystal rods of the mechanism drank the shadow in. And out of that spinning blur there came a
subtle weaving of threads of darkness, a gossamer curtain winding around Ciara and Balin so that their
outlines grew ghostly and the pallor of their flesh was as the pallor of snow at night.

And still Stark could not move.

The veil of darkness began to sparkle faintly. Stark watched it,  watched the chill  motes brighten,
watched the tracery of frost whiten over Ciara’s mail, touch Balin’s dark hair with silver.

Frost. Bright, sparkling, beautiful, a halo of frost around their bodies. A dust of splintered diamond
across their faces, an aureole of brittle light to crown their heads.
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Frost. Flesh slowly hardening in marbly whiteness, as the cold slowly increased. And yet their eyes still
lived, and saw, and understood.

The thought-voice of the seven spoke again.

“You have only minutes now to decide! Their bodies cannot endure too much, and live again. Behold
their eyes, and how they suffer!

“Only minutes, human! Take away the sword of Ban Cruach! Open for us the Gates of Death, and we
will release these two, alive.”

Stark felt again the flashing stab of pain along his nerves, as one of the shining creatures moved behind
him. Life and feeling came back into his limbs.

He struggled to his feet. The hundreds of the ice-folk on the bridges and galleries watched him in an
eager silence.

He did not look at them. His eyes were on Ciara’s. And now, her eyes pleaded.

“Don’t, Stark! Don’t barter the life of the Norlands for me!”

The thought-voice beat at Stark, cutting into his mind with cruel urgency.

“Hurry, human! They are already beginning to die. Take away the sword, and let them live!”

Stark turned. He cried out, in a voice that made the icy bridges tremble:

“I will take the sword!”

He staggered out, then. Out through the archway, across the ice, toward the distant cairn that blocked
the Gates of Death.

IX

Across the glowing ice of the valley Stark went at a stumbling run that grew swifter and more sure as
his cold-numbed body began to regain its functions. And behind him, pouring out of the tower to watch,
came the shining ones.

They followed after him, gliding lightly. He could sense their excitement, the cold, strange ecstasy of
triumph. He knew that already they were thinking of the great towers of stone rising again above the
Norlands, the crystal cities still and beautiful under the ice, all vestige of the ugly citadels of man gone
and forgotten.

The seven spoke once more, a warning.

“If you turn toward us with the sword, the woman and the man will die. And you will die as well. For
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neither you nor any other can now use the sword as a weapon of offense.”

Stark ran on. He was thinking then only of Ciara, with the frost-crystals gleaming on her marble flesh
and her eyes full of mute torment.

The cairn loomed up ahead, dark and high. It seemed to Stark that the brooding figure of Ban Cruach
watched him coming with those shadowed eyes beneath the rusty  helm.  The great  sword blazed
between those dead, frozen hands.

The great sword blazed between those dead, frozen hands….

The ice-folk had slowed their forward rush. They stopped and waited, well back from the cairn.

Stark reached the edge of tumbled rock. He felt the first warm flare of the force-waves in his blood, and
slowly the chill began to creep out from his bones. He climbed, scrambling upward over the rough
stones of the cairn.

Abruptly, then, at Ban Cruach’s feet, he slipped and fell. For a second it seemed that he could not move.

His back was turned toward the ice-folk. His body was bent forward, and shielded so, his hands worked
with feverish speed.

From his cloak he tore a strip of cloth. From the iron boss he took the glittering lens, the talisman of
Ban Cruach. Stark laid the lens against his brow, and bound it on.

The remembered shock, the flood and sweep of memories that were not his own. The mind of Ban
Cruach thundering its warning, its hard-won knowledge of an ancient, epic war….

He opened his own mind wide to receive those memories. Before he had fought against them. Now he
knew that they were his one small chance in this swift gamble with death. Two things only of his own he
kept firm in that staggering tide of another man’s memories. Two names—Ciara and Balin.

He rose up again. And now his face had a strange look, a curious duality. The features had not changed,
but  somehow the lines  of  the  flesh had altered subtly,  so  that  it  was  almost  as  though the old
unconquerable king himself had risen again in battle.

He mounted the last step or two and stood before Ban Cruach. A shudder ran through him, a sort of
gathering and settling of the flesh, as though Stark’s being had accepted the stranger within it. His
eyes, cold and pale as the very ice that sheathed the valley, burned with a cruel light.

He reached and took the sword, out of the frozen hands of Ban Cruach.

As though it were his own, he knew the secret of the metal rings that bound its hilt, below the ball of
crystal. The savage throb of the invisible radiation beat in his quickening flesh. He was warm again, his
blood running swiftly, his muscles sure and strong. He touched the rings and turned them.
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The fan-shaped aura of force that had closed the Gates of Death narrowed in, and as it narrowed it
leaped up from the blade of the sword in a tongue of pale fire, faintly shimmering, made visible now by
the full focus of its strength.

Stark felt the wave of horror bursting from the minds of the ice-folk as they perceived what he had
done. And he laughed.

His bitter laughter rang harsh across the valley as he turned to face them, and he heard in his brain the
shuddering, silent shriek that went up from all that gathered company….

“Ban Cruach! Ban Cruach has returned!”

They had touched his mind. They knew.
He laughed again, and swept the sword in a flashing arc, and watched the long bright blade of force
strike out more terrible than steel, against the rainbow bodies of the shining ones.

They fell. Like flowers under a scythe they fell, and all across the ice the ones who were yet untouched
turned about in their hundreds and fled back toward the tower.

Stark came leaping down the cairn, the talisman of Ban Cruach bound upon his brow, the sword of Ban
Cruach blazing in his hand.

He swung that awful blade as he ran. The force-beam that sprang from it cut through the press of
creatures fleeing before him, hampered by their own numbers as they crowded back through the
archway.

He had only a few short seconds to do what he had to do.

Rushing with great strides across the ice, spurning the withered bodies of the dead…. And then, from
the glooming darkness that hovered around the tower of stone, the black cold beam struck down.

Like a coiling whip it lashed him. The deadly numbness invaded the cells of his flesh, ached in the
marrow of his bones. The bright force of the sword battled the chill invaders, and a corrosive agony tore
at Stark’s inner body where the antipathetic radiations waged war.

His steps faltered. He gave one hoarse cry of pain, and then his limbs failed and he went heavily to his
knees.

Instinct only made him cling to the sword. Waves of blinding anguish racked him. The coiling lash of
darkness encircled him, and its touch was the abysmal cold of outer space, striking deep into his heart.

Hold the sword close, hold it closer, like a shield. The pain is great, but I will not die unless I drop the
sword.

Ban Cruach the mighty had fought this fight before.
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Stark raised the sword again, close against his body. The fierce pulse of its brightness drove back the
cold. Not far, for the freezing touch was very strong. But far enough so that he could rise again and
stagger on.

The dark force of the tower writhed and licked about him. He could not escape it. He slashed it in a
blind fury with the blazing sword, and where the forces met a flicker of lightning leaped in the air, but it
would not be beaten back.

He screamed at it, a raging cat-cry that was all Stark, all primitive fury at the necessity of pain. And he
forced himself to run, to drag his tortured body faster across the ice. Because Ciara is dying, because
the dark cold wants me to stop….

The ice-folk jammed and surged against the archway, in a panic hurry to take refuge far below in their
many-levelled city. He raged at them, too. They were part of the cold, part of the pain. Because of them
Ciara and Balin were dying. He sent the blade of force lancing among them, his hatred rising full tide to
join the hatred of Ban Cruach that lodged in his mind.

Stab and cut and slash with the long terrible beam of brightness. They fell and fell, the hideous shining
folk, and Stark sent the light of Ban Cruach’s weapon sweeping through the tower itself, through the
openings that were like windows in the stone.

Again and again, stabbing through those open slits as he ran. And suddenly the dark beam of force
ceased to move. He tore out of it, and it did not follow him, remaining stationary as though fastened to
the ice.

The battle of forces left his flesh. The pain was gone. He sped on to the tower.

He was close now. The withered bodies lay in heaps before the arch. The last of the ice-folk had forced
their way inside. Holding the sword level like a lance, Stark leaped in through the arch, into the tower.
The shining ones were dead where the destroying warmth had touched them. The flying spiral ribbons
of ice were swept clean of them, the arching bridges and the galleries of that upper part of the tower.

They were dead along the ledge, under the control bank. They were dead across the mechanism that
spun the frosty doom around Ciara and Balin. The whirling disc still hummed.

Below, in that stupendous well, the crowding ice-folk made a seething pattern of color on the narrow
ways. But Stark turned his back on them and ran along the ledge, and in him was the heavy knowledge
that he had come too late.

The frost had thickened around Ciara and Balin. It encrusted them like stiffened lace, and now their
flesh was overlaid with a diamond shell of ice.

Surely they could not live!

He raised the sword to smite down at the whirring disc, to smash it, but there was no need. When the
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full force of that concentrated beam struck it, meeting the focus of shadow that it held, there was a
violent flare of light and a shattering of crystal. The mechanism was silent.

The glooming veil was gone from around the ice-shelled man and woman. Stark forgot the creatures in
the shaft below him. He turned the blazing sword full upon Ciara and Balin.

It would not affect the thin covering of ice. If the woman and the man were dead, it would not affect
their flesh, any more than it had Ban Cruach’s. But if they lived, if there was still a spark, a flicker
beneath that frozen mail, the radiation would touch their blood with warmth, start again the pulse of life
in their bodies.

He waited, watching Ciara’s face. It was still as marble, and as white.

Something—instinct, or the warning mind of Ban Cruach that had learned a million years ago to beware
the creatures of the ice—made him glance behind him.

Stealthy, swift and silent, up the winding ways they came. They had guessed that he had forgotten them
in his anxiety. The sword was turned away from them now, and if they could take him from behind, stun
him with the chill force of the sceptre-like rods they carried….

He slashed them with the sword. He saw the flickering beam go down and down the shaft, saw the
bodies fall like drops of rain, rebounding here and there from the flying spans and carrying the living
with them.

He thought of the many levels of the city. He thought of all the countless thousands that must inhabit
them. He could hold them off in the shaft as long as he wished if he had no other need for the sword.
But he knew that as soon as he turned his back they would be upon him again, and if he should once
fall….

He could not spare a moment, or a chance.

He looked at Ciara, not knowing what to do, and it seemed to him that the sheathing frost had melted,
just a little, around her face.

Desperately, he struck down again at the creatures in the shaft, and then the answer came to him.

He dropped the sword. The squat, round mechanism was beside him, with its broken crystal wheel. He
picked it up.

It was heavy. It would have been heavy for two men to lift, but Stark was a driven man. Grunting,
swaying with the effort, he lifted it and let it fall, out and down.

Like a thunderbolt it struck among those slender bridges, the spiderweb of icy strands that spanned the
shaft. Stark watched it go, and listened to the brittle snapping of the ice, the final crashing of a million
shards at the bottom far below.
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He smiled, and turned again to Ciara, picking up the sword.
It was hours later. Stark walked across the glowing ice of the valley, toward the cairn. The sword of Ban
Cruach hung at his side. He had taken the talisman and replaced it in the boss, and he was himself
again.

Ciara and Balin walked beside him. The color had come back into their faces, but faintly, and they were
still weak enough to be glad of Stark’s hands to steady them.

At the foot of the cairn they stopped, and Stark mounted it alone.

He looked for a long moment into the face of Ban Cruach. Then he took the sword, and carefully turned
the rings upon it so that the radiation spread out as it had before, to close the Gates of Death.

Almost reverently, he replaced the sword in Ban Cruach’s hands. Then he turned and went down over
the tumbled stones.

The shimmering darkness brooded still over the distant tower. Underneath the ice, the elfin city still
spread downward. The shining ones would rebuild their bridges in the shaft, and go on as they had
before, dreaming their cold dreams of ancient power.

But they would not go out through the Gates of Death. Ban Cruach in his rusty mail was still lord of the
pass, the warder of the Norlands.

Stark said to the others, “Tell the story in Kushat. Tell it through the Norlands, the story of Ban Cruach
and why he guards the Gates of Death. Men have forgotten. And they should not forget.”

They went out of the valley then, the two men and the woman. They did not speak again, and the way
out through the pass seemed endless.

Some of Ciara’s chieftains met them at the mouth of the pass above Kushat. They had waited there,
ashamed to return to the city without her, but not daring to go back into the pass again. They had seen
the creatures of the valley, and they were still afraid.

They gave mounts to the three. They themselves walked behind Ciara, and their heads were low with
shame.

They came into Kushat through the riven gate, and Stark went with Ciara to the King City, where she
made Balin follow too.

“Your sister is there,” she said. “I have had her cared for.”

The city was quiet, with the sullen apathy that follows after battle. The men of Mekh cheered Ciara in
the streets. She rode proudly, but Stark saw that her face was gaunt and strained.

He, too, was marked deep by what he had seen and done, beyond the Gates of Death.
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They went up into the castle.

Thanis took Balin into her arms, and wept. She had lost her first wild fury, and she could look at Ciara
now with a restrained hatred that had a tinge almost of admiration.

“You fought for Kushat,” she said, unwillingly, when she had heard the story. “For that, at least, I can
thank you.”

She went to Stark then, and looked up at him. “Kushat, and my brother’s life….” She kissed him, and
there were tears on her lips. But she turned to Ciara with a bitter smile.

“No one can hold him, any more than the wind can be held. You will learn that.”

She went out then with Balin, and left Stark and Ciara alone, in the chambers of the king.
Ciara said, “The little one is very shrewd.” She unbuckled the hauberk and let it fall, standing slim in
her tunic of black leather, and walked to the tall windows that looked out upon the mountains. She
leaned her head wearily against the stone.

“An evil day, an evil deed. And now I have Kushat to govern, with no reward of power from beyond the
Gates of Death. How man can be misled!”

Stark poured wine from the flagon and brought it to her. She looked at him over the rim of the cup, with
a certain wry amusement.

“The little one is shrewd, and she is right. I don’t know that I can be as wise as she…. Will you stay with
me, Stark, or will you go?”

He did not answer at once, and she asked him, “What hunger drives you, Stark? It is not conquest, as it
was with me. What are you looking for that you cannot find?”

He thought back across the years, back to the beginning—to the boy N’Chaka who had once been happy
with Old One and little Tika, in the blaze and thunder and bitter frosts of a valley in the Twilight Belt of
Mercury. He remembered how all that had ended, under the guns of the miners—the men who were his
own kind.

He shook his head. “I don’t know. It doesn’t matter.” He took her between his two hands, feeling the
strength and the splendor of her, and it was oddly difficult to find words.

“I want to stay, Ciara. Now, this minute, I could promise that I would stay forever. But I know myself.
You belong here, you will make Kushat your own. I don’t. Someday I will go.”

Ciara nodded. “My neck, also, was not made for chains, and one country was too little to hold me. Very
well, Stark. Let it be so.”

She smiled, and let the wine-cup fall.
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The Black Cat
(1845)

EDGAR ALLAN POE

Someone is definitely into the creep factor with which popular culture has surrounded Poe ever since
his publisher went on a smear campaign against the author immediately following Poe’s death. But I
like that this site provides vocabulary links, so here you go!

Librarian Note

http://poestories.com/read/blackcat
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Listen to Christopher Lee recite this story

http://librarywp.whatcom.edu/press/engl136martin/wp-content/uploads/sites/3/2015/11/20px-Loudspeaker.svg_.png
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A YouTube element has been excluded from this version of the text. You can view it online
here: http://textbooks.whatcom.edu/engl136hoppe/?p=119

 

 

http://textbooks.whatcom.edu/engl136hoppe/?p=119#pb-interactive-content
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The Body-Snatcher
(1884)

ROBERT LEWIS STEVENSON

Again, an author better known for other, longer works, such as Treasure Island (pirates!) and The
Strange Case of Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde (a precursor to the Hulk, perhaps?). This story was inspired by
the real-live events of Burke and Hare, who got a little too greedy during the the heyday of the illegal
practice of “bodysnatching.” Also known as “resurrection men,” these unsavory types made a lot of
money selling fresh corpses they dug up from the local cemetaries to surgeons who were hungry for
cadavers on which to practice the budding medical science of surgery. The demand was so great that
often surgeons didn’t want to know, and didn’t ask, where the bodies had come from, or how fresh they
really were.

http://www.eastoftheweb.com/short-stories/UBooks/BodySnat.shtml
http://www.edinburgh-history.co.uk/burke-hare.html
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The Bone Woman
(1993)

CHARLES DE LINT

The Magazine of Fantasy & Science Fiction, August
1993
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Not only dark, but urban fantasy—now we’re talking!

See Course Packet.
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Chapter Six
(2014)

STEPHEN GRAHAM JONES

And finally, what some of you have been chomping your brains out for, the premier monster of the 21st
century: zombies!

http://www.tor.com/2014/06/11/chapter-six-stephen-graham-jones/
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The Confessions of the Chelmsford Witches
(1566)

Like Saint’s Lives, witch trials—reaching their peek between 1400 and 1600—provided loads of horrific
and titillating entertainment at local trials and executions, and as written broadsides and woodblock
images. This trial in England shows how much superstition, folklore, and religious iconography had
been absorbed into the witch mythology at its zenith, even for the accused.

 

The Examination and Confession of Certain Witches at Chelmsford in the County of Essex, before the
Queen Majesty’s Judges, the 26th day of July Anno 1566 (London, 1566)

(Edited from the original text by Frank Luttmer. The spelling has been modernized.)

Agnes Waterhouse
was accused of
bewitching to death
William Fynne and
was hanged at
Chelmsford in
England on 29 July
1566

The examination of them with their confession before Doctor Cole and Master Foscue at the same

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/File:Agnes_Waterhouse.jpg
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Assize verbatum as near as could be gathered, and first of Elizabeth Francis who said as here followeth.

First she learned this art of witchcraft at the age of twelve years of her grandmother whose name was
Eve of Hatfield Peverell deceased. Item when she taught it her, she counselled her to renounce GOD
and his word, and to give of her blood to Satan (as she termed it) which she delivered her in the
likeness of a white spotted Cat, and taught her to feed the said Cat with bread and milk and she did so,
also she taught her to call it by name of Satan and keep it in a basket.

When this mother Eve had given her the Cat Satan, then this Elizabeth desired first of the said cat
(calling it Satan) that she might be rich and to have goods, and he promised her she should, asking her
what she would have, and she said sheep for this cat spake to her as she confessed in a strange hollow
voice, (but such as she understood by use) and this Cat forthwith brought sheep into her pasture to the
number of twenty-eight black and white, which continued with her for a time, but in the end did all wear
away she knew not how.

Item when she had gotten these sheep, she desired to have one Andrew Byles to her husband, which
was a man of some wealth, and the cat did promise she should, but that he said she must first consent
that this Andrew could abuse her, and so she did.

And after when this Andrew had thus abused her he would not marry her, wherefore she willed Satan to
waste his goods, which he forthwith did, and yet not being contented with this, she willed him to touch
his body, which he forthwith did wherefore he died.

Item that every time that he did anything for her, she said that he required a drop of blood, which she
gave him by pricking herself, sometime in one place and then in another, and where she pricked herself
there remained a red spot, which was still to be seen.

Item when this Andrew was dead, she doubting [fearing] herself with child with Satan to destroy it, and
he had her take a certain herb and drink which she did, and destroyed the child forthwith.

Item when she desired another husband, he promised her another, naming this Francis whom she now
hath, but said he is not so rich as the other, willing her to consent unto that Francis in fornication which
she did, and thereof conceived a daughter that was born within a quarter of a year after they were
married.

After they were married they lived not so quietly as she desired, being stirred (as she said) to much
unquietness and moved to swearing and cursing, wherefore she willed Satan her Cat to kill the child,
being about the age of half a year old and he did so, and when she yet found not the quietness that she
desired, she willed it to lay a lameness in the leg of this Francis her husband, and it did in this manner.
It came in a morning to this Francis’ shoe, lying in it like a toad, and when he perceived it putting on his
shoe, and had touched it with his foot, he being suddenly amazed asked her of what it was, and she
bade him kill it, and he was forthwith taken with a lameness whereof he cannot healed.

After all this when she had kept this Cat, by the space of fifteen or sixteen years, and as some say



Sci-fi & Fantasy Anthology

435

(though untruly) being weary of it, she came to one mother Waterhouse her neighbor (a poor woman)
when she was going to the oven, and desired her to give her a cake, and she would give her a thing that
she should be the better for so long as she lived, and this mother Waterhouse gave her a cake,
whereupon she brought her this cat in her apron and taught her as she was instructed before by her
grandmother Eve, telling her that she must call him Satan and give him of her blood and bread and milk
as before, and at this examination would confess no more.

Mother Waterhouse of Hatfield Peverell of the age of 64 years being examined the same day confessed
as followeth, and the 29th day suffered.

First she received this cat of this Francis’s wife in the order as is before said, who willed her to call him
Satan, and told her that if she made much of him he would do for her what she would have him to do.

Then when she had received him she (to try him what he could do) willed him to kill a hog of her own
which he did, and she gave him for his labor a chicken, which he first required of her and a drop of her
blood. And this she gave him at all times when he did anything for her, by pricking her hand or face and
putting the blood to his mouth which he sucked, and forthwith would lie down in his pot again, wherein
she kept him, the spots of all the which pricks are yet to be seen in her skin.

Also she sayeth that another time being offended with one father Kersey she took her cat Satan in her
lap and put him in the wood before her door, and willed him to kill three of this Father Kersey’s hogs,
which he did, and returning again told her so, and she rewarded him as before with a chicken and a
drop of her blood, which chicken he ate up clean as he did all the rest, and she could find remaining
neither bones nor feathers.

Also she confessed that falling out with one Widow Gooday she willed Satan to drown her cow and he
did so, and she rewarded him as before.

Also she falling out with another of her neighbors, she killed her three geese in the same manner.

Item, she confessed that because she could have no rest (which she required) she caused Satan to
destroy the brewing at that time.

Also being denied butter of another, she caused her to lose the curds two or three days after.

Item falling out with another of her neighbors and his wife, she willed Satan to kill him with a bloody
slice, whereof he died, and she rewarded him as before.

Likewise she confessed that because she lived somewhat unquietly with her husband she caused Satan
to kill him, and he did so about nine years past, since which time she hath lived a widow.

Also she said that when she would will him to do anything for her, she would say her Pater noster in
Latin.
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Item this mother Waterhouse confessed that she first turned this Cat into a toad by this means, she kept
the cat a great while in wool in a pot, and at length being moved by poverty to occupy the wool, she
praised in the name of the father, and of the son, and of the holy ghost that it would turn into a toad,
and forthwith it was turned into a toad, and so kept it in the pot without wool.

Also she said, that going to the Breakstead a little before her apprehension, this Satan willed her to hie
her home, for she should have great trouble, and that she should be either hanged or burned shortly,
more at this time she would not confess.

Joan Waterhouse, daughter to the mother Waterhouse, being of the age of 18 years, and examined,
confessed as followeth

First, that her mother this last winter would have learned her this art, but she learned it not, neither yet
the name of the thing. She sayeth she never saw it but once in her mother’s hand, and that was in the
likeness of a toad, and at that time coming in at a sudden when her mother called it out to work
something withall, she heard her to call it Satan, for she was not at any time truly taught it, nor did ever
exercise it before this time as followeth.

Item she confessed that when her mother was gone to Breakstead, in her absence lacking bread, she
went to a girl, a neighbor’s child, and desired her to give her a piece of bread and cheese, which when
she denied and gave her not, or at least not so much as would satisfy her, she going home did as she
had seen her mother do, calling Satan, which came to her (as she said) she thought out of her mother’s
shaw from under the bed, in the likeness of a great dog, demanding what she would have, wherewith all
she being afeared, said she would have him to make such a girl afeared naming this girl, then he asked
her what she would give him, and she said a red cock, then he said no, but thou shalt give me thy body
and soul, whereby she being sore feared, and desirous to be rid of him, said she would: And herewith he
went to this girl in the likeness of an evil favored dog with horns on his head, and made her very much
afeared, and doth yet haunt her, now cannot these witches (as they say) call him in again because they
did not let him out. And more (sayeth she) she never did, but this her doing was the revealing of all the
rest.

The second examination and Confession of mother Agnes Waterhouse and Joan her daughter, upon her
arraignment with the questions and answers of Agnes Brown the child, on whom the spirit haunteth at
this present . . . .

The Confession of Agnes Waterhouse the 27th day of July in Anno. 1566 at Chelmsford before Justice
Southcoat and Master Gerard, the Queen’s Attorney.

First being demanded whether that she were guilty or not guilty upon her arraignment of the murdering
of a man, she confessed that she was guilty, and then upon the evidence given against her daughter
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Joan Waterhouse, she said that she had a white Cat, and willed her cat that he should destroy many of
her neighbors’ cattle, and also that he should kill a man, and so he did, and then after she must go two
or three mile from her house, and then she took thought how to keep her cat, then she and her cat
concluded that he the said cat would become a toad, and then she should keep him in a closed house
and give him milk, and so he would continue till she came home again, and then being gone forth, her
daughter having been at a neighbor’s house thereby, required of one Agnes Brown, of the age of twelve
years or more, a piece of bread and cheese, and the said Agnes said that she had none, and that she had
not the key of the milkhouse door, and then she said Joan went home and was angry with the said Agnes
Brown, and she said that she remembered that her mother was wont to go up and down in her house
and to call Satan, Satan she said she would prove the like, and then she went up and down the house
and called Satan, and then their came a black dog to her and asked her what she would have, and then
she said she was afeared and said I would have thee to make one Agnes Brown afraid, and then he
asked her what she would give him and she said she would give him a red cock, and he said he would
have none of that, and she asked him what he would have then, and he said he would have her body and
soul, and so upon request and fear together she gave him her body and soul, and then said the queen’s
attorney, How wilt thou do before god. O my lord, I trust god will have mercy upon me, and then he
said, thou sayest well, and then he departed from her, and then she said that she heard that he made
the said Agnes Brown afeared.

The said Agnes Brown was then demanded and called for, and then she came in, and being asked what
age she was of she said she thought she was twelve years old, and then the queen’s attorney asked her
what she could say, and then she said that at such a day naming the day certain that she was churning
of butter and there came to her a thing like a black dog with a face like an ape, a short tail, a chain, and
a silver whistle (to her thinking) about his neck, and a pair of horns on his head, and brought in his
mouth the key of the milkhouse door, and then my lord, she said, I was afeared, for he skipped and
leaped to and fro, and sat on top of a nettle, and then I asked him what he would have, and he said he
would have butter, and I said I had none for him and then he said he would have some or he went, and
then he did run to put the key into the lock of the milkhouse door, and I said he should have none, and
he said he would have some, and then he opened the door and went upon the shelf, and there upon a
new cheese laid down the key, and being a while within he came out and locked the door and said that
he had made flap butter for me, and so departed, and then she said she told her aunt of it, and then she
sent for the priest, and when he came he bade her to pray to God, and call on the name of Jesus, and so
the next day my lord he came again to me with the key of our milkhouse door in his mouth, and then I
said in the name of Jesus what hast thou there, and then he laid down the key and said that I spake evil
words in speaking of that name, and then he departed, and so my aunt took up the key for he had kept it
from us two days and nights, and then we went into the milkhouse and there we did see the pint of
butter upon the shelf, and then within a few days after he came again with a bean pod in his mouth and
the queen’s attorney asked what that was, and so the other Justices declared, and then she said my lord
in the name of Jesus what hast thou there and so then he laid it down and said I spake evil words and
departed and came again by and by with a piece of bread in his mouth, and I asked him what he would
have and he said butter it was that he would have, and so he departed, and my lord I did not see him no
more till Wednesday last, which was the twenty-third day of July.
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Why said the queen’s attorney was he with thee on Wednesday last, yea she said, what did he then to
thee said he, my lord said he came with a knife in his mouth and asked me if I were not dead and I said
no I thanked god, and then he said if I would not die that he would thrust his knife to my heart but he
would make me to die, and then I said in the name of Jesus lay down thy knife, and he said he would not
depart from his sweet dame’s knife as yet, and then I asked of him who was his dame, and then he
nodded and wagged his head to your house mother Waterhouse, then the queen’s attorney asked of the
said Agnes Waterhouse what she said to it, then she demanded what manner knife that it was, and
Agnes Browne said it was a dagger knife, and I have none such in my house, but a great knife, and
therein she lieth, yea, my lord, quote Joan Waterhouse she lieth in that she sayeth that it had a face like
an ape, for this that came to me was like a dog, Well said the queen’s attorney well, can you make it
come before us now, if ye can we will dispatch you out of prison by and by, no sayeth said Agnes
Waterhouse I cannot, for in faith if I had let him go as my daughter did I could make him come by and
by, but now I have no more power over him, then said the queen’s attorney, Agnes Waterhouse when
did thy Cat suck of thy blood never said she, no said he, let me see, and then the jailer lifted up her
kercher on her head and there was diverse spots in her face and one on her nose, then said the queen’s
attorney, in good faith Agnes when did he suck of thy blood last, by my faith my lord said she, not this
fortnight, and so the jury went together for that matter.

The end and last confession of mother Waterhouse at her death, which was the twenty-fourth day of
July. First (being ready prepared to receive her death) she confessed earnestly that she had been a
witch and used such execrable sorcery the space of twenty-five years, and had done many abominable
deed, the which she repeated earnestly and unfeignedly, and desired almighty God forgiveness in that
she had abused his most holy name by her devilish practices, and trusted to be saved by his most
unspeakable mercy. And being demanded of the bystanders, she confessed that she lent her Satan to
one Wardol, a neighbor of hers, being a tailor (with whom she was offended) to hurt and destroy him
and his goods. And this her Satan went thereabout for to have her done her will, but in the end he
returned to her again, and was not able to do this mischief, she asked the cause, and he answered
because the said Wardol was so strong in faith that he had no power to hurt him, yet she sent him
diverse and sundry time (but all in vain) to have mischiefed him. And being demanded whether she was
accustomed to go to church to the common prayer or divine service, she said yea and being required
what she did there she said she did as other women do, and prayed right heartily there, and when she
was demanded what prayer she said, she answered the Lord’s Prayer, the Ave Maria, and the belief, and
then they demanded whether in latin or in english, and she said in latin, and they demanded why she
said it not in english but in latin, seeing that it was set out by public authority and according to God’s
word that all men should pray in the english and mother tongue that they best understand, and she said
that Satan would at no time suffer her to say it in english, but at all times in latin: for these and many
other offenses which she hath committed, done and confessed she bewailed, repented, and asked mercy
of God, and all the world forgiveness, and thus she yielded up her soul, trusting to be in joy with Christ
her savior, which dearly had bought her with his most precious blood. Amen.

 



Sci-fi & Fantasy Anthology

439

A Connecticut Yankee in King Arthur’s Court excerpt
(1889)

MARK TWAIN

Read online

 

Mark Twain, like many of the authors in this section, is more well-known for, perhaps, what could be
considered The Great American Novel: Huckleberry Finn. Twain practically invented stand-up comedy
with his lecture series, and made colloquial diction acceptable in literature. And he also dabbled in the
fantasy type of time travel—wherein the character moves to different places and times with no scientific
explanation—in this story. Only read the first six chapters, and have fun with the illustrations!

https://www.gutenberg.org/files/86/86-h/86-h.htm
https://www.gutenberg.org/files/86/86-h/86-h.htm
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The Dark
(1991)

KAREN JOY FOWLER

Ah, the nineties and its lovely dark fantasy, see instructor for this reading.

An interactive or media element has been excluded from this version of the text. You can view
it online here: http://textbooks.whatcom.edu/engl136hoppe/?p=131

http://textbooks.whatcom.edu/engl136hoppe/?p=131#pb-interactive-content
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The Emissary
(1955)

RAY BRADBURY

This is not the most well-known short story of Bradbury’s, who also showed up in our SF section, but it
is one that made a bit impact on me. From his anthology October Country, which dealt with various
themes about death, I’m still not sure if the ending to this story is happy, or horrific.

 

Librarian Note

First published in Bradbury’s collection Dark Carnival, Arkham House, 1947.  Currently being published
in the anthology The October Country.

Here’s a television version of the story from Ray Bradbury Theater

An interactive or media element has been excluded from this version of the text. You can view
it online here: http://textbooks.whatcom.edu/engl136hoppe/?p=133

http://www.newforestcentre.info/uploads/7/5/7/2/7572906/the_emissary.pdf
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Ray_Bradbury_Theater
http://textbooks.whatcom.edu/engl136hoppe/?p=133#pb-interactive-content
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Ender’s Game
(1978)

ORSON SCOTT CARD

Read Online

A young adult novella, this one will take you a bit longer to read, but well worth it, even if you can’t
stomach many of Card’s inflammatory political views on race, homosexuality, and capitalism. The book,
of course, is much better than the movie.

http://www.hatrack.com/osc/stories/enders-game.shtml
http://www.hatrack.com/osc/stories/enders-game.shtml
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The Fairie Queen Book 1 Canto 1
(1590)

EDMUND SPENCER

While Peter Stubbe was getting burnt and beheaded, Edmund was writing a long epic poem about
dangerous  women.  The  trope  of  a  long-haired  supernatural  seductress  really  got  going  in  the
Renaissance (hmm, around the same time as the Witch Craze, interesting). This trope would continue,
gaining or losing popularity periodically, into today.

http://www.poetryfoundation.org/poem/174459
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Friend Island
FRANCIS STEVENS

Considered the first professional woman author, and a grandmother of pulp SF and dark fantasy,
Steven’s short career of three years had a lot going for it. Read some of her fascinating history here.

Public Domain. Originally from ALL-STORY WEEKLY (1918-sep-07)

It was upon the waterfront that I first met her, in one of the shabby little tea shops frequented by able
sailoresses of the poorer type. The uptown, glittering resorts of the Lady Aviators’ Union were not for
such as she.

Stern of feature, bronzed by wind and sun, her age could only be guessed, but I surmised at once that in
her I beheld a survivor of the age of turbines and oil engines—a true sea-woman of that elder time when
woman’s superiority to man had not been so long recognized. When, to emphasize their victory, women
in all ranks were sterner than today’s need demands.

The spruce, smiling young maidens—engine-women and stokers of the great aluminum rollers, but
despite their profession, very neat in gold-braided blue knickers and boleros—these looked askance at
the hard-faced relic of a harsher day, as they passed in and out of the shop.

I, however, brazenly ignoring similar glances at myself, a mere male intruding on the haunts of the
world’s ruling sex, drew a chair up beside the veteran. I ordered a full pot of tea, two cups and a plate
of macaroons, and put on my most ingratiating air. Possibly my unconcealed admiration and interest
were wiles not exercised in vain. Or the macaroons and tea, both excellent, may have loosened the old
sea-woman’s tongue. At any rate, under cautious questioning, she had soon launched upon a series of
reminiscences well beyond my hopes for color and variety.

“When I was a lass,” quoth the sea-woman, after a time, “there was none of this high-flying, gilt-edged,
leather-stocking luxury about the sea. We sailed by the power of our oil and gasoline. If they failed on
us, like as not ’twas the rubber ring and the rolling wave for ours.”

She referred to the archaic practice of placing a pneumatic affair called a life-preserver beneath the
arms, in case of that dreaded disaster, now so unheard of, shipwreck.

“In them days there was still many a man bold enough to join our crews. And I’ve knowed cases,” she
added condescendingly, “where just by the muscle and brawn of such men some poor sailor lass has

https://www.kirkusreviews.com/features/influential-pulp-career-francis-stevens/
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reached shore alive that would have fed the sharks without ’em. Oh, I ain’t so down on men as you
might think. It’s the spoiling of them that I don’t hold with. There’s too much preached nowadays that
man is fit for nothing but to fetch and carry and do nurse-work in big child-homes. To my mind, a man
who hasn’t the nerve of a woman ain’t fitted to father children, let alone raise ’em. But that’s not here
nor there. My time’s past, and I know it, or I wouldn’t be setting here gossipin’ to you, my lad, over an
empty teapot.”

I took the hint, and with our cups replenished, she bit thoughtfully into her fourteenth macaroon and
continued.

“There’s one voyage I’m not likely to forget, though I live to be as old as Cap’n Mary Barnacle, of the
Shouter. ‘Twas aboard the old Shouter that this here voyage occurred, and it was her last and likewise
Cap’n Mary’s. Cap’n Mary, she was then that decrepit, it seemed a mercy that she should go to her rest,
and in good salt water at that.

“I remember the voyage for Cap’n Mary’s sake, but most I remember it because ’twas then that I come
the nighest in my life to committin’ matrimony. For a man, the man had nerve; he was nearer bein’
companionable than any other man I ever seed; and if it hadn’t been for just one little event that showed
up the—the mannishness of him, in a way I couldn’t abide, I reckon he’d be keepin’ house for me this
minute.”

“We cleared from Frisco with a cargo of silkateen petticoats for Brisbane. Cap’n Mary was always
strong on petticoats. Leather breeches or even half-skirts would ha’ paid far better, they being more in
demand  like,  but  Cap’n  Mary  was  three-quarters  owner,  and  says  she,  land  women  should  buy
petticoats, and if they didn’t it wouldn’t be the Lord’s fault nor hers for not providing ’em.

“We cleared on a fine day, which is an all sign—or was, then when the weather and the seas o’ God still
counted in the trafficking of the humankind. Not two days out we met a whirling, mucking bouncer of a
gale that well nigh threw the old Shouter a full point off her course in the first wallop. She was a stout
craft,  though.  None  of  your  featherweight,  gas-lightened,  paper-thin  alloy  shells,  but  toughened
aluminum from stern to stern. Her turbine drove her through the combers at a forty-five knot clip,
which named her a speedy craft for a freighter in them days.

“But this night, as we tore along through the creaming green billows, something unknown went ‘way
wrong down below.

“I was forward under the shelter of her long over-sloop, looking for a hairpin I’d dropped somewheres
about that afternoon. It was a gold hairpin, and gold still being mighty scarce when I was a girl, a
course I valued it. But suddenly I felt the old Shouter give a jump under my feet like a plane struck by a
shell in full flight. Then she trembled all over for a full second, frightened like. Then, with the crash of
doomsday ringing in my ears, I felt myself sailing through the air right into the teeth o’ the shrieking
gale, as near as I could judge. Down I come in the hollow of a monstrous big wave, and as my ears
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doused under I thought I heard a splash close by. Coming up, sure enough, there close by me was
floating a new, patent, hermetic, thermo-ice-chest. Being as it was empty, and being as it was shut up
air-tight, that ice-chest made as sweet a life-preserver as a woman could wish in such an hour. About
ten foot by twelve, it floated high in the raging sea. Out on its top I scrambled, and hanging on by a
handle I looked expectant for some of my poor fellow-women to come floating by. Which they never did,
for the good reason that the Shouter had blowed up and went below, petticoats, Cap’n Mary and all.”

“What caused the explosion?” I inquired.

“The Lord and Cap’n Mary Barnacle can explain,” she answered piously.  “Besides the oil  for her
turbines, she carried a power of gasoline for her alternative engines, and likely ’twas the cause of her
ending so sudden like. Anyways, all I ever seen of her again was the empty ice-chest that Providence
had well-nigh hove upon my head. On that I sat and floated, and floated and sat some more, till by-and-
by the storm sort of blowed itself out, the sun come shining—this was next morning—and I could dry my
hair and look about me. I was a young lass, then, and not bad to look upon. I didn’t want to die, any
more than you that’s sitting there this minute. So I up and prays for land. Sure enough toward evening
a speck heaves up low down on the horizon. At first I took it for a gas liner, but later found it was just a
little island, all alone by itself in the great Pacific Ocean.

“Come, now, here’s luck, thinks I, and with that I deserts the ice-chest, which being empty, and me
having no ice to put in it, not likely to have in them latitudes, is of no further use to me. Striking out I
swum a mile or so and set foot on dry land for the first time in nigh three days.

“Pretty land it were, too, though bare of human life as an iceberg in the Arctic.

“I had landed on a shining white beach that run up to a grove of lovely, waving palm trees. Above them
I could see the slopes of a hill  so high and green it reminded me of my own old home, up near
Couquomgomoc Lake in Maine. The whole place just seemed to smile and smile at me. The palms waved
and bowed in the sweet breeze, like they wanted to say, ‘Just set right down and make yourself to home.
We’ve been waiting a long time for you to come.’ I cried, I was that happy to be made welcome. I was a
young lass then, and sensitive-like to how folks treated me. You’re laughing now, but wait and see if or
not there was sense to the way I felt.

“So I up and dries my clothes and my long, soft hair again, which was well worth drying, for I had far
more of it than now. After that I walked along a piece, until there was a sweet little path meandering
away into the wild woods.

“Here, thinks I, this looks like inhabitants. Be they civil or wild, I wonder? But after traveling the path a
piece, lo and behold it ended sudden like in a wide circle of green grass, with a little spring of clear
water. And the first thing I noticed was a slab of white board nailed to a palm tree close to the spring.
Right off I took a long drink, for you better believe I was thirsty, and then I went to look at this board. It
had evidently been tore off the side of a wooden packing box, and the letters was roughly printed in
lead pencil.
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“‘Heaven help whoever you be,’ I read. ‘This island ain’t just right. I’m going to swim for it. You better
too. Good-by. Nelson Smith.’ That’s what it said, but the spellin’ was simply awful. It all looked quite
new and recent, as if Nelson Smith hadn’t more than a few hours before he wrote and nailed it there.

“Well, after reading that queer warning I begun to shake all over like in a chill. Yes, I shook like I had
the ague, though the hot tropic sun was burning down right on me and that alarming board. What had
scared Nelson Smith so much that he had swum to get away? I looked all around real cautious and
careful, but not a single frightening thing could I behold. And the palms and the green grass and the
flowers still smiled that peaceful and friendly like. ‘Just make yourself to home,’ was wrote all over the
place in plainer letters than those sprawly lead pencil ones on the board.

“Pretty soon, what with the quiet and all, the chill left me. Then I thought, ‘Well, to be sure, this Smith
person was just an ordinary man, I reckon, and likely he got nervous of being so alone. Likely he just
fancied things which was really not. It’s a pity he drowned himself before I come, though likely I’d have
found him poor company. By his record I judge him a man of but common education.’

“So I decided to make the most of my welcome, and that I did for weeks to come. Right near the spring
was a cave, dry as a biscuit box, with a nice floor of white sand. Nelson had lived there too, for there
was a litter of stuff—tin cans—empty—scraps of newspapers and the like. I got to calling him Nelson in
my mind, and then Nelly, and wondering if he was dark or fair, and how he come to be cast away there
all alone, and what was the strange events that drove him to his end. I cleaned out the cave, though. He
had devoured all his tin-canned provisions, however he come by them, but this I didn’t mind. That there
island was a generous body. Green milk-coconuts, sweet berries, turtle eggs and the like was my daily
fare.

“For about three weeks the sun shone every day, the birds sang and the monkeys chattered. We was all
one big, happy family, and the more I explored that island the better I liked the company I was keeping.
The land was about ten miles from beach to beach, and never a foot of it that wasn’t sweet and clean as
a private park.

“From the top of the hill I could see the ocean, miles and miles of blue water, with never a sign of a gas
liner, or even a little government running-boat. Them running-boats used to go most everywhere to
keep the seaways clean of derelicts and the like. But I knowed that if this island was no more than a
hundred miles off the regular courses of navigation, it might be many a long day before I’d be rescued.
The top of the hill, as I found when first I climbed up there, was a wore-out crater. So I knowed that the
island was one of them volcanic ones you run across so many of in the seas between Capricorn and
Cancer.

“Here and there on the slopes and down through the jungly tree-growth, I would come on great lumps
of rock, and these must have came up out of that crater long ago. If there was lava it was so old it had
been covered up entire with green growing stuff. You couldn’t have found it without a spade, which I
didn’t have nor want.”
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“Well, at first I was happy as the hours was long. I wandered and clambered and waded and swum, and
combed my long hair on the beach, having fortunately not lost my side-combs nor the rest of my gold
hairpins. But by-and-by it begun to get just a bit lonesome. Funny thing, that’s a feeling that, once it
starts, it gets worse and worser so quick it’s perfectly surprising. And right then was when the days
begun to get gloomy. We had a long, sickly hot spell, like I never seen before on an ocean island. There
was dull clouds across the sun from morn to night. Even the little monkeys and parrakeets, that had
seemed so gay, moped and drowsed like they was sick. All one day I cried, and let the rain soak me
through and through—that was the first rain we had—and I didn’t get thorough dried even during the
night, though I slept in my cave. Next morning I got up mad as thunder at myself and all the world.

“When I looked out the black clouds was billowing across the sky. I could hear nothing but great
breakers roaring in on the beaches, and the wild wind raving through the lashing palms.

“As I stood there a nasty little wet monkey dropped from a branch almost on my head. I grabbed a
pebble and slung it at him real vicious. ‘Get away, you dirty little brute!’ I shrieks, and with that there
come a awful blinding flare of light. There was a long, crackling noise like a bunch of Chinese fireworks,
and then a sound as if a whole fleet ofShouters had all went up together.

“When I come to, I found myself ‘way in the back of my cave, trying to dig further into the rock with my
finger nails. Upon taking thought, it come to me that what had occurred was just a lightning-clap, and
going to look, sure enough there lay a big palm tree right across the glade. It was all busted and split
open by the lightning, and the little monkey was under it, for I could see his tail and his hind legs
sticking out.

“Now, when I set eyes on that poor, crushed little beast I’d been so mean to, I was terrible ashamed. I
sat down on the smashed tree and considered and considered. How thankful I had ought to have been.
Here I had a lovely, plenteous island, with food and water to my taste, when it might have been a
barren, starvation rock that was my lot. And so, thinking, a sort of gradual peaceful feeling stole over
me. I got cheerfuller and cheerfuller, till I could have sang and danced for joy.

“Pretty soon I realized that the sun was shining bright for the first time that week. The wind had
stopped hollering, and the waves had died to just a singing murmur on the beach. It seemed kind o’
strange, this sudden peace, like the cheer in my own heart after its rage and storm. I rose up, feeling
sort of queer, and went to look if the little monkey had came alive again, though that was a fool thing,
seeing he was laying all crushed up and very dead. I buried him under a tree root, and as I did it a
conviction come to me.

“I didn’t hardly question that conviction at all. Somehow, living there alone so long, perhaps my natural
womanly intuition was stronger than ever before or since, and so I knowed. Then I went and pulled poor
Nelson Smith’s board off from the tree and tossed it away for the tide to carry off. That there board was
an insult to my island!”
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The sea-woman paused, and her eyes had a far-away look. It seemed as if I and perhaps even the
macaroons and tea were quite forgotten.

“Why did you think that?” I asked, to bring her back. “How could an island be insulted?”

She started, passed her hand across her eyes, and hastily poured another cup of tea.

“Because,” she said at last, poising a macaroon in mid-air, “because that island—that particular island
that I had landed on—had a heart!

“When I was gay, it was bright and cheerful. It was glad when I come, and it treated me right until I got
that grouchy it had to mope from sympathy. It loved me like a friend. When I flung a rock at that poor
little drenched monkey critter, it backed up my act with an anger like the wrath o’ God, and killed its
own child to please me! But it got right cheery the minute I seen the wrongness of my ways. Nelson
Smith had no business to say, ‘This island ain’t just right,’ for it was a righter place than ever I seen
elsewhere. When I cast away that lying board, all the birds begun to sing like mad. The green milk-
coconuts fell right and left. Only the monkeys seemed kind o’ sad like still, and no wonder. You see,
their own mother, the island, had rounded on one o’ them for my sake!

“After that I was right careful and considerate. I named the island Anita, not knowing her right name, or
if she had any. Anita was a pretty name, and it sounded kind of South Sea like. Anita and me got along
real well together from that day on. It was some strain to be always gay and singing around like a dear
duck of a canary bird, but I done my best. Still, for all the love and gratitude I bore Anita, the company
of an island, however sympathetic, ain’t quite enough for a human being. I still got lonesome, and there
was even days when I couldn’t keep the clouds clear out of the sky, though I will say we had no more
tornadoes.

“I think the island understood and tried to help me with all the bounty and good cheer the poor thing
possessed. None the less my heart give a wonderful big leap when one day I seen a blot on the horizon.
It drawed nearer and nearer, until at last I could make out its nature.”

“A ship, of course,” said I, “and were you rescued?”

“‘Tweren’t a ship, neither,” denied the sea-woman somewhat impatiently. “Can’t you let me spin this
yarn without no more remarks and fool questions? This thing what was bearing down so fast with the
incoming tide was neither more nor less than another island!

“You may well look startled. I was startled myself. Much more so than you, likely. I didn’t know then
what  you,  with  your  book-learning,  very  likely  know  now—that  islands  sometimes  float.  Their
underparts being a tangled-up mess of roots and old vines that new stuff’s growed over, they sometimes
break away from the mainland in a brisk gale and go off for a voyage, calm as a old-fashioned, eight-
funnel steamer. This one was uncommon large, being as much as two miles, maybe, from shore to
shore. It had its palm trees and its live things, just like my own Anita, and I’ve sometimes wondered if
this drifting piece hadn’t really been a part of my island once—just its daughter like, as you might say.
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“Be that, however, as it might be, no sooner did the floating piece get within hailing distance than I
hears a human holler and there was a man dancing up and down on the shore like he was plumb crazy.
Next minute he had plunged into the narrow strip of water between us and in a few minutes had swum
to where I stood.

“Yes, of course it was none other than Nelson Smith!

“I knowed that the minute I set eyes on him. He had the very look of not having no better sense than the
man what wrote that board and then nearly committed suicide trying to get away from the best island in
all the oceans. Glad enough he was to get back, though, for the coconuts was running very short on the
floater what had rescued him, and the turtle eggs wasn’t worth mentioning. Being short of grub is the
surest way I know to cure a man’s fear of the unknown.”

“Well, to make a long story short, Nelson Smith told me he was a aeronauter. In them days to be an
aeronauter was not the same as to be an aviatress is now. There was dangers in the air, and dangers in
the sea, and he had met with both. His gas tank had leaked and he had dropped into the water close by
Anita. A case or two of provisions was all he could save from the total wreck.

“Now, as you might guess, I was crazy enough to find out what had scared this Nelson Smith into trying
to swim the Pacific. He told me a story that seemed to fit pretty well with mine, only when it come to
the scary part he shut up like a clam, that aggravating way some men have. I give it up at last for just
man-foolishness, and we begun to scheme to get away.

“Anita moped some while we talked it over. I realized how she must be feeling, so I explained to her
that it was right needful for us to get with our kind again. If we stayed with her we should probably
quarrel like cats, and maybe even kill  each other out of pure human cussedness. She cheered up
considerable after that, and even, I thought, got a little anxious to have us leave. At any rate, when we
begun to provision up the little floater, which we had anchored to the big island by a cable of twisted
bark, the green nuts fell all over the ground, and Nelson found more turtle nests in a day than I had in
weeks.

“During them days I really got fond of Nelson Smith. He was a companionable body, and brave, or he
wouldn’t have been a professional aeronauter,  a job that was rightly thought tough enough for a
woman, let alone a man. Though he was not so well educated as me, at least he was quiet and modest
about what he did know, not like some men, boasting most where there is least to brag of.

“Indeed, I misdoubt if Nelson and me would not have quit the sea and the air together and set up
housekeeping in some quiet little town up in New England, maybe, after we had got away, if it had not
been for what happened when we went. I never, let me say, was so deceived in any man before nor
since. The thing taught me a lesson and I never was fooled again.

“We was all ready to go, and then one morning, like a parting gift from Anita, come a soft and favoring
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wind. Nelson and I run down the beach together, for we didn’t want our floater to blow off and leave us.
As we was running, our arms full of coconuts, Nelson Smith, stubbed his bare toe on a sharp rock, and
down he went. I hadn’t noticed, and was going on.

“But sudden the ground begun to shake under my feet, and the air was full of a queer, grinding,
groaning sound, like the very earth was in pain.

“I turned around sharp. There sat Nelson, holding his bleeding toe in both fists and giving vent to such
awful words as no decent sea-going lady would ever speak nor hear to!

“‘Stop it, stop it!’ I shrieked at him, but ’twas too late.

“Island or no island, Anita was a lady, too! She had a gentle heart, but she knowed how to behave when
she was insulted.

“With one terrible, great roar a spout of smoke and flame belched up out o’ the heart of Anita’s crater
hill a full mile into the air!

“I guess Nelson stopped swearing. He couldn’t have heard himself, anyways. Anita was talking now with
tongues of flame and such roars as would have bespoke the raging protest of a continent.

“I grabbed that fool man by the hand and run him down to the water. We had to swim good and hard to
catch up with our only hope, the floater. No bark rope could hold her against the stiff breeze that was
now blowing, and she had broke her cable. By the time we scrambled aboard great rocks was falling
right and left. We couldn’t see each other for a while for the clouds of fine gray ash.

“It seemed like Anita was that mad she was flinging stones after us, and truly I believe that such was
her intention. I didn’t blame her, neither!

“Lucky for us the wind was strong and we was soon out of range.

“‘So!’ says I to Nelson, after I’d got most of the ashes out of my mouth, and shook my hair clear of
cinders. ‘So, that was the reason you up and left sudden when you was there before! You aggravated
that island till the poor thing druv you out!’

“‘Well,’ says he, and not so meek as I’d have admired to see him, ‘how could I know the darn island was
a lady?’

“‘Actions speak louder than words,’ says I. ‘You should have knowed it by her ladylike behavior!’

“‘Is volcanoes and slingin’ hot rocks ladylike?’ he says. ‘Is snakes ladylike? T’other time I cut my thumb
on a tin can, I cussed a little bit. Say—just a li’l’ bit! An’ what comes at me out o’ all the caves, and out
o’ every crack in the rocks, and out o’ the very spring o’ water where I’d been drinkin’? Why snakes!
Snakes, if you please, big, little, green, red and sky-blue-scarlet! What’d I do? Jumped in the water, of
course. Why wouldn’t I? I’d ruther swim and drown than be stung or swallowed to death. But how was I
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t’ know the snakes come outta the rocks because I cussed?’

“‘You, couldn’t,’ I agrees, sarcastic. ‘Some folks never knows a lady till she up and whangs ’em over the
head with a brick. A real, gentle, kind-like warning, them snakes were, which you would not heed! Take
shame to yourself, Nelly,’ says I, right stern, ‘that a decent little island like Anita can’t associate with
you peaceable, but you must hurt her sacredest feelings with language no lady would stand by to hear!’

“I never did see Anita again. She may have blew herself right out of the ocean in her just wrath at the
vulgar, disgustin’ language of Nelson Smith. I don’t know. We was took off the floater at last, and I lost
track of Nelson just as quick as I could when we was landed at Frisco.

“He had taught me a lesson. A man is just full of mannishness, and the best of ’em ain’t good enough for
a lady to sacrifice her sensibilities to put up with.

“Nelson Smith, he seemed to feel real bad when he learned I was not for him, and then he apologized.
But apologies weren’t no use to me. I could never abide him, after the way he went and talked right in
the presence of me and my poor, sweet lady friend, Anita!”

Now I am well versed in the lore of the sea in all ages. Through mists of time I have enviously eyed wild
voyagings of sea rovers who roved and spun their yarns before the stronger sex came into its own, and
ousted man from his heroic pedestal. I have followed—across the printed page—the wanderings of
Odysseus.  Before Gulliver I  have burned the incense of tranced attention; and with reverent awe
considered the history of one Munchausen, a baron. But alas, these were only men!

In what field is not woman our subtle superior?

Meekly I bowed my head, and when my eyes dared lift again, the ancient mariness had departed,
leaving me to sorrow for my surpassed and outdone idols. Also with a bill for macaroons and tea of such
incredible proportions that in comparison therewith I found it easy to believe her story!
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The Ghost in the Cap’n Brown House
(1870)

HARRIET BEECHER STOWE

Stowe’s most important work, of course, was her anti-slavery novel Uncle Tom’s Cabin, but that didn’t
stop her from jumping on the “ghost story” train of the mid to late nineteenth century, when that sister
genre of fantasy started to take on the tropes and themes that we recognize so well today in modern
horror flicks and stories. This is a great scanned rendition of it, so you can see the original formatting
and illustrations.

http://www.gutenberg.org/files/22320/22320-h/22320-h.htm
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Goblin Market
(1859)

CHRISTINA ROSETTI

Illustration for the cover of Christina Rossetti’s Goblin Market and Other Poems (1862), by her brother
Dante Gabriel Rossetti

A nice companion to Spencer. Almost three hundred years in the future, Rosetti would write about the
dangers of the fey from a woman’s perspective in her most famous poem.

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/File:Rossetti-golden_head.jpg
http://www.poetryfoundation.org/poem/174262
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Listen to “Goblin Market” audiobook

 

Morning and evening
Maids heard the goblins cry:
‘Come buy our orchard fruits,
Come buy, come buy:
Apples and quinces,
Lemons and oranges,
Plump unpecked cherries,
Melons and raspberries,
Bloom-down-cheeked peaches,
Swart-headed mulberries, 10
Wild free-born cranberries,
Crab-apples, dewberries,
Pine-apples, blackberries,
Apricots, strawberries;—
All ripe together
In summer weather,—
Morns that pass by,
Fair eves that fly;
Come buy, come buy:
Our grapes fresh from the vine, 20
Pomegranates full and fine,
Dates and sharp bullaces,
Rare pears and greengages,
Damsons and bilberries,
Taste them and try:
Currants and gooseberries,
Bright-fire-like barberries,
Figs to fill your mouth,
Citrons from the South,
Sweet to tongue and sound to eye; 30
Come buy, come buy.’

  Evening by evening
Among the brookside rushes,
Laura bowed her head to hear,
Lizzie veiled her blushes:
Crouching close together
In the cooling weather,

http://librivox.org/selected-poems-by-christina-dante-gabriel-rossetti/
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With clasping arms and cautioning lips,
With tingling cheeks and finger tips.
‘Lie close,’ Laura said, 40
Pricking up her golden head:
‘We must not look at goblin men,
We must not buy their fruits:
Who knows upon what soil they fed
Their hungry thirsty roots?’
‘Come buy,’ call the goblins
Hobbling down the glen.
‘Oh,’ cried Lizzie, ‘Laura, Laura,
You should not peep at goblin men.’
Lizzie covered up her eyes, 50
Covered close lest they should look;
Laura reared her glossy head,
And whispered like the restless brook:
‘Look, Lizzie, look, Lizzie,
Down the glen tramp little men.
One hauls a basket,
One bears a plate,
One lugs a golden dish
Of many pounds weight.
How fair the vine must grow 60
Whose grapes are so luscious;
How warm the wind must blow
Through those fruit bushes.’
‘No,’ said Lizzie, ‘No, no, no;
Their offers should not charm us,
Their evil gifts would harm us.’
She thrust a dimpled finger
In each ear, shut eyes and ran:
Curious Laura chose to linger
Wondering at each merchant man. 70
One had a cat’s face,
One whisked a tail,
One tramped at a rat’s pace,
One crawled like a snail,
One like a wombat prowled obtuse and furry,
One like a ratel tumbled hurry skurry.
She heard a voice like voice of doves
Cooing all together:
They sounded kind and full of loves
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In the pleasant weather. 80

  Laura stretched her gleaming neck
Like a rush-imbedded swan,
Like a lily from the beck,
Like a moonlit poplar branch,
Like a vessel at the launch
When its last restraint is gone.

  Backwards up the mossy glen
Turned and trooped the goblin men,
With their shrill repeated cry,
‘Come buy, come buy.’ 90
When they reached where Laura was
They stood stock still upon the moss,
Leering at each other,
Brother with queer brother;
Signalling each other,
Brother with sly brother.
One set his basket down,
One reared his plate;
One began to weave a crown
Of tendrils, leaves, and rough nuts brown 100
(Men sell not such in any town);
One heaved the golden weight
Of dish and fruit to offer her:
‘Come buy, come buy,’ was still their cry.
Laura stared but did not stir,
Longed but had no money:
The whisk-tailed merchant bade her taste
In tones as smooth as honey,
The cat-faced purr’d,
The rat-faced spoke a word 110
Of welcome, and the snail-paced even was heard;
One parrot-voiced and jolly
Cried ‘Pretty Goblin’ still for ‘Pretty Polly;’—
One whistled like a bird.

  But sweet-tooth Laura spoke in haste:
‘Good folk, I have no coin;
To take were to purloin:
I have no copper in my purse,
I have no silver either,
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And all my gold is on the furze 120
That shakes in windy weather
Above the rusty heather.’
‘You have much gold upon your head,’
They answered all together:
‘Buy from us with a golden curl.’
She clipped a precious golden lock,
She dropped a tear more rare than pearl,
Then sucked their fruit globes fair or red:
Sweeter than honey from the rock,
Stronger than man-rejoicing wine, 130
Clearer than water flowed that juice;
She never tasted such before,
How should it cloy with length of use?
She sucked and sucked and sucked the more
Fruits which that unknown orchard bore;
She sucked until her lips were sore;
Then flung the emptied rinds away
But gathered up one kernel stone,
And knew not was it night or day
As she turned home alone. 140

  Lizzie met her at the gate
Full of wise upbraidings:
‘Dear, you should not stay so late,
Twilight is not good for maidens;
Should not loiter in the glen
In the haunts of goblin men.
Do you not remember Jeanie,
How she met them in the moonlight,
Took their gifts both choice and many,
Ate their fruits and wore their flowers 150
Plucked from bowers
Where summer ripens at all hours?
But ever in the noonlight
She pined and pined away;
Sought them by night and day,
Found them no more, but dwindled and grew grey;
Then fell with the first snow,
While to this day no grass will grow
Where she lies low:
I planted daisies there a year ago 160
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That never blow.
You should not loiter so.’
‘Nay, hush,’ said Laura:
‘Nay, hush, my sister:
I ate and ate my fill,
Yet my mouth waters still;
To-morrow night I will
Buy more:’ and kissed her:
‘Have done with sorrow;
I’ll bring you plums to-morrow 170
Fresh on their mother twigs,
Cherries worth getting;
You cannot think what figs
My teeth have met in,
What melons icy-cold
Piled on a dish of gold
Too huge for me to hold,
What peaches with a velvet nap,
Pellucid grapes without one seed:
Odorous indeed must be the mead 180
Whereon they grow, and pure the wave they drink
With lilies at the brink,
And sugar-sweet their sap.’

  Golden head by golden head,
Like two pigeons in one nest
Folded in each other’s wings,
They lay down in their curtained bed:
Like two blossoms on one stem,
Like two flakes of new-fall’n snow,
Like two wands of ivory 190
Tipped with gold for awful kings.
Moon and stars gazed in at them,
Wind sang to them lullaby,
Lumbering owls forbore to fly,
Not a bat flapped to and fro
Round their rest:
Cheek to cheek and breast to breast
Locked together in one nest.

  Early in the morning
When the first cock crowed his warning, 200
Neat like bees, as sweet and busy,
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Laura rose with Lizzie:
Fetched in honey, milked the cows,
Aired and set to rights the house,
Kneaded cakes of whitest wheat,
Cakes for dainty mouths to eat,
Next churned butter, whipped up cream,
Fed their poultry, sat and sewed;
Talked as modest maidens should:
Lizzie with an open heart, 210
Laura in an absent dream,
One content, one sick in part;
One warbling for the mere bright day’s delight,
One longing for the night.

  At length slow evening came:
They went with pitchers to the reedy brook;
Lizzie most placid in her look,
Laura most like a leaping flame.
They drew the gurgling water from its deep;
Lizzie plucked purple and rich golden flags, 220
Then turning homeward said: ‘The sunset flushes
Those furthest loftiest crags;
Come, Laura, not another maiden lags,
No wilful squirrel wags,
The beasts and birds are fast asleep.’
But Laura loitered still among the rushes
And said the bank was steep.

  And said the hour was early still
The dew not fall’n, the wind not chill:
Listening ever, but not catching 230
The customary cry,
‘Come buy, come buy,’
With its iterated jingle
Of sugar-baited words:
Not for all her watching
Once discerning even one goblin
Racing, whisking, tumbling, hobbling;
Let alone the herds
That used to tramp along the glen,
In groups or single, 240
Of brisk fruit-merchant men.
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  Till Lizzie urged, ‘O Laura, come;
I hear the fruit-call but I dare not look:
You should not loiter longer at this brook:
Come with me home.
The stars rise, the moon bends her arc,
Each glowworm winks her spark,
Let us get home before the night grows dark:
For clouds may gather
Though this is summer weather, 250
Put out the lights and drench us through;
Then if we lost our way what should we do?’

  Laura turned cold as stone
To find her sister heard that cry alone,
That goblin cry,
‘Come buy our fruits, come buy.’
Must she then buy no more such dainty fruit?
Must she no more such succous pasture find,
Gone deaf and blind?
Her tree of life drooped from the root: 260
She said not one word in her heart’s sore ache;
But peering thro’ the dimness, nought discerning,
Trudged home, her pitcher dripping all the way;
So crept to bed, and lay
Silent till Lizzie slept;
Then sat up in a passionate yearning,
And gnashed her teeth for baulked desire, and wept
As if her heart would break.

  Day after day, night after night,
Laura kept watch in vain 270
In sullen silence of exceeding pain.
She never caught again the goblin cry:
‘Come buy, come buy;’—
She never spied the goblin men
Hawking their fruits along the glen:
But when the noon waxed bright
Her hair grew thin and grey;
She dwindled, as the fair full moon doth turn
To swift decay and burn
Her fire away. 280

  One day remembering her kernel-stone
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She set it by a wall that faced the south;
Dewed it with tears, hoped for a root,
Watched for a waxing shoot,
But there came none;
It never saw the sun,
It never felt the trickling moisture run:
While with sunk eyes and faded mouth
She dreamed of melons, as a traveller sees
False waves in desert drouth 290
With shade of leaf-crowned trees,
And burns the thirstier in the sandful breeze.

  She no more swept the house,
Tended the fowls or cows,
Fetched honey, kneaded cakes of wheat,
Brought water from the brook:
But sat down listless in the chimney-nook
And would not eat.

  Tender Lizzie could not bear
To watch her sister’s cankerous care 300
Yet not to share.
She night and morning
Caught the goblins’ cry:
‘Come buy our orchard fruits,
Come buy, come buy:’—
Beside the brook, along the glen,
She heard the tramp of goblin men,
The voice and stir
Poor Laura could not hear;
Longed to buy fruit to comfort her, 310
But feared to pay too dear.
She thought of Jeanie in her grave,
Who should have been a bride;
But who for joys brides hope to have
Fell sick and died
In her gay prime,
In earliest Winter time
With the first glazing rime,
With the first snow-fall of crisp Winter time.

  Till Laura dwindling 320
Seemed knocking at Death’s door:
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Then Lizzie weighed no more
Better and worse;
But put a silver penny in her purse,
Kissed Laura, crossed the heath with clumps of furze
At twilight, halted by the brook:
And for the first time in her life
Began to listen and look.

  Laughed every goblin
When they spied her peeping: 330
Came towards her hobbling,
Flying, running, leaping,
Puffing and blowing,
Chuckling, clapping, crowing,
Clucking and gobbling,
Mopping and mowing,
Full of airs and graces,
Pulling wry faces,
Demure grimaces,
Cat-like and rat-like, 340
Ratel- and wombat-like,
Snail-paced in a hurry,
Parrot-voiced and whistler,
Helter skelter, hurry skurry,
Chattering like magpies,
Fluttering like pigeons,
Gliding like fishes,—
Hugged her and kissed her:
Squeezed and caressed her:
Stretched up their dishes, 350
Panniers, and plates:
‘Look at our apples
Russet and dun,
Bob at our cherries,
Bite at our peaches,
Citrons and dates,
Grapes for the asking,
Pears red with basking
Out in the sun,
Plums on their twigs; 360
Pluck them and suck them,
Pomegranates, figs.’—
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  ‘Good folk,’ said Lizzie,
Mindful of Jeanie:
‘Give me much and many:’—
Held out her apron,
Tossed them her penny.
‘Nay, take a seat with us,
Honour and eat with us,’
They answered grinning: 370
‘Our feast is but beginning.
Night yet is early,
Warm and dew-pearly,
Wakeful and starry:
Such fruits as these
No man can carry;
Half their bloom would fly,
Half their dew would dry,
Half their flavour would pass by.
Sit down and feast with us, 380
Be welcome guest with us,
Cheer you and rest with us.’—
‘Thank you,’ said Lizzie: ‘But one waits
At home alone for me:
So without further parleying,
If you will not sell me any
Of your fruits though much and many,
Give me back my silver penny
I tossed you for a fee.’—
They began to scratch their pates, 390
No longer wagging, purring,
But visibly demurring,
Grunting and snarling.
One called her proud,
Cross-grained, uncivil;
Their tones waxed loud,
Their looks were evil.
Lashing their tails
They trod and hustled her,
Elbowed and jostled her, 400
Clawed with their nails,
Barking, mewing, hissing, mocking,
Tore her gown and soiled her stocking,
Twitched her hair out by the roots,
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Stamped upon her tender feet,
Held her hands and squeezed their fruits
Against her mouth to make her eat.

  White and golden Lizzie stood,
Like a lily in a flood,—
Like a rock of blue-veined stone 410
Lashed by tides obstreperously,—
Like a beacon left alone
In a hoary roaring sea,
Sending up a golden fire,—
Like a fruit-crowned orange-tree
White with blossoms honey-sweet
Sore beset by wasp and bee,—
Like a royal virgin town
Topped with gilded dome and spire
Close beleaguered by a fleet 420
Mad to tug her standard down.

  One may lead a horse to water,
Twenty cannot make him drink.
Though the goblins cuffed and caught her,
Coaxed and fought her,
Bullied and besought her,
Scratched her, pinched her black as ink,
Kicked and knocked her,
Mauled and mocked her,
Lizzie uttered not a word; 430
Would not open lip from lip
Lest they should cram a mouthful in:
But laughed in heart to feel the drip
Of juice that syrupped all her face,
And lodged in dimples of her chin,
And streaked her neck which quaked like curd.
At last the evil people,
Worn out by her resistance,
Flung back her penny, kicked their fruit
Along whichever road they took, 440
Not leaving root or stone or shoot;
Some writhed into the ground,
Some dived into the brook
With ring and ripple,
Some scudded on the gale without a sound,
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Some vanished in the distance.

  In a smart, ache, tingle,
Lizzie went her way;
Knew not was it night or day;
Sprang up the bank, tore thro’ the furze, 450
Threaded copse and dingle,
And heard her penny jingle
Bouncing in her purse,—
Its bounce was music to her ear.
She ran and ran
As if she feared some goblin man
Dogged her with gibe or curse
Or something worse:
But not one goblin skurried after,
Nor was she pricked by fear; 460
The kind heart made her windy-paced
That urged her home quite out of breath with haste
And inward laughter.

  She cried ‘Laura,’ up the garden,
‘Did you miss me?
Come and kiss me.
Never mind my bruises,
Hug me, kiss me, suck my juices
Squeezed from goblin fruits for you,
Goblin pulp and goblin dew. 470
Eat me, drink me, love me;
Laura, make much of me:
For your sake I have braved the glen
And had to do with goblin merchant men.’

  Laura started from her chair,
Flung her arms up in the air,
Clutched her hair:
‘Lizzie, Lizzie, have you tasted
For my sake the fruit forbidden?
Must your light like mine be hidden, 480
Your young life like mine be wasted,
Undone in mine undoing,
And ruined in my ruin,
Thirsty, cankered, goblin-ridden?’—
She clung about her sister,
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Kissed and kissed and kissed her:
Tears once again
Refreshed her shrunken eyes,
Dropping like rain
After long sultry drouth; 490
Shaking with aguish fear, and pain,
She kissed and kissed her with a hungry mouth.

  Her lips began to scorch,
That juice was wormwood to her tongue,
She loathed the feast:
Writhing as one possessed she leaped and sung,
Rent all her robe, and wrung
Her hands in lamentable haste,
And beat her breast.
Her locks streamed like the torch 500
Borne by a racer at full speed,
Or like the mane of horses in their flight,
Or like an eagle when she stems the light
Straight toward the sun,
Or like a caged thing freed,
Or like a flying flag when armies run.

  Swift fire spread through her veins, knocked at her heart,
Met the fire smouldering there
And overbore its lesser flame;
She gorged on bitterness without a name: 510
Ah! fool, to choose such part
Of soul-consuming care!
Sense failed in the mortal strife:
Like the watch-tower of a town
Which an earthquake shatters down,
Like a lightning-stricken mast,
Like a wind-uprooted tree
Spun about,
Like a foam-topped waterspout
Cast down headlong in the sea, 520
She fell at last;
Pleasure past and anguish past,
Is it death or is it life?

  Life out of death.
That night long Lizzie watched by her,
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Counted her pulse’s flagging stir,
Felt for her breath,
Held water to her lips, and cooled her face
With tears and fanning leaves:
But when the first birds chirped about their eaves, 530
And early reapers plodded to the place
Of golden sheaves,
And dew-wet grass
Bowed in the morning winds so brisk to pass,
And new buds with new day
Opened of cup-like lilies on the stream,
Laura awoke as from a dream,
Laughed in the innocent old way,
Hugged Lizzie but not twice or thrice;
Her gleaming locks showed not one thread of grey, 540
Her breath was sweet as May
And light danced in her eyes.

  Days, weeks, months, years
Afterwards, when both were wives
With children of their own;
Their mother-hearts beset with fears,
Their lives bound up in tender lives;
Laura would call the little ones
And tell them of her early prime,
Those pleasant days long gone 550
Of not-returning time:
Would talk about the haunted glen,
The wicked, quaint fruit-merchant men,
Their fruits like honey to the throat
But poison in the blood;
(Men sell not such in any town:)
Would tell them how her sister stood
In deadly peril to do her good,
And win the fiery antidote:
Then joining hands to little hands 560
Would bid them cling together,
‘For there is no friend like a sister
In calm or stormy weather;
To cheer one on the tedious way,
To fetch one if one goes astray,
To lift one if one totters down,
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To strengthen whilst one stands.’

Librarian Note

First edition:   Rossetti, Christina. Goblin Market and Other Poems. 1st Ed. London: Macmillan, 1862
More info on author: http://www.poetryfoundation.org/bio/christina-rossetti
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Gulliver’s Travels (A Voyage to Lilliput)
(1726)

JONATHAN SWIFT

Watch out for Swift’s political commentary. This is the same author of “A Modest Proposal,” that
advocated fixing Irish poverty and starvation brought on by British rule by having Brits buy and eat
Irish babies.

GULLIVER’S TRAVELS into several REMOTE NATIONS OF THE WORLD

BY JONATHAN SWIFT, D.D.,
dean of st. patrick’s, dublin.

 

PART I.  A VOYAGE TO LILLIPUT.

CHAPTER I.

The  author  gives  some  account  of  himself  and  family.   His  first  inducements  to  travel.   He  is
shipwrecked, and swims for his life.  Gets safe on shore in the country of Lilliput; is made a prisoner,
and carried up the country.

My father had a small estate in Nottinghamshire: I was the third of five sons.  He sent me to Emanuel
College in Cambridge at fourteen years old, where I resided three years, and applied myself close to my
studies; but the charge of maintaining me, although I had a very scanty allowance, being too great for a
narrow fortune, I was bound apprentice to Mr. James Bates, an eminent surgeon in London, with whom
I continued four years.  My father now and then sending me small sums of money, I laid them out in
learning navigation, and other parts of the mathematics, useful to those who intend to travel, as I
always believed it would be, some time or other, my fortune to do.  When I left Mr. Bates, I went down
to my father: where, by the assistance of him and my uncle John, and some other relations, I got forty
pounds, and a promise of thirty pounds a year to maintain me at Leyden: there I studied physic two
years and seven months, knowing it would be useful in long voyages.

Soon after my return from Leyden, I was recommended by my good master, Mr. Bates, to be surgeon to
the Swallow, Captain Abraham Pannel, commander; with whom I continued three years and a half,
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making a voyage or two into the Levant, and some other parts.  When I came back I resolved to settle in
London; to which Mr. Bates, my master, encouraged me, and by him I was recommended to several
patients.  I took part of a small house in the Old Jewry; and being advised to alter my condition, I
married Mrs. Mary Burton, second daughter to Mr. Edmund Burton, hosier, in Newgate-street, with
whom I received four hundred pounds for a portion.

But my good master Bates dying in two years after, and I having few friends, my business began to fail;
for my conscience would not suffer me to imitate the bad practice of too many among my brethren. 
Having therefore consulted with my wife, and some of my acquaintance, I determined to go again to
sea.  I was surgeon successively in two ships, and made several voyages, for six years, to the East and
West Indies, by which I got some addition to my fortune.  My hours of leisure I spent in reading the best
authors, ancient and modern, being always provided with a good number of books; and when I was
ashore, in observing the manners and dispositions of the people, as well as learning their language;
wherein I had a great facility, by the strength of my memory.

The last of these voyages not proving very fortunate, I grew weary of the sea, and intended to stay at
home with my wife and family.  I removed from the Old Jewry to Fetter Lane, and from thence to
Wapping, hoping to get business among the sailors; but it would not turn to account.  After three years
expectation that things would mend, I accepted an advantageous offer from Captain William Prichard,
master of the Antelope, who was making a voyage to the South Sea.  We set sail from Bristol, May 4,
1699, and our voyage was at first very prosperous.

It would not be proper, for some reasons, to trouble the reader with the particulars of our adventures in
those seas; let it suffice to inform him, that in our passage from thence to the East Indies, we were
driven by a violent storm to the north-west of Van Diemen’s Land.  By an observation, we found
ourselves in the latitude of 30 degrees 2 minutes south.  Twelve of our crew were dead by immoderate
labour and ill food; the rest were in a very weak condition.  On the 5th of November, which was the
beginning of summer in those parts, the weather being very hazy, the seamen spied a rock within half a
cable’s length of the ship; but the wind was so strong, that we were driven directly upon it,  and
immediately split.  Six of the crew, of whom I was one, having let down the boat into the sea, made a
shift to get clear of the ship and the rock.  We rowed, by my computation, about three leagues, till we
were able to work no longer, being already spent with labour while we were in the ship.  We therefore
trusted ourselves to the mercy of the waves, and in about half an hour the boat was overset by a sudden
flurry from the north.  What became of my companions in the boat, as well as of those who escaped on
the rock, or were left in the vessel, I cannot tell; but conclude they were all lost.  For my own part, I
swam as fortune directed me, and was pushed forward by wind and tide.  I often let my legs drop, and
could feel no bottom; but when I was almost gone, and able to struggle no longer, I found myself within
my depth; and by this time the storm was much abated.  The declivity was so small, that I walked near a
mile before I got to the shore, which I conjectured was about eight o’clock in the evening.  I then
advanced forward near half a mile, but could not discover any sign of houses or inhabitants; at least I
was in so weak a condition, that I did not observe them.  I was extremely tired, and with that, and the
heat of the weather, and about half a pint of brandy that I drank as I left the ship, I found myself much
inclined to sleep.  I lay down on the grass, which was very short and soft, where I slept sounder than
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ever I remembered to have done in my life, and, as I reckoned, about nine hours; for when I awaked, it
was just day-light.  I attempted to rise, but was not able to stir: for, as I happened to lie on my back, I
found my arms and legs were strongly fastened on each side to the ground; and my hair, which was long
and thick, tied down in the same manner.  I likewise felt several slender ligatures across my body, from
my arm-pits to my thighs.  I could only look upwards; the sun began to grow hot, and the light offended
my eyes.  I heard a confused noise about me; but in the posture I lay, could see nothing except the sky. 
In a little time I felt something alive moving on my left leg, which advancing gently forward over my
breast, came almost up to my chin; when, bending my eyes downwards as much as I could, I perceived
it to be a human creature not six inches high, with a bow and arrow in his hands, and a quiver at his
back.  In the mean time, I felt at least forty more of the same kind (as I conjectured) following the first. 
I was in the utmost astonishment, and roared so loud, that they all ran back in a fright; and some of
them, as I was afterwards told, were hurt with the falls they got by leaping from my sides upon the
ground.  However, they soon returned, and one of them, who ventured so far as to get a full sight of my
face, lifting up his hands and eyes by way of admiration, cried out in a shrill but distinct voice, Hekinah
degul: the others repeated the same words several times, but then I knew not what they meant.  I lay all
this while, as the reader may believe, in great uneasiness.  At length, struggling to get loose, I had the
fortune to break the strings, and wrench out the pegs that fastened my left arm to the ground; for, by
lifting it up to my face, I discovered the methods they had taken to bind me, and at the same time with a
violent pull, which gave me excessive pain, I a little loosened the strings that tied down my hair on the
left side, so that I was just able to turn my head about two inches.  But the creatures ran off a second
time, before I could seize them; whereupon there was a great shout in a very shrill accent, and after it
ceased I heard one of them cry aloud Tolgo phonac; when in an instant I felt above a hundred arrows
discharged on my left hand, which, pricked me like so many needles; and besides, they shot another
flight into the air, as we do bombs in Europe, whereof many, I suppose, fell on my body, (though I felt
them not), and some on my face, which I immediately covered with my left hand.  When this shower of
arrows was over, I fell  a groaning with grief and pain; and then striving again to get loose, they
discharged another volley larger than the first, and some of them attempted with spears to stick me in
the sides; but by good luck I had on a buff jerkin, which they could not pierce.  I thought it the most
prudent method to lie still, and my design was to continue so till night, when, my left hand being
already loose, I could easily free myself: and as for the inhabitants, I had reason to believe I might be a
match for the greatest army they could bring against me, if they were all of the same size with him that
I saw.  But fortune disposed otherwise of me.  When the people observed I was quiet, they discharged
no more arrows; but, by the noise I heard, I knew their numbers increased; and about four yards from
me, over against my right ear, I heard a knocking for above an hour, like that of people at work; when
turning my head that way, as well as the pegs and strings would permit me, I saw a stage erected about
a foot and a half from the ground, capable of holding four of the inhabitants, with two or three ladders
to mount it: from whence one of them, who seemed to be a person of quality, made me a long speech,
whereof I understood not one syllable.  But I should have mentioned, that before the principal person
began his oration, he cried out three times, Langro dehul san  (these words and the former were
afterwards repeated and explained to me); whereupon, immediately, about fifty of the inhabitants came
and cut the strings that fastened the left side of my head, which gave me the liberty of turning it to the
right, and of observing the person and gesture of him that was to speak.  He appeared to be of a middle
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age, and taller than any of the other three who attended him, whereof one was a page that held up his
train, and seemed to be somewhat longer than my middle finger; the other two stood one on each side
to support him.  He acted every part of an orator, and I could observe many periods of threatenings, and
others of promises, pity, and kindness.  I answered in a few words, but in the most submissive manner,
lifting up my left hand, and both my eyes to the sun, as calling him for a witness; and being almost
famished with hunger, having not eaten a morsel for some hours before I left the ship, I found the
demands of nature so strong upon me, that I could not forbear showing my impatience (perhaps against
the strict rules of decency) by putting my finger frequently to my mouth, to signify that I wanted food. 
The hurgo (for so they call a great lord, as I afterwards learnt) understood me very well.  He descended
from the stage, and commanded that several ladders should be applied to my sides, on which above a
hundred of the inhabitants mounted and walked towards my mouth, laden with baskets full of meat,
which had been provided and sent thither by the king’s orders, upon the first intelligence he received of
me.  I observed there was the flesh of several animals, but could not distinguish them by the taste. 
There were shoulders, legs, and loins, shaped like those of mutton, and very well dressed, but smaller
than the wings of a lark.  I ate them by two or three at a mouthful, and took three loaves at a time,
about the bigness of musket bullets.  They supplied me as fast as they could, showing a thousand marks
of wonder and astonishment at my bulk and appetite.  I then made another sign, that I wanted drink. 
They found by my eating that a small quantity would not suffice me; and being a most ingenious people,
they slung up, with great dexterity, one of their largest hogsheads, then rolled it towards my hand, and
beat out the top; I drank it off at a draught, which I might well do, for it did not hold half a pint, and
tasted like a small wine of Burgundy, but much more delicious.  They brought me a second hogshead,
which I drank in the same manner, and made signs for more; but they had none to give me.  When I had
performed these wonders, they shouted for joy, and danced upon my breast, repeating several times as
they did at first, Hekinah degul.  They made me a sign that I should throw down the two hogsheads, but
first warning the people below to stand out of the way, crying aloud, Borach mevolah; and when they
saw the vessels in the air, there was a universal shout ofHekinah degul.  I confess I was often tempted,
while they were passing backwards and forwards on my body, to seize forty or fifty of the first that
came in my reach, and dash them against the ground.  But the remembrance of what I had felt, which
probably might not be the worst they could do, and the promise of honour I made them—for so I
interpreted my submissive behaviour—soon drove out these imaginations.  Besides, I now considered
myself as bound by the laws of hospitality, to a people who had treated me with so much expense and
magnificence.  However, in my thoughts I could not sufficiently wonder at the intrepidity of these
diminutive mortals, who durst venture to mount and walk upon my body, while one of my hands was at
liberty, without trembling at the very sight of so prodigious a creature as I must appear to them.  After
some time, when they observed that I made no more demands for meat, there appeared before me a
person of high rank from his imperial majesty.  His excellency, having mounted on the small of my right
leg, advanced forwards up to my face, with about a dozen of his retinue; and producing his credentials
under the signet royal, which he applied close to my eyes, spoke about ten minutes without any signs of
anger, but with a kind of determinate resolution, often pointing forwards, which, as I afterwards found,
was towards the capital city, about half a mile distant; whither it was agreed by his majesty in council
that I must be conveyed.  I answered in few words, but to no purpose, and made a sign with my hand
that was loose, putting it to the other (but over his excellency’s head for fear of hurting him or his train)
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and then to my own head and body, to signify that I desired my liberty.  It appeared that he understood
me well enough, for he shook his head by way of disapprobation, and held his hand in a posture to show
that I must be carried as a prisoner.  However, he made other signs to let me understand that I should
have meat and drink enough, and very good treatment.  Whereupon I once more thought of attempting
to break my bonds; but again, when I felt the smart of their arrows upon my face and hands, which were
all in blisters, and many of the darts still sticking in them, and observing likewise that the number of my
enemies increased, I gave tokens to let them know that they might do with me what they pleased.  Upon
this, the hurgo and his train withdrew, with much civility and cheerful countenances.  Soon after I
heard a general shout, with frequent repetitions of the words Peplom selan; and I felt great numbers of
people on my left side relaxing the cords to such a degree, that I was able to turn upon my right, and to
ease myself with making water; which I very plentifully did, to the great astonishment of the people;
who, conjecturing by my motion what I was going to do, immediately opened to the right and left on
that side, to avoid the torrent, which fell with such noise and violence from me.  But before this, they
had daubed my face and both my hands with a sort of ointment, very pleasant to the smell, which, in a
few minutes, removed all the smart of their arrows.  These circumstances, added to the refreshment I
had received by their victuals and drink, which were very nourishing, disposed me to sleep.  I slept
about eight hours, as I was afterwards assured; and it was no wonder, for the physicians, by the
emperor’s order, had mingled a sleepy potion in the hogsheads of wine.

It seems, that upon the first moment I was discovered sleeping on the ground, after my landing, the
emperor had early notice of it by an express; and determined in council, that I should be tied in the
manner I have related, (which was done in the night while I slept;) that plenty of meat and drink should
be sent to me, and a machine prepared to carry me to the capital city.

This resolution perhaps may appear very bold and dangerous, and I am confident would not be imitated
by any prince in Europe on the like occasion.  However, in my opinion, it was extremely prudent, as well
as generous: for, supposing these people had endeavoured to kill me with their spears and arrows,
while I was asleep, I should certainly have awaked with the first sense of smart, which might so far have
roused my rage and strength, as to have enabled me to break the strings wherewith I was tied; after
which, as they were not able to make resistance, so they could expect no mercy.

These people are most excellent mathematicians, and arrived to a great perfection in mechanics, by the
countenance and encouragement of the emperor, who is a renowned patron of learning.  This prince has
several machines fixed on wheels, for the carriage of trees and other great weights.  He often builds his
largest men of war, whereof some are nine feet long, in the woods where the timber grows, and has
them carried on these engines three or four hundred yards to the sea.  Five hundred carpenters and
engineers were immediately set at work to prepare the greatest engine they had.  It was a frame of
wood raised three inches from the ground, about seven feet long, and four wide, moving upon twenty-
two wheels.  The shout I heard was upon the arrival of this engine, which, it seems, set out in four hours
after my landing.  It was brought parallel to me, as I lay.  But the principal difficulty was to raise and
place me in this vehicle.  Eighty poles, each of one foot high, were erected for this purpose, and very
strong cords, of the bigness of packthread, were fastened by hooks to many bandages, which the
workmen had girt round my neck, my hands, my body, and my legs.  Nine hundred of the strongest men
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were employed to draw up these cords, by many pulleys fastened on the poles; and thus, in less than
three hours, I was raised and slung into the engine, and there tied fast.  All this I was told; for, while the
operation was performing, I lay in a profound sleep, by the force of that soporiferous medicine infused
into my liquor.  Fifteen hundred of the emperor’s largest horses, each about four inches and a half high,
were employed to draw me towards the metropolis, which, as I said, was half a mile distant.

About four hours after we began our journey, I awaked by a very ridiculous accident; for the carriage
being stopped a while, to adjust something that was out of order, two or three of the young natives had
the curiosity to see how I looked when I was asleep; they climbed up into the engine, and advancing
very softly to my face, one of them, an officer in the guards, put the sharp end of his half-pike a good
way up into  my left  nostril,  which tickled my nose like  a  straw,  and made me sneeze violently;
whereupon they stole off unperceived, and it was three weeks before I knew the cause of my waking so
suddenly.  We made a long march the remaining part of the day, and, rested at night with five hundred
guards on each side of me, half with torches, and half with bows and arrows, ready to shoot me if I
should offer to stir.  The next morning at sun-rise we continued our march, and arrived within two
hundred yards of the city gates about noon.  The emperor, and all his court, came out to meet us; but
his great officers would by no means suffer his majesty to endanger his person by mounting on my body.

At the place where the carriage stopped there stood an ancient temple, esteemed to be the largest in
the whole kingdom; which, having been polluted some years before by an unnatural murder, was,
according to the zeal of those people, looked upon as profane, and therefore had been applied to
common use, and all the ornaments and furniture carried away.  In this edifice it was determined I
should lodge.  The great gate fronting to the north was about four feet high, and almost two feet wide,
through which I could easily creep.  On each side of the gate was a small window, not above six inches
from the ground: into that on the left side, the king’s smith conveyed fourscore and eleven chains, like
those that hang to a lady’s watch in Europe, and almost as large, which were locked to my left leg with
six-and-thirty padlocks.  Over against this temple, on the other side of the great highway, at twenty feet
distance, there was a turret at least five feet high.  Here the emperor ascended, with many principal
lords of his court, to have an opportunity of viewing me, as I was told, for I could not see them.  It was
reckoned that above a hundred thousand inhabitants came out of the town upon the same errand; and,
in spite of my guards, I believe there could not be fewer than ten thousand at several times, who
mounted my body by the help of ladders.  But a proclamation was soon issued, to forbid it upon pain of
death.  When the workmen found it was impossible for me to break loose, they cut all the strings that
bound me; whereupon I rose up, with as melancholy a disposition as ever I had in my life.  But the noise
and astonishment of the people, at seeing me rise and walk, are not to be expressed.  The chains that
held my left leg were about two yards long, and gave me not only the liberty of walking backwards and
forwards in a semicircle, but, being fixed within four inches of the gate, allowed me to creep in, and lie
at my full length in the temple.

CHAPTER II.

The emperor of Lilliput, attended by several of the nobility, comes to see the author in his confinement. 
The emperor’s person and habit described.  Learned men appointed to teach the author their language. 
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He gains favour by his mild disposition.  His pockets are searched, and his sword and pistols taken from
him.

When I  found  myself  on  my feet,  I  looked  about  me,  and  must  confess  I  never  beheld  a  more
entertaining prospect.  The country around appeared like a continued garden, and the enclosed fields,
which  were  generally  forty  feet  square,  resembled  so  many beds  of  flowers.   These  fields  were
intermingled with woods of half a stang, [301] and the tallest trees, as I could judge, appeared to be
seven feet high.  I viewed the town on my left hand, which looked like the painted scene of a city in a
theatre.

I had been for some hours extremely pressed by the necessities of nature; which was no wonder, it
being almost two days since I had last disburdened myself.  I was under great difficulties between
urgency and shame.   The best  expedient  I  could think of,  was to  creep into  my house,  which I
accordingly did; and shutting the gate after me, I went as far as the length of my chain would suffer,
and discharged my body of that uneasy load.  But this was the only time I was ever guilty of so
uncleanly an action; for which I cannot but hope the candid reader will give some allowance, after he
has maturely and impartially considered my case, and the distress I was in.  From this time my constant
practice was, as soon as I rose, to perform that business in open air, at the full extent of my chain; and
due care was taken every morning before company came, that the offensive matter should be carried off
in wheel-barrows, by two servants appointed for that purpose.  I would not have dwelt so long upon a
circumstance that, perhaps, at first sight, may appear not very momentous, if I had not thought it
necessary to justify my character, in point of cleanliness, to the world; which, I am told, some of my
maligners have been pleased, upon this and other occasions, to call in question.

When this adventure was at an end, I came back out of my house, having occasion for fresh air.  The
emperor was already descended from the tower, and advancing on horseback towards me, which had
like to have cost him dear; for the beast, though very well trained, yet wholly unused to such a sight,
which appeared as if a mountain moved before him, reared up on its hinder feet: but that prince, who is
an excellent horseman, kept his seat, till his attendants ran in, and held the bridle, while his majesty
had time to dismount.  When he alighted, he surveyed me round with great admiration; but kept beyond
the length of my chain.  He ordered his cooks and butlers, who were already prepared, to give me
victuals and drink, which they pushed forward in a sort of vehicles upon wheels, till I could reach them. 
I took these vehicles and soon emptied them all; twenty of them were filled with meat, and ten with
liquor; each of the former afforded me two or three good mouthfuls; and I emptied the liquor of ten
vessels, which was contained in earthen vials, into one vehicle, drinking it off at a draught; and so I did
with the rest.  The empress, and young princes of the blood of both sexes, attended by many ladies, sat
at some distance in their chairs; but upon the accident that happened to the emperor’s horse, they
alighted, and came near his person, which I am now going to describe.  He is taller by almost the
breadth of my nail, than any of his court; which alone is enough to strike an awe into the beholders.  His
features are strong and masculine, with an Austrian lip and arched nose, his complexion olive, his
countenance erect, his body and limbs well proportioned, all his motions graceful, and his deportment
majestic.  He was then past his prime, being twenty-eight years and three quarters old, of which he had
reigned about seven in great felicity, and generally victorious.  For the better convenience of beholding
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him, I lay on my side, so that my face was parallel to his, and he stood but three yards off: however, I
have had him since many times in my hand, and therefore cannot be deceived in the description.  His
dress was very plain and simple, and the fashion of it between the Asiatic and the European; but he had
on his head a light helmet of gold, adorned with jewels, and a plume on the crest.  He held his sword
drawn in his hand to defend himself, if I should happen to break loose; it was almost three inches long;
the hilt and scabbard were gold enriched with diamonds.  His voice was shrill, but very clear and
articulate; and I could distinctly hear it when I stood up.  The ladies and courtiers were all most
magnificently clad; so that the spot they stood upon seemed to resemble a petticoat spread upon the
ground, embroidered with figures of gold and silver.  His imperial majesty spoke often to me, and I
returned answers: but neither of us could understand a syllable.  There were several of his priests and
lawyers present (as I conjectured by their habits), who were commanded to address themselves to me;
and I spoke to them in as many languages as I had the least smattering of, which were High and Low
Dutch, Latin, French, Spanish, Italian, and Lingua Franca, but all to no purpose.  After about two hours
the court retired, and I was left with a strong guard, to prevent the impertinence, and probably the
malice of the rabble, who were very impatient to crowd about me as near as they durst; and some of
them had the impudence to shoot their arrows at me, as I sat on the ground by the door of my house,
whereof one very narrowly missed my left eye.  But the colonel ordered six of the ringleaders to be
seized, and thought no punishment so proper as to deliver them bound into my hands; which some of his
soldiers accordingly did, pushing them forward with the butt-ends of their pikes into my reach.  I took
them all  in  my right  hand,  put  five of  them into my coat-pocket;  and as to  the sixth,  I  made a
countenance as if I would eat him alive.  The poor man squalled terribly, and the colonel and his officers
were in much pain, especially when they saw me take out my penknife: but I soon put them out of fear;
for, looking mildly, and immediately cutting the strings he was bound with, I set him gently on the
ground, and away he ran.  I treated the rest in the same manner, taking them one by one out of my
pocket; and I observed both the soldiers and people were highly delighted at this mark of my clemency,
which was represented very much to my advantage at court.

Towards night I got with some difficulty into my house, where I lay on the ground, and continued to do
so about a fortnight; during which time, the emperor gave orders to have a bed prepared for me.  Six
hundred beds of the common measure were brought in carriages, and worked up in my house; a
hundred and fifty of their beds, sewn together, made up the breadth and length; and these were four
double: which, however, kept me but very indifferently from the hardness of the floor, that was of
smooth stone.   By the same computation,  they provided me with sheets,  blankets,  and coverlets,
tolerable enough for one who had been so long inured to hardships.

As the news of my arrival spread through the kingdom, it brought prodigious numbers of rich, idle, and
curious people to see me; so that the villages were almost emptied; and great neglect of tillage and
household affairs must have ensued, if his imperial majesty had not provided, by several proclamations
and orders of state, against this inconveniency.  He directed that those who had already beheld me
should return home, and not presume to come within fifty yards of my house, without license from the
court; whereby the secretaries of state got considerable fees.

In the mean time the emperor held frequent councils, to debate what course should be taken with me;
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and I was afterwards assured by a particular friend, a person of great quality, who was as much in the
secret as any,  that the court was under many difficulties concerning me.  They apprehended my
breaking loose; that my diet would be very expensive, and might cause a famine.  Sometimes they
determined to starve me; or at least to shoot me in the face and hands with poisoned arrows, which
would soon despatch me; but again they considered, that the stench of so large a carcass might produce
a plague in the metropolis, and probably spread through the whole kingdom.  In the midst of these
consultations, several officers of the army went to the door of the great council-chamber, and two of
them being admitted, gave an account of my behaviour to the six criminals above-mentioned; which
made so favourable an impression in the breast of his majesty and the whole board, in my behalf, that
an imperial commission was issued out, obliging all the villages, nine hundred yards round the city, to
deliver in every morning six beeves, forty sheep, and other victuals for my sustenance; together with a
proportionable quantity of bread, and wine, and other liquors; for the due payment of which, his majesty
gave assignments upon his treasury:—for this prince lives chiefly upon his own demesnes; seldom,
except upon great occasions, raising any subsidies upon his subjects, who are bound to attend him in
his wars at their own expense.  An establishment was also made of six hundred persons to be my
domestics,  who  had  board-wages  allowed  for  their  maintenance,  and  tents  built  for  them  very
conveniently on each side of my door.  It was likewise ordered, that three hundred tailors should make
me a suit of clothes, after the fashion of the country; that six of his majesty’s greatest scholars should
be employed to instruct me in their language; and lastly, that the emperor’s horses, and those of the
nobility and troops of guards, should be frequently exercised in my sight, to accustom themselves to
me.  All these orders were duly put in execution; and in about three weeks I made a great progress in
learning their language; during which time the emperor frequently honoured me with his visits, and was
pleased to assist my masters in teaching me.  We began already to converse together in some sort; and
the first words I learnt, were to express my desire “that he would please give me my liberty;” which I
every day repeated on my knees.  His answer, as I could comprehend it, was, “that this must be a work
of time, not to be thought on without the advice of his council, and that first I must lumos kelmin pesso
desmar lon emposo;” that is, swear a peace with him and his kingdom.  However, that I should be used
with all kindness.  And he advised me to “acquire, by my patience and discreet behaviour, the good
opinion of himself and his subjects.”  He desired “I would not take it ill, if he gave orders to certain
proper officers to search me; for probably I might carry about me several weapons, which must needs
be dangerous things, if they answered the bulk of so prodigious a person.”  I said, “His majesty should
be satisfied; for I was ready to strip myself, and turn up my pockets before him.”  This I delivered part
in words, and part in signs.  He replied, “that, by the laws of the kingdom, I must be searched by two of
his officers; that he knew this could not be done without my consent and assistance; and he had so good
an opinion of my generosity and justice, as to trust their persons in my hands; that whatever they took
from me, should be returned when I left the country, or paid for at the rate which I would set upon
them.”  I took up the two officers in my hands, put them first into my coat-pockets, and then into every
other pocket about me, except my two fobs, and another secret pocket, which I had no mind should be
searched, wherein I had some little necessaries that were of no consequence to any but myself.  In one
of my fobs there was a silver watch, and in the other a small quantity of gold in a purse.  These
gentlemen, having pen, ink, and paper, about them, made an exact inventory of every thing they saw;
and when they had done, desired I would set them down, that they might deliver it to the emperor.  This
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inventory I afterwards translated into English, and is, word for word, as follows:

“Imprimis: In the right coat-pocket of the great man-mountain” (for so I interpret the words quinbus
flestrin,) “after the strictest search, we found only one great piece of coarse-cloth, large enough to
be a foot-cloth for your majesty’s chief room of state.  In the left pocket we saw a huge silver chest,
with a cover of the same metal, which we, the searchers, were not able to lift.  We desired it should
be opened, and one of us stepping into it, found himself up to the mid leg in a sort of dust, some part
whereof flying up to our faces set us both a sneezing for several times together.  In his right
waistcoat-pocket we found a prodigious bundle of white thin substances, folded one over another,
about the bigness of three men, tied with a strong cable, and marked with black figures; which we
humbly conceive to be writings, every letter almost half as large as the palm of our hands.  In the
left there was a sort of engine, from the back of which were extended twenty long poles, resembling
the pallisados before your majesty’s court: wherewith we conjecture the man-mountain combs his
head; for we did not always trouble him with questions, because we found it a great difficulty to
make him understand us.  In the large pocket, on the right side of his middle cover” (so I translate
the word ranfulo, by which they meant my breeches,) “we saw a hollow pillar of iron, about the
length of a man, fastened to a strong piece of timber larger than the pillar; and upon one side of the
pillar, were huge pieces of iron sticking out, cut into strange figures, which we know not what to
make of.  In the left pocket, another engine of the same kind.  In the smaller pocket on the right
side, were several round flat pieces of white and red metal, of different bulk; some of the white,
which seemed to be silver, were so large and heavy, that my comrade and I could hardly lift them. 
In the left pocket were two black pillars irregularly shaped: we could not, without difficulty, reach
the top of them, as we stood at the bottom of his pocket.  One of them was covered, and seemed all
of a piece: but at the upper end of the other there appeared a white round substance, about twice
the bigness of our heads.  Within each of these was enclosed a prodigious plate of steel; which, by
our orders, we obliged him to show us, because we apprehended they might be dangerous engines. 
He took them out of their cases, and told us, that in his own country his practice was to shave his
beard with one of these, and cut his meat with the other.  There were two pockets which we could
not enter: these he called his fobs; they were two large slits cut into the top of his middle cover, but
squeezed close by the pressure of his belly.  Out of the right fob hung a great silver chain, with a
wonderful kind of engine at the bottom.  We directed him to draw out whatever was at the end of
that chain; which appeared to be a globe, half silver, and half of some transparent metal; for, on the
transparent side, we saw certain strange figures circularly drawn, and thought we could touch them,
till we found our fingers stopped by the lucid substance.  He put this engine into our ears, which
made an incessant noise, like that of a water-mill: and we conjecture it is either some unknown
animal, or the god that he worships; but we are more inclined to the latter opinion, because he
assured us, (if we understood him right, for he expressed himself very imperfectly) that he seldom
did any thing without consulting it.  He called it his oracle, and said, it pointed out the time for every
action of his life.  From the left fob he took out a net almost large enough for a fisherman, but
contrived to open and shut like a purse, and served him for the same use: we found therein several
massy pieces of yellow metal, which, if they be real gold, must be of immense value.

“Having thus, in obedience to your majesty’s commands, diligently searched all his pockets, we
observed a girdle about his waist made of the hide of some prodigious animal, from which, on the
left side, hung a sword of the length of five men; and on the right, a bag or pouch divided into two
cells, each cell capable of holding three of your majesty’s subjects.  In one of these cells were
several globes, or balls, of a most ponderous metal, about the bigness of our heads, and requiring a
strong hand to lift them: the other cell contained a heap of certain black grains, but of no great bulk
or weight, for we could hold above fifty of them in the palms of our hands.

“This is an exact inventory of what we found about the body of the man-mountain, who used us with
great civility, and due respect to your majesty’s commission.  Signed and sealed on the fourth day of
the eighty-ninth moon of your majesty’s auspicious reign.

Clefrin Frelock, Marsi Frelock.”
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When this inventory was read over to the emperor, he directed me, although in very gentle terms, to
deliver up the several particulars.  He first called for my scimitar, which I took out, scabbard and all.  In
the mean time he ordered three thousand of his choicest troops (who then attended him) to surround
me at a distance, with their bows and arrows just ready to discharge; but I did not observe it, for mine
eyes were wholly fixed upon his majesty.  He then desired me to draw my scimitar, which, although it
had got some rust by the sea water, was, in most parts, exceeding bright.  I did so, and immediately all
the troops gave a shout between terror and surprise; for the sun shone clear, and the reflection dazzled
their eyes, as I waved the scimitar to and fro in my hand.  His majesty, who is a most magnanimous
prince, was less daunted than I could expect: he ordered me to return it into the scabbard, and cast it
on the ground as gently as I could, about six feet from the end of my chain.  The next thing he
demanded was one of the hollow iron pillars; by which he meant my pocket pistols.  I drew it out, and at
his desire, as well as I could, expressed to him the use of it; and charging it only with powder, which, by
the closeness of my pouch, happened to escape wetting in the sea (an inconvenience against which all
prudent mariners take special care to provide,) I first cautioned the emperor not to be afraid, and then I
let it  off in the air.  The astonishment here was much greater than at the sight of my scimitar. 
Hundreds fell down as if they had been struck dead; and even the emperor, although he stood his
ground, could not recover himself for some time.  I delivered up both my pistols in the same manner as I
had done my scimitar, and then my pouch of powder and bullets; begging him that the former might be
kept from fire, for it would kindle with the smallest spark, and blow up his imperial palace into the air. 
I likewise delivered up my watch, which the emperor was very curious to see, and commanded two of
his tallest yeomen of the guards to bear it on a pole upon their shoulders, as draymen in England do a
barrel of ale.  He was amazed at the continual noise it made, and the motion of the minute-hand, which
he could easily discern; for their sight is much more acute than ours: he asked the opinions of his
learned men about it, which were various and remote, as the reader may well imagine without my
repeating; although indeed I could not very perfectly understand them.  I then gave up my silver and
copper money, my purse, with nine large pieces of gold, and some smaller ones; my knife and razor, my
comb and silver snuff-box, my handkerchief and journal-book.  My scimitar, pistols, and pouch, were
conveyed in carriages to his majesty’s stores; but the rest of my goods were returned me.

I had as I before observed, one private pocket, which escaped their search, wherein there was a pair of
spectacles (which I sometimes use for the weakness of mine eyes,) a pocket perspective, and some
other little conveniences; which, being of no consequence to the emperor, I did not think myself bound
in honour to discover, and I apprehended they might be lost or spoiled if I ventured them out of my
possession.

CHAPTER III.

The author diverts the emperor, and his nobility of both sexes, in a very uncommon manner.  The
diversions of the court of Lilliput described.  The author has his liberty granted him upon certain
conditions.

My gentleness and good behaviour had gained so far on the emperor and his court, and indeed upon the
army and people in general, that I began to conceive hopes of getting my liberty in a short time.  I took
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all possible methods to cultivate this favourable disposition.  The natives came, by degrees, to be less
apprehensive of any danger from me.  I would sometimes lie down, and let five or six of them dance on
my hand; and at last the boys and girls would venture to come and play at hide-and-seek in my hair.  I
had now made a good progress in understanding and speaking the language.  The emperor had a mind
one day to entertain me with several of the country shows, wherein they exceed all nations I have
known, both for dexterity and magnificence.  I was diverted with none so much as that of the rope-
dancers, performed upon a slender white thread, extended about two feet, and twelve inches from the
ground.  Upon which I shall desire liberty, with the reader’s patience, to enlarge a little.

This diversion is only practised by those persons who are candidates for great employments, and high
favour at court.  They are trained in this art from their youth, and are not always of noble birth, or
liberal education.  When a great office is vacant, either by death or disgrace (which often happens,) five
or six of those candidates petition the emperor to entertain his majesty and the court with a dance on
the rope; and whoever jumps the highest, without falling, succeeds in the office.  Very often the chief
ministers themselves are commanded to show their skill, and to convince the emperor that they have
not lost their faculty.  Flimnap, the treasurer, is allowed to cut a caper on the straight rope, at least an
inch higher than any other lord in the whole empire.  I have seen him do the summerset several times
together, upon a trencher fixed on a rope which is no thicker than a common packthread in England. 
My friend Reldresal, principal secretary for private affairs, is, in my opinion, if I am not partial, the
second after the treasurer; the rest of the great officers are much upon a par.

These diversions are often attended with fatal accidents, whereof great numbers are on record.  I
myself have seen two or three candidates break a limb.  But the danger is much greater, when the
ministers themselves are commanded to show their dexterity; for, by contending to excel themselves
and their fellows, they strain so far that there is hardly one of them who has not received a fall, and
some of them two or three.  I was assured that, a year or two before my arrival, Flimnap would infallibly
have broke his  neck,  if  one of  the king’s  cushions,  that  accidentally  lay  on the ground,  had not
weakened the force of his fall.

There is likewise another diversion, which is only shown before the emperor and empress, and first
minister, upon particular occasions.  The emperor lays on the table three fine silken threads of six
inches long; one is blue, the other red, and the third green.  These threads are proposed as prizes for
those persons whom the emperor has a mind to distinguish by a peculiar mark of his favour.  The
ceremony is performed in his majesty’s great chamber of state, where the candidates are to undergo a
trial of dexterity very different from the former, and such as I have not observed the least resemblance
of in any other country of the new or old world.  The emperor holds a stick in his hands, both ends
parallel to the horizon, while the candidates advancing, one by one, sometimes leap over the stick,
sometimes creep under it, backward and forward, several times, according as the stick is advanced or
depressed.   Sometimes the emperor holds one end of  the stick,  and his  first  minister  the other;
sometimes the minister has it entirely to himself.  Whoever performs his part with most agility, and
holds out the longest in leaping and creeping, is rewarded with the blue-coloured silk; the red is given
to the next, and the green to the third, which they all wear girt twice round about the middle; and you
see few great persons about this court who are not adorned with one of these girdles.
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The horses of the army, and those of the royal stables, having been daily led before me, were no longer
shy, but would come up to my very feet without starting.  The riders would leap them over my hand, as I
held it on the ground; and one of the emperor’s huntsmen, upon a large courser, took my foot, shoe and
all; which was indeed a prodigious leap.  I had the good fortune to divert the emperor one day after a
very extraordinary manner.  I desired he would order several sticks of two feet high, and the thickness
of an ordinary cane, to be brought me; whereupon his majesty commanded the master of his woods to
give directions accordingly; and the next morning six woodmen arrived with as many carriages, drawn
by eight  horses to each.   I  took nine of  these sticks,  and fixing them firmly in the ground in a
quadrangular figure, two feet and a half square, I took four other sticks, and tied them parallel at each
corner, about two feet from the ground; then I fastened my handkerchief to the nine sticks that stood
erect; and extended it on all sides, till it was tight as the top of a drum; and the four parallel sticks,
rising about five inches higher than the handkerchief, served as ledges on each side.  When I had
finished my work, I desired the emperor to let a troop of his best horses twenty-four in number, come
and exercise upon this plain.  His majesty approved of the proposal, and I took them up, one by one, in
my hands, ready mounted and armed, with the proper officers to exercise them.  As soon as they got
into order they divided into two parties, performed mock skirmishes, discharged blunt arrows, drew
their swords, fled and pursued, attacked and retired, and in short discovered the best military discipline
I ever beheld.  The parallel sticks secured them and their horses from falling over the stage; and the
emperor was so much delighted, that he ordered this entertainment to be repeated several days, and
once was pleased to be lifted up and give the word of command; and with great difficulty persuaded
even the empress herself to let me hold her in her close chair within two yards of the stage, when she
was able to take a full view of the whole performance.  It was my good fortune, that no ill accident
happened in these entertainments; only once a fiery horse, that belonged to one of the captains, pawing
with his hoof, struck a hole in my handkerchief, and his foot slipping, he overthrew his rider and
himself; but I immediately relieved them both, and covering the hole with one hand, I set down the
troop with the other, in the same manner as I took them up. The horse that fell was strained in the left
shoulder, but the rider got no hurt; and I repaired my handkerchief as well as I could: however, I would
not trust to the strength of it any more, in such dangerous enterprises.

About two or three days before I was set at liberty, as I was entertaining the court with this kind of feat,
there arrived an express to inform his majesty, that some of his subjects, riding near the place where I
was first taken up, had seen a great black substance lying on the around, very oddly shaped, extending
its edges round, as wide as his majesty’s bedchamber, and rising up in the middle as high as a man; that
it was no living creature, as they at first apprehended, for it lay on the grass without motion; and some
of them had walked round it several times; that, by mounting upon each other’s shoulders, they had got
to the top, which was flat and even, and, stamping upon it, they found that it was hollow within; that
they humbly conceived it  might be something belonging to the man-mountain;  and if  his  majesty
pleased, they would undertake to bring it with only five horses.  I presently knew what they meant, and
was glad at heart to receive this intelligence.  It seems, upon my first reaching the shore after our
shipwreck, I was in such confusion, that before I came to the place where I went to sleep, my hat, which
I had fastened with a string to my head while I was rowing, and had stuck on all the time I was
swimming, fell off after I came to land; the string, as I conjecture, breaking by some accident, which I
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never observed, but thought my hat had been lost at sea.  I entreated his imperial majesty to give orders
it might be brought to me as soon as possible, describing to him the use and the nature of it: and the
next day the waggoners arrived with it, but not in a very good condition; they had bored two holes in
the brim, within an inch and half of the edge, and fastened two hooks in the holes; these hooks were
tied by a long cord to the harness, and thus my hat was dragged along for above half an English mile;
but, the ground in that country being extremely smooth and level, it received less damage than I
expected.

Two days after this adventure, the emperor, having ordered that part of his army which quarters in and
about his metropolis, to be in readiness, took a fancy of diverting himself in a very singular manner.  He
desired I would stand like a Colossus, with my legs as far asunder as I conveniently could.  He then
commanded his general (who was an old experienced leader, and a great patron of mine) to draw up the
troops in close order, and march them under me; the foot by twenty-four abreast, and the horse by
sixteen, with drums beating, colours flying, and pikes advanced.  This body consisted of three thousand
foot, and a thousand horse.  His majesty gave orders, upon pain of death, that every soldier in his march
should observe the strictest decency with regard to my person; which however could not prevent some
of the younger officers from turning up their eyes as they passed under me: and, to confess the truth,
my breeches were at that time in so ill a condition, that they afforded some opportunities for laughter
and admiration.

I had sent so many memorials and petitions for my liberty, that his majesty at length mentioned the
matter, first in the cabinet, and then in a full council; where it was opposed by none, except Skyresh
Bolgolam, who was pleased, without any provocation, to be my mortal enemy.  But it was carried
against him by the whole board, and confirmed by the emperor.  That minister was galbet, or admiral of
the realm, very much in his master’s confidence, and a person well versed in affairs, but of a morose
and sour complexion.  However, he was at length persuaded to comply; but prevailed that the articles
and conditions upon which I should be set free, and to which I must swear, should be drawn up by
himself.  These articles were brought to me by Skyresh Bolgolam in person attended by two under-
secretaries, and several persons of distinction.  After they were read, I was demanded to swear to the
performance of them; first in the manner of my own country, and afterwards in the method prescribed
by their laws; which was, to hold my right foot in my left hand, and to place the middle finger of my
right hand on the crown of my head, and my thumb on the tip of my right ear.  But because the reader
may be curious to have some idea of the style and manner of expression peculiar to that people, as well
as to know the article upon which I recovered my liberty, I have made a translation of the whole
instrument, word for word, as near as I was able, which I here offer to the public.

“Golbasto Momarem Evlame Gurdilo Shefin Mully Ully Gue, most mighty Emperor of Lilliput, delight
and terror of the universe, whose dominions extend five thousandblustrugs  (about twelve miles in
circumference) to the extremities of the globe; monarch of all monarchs, taller than the sons of men;
whose feet press down to the centre, and whose head strikes against the sun; at whose nod the princes
of the earth shake their knees; pleasant as the spring, comfortable as the summer, fruitful as autumn,
dreadful as winter:  his most sublime majesty proposes to the man-mountain, lately arrived at our
celestial dominions, the following articles, which, by a solemn oath, he shall be obliged to perform:—
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“1st, The man-mountain shall not depart from our dominions, without our license under our great seal.

“2d, He shall not presume to come into our metropolis, without our express order; at which time, the
inhabitants shall have two hours warning to keep within doors.

“3d, The said man-mountain shall confine his walks to our principal high roads, and not offer to walk, or
lie down, in a meadow or field of corn.

“4th, As he walks the said roads, he shall take the utmost care not to trample upon the bodies of any of
our loving subjects, their horses, or carriages, nor take any of our subjects into his hands without their
own consent.

“5th, If an express requires extraordinary despatch, the man-mountain shall be obliged to carry, in his
pocket, the messenger and horse a six days journey, once in every moon, and return the said messenger
back (if so required) safe to our imperial presence.

“6th, He shall be our ally against our enemies in the island of Blefuscu, and do his utmost to destroy
their fleet, which is now preparing to invade us.

“7th, That the said man-mountain shall, at his times of leisure, be aiding and assisting to our workmen,
in helping to raise certain great stones, towards covering the wall of the principal park, and other our
royal buildings.

“8th,  That  the  said  man-mountain  shall,  in  two  moons’  time,  deliver  in  an  exact  survey  of  the
circumference of our dominions, by a computation of his own paces round the coast.

“Lastly, That, upon his solemn oath to observe all the above articles, the said man-mountain shall have a
daily allowance of meat and drink sufficient for the support of 1724 of our subjects, with free access to
our royal person, and other marks of our favour.  Given at our palace at Belfaborac, the twelfth day of
the ninety-first moon of our reign.”

I swore and subscribed to these articles with great cheerfulness and content, although some of them
were not so honourable as I could have wished; which proceeded wholly from the malice of Skyresh
Bolgolam, the high-admiral: whereupon my chains were immediately unlocked, and I was at full liberty. 
The emperor himself, in person, did me the honour to be by at the whole ceremony.  I made my
acknowledgements by prostrating myself at his majesty’s feet: but he commanded me to rise; and after
many gracious expressions, which, to avoid the censure of vanity, I shall not repeat, he added, “that he
hoped I should prove a useful servant, and well deserve all the favours he had already conferred upon
me, or might do for the future.”

The reader may please to observe, that, in the last article of the recovery of my liberty, the emperor
stipulates to allow me a quantity of meat and drink sufficient for the support of 1724 Lilliputians.  Some
time after, asking a friend at court how they came to fix on that determinate number, he told me that
his majesty’s mathematicians, having taken the height of my body by the help of a quadrant, and finding
it to exceed theirs in the proportion of twelve to one, they concluded from the similarity of their bodies,
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that mine must contain at least 1724 of theirs, and consequently would require as much food as was
necessary to support that number of Lilliputians.  By which the reader may conceive an idea of the
ingenuity of that people, as well as the prudent and exact economy of so great a prince.

CHAPTER IV.

Mildendo, the metropolis of Lilliput, described, together with the emperor’s palace.  A conversation
between the author and a principal secretary, concerning the affairs of that empire.  The author’s offers
to serve the emperor in his wars.

The first request I made, after I had obtained my liberty, was, that I might have license to see Mildendo,
the metropolis; which the emperor easily granted me, but with a special charge to do no hurt either to
the inhabitants or their houses.  The people had notice, by proclamation, of my design to visit the town. 
The wall which encompassed it is two feet and a half high, and at least eleven inches broad, so that a
coach and horses may be driven very safely round it; and it is flanked with strong towers at ten feet
distance.  I stepped over the great western gate, and passed very gently, and sidling, through the two
principal streets, only in my short waistcoat, for fear of damaging the roofs and eaves of the houses with
the skirts of my coat.  I walked with the utmost circumspection, to avoid treading on any stragglers who
might remain in the streets, although the orders were very strict, that all people should keep in their
houses, at their own peril.  The garret windows and tops of houses were so crowded with spectators,
that I thought in all my travels I had not seen a more populous place.  The city is an exact square, each
side of the wall being five hundred feet long.  The two great streets, which run across and divide it into
four quarters, are five feet wide.  The lanes and alleys, which I could not enter, but only view them as I
passed, are from twelve to eighteen inches.  The town is capable of holding five hundred thousand
souls: the houses are from three to five stories: the shops and markets well provided.

The emperor’s palace is in the centre of the city where the two great streets meet.  It is enclosed by a
wall of two feet high, and twenty feet distance from the buildings.  I had his majesty’s permission to
step over this wall; and, the space being so wide between that and the palace, I could easily view it on
every side.  The outward court is a square of forty feet, and includes two other courts: in the inmost are
the royal apartments, which I was very desirous to see, but found it extremely difficult; for the great
gates, from one square into another, were but eighteen inches high, and seven inches wide.  Now the
buildings of the outer court were at least five feet high, and it was impossible for me to stride over them
without infinite damage to the pile, though the walls were strongly built of hewn stone, and four inches
thick.  At the same time the emperor had a great desire that I should see the magnificence of his palace;
but this I was not able to do till three days after, which I spent in cutting down with my knife some of
the largest trees in the royal park, about a hundred yards distant from the city.  Of these trees I made
two stools, each about three feet high, and strong enough to bear my weight.  The people having
received notice a second time, I went again through the city to the palace with my two stools in my
hands.  When I came to the side of the outer court, I stood upon one stool, and took the other in my
hand; this I lifted over the roof, and gently set it down on the space between the first and second court,
which was eight feet wide.  I then stept over the building very conveniently from one stool to the other,
and drew up the first after me with a hooked stick.  By this contrivance I got into the inmost court; and,
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lying down upon my side, I applied my face to the windows of the middle stories, which were left open
on purpose, and discovered the most splendid apartments that can be imagined.  There I saw the
empress and the young princes, in their several lodgings, with their chief attendants about them.  Her
imperial majesty was pleased to smile very graciously upon me, and gave me out of the window her
hand to kiss.

But I shall not anticipate the reader with further descriptions of this kind, because I reserve them for a
greater work, which is now almost ready for the press; containing a general description of this empire,
from its first erection, through along series of princes; with a particular account of their wars and
politics, laws, learning, and religion; their plants and animals; their peculiar manners and customs, with
other matters very curious and useful; my chief design at present being only to relate such events and
transactions as happened to the public or to myself during a residence of about nine months in that
empire.

One morning, about a fortnight after I had obtained my liberty, Reldresal, principal secretary (as they
style him) for private affairs, came to my house attended only by one servant.  He ordered his coach to
wait at a distance, and desired I would give him an hours audience; which I readily consented to, on
account of his quality and personal merits, as well as of the many good offices he had done me during
my solicitations at court.  I offered to lie down that he might the more conveniently reach my ear, but he
chose rather to let me hold him in my hand during our conversation.  He began with compliments on my
liberty; said “he might pretend to some merit in it;” but, however, added, “that if it had not been for the
present situation of things at court, perhaps I might not have obtained it so soon.  For,” said he, “as
flourishing a condition as we may appear to be in to foreigners, we labour under two mighty evils: a
violent faction at home, and the danger of an invasion, by a most potent enemy, from abroad.  As to the
first, you are to understand, that for about seventy moons past there have been two struggling parties
in this empire, under the names of Tramecksan and Slamecksan, from the high and low heels of their
shoes,  by which they distinguish themselves.   It  is  alleged,  indeed,  that  the high heels  are most
agreeable to our ancient constitution; but, however this be, his majesty has determined to make use
only of low heels in the administration of the government, and all offices in the gift of the crown, as you
cannot but observe; and particularly that his majesty’s imperial heels are lower at least by a drurr than
any of his court (drurr is a measure about the fourteenth part of an inch).  The animosities between
these two parties run so high, that they will neither eat, nor drink, nor talk with each other.  We
compute the Tramecksan, or high heels, to exceed us in number; but the power is wholly on our side. 
We apprehend his imperial highness, the heir to the crown, to have some tendency towards the high
heels; at least we can plainly discover that one of his heels is higher than the other, which gives him a
hobble in his gait.  Now, in the midst of these intestine disquiets, we are threatened with an invasion
from the island of Blefuscu, which is the other great empire of the universe, almost as large and
powerful as this of his majesty.  For as to what we have heard you affirm, that there are other kingdoms
and states in the world inhabited by human creatures as large as yourself, our philosophers are in much
doubt, and would rather conjecture that you dropped from the moon, or one of the stars; because it is
certain, that a hundred mortals of your bulk would in a short time destroy all the fruits and cattle of his
majesty’s dominions: besides, our histories of six thousand moons make no mention of any other regions
than the two great empires of Lilliput and Blefuscu.  Which two mighty powers have, as I was going to
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tell  you, been engaged in a most obstinate war for six-and-thirty moons past.  It  began upon the
following occasion.  It is allowed on all hands, that the primitive way of breaking eggs, before we eat
them, was upon the larger end; but his present majesty’s grandfather, while he was a boy, going to eat
an egg,  and breaking it  according to  the  ancient  practice,  happened to  cut  one of  his  fingers.  
Whereupon  the  emperor  his  father  published  an  edict,  commanding  all  his  subjects,  upon  great
penalties, to break the smaller end of their eggs.  The people so highly resented this law, that our
histories tell us, there have been six rebellions raised on that account; wherein one emperor lost his life,
and another his crown.  These civil commotions were constantly fomented by the monarchs of Blefuscu;
and when they were quelled, the exiles always fled for refuge to that empire.  It is computed that eleven
thousand persons have at several times suffered death, rather than submit to break their eggs at the
smaller end.  Many hundred large volumes have been published upon this controversy: but the books of
the Big-endians have been long forbidden, and the whole party rendered incapable by law of holding
employments.  During the course of these troubles, the emperors of Blefusca did frequently expostulate
by their ambassadors, accusing us of making a schism in religion, by offending against a fundamental
doctrine of our great prophet Lustrog, in the fifty-fourth chapter of the Blundecral (which is their
Alcoran).  This, however, is thought to be a mere strain upon the text; for the words are these: ‘that all
true believers break their eggs at the convenient end.’  And which is the convenient end, seems, in my
humble opinion to be left to every man’s conscience, or at least in the power of the chief magistrate to
determine.  Now, the Big-endian exiles have found so much credit in the emperor of Blefuscu’s court,
and so much private assistance and encouragement from their party here at home, that a bloody war
has been carried on between the two empires for six-and-thirty moons, with various success; during
which time we have lost forty capital ships, and a much a greater number of smaller vessels, together
with thirty thousand of our best seamen and soldiers;  and the damage received by the enemy is
reckoned to be somewhat greater than ours.  However, they have now equipped a numerous fleet, and
are just preparing to make a descent upon us; and his imperial majesty, placing great confidence in
your valour and strength, has commanded me to lay this account of his affairs before you.”

I desired the secretary to present my humble duty to the emperor; and to let him know, “that I thought
it would not become me, who was a foreigner, to interfere with parties; but I was ready, with the hazard
of my life, to defend his person and state against all invaders.”

CHAPTER V.

The author, by an extraordinary stratagem, prevents an invasion.  A high title of honour is conferred
upon him.  Ambassadors arrive from the emperor of Blefuscu, and sue for peace.  The empress’s
apartment on fire by an accident; the author instrumental in saving the rest of the palace.

The empire of Blefuscu is an island situated to the north-east of Lilliput, from which it is parted only by
a channel of eight hundred yards wide.  I had not yet seen it, and upon this notice of an intended
invasion, I avoided appearing on that side of the coast, for fear of being discovered, by some of the
enemy’s ships, who had received no intelligence of me; all intercourse between the two empires having
been strictly forbidden during the war, upon pain of death, and an embargo laid by our emperor upon
all vessels whatsoever.  I communicated to his majesty a project I had formed of seizing the enemy’s
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whole fleet; which, as our scouts assured us, lay at anchor in the harbour, ready to sail with the first fair
wind.  I consulted the most experienced seamen upon the depth of the channel, which they had often
plumbed; who told me, that in the middle, at high-water, it was seventyglumgluffs deep, which is about
six feet of European measure; and the rest of it fifty glumgluffs at most.  I walked towards the north-
east coast, over against Blefuscu, where, lying down behind a hillock, I took out my small perspective
glass, and viewed the enemy’s fleet at anchor, consisting of about fifty men of war, and a great number
of transports: I then came back to my house, and gave orders (for which I had a warrant) for a great
quantity of the strongest cable and bars of iron.  The cable was about as thick as packthread and the
bars of the length and size of a knitting-needle.  I trebled the cable to make it stronger, and for the
same reason I twisted three of the iron bars together, bending the extremities into a hook.  Having thus
fixed fifty hooks to as many cables, I went back to the north-east coast, and putting off my coat, shoes,
and stockings, walked into the sea, in my leathern jerkin, about half an hour before high water.  I waded
with what haste I could, and swam in the middle about thirty yards, till I felt ground.  I arrived at the
fleet in less than half an hour.  The enemy was so frightened when they saw me, that they leaped out of
their ships, and swam to shore, where there could not be fewer than thirty thousand souls.  I then took
my tackling, and, fastening a hook to the hole at the prow of each, I tied all the cords together at the
end.  While I was thus employed, the enemy discharged several thousand arrows, many of which stuck
in my hands and face, and, beside the excessive smart, gave me much disturbance in my work.  My
greatest apprehension was for mine eyes, which I should have infallibly lost, if I had not suddenly
thought of an expedient.  I kept, among other little necessaries, a pair of spectacles in a private pocket,
which, as I observed before, had escaped the emperor’s searchers.  These I took out and fastened as
strongly as I could upon my nose, and thus armed, went on boldly with my work, in spite of the enemy’s
arrows, many of which struck against the glasses of my spectacles, but without any other effect, further
than a little to discompose them.  I had now fastened all the hooks, and, taking the knot in my hand,
began to pull; but not a ship would stir, for they were all too fast held by their anchors, so that the
boldest part of my enterprise remained.  I therefore let go the cord, and leaving the looks fixed to the
ships, I resolutely cut with my knife the cables that fastened the anchors, receiving about two hundred
shots in my face and hands; then I took up the knotted end of the cables, to which my hooks were tied,
and with great ease drew fifty of the enemy’s largest men of war after me.

The Blefuscudians, who had not the least imagination of what I intended, were at first confounded with
astonishment.  They had seen me cut the cables, and thought my design was only to let the ships run
adrift or fall foul on each other: but when they perceived the whole fleet moving in order, and saw me
pulling at the end, they set up such a scream of grief and despair as it is almost impossible to describe
or conceive.  When I had got out of danger, I stopped awhile to pick out the arrows that stuck in my
hands and face; and rubbed on some of the same ointment that was given me at my first arrival, as I
have formerly mentioned.  I then took off my spectacles, and waiting about an hour, till the tide was a
little fallen, I waded through the middle with my cargo, and arrived safe at the royal port of Lilliput.

The emperor and his whole court stood on the shore, expecting the issue of this great adventure.  They
saw the ships move forward in a large half-moon, but could not discern me, who was up to my breast in
water.  When I advanced to the middle of the channel, they were yet more in pain, because I was under
water  to  my neck.   The emperor  concluded me to  be  drowned,  and that  the  enemy’s  fleet  was
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approaching in a hostile manner: but he was soon eased of his fears; for the channel growing shallower
every step I made, I came in a short time within hearing, and holding up the end of the cable, by which
the fleet was fastened, I cried in a loud voice, “Long live the most puissant king of Lilliput!”  This great
prince received me at my landing with all possible encomiums, and created me a nardac upon the spot,
which is the highest title of honour among them.

His majesty desired I would take some other opportunity of bringing all the rest of his enemy’s ships
into his ports.  And so unmeasureable is the ambition of princes, that he seemed to think of nothing less
than  reducing  the  whole  empire  of  Blefuscu  into  a  province,  and  governing  it,  by  a  viceroy;  of
destroying the Big-endian exiles, and compelling that people to break the smaller end of their eggs, by
which he would remain the sole monarch of the whole world.  But I endeavoured to divert him from this
design, by many arguments drawn from the topics of policy as well as justice; and I plainly protested,
“that I would never be an instrument of bringing a free and brave people into slavery.”  And, when the
matter was debated in council, the wisest part of the ministry were of my opinion.

This open bold declaration of mine was so opposite to the schemes and politics of his imperial majesty,
that he could never forgive me.  He mentioned it in a very artful manner at council, where I was told
that some of the wisest appeared, at least by their silence, to be of my opinion; but others, who were my
secret enemies, could not forbear some expressions which, by a side-wind, reflected on me.  And from
this time began an intrigue between his majesty and a junto of ministers, maliciously bent against me,
which broke out in less than two months, and had like to have ended in my utter destruction.  Of so
little weight are the greatest services to princes, when put into the balance with a refusal to gratify
their passions.

About three weeks after this exploit, there arrived a solemn embassy from Blefuscu, with humble offers
of a peace, which was soon concluded, upon conditions very advantageous to our emperor, wherewith I
shall not trouble the reader.  There were six ambassadors, with a train of about five hundred persons,
and their entry was very magnificent, suitable to the grandeur of their master, and the importance of
their business.  When their treaty was finished, wherein I did them several good offices by the credit I
now had, or at least appeared to have, at court, their excellencies, who were privately told how much I
had been their friend, made me a visit in form.  They began with many compliments upon my valour and
generosity, invited me to that kingdom in the emperor their master’s name, and desired me to show
them some proofs of my prodigious strength, of which they had heard so many wonders; wherein I
readily obliged them, but shall not trouble the reader with the particulars.

When I had for some time entertained their excellencies, to their infinite satisfaction and surprise, I
desired they would do me the honour to present my most humble respects to the emperor their master,
the renown of whose virtues had so justly filled the whole world with admiration, and whose royal
person I resolved to attend, before I returned to my own country.  Accordingly, the next time I had the
honour to see our emperor, I desired his general license to wait on the Blefuscudian monarch, which he
was pleased to grant me, as I could perceive, in a very cold manner; but could not guess the reason, till
I had a whisper from a certain person, “that Flimnap and Bolgolam had represented my intercourse
with those ambassadors as a mark of disaffection;” from which I am sure my heart was wholly free.  And
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this was the first time I began to conceive some imperfect idea of courts and ministers.

It is to be observed, that these ambassadors spoke to me, by an interpreter, the languages of both
empires differing as much from each other as any two in Europe, and each nation priding itself upon the
antiquity, beauty, and energy of their own tongue, with an avowed contempt for that of their neighbour;
yet our emperor, standing upon the advantage he had got by the seizure of their fleet, obliged them to
deliver their credentials, and make their speech, in the Lilliputian tongue.  And it must be confessed,
that from the great intercourse of  trade and commerce between both realms,  from the continual
reception of exiles which is mutual among them, and from the custom, in each empire, to send their
young nobility and richer gentry to the other, in order to polish themselves by seeing the world, and
understanding men and manners; there are few persons of distinction, or merchants, or seamen, who
dwell in the maritime parts, but what can hold conversation in both tongues; as I found some weeks
after,  when I  went to pay my respects to the emperor of  Blefuscu,  which,  in the midst  of  great
misfortunes, through the malice of my enemies, proved a very happy adventure to me, as I shall relate
in its proper place.

The reader may remember, that when I signed those articles upon which I recovered my liberty, there
were some which I disliked, upon account of their being too servile; neither could anything but an
extreme necessity have forced me to submit.  But being now a nardac of the highest rank in that
empire, such offices were looked upon as below my dignity, and the emperor (to do him justice), never
once mentioned them to me.  However, it was not long before I had an opportunity of doing his majesty,
at least as I then thought, a most signal service.  I was alarmed at midnight with the cries of many
hundred people at my door; by which, being suddenly awaked, I was in some kind of terror.  I heard the
word Burglum  repeated incessantly: several of the emperor’s court, making their way through the
crowd, entreated me to come immediately to the palace, where her imperial majesty’s apartment was
on fire, by the carelessness of a maid of honour, who fell asleep while she was reading a romance.  I got
up in an instant; and orders being given to clear the way before me, and it being likewise a moonshine
night, I made a shift to get to the palace without trampling on any of the people.  I found they had
already applied ladders to the walls of the apartment, and were well provided with buckets, but the
water was at some distance.  These buckets were about the size of large thimbles, and the poor people
supplied me with them as fast as they could: but the flame was so violent that they did little good.  I
might easily have stifled it with my coat, which I unfortunately left behind me for haste, and came away
only in my leathern jerkin.  The case seemed wholly desperate and deplorable; and this magnificent
palace would have infallibly been burnt down to the ground, if, by a presence of mind unusual to me, I
had not suddenly thought of an expedient.  I had, the evening before, drunk plentifully of a most
delicious wine calledglimigrim, (the Blefuscudians call it flunec, but ours is esteemed the better sort,)
which is very diuretic.  By the luckiest chance in the world, I had not discharged myself of any part of
it.  The heat I had contracted by coming very near the flames, and by labouring to quench them, made
the wine begin to operate by urine; which I voided in such a quantity, and applied so well to the proper
places, that in three minutes the fire was wholly extinguished, and the rest of that noble pile, which had
cost so many ages in erecting, preserved from destruction.

It was now day-light, and I returned to my house without waiting to congratulate with the emperor:
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because, although I had done a very eminent piece of service, yet I could not tell how his majesty might
resent the manner by which I had performed it: for, by the fundamental laws of the realm, it is capital in
any person, of what quality soever, to make water within the precincts of the palace.  But I was a little
comforted by a message from his majesty, “that he would give orders to the grand justiciary for passing
my pardon in form:” which, however, I could not obtain; and I was privately assured, “that the empress,
conceiving the greatest abhorrence of what I had done, removed to the most distant side of the court,
firmly resolved that those buildings should never be repaired for her use: and, in the presence of her
chief confidents could not forbear vowing revenge.”

CHAPTER VI.

Of the inhabitants of Lilliput; their learning, laws, and customs; the manner of educating their children. 
The author’s way of living in that country.  His vindication of a great lady.

Although I intend to leave the description of this empire to a particular treatise, yet, in the mean time, I
am content to gratify the curious reader with some general ideas.  As the common size of the natives is
somewhat under six inches high, so there is an exact proportion in all other animals, as well as plants
and trees: for instance, the tallest horses and oxen are between four and five inches in height, the sheep
an inch and half, more or less: their geese about the bigness of a sparrow, and so the several gradations
downwards till you come to the smallest, which to my sight, were almost invisible; but nature has
adapted the eyes of the Lilliputians to all objects proper for their view: they see with great exactness,
but at no great distance.  And, to show the sharpness of their sight towards objects that are near, I have
been much pleased with observing a cook pulling a lark, which was not so large as a common fly; and a
young girl threading an invisible needle with invisible silk.  Their tallest trees are about seven feet high:
I mean some of those in the great royal park, the tops whereof I could but just reach with my fist
clenched.  The other vegetables are in the same proportion; but this I leave to the reader’s imagination.

I shall say but little at present of their learning, which, for many ages, has flourished in all its branches
among them: but their manner of writing is very peculiar, being neither from the left to the right, like
the Europeans, nor from the right to the left, like the Arabians, nor from up to down, like the Chinese,
but aslant, from one corner of the paper to the other, like ladies in England.

They bury their dead with their heads directly downward, because they hold an opinion, that in eleven
thousand moons they are all to rise again; in which period the earth (which they conceive to be flat) will
turn upside down, and by this means they shall, at their resurrection, be found ready standing on their
feet.  The learned among them confess the absurdity of this doctrine; but the practice still continues, in
compliance to the vulgar.

There are some laws and customs in this empire very peculiar; and if they were not so directly contrary
to those of my own dear country, I should be tempted to say a little in their justification.  It is only to be
wished they were as well executed.  The first I shall mention, relates to informers.  All crimes against
the state, are punished here with the utmost severity; but, if the person accused makes his innocence
plainly to appear upon his trial, the accuser is immediately put to an ignominious death; and out of his
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goods or lands the innocent person is quadruply recompensed for the loss of his time, for the danger he
underwent, for the hardship of his imprisonment, and for all the charges he has been at in making his
defence; or, if that fund be deficient, it is largely supplied by the crown.  The emperor also confers on
him some public mark of his favour, and proclamation is made of his innocence through the whole city.

They look upon fraud as a greater crime than theft, and therefore seldom fail to punish it with death; for
they allege, that care and vigilance, with a very common understanding, may preserve a man’s goods
from thieves, but honesty has no defence against superior cunning; and, since it is necessary that there
should be a perpetual  intercourse of  buying and selling,  and dealing upon credit,  where fraud is
permitted and connived at, or has no law to punish it, the honest dealer is always undone, and the
knave gets the advantage.  I remember, when I was once interceding with the emperor for a criminal
who had wronged his master of a great sum of money, which he had received by order and ran away
with; and happening to tell his majesty, by way of extenuation, that it was only a breach of trust, the
emperor thought it monstrous in me to offer as a defence the greatest aggravation of the crime; and
truly I had little to say in return, farther than the common answer, that different nations had different
customs; for, I confess, I was heartily ashamed. [330]

Although we usually call reward and punishment the two hinges upon which all government turns, yet I
could never observe this maxim to be put in practice by any nation except that of Lilliput.  Whoever can
there bring sufficient proof, that he has strictly observed the laws of his country for seventy-three
moons,  has  a  claim  to  certain  privileges,  according  to  his  quality  or  condition  of  life,  with  a
proportionable sum of money out of a fund appropriated for that use: he likewise acquires the title of
snilpall, or legal, which is added to his name, but does not descend to his posterity.  And these people
thought it a prodigious defect of policy among us, when I told them that our laws were enforced only by
penalties, without any mention of reward.  It is upon this account that the image of Justice, in their
courts of judicature, is formed with six eyes, two before, as many behind, and on each side one, to
signify circumspection; with a bag of gold open in her right hand, and a sword sheathed in her left, to
show she is more disposed to reward than to punish.

In choosing persons for all employments, they have more regard to good morals than to great abilities;
for,  since  government  is  necessary  to  mankind,  they  believe,  that  the  common  size  of  human
understanding is fitted to some station or other; and that Providence never intended to make the
management of public affairs a mystery to be comprehended only by a few persons of sublime genius, of
which there seldom are three born in an age: but they suppose truth, justice, temperance, and the like,
to be in every man’s power; the practice of which virtues, assisted by experience and a good intention,
would qualify any man for the service of his country, except where a course of study is required.  But
they thought the want of moral virtues was so far from being supplied by superior endowments of the
mind, that employments could never be put into such dangerous hands as those of persons so qualified;
and, at least, that the mistakes committed by ignorance, in a virtuous disposition, would never be of
such fatal consequence to the public weal, as the practices of a man, whose inclinations led him to be
corrupt, and who had great abilities to manage, to multiply, and defend his corruptions.

In like manner, the disbelief of a Divine Providence renders a man incapable of holding any public
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station; for, since kings avow themselves to be the deputies of Providence, the Lilliputians think nothing
can be more absurd than for a prince to employ such men as disown the authority under which he acts.

In relating these and the following laws, I would only be understood to mean the original institutions,
and not the most scandalous corruptions, into which these people are fallen by the degenerate nature of
man.  For, as to that infamous practice of acquiring great employments by dancing on the ropes, or
badges of favour and distinction by leaping over sticks and creeping under them, the reader is to
observe, that they were first introduced by the grandfather of the emperor now reigning, and grew to
the present height by the gradual increase of party and faction.

Ingratitude is among them a capital crime, as we read it to have been in some other countries: for they
reason thus; that whoever makes ill returns to his benefactor, must needs be a common enemy to the
rest of mankind, from whom he has received no obligation, and therefore such a man is not fit to live.

Their notions relating to the duties of parents and children differ extremely from ours.  For, since the
conjunction of male and female is founded upon the great law of nature, in order to propagate and
continue the species, the Lilliputians will needs have it, that men and women are joined together, like
other animals, by the motives of concupiscence; and that their tenderness towards their young proceeds
from the like natural  principle:  for  which reason they will  never allow that  a child is  under any
obligation to his father for begetting him, or to his mother for bringing him into the world; which,
considering the miseries of human life, was neither a benefit in itself, nor intended so by his parents,
whose  thoughts,  in  their  love  encounters,  were  otherwise  employed.   Upon  these,  and  the  like
reasonings, their opinion is, that parents are the last of all others to be trusted with the education of
their own children; and therefore they have in every town public nurseries, where all parents, except
cottagers and labourers, are obliged to send their infants of both sexes to be reared and educated, when
they come to the age of twenty moons, at which time they are supposed to have some rudiments of
docility.  These schools are of several kinds, suited to different qualities, and both sexes.  They have
certain professors well skilled in preparing children for such a condition of life as befits the rank of their
parents, and their own capacities, as well as inclinations.  I  shall first say something of the male
nurseries, and then of the female.

The nurseries for males of noble or eminent birth, are provided with grave and learned professors, and
their several deputies.  The clothes and food of the children are plain and simple.  They are bred up in
the principles of honour, justice, courage, modesty, clemency, religion, and love of their country; they
are always employed in some business, except in the times of eating and sleeping, which are very short,
and two hours for diversions consisting of bodily exercises.  They are dressed by men till four years of
age, and then are obliged to dress themselves, although their quality be ever so great; and the women
attendant, who are aged proportionably to ours at fifty, perform only the most menial offices.  They are
never suffered to converse with servants, but go together in smaller or greater numbers to take their
diversions, and always in the presence of a professor, or one of his deputies; whereby they avoid those
early bad impressions of folly and vice, to which our children are subject.  Their parents are suffered to
see them only twice a year; the visit is to last but an hour; they are allowed to kiss the child at meeting
and parting; but a professor, who always stands by on those occasions, will not suffer them to whisper,
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or use any fondling expressions, or bring any presents of toys, sweetmeats, and the like.

The pension from each family for the education and entertainment of a child, upon failure of due
payment, is levied by the emperor’s officers.

The nurseries for children of ordinary gentlemen, merchants, traders, and handicrafts, are managed
proportionably after the same manner; only those designed for trades are put out apprentices at eleven
years old, whereas those of persons of quality continue in their exercises till fifteen, which answers to
twenty-one with us: but the confinement is gradually lessened for the last three years.

In the female nurseries, the young girls of quality are educated much like the males, only they are
dressed by orderly servants of their own sex; but always in the presence of a professor or deputy, till
they come to dress themselves, which is at five years old.  And if it be found that these nurses ever
presume to entertain the girls with frightful or foolish stories, or the common follies practised by
chambermaids among us, they are publicly whipped thrice about the city, imprisoned for a year, and
banished for life to the most desolate part of the country.  Thus the young ladies are as much ashamed
of being cowards and fools as the men, and despise all  personal ornaments, beyond decency and
cleanliness: neither did I perceive any difference in their education made by their difference of sex, only
that the exercises of the females were not altogether so robust; and that some rules were given them
relating to domestic life, and a smaller compass of learning was enjoined them: for their maxim is, that
among peoples of quality, a wife should be always a reasonable and agreeable companion, because she
cannot always be young.  When the girls are twelve years old, which among them is the marriageable
age, their parents or guardians take them home, with great expressions of gratitude to the professors,
and seldom without tears of the young lady and her companions.

In the nurseries of females of the meaner sort, the children are instructed in all kinds of works proper
for their sex, and their several degrees: those intended for apprentices are dismissed at seven years old,
the rest are kept to eleven.

The meaner families who have children at these nurseries, are obliged, besides their annual pension,
which is as low as possible, to return to the steward of the nursery a small monthly share of their
gettings, to be a portion for the child; and therefore all parents are limited in their expenses by the law. 
For the Lilliputians think nothing can be more unjust, than for people, in subservience to their own
appetites, to bring children into the world, and leave the burthen of supporting them on the public.  As
to persons of quality, they give security to appropriate a certain sum for each child, suitable to their
condition; and these funds are always managed with good husbandry and the most exact justice.

The cottagers and labourers keep their children at home, their business being only to till and cultivate
the earth, and therefore their education is of little consequence to the public: but the old and diseased
among them, are supported by hospitals; for begging is a trade unknown in this empire.

And here it may, perhaps, divert the curious reader, to give some account of my domestics, and my
manner of living in this country, during a residence of nine months, and thirteen days.  Having a head
mechanically turned, and being likewise forced by necessity, I had made for myself a table and chair
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convenient  enough,  out  of  the largest  trees  in  the royal  park.   Two hundred sempstresses  were
employed to make me shirts, and linen for my bed and table, all of the strongest and coarsest kind they
could get; which, however, they were forced to quilt together in several folds, for the thickest was some
degrees finer than lawn.  Their linen is usually three inches wide, and three feet make a piece.  The
sempstresses took my measure as I lay on the ground, one standing at my neck, and another at my mid-
leg, with a strong cord extended, that each held by the end, while a third measured the length of the
cord with a rule of an inch long.  Then they measured my right thumb, and desired no more; for by a
mathematical computation, that twice round the thumb is once round the wrist, and so on to the neck
and the waist, and by the help of my old shirt, which I displayed on the ground before them for a
pattern, they fitted me exactly.  Three hundred tailors were employed in the same manner to make me
clothes; but they had another contrivance for taking my measure.  I kneeled down, and they raised a
ladder from the ground to my neck; upon this ladder one of them mounted, and let fall a plumb-line
from my collar to the floor, which just answered the length of my coat: but my waist and arms I
measured myself.  When my clothes were finished, which was done in my house (for the largest of theirs
would not have been able to hold them), they looked like the patch-work made by the ladies in England,
only that mine were all of a colour.

I had three hundred cooks to dress my victuals, in little convenient huts built about my house, where
they and their families lived, and prepared me two dishes a-piece.  I took up twenty waiters in my hand,
and placed them on the table: a hundred more attended below on the ground, some with dishes of meat,
and some with barrels of wine and other liquors slung on their shoulders; all which the waiters above
drew up, as I wanted, in a very ingenious manner, by certain cords, as we draw the bucket up a well in
Europe.  A dish of their meat was a good mouthful, and a barrel of their liquor a reasonable draught. 
Their mutton yields to ours, but their beef is excellent.  I have had a sirloin so large, that I have been
forced to make three bites of it; but this is rare.  My servants were astonished to see me eat it, bones
and all, as in our country we do the leg of a lark.  Their geese and turkeys I usually ate at a mouthful,
and I confess they far exceed ours.  Of their smaller fowl I could take up twenty or thirty at the end of
my knife.

One day his imperial majesty, being informed of my way of living, desired “that himself and his royal
consort, with the young princes of the blood of both sexes, might have the happiness,” as he was
pleased to call it, “of dining with me.”  They came accordingly, and I placed them in chairs of state,
upon my table, just over against me, with their guards about them.  Flimnap, the lord high treasurer,
attended there likewise with his  white  staff;  and I  observed he often looked on me with a  sour
countenance, which I would not seem to regard, but ate more than usual, in honour to my dear country,
as well as to fill the court with admiration.  I have some private reasons to believe, that this visit from
his majesty gave Flimnap an opportunity of doing me ill offices to his master.  That minister had always
been my secret enemy, though he outwardly caressed me more than was usual to the moroseness of his
nature.  He represented to the emperor “the low condition of his treasury; that he was forced to take up
money at a great discount; that exchequer bills would not circulate under nine per cent. below par; that
I had cost his majesty above a million and a half of sprugs” (their greatest gold coin, about the bigness
of a spangle) “and, upon the whole, that it would be advisable in the emperor to take the first fair
occasion of dismissing me.”
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I am here obliged to vindicate the reputation of an excellent lady, who was an innocent sufferer upon
my account.  The treasurer took a fancy to be jealous of his wife, from the malice of some evil tongues,
who informed him that her grace had taken a violent affection for my person; and the court scandal ran
for some time, that she once came privately to my lodging.  This I solemnly declare to be a most
infamous falsehood, without any grounds, further than that her grace was pleased to treat me with all
innocent marks of freedom and friendship.  I own she came often to my house, but always publicly, nor
ever without three more in the coach, who were usually her sister and young daughter, and some
particular acquaintance; but this was common to many other ladies of the court.  And I still appeal to
my servants round, whether they at any time saw a coach at my door, without knowing what persons
were in it.  On those occasions, when a servant had given me notice, my custom was to go immediately
to the door, and, after paying my respects, to take up the coach and two horses very carefully in my
hands (for, if there were six horses, the postillion always unharnessed four,) and place them on a table,
where I had fixed a movable rim quite round, of five inches high, to prevent accidents.  And I have often
had four coaches and horses at once on my table, full of company, while I sat in my chair, leaning my
face towards them; and when I was engaged with one set, the coachmen would gently drive the others
round my table.  I have passed many an afternoon very agreeably in these conversations.  But I defy the
treasurer, or his two informers (I will name them, and let them make the best of it) Clustril and Drunlo,
to prove that any person ever came to me incognito, except the secretary Reldresal, who was sent by
express command of his imperial majesty, as I have before related.  I should not have dwelt so long
upon this particular, if it had not been a point wherein the reputation of a great lady is so nearly
concerned, to say nothing of my own; though I then had the honour to be a nardac, which the treasurer
himself is not; for all the world knows, that he is only a glumglum, a title inferior by one degree, as that
of a marquis is to a duke in England; yet I allow he preceded me in right of his post.  These false
informations, which I afterwards came to the knowledge of by an accident not proper to mention, made
the treasurer show his lady for some time an ill countenance, and me a worse; and although he was at
last undeceived and reconciled to her, yet I lost all credit with him, and found my interest decline very
fast with the emperor himself, who was, indeed, too much governed by that favourite.

CHAPTER VII.

The author, being informed of a design to accuse him of high-treason, makes his escape to Blefuscu. 
His reception there.

Before I proceed to give an account of my leaving this kingdom, it may be proper to inform the reader of
a private intrigue which had been for two months forming against me.

I had been hitherto, all my life, a stranger to courts, for which I was unqualified by the meanness of my
condition.  I had indeed heard and read enough of the dispositions of great princes and ministers, but
never expected to have found such terrible effects of them, in so remote a country, governed, as I
thought, by very different maxims from those in Europe.

When I was just preparing to pay my attendance on the emperor of Blefuscu, a considerable person at
court (to whom I had been very serviceable, at a time when he lay under the highest displeasure of his
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imperial majesty) came to my house very privately at night, in a close chair, and, without sending his
name, desired admittance.  The chairmen were dismissed; I put the chair, with his lordship in it, into my
coat-pocket: and, giving orders to a trusty servant, to say I was indisposed and gone to sleep, I fastened
the door of my house, placed the chair on the table, according to my usual custom, and sat down by it. 
After the common salutations were over, observing his lordship’s countenance full of concern, and
inquiring into the reason, he desired “I would hear him with patience, in a matter that highly concerned
my honour and my life.”  His speech was to the following effect, for I took notes of it as soon as he left
me:—

“You are to know,” said he, “that several committees of council have been lately called, in the most
private manner, on your account; and it is but two days since his majesty came to a full resolution.

“You are very sensible that Skyresh Bolgolam” (galbet, or high-admiral) “has been your mortal enemy,
almost ever since your arrival.  His original reasons I know not; but his hatred is increased since your
great  success  against  Blefuscu,  by  which  his  glory  as  admiral  is  much  obscured.   This  lord,  in
conjunction with Flimnap the high-treasurer, whose enmity against you is notorious on account of his
lady, Limtoc the general, Lalcon the chamberlain, and Balmuff the grand justiciary, have prepared
articles of impeachment against you, for treason and other capital crimes.”

This preface made me so impatient, being conscious of my own merits and innocence, that I was going
to interrupt him; when he entreated me to be silent, and thus proceeded:—

“Out of gratitude for the favours you have done me, I procured information of the whole proceedings,
and a copy of the articles; wherein I venture my head for your service.

“‘Articles of Impeachment against QUINBUS FLESTRIN, (the Man-Mountain.)

Article I.

“‘Whereas, by a statute made in the reign of his imperial majesty Calin Deffar Plune, it is enacted,
that, whoever shall make water within the precincts of the royal palace, shall be liable to the pains
and penalties of high-treason; notwithstanding, the said Quinbus Flestrin, in open breach of the said
law, under colour of extinguishing the fire kindled in the apartment of his majesty’s most dear
imperial consort, did maliciously, traitorously, and devilishly, by discharge of his urine, put out the
said fire kindled in the said apartment, lying and being within the precincts of the said royal palace,
against the statute in that case provided, etc. against the duty, etc.

Article II.

“‘That the said Quinbus Flestrin, having brought the imperial fleet of Blefuscu into the royal port,
and being afterwards commanded by his imperial majesty to seize all the other ships of the said
empire of Blefuscu, and reduce that empire to a province, to be governed by a viceroy from hence,
and to destroy and put to death, not only all the Big-endian exiles, but likewise all the people of that
empire who would not immediately forsake the Big-endian heresy, he, the said Flestrin, like a false
traitor against his most auspicious, serene, imperial majesty, did petition to be excused from the
said service, upon pretence of unwillingness to force the consciences, or destroy the liberties and
lives of an innocent people.

Article III.
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“‘That, whereas certain ambassadors arrived from the Court of Blefuscu, to sue for peace in his
majesty’s court, he, the said Flestrin, did, like a false traitor, aid, abet, comfort, and divert, the said
ambassadors, although he knew them to be servants to a prince who was lately an open enemy to his
imperial majesty, and in an open war against his said majesty.

Article IV.

“‘That the said Quinbus Flestrin, contrary to the duty of a faithful subject, is now preparing to make
a voyage to the court and empire of Blefuscu, for which he has received only verbal license from his
imperial majesty; and, under colour of the said license, does falsely and traitorously intend to take
the said voyage, and thereby to aid, comfort, and abet the emperor of Blefuscu, so lately an enemy,
and in open war with his imperial majesty aforesaid.’

“There are some other articles; but these are the most important, of which I have read you an abstract.

“In the several debates upon this impeachment, it must be confessed that his majesty gave many marks
of his great lenity; often urging the services you had done him, and endeavouring to extenuate your
crimes.  The treasurer and admiral insisted that you should be put to the most painful and ignominious
death, by setting fire to your house at night, and the general was to attend with twenty thousand men,
armed with poisoned arrows, to shoot you on the face and hands.  Some of your servants were to have
private orders to strew a poisonous juice on your shirts and sheets, which would soon make you tear
your own flesh, and die in the utmost torture.  The general came into the same opinion; so that for a
long time there was a majority against you; but his majesty resolving, if possible, to spare your life, at
last brought off the chamberlain.

“Upon this incident, Reldresal, principal secretary for private affairs, who always approved himself your
true friend, was commanded by the emperor to deliver his opinion, which he accordingly did; and
therein justified the good thoughts you have of him.  He allowed your crimes to be great, but that still
there was room for mercy, the most commendable virtue in a prince, and for which his majesty was so
justly celebrated.  He said, the friendship between you and him was so well known to the world, that
perhaps the most honourable board might think him partial; however, in obedience to the command he
had received, he would freely offer his sentiments.  That if his majesty, in consideration of your services,
and pursuant to his own merciful disposition, would please to spare your life, and only give orders to
put out both your eyes, he humbly conceived, that by this expedient justice might in some measure be
satisfied, and all the world would applaud the lenity of the emperor, as well as the fair and generous
proceedings of those who have the honour to be his counsellors.  That the loss of your eyes would be no
impediment to your bodily strength, by which you might still be useful to his majesty; that blindness is
an addition to courage, by concealing dangers from us; that the fear you had for your eyes, was the
greatest difficulty in bringing over the enemy’s fleet, and it would be sufficient for you to see by the
eyes of the ministers, since the greatest princes do no more.

“This proposal was received with the utmost disapprobation by the whole board.  Bolgolam, the admiral,
could not preserve his temper, but,  rising up in fury, said, he wondered how the secretary durst
presume to give his opinion for preserving the life of a traitor; that the services you had performed
were, by all true reasons of state, the great aggravation of your crimes; that you, who were able to
extinguish the fire by discharge of urine in her majesty’s apartment (which he mentioned with horror),
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might, at another time, raise an inundation by the same means, to drown the whole palace; and the
same strength which enabled you to bring over the enemy’s fleet, might serve, upon the first discontent,
to carry it back; that he had good reasons to think you were a Big-endian in your heart; and, as treason
begins in the heart, before it appears in overt-acts, so he accused you as a traitor on that account, and
therefore insisted you should be put to death.

“The treasurer was of the same opinion: he showed to what straits his majesty’s revenue was reduced,
by the charge of maintaining you, which would soon grow insupportable; that the secretary’s expedient
of putting out your eyes, was so far from being a remedy against this evil, that it would probably
increase it, as is manifest from the common practice of blinding some kind of fowls, after which they fed
the faster, and grew sooner fat; that his sacred majesty and the council, who are your judges, were, in
their own consciences, fully convinced of your guilt, which was a sufficient argument to condemn you to
death, without the formal proofs required by the strict letter of the law.

“But his imperial majesty, fully determined against capital punishment, was graciously pleased to say,
that since the council thought the loss of your eyes too easy a censure, some other way may be inflicted
hereafter.  And your friend the secretary, humbly desiring to be heard again, in answer to what the
treasurer had objected, concerning the great charge his majesty was at in maintaining you, said, that
his excellency, who had the sole disposal of the emperor’s revenue, might easily provide against that
evil, by gradually lessening your establishment; by which, for want of sufficient for you would grow
weak and faint, and lose your appetite, and consequently, decay, and consume in a few months; neither
would the stench of  your  carcass  be then so dangerous,  when it  should become more than half
diminished; and immediately upon your death five or six thousand of his majesty’s subjects might, in
two or three days, cut your flesh from your bones, take it away by cart-loads, and bury it in distant
parts, to prevent infection, leaving the skeleton as a monument of admiration to posterity.

“Thus, by the great friendship of the secretary, the whole affair was compromised.  It was strictly
enjoined, that the project of starving you by degrees should be kept a secret; but the sentence of
putting out your eyes was entered on the books; none dissenting, except Bolgolam the admiral, who,
being a creature of the empress, was perpetually instigated by her majesty to insist upon your death,
she having borne perpetual malice against you, on account of that infamous and illegal method you took
to extinguish the fire in her apartment.

“In three days your friend the secretary will be directed to come to your house, and read before you the
articles of impeachment; and then to signify the great lenity and favour of his majesty and council,
whereby you are only condemned to the loss of your eyes, which his majesty does not question you will
gratefully and humbly submit to; and twenty of his majesty’s surgeons will attend, in order to see the
operation well performed, by discharging very sharp-pointed arrows into the balls of your eyes, as you
lie on the ground.

“I leave to your prudence what measures you will take; and to avoid suspicion, I must immediately
return in as private a manner as I came.”

His lordship did so; and I remained alone, under many doubts and perplexities of mind.
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It was a custom introduced by this prince and his ministry (very different, as I have been assured, from
the practice of former times,) that after the court had decreed any cruel execution, either to gratify the
monarch’s resentment, or the malice of a favourite, the emperor always made a speech to his whole
council, expressing his great lenity and tenderness, as qualities known and confessed by all the world. 
This speech was immediately published throughout the kingdom; nor did any thing terrify the people so
much as those encomiums on his majesty’s mercy; because it was observed, that the more these praises
were enlarged and insisted on, the more inhuman was the punishment, and the sufferer more innocent. 
Yet, as to myself, I must confess, having never been designed for a courtier, either by my birth or
education, I was so ill a judge of things, that I could not discover the lenity and favour of this sentence,
but conceived it (perhaps erroneously) rather to be rigorous than gentle.  I sometimes thought of
standing my trial, for, although I could not deny the facts alleged in the several articles, yet I hoped
they would admit of some extenuation.  But having in my life perused many state-trials, which I ever
observed to terminate as the judges thought fit to direct, I durst not rely on so dangerous a decision, in
so critical a juncture, and against such powerful enemies.  Once I was strongly bent upon resistance,
for, while I had liberty the whole strength of that empire could hardly subdue me, and I might easily
with stones pelt the metropolis to pieces; but I soon rejected that project with horror, by remembering
the oath I had made to the emperor, the favours I received from him, and the high title of nardac he
conferred upon me.  Neither had I so soon learned the gratitude of courtiers, to persuade myself, that
his majesty’s present seventies acquitted me of all past obligations.

At last, I fixed upon a resolution, for which it is probable I may incur some censure, and not unjustly; for
I confess I owe the preserving of mine eyes, and consequently my liberty, to my own great rashness and
want of experience; because, if I had then known the nature of princes and ministers, which I have since
observed in many other courts, and their methods of treating criminals less obnoxious than myself, I
should, with great alacrity and readiness, have submitted to so easy a punishment.  But hurried on by
the precipitancy of youth, and having his imperial majesty’s license to pay my attendance upon the
emperor of Blefuscu, I took this opportunity, before the three days were elapsed, to send a letter to my
friend the secretary, signifying my resolution of setting out that morning for Blefuscu, pursuant to the
leave I had got; and, without waiting for an answer, I went to that side of the island where our fleet lay. 
I seized a large man of war, tied a cable to the prow, and, lifting up the anchors, I stripped myself, put
my clothes (together with my coverlet, which I carried under my arm) into the vessel, and, drawing it
after me, between wading and swimming arrived at the royal port of Blefuscu, where the people had
long expected me: they lent me two guides to direct me to the capital city, which is of the same name.  I
held them in my hands, till I came within two hundred yards of the gate, and desired them “to signify
my arrival to one of the secretaries, and let him know, I there waited his majesty’s command.”  I had an
answer in about an hour, “that his majesty, attended by the royal family, and great officers of the court,
was coming out to receive me.”  I advanced a hundred yards.  The emperor and his train alighted from
their horses, the empress and ladies from their coaches, and I did not perceive they were in any fright
or concern.  I lay on the ground to kiss his majesty’s and the empress’s hands.  I told his majesty, “that I
was come according to my promise, and with the license of the emperor my master, to have the honour
of seeing so mighty a monarch, and to offer him any service in my power, consistent with my duty to my
own prince;” not mentioning a word of my disgrace, because I had hitherto no regular information of it,
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and might suppose myself wholly ignorant of any such design; neither could I reasonably conceive that
the emperor would discover the secret,  while I  was out  of  his  power;  wherein,  however,  it  soon
appeared I was deceived.

I shall not trouble the reader with the particular account of my reception at this court, which was
suitable to the generosity of so great a prince; nor of the difficulties I was in for want of a house and
bed, being forced to lie on the ground, wrapped up in my coverlet.

CHAPTER VIII.

The author, by a lucky accident, finds means to leave Blefuscu; and, after some difficulties, returns safe
to his native country.

Three days after my arrival, walking out of curiosity to the north-east coast of the island, I observed,
about half a league off in the sea, somewhat that looked like a boat overturned.  I pulled off my shoes
and stockings, and, wailing two or three hundred yards, I found the object to approach nearer by force
of the tide; and then plainly saw it to be a real boat, which I supposed might by some tempest have been
driven from a ship.  Whereupon, I returned immediately towards the city, and desired his imperial
majesty to lend me twenty of the tallest vessels he had left,  after the loss of his fleet, and three
thousand seamen, under the command of his vice-admiral.  This fleet sailed round, while I went back
the shortest way to the coast, where I first discovered the boat.  I found the tide had driven it still
nearer.  The seamen were all provided with cordage, which I had beforehand twisted to a sufficient
strength.  When the ships came up, I stripped myself, and waded till I came within a hundred yards off
the boat, after which I was forced to swim till I got up to it.  The seamen threw me the end of the cord,
which I fastened to a hole in the fore-part of the boat, and the other end to a man of war; but I found all
my labour to little purpose; for, being out of my depth, I was not able to work.  In this necessity I was
forced to swim behind, and push the boat forward, as often as I could, with one of my hands; and the
tide favouring me, I advanced so far that I could just hold up my chin and feel the ground.  I rested two
or three minutes, and then gave the boat another shove, and so on, till the sea was no higher than my
arm-pits; and now, the most laborious part being over, I took out my other cables, which were stowed in
one of the ships, and fastened them first to the boat, and then to nine of the vessels which attended me;
the wind being favourable, the seamen towed, and I shoved, until we arrived within forty yards of the
shore; and, waiting till the tide was out, I got dry to the boat, and by the assistance of two thousand
men, with ropes and engines, I made a shift to turn it on its bottom, and found it was but little damaged.

I shall not trouble the reader with the difficulties I was under, by the help of certain paddles, which cost
me ten days making, to get my boat to the royal port of Blefuscu, where a mighty concourse of people
appeared upon my arrival, full of wonder at the sight of so prodigious a vessel.  I told the emperor “that
my good fortune had thrown this boat in my way, to carry me to some place whence I might return into
my native country; and begged his majesty’s orders for getting materials to fit it up, together with his
license to depart;” which, after some kind expostulations, he was pleased to grant.

I did very much wonder, in all this time, not to have heard of any express relating to me from our
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emperor to the court of Blefuscu.  But I was afterward given privately to understand, that his imperial
majesty, never imagining I had the least notice of his designs, believed I was only gone to Blefuscu in
performance of my promise, according to the license he had given me, which was well known at our
court, and would return in a few days, when the ceremony was ended.  But he was at last in pain at my
long absence; and after consulting with the treasurer and the rest of that cabal, a person of quality was
dispatched with the copy of the articles against me.  This envoy had instructions to represent to the
monarch of Blefuscu, “the great lenity of his master, who was content to punish me no farther than with
the loss of mine eyes; that I had fled from justice; and if I did not return in two hours, I should be
deprived of my title of nardac, and declared a traitor.”  The envoy further added, “that in order to
maintain the peace and amity between both empires, his master expected that his brother of Blefuscu
would give orders to have me sent back to Lilliput, bound hand and foot, to be punished as a traitor.”

The emperor of Blefuscu, having taken three days to consult, returned an answer consisting of many
civilities and excuses.  He said, “that as for sending me bound, his brother knew it was impossible; that,
although I had deprived him of his fleet, yet he owed great obligations to me for many good offices I had
done him in making the peace.  That, however, both their majesties would soon be made easy; for I had
found a prodigious vessel on the shore, able to carry me on the sea, which he had given orders to fit up,
with my own assistance and direction; and he hoped, in a few weeks, both empires would be freed from
so insupportable an encumbrance.”

With this answer the envoy returned to Lilliput; and the monarch of Blefuscu related to me all that had
passed; offering me at the same time (but under the strictest confidence) his gracious protection, if I
would continue in his service; wherein, although I believed him sincere, yet I resolved never more to put
any confidence in princes or ministers, where I could possibly avoid it; and therefore, with all due
acknowledgments for his favourable intentions, I humbly begged to be excused.  I told him, “that since
fortune, whether good or evil, had thrown a vessel in my way, I was resolved to venture myself on the
ocean, rather than be an occasion of difference between two such mighty monarchs.”  Neither did I find
the emperor at all displeased; and I discovered, by a certain accident, that he was very glad of my
resolution, and so were most of his ministers.

These considerations moved me to hasten my departure somewhat sooner than I intended; to which the
court, impatient to have me gone, very readily contributed.  Five hundred workmen were employed to
make two sails to my boat, according to my directions, by quilting thirteen folds of their strongest linen
together.  I was at the pains of making ropes and cables, by twisting ten, twenty, or thirty of the
thickest and strongest of theirs.  A great stone that I happened to find, after a long search, by the sea-
shore, served me for an anchor.  I had the tallow of three hundred cows, for greasing my boat, and
other uses.  I was at incredible pains in cutting down some of the largest timber-trees, for oars and
masts, wherein I was, however, much assisted by his majesty’s ship-carpenters, who helped me in
smoothing them, after I had done the rough work.

In about a month, when all was prepared, I sent to receive his majesty’s commands, and to take my
leave.  The emperor and royal family came out of the palace; I lay down on my face to kiss his hand,
which he very graciously gave me: so did the empress and young princes of the blood.  His majesty
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presented me with fifty purses of two hundred sprugs a-piece, together with his picture at full length,
which I put immediately into one of my gloves, to keep it from being hurt.  The ceremonies at my
departure were too many to trouble the reader with at this time.

I stored the boat with the carcases of a hundred oxen, and three hundred sheep, with bread and drink
proportionable, and as much meat ready dressed as four hundred cooks could provide.  I took with me
six cows and two bulls alive, with as many ewes and rams, intending to carry them into my own country,
and propagate the breed.  And to feed them on board, I had a good bundle of hay, and a bag of corn.  I
would gladly have taken a dozen of the natives, but this was a thing the emperor would by no means
permit; and, besides a diligent search into my pockets, his majesty engaged my honour “not to carry
away any of his subjects, although with their own consent and desire.”

Having thus prepared all things as well as I was able, I set sail on the twenty-fourth day of September
1701, at six in the morning; and when I had gone about four-leagues to the northward, the wind being
at south-east, at six in the evening I descried a small island, about half a league to the north-west.  I
advanced forward, and cast anchor on the lee-side of the island, which seemed to be uninhabited.  I
then took some refreshment, and went to my rest.  I slept well, and as I conjectured at least six hours,
for I found the day broke in two hours after I awaked.  It was a clear night.  I ate my breakfast before
the sun was up; and heaving anchor, the wind being favourable, I steered the same course that I had
done the day before, wherein I was directed by my pocket compass.  My intention was to reach, if
possible, one of those islands which I had reason to believe lay to the north-east of Van Diemen’s Land. 
I discovered nothing all that day; but upon the next, about three in the afternoon, when I had by my
computation made twenty-four leagues from Blefuscu, I descried a sail steering to the south-east; my
course was due east.  I hailed her, but could get no answer; yet I found I gained upon her, for the wind
slackened.  I made all the sail I could, and in half an hour she spied me, then hung out her ancient, and
discharged a gun.  It is not easy to express the joy I was in, upon the unexpected hope of once more
seeing my beloved country, and the dear pledges I left in it.  The ship slackened her sails, and I came up
with her between five and six in the evening, September 26th; but my heart leaped within me to see her
English colours.  I put my cows and sheep into my coat-pockets, and got on board with all my little
cargo of provisions.  The vessel was an English merchantman, returning from Japan by the North and
South seas; the captain, Mr. John Biddel, of Deptford, a very civil man, and an excellent sailor.

We were now in the latitude of 30 degrees south; there were about fifty men in the ship; and here I met
an old comrade of mine, one Peter Williams, who gave me a good character to the captain.  This
gentleman treated me with kindness, and desired I would let him know what place I came from last, and
whither I was bound; which I did in a few words, but he thought I was raving, and that the dangers I
underwent had disturbed my head; whereupon I took my black cattle and sheep out of my pocket,
which, after great astonishment, clearly convinced him of my veracity.  I then showed him the gold
given me by the emperor of Blefuscu, together with his majesty’s picture at full length, and some other
rarities of that country.  I gave him two purses of two hundreds sprugs each, and promised, when we
arrived in England, to make him a present of a cow and a sheep big with young.

I shall not trouble the reader with a particular account of this voyage, which was very prosperous for
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the most part.  We arrived in the Downs on the 13th of April, 1702.  I had only one misfortune, that the
rats on board carried away one of my sheep; I found her bones in a hole, picked clean from the flesh. 
The rest of my cattle I got safe ashore, and set them a-grazing in a bowling-green at Greenwich, where
the fineness of the grass made them feed very heartily, though I had always feared the contrary: neither
could I possibly have preserved them in so long a voyage, if the captain had not allowed me some of his
best biscuit, which, rubbed to powder, and mingled with water, was their constant food.  The short time
I continued in England, I made a considerable profit by showing my cattle to many persons of quality
and others: and before I began my second voyage, I sold them for six hundred pounds.  Since my last
return I find the breed is considerably increased, especially the sheep, which I hope will prove much to
the advantage of the woollen manufacture, by the fineness of the fleeces.

I stayed but two months with my wife and family, for my insatiable desire of seeing foreign countries,
would suffer me to continue no longer.  I left fifteen hundred pounds with my wife, and fixed her in a
good house at Redriff.  My remaining stock I carried with me, part in money and part in goods, in hopes
to improve my fortunes.  My eldest uncle John had left me an estate in land, near Epping, of about thirty
pounds a-year; and I had a long lease of the Black Bull in Fetter-Lane, which yielded me as much more;
so that I was not in any danger of leaving my family upon the parish.  My son Johnny, named so after his
uncle, was at the grammar-school, and a towardly child.  My daughter Betty (who is now well married,
and has children) was then at her needle-work.  I took leave of my wife, and boy and girl, with tears on
both sides, and went on board the Adventure, a merchant ship of three hundred tons, bound for Surat,
captain John Nicholas, of Liverpool, commander.  But my account of this voyage must be referred to the
Second Part of my Travels.
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Harrison Bergeron
(1961)

KURT VONNEGUT

http://librarywp.whatcom.edu/press/engl136martin/wp-content/uploads/sites/3/2015/11/stop-coursepacks.png
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Kurt Vonnegut’s rare foray into sci fi/fantasy.

Research Notes

It was originally published The Magazine of Fantasy and Science Fiction in October 1961, and was
republished in the author’s Welcome to the Monkey House collection in 1968.

Opening Paragraph

The year was 2081, and everybody was finally equal.  They weren’t only equal before God and the
law.  They were equal every which way.  Nobody was smarter than anybody else.  Nobody was
better looking than anybody else.  Nobody was stronger or quicker than anybody else.  All this
equality was due to the 211th,  212th,  and 213th Amendments to the Constitution,  and to the
unceasing vigilance of agents of the United States Handicapper General.

 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/The_Magazine_of_Fantasy_and_Science_Fiction
https://en.wikiquote.org/wiki/Kurt_Vonnegut_Jr.#Welcome_to_the_Monkey_House_.281968.29
https://en.wikipedia.org/w/index.php?curid=47142946


Sci-fi & Fantasy Anthology

507

Have Not Have
(2001)

GEOFF RYMAN

Read Online

 

It’s interesting that it is common for SF to be set in another world, but not another country. If we were
to put a name to this time period in SF and fantasy, it might be the age of dystopias, a reprise of the
famous dystopic trend of the 1930s. Here is one of those stories. This website also has an audio version,
if you prefer that medium, just click the link at the top of the story.

http://librarywp.whatcom.edu/press/engl136martin/wp-content/uploads/sites/3/2015/11/64px-Book_Silhouette.svg_.png
http://clarkesworldmagazine.com/ryman_06_14_reprint/
http://clarkesworldmagazine.com/ryman_06_14_reprint/
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The Hobbit (Riddles in the Dark)
(1937)

JRR TOLKEIN

Many of you are probably familiar with Tolkein, at least his movies, but he did help cement the genre of
High Fantasy with his Middle Earth series, and we have him to thank for all the statuesque elves,
Scottish-like dwarves, and lost kings running around modern fantasy novels and video games today. See
Course Packet.

pdf chapter “Mythonomer”: Tolkien on Myth in His Scholarly Work” by Maria Kuteeva
(Stockholm University)

A YouTube element has been excluded from this version of the text. You can view it online

http://www.stockholmuniversitypress.se/site/chapters/10.16993/bab.l/download/171/
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here: http://textbooks.whatcom.edu/engl136hoppe/?p=151

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=qteq21CvDRE

 

 

http://textbooks.whatcom.edu/engl136hoppe/?p=151#pb-interactive-content
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Kummernis is what this Catholic saint is known by in Austria, but she was also known by Wilgefortis
(Germany) and Uncumber (Britain). Saints’ lives, as a genre, were very popular in medieval Europe, and
even produced other artistic genres that we are more familiar with today, such as trading cards and,
some scholars suggest, torture porn, based on the fact that the woodblock “trading cards” most often
depicted the part of the stories in which the saints were mutilated and killed in gruesome ways.Her
Saint’s Life may even be the originator of the idiom, “The other shoe dropped.”

From Fordham University’s Modern History Sourcebook. You can check out the website here. It has a
lot of cool archived texts.

[Halsall Introduction (with contributions from a Hagiomail list discussion)]

This tale is an Austrian version of the story of the legendary Saint Wilgefortis (who has a feast day in
the Roman Martyrology, as a virgin martyr in Portugal, 20th July). This story is probably a baroque
variation of some sort. The saint was known by a number of names – Liberata, Liberdade, Liverade,
Kümmernis, and Uncumber. As St. Uncumber, in England, she could be invoked by women having
trouble with their husbands.   In this version the saint’s name is also of some significance: “Kümmernis”
comes from ‘Kummer’, i.e. sorrow, sadness. Hence, perhaps, the insistence on the plaintive melodies
played by the minstrel.

At one time it was claimed that the story had a connection with ancient hermaphroditic cults in Cyprus
and elsewhere. More recently, some scholars have argued that the cult – which featured a woman being
crucified,  derives from an artistic representions of Christ on a cross with a long tunic.  This argument
was summarized during an email discussion [11/25/1998]

The spread of the cult after 1350/1400 is based on a misunderstanding: the representation of Christ as
a dressed man on the cross according to the model of the Volto Santo at Lucca, which was no longer
understood in late medieval Germany. The christological origins of the cult were only preserved in
Bamberg, St. Gangolf, where a similar effigy was venerated as “Goettliche Hilfe” (“Help of God”). [Klaus
van Eikels, on Hagiomail]

While not disputing this account of the origins, some modern scholars are unwilling to stop at this
attempt to normalize the origins of a cult. In fact, some would claim that concentration on “origins” and
“original” stories is a remarkably unproductive way to study the cult of saints. It is a methodology which
valorizes one specific approach – i.e. the traditional Bollandist approach that research into the saints is
a pious activity to ensure that the faifthful are properly informed about figures presented to them for
veneration. There is nothing intrinsically  wrong with this approach, but it is an essentially theological
rather than historical methodology.  Some cults clearly do focus on the admirable activities of a real
Christian hero, but there are so many cults where the historical actuality (if any) of the saint is entirely
beside the point, that we may misunderstand the cultural history of the cult of saints when we persist in
concentrating of origins. [Note that some of the largest medieval and later cults were based on figures
about whom nothing at all is know, or if it is known, is besides the point – e.g. Nicholas, George,
Catherine of Alexandria.]

http://legacy.fordham.edu/halsall/mod/kummernis.asp
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With Wilgefortis, It could be argued that the haste to stress that this cult was based on a “mistake”, a
desire by certain scholars to normalize what for them, in the later 19th and early 20t century, was an
intolerable fact: the existence of a cult of a crucified  woman, and the way that such a cult made explicit
the exploitation in much Christian symbolism of contradictory liminalities in gender.  Such playing
around with gender can probably be
discussed in many religious traditions, but is so widespread as to be fundamental in some way to
Christian thinking about the power of the divine.

Thus,  the  cult  of  Wilgefortis  may  indeed  be  derived  from  an  artistic  misprision,  an  interesting
observation indeed, but not the place to stop analysing the cult. What is perhaps more interesting is
that such a cult became so widespread. In this respect, the Fordham scholar, Christina Carlson, who
gave a paper I missed on Wilgefortis at the recent New York QMA conference is actively challenging
normalizations of the Wilgefortis cult.

The point of view here sees the basic issue as this: it appears that a large number of very well trained,
and very erudite,  scholars have –  without any suspicion of  “consipracy” worked to normalise the
histories of really quite odd aspects of the past. The emphasis on origins, which takes on its own
rhetoric  of  authenticity,  hase proven to be one very effective method of  denying the much more
Rabelaisian nature of the past.

Bibliography

Anton  Doerrer,  St.  Küemmernis  als  bräutliches  Seitenstueck  zum  hl.  Koenig  Oswald  der
Spielmannsepik,  Innsbruck  1962
– maintains that the core of the legend is of early medieval origin and that Wilgefortis is constructed as
a  “bridal  complement”  of  St.  Oswald  in  high  middle  German  epic;  cf.  Doerrers  short  article
“Kuemmernis” in the new edition of the Lexikon füer Theologie und Kirche (published recently).

Christina Carlson, “Wilgefortis”, paper at Queer Middle Ages Conference, New York, Nov 5, 1998

J. Gessler, La legende de Ste Wilgefortis ou Ontkommer, Bruxelles/Paris 1938.

Michael Ott, Wilgefortis, in Catholic Encyclopedia 1913 [online]

G. Schnuerer and J.M. Ritz, Sankt Kuemmernis und Volto Santo. Studien und Bilden, Duesseldorf 1934

J.M. Ritz and G. Schnüerer, article in Lexikon für Theologie und Kirche, 1934, vol. 6, p. 301
Comprehensive information about the origins of the cult and its spread from the Low Countries to South
and East Germany, and to some degree France and England.

There was once a heathen king who had a daughter named Kümmernis, who was fair and beautiful
beyond compare. A neighboring king, also a heathen, sought her in marriage, and her father gave his
consent to the union, but Kümmernis was distressed beyond measure, for she had vowed in her own

https://en.wikisource.org/wiki/Catholic_Encyclopedia_(1913)/Wilgefortis
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heart to be the bride of heaven. Of course her father could not understand her motives, and to force her
to marry put her into a hard prison.

From the depths of the dungeon Kümmernis prayed that she might be so transformed that no man
should wish to marry her; and in conformity with her devoted petition, when they came to take her out
of the prison, they found that all her beauty was gone, and her face overgrown with long hair like a
man’s beard. When her father saw the change in her, he was indignant, and asked what had befallen
her. She replied that He whom she adored had changed her so to save her from marrying the heathen
king after she had vowed to be His bride alone. “Then shall you die, like Him you adore,” was her
father’s answer. She meekly replied that she had no greater desire than to die, that she might be united
with Him. And thus her pure life was taken a sweet sacrifice; and whoso would, like her, be altogether
devoted to God and like her obtain their petition from heaven, let them honor her, and cause her effigy
to be painted in the church.

So many believed they found the efficacy of her intercession, that they set up memorial images of her
everywhere, and in one place they set one up all in pure gold. A poor minstrel once came by that way
with his  violin;  and because he had earned nothing,  and was near  starving,  he stood before St.
Kümmernis and played his prayer on his violin. Plaintive and more plaintive still grew his beseeching
notes, till at last the saint, who never sent any away empty, shook off one of her golden shoes, and bid
him take it for an alms.

The minstrel carried the golden shoe to a goldsmith, and asked him to buy it of him for money; but the
goldsmith, recognizing whence it came, refused to have anything to do with sacrilegious traffic, and
accused him of stealing it. The minstrel loudly protested his innocence, and the goldsmith as loudly
vociferated his accusation, till  their clamor raised the whole village; and all  were full  of fury and
indignation at the supposed crime of the minstrel. As their anger grew, they were near tearing him in
pieces, when a grave hermit came by, and they asked him to judge the case. “If it be true that the man
obtained one shoe by his minstrelsy, let him play till he obtain the other in our sight,” was his sentence;
and all the people were so pleased with it that they dragged the minstrel back to the shrine of St.
Kümmernis.

The minstrel, who had been as much astonished as any one else at his first success, scarcely dared hope
for a second, but it was death to shrink from the test; so he rested his instrument on his shoulder, and
drew the bow across it with trembling hand. Sweet and plaintive were the shuddering, voice-like tones
he sent forth before the shrine; but yet the second shoe fell not. The people began to murmur; horror
heightened his distress. Cadence after cadence, moan upon moan, wail upon wail, faltered through the
air, and entranced every ear and palsied every hand that would have seized him; till, at last, overcome
with the intensity of his own passionate appeal, the minstrel sank unconscious on the ground. When
they went to raise him up, they found that the second golden shoe was no longer on the saint’s foot, but
that she had cast it towards him. When they saw that, each vied with the other to make amends for the
unjust suspicions of the past. The golden shoes were restored to the saint; but the minstrel never
wanted for good entertainment for the rest of his life.
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Source:

From:  Eva  March  Tappan,  ed.,  The  World’s  Story:  A  History  of  the  World  in  Story,  Song  and
Art,(Boston: Houghton Mifflin, 1914), Vol. VI: Russia, Austria-Hungary, The Balkan States, and Turkey,
pp. 398-400.

Scanned  by  Jerome  S.  Arkenberg,  Cal.  State  Fullerton.  The  text  has  been  modernized  by  Prof.
Arkenberg.
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The Life of Saint Margaret of Antioch
JACOBUS DE VORAGINE (1230-1298) AND ARCHBISHOP OF GENOA

Saints’ lives, as a genre, were very popular in medieval Europe, and even produced other artistic genres
that we are more familiar with today, such as trading cards and, some scholars suggest, torture porn,
based on the fact that the woodblock “trading cards” most often depicted the part of the stories in
which the saints, sometimes in minimal or torn clothing, were mutilated and killed in gruesome ways.

From Legends and Satires From Mediæval Literature, edited by Martha Hale Shackford; Ginn and
Company; Boston; 1913; pp. 73-78. Translated by William Caxon. Public Domain.

Here followeth the glorious life and passion of the blessed virgin and martyr Saint Margaret, and first of
her name

“St Margareta Neustift” by Photo by
MadeleineSchäfer at de.wikipedia.
Licensed under Public Domain.

Margaret is said of a precious gem, or ouche, that is named a margaret. Which gem is white, little, and
virtuous. So the blessed Margaret was white by virginity, little by humility, and virtuous by operation of
miracles. The virtue of this stone is said to be against effusion of blood, against passion of the heart, and
to confortation of the spirit. In like wise the blessed Margaret had virtue against shedding of her blood

https://upload.wikimedia.org/wikipedia/commons/e/e0/St_Margareta_Neustift.jpg
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by constancy, for in her martyrdom she was most constant, and also against the passion of the heart,
that is to say, temptation of the devil. For she overcame the devil by victory, and to the confortation of
the spirit by doctrine, for by her doctrine she comforted much people, and converted to the faith of
Christ. Theoteinus, a learned man, wrote her legend.

The holy Saint Margaret was of the city of Antioch, daughter of Theodosius, patriarch and prince of the
idols of paynims. And she was delivered to a nurse for to be kept. And when she came to perfect age she
was baptized, wherefor she was in great hate of her father.

On a certain day, when she was fifteen years of age and kept the sheep of her nurse with other maidens,
the provost Olybrius passed by the way whereas she was, and considered in her so great beauty and
fairness, that anon 74he burned in her love, and sent his servants and bade them take her and bring her
to him. “For if she be free, I shall take her to my wife, and if she be bond, I shall make her my
concubine.” And when she was presented tofore him he demanded her of her lineage, name, and
religion. And she answered that she was of noble lineage, and for her name Margaret, and Christian in
religion. To whom the provost said: “The two first things be convenient to thee, that is that thou art
noble and art called Margaret, which is a most fair name, but the third appertaineth nothing to thee,
that so fair a maid and so noble should have a God crucified.” To whom she said: “How knowest thou
that Christ was crucified?” He answered: “By the books of Christian men.” To whom Margaret said: “O
what shame is it to you, when you read the pain of Christ and the glory, and believe one thing and deny
another.” And she said and affirmed Him to be crucified by His will for our redemption, and now liveth
ever in bliss. And then the provost, being wroth, commanded her to be put in prison. And the next day
following he commanded that she should be brought to him, and then said to her: “O good maid, have
pity on thy beauty, and worship our gods, that thou mayest be well.” To whom she said: “I worship Him
that maketh the earth to tremble, whom the sea dreadeth and the winds and creatures obey.” To whom
the provost said: “But if thou consent to me I shall make thy body to be all to-torn.” To whom Margaret
said: “Christ gave Himself over to death for me, and I desire gladly to die for Christ.” Then the provost
commanded her to be hanged in an instrument to torment the people, and to be cruelly first beaten with
rods, and with iron combs to rend and 75 draw her flesh to the bones, insomuch, that the blood ran
about out of her body, like as a stream runneth out of a fresh springing well. They that were there wept,
and said: “O Margaret, verily we be sorry for thee, which see thy body so foul, and so cruelly torn and
rent. O how thy most beauty hast thou lost for thy incredulity and misbelief! Now believe, and thou shalt
live.” Then said she to them: “O evil counsellors, depart ye, and go from me; this cruel torment of my
flesh is salvation of my soul.” Then she said to the provost: “Thou shameless hound and insatiable lion,
thou hast power over my flesh, but Christ reserveth my soul.” The provost covered his face with his
mantle, for he might not see so much effusion of blood, then commanded that she should be taken
down, and to shut her fast in prison, and there was seen a marvellous brightness in the prison, of the
keepers.

And whilst she was in prison, she prayed our Lord that the fiend that had fought with her, He would
visibly show him unto her. And then appeared a horrible dragon and assailed her, and would have
devoured her, but she made the sign of the cross, and anon he vanished away. And in another place it is
said that he swallowed her into his belly, she making the sign of the cross. And the belly brake asunder,
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and so she issued out all whole and sound.

This swallowing and breaking of the belly of the dragon is said that it is apocryphal.

After this the devil appeared to her in likeness of a man for to deceive her. And when she saw him, she
went to prayer and after arose, and the fiend came to her, and took her by the hand and said: “It
sufficeth to thee that thou hast done, but now cease as to my person.” She 76 caught him by the head
and threw him to the ground and set her foot on his neck, saying: “Lie still, thou fiend, under the feet of
a woman.” The devil then cried: “O blessed Margaret, I am overcome. If a young man had overcome me
I had not recked, but alas! I am overcome of a tender virgin; wherefore I make the more sorrow, for thy
father and mother have been my good friends.” She then constrained him to tell why he came to her,
and he answered that he came to her to counsel her for to obey the desire and request of the provost.
Then she constrained him to say wherefore he tempted so much and so often Christian people. To whom
he answered that naturally he hated virtuous men, and though we be oft put aback from them, yet our
desire is much to exclude them from the felicity that they fell from, for we may never obtain ne recover
our bliss that we have lost. And she then demanded what he was, and he answered: “I am Veltis, one of
them whom Solomon closed in a vessel of brass. And after his death it happed that they of Babylon
found this vessel, and supposed to have founden great treasure therein, and brake the vessel; and then
a great multitude of us devils flew out and filled full the air always, awaiting and espying where we may
assail rightful men.” And when he had said thus, she took off her foot and said to him: “Flee hence, thou
wretched fiend.” And anon the earth opened, and the fiend sank in. Then she was sure, for when she
had overcome the master, she might lightly overcome the minister.

Then the next day following, when all the people was assembled, she was presented tofore the judge.
And she, not doing sacrifice to their false gods, was cast into the 77 fire, and her body broiled with
burning brands, in such wise that the people marvelled that so tender a maid might suffer so many
torments. And after that, they put her in a great vessel full of water, fast bounden, that by changing of
the torments, the sorrow and feeling of the pain should be the more. But suddenly the earth trembled,
and the air was hideous, and the blessed virgin without any hurt issued out of the water, saying to our
Lord: “I beseech thee, my Lord, that this water may be to me the font of baptism to everlasting life.”
And anon there was heard great thunder, and a dove descended from heaven and set a golden crown on
her head. Then five thousand men believed in our Lord, and for Christ’s love they all were beheaded by
the commandment of the provost Olybrius, that time in Campolymeath, the city of Aurelia.

Then Olybrius, seeing the faith of the holy Margaret immoveable, and also fearing tat others should be
converted to the Christian faith by her, gave sentence and commanded that she should be beheaded.
Then she prayed to one Malchus that should behead her, that she might have space to pray. And that
got, she prayed to our Lord, saying: “Father Almighty, I yield to Thee thankings that Thou hast suffered
me to come to this glory, beseeching Thee to pardon them that pursue me. And I beseech Thee, good
Lord, that of Thy abundant grace, Thou wilt grant unto all them that write my passion, read it, or hear,
and to them that remember me, that they may deserve to have plain remission and forgiveness of all
their sins. And also, good Lord, if any woman with child, travailing in any place, call on me, that Thou
wilt keep her from peril, and that the child may be delivered from her 78 belly without any hurt of his
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members.” And when she had finished her prayer there was a voice heard from heaven, saying that her
prayers were heard and granted and that the gates of heaven were open and abode for her, and bade
her come into the country of everlasting rest. Then she, thanking our Lord, arose up, and bade the
hangman accomplish the commandment of the provost. To whom the hangman said: “God forbid that I
should slay thee, virgin of Christ.” To whom she said: “If thou do it not thou mayest have no part with
me.” Then he, being afraid and trembling, smote off her head, and he, falling down at her feet, gave up
the ghost.

Then Theotinus took up the holy body, and bare it into Antioch, and buried it in the house of a noble
woman and widow named Sincletia. And thus this blessed and holy virgin, Saint Margaret, suffered
death, and received the crown of martyrdom the thirteenth kalends of August, as is founden in her
story; and it is read in another place that it was the third ides of July. Of this virgin writeth an holy man
and saith: “The holy and blessed Margaret was full of the dread of God, sad, stable, and worshipful in
religion, arrayed with compunction, laudable in honesty, and singular in patience, and nothing was
found in her contrary to Christian religion; hateful to her father, and beloved of our Lord Jesu Christ.”
Then let us remember this holy virgin that she pray for us in our needs.
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The Lottery
(1948)

SHIRLEY JACKSON

You can read the text online via The New Yorker magazine.

Alt-link to the Lottery.

 

https://www.newyorker.com/magazine/1948/06/26/the-lottery
https://mywcc.whatcom.edu/OnlineResources/LibraryDatabases.aspx?DirectURL=http%3a%2f%2fsearch.ebscohost.com%2flogin.aspx%3fdirect%3dtrue%26db%3dnlebk%26AN%3d1452966%26site%3dehost-live%26scope%3dsite&ebv=EB&ppid=pp_466
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Or you can enjoy the audio version.

An interactive or media element has been excluded from this version of the text. You can view
it online here: http://textbooks.whatcom.edu/engl136hoppe/?p=158

Librarian Note

https://archive.org/details/RTFM-Harp-940222
http://textbooks.whatcom.edu/engl136hoppe/?p=158#pb-interactive-content
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First published on

https://mywcc.whatcom.edu/OnlineResources/LibraryDatabases.aspx?DirectURL=http%3A%2F%2Fsearch.credoreference.com%2Fcontent%2Fentry%2Fwileyengot%2Fjackson_shirley%2F0
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June 26, 1948 in The New Yorker.

Read her obituary from the New York Times.

Author website

Secondary sources

Reference entry on The Lottery

Ferri, Jessica. “You’re Probably Misreading ‘The Lottery.’” The Daily Beast. 30 Nov. 2015.

http://www.nytimes.com/learning/general/onthisday/bday/1214.html
http://shirleyjackson.org/index.html
https://mywcc.whatcom.edu/OnlineResources/LibraryDatabases.aspx?DirectURL=http%3A%2F%2Fsearch.credoreference.com%2Fcontent%2Fentry%2Fwileyengot%2Fjackson_shirley%2F0
https://mywcc.whatcom.edu/OnlineResources/LibraryDatabases.aspx?DirectURL=http%3A%2F%2Fsearch.credoreference.com%2Fcontent%2Fentry%2Fwileyengot%2Fjackson_shirley%2F0
https://www.thedailybeast.com/youre-probably-misreading-the-lottery
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A Reading of Shirley Jackson’s “The Lottery”.  This article was first published in the New Orleans
Review , vol. 12, no. 1 (Spring 1985), pp. 27-32

“Shirley Jackson and the Female Gothic” by Amy Shearn. JSTOR Daily. September 29, 2016

 

http://home.netwood.net/kosenko/jackson.html
https://daily.jstor.org/shirley-jackson-and-the-female-gothic/
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The New Atlantis
(1975)

URSULA K. LE GUIN

Read online

 

No SF/Fantasy class is complete without Le Guin, which is why we will be reading her twice. Here’s a
short story from her SF catalog, one that is more relevant today than when she wrote it forty years ago.

http://librarywp.whatcom.edu/press/engl136martin/wp-content/uploads/sites/3/2015/11/64px-Book_Silhouette.svg_.png
http://www.lightspeedmagazine.com/fiction/the-new-atlantis/


Sci-fi & Fantasy Anthology

527

Nightside
(1999)

MERCEDES LACKEY

Ok, I couldn’t resist adding one of my favorite mass market fantasy authors. Some of you may know
Mercedes Lackey for her High Fantasy Valdemar series, her fairy tale inspired 500 Kingdoms series, or
her steampunk-esque Elemental Masters series. What you may not know is that, back in the nineties,
she  also  wrote  what  I  would  argue  is  the  first  series  to  hit  on  the  winning  combo of  mystery,
supernatural heroine, gang of misfit assistants, and urban fantasy with her Diane Tregard series, a
precursor to Anita Blake, Sookie Stackhouse, and Rachel Morgan. She only published three books and a
couple of short stories (of which this is one) about this wildly popular character—but I guess that was
part of the problem. In an interview, Lackey admitted that she put a stop to the series when she started
to get crazy fans stalking her, wanting to know where all the vampires and monsters were in the cities,
because they thought she was privy to some sort of dark knowledge about the REAL supernatural
underworld. We should’t laugh. The natives on the Olympic Peninsula coast had to keep lovestruck
Twihards from jumping off the cliffs out near Forks. See Instructor.
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The Raft
(1982)

STEPHEN KING

Jacket illustration
coyright © 1985 by Don
Brautigam

The Dark Tower series is probably the more appropriate representation of fantasy for author Stephen
King, but I just couldn’t make room for more novels. However, it’s also good to see how the modern
horror genre takes a few pages from its sister, fantasy. This is an audiobook, so give yourself time to
listen.

 

 

 

 

 

 

Librarian Note

The Raft can be found in the short story collection “Skeleton Crew”

http://ecx.images-amazon.com/images/I/51%2B5NnFwMJL.jpg
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=vQz6OwAKx1Y
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An interactive or media element has been excluded from this version of the text. You can view
it online here: http://textbooks.whatcom.edu/engl136hoppe/?p=164

http://textbooks.whatcom.edu/engl136hoppe/?p=164#pb-interactive-content
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Rat
(1986)

JAMES PATRICK KELLY

http://librarywp.whatcom.edu/press/engl136martin/wp-content/uploads/sites/3/2015/11/Logodollar.jpg
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iTunes Purchase

 

We’ve had animals in our selections before, but nothing like this (see instructor).

P u r c h a s e  i t  t h r o u g h  i T u n e s :
https://itunes.apple.com/us/audiobook/rat-unabridged-unabridged/id214735866

Librarian Note

First published in “The Magazine of Fantasy & Science Fiction”, June 1986

https://itunes.apple.com/us/audiobook/rat-unabridged-unabridged/id214735866
https://itunes.apple.com/us/audiobook/rat-unabridged-unabridged/id214735866
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Rime of the Ancient Mariner
(1834)

SAMUEL COLERIDGE

There are not enough sea stories in this anthology, so here’s one of my favorites. Also available in audio,
click on the link under the title once you get to the webpage.

http://www.poetryfoundation.org/poem/173253
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Salvador
(1984)

LUCIUS SHEPARD

An interesting perspective, and again one of the few stories set outside America or Europe. See it here.

http://www.baenebooks.com/chapters/9781625791856/9781625791856___3.htm
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Sundance
(1969)

ROBERT SILVERBERG

The sound effects for this old science fiction radio show may be cheesy, but Silverberg’s story certainly
is not. This one takes 40 minutes, so sit back, relax, and imagine what red blobby cows look like.

An interactive or media element has been excluded from this version of the text. You can view
it online here: http://textbooks.whatcom.edu/engl136hoppe/?p=172

https://youtu.be/rj6gp8i_aQo
http://textbooks.whatcom.edu/engl136hoppe/?p=172#pb-interactive-content
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Supertoys Last All Summer Long
(1969)

BRIAN ALDISS

Read online

 

Kubrick was fascinated by this story and tried to develop it into a film, but died before it was made.
Steven Spielberg took up the project and AI: Artificial Intelligence came out in 2001. As a note, if you
don’t want a spoiler DON’T read the Publisher’s Blurb at the top of the page, scroll down until you get
the first line “In Mrs. Swinton’s garden…”.

Librarian Notes

First published in Harper’s Bazaar in 1969 and later anthologized.

Author website: http://brianaldiss.co.uk/ 

http://librarywp.whatcom.edu/press/engl136martin/wp-content/uploads/sites/3/2015/11/64px-Book_Silhouette.svg_.png
http://brianaldiss.co.uk/writing/story-collections/collections-r-z/supertoys-last-all-summer-long/
http://brianaldiss.co.uk/
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A True Discourse Declaring the Damnable Life and
Death of One Stubbe Peeter

(1590)

Like the Chelmsford witch trials, this famous representative of a werewolf trial has been modernized
slightly to aid reading, but is pretty much in its original form. As a note, almost all witch trials (the vast
majority of trials) were of women. Werewolf trials were almost exclusively of men. This binary can be
seen even in modern fantasy, wherein women dominate witch covens, and men dominate werewolf
packs. Please excuse the white letters on black background, scholars aren’t usually the best at graphic
design.

http://www.faculty.umb.edu/gary_zabel/Courses/Phil%20281b/Philosophy%20of%20Magic/Arcana/Witchcraft%20and%20Grimoires/weredoc.html
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The Women Men Don’t See
(1973)

JAMES TIPTREE

WayBack Machine

 

J.K. Rowling wasn’t the only one who was told to take a male pen name because no one would take her
seriously in science fiction/fantasy without it. There’s been a long tradition of women taking male pen
names to be accepted in these genres, James Tiptree, Jr. (Alice Bradley Sheldon) is just one of the best.
Here’s only one of her gigantic catalog of awesome stuff. Again, a WayBack selection, so excuse the
poor visuals.

Librarian Note

M o r e  o n l i n e  f i c t i o n  a n d  b i o g r a p h i c a l  r e s o u r c e s  c a n  b e  f o u n d  a t
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/James_Tiptree,_Jr.

http://librarywp.whatcom.edu/press/engl136martin/wp-content/uploads/sites/3/2015/11/64px-Book_Silhouette.svg_.png
http://web.archive.org/web/20080119040143/http://www.scifi.com/scifiction/classics/classics_archive/tiptree2/tiptree21.html
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/James_Tiptree,_Jr
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https://commons.wikimedia.org/wiki/File%3AAlice_at_river.jpg
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