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The slver lips of liliesvirgind,
Theful deep bosom of the enchanted rose
Please less than flowers glass-hid from frosts and snows
For whom an dien heat makes festival.
Theodore Wratidaw
Hothouse Flowers
1896

Prologue

The cycle of the Earth (indeed, the universg, if the truth had been known) was nearing its end and
the human race had at last ceased to take itsdf serioudy. Having inherited millennia of scientific and
technologicd knowledge it used this knowledge to indulge its richest fantases to play immense
imaginative games, to rdax and create beautiful mongtrogties. After dl, there was little else Ieft to do. An
ealier age might have been horrified at what it would have judged a waste of resources, an gppdling
extravagance in the uses to which materids and energies were put. An earlier age would have seen the
inhabitants of thisworld as "decadent” or "amord,” to say the least. But even if these inhabitants were not
conscious of the fact that they lived a the end of time some unconscious knowledge informed tharr
attitudes and made them lose interest in idedl's, creeds, philosophies and the conflicts to which such things
give rise. They found pleasure in paradox, aesthetics and baroque wit; if they had a philosophy, then it
was a philosophy of taste, of sensudity. Most of the old emotions had atrophied, meant little to them.
They had rivary without jealousy, affection without lust, malice without rage, kindness without pity. Ther
schemes — often grandiose and perverse — were pursued without obsession and left uncompleted
without regret, for desth was rare and life might cease only when Earth hersdlf died.

Y et this particular story is about an obsession which overtook one of these people, much to his own
agtonishment. And because he was overtaken by an obsesson that is why we have a story to tel. It is
probably the lagt story in the annds of the human race and, asit happens, it is not dissmilar to that which
may believe isthe fird.

Wha follows, then, isthe story of Jherek Carndian, who did not know the meaning of mordity, and
Mrs. Amdia Underwood, who knew everything about it.

1

A Conversation with the lron Orchid
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Dressed in various shades of light brown, the Iron Orchid and her son sat upon a cream-coloured
beach of crushed bone. Some distance off a white sea sparkled and whispered. It was the afternoon.

Between the Iron Orchid and her son, Jherek Carndian, lay the remains of a lunch. Spread on a
caoth of plain damask were ivory plates containing pae fish, potatoes, meringue, vanilla ice-cream and,
gaing rather dramaticdly, from the centre of it dl, alemon.

The Iron Orchid smiled with her amber lips and, reeching for an oyster, asked: "How do you mean,
my love, virtuous?' Her perfect hand, powdered the very lightest shade of gold, hovered for a second
over the oyster and then withdrew. She used the hand, instead, to cover asmdl yawn.

Her son stretched on his soft pillows. He, too, et tired after the exertions of esting, but dutifully he
continued with the subject. "I'm not thoroughly sure what it means. As you know, most devadtating of
minerds, mogt enchanting of flowers, | have studied the language of the time quite extengvely. | mugt
possess every tape that dill exigts. It provides consderable amusement. But | cannot understand every
nuance. | found the word in a dictionary and the dictionary told me it meant acting with 'mord rectitude
or in conformity with ‘mord laws — 'good, just, righteous.” Bewildering!™

He did take an oyster. He did it into his mouth. He rolled it down his throat. It had been the Iron
Orchid who had discovered oysters and he had been delighted when she suggested they meet on this
beach and eat them. She had made some champagne to go with them, but they had both agreed that they
did not care for it and had chearfully returned it to its component atoms.

"However," he continued, "I should like to try it for a bit. It is supposed to involve 'saf-denid’ " —
he forestaled her question — "which means doing nothing pleasurable.”

"But everything, body of velvet, bones of sted, is pleasurable!”

"True — and there lies our paradox! You see the ancients, mother, divided thelr sensations into
different groupings — categories of sensations, some of which they did not find pleasurable, it seems. Or
they did find them pleasurable and therefore were displeased! Oh, dearest Iron Orchid, | can seeyou are
ready to dismiss the whole thing. And | despair, often, of puzzing out the answer. Why was one thing
congdered worth pursuing and another not? But," his handsome lips curved in a amile, "I shdl sttle the
problem in one way or another, sooner or later." And he closed his heavy lids.

"Oh, Carndian!”

She laughed softly and affectionately and stretched across the dloth to dip her dender hands into his
loose robe and stroke his warmth and his blood.

"Oh, my dear! How swift you are! How ripe and rich you are today!"

And he drew himsdlf to hisfeet and he stepped over the cloth and he laid his tal body down upon
her and he kissed her dowly.

And the sea Sghed.

When they awoke, dill in each other's arms, it was morning, though no night had passed. For ther
own pleasure someone had doubtless been engaged in rearranging time. It was not important.

Jherek noticed that the sea had turned a deep pink, amos a cerise, and was dashing dreadfully
with the beach, while on the horizon behind him he saw tha two pams and a diff had disappeared
atogether. In their place stood a Slver pagoda, about twelve storeys high and dlittering in the moming
un.

Jherek looked to his left and was pleased to see that his aircar (resembling a steam locomotive of
the early 20th century, but of about hdf the Sze, in gold, ebony and rubies) was dill where they had left
it.

He looked again at the pagoda, craning his neck, for his mother gill relaxed with her head againgt
his shoulder. His mother, too, turned to look as a winged figure left the roof of the pagoda and flew
crezily away towards the east, sverving and dipping, drding back, narrowly missng the sharp edge of
the pagoda's crest, and at |ast disappearing.

"Oh," said the Iron Orchid getting to her feet. "It is the Duke of Queens and his wings. Why will he
ingg that they are successful?' She waved a vague hand a the departed duke. "Goodbye. Playing one of
his solitary games, again, | suppose.” She looked down at the remains of the lunch and made a face. "l



mudt clear this avay." With a wave of the ring on her left hand she disseminated the lunch and watched
the dugt drift away on the ar. "Will you be going there, this evening? To his paty?' She moved her
dender arm, heavy with brown brocade, and touched her forehead with her fingertips.

"I think s0." He disseminated his own pillows. "I have a greet liking for the Duke of Queens.”

Hislips pursed aftrifle, Jherek Carndian pondered the pink sea. "Evenif | do not dways appreciate
his colour sense”

He turned and walked over the crushed bone beach to his aircar. He clambered into the cabin.

"All aboard, my strong, my swest, Iron Orchid!"

She chuckled and reached up to him.

From the footplate he reached down, seized her waist and siwung her aboard.

"Off to Pasadenal”

He sounded hiswhistle.

"Shuffle off to Buffdo!"

Responding to the sonic gnd, the little locomotive took megnificently to the air, shunting up the
sky, with lovdy, lime-coloured steam puffing from its smokestack and from benegth its wheds,

"Oh, they gave him his augurs a Recine-Virginia" sang Jherek Carnelian, donning a scarlet and
cloth-of-gold engineer's cap, "saying steam-up, you're way behind time! It ain't '98, it's old '97. You got
to get on down that old Nantucket line"

The Iron Orchid settled back in her seat of plush and emine (an exact reproduction, she
understood, of the origind) and watched her son with amusement as he opened the firedoor and
shovdled in the huge black diamonds which he had made specidly to go with the train and which, though
of no particular useinfudling the aircar, added aesthetic texture to the recreation.

"Where do you find dl these old songs, Carndian, my own?"'

"I came across a cache of 'platters," " he told her, wiping honest swest from his face with a Slk rag.
The train swept rgpidly over a sea and a range of mountains. "A form of sound-storage of the same
period as the origind of this aircar. A million years old, a least, though there's some evidence that they,
themsalves, are reproductions of other originds. Kept in perfect condition by a succession of owners.”

He dammed the firedoor shut and discarded the plainum shove, joining her upon the couch and
garing down at the quaintly moulded countryside which Migtress Chridtia, the Everlasting Concubine, had
begun to build awhile ago and then abandoned.

It was not degant. In fact it was something of a mess. Two-thirds of a hill, in the fashion of the 91st
century post-Aryan landscapers, supported a snake-tree done after the Saturnian manner but left
uncoloured; part of an 11th century Gothic ruin stood beside a strip of river of the Bengdi Empire period.
Y ou could see why she had decided not to finish it, but it seemed to Jherek that it was a pity she had not
bothered to disseminate it. Someone ese would, of course, sooner or later.

"Carrie Joan," he sang, "she kept her bailer going. Carrie Joan, she filled it full of wine. Carrie Joan
didn't stop her rowing. She had to get to Brooklyn by a quarter-past ning!"

He turned to the Iron Orchid.

"Do you like it? The qudity of the platters isn't dl it could be, but | think I've worked out dl the
words now."

"Isthat what you were doing last year?'

She raised her fine eyebrows. "'l heard the noises coming from your Hi-Rise" She laughed. "And |
thought it was to do with sex." She frowned. "Or animas™ She amiled. "Or both.”

The locomoative began to spird down, hooting, towards Jherek’s ranch. The ranch had taken the
place of the Hi-Rise. A typicd building of the 19th century, done in fibafome and thatch, each corner of
its veranda roof was supported by a wooden Indian, some forty feet high. Each Indian had a megnificent
pearl, twelve inches in diameter, in his turban, and a beard of red har. The Indians were the only
extravagant detal in the otherwise smple building.

The locomoative landed in the corrd and Jherek, whose interest in the ancient world had, off and on,
sudtained itsdf for nearly two years, held out his hand to help the Iron Orchid disembark. For a moment
ghe hesitated as she attempted to remember what she must do. Then she grasped his hand and jumped to



the ground crying:

"Geronimo!"

Together they made for the house.

The surrounding landscape had been designed to fit in with the ranch. The sky contained a sunset,
which slhouetted the purple hills, and the black pines, which topped them. On the other Sde was a range
containing a herd of bison. Every few days there would emerge from a cunningly hidden opening in the
ground a group of mechanicd 7th cavarymen who would whoop and shout and ride round and round the
bison shooting their arrows into the ar before roping and branding the beasts. The bison had been
specidly grown from Jherek's own extensve gene-bank and didn't seem to care for the operation
dthough it should have been indinctive to them. The 7th cavdry, on the other hand, had been
manufactured in his machine shop because he had a distaste for growing people (who were inclined to be
bad-mannered when the time came for their dissemination).

"What a beautiful sunset,” said his mother, who had not visted him since the Hi-Rise days. "Was the
aun redly as huge as that in those days?'

"Bigge," he said, "by dl accounts. | toned it down rather, for this™

She touched hisarm. "You were dwaysindined to be restrained. | likeit."

"Thank you."

They went up the white winding staircase to the veranda, breething in the delicious scent of magnalia
which grew on the ground beside the basement section of the house. They crossed the veranda and
Jherek manipulated a lever which, depressed, alowed the door to open so tha they could enter the
parlour — a gngle room occupying the whole of this floor. The remaining eight floors were given over to
kitchens, bedrooms, cupboards and the like.

The parlour was a treasure house of 19th century reproductions, induding a magnificent pot-bellied
gove carved from asngle oak and a flowering aspidistra which grew from the centre of the grass carpet
and spread its rubbery branches over the best part of the room.

The Iron Orchid hovered beside the intricate lattice-work shape which Jherek had seen in an old
holograph and reproduced in stee and chrome. It was like a huge egg standing on its end and it rose as
high as the calling.

"And what isthis, my life force?' she asked him.

"A spaceship,” he explained. "They were congtantly attempting to fly to the moon or griving to repel
invasons from Mars. I'm not sure if they were successful, though of course there are no Martians these
days. Some of ther writers were indined to tdl rather tal tales, you know, doubtless with a view to
entertaining their companions.”

"Whatever possessed them to try! Into space!”

She shuddered. People had logt the indingtion to leave the Earth centuries ago.

Naturdly, space-travellers cdled on the planet from time to time, but they were, as often as nat,
boring fdlows with not much to offer. They were usudly encouraged to leave as soon as possible or, if
one should catch somebody's fancy, he would be retained in a collection.

Even Jherek had no impulse to time-travel, though time-travellers would arrive occasiondly in his
era. He could have travelled through time himsdf, if he had wished, and very briefly visted his beloved
19th century. But, like most people, he found that the real places were rather disgppointing. It was much
better to indulge in imagindtive recregtion of the periods or places. Nothing, therefore, would spail the full
indulgence of one's fancies, or the thrill of discovery as one unearthed some new piece of information and
added it to the texture of one's reproduction.

A sarvo entered and bowed. The Iron Orchid handed it her clothes (as she had been indructed to
do by Jherek — another custom of the time) and went to stretch her wonderful body under the aspidistra
tree.

Jherek was pleased to note she was wearing breasts agan and thus did not clash with her
surroundings. Everything was in period. Even the servo wore a derby, an ulgter, chaps and stout brogues
and carried severd meerschaum pipesinits sted teeth. At asgn from its master it rolled away.

Jherek went to St with his back againgt the bole of the aspidistra. "And now, lovely Iron Orchid, tell



mewhat you have been doing.”

She looked up a him, her eyes shining. "1've been making babies, dearest. Hundreds of them!" She
giggled. "I couldn't stop. Cherubs, manly. | built a litle aviary for them, too. And | made them trumpets
to blow and harps to pluck and | composed the sweetest music you ever heard. And they played it!”

"I should like to heer it."

"Wha a shame" She was genuindy upset that she had not thought of him, her favourite, her only
red son. "I'm making microscopes now. And gardens, of course, to go with them. And tiny beasts. But
perhaps I'll do the cherubs again some day. And you shdl hear them, then.”

"If I am not being 'virtuous,' " he said archly.

"Ah, now | begin to understand the meaning. If you have an impulse to do something — you do the
opposite. You want to be a man, so you become a woman. You wish to fly somewhere, so you go
underground. Y ou wish to drink, but instead you emit fluid. And so on. Yes, that's solendid. Youll set a
fashion, mark my words. In a month, blood of my blood, everyone will be virtuous. And what shal we
do then? Is there anything se? Tdl me”

"Yes. We could be 'evil' — or 'modest’ — or ‘lazy' — or ‘poor' — or, oh, | don't know —
‘worthy.' There's hundreds.”

"And you would tdl us how to be it?'

"Wdl..." He frowned. "l dill have to work out exactly what's involved. But by that time | should
know a little more."

"WEell dl be grateful to you. | remember when you taught us Lunar Cannibals. And Svimming. And
— what was it — Hags?'

"l enjoyed Hags," he said. "Particularly when My Lady Charlotina made that ddicious one which
covered the whole of the western hemisphere. In metd doth the thickness of an ant's web. Do you
remember how we laughed when it fdl on us?'

"Oh, yed" She clapped her hands. "Then Lord Jagged built a Hag Pole on which to fly it and the
pole meted so we each made a Niagara to see who could do the biggest and used up every drop of
water and had to make a whole new batch and you went round and round in a cloud raining on
everyone, even on Mongrove. And Mongrove dug himsdf an underground Hel, with devils and
everything, out of that book the time-traveller brought us, and he st fire to Bulio Himmler's '‘Bunkerworld
2" which he didn't know was right next door to him and Bulio was so upset he kept dropping aom
bombs on Mongrove's Hell, not knowing that he was supplying Mongrove with dl the heat he needed!”

They laughed heartily.

"Wasit redly three hundred years ago?' said Jherek nogdgicaly.

He plucked aleaf from the aspidistra and reflectively began to chew it. A little blue juice ran down
his beige chin.

"I sometimes think,” he continued, “that | haven't known a better sequence of events. It seemed to
go on and on, one thing leading neetly to another. Mongrove's Hdl, you know, aso ruined my menagerie,
except for one creature that escaped and broke most of his devils. Everything went up, in my menagerie,
otherwise. Because of Himmler, redly. Or because of Lady Charlotina Whao's to say?"

He discarded the lesf.

"It'sdrange” he said. "I haven't kept a menagerie since. | mean, dmog everyone has some sort of
menagerie, even you, Iron Orchid.”

"Mineis so small. Compare it with the Everlasting Concubine's, even.”

"Y ouve three Napoleons. She has none."

"True. But I'm honestly not sure whether any one of them is genuine.

"Itishard to tel," he agreed.

"And she does have an absolutely genuine Attila the Hun. The trouble she went to, too, to make that
particular trade. But he's such a bore."

"I think that's why | stopped collecting,” he said. "The genuine items are often less interegting then
the fakes."

"It's usudly the case, fruit of my loins™ She sank into the grass again. This last reference was not to



the literd truth. In fact, as Jnerek remembered, his mother had been some sort of mde anthropoid at the
actud moment of his birth and had forgotten dl about him until, by accident, Sx months later she came
upon the incubator in the jungle she had built. He had 4ill been nursed as a new-born baby by the
incubator. But she had kept him. He was glad of that. So few human beings, as such, were born these
days.

Perhaps that was why, being a naturd born baby, as it were, he fdt such an afinity with the past,
thought Jherek. Many of the time-travellers — even some of the space-travellers — had been children,
too.

He did get on wdl with some of the people who had chosen to live outsde the menageries and
adopt the ways of this society.

Pereg Trdo, for instance, who had ruled the world in the 30th century smply because he had been
the last person to be born out of an actua womb! A splendid, witty companion. And Clare Cyrato, the
sanger from the 500th — a peculiar fregk, due to some experiment of her mother's, she too had entered
life as a baby. Babies, children, adolescents — everything!

It was an experience he had not regretted. What experience could be regretted? And he had been
the darling of dl his mother's friends. His novety lasted well into his teens. With ddight they had watched
him grow! Everyone envied him. Everyone envied the Iron Orchid, though for a while she had didinctly
tired of hm and gone away to live in the middie of a mountain. Everyone envied him, that is, except
Mongrove (who would certainly not have admitted it, anyway) and Werther de Goethe, who had dso
been born a baby. Werther, of course, had been a trid and had not enjoyed himsdf nearly so much.
Even though he no longer had sx arms, he il fdt a certain amount of resentment about the way he had
been dtered, never having the same limbs or the same head, even, from one day to the next.

Jherek noticed that his mother had fdlen adeep again. She only had to lie down for a moment and
she was dreaming. It was a habit she had dways encouraged in hersdf, for she thought up many of her
best new ideas in dreams.

Jherek hardly dreamed at dl.

If he had, he supposed he would not have to seek out old tapes and platters to read, watch or hear.

Siill, he was acknowledged as being one of the very best recreators, even if his origindity would not
equd dther his mother's or that of the Duke of Queens. Privatdy Jherek fdt that the Duke of Queens logst
on aesthetic senghility what he made up for in invention.

Jherek remembered that both he and the Iron Orchid were invited to the Duke's that evening. He
hed not been to a party for some time and was determined to wear something sunning.

He considered what to put on. He would gtick to the 19th century, of course, for he believed very
much in conggtency of style. And it must be nothing fandful. 1t must be spare. It mus be a clean, quiet
image, driking and absolutely without a persond touch. A persond touch would, again, mar the effect.
The choice became obvious.

He would wear full evening dress, an opera hat and an opera cloak.

And, he thought with a sdf-satisfied smile he would have the whole thing in a low-keyed
combination of russet orange and midnight blue. With a carnation, naturaly, at the throat.

2

A Soirée at the Duke of Queens

A few million years ago, perhaps less (for time was terribly difficult to keep track of), there had
flourished as a province of legendary New Y ork City a magnificent digtrict known as the Queen's. It was
here that some New Y ork king's escort had established her summer residence, building a vast palace and
gardens and inviting from dl over the world the mogt talented and the most amusing people to share the



summer months with her. To the Queen's court flocked great painters, writers, composers, sculptors,
craftamen and wits, to disolay ther new creations, to perform plays, dances and operas, to gossp, to
entertain their queen (who had probably been the mythicd Queen Eleanor of the Red Vedt), their
patron.

Although in the meantime a few continents had drowned and others emerged, while various land
masses had joined together and some had divided, there had been litle doubt in the mind of Liam Ty
Pam Caesar Lloyd George Zatopek Finsbury Ronnie Michdangelo Yurio lopu 4578 Rew United that he
hed found the Ste of the origind court and established his own residence there and was thus able to style
himsdf, reasonably enough, the Duke of Queens. One of the few permanent landmarks of the world was
his statue of the Queen of the Red Vddt hersdf, dretching hdf amileinto the sky and covering an area of
some 9x miles, showing the heroic queen in her cadillac (or chariot) drawn by Sx dragons, with her oddly
curved spear in one hand, her square shidd on her other arm and with her bizarre hdmet upon her head,
looking splendidly heroic as she must have done when she led her victorious armies againg the might of
the United Nations, that grandiose and ambitious dliance which had, in the legends, once sought to
dominate the entire planet. So long had the statue stood in the grounds of the Duke's residence that few
redly ever noticed it, for the resdence itsdf changed frequently and the Duke of Queens often managed
to astonish everyone with the origindity and scope of hisinvention.

As Jherek Carndlian and his mother, the Iron Orchid, approached, the firg thing they saw was the
datue, but dmost immediately they took note of the house which the Duke mugt have erected especidly
for this evening's party.

"Oh!" breathed the Iron Orchid, peering out from the cabin of the locomotive and shidding her eyes
agang the light, "How clever heid How ddightful!”

Jherek pretended to be unimpressed as he joined her on the footplate, his opera cloak swirling.

"It's pretty,” he said, "and gtriking, of course. The Duke of Queensis dways sriking."

Clad in poppies, marigolds and cornflowers from throat to ankle, the Iron Orchid turned with a
gmile and wagged afinger a him. "Come now, my dear. Admit thet it is magnificent.”

"I have admitted thet it is striking. It is griking.”

"It is megnificent!"

His disdan mdted before her enthusasm. He laughed. "Very wdl, lushest of blooms, it is
magnificent! Without pardle! Gorgeous! Breethtaking! A work of geniud”

"And you will tdl him so, my ghost?' Her eyes were sardonic. "Will you tdl him?*

He bowed. "l will."

"Splendid. And then, you see, we shdl enjoy the party so much more.”

Of course, there was no doubting the Duke's ingenuity but as usud, thought Jherek, he had
overdone everything. The sky had been coloured a lurid purple as a background and in it swirled the
remaning planets of the Solar Sysem — Mars as a great ruby, Venus as an emerdd, Herod as a
diamond, and so on — thirty indl.

The residence itsdf was a reproduction of the Great Fire of Africa There were a number of
separate buildings, each in the shape of some famous city of the time, blazing merrily away. Durban,
KilwaKivinje, Yola, Timbuctoo and others dl burned, yet each detailed building, which was certain to
be in perfect scale, was sculpted from water and the water was brightly (garishly, in Jherek's opinion)
coloured, as were the flames. There were flames of every conceivable, flickering shade. And among the
flames and the water wandered the guests who had aready arrived. Naturdly there was no heat to the
fire— or bardy any — for the Duke of Queens had no intention of burning his guests to death. In a way,
Jherek thought, that was why the residence seemed to him to lack any red creetive force. But then he
was indined to take such matters too serioudy — everyone told him of that.

The locomotive landed just outside Smithamith, whose towers and terraces would crumble as if in a
blaze and then swiftly reform themsdves before the water fdl on anybody. People shouted with ddight
and giggled in surprise. Smithamith seemed at present the most popular attraction in the resdence. Food
and beverages, mainly 28th century African, were lad about everywhere and people wandered from
table to table sampling them.



Dismounting from the footplate and absently offering his hand to his mother (whose "Geronimo” was
sotto voce because she was becoming bored with the ritud) Jherek noticed many people he knew and a
few whom he did not. Some of those he did not know were planly from menageries, probably dl
time-travelers. He could tdl by the awkward way in which they stood, ether conversing or keeping to
themsdves, either amused or unhappy. Jherek saw atime-traveller he did recognise. Li Pao, clad in his
usud blue overdls, was cagting a disgpproving eye over Smithamith.

Jherek and the Iron Orchid approached him.

"Good evening, Li Pao," sad the Iron Orchid. She kissed him on his lovely, round ydlow face.
"Youre evidently critica of Smithamith. Is it the usud? Lack of authenticity? Youre from the 28th
century, aren't you?"'

"27th," sad Li Pao, "but | don't imagine things would have changed that much. Ah, you bourgeois
individualigs — you're so bad at it. That's dways been my main contention.”

"You could be a better 'bourgeois individudig' if you wanted to be, en?' Another menagerie
member approached. He was dressed in the long, dlver skirts of the 32nd century whipperman. "You're
aways quibbling over details, Li Pao."

Li Pao sghed. "I know. I'm boring. But thereit is”

"It'swhy we love you," said the Iron Orchid, kissng him again and then waving her hand to her dear
friend Gaf the Horse in Tears who had looked up from her conversation with Sweet Orb Mace (whom
some thought might be Jherek's father) and amiled at the Iron Orchid, motioning her to join them. The
Iron Orchid drifted away.

"And it's why we wont ligen to you time-travdlers” sad Jherek. "You can be so dreadfully
pedantic. This detail isn't right — that one's out of period — and so on. It $oils everyone's pleasure.
You mugt admit, Li Pao, that you are atrifle literd minded.”

"Thet was the strength of our Republic,” said Li Pao, spping his wine. "That was why it lasted fifty
thousand years."

"Off and on," said the 32nd century whipperman.

"More on then off," said Li Pao.

"W, it depends what you cal arepublic,” said the whipperman.

They were a it again. Jherek Carnelian smoothed himsdf off and saw Mongrove, the bitter giant, al
overblown and unloved, who stood moping in the very centre of blazing Smithamith as if he wished the
buildings would redly fal down on him and consume him. Jherek knew that Mongrove's whole persona
was an affectation, but he had kept it so long that it was dmaost possible Mongrove had become the thing
itsdf. But Mongrove was not redly unloved. He was a favourite a parties — when he deigned to attend
them. Thismust be hisfirg in twenty years.

"How are you, Lord Mongrove?' Jherek asked, aring up at the giant's lugubrious face.

"The worse for seaeing you, Jherek Carndlian. | have not forgotten dl the dights, you know."

"You would not be Mongrove if you had."

"Theturning of my feet into rats. Y ou were only a boy, then.”

"Correct. Thefirg dight." Jherek bowed.

"The theft of my private poems.”

"True — and my publishing them.”

"Jugt 50." Mongrove nodded, continuing: "The shifting of my lair and its environs from the North to
the South pole”

"You were confused.”

"Confused and angry with you, Jherek Carndlian. The lig is endless. | know that | am your buitt,
your fool, your plaything. I know what you think of me”

"I think wel of you, Lord Mongrove."

"You know mefor what | am. A mongter. A horror. A thing which does not deserve to live And |
hate you for that, Jherek Carnelian.”

"You love mefor it, Mongrove. Admit it."

A deep 9gh, dmost awindy bellow, escaped the giant's lips and tears fdl from his eyes as he turned



away. "Do your worgt, Jherek Carndian. Do your worst to me”

"If you ina g, my darling Mongrove."

Jherek amiled as he watched Mongrove plod deeper into the holocaust, his great shoulders
dumped, his huge hands hanging heavily a his hips. Dressed dl in black, was Mongrove, with his skin,
hair and eyes stained black, too. Jherek wondered if he and Mongrove would ever consummete ther
love for each other. Perhaps Mongrove had learned the secret of "virtue'? Perhaps the giant deliberately
sought the opposite of everything he redly desired to think and do? Jherek fdt he was beginning to
understand. However, he didnt much like the idea of turning into another Mongrove. That would be an
anful thing to do. It was the only thing which Mongrove would truly resent.

However, thought Jnerek as he drolled on through the flames and the liquids, if he became
Mongrove would not Mongrove then have an incentive to become something else? But would that new
Mongrove be as ddightful as the old? It was unlikdly.

"Jherek, my ddicious fancy! Here!"

Jherek turned with a crack of his russet cloak and saw Lord Jagged of Canaria, a mass of quilted
ydlow, his head bardly visblein his puffy collar, Sgndling to be joined at a table of fruits.

"Lord Jagged." Jherek embraced his friend. "Well, cosy one, are your battles ended?’

"They are ended a ladt. It has been five years. But they are ended. And every little man dead, |
fear." Lord Jagged had invented a perfect facamile of the Solar System and had played out every war on
it he had ever heard of. Each soldier had been complete in every detail, though of sub-microscopic
proportions. A tiny persondity. The entire set had been built in a cube measuring just over two feet
square. Lord Jagged yawned and for a moment his face disappeared dtogether into his collar. "Yes, |
quite logt affection for them in the end. Silly things. And you, handsome Jherek, what do you do?'

"Nothing very ambitious. Reproductions of the ancient world. Have you seen my locomotive?"

"I don't even know the word!" Lord Jagged roared. "Shdl | see it now?"

"It's over there, somewhere" said Jherek, pointing through a tumbling skyscraper. "It can wait urtil
you are nearer."

"Your costume is admirable said Lord Jagged, fingering the cloak. "I have dways envied your
taste, Jherek. Is this, too, something the ancients wore?

"Exadly."

"Exactly! Oh, your patience! Your care! Your eye!"

Jherek dtretched his arms and looked about him, pleased by the compliment. "It is fine" he said,
my eye”

"But where is our hogt, the magnificent Duke of Queens, the inventor of dl this excitement?”

Jherek knew tha Lord Jagged shared his view of the Duke's taste. He shook his head. "I haven't
seen him. Perhaps in one of the other cities. Is there a main one?"

"I think not. It is possible, of course, that he has not yet arrived — or |eft dready. You know how
he loves to absent himsdf. Such a strong, dramatic sense.”

"And drall," said Jnherek, meeting his friend's eyes and amiling.

"Now, now," said Lord Jagged. "Let us, Jherek, circulate. Then, perhaps, well find our host and
be able to compliment him to hisface.”

Armin arm they moved through the blazing city, crossed the lawvns and entered Timbuctoo, whose
dender oblongs, crowned by minarets, fdl in upon each other, criss-crossed, nearly struck the ground
and then sprang upright again, to be consumed by the flames afresh.

"Chrome," Jherek heard Li Pao saying. "They were chrome. Not slver and quartz and gold at dl.
Tome, I'm afraid, that spoils the whole idea.”

Jherek chuckled. "Do you know Li Pao? | suspect that he did not travel willingly through time. |
suspect, my padded Jagged, that his comrades sent him off! | am learning 'virtue,' by the way."

"And whdt is 'virtue?"

"I think it involves being like Mongrove."

"Oh!" Lord Jagged rounded hislipsin an ironic expression of dismay.

"I know. But you're familiar with my perfectioniam.”



"Of itskind it is the sweetest.”

"I think you taught me that — when | was a boy."

"I remember! | remember!” Lord Jagged sghed reminiscently.

"And | am grateful.”

"Nonsense. A boy needs a father. | was there" The puffed deeve sretched out and a pae hand
emerged to touch Jherek lightly upon his carnation, to pluck atiny petd from it and touch it so degantly
to the paelips "l was there, my heart.”

"Oneday," sad Jherek, "we mus make love, Lord Jagged.”

"One day. When the mood comes upon us a the same time. Yes" Lord Jagged's lips amiled. "
look forward to it. And how is your mother?"

"Sheisdegping a greet ded agan.”

"Then we may expect something extraordinary from her soon.”

"l think so. Sheishere”

Lord Jagged drew away from Jherek. "Then | shdl look for her. Farewell.”

"Goodbye, golden Lord Jagged.”

Jherek watched his friend disappear through an archway of fire which was there for a moment
before the towers reformed.

It was true that Lord Jagged of Canaria had helped form his taste and was, perhaps, the kindes,
mog affectionate person indl the world. Yet there was a certain sadness about him which Jherek could
never understand. Lord Jagged, it was sometimes said, had not been created in this age at dl, but had
been a time-traveller. Jherek had once put this to Lord Jagged but had met with an amused denid. Yet
dill Jnerek was not sure. He wondered why, if Jagged were a time-traveler, he would wish to make a
secret of it.

Jherek redlised that he was frowning. He rearranged his expresson and sauntered on through
Timbuctoo. How dull the 28th century must have been. Odd that things could change so swiftly in the
course of afew hundred years so that a century like the 19th could be full of richness and a century like
the 28th could only offer the Great Fire of Africa. Sill, it was dl a matter of what happened to amuse the
individud. He redly must try to be less critica of the Duke of Queens.

A pride of lions appeared and prowled menacingly around Jherek, gromling and sniffing. They were
red. He wondered if the Duke of Queens had gone so far asto dlow them dl their indincts. But they logt
interest in him and swaggered on. Ther colours, predominantly blue and green, clashed as usud.
Elsawhere Jherek heard people gigdling in fear as the lions found them. Most people found such
sensations gratifying. He wondered if his pursuit of virtue was making him bad-tempered. If so, he would
awiftly become a bore and had best abandon the whole idea. He saw Migtress Chrigtia, the Everlasing
Concubine, lying on her back near the edge of the burning city and humping up and down with glad cries
as O'Kala Incarnadine, who had turned himsdf into a gorilla for the occasion, enjoyed her. She saw
Jherek and waved. "Jherek!" she panted. "I — would — love — to — see — Oh, Kala, my love, that's
enough. Do you mind? But | want to talk to Jnerek now." The gorillaturned its head and saw Jherek and
grinned a him.

"Hdlo, Jherek. | didn't redise” said O'Kaa Incarnadine. He got up, smocthing down his fur.
"Thank you, Migtress Chridtia."

"Thank you, O'Kala. That was lovdy." She spoke vagudly as she concentrated on rearranging her
skirts. "How are you, Jherek. Can | serve?'

"Always, as you know. But | would rather chat.”

"So would 1, to be frank. O'Kaa has been a gorilla now for severd weeks and I'm constantly
bumping into him and I'm beginning to suspect that these mestings aren't accidental. Not that | mind, of
course. But I'll admit that I'm thinking of going back to being a man again. And maybe a gorilla Your
mother was a gorillafor awhile, wasn't she? How did she enjoy it?'

" was too young to remember, Mistress Chrigia”

"Of course you werel" She looked him over. "A baby! | remember.”

"You would, my ddlicacy.”



"Thereis nothing to stop anyone becoming a child for awhile. | wonder why more people don't do
it?'

"The fashion never did catch on," Jherek agreed, saizing her about the waist and kissng her neck
and shoulders. She kissed him back. She redly was one of the most perfect identity-creations in the
world. No man could resist her. Whatever he fdt like he had to kiss her and often had to make love to
her. Even Mongrove. Even Werther de Goethe who, as a boy, had never enjoyed her.

"Have you seen Werther de Goethe?' Jnerek asked.

"He was here, earlier,” said Midiress Chridtia looking about her. "I saw him with Mongrove. They
do like one another's company, don't they?'

"Mongrove learns from Werther, | think,"” sad Jherek. "And Werther says that Mongrove is the
only sane person in the whole world.”

"Perhaps it's true. What does 'sane’ mean?'

"I shan't tel you. I've had enough of defining difficult words and idess today."

"Oh, Jherek! What are you up to?"

"Vay little My interests have aways tended towards the abstract. It makes me poor company and
| am determined to improve."

"You're lovdy company, Jnerek. Everyone loves you."

"I know. And | intend to continue being loved. Y ou know how tiresome I'd become — like Li Pao
—if | did nothing but talk and invented little."

"Everyone lovesLi Pao!"

"Of course. But | do not wish to be loved in the way Li Pao isloved.”

She offered him a glance of secret amusement.

"Isthat how I'm loved!" he asked in horror.

"Not quite. But you were a child, Jherek. The questions you asked!"

"I'm mortified." He was not. He redlised that he did not redly care. He laughed.

"You're right," she said. "Li Pao is a bore and even | find him tiresome occasondly. Have you
heard that the Duke of Queens has a surprise for us?'

"Ancther.”

"Jherek — you are not generous to the Duke of Queens. And that isn't fair, for the Duke is a very
generous hod."

"Yes, | know. What is the nature of this new surprise?'

"That, too, is a surprise” High above little African flying machines began to bomb the city. Bright
lights burst everywhere and screamed as they burd. "Oh, that's how it Sarted!” excdamed Mistress
Chrigia "He's put it on again for the people who missed it." Migtress Chrigtia could have been the only
witness to the origind display. She was dways the fird to arrive anywhere.

"Come on, Jherek. Everyone's to go to Wolverhampton. That's where well be shown the surprise.”

"Veay wdl." Jnerek let her take his hand and lead him towards Wolverhampton, on the far sde of
the collection of cities

And then suddenly dl the flames went out and they were in complete darkness.

Slencefdl.

"Ddidous” whispered Mistress Chrigtia, squeezing his hand.

Jherek closed his eyes.

3

A Vistor WhoisLessthan Entertaining

At ladt, after a longer pause than Jherek would have thought absolutely necessary, the voice of the



Duke of Queens came to them through the darkness.

"Dear friends, you have doubtless dready guessed that this party has atheme. That theme, needless
to say, is'Disaster.'"

A cool, soft voice said to Jherek: "It's interesting to compare this expression of the theme with that
of the Earl of Carbolic who gaveit to us two years ago.”

Jherek smiled as he recognised Lord Jagged's voice. "Wait for the lightsto go up,” he said.

And then the lights did come on. They focused upon an odd, asymmetrica sort of mound which had
been set on a dais of transparent stedl. The mound seemed covered with a greenish-yelow mould. The
mould pulsed. It made smdl squesking sounds. It was less than charming.

"Wdl," whispered Lord Jagged, dill in darkness, for only the mound itsdf was lit, "it certainly
appears to fit the theme: what disaster could have caused that, | wonder!™

Migtress Chrigtia squeezed Jherek's hand tighter and giggled. "One of the Duke's experiments gone
wrong, |'d have thought. Or perhaps the Duke himsdf?'

"Ah" sad Lord Jagged. "How intdligent you are, Midtress Chrigtia As wdl as desrable, of
course.”

The Duke of Queens, dill unseen, continued with his introduction:

"This my friends, is a spaceship. It landed near here a day or two ago.”

Jherek was disgppointed and he could tdl from their slence that the rest of the guests were just as
disappointed. It was not unusud for spaceships to come to the planet, dthough none had caled herein
the last few years, as he remembered.

"It has come the furthest of any spaceship ever to vidt our old Earth," said the voice of the Duke of
Queens. "It's travelled smply millions of light years to get here! Sensationd in itsdf!”

Thiswas 4ill not good enough, thought Jherek, to make such a fuss about.

"Travdling a& much the fastest speed of any spaceship to vigt us before! Stupendous speed!™
continued the Duke.

Jherek shrugged.

"Agiounding,” came Lord Jagged's dry voice from beside him. "A scientific lecture. The Duke of
Queens is taking a lesf out of Li Pao's book. | suppose it makes a change. But somewhat out of
character for our Duke, I'd have thought."

"Perhaps even he has tired of sensationdism for its own sake," sad Jherek. "But a rather dramdtic
reaction, surdy?"

"Ah, these problems of taste. They'll remain a subject of debate until every one of us decides to end
hisexistence, | fear." Lord Jagged sighed.

"But you are thinking that thisis not of sufficdent moment to make a great fuss about,” said the Duke
of Queens, asif in answer to Jherek and Lord Jagged. "And, of course, you are right. The occupant of
this particular spacecraft by coincidence happened to bring a certain amplification to the theme of my
party tonight. | felt he would amuse you dl. So here heis Hisname, asfar as | can pronounce it a dl, is
Y usharisp. He will address you through his own trandaion system (which is not quite of the qudity to
which we are used) and I'm sure you will find him as ddightful as did | when | firg spoke with him a little
while ago. My dear friends, | give you the space-traveller Yusharisp.”

The lignt dimmed and then refocused on a creature sanding on the other side of the transparent
ded dais. The creature was about four feet tdl, stood upon four bandy legs, had a round body, no head
and no ams. Near the top of the body was a row of circular eyes, dotted at regular intervas about the
entire circumference. There was a amdl triangular opening below these, which Jherek took to be the
mouth. The creature was predominantly dark, muddy brown, with little flecks of green here and there.
The eyes were bright, chinablue. All indl, the space-traveller had a rather sour look to him.

"Greetings, people of this plandt,” began Y usharigp. "I come from the dvilisation of Pwedi" — here
the trandator he was usng screeched for a few seconds and Yusharisp had to cough to readjust it —
"many gdaxies digant. It is my sdlf-gppointed misson to trave the universe bringing with me my
message. | believe it to be my duty to tdl dl intdligent lifeforms what | know. | grti oowo..." agan a
pause and a cough while Y usharigp adjusted his trandator, which seemed to be a mechanicd rather than



an organic device of some kind, probably implanted in his equivaent of a throat by crude surgery. Jherek
was interested in the device for its own sake, for he had heard of such things exigting in the 19th century,
or possbly alittle later. "I gpologise” Yusharisp continued, "for the inefficency of my equipment. It has
been put to much use over the past two or three thousand years as | have travelled the universe bearing
my tidings. After | leave here, | will continue my work until, at last, | perish. It will be severd thousand
years more before everyone | can possibly warn has been warned.” There was a sudden roaring and
Jherek thought at firg thet it must be the lions, for he could not imagine a sound like it issuing from the tiny
mouth cavity. But it was plain, from the dien's embarrassed gestures and coughs, that the trandator was
again mdfunctioning. Jherek began to fed impatient.

"Wl | suppose it is an experience" said Lord Jagged. "Though I'm not sure thet it was entirdy
tactful of the Duke of Queens to make it impossible for us to leave should we so desire. After dl, not
everyone enjoys being bored."

"Oh, you are not kind, Lord Jagged,” sad the equdly invisble Migtress Chridtia. "l fed a certain
sympathy for the little creature.”

"Dry s9og," sad the dien. "'l am sorry. Dry sgog." He cleared his throat again. "l had best be as
brief as possible”

The guests were beginning to talk quite loudly among themsdves now.

"In short," sad the dien, trying to make himsdf heard above a risng babble, "my people have
reached the inescgpable concdluson that we are living & what you might cdl the End of Time The
universe is about to undergo a reformation of such massive proportions that not an aom of it will remain
the same. All life will, effectively, die. All suns and planets will be destroyed as the universe ends one
cyde and begins another. We are doomed, felow inteligences. We are doomed.”

Jherek yawned. He wished the dien would get to the point. He began to stroke Migtress Chrigtia's
breasts.

The babble died. It was obvious that everyone was now waiting for the dien to finish.

"I see you are shocked, skree, skree, skreg,” sad the dien. "Perhaps | could have (roar) put the
news more tactfully, but I, skree, skree, have <o little time. There is nothing we can do, of course, to
avert our fate. We can only prepare oursdves, philosophicaly, skree, skree, for (roar) deeth.”

Migtress Chrigtia giggled. She and Jherek sank to the ground and Jherek tried to remember how the
lower garment of his set was removed. Midiress Chrigtia's had aready drifted open to receive him.

"Buttons," said Jherek, who had not forgotten even thissmdl detall.

"lant that amazing!" said the voice of the Duke of Queens. The voice was drained; it was
disappointed; it was eager to infect them with the interest which he himsdf fdt but which, it appeared,
hed falled to communicate itsdf to his guests. "The end of the universe! Ddightful!”

"l suppose s0," said Lord Jagged, feding for Jherek's heaving back and paiting it good-bye. "Bt it
isnot avery new ideg, isit?'

"We are dl going to die" The Duke of Queens laughed rather mechanicdly. "Oh, it's ddicioud™”

"Good-bye, Jherek. Farewdl, beautiful Mistress Chrigia” Lord Jagged went away. It was plan
that he was disappointed in the Duke of Queens; offended, even.

"Good-bye, Lord Jagged," sad Migtress Chridtia and Jherek together. Redly, there hadn't been
such adull party in athousand years. They separated and sat side by side on the lawvn. By the sound of it,
many others were drifting away, sumbling againg people in the dark and gpologisng. It was, indeed, a
disadter.

Jherek, now trying to be generous to the Duke of Queens, wondered if the thing had been
deliberately engineered. Well, it was ardaively fresh experience — a party which falled.

The dities of Africa burdt into flame once again and Jherek could see the dais and the Duke of
Queens ganding taking to the dien on the dais.

Lady Charlotina went past, not noticing Jherek and Migtress Chrigtia, who were 4ill stting on the
ground.

"Duke" cdled Lady Charloting, "isyour friend part of your menagerie?'

The Duke of Queens turned, hisfine, bearded face full of dgection. It was obvious that he had not



planned the fallure at dl.

"He mugt be tired, poor thing," said Midress Chridtia

"It was dmost bound to happen. Sensation piled on sensation but rooted in nothing, no proper
artigic conception,” said Jherek mdicioudy. "It iswhat I've dways said.”

"Oh, Jherek. Don't be unkind."

"Well..." Jnerek did fed ashamed of himsdf. He had been on the point of reveling in the Duke's
gopaling migtake. "Very wel, Migtress Chrigia You and | shdl go and comfort him. Congratulate him, if
you like, though | fear he won't believe in my sincerity.” They got up.

The Duke of Queens was taken aback by Lady Charlotinds question. He sad vegudy:
"Menagerie? Why, no..."

"Then might | have him?'

"Yes, yes, of course.”

"Thank you." Lady Charlotina gestured to the dien. "Will you come with me, please.”

The dien turned severd of his eyes upon her. "But | must leave. My message. You are kind to,
skree, skree, invite, skree, me. Howev (roar) er, | shdl have to, skree, decline” He began to move
towards his ship.

Regretfully Lady Charlotina gestured with one hand and froze the dien while with the other hand she
disseminated his spaceship.

"Disgusting!”

Jherek heard the voice behind him and turned, delightedly, to identify it. The person had spoken in
the languege of the 19th century. A woman stood there. She wore a tight-fitting grey jacket and a
voluminous grey skirt which covered dl but the toes of her black boots. Benegth the jacket could just be
seen awhite blouse with a amdl amount of lacework on the bodice. She had a straw, wide-brimmed hat
upon her heavily coiled chestnut hair and an expression of outrage on her pretty, heart-shaped face. A
time-travdler, without doubt. Jherek grinned with pleasure.

"Oh!" he exdamed. "An ancient!"

She ignored him, cdling out to Lady Charlotina (who, of course, did not understand 19th century
speech at dl): "Let the poor creature go! Though he is neither human nor Christian, he is still one
of God's creatures and has a right to his liberty!"

Jherek was speechless with ddight as he watched the time-traveller stride forward, the heavy skirts
swinging. Migtress Chridiaraised her eyebrows. "What is she saying, Jherek?"

"She mugt be new," he said. "She has yet to take a trandation pill. She seems to want the little dien
for hersdf. | don't understand every word, of course” He shook his head in admiraion as the
time-traveller lad a amdl hand upon Lady Charlotinas shoulder. Lady Charlotina turned in surprise.

Jherek and Midtress Chrigtia approached the pair. The Duke of Queens peered down from the dais
looking firgt at them and then at the frozen space creature without any understanding et dl.

"What you have done you can undo, degenerate soul,” said the time-traveller to the bewildered
Lady Charlotina

"She's speaking 19th century — one of many didects™" explained Jherek, proud of his knowledge.

Lady Charlotina inspected the grey-clad woman. "Does she want to make love to me? | suppose |
will, if..."

Jherek shook his head. "No. | think she wants your dien. Or, perhaps, she doesn't want you to
haveit. Il speak to her. Just amoment.” He turned and smiled at the ancient.

"Good evening, Fradlein. | parle the yazhak. Nay m-sdi pa," said Jherek.

She did not appear to be reassured. But now she stared a himin equad astonishment.

"The Frailein this," sad Jherek indicaing Lady Charloting, who lisened with mild interest, "is
pense que t'a make love to dle." He was about to continue and point out that he knew that this was not
the case when the time-travdller transferred her attention to him altogether and delivered a heavy smack
on his cheek. This baffled him. He had no knowledge of the custom or, indeed, how to respond to it.

"I think," he said to Lady Charlotina regretfully, "that we ought to give her a pill before we go any
further."



"Disgudting!" sad the timetraveler again. "l shall seek someone in authority. This must be
stopped. I'm beginning to believe I've had the misfortune to find myself in a colony of lunatics! "

They dl watched her stalk away.

"lant shefing” said Jherek. "I wonder if anyone's dlamed her. It dmost makes me want to start my
own menagerie”

The Duke of Queens lowered himsdf from the dais and settled beside them. He was dressed in a
forceform chedity belt, feather cloak and had a conicd hat of shrunken humen heads. "I mugt
gpologise" he began.

"The whole thing was superb,” said Jherek, dl mdice forgotten in his ddight a meeting the
time-travdler. "How did you think of it?'

"Wdl," said the Duke of Queens fingering his beard. "Ah..."

"A wonderful joke, juiciest of Dukes" said Midtress Chrigia. "We shdl be taking about it for
dayd"

"Oh?" The Duke of Queens brightened.

"And you have shown your enormous kindness once again," said Lady Charlotina, pressng her sky
blue lips and nose to his cheek, "in giving me the morbid space-traveller for my menagerie. | haven't got a
round one"

"Of course, of course" sad the Duke of Queens, his normd ebullience returning, though Jherek
thought thet the Duke rather regretted making the gift.

The Lady Charlotina made an adjustment to one of her rings and the giff body of the little dien
floated from the dais and hovered over her head, bobbing dightly, in the manner of a captive balloon.

Jherek sad: "Thetime-traveler. Is she yours, My Lord Duke?'

"The grey one who dapped you? No. I've never seen her before. Perhaps a maverick?"

"Perhaps s0." Jherek took off his opera hat and made a sweeping bow to the company. "If you will
forgive me, then, I'll seeif I can find her. Shewill add a touch to my present collection which will bring it
close to perfection. Farewell."

"Good-bye, Jherek," sad the Duke, dmogt graefully. Sympatheticdly Lady Charlotina and
Midress Chrigtia took each of his ams and led him away while Jherek bowed once more and then
gtruck off in pursuit of his quarry.

4

Carnedlian Concalves a New Affectation

After an hour of searching, Jherek redlised that the grey time-traveller was no longer at the party.
Because mogt of the guests had Ieft, it had not been a difficult search. Disconsolate, he returned to his
locomative and siwung aboard, throwing himsdf upon the long seat of plush and ermine, but hestating
before he pulled the whidle and set the aircar in mation, for he wanted something to happen to hm — a
compensation for his disappointment.

Either, he thought, the time-traveller had been returned to the menagerie of whomever it was that
owned her, or dse she had gone somewhere of her own valition. He hoped that she did not have a
time-traveling machine capable of carrying her back to her own age. If she had, then it was likdy she
was gone forever. He seemed to remember that there was some evidence to suggest that the people of
the late 19th century had possessed a crude form of time-travel.

"Ah, wdl," he 9ghed to himsdf, "if she has gone, she has gone"

His mother, the Iron Orchid, had left with the Lady Voicdess and Ulianov of the PAms, doubtless
to revive memories of times before he had been born. Being naturdly gregarious, he fdt deserted. There
was hardly anyone left whom he knew well or would care to take back with him to his ranch. He wanted



the time-traveler. His heart was set on her. She was charming. He fingered his cheek and smiled.

Peering through one of the observation windows, he saw Mongrove and Werther de Goethe
approaching and he stood up to hall them. But both pointedly ignored him and so increased his sense of
desolation where normdly he would have been amused by the perfection with which they played their
roles. He dumped, once more, into his cushions, now thoroughly reluctant to return home but with no
idea of any dternative. Mistress Christia, dways a willing companion, had gone off with the Duke of
Queens and My Lady Charlotina. Even Li Pao was nowhere to be seen. He yawned and closed his eyes.

"Seeping, my dear?"

It was Lord Jagged. He stood peering up over the footplate. "Is this the machine you were tdling
me about. The —?'

"Thelocomoative. Oh, Lord Jagged, | am so pleased to see you. | thought you left hours ago.”

"I was diverted.” The pae head emerged a fraction further from the ydlow collar. "And then
deserted." Lord Jagged amiled his familiar, wigful amile. "May | join you?"

"Of course.”

Lord Jagged floated up, a cloud of lemon-coloured down, and sat beside Jherek.

"So the Duke's display was not a deliberate disaster?' said Lord Jagged. "But we dl pretended that
it was."

Jherek Carndian drew off his opera hat and flung it from the locomotive. It became apuff of orange
smoke which disspated in the air. He loosened the cord of hiscloak. "Yes" he said, "even | managed to
compliment him. He was so miserable. But what could have possessed him to think that anyone would be
interested in an ordinary little dien? And a mad, prophesying one, a that."

"You don't think he told the truth, then? The dien?'

"Oh, yes. I'm sure he spoke the truth. Why shouldn't he? But whet is particularly interesting about
the truth? Very little, when it comes down to it, as we dl know. Look &t Li Pao. He is forever tdling the
truth, too. And what is a truth, anyway? There are so many different kinds."

"And his message did not disturb you?'

"His message? No. Thelifetime of the universe isfinite. That was his message.”

"And we are near the end of that lifelime He said that." Lord Jagged made a mation with his hand
and disrobed himsdlf, gretching his thin, pae body upon the couch.

"Why are you meking so much of this, white Lord Jagged?'

Lord Jagged laughed. "I am not. | am not. Just conversation. And a touch or two of curiogty. Your
mind is so much fresher than mine — than dmost anyone'sin the world. That iswhy | ask questions. If it
bores you I'll stop.”

"No. The poor little space-traveller was a bore, wasn't he? Wasn't he, Lord Jagged? Or did you
find something interesting about him?'

"Not redly. People used to fear death once, you know, and | suppose whatever-his-name-was dill
fearsit. | believe that people used to wish to communicate their fear. To spread it somehow comforted
them. | suppose that is his impulse. Well, he shdl find plenty to comfort him in My Lady Charlotinas
menagerie.”

"Speaking of menageries, did you see a girl timetraveler dressed in rather heavy grey garments,
wearing a straw-coloured hat with awide brim, at the party?'

"I believe | did."

"Did you notice where she went? Did you see her leave?'

"I think Mongrove took afancy to her and sent her in his aircar to his menagerie before he left with
Werther de Goethe."

"Mongrove! How unfortunate.”

"You wanted her yoursdf?'

"y es"

"But you've no menagerie”

"I have a 19th century collection. She would have suited it perfectly.”

"She's 19th century, then?"



"Yes"

"Perhgps Mongrove will give her to you."

"Mongrove had best not know | want her at dl. He would disseminate her or send her back to her
own time or give her away rather than think he was contributing to my pleasure. You must know that,
Lord Jagged.”

"You couldn't trade something for her? What about the item Mongrove wanted from you so much?
The dderly writer — from the same period, wasn't he?'

"Yes, before | became interested in it. | remember, Ambrose Bierce"

"The same!”

"He went up with the others. In the fire. | couldn't be bothered to reconditute him and now, of
course, it'stoo lae"

"You were never prudent, tender Jnerek.”

Jherek’s brows knitted. "I must have her, Lord Jagged, | think, in fact, that | shdl fal in love with
her. Yed inlove."

"Oho!" Lord Jagged threw back his head, arching his exquisite neck. "Lovel Lovel How splendid,
Jherek."

"I will plungeinto it. I will encourage the passion urtil | am asinvolved in it as Mongrove is involved
inhismisary."

"An excellent affectation. It will power your mind. It will make you so ingenious. You will succeed.
You will get her away from Mongrove, though it will turn the world upside down! You will entertain us
al. You will thrill us. You will hold our attention for monthd For yearsd We shdl speculate upon your
success or your falure. We shdl wonder how far you have redly involved yoursdlf in this game. We shdl
watch to see how your grey time-traveller responds. Will she return your love? Will she spurn it? Will she
decide to love Mongrove, the more to complicate your schemes?' Lord Jagged reached over and kissed
Jherek heartily upon the lips. "Yed It mugt be played out in every amdl detail. Your friends will help.
They will give you tips. They'll consult the literatures of the ages to glean the best of the love stories and
you will act them out. Gorgon and Queen Elizabeth. Romeo and Julius Caesar. Windermere and Lady
Oscar. Hitler and Mussolini. Fred and Loudla Ojiba and Obija. Sero and Fidsekaak. The lis goes on
— and on! And on, dear Jnerek!"

Fired by hisfriend's enthusasm Jherek stood up and yeled with laughter.

"l Sl be alover!"

"A lover!"

"Nothing hdl thwart mel”

"Nothing!"

"I shel win my love and live with her in ardent happiness until the very universe grows old and cold.”

"Or whatever our space-travelling friend said would happen. Now that factor should give it an
edge” Lord Jagged fingered his linen-coloured nose. "Oh, youll be doomed, desired, deceived,
debunked and deivered™ (Lord Jagged seemed to be fond, tonight, of his d's) "Demonic,
demondrative, determined, destructive.”" He was dangeroudy close to overdoing it. "Youll be degtiny's
fool, my dear! Your story shdl ring down the ages (whatever's left, a any rate). Jherek Carndian — the
mogt laudable, the mogt |aborious, the modt literd, the very last of loverd” And with aydl he flung his
ams around his friend while Jherek Carnelian saized the whidle dring and tugged wildly meking the
locomative shriek and moan and thrugt itsdf throbbing into the warm, black night.

“Love" shouted Jherek.

"Love" whispered Lord Jagged, kissng him once more.

"Oh, Jagged!" Jherek gave himsdf up to hislascivious lord's embrace.

"She mugt have a name" said Jagged, ralling over in the eight-poster bed and taking a Sip of beer
from the bronze barrel he held between the forefinger and thumb of his left hand. "We mug find it out.”
He got up and crossed the corrugated iron floor to brush aside the sheets from the window and peer
through. "Isthat a sunset or a sunrise? It looks like a sunsat.”

"I'm sorry." Jherek opened his eyes and turned one of hisrings a fraction of a degree to the right.



"Much better," said Lord Jagged of Canaria, admiring the golden dawn. "And what are the birds?’
He pointed through the window at the black slhouettes crding high abovein the sky.

"Parrots” sad Jherek. "They're supposed to eat the branded buffdo.”

"Supposed to?"

"They won't. And they should be perfect reproductions. | made a misake somewhere. | redly
ought to put them back in my gene-bank and start again.”

"What if we paid Mongrove a vist this moring?' Lord Jagged suggested, returning to his origind
subject.

"He wouldn't receive me"

"He would receive me, however. And you will be my companion. | will feign an interest in his
menagerie and that way you shdl be able to meet again the object of your desire.”

"I'm not sure it's such a good idea now, darling Jagged,” said Jherek. "I was carried away last
night.”

"Indeed, my love, you were. And why not? How often does it happen? No, Jherek Carnelian, you
shdl not falter. It will ddight so many.”

Jherek laughed. "Lord Jagged, | think there is some other motive involved here — a mative of your
own. Would you not rather take my place?’

"I?1 have no interest at dl in the period.”

"Arent you interested in fdling in love?'

"l am interested in your fdling in love. You should. It will complete you, Jherek. You were born, do
you see? The rest of us came into the world as adults (apart from poor Werther, but that was a
somewhat different story) or created oursalves or were created by our friends. But you, Jherek, were
born — a baby. And so you mugt dso fdl inlove. Oh, yes. There is no question of it. In any other one of
usit would be glly."

"I think you have dready pointed out that it would be ludicrousin me, too," said Jherek mildly.

"Love was dways ludicrous, Jherek. That's another thing again.”

"Veay wdl," amiled Jherek. "To please you, my lean lord, | will do my best.”

"To please us dl. Induding yoursdf, Jherek. Especidly yoursdf, Jherek."

"I mugt admit that | might consider....."

Lord Jagged began, suddenly, to sng.

The notes trilled and warbled from his throat. A mogt ddightful rush of song and such a complicated
meody that Jherek could hardly follow it.

Jherek glanced thoughtfully and with some irony at his friend.

It had seemed for a moment that Lord Jagged had deliberately cut Jherek short.

But why?

He had only been about to point out that the Lord of Canaria had dl the qudities of affection, wit
and imagination that might be desired in alover and that Jherek would willingly fdl in love with him rather
then some time-traveller whom he did not know at dl.

And, Jherek suspected, Lord Jagged had known that he was about to say this Would the
declaration have been in doubtful taste, perhaps? The point about fdling in love with the grey
time-traveler was that she would find nathing strange in it. In her age everyone had fdlen in love (or, at
vay least, had been able to decaive themsdves tha they had, which was much the same thing). Yes,
Lord Jagged had acted with grest generosty and stopped him from embarrassng himsdf. It would have
been vulgar to have declared his love for Lord Jagged but it was witty to fdl in love with the grey
time-travdler.

Not that there was anything wrong with intentiond vulgarity. Or even unintentiond vulgarity, thought
Jherek, in the case, for instance, of the Duke of Queens.

He recdled the party with horror. "The poor Duke of Queend!”

"His party was absolutely perfect. Not a thing went right” Lord Jagged left the window and
wandered over the bumpy floor. "May | use this for a quit?' He gestured towards a suffed mammoth
which filled one corner of the room.



"Of course" said Jherek. "l was never quite sure if it was in period, anyway. How clever of you to
pick that." He watched with interest as Lord Jagged broke the mammoth down into its component atoms
and then, from the hovering cloud of particles, concocted for himsdf aloose, lilac-coloured robe with the
kind of high, diff collar he often favoured, and huge puffed deeves from which peeped the tips of his
fingers and dlver dippers with long, pointed toes, and a circlet to contain his long platinum hair; a circlet
inthe form of arippling, living 54th century Uranian lizard.

"How haughty you look!" said Jherek. "A prince of fifty planetd”

Lord Jagged bowed in acknowledgment of the compliment. "We are the sum of dl previous ages,
are we not? And as areault there is nothing that marks this age of ours, save tha one thing. We are the

"I 'had never thought of it." Jherek swung hislong legs from the bed and stood up.

"Nor I, until this moment. But it is true. 1 can think of nothing ese typica. Our technologies, our
tricks, our conceits — they dl imitate the past. We benefit from everything our ancestors worked to
achieve. But we invent nothing of our own — we merely ring a few changes on what dready exigs”

"Thereis nothing left to invent, my lilac lord. The long history of mankind, if it has a purpose at dl,
has found complete fulfilment in us. We can indulge any fancy. We can choose to be whatever we wish
and do whatever we wish. What dseisthere? We are happy. Even Mongrove is happy in his misery —
it is his choice. No one would try to dter it. | am rather a a loss, therefore, to follow where your
argument isleading." Jherek sipped from his own beer barrdl.

"There was no argument, my jaunty Jherek. It was an observation | made. That was dl.”

"And accurate." Jherek was a aloss to add anything more.

"Accurate.”

Lord Jagged stood back to admire Jherek, gill unclothed for the day.

"And what will you wear?"

"I have been consdering that very question,” Jherek put a finger to his chin. "It must be in kegping
with dl this— egpecidly snce | an to pay court to alady of the 19th century. But it cannot be the same
asyedterday.”

"No," agreed Lord Jagged.

And then Jherek had it. He was dedlighted a his own brilliance. "I know! | shdl wear exactly the
same costume as she wore lagt night! 1t will be a compliment she cannot fall to notice.”

"Jherek," crooned Lord Jagged, hugging him, "you are the best of ud”

5

A Menagerie of Time and Space

"The very best of us" yawned Lord Jagged of Canaria, lying back upon the couch of plush and
ermine as Jherek, clad in his new costume, pulled the whistle of the locomotive which took off from the
corra and left the West behind, heading for gloomy Mongrove's domain.

The locomotive steered a course for the tropics, passing through a dozen different skies. Some of
the skies were dill being completed, while others were being dismantled as ther creators wearied of
them.

They puffed over the old cities which nobody used any more, but which were not destroyed
because the sources of many forms of energy were dill stored there — the energy in particular, which
powered the rings everyone wore. Once whole star systems had been converted to store the energy
banks of Earth, during the manic Enginesring Millennium, when everyone, it appeared, had devoted
themsdalves to that sngle purpose.

They travelled through severd daytimes and a few nighttimes on ther way to Mongrove's. The



giat, save for his brief Hell-making fad, had aways lived in the same place, where a sub-continent called
Indi had once been. It waswel over an hour before they sghted the grey clouds which perpetualy hung
over Mongrove's domain, pouring down ether snow or deet or hal or rain, depending on the giant's
mood. The sun never shone through those clouds. Mongrove hated sunshine.

Lord Jagged pretended to shiver, though his garments had naturdly adjusted to the change in
temperature. "There are Mongrove's miserable diffs | can see them now." He pointed through the
observation window.

Jherek looked and saw them. Mile high crags met the grey clouds. They were black, gleaming and
meanchaly crags, without symmetry, without a Sngle patch of reieving colour, for even the rain which fdl
on them seemed to turn black asit struck them and ran in weeping black rivers down ther rocky flanks.
And Jherek shivered, too. It had been many years since he had visted Mongrove and he had forgotten
with what uncompromising misery the giant had designed his home.

At a murmured command from Jherek, the locomative rolled up the sky to get above the clouds.
Therain and the cold would not affect the aircar, but Jherek found the mere sght too gum for his taste.
But soon they had passed over the diffs and Jherek could tdl from the way in which the cloud bank
seemed to dip in the middle that they were over Mongrove's valey. Now they would have to pass
through the clouds. There was no choice.

The locomotive began to descend, passing through layer after grey layer of the thick, swirling mig
until it emerged, findly, over Mongrove's valey. Jherek and Lord Jagged looked down upon a blighted
landscape of festering marsh and lesfless, stunted trees, of bleak boulders, of withered shrubs and dank
moss. In the very centre of dl this desolation squatted the vast, cheerless complex of buildings and
enclosures which was surrounded by a greet, glabrous wal and dominated by Mongrove's dark, obsidian
cadtle. From the castl€'s ragged towers shone a few dim, ydlowish lights.

Almogt immediatdy a force dome appeared over the castle and its environs. It turned the faling rain
to steam. Then Mongrove's voice, amplified fiftyfold, boomed from the now partidly hidden castle.

"What enemy approaches to plague and threaten despondent Mongrove?'

Although Mongrove's detectors would aready have identified them, Jagged answered with good
hurmour.

"Itisl, dear Mongrove. Your good friend Lord Jagged of Canaria”

"And another.”

"Yes, another. Jherek Carndian iswdl known to you surdy?'

"Wdl known and wel hated. He is not welcome here, Lord Jagged.”

"And 1?7 Am | not welcome?'

"None are welcome a Castle Mongrove, but you may enter, if you wish."

"And my friend Jnerek?'

“If you indgt upon bringing him with you — and if | have his word, Lord Jagged, that he is not here
to play one of his crue jests upon me"

"You have my word, Mongrove," said Jherek.

"Then," said Mongrove rductantly, "enter."

The force dome vanished; the rain fdl unhindered upon the basdt and the obsidian. For the sake of
politeness, Jherek did not take hislocomotive over the wadl. Instead he brought the aircar to the swampy
ground and waited until the massve iron gates groaned open just wide enough to admit the locomoative,
which shuffled merrily through, giving out multicoloured smoke from its funnd and its bogies — a most
incongruous dght and one which was bound to displease Mongrove. Yet Jherek could not resid it.
Mongrove desired so much to be baited, he fet, and he desred so much to bait him that he let few
opportunities go. Lord Jagged placed a hand on Jherek's shoulder.

"It would improve matters and make our task the eader if we were to forgo the smoke, jally
Jherek."

"Veay wdl!" Jherek laughed and ordered the smoke to stop. "Perhaps | should have designed a
more funered carriage dtogether. For the occasion. One of those black ships of the Four Year Empire
would do. Oh, desth meant so much to them in those days. Are we missng something, | wonder?'



"I have wondered that. Still, we have dl of us died so many times and been recreated so many times
that the thrill is gone. For them — especidly the heavy fak of the Four Year Empire — it was an
experience they could have only three or four times at mogt before their sysems gave out. Strange.”

They were nearing the man entrance of the cadtle itsdf, passng through narrow dtreets full of
lowering, dark walls and iron fences behind which dm shapes could be seen moving occasondly. The
large part of dl this was Mongrove's menagerie.

"He has added a great ded to it Snce | was lagt here)" said Jherek. "I hadn't redised.”

"You had best follow my lead,” sad Lord Jagged. "I will gauge Mongrove's mood and ask,
casudly, if we can see the menagerie. Perhaps after lunch, if he offers us lunch.”

"I remember the lagt lunch | had here" Jherek said with a shudder. "Raw Turyian dungwhde
prepared in the syle of the Zhadash primitives who hunted it, | gather, on Ganeshain the 89th century.”

"You do remember it wel."

"I could never forget it. | have never questioned Mongrove's artistry, Lord Jagged. Like me, heisa
dickler for detail.”

"And that is why this rivdry exigs between you, | shouldnt wonder. You are of smilar
temperaments, redly.”

Jherek laughed. "Perhaps. Though | think | prefer the way inwhich | express ming”

They went under a portcullis and entered a cobbled courtyard. The locomotive stopped.

Rain fdl on the cobbles. Somewhere a sad bell tolled and tolled and tolled.

And there was Mongrove. He was dressed in dark green robes, his great chin sunk upon his huge
chest, his brooding eyes regarding them from a head which seemed itsdf carved from rock. His
mongtrous, ten foot frame did not move as they dismounted from the aircar and, from politeness, dlowed
themsdlves to be soaked by the chill rain.

"Good morning, Mongrove." Lord Jagged of Canaria made one of his famous sweeping bows and
then tip-toed forward to reach up and grasp the giant's bulky hands which were folded on his ssomach.

"Jagged," sad Mongrove. "l am feding suspicious. Why are you and that wretch Jherek Carndian
here? What plot's haiching? What devious brew are you boiling? What new ruse are you rascas ripening
to make arift in my peace of mind?'

"Oh, come, Mongrove — peace of mind! Ian't that the lagt thing you desre?' Jherek could not
resst the jibe. He stood before his old riva in his new grey gown with his straw boater upon his chestnut
curls and his hands on his hips and he grinned up at the giant. "It is despair you seek — exquisite despair.
It is agony of soul such as the ancients knew. Y ou wish to discover the secret of what they called "the
humen condition” and recreate it indl its terror and its pain. And yet you have never quite discovered that
secret, have you, Mongrove? Is that why you keep this vast menagerie with creatures culled from dl the
ages, dl the places of the universe? Do you hope that, in their misary, they will show you the way from
despair to utter despair, from meancholy to the deepest mdancholy, from gloom to unspeakable gloom?

"Be dlent!” groaned Mongrove. "You did come here to plague me. You cannot stay! You cannot
day!" He covered his mongtrous ears with his monstrous hands and closed his greet, sad eyes.

"I gpologise for Jherek, Mongrove," said Lord Jagged softly. "He only hopes to please you."

Mongrove's reply was in the form of a vast, shuddering moan. He began to turn to go back into his
cadle.

"Please, Mongrove," said Jherek. "l do gpologise. | redly do. | wish there was some release for you
from this terror, this gloom, this unbearable depression.”

Mongrove turned back again, brightening just atrifle. " ou understand?'

"Of course. Though | have fdt only a fraction of what you mugt fed — | understand.” Jherek placed
his hand on his bosom. "The aching sorrow of it dl.”

"Yes" whispered Mongrove. A tear fdl from his huge right eye. "That is very true, Jherek.” A tear
fdl from hisleft eye. "Nobody understands, as arule. | am a joke. A laughing-stock. They know that in
this great frame is atiny, frightened, pathetic creature incgpable of any generodty, without crestive talent,
with a capacity only to weep, to mourn, to Sgh and to watch the tragedy that is humen life play itsdf to its
avful condusion.”



"Yes" sad Jherek. "Yes, Mongrove."

Lord Jagged, who now stood behind Mongrove, shdtering in the doorway of the castle and leaning
agang the obsdian wall, gave Jherek a look of pure admiraion and added to this look one of absolute
gpprova. He nodded his pae head. He amiled. He winked his encouragement, the white lid fdling over
hisamog colourless eye.

Jherek did admire Mongrove for the pains he took to make his role complete. When he, Jherek,
became a lover, he would pursue his role with the same dedication.

"You see" sad Lord Jagged. "You see, Mongrove. Jherek understands and sympathises better
than anyone. In the past he has played the odd practica joke upon you, it is true, but that was because
he was trying to cheer you up. Before he redised that nothing can hope to ease the misary in your bleak
soul and so on.”

"Yes" sad Mongrove. "l do see, Lord Jagged.” He threw a huge am around Jherek's shoulders
and dmog flung Jherek to the cobbled ground, muddying his skirts. Jherek feared for his set. It was
dready getting wet and yet politeness forbade him to use any form of force protection. He fdt his straw
hat begin to sag alittle. He looked down at his blouse and saw that the lace was looking a bit straggly.

"Come" Mongrove went on. "You dhdl lunch with me. My honoured guests. | never redised
before, Jnerek, how senstive you were. And you tried to hide your sengtivity with rough humour, with
coarse badinage and crude japes.”

Jherek thought many of his jokes had been rather subtle, but it was not palitic to say so a the
moment. He nodded, instead, and smiled.

Mongrove led them at lagt into the castle. For dl the winds whidling through the passages and
howling dong sairwells, for dl that the only light was from guttering brands and that the walls ran with
damp or were festooned with mildew; for dl the rats glimpsed from time to time for dl the bloodless
faces of Mongrove's living-dead retainers, the thick cobwebs, the chilly odours, the peculiar little sounds,
Jherek was pleased to be ingde and waked quite merily with Mongrove as they made ther way up
severd flights of uncdlad stone stairs, through a profusion of twisting corridors until at last they arrived in
Mongrove's banqueting hal.

"And where is Werther," asked Lord Jagged, "de Goethe, | mean? | was sure he left with you last
night. At the Duke of Queens?"

"The Duke of Queens." Mongrove's massive brow frowned. "Aye. Aye. The Duke of Queens. Yes,
Werther was here for awhile. But he left. Some new nightmare or other he promised to show me when
hed completed it."

"Nightmere?"

"A play. Something. I'm not sure. He said | would likeit."

"Excdlent."

"Ah," sghed Mongrove. "That space-traveller. How | would love to converse longer with him. Did
you hear hm? Doom, he said. We are doomed!"

"Doom, doom," echoed Lord Jagged, Sgning for Jherek to join in.

"Doom," said Jherek a little uncertainly. "Doom, doom."

"Yes dark damnation. Dgection. Doom. Doom. Doom.” Mongrove stared into the middle
distance.

Jherek thought that Mongrove seemed to have picked up Lord Jagged's predilection for words
beginning with "d."

"You covet, then, the dien?' he said.

"Covet hm?'

"You want himin your menagerie?' explained Lord Jagged. "That's the question.”

"Of course | would like hm here. He is very morbid, isnt he? He would make an excdlent
companion.”

"Oh, hewould!" said Lord Jagged, staring Sgnificantly a Jherek as the three men seated themsdves
a Mongrove's chipped and stained dining table. But Jherek couldn't quite work out why Jagged stared at
hm sgnificantly. "He would! What a shame heisin My Lady Charlotinas collection.”



"Isthat where he is? | wondered."

"Lady Charlotina wouldn't give you the little dien, |1 suppose,” sad Lord Jagged. "Since his
companionship would mean so much to you."

"Lady Charlotina hates me" said Mongrove smply. "Surely not!"

"Oh, yes she does. She would give me nothing. She is jedous of my collection, | suppose.”
Mongrove went on, with gloomy pride: "My collection islarge. Possbly the largest there is”

"I have heard that it is magnificent,” Jherek told him.

"Thank you, Jherek," said the giant gratefully.

Mongrove's attitude had changed completely. Evidently dl he asked for was that his misery should
be taken serioudy. Then he could forget every past dight, every joke at his expense, that Jherek had ever
made. In afew minutes they had changed, in Mongrove's eyes, from being bitter enemies to the closest of
friends,

It was plain to Jherek that Lord Jagged understood Mongrove very wel — as wel as he knew
Jherek, if not better. He was congtantly astonished at the indght of the Lord of Canaria. Sometimes Lord
Jagged could appear dmogt sniger!

"I would very much like to see your menagerie” said Lord Jagged. "Would that be possible, my
miserable Mongrove?!

"Of course, of course," said Mongrove. "Thereislittle to see, redly. | expect it lacks the glamour of
My Lady Charlotinas, the colour of the Duke of Queens, even the variety of your mother's, Jherek, the
Iron Orchid's."

"I am sure that is not the case," said Jherek diplomaticaly.

"And would you like to see my menagerie ds0?' asked Mongrove.

"Veay much,” said Jherek. "Very much. | hear you have —"

"Those cracks," said Lord Jagged suddenly and deliberately interrupting his friend, "they are new,
are they not, dear Mongrove?'

He gestured towards severd large fissuresin the far wdl of the hdll.

"Yes, they're comparatively recent,” Mongrove agreed. "Do you like them?'

"They are prime!”

"Not excessve? You don't think they are excessive?' Mongrove asked anxioudy.

"Not a bit. They are judt right. The touch of atrue artis.”

"I'm s0 glad, Lord Jagged, that two men of such understanding taste have visted me. You must
forgive meif earlier | seemed surly.”

"Surly? No, no. Naturaly cautious, yes. But not surly.”

"Wemud eat," said Mongrove and Jnerek's heart sank.

"Lunch — and then I'll show you round my menagerie”

Mongrove clapped his hands and food appeared on the table.

"Splendid!" said Lord Jagged, surveying the discoloured meats and the watery vegetables, the
withered sdlads and lumpy dressings. "And what are these delicacies?’

"Itisabanquet of the time of the Kalean Plague Century,” said Mongrove proudly. "Youve heard
of the plague? It swept the Solar System in | think, the 1000th century. It infected everyone and
everything."

"Wonderful,” said Lord Jagged with what seemed to be genuine enthusasm. Jherek, sruggling to
redrain an expression of nausea, was amazed a his friend's self-control.

"And what," said Lord Jagged, picking up a dish on which sat a piece of quivering, bloody flesh,
"would this be?"

"W, its my own reproduction, of course, but | think it's authentic." Mongrove haf-rose to peer a
the dish, looming over the pair. "Ah, yes — that's Snort — or isit Snout? It's confusing. I've udied dl |
could of the period. One of my favourites. If it's Snort, they had to change their entire rdligious attitude in
order to judify edting it. If it's Snout, I'm not sure it would be wise for you to eat it. Although, if you've
never died from food-poisoning, it's an interesting experience.”

"l never have" said Lord Jagged. "But on the other hand, it would take a while, | suppose, and |



was rather keen to see your menagerie this afternoon.”

"Perhgps another time, then,”" said Mongrove palitey, though it seemed he was a trifle disappointed.
"Shout is one of my favourites. Or isit Snort? But | had better resist the temptation, too. Jherek?'

Jherek reached for the nearest dish. "This looks tasty.”

"Wil, tasty is not the word 1'd choose." Mongrove uttered a strange, humourless laugh. "Very little
Plague Century food was that. Indeed, taste is not the criterion | gpply in planning my medls..."

"No, no," nodded Jherek. "I meant it looked — um..."

"Diseasad?' suggested Lord Jagged, munching his new choice (very little different in appearance
from the Snout or Snort he had regjected) with every apparent relish.

Jherek looked a Mongrove, who nodded his approva of Lord Jagged's description.

"Yes" sad Jherek in asmdl, srangled voice. "Diseased.”

"It was. But it will do you no great harm. They had dightly different metabolisms, as you can
imagine" Mongrove pushed the dish towards Jherek. In it was some kind of greenish vegetable in a
brown, murky sauce. "Help yoursdf.”

Jherek ladled the smdlest possible amount on to his plate.

"More" sad Mongrove, munching. "Have more. There's plenty.”

"More" whispered Jherek, and heaped another spoonful or two from the dish to his plate.

He had never had much of an appetite for crude food at the best of times, preferring more direct
(and invishle) means of sugtaining himsdf. And this was the most ghadtly crude food he had ever seenin
hisentire life

He began to wish that he had suggested they have the Turyian dungwhde, after dl.

At last the ordedl ended and Mongrove got up, wiping hislips.

Jherek, who had been concentrating on contralling his spasms as he forced the food down his
throat, noticed that while Lord Jagged had eaten with every dgn of heartiness he had actudly consumed
vary little. He must get Jagged to teach him that trick.

"And now," sad Mongrove, "my menagerie awaits us" He looked with despondent kindness upon
Jherek, who had naot yet risen. "Are you unwdl? Perhaps the food was more diseased then it should have
been?'

"Perhaps”" said Jherek, pressing his pdms on the wood of the table and pushing his body upright.

"Do you fed dizzy?" asked Mongrove, grasping Jherek's elbow to support him.

"Alittle”

"Are there painsin the somach? Have you a somach?’

"I think | have. There are afew samdl pans”

"Hmm." Mongrove frowned. "Maybe we should make the tour another day."

"No, no," sad Jagged. "Jherek will appreciate things dl the more if he is feding a little low. He
enjoys feding low. It brings him closer to a true understanding of the essentia pain of human existence.
Doesn't it, Jherek?"

Jherek moved his head up and down in assent. He could not quite bring himsdf to speak to Lord
Jagged a that moment.

"Vey good," said Mongrove, propdling Jnerek forward. "Very good. | wish that we had settled
our differences much earlier, gentle Jherek. | can see now how much | have misunderstood you.”

And Jherek, while Mongrove's atention was diverted, darted a look of pure hatred at his friend
Lord Jagged.

He had recovered alittle by the time they left the courtyard and plodded through the rain to the first
menegerie building. Here Mongrove kept his collection of bacteria; his viruses, his cancers — dl
megnified by screens, some of which measured nearly an eighth of a mile across. Mongrove seemed to
have an afinity with plagues.

"Some of these illnesses are more than a million years old" he sad proudly. "Brought by
time-travelers, modly. Others come from dl over the universe. We have missed a lot, you know, my
friends, by not having diseases of our own."



He paused before one of the larger screens. Here were examples of how the bacteria infected the
creatures from which they had origindly been taken.

A bearlike dien writhed in agony as hisflesh bubbled and burst.

A reptilian space-traveller sat and watched with bleary eyes as his webbed hands and feet grew
ardl tentacles which gradudly wrapped themsalves around the rest of his body and strangled him.

"I sometimes wonder if we, the most imeginaive of creatures, lack a certain kind of imagination,”
murmured Lord Jagged to Jherek as they paused to look at the poor reptile.

Elsawhere aflord intdligence was attacked by a fungus which gradudly ate at its beautiful blossoms
and turned its tems to dry twigs.

There were hundreds of them. They were dl so interesting that Jherek began to forget his own
quams and left Jagged behind as he strode beside Mongrove, asking questions and, often, giving close
atention to the answers,

Lord Jagged was inclined to linger, examining this specimen, exdaming about that one, and was late
infallowing them when they Ieft the Bacteria House and entered the Fluctuant House.

Here was awide variety of creatures which could change shape or colour at will. Each creature was
dlowed a large space of its own in which its environment had been recreated in absolute detall. The
environments were not separated by walls but by unseen force fields, each environment phasing tastefully
into another. Mogt of the fluctuants were not indigenous to Earth a any period in her history (save for a
few primitive chameleons, offapeckers and the like) but were drawn from many distant planets beyond
the Solar System. Virtudly dl were inteligent, especidly the mimics.

As the three people waked through the various environments, protected from attack by their own
force shidds, creature after cresture encountered them and changed shape, mimicking cruddy or
perfectly ather Jnerek, or Jagged, or Mongrove. Some changed shape so swiftly (from Jagged, say, to
Mongrove, to Jherek) that Jherek himsdf began to fed quite strange.

The Human House was next and it was in this that Jherek hoped to find the woman he intended to
love

The Human House was the largest in the menagerie and whereas many of the other houses were
stocked from different areas of space, this was stocked from different ages in Earth's history. The house
stretched for severd square miles and, like the Huctuant House, its environments were phased into each
other (in chronological order), recresting different habitats from many periods. In the broader categories
were represented Neandertha Man, Riltdown Man, Rdigious Man and Sdentific Man and there were,
of course, many sub-divisons.

"I have here" said Mongrove, dmogs animatedly, "men and women from virtudly every mgor
period in our higory."

He paused. "Have you, my friends, any particular interest? The Phradracean Tyrannies, possbly?’
He indicated the environment in which they now stood. The houses were square, sandy blocks, standing
on a sand-coloured concrete. The representative of this age was wearing a garment (if it was a garment)
of amilar materia and colour, aso square. His head and limbs projected rather incongruoudy from it and
he looked a comicd dght as he walked about shouting at the three men in his own language and waving
hisfigs. He nonethdess kept a safe distance.

"He seems angry,” said Lord Jagged, watching him with quizzica amusement.

"It was an angry age," said Mongrove. "Like so many."

They passed through that environment and through several more before Mongrove stopped again.

"Or the glorious Irish Empire” he said. "Fve hundred years of the most marvelous Cdtic Twilight,
covering forty planets. Thisis the guinness, or ruler, himsdf."

They were in an environment of lush green grass and soft light in which stood a two-storey building
inwood and stone with a Sgn hanging from it. Outside the building, on a wooden bench, sat a handsome,
red-faced individud dressed in a rather strange dun-coloured garment which was belted tightly at the
was and had a collar turned up to shade the face. On the head was a soft brown hat with a brim turned
down over the eyes. In one hand was a pot of dark liquid on which floated a thick, white scum. The man
raised this pot frequently to his lips and drained it, whereupon it indantly filled again, to the man's



congtant, amiling delight. He sang dl the time, too, a lugubrious dirge-like meody, which seemed to
please him, though sometimes he would lower his head and weep.

"He can be s0 sad,” said Mongrove admiringly. "He laughs, he Sngs, but the sadness fills him. He is
one of my favourites.”

They moved on, through examples of the prehistoric Greek Golden Age, the British Renaissance,
the Corinian Republican era, the Imperid American Confederation, the Mexican Overlordship, the
Ydinish Emperors, the Twelve Planet Union, the Thirty Planet Union, the Anarchic States, the Cool
Theocracy, the Dark Green Council, the Fargjite Warlord period, the Herodian Empire, the Gienic
Empire, the Sugar Dictatorship, the Sonic Assassination period, the time of the Invisble Mark (most
peculiar of many amilar periods), the Rope Girl age, the First, Second and Third Paterndisms, the Ship
Cultures, the Engineering Millennium, the age of the Planet Builders and hundreds more.

And dl the time Jherek looked about him for asgn of the grey time-traveller while, mechanicdly, he
praised Mongrove's collection, leaving most of the expressions of awe and ddight to Lord Jagged, who
deliberatdly drew attention away from Jherek.

And yet it was Mongrove who pointed her out firg as they entered an environment somewhat barer
then the redt.

"And here isthe latest addition to my collection. I'm very proud to have acquired her, but as yet she
will not tel me what to build so that she may be happy in a habitat which suits her best.”

Jherek turned and looked full into the face of the grey time-traveller.

She was glaring. She was red with rage. At firg Jherek did not redlise that he was the object of that
rage. He thought that when she recognised him, when she saw what he was wearing, her expresson
would soften.

But it grew harder.

"Has she had a trandation pill yet?' he asked of Mongrove. But Mongrove was staring at hmwith a
tinge of suspicion.

"Your costumes are very Smilar, Jherek."

"Yes" sad Jherek. "l have dready met the time-traveler. Last night. At the Duke of Queens. | was
S0 impressed by the costume that | made one for mysdf.”

"I see" Mongrove's brow cleared alittle

"But what a coincidence,” said Lord Jagged briskly. "We had no idea she was in your collection,
Lord Mongrove. How extraordinary.”

"Yes" said Mongrove quigtly.

Jherek cleared his throat.

"I wonder..." began Mongrove.

Jherek turned to address the lady, making a low bow and saying courteoudy: "I trust you are well,
madam, and that you can now understand me better.”

"Undergand! Undergand!" The lady's voice was hygericd. She did not seem at dl flattered. "I
understand you to be a depraved, disgusting, corrupt and abominable thing, Sr”

Some of the words 4ill meant nothing to Jherek. He amiled politdy. " Perhaps another trandation pill
would..."

"You are the foulest creature | have ever encountered in my entire life”" said the lady. "And now |
am convinced that | have died and am in a more horrible Hdl than any that Man could imagine. Oh, my
ansmus have been terrible when | lived.”

"HdI?' said Mongrove, hisinterest awakened. "Are you from Hdl?"

"Istha another name for the 19th century?' asked Lord Jagged. He seemed amused.

"Thereismuch | can learn from you,” said Mongrove, eagerly. "How glad | am that it was | who
damed you."

"What is your name?' said Jherek wildly, completely taken aback by her reaction.

She drew hersdf up, her lip curling in disdain as she eyed him from head to toe.

"My name, dr, is Mrs. Amdia Underwood and, if this is not Hell, but some dreadful foreign land, |
demand that | be alowed to speak to the British Consul a oncel”



Jherek looked up a Mongrove and Mongrove looked down in astonishment at Jherek.

"Sheisone of the Srangest | have ever acquired,” said Mongrove.

"I will take her off your hands," said Jherek.

"No, no," said Mongrove, "though the thought is kind. No, | think | will enjoy sudying her." He
turned his attention back to Mrs. Underwood, spesking politdy. "How hot would you like the flames?!
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A Pleasing Meeting: Thelron Orchid Devisesa Scheme

Having successfully convinced meancholy Mongrove that flames would not be the best environment
for the grey time-traveller and having made one or two adterndive suggestions based on his own detailed
knowledge of the period, Jherek decided that it was time to offer his adieux. Mongrove was 4ill indined
to dart at him the odd suspicious glance; Mrs. Amdia Underwood was planly in no mood at the moment
to receive his declarations of love and, it seemed to him, Lord Jagged was becoming bored and wanting
to leave.

Mongrove escorted them from the Human House and back to where the gold and ebony
locomotive awaited them, its colours dashing horribly with the blacks, dark greens and muddy browns of
Mongroves lar.

"Wdl," said Mongrove, "thank you for your advice, Jherek, | think my new specimen should settle
down soon. Of course, some cregtures are indined to pine, no matter how much care you take of them.
Some die and have to be resurrected and sent back to where they came from.”

"If there's any further hdp | can give..." murmured Jherek anxioudy, horrified at the idea.

"I shell ask for it of course." There was perhaps a trace of coolnessin Mongrove's tone.

"Orif | can spend some time with..."

"You have been,” said Lord Jagged of Canaria, posng above them on the footplate, "a gracious
host, and gigantic, Mongrove, in your generosity. I'll remember how much you would like to add thet
gloomy space-traveller to your collection. Il try to acquire him for you in some way. Would you,
incidentaly, be interested in making a trade”?”’

"A trade?' Mongrove shrugged. "Y es, why not? But what for? What have | worth offering?'

"Oh, | thought I'd take the 19th century specimen off your hands" Jagged said airily. "I honestly
don't think you'l have much joy from it. Also, there is someone to whom it would make a suiteble gift.”

"Jherek?' Mongrove was dert. "Is that whom you mean?' He turned his huge head to look soulfully
a Jnerek, who was pretending that he hadn't been ligening to the conversation.

"Ah, now," said Lord Jagged, "that would not be tactful, would it, Mongrove, to reved?"

"I suppose it wouldn't." Mongrove gave a great sniff. The rain ran down his face and soaked his
dull, shapeless garments. "But you would never get My Lady Charlotina to give up her dien. So thereis
no point to this discusson.”

"It might be possible" said Lord Jagged. The lizard cirdlet on his head hissed its complaint a the
soeking it was receiving. He ducked back into the cabin of the locomoative. "Are you coming, Jherek?'

Jherek bowed to Mongrove. "Y ou have been very kind, Mongrove. | am glad we understand each
other better now."

Mongrove's eyes narrowed as he watched Jherek drift up to the footplate. "Yes" sad the giant, "l
am glad of that, too, Jherek."

"And you will be pleased to make the trade?' said Jagged. "If | can bring you the dien?’

Mongrove pursed his enormous lips. "If you can bring me the dien, you may have the
timetravdler.”

"Itsabargan!" sad Lord Jagged gaily. "I shdl bring him to you shortly."



And a last Mongrove found it in himsdlf to voice his suspicions. "Lord Jagged. Did you come here
with the specific desire to acquire my new specimen?’

Lord Jagged laughed. "So that is why your manner has seemed reserved! It was bothering me,
Mongrove, for | fdt | had offended you in some way."

"But is that the reason?' Mongrove continued inggtently. He turned to Jherek. "Have you been
deceiving me, pretending to be my friends, while dl the time it was your intention to take my specimen
away from me?'

"l am shocked!"

Lord Jagged drew himsdf up in a swirl of draperies.

""Shocked, Mongrove."

Jherek could not restrain a grin as he marvelled a Lord Jagged's hidrionic powers. But then Lord
Jagged turned his grim frown upon Jherek, too.

"And why do you amile, Jherek Carndlian? Do you believe Mongrove? Do you think that | brought
you with me on a mere pretence — that my intention was not to hed therift between you?'

"No," sad Jherek, cagting down his eyes and trying to rid himsdf of the unwecome grin. "I am
sorry, Lord Jagged.”

"And | am sorry, too." Mongrove's lips trembled. "I have wronged you both. Forgive me”

"Of course, mogt miserable of Mongroves” said Lord Jagged kindly. "Of course! Of course! Of
course! You were right to be suspicious. Your collection is the envy of the planet. Each one of your
geecimensin agem. Remain cautious There are others, less scrupulous than mysdf or Jherek Carnelian,
who would deceive you."

"How unkind | have been. How ungenerous. How ill-mannered. How mean-spirited!” Mongrove
groaned. "What a wretch | am, Lord Jagged. Now | hate mysdf. And now you see me for what | am,
you will despise me forever!"

"Despise? Never! Your prudence is admirable. | admire it. | admire you. And now, dearest
Mongrove, we must leave. Perhaps | will return with the specimen you desire. Inaday or s0."

"You are more then gracious. Farewdll, Lord Jagged. Farewell, Jherek. Please fed free to vidt me
whenever you wish. Though | redlise | am poor company and that therefore you will have little indlination
to..."

"Farewel, weeping Mongrove!” Jherek pulled the whidle and the train made a mournful noise — a
kind of despairing honk — before it began to ascend dowly into the drooping day.

Lord Jagged had resumed his position on the couch. His eyes were closed, his face expressonless.
Jherek turned from where he stood looking through the observation window. "Lord Jagged, you are a
modd of deviousness."

"Come now, my cunning Carndlian,” murmured Lord Jagged, his eyes 4ill shut, "you, too, show a
finetdent in that direction.”

"Poor Mongrove. How nestly his suspicion was turned.” Jherek sat down beside his friend. "But
how are we to acquire Mrs. Amdia Underwood? The Lady Charlotina might not hate Mongrove, but
sheisjedous of her treasures. She will not give the little dien to us™

"Then we mug steal him, eh?" Jagged opened his pale eyes and there was a mischievous ecstacy
shining from them. "We shdl be thieves, Jherek, you and 1."

Theideawas s0 agonishing thet it took Jherek a while to understand its implications. And then he
laughed in delight. "You are so inventive, Lord Jagged! And it fits so wdl!"

"It does. Mad with love, you will go to any lengths to have possession of the object of that love. All
other congiderations — friendship, prestige, dignity — are swept aside. | see you like it." Lord Jagged
put a dender finger to his lips, which now bore just a trace of a amile. "What a succulent drama we are
beginning to build. Ah, Jherek, my dear, you were born — for love! "

"Hm," said Jherek, without rancour, "1 am beginning to suspect that | was born so that you might be
supplied with raw materids with which to exercise your own consderable literary gifts, my lord."

"You flatter, flaiter, flatter me!”



Later a voice spoke gently in Jnerek's ear. "My son, my ruby! Is that your aircar?"

Jherek recognised the voice of the Iron Orchid. "Yes, mother, it is. And where are you?'

"Bedow you, dear."

He got up and looked down. On a chequered landscape of blue, purple and ydlow, fla, save for a
few crygd trees dotted here and there, he could make out two figures. He looked a Jagged. "Do you
mind if we pause awhile?'

"Not &t dl."

Jherek ordered the locomotive to descend and was standing on the footplate by the timeit landed in
one of the orange squares, measuring about twelve feet across and made of tightly packed tiny
shamrocks. In the neighbouring square, a green one, sat the Iron Orchid with Li Pao upon her knee.
Even as Jherek lowered himsdf from his car the colours of the squares changed again.

"I just can't make up my mind, today," she explained. "Can you help me, Jnerek?"

She had dways had a predilection for fur and now a fine, golden down covered her body, save for
her face which she had coloured to maich Li Pao's. Li Pao wore the same blue overdls as usud and
seemed embarrassed. He tried to get off the Iron Orchid's furry knee, but she hed him firmly. She was
seated in a beautiful, shimmering force chair. Bluebirds whedled and dipped just above her head.

The chequered plain stretched away for a mile on dl sides. Jherek contemplated it. His mind was
occupied with other matters and he found it difficult to offer advice. At last he sad: "I think any
arrangement that you make is perfect, most ornamenta of Orchids. Good afternoon, Li Pao.”

"Good afternoon,” sad Li Pao rather digantly. Although a member of the Duke of Queens
menagerie, he chose to wander abroad most of the time. Jherek thought that Li Pao didn't redly like the
austere environment which the Duke of Queens had created for him, though Li Pao daimed that it was dl
heredly needed. Li Pao looked beyond Jherek. "I see you have your decadent friend, Lord Jagged, with
you."

Lord Jagged acknowledged Li Pao with a bow tha set dl his lilac robes aflutter and made the
living lizerd rear upon his brow and snap its teeth. Then Lord Jagged took one of the Iron Orchid's
fur-covered hands and pressed it to his lips. "Softest of beasts,”" he murmured. He stroked her shoulder.
"Prettiest of pts”

Li Pao got up. He was sulking. He stood some distance off and pretended an interest in a crystd
tree. The Iron Orchid laughed, her hand encirding the back of Lord Jagged's neck and pulling his head
down to kiss hislizard upon its serrated snout.

Leaving them to ther ritud, Jherek joined Li Pao beside the tree. "We have just returned from
Mongrove's. Arent you afriend of his?'

Li Pao nodded. "Something of a friend. We have one or two idess in common. But | suspect that
Mongrove's views are not dways his own. Not dways sncere.”

"Mongrove? There is nobody less ingncere”

"In this world? Perhaps not. But the fact remains...” Li Pao flicked a slver crystd fruit and it
emitted aSngle pure, sweet note for two seconds before fdling slent again. "I mean, it is not a great ded
to say of someone ndive to your society.”

"Ahd" said Jherek portentoudy. He had not actudly been ligening. "I have tumbled, Li Pao, in
love" he announced. "I am desperately in love — mindledy in love — with agirl.”

"You don't know the meaning of love" Li Pao replied dismissvey. "Love involves dedication,
sdf-denid, nobility of temperament. All of them qudities which you people no longer possess. Is this
another of your frightful travesties? Why are you dressed like that? What ghodts you are. What pathetic
fantases you pursue. You play mindless games, without purpose or meaning, while the universe dies
around you."

"l am sure that's true," said Jherek politely. "But if it is, Li Pao, why do you not return to your own
time? It is difficult, but not impossble”

"It is virtudly impossble. You mus surdy have heard of the Morphall Effect. One can go back in
time, cartainly — perhaps for afew minutes at most. No scientist in the Earth's long history has ever been



able to solve that problem. But — even if there was a good chance of my remaining there once | had
returned — what could | tdl my people? That dl ther work, their sdf-sacrifice, their idediam, thar
edablishment of judtice, findly led to the creation of your putrid world? | would be a mongter if | tried.
Would | describe your over-ripe and rotting technologies, your foul sexud practices, your degenerate
bourgeois pastimes a which you idle away the centuries? No!"

Li Pao's eyes shone as he warmed to his theme and fdt the full power of his own heroism surging
through him.

"No! It ismy lot to remain a prisoner here. My self-gppointed lot. My sacrifice. It is my duty to
warn you of the consequences of your decadent behaviour. My duty to try to steer you on to straighter
paths, to consder more serious matters, beforeit istoo late" He paused, panting and proud.

"And meanwhile" came the languid tones of the Iron Orchid as she approached, hanging on to the
am of Lord Jagged, who raised a complimentary eyebrow a Li Pao, "it is dso your lot, Li Pao, to
entertain your Orchid, to pleasure her, to adore her (as | know you do) and most caudtic of critics, to
sweeten her days with your fine displays of emotion.”

"Oh, you are wicked! You are imperidigic! You arevile" Li Pao stalked away.

"But mark my words," he said over his shoulder, "the apocalypse is not that far away. You will
wigh, Iron Orchid, that you had not made sport of me”

"What dark, dark hintd Does Li Pao love you?' asked Lord Jagged. There was a speculative
expression on his white features. He glanced sardonicdly a Jherek. "Perhaps he can teach you a few
responses, my novice?"

"Perhgps” Jherek yawned. The gtrain of hisvist to Mongrove had tried him a bit.

"Why?" The Iron Orchid stared with interest a her son. "Are you learning ‘jealousy’ now, blood of
my blood? Ingtead of virtue? Isn't jealousy what Li Pao is doing now?'

Jherek had forgotten his craze of the day before.

"I believe s0," he replied. "Perhaps | should cultivate Li Pao. Isn't jedousy one of the components
of true love, Lord Jagged?'

"You know more of the details of the period then I, joyful Jherek. All I have helped you do is to put
them into a context.”

"And a splendid context, too," Jnerek added. He looked after the departing Li Pao.

"Come now, Jherek," said his mother, laying down her deekness upon a padded couch and
dismissng the cheque-red fidd (it had been awful, thought Jherek). The fidd became a desert. The
bluebirds became eagles. Not far off a dump of pams sprang up beside a waterhole. The Iron Orchid
pretended not to notice that the oasis had appeared directly beneath where Li Pao had been standing.
The Chinese was now glowering at her. All that could be seen above the surface of the water was his
head. "What," she continued, "isthis game you and Lord Jagged have invented?'

"Mother, I'min love with such a wonderful girl," began Jherek.

"Ahl" She sghed with delight.

"My heart Sngswhen | see her, mother. My pulse throbs when | think of her. My life means nothing
when she's not there.”

"Charming!"

"And, dear mother, sheiseverything that a girl should be. She's beautiful, intdligent, understanding,
imaginative, cruel. And, mother, | mean to marry her!"

Exhausgted by his performance, Jherek fdl back upon the sand.

The Iron Orchid clapped her hands enthusiagticdly. It was a somewhat muffled clap, because of the
fur.

"Admirable” She blew him a kiss. "Jherek, my doll, you are a geniusl No other description will
do!" She leaned forward. "Now. The background?'

And Jnerek explained dl that had happened since he had last seen his mother, and dl that he and
Jagged had planned — induding the Theft.

"Lusdous” she said. "So we mugt somehow gted the dreary dien from My Lady Charlotina. Sheld
never giveit away. | know her. You're right. A difficult task." She looked at the casis, arying petulantly:



"Oh, Li Pao, do come out of there.

Li Pao scowled across the water. He refused to speak. His body remained submerged.

"That's why I'm so attached to him, redlly," the Iron Orchid explained. "He sulks so prettily." She
rested her chin upon her furry fig and considered the problem a hand.

Jherek looked about him, contemplating the enterprise afresh and wondering if it were not becoming
too complicated. Too boring even. Perhaps he should invent a Smpler affectation. Being in love took up
S0 much time.

At lagt the Iron Orchid looked up. "The firg thing we must do is vist My Lady Charlotina. A large
group of us. Asmany as possible. We shdl make merry. The party will be exciting, confused. While it is
a its height, we sted the dien. We dhdl have to decide the actud method of theft when we are there. |
don't remember how her menagerie is arranged, and anyway it has probably changed since | visted her
last. What do you think, Jagged?'

"I think that you are the genius, my blossom, from which this genius sprang.” Grinning, Lord Jagged
put his am around Jherek's grey-clad shoulders. "Mogt fragrant of flowers it is an excellent notion. But
none should be aware of our true intent. We three done shdl plan the robbery. The others will,
unknowingly, cover our atempt. Do you agree, Jherek?'

"l agree. What a complimentary pair you are. You praise me for your own cleverness. You credit
mewith your inventiveness. | — | an merdly your tool.”

"Nonsense" Lord Jagged closed his eyes as if in modesty. "You sketch out the grand design. We
are merdly your pupils — we block out the less interesting details of the canvas."

The Iron Orchid stretched out her paw to stroke Lord Jagged's lizard, which had become dormant
and was dmogt adeep. "Our friends must be fired with the idea of vidting My Lady Charlotina. We can
only trust that sheisa home. And that she welcomes us. Then," she laughed her delicate laugh, "we must
hope we are not detected in our deceit. Before the theft's accomplished, at least. And the consequences!
Can you imagine the complications which are bound to arise? Y ou remember, Jherek, we were hoping
for another series of events to rivd that which followed Flags?'

"Thisshould eeslly rivd Hags™" said Lord Jagged. "It makes me fed young agan.”

"Were you ever young, Jagged?' asked the Iron Orchid in surprise.

"Wdl, you know what | mean," he said.

v

To Steal a Space-Traveller

My Lady Charlotina had aways preferred the subterranean existence.

Her territory of Below-the-Lake was not merdy subterranean, it was subagueous, too, in the truest
sense. It was made up of mile upon mile of high, muggy caverns linked by tunnels and smdler caves, into
which one might put whole cities and towns without difficulty. My Lady Charlotina had hollowed the
whole place out hersdlf, many years before, under the bed and following the contours of one of the few
permanent lakes left on the planet.

Thislake was, of course, Lake Billy the Kid.

Lake Billy the Kid was named after the legendary American explorer, astronaut and bon-vivant,
who had been crucified around the year 2000 because it was discovered tha he possessed the
hindquarters of a goat. In Billy the Kid's time such permutations were gpparently not fashionable.

Lake Billy the Kid was perhaps the most ancient landmark in the world. It had been moved only
twicein the past fifty thousand years.

At Below-the-Lake, the revels were infull swing.

A hundred or so of My Lady Charlotina's closest friends had arrived to entertain their ddighted (if



surprised) hostess and themsdlves. The party was noisy. It was chaotic.

Jherek Carndian had had no difficulty, in this atmosphere, in dipping away to the menagerie and a
last discovering My Lady Charlotinas latest acquidtion in one of the two or three thousand smdler
caverns she used to house her specimens.

The cavern containing Y usharisp's environment was between one containing a flickering, hissng
flame-creature (which had been discovered on the Sun, but had probably origindly come from another
gar dtogether) and another containing a microscopic dog-like dien from nearby Betelgeux.

Y usharisp's environment was rather dark and chilly. Its main feature was a pulsng, squesking black
and purple tower which was covered in a most ungppeding kind of mould. The tower was doubtless
what Y usharisp lived in on his home planet. Apart from the tower there was a profusion of drooping grey
plants and jagged dark ydlow rocks. The tower resembled the spaceship which My Lady Charlotina had
hed to disseminate (if it had disseminated, as such, being of unearthly origin).

Yusharigp sat on arock outsde his tower, his four little legs folded under his spherical body. Most
of his eyes were closed, save one at the front and one at the back. He seemed logt in sullen thoughts and
did not notice Jnerek at firgt. Jherek adjusted one of his rings, broke the force-barrier for a second, and
walked through.

"Youre Yusharisp, aren't you?' said Jherek. "I came to say how interested | was in your speech of
the other day."

All Y usharisp's eyes opened round his head. His body swayed a little so that for a moment Jherek
thought it would roll off and bounce over the ground like a bal. Y usharisp's many eyes were filled with
gloom. "You, skree, responded to it? he said in asmdl, despairing voice.

"It was very pleasant,” said Jherek vagudy, thinking that perhaps he had begun on the wrong tack.
"Vey pleasant indeed.”

"Pleasant? Now | am completdly confused.” Y usharigp began to rise on the rock upon his four little
legs "You found what | had to say pleasant?"

Jherek redlised he had not said the right thing. "I mean,” he went on, "that it was pleasant to hear
such sentiments expressed.” He racked his brains to remember exactly what the dien had said. He knew
the generd drift of it. He had heard it many times before. It had been about the end of the universe or the
end of the gdaxy, or something like that. Very amilar in tone to a lot of what Li Pao had to say. Wasi it
because the people on Earth were not living according to the principles and customs currently fashionable
on the dien's home planet? That was the usud message: Y ou do not live like us. Therefore you are going
to die Itisinevitable. And it will be your own fault.”

"Refreshing, | meant,” said Jherek lamdly.

"I see, skree, what you mean, skree" Mallified, the dien hopped from the rock and stood quite
close to Jherek, hisfront row of eyes saring roundly up into Jherek's face.

"l am pleased that there are some serious-minded people on this planet,” Y usharisp continued. "In
dl my travels | have never had such a reception. Most beings have been moved and (roar) saddened by
my news. Some have accepted it with dignity, skree, and cdm. Some have been angry to disbdieving,
even attacked me. Some have not been moved at dl, for death holds no feer for, skree, them. But, skree,
on Earth (roar) | have been imprisoned and my spaceship has quite casudly been destroyed! And no
one has expressed regret, anger — anything but — what? — amusement. Asif what | had to say was a
joke. They do not take me serioudy, yet they lock meinthiscdl asif | had, skree, committed some kind
of crime (roar)! Can you explan?'

"Oh, yes" sad Jherek. "My Lady Charlotina wanted you for her collection. You see, she hasn't got
aspace-traveler of your shape and 9ze”"

"Collection? Thisis a (roar) zoo, skree, then?'

"Of sorts. She hasn't explained? She can be a bit vague, My Lady Charloting, | agree. But she has
made you comfortable. Your own environment in dl its details.

Jherek looked without enthusasm at the drooping plants and dark yelow rocks, the mouldy tower
dicking up into the chill air. It was easy to see why the dien had chosen to leave. "Nice"

Yusharisp turned away and began to waddle towards his tower. "It is usdess. My trandator is



mafunctioning more then | redlised. | cannot transmit my message properly. It is my fault, not yours. |
deserve this"

"What exactly was the message” said Jherek. He saw a chance to find out without appearing to
have forgotten. "Perhapsif you could repest it | could tdl you if | understood.”

The dien appeared to brighten and wak backwards. The only difference between his back and his
front, as far as Jnerek could see, was that his mouth was in the front. The eyes looked exactly the same.
He swivdled round so that his mouth aperture faced Jherek.

"Wdl," Yusharisp began, "bascaly what has happened is tha the universe, having ceased to
expand, is contracting. Our researches have shown that this is what aways happens —
expansion/contraction, expanson/contraction, expandor/contraction — the universe forming and
reforming dl the time. Perhaps that formation is dways the same — each cycle being more or less a
repeat of the previous one — | don't know. Anyway that takes usinto the redm of Time, not Space, and
| know nothing at dl of Time"

"Aninteresting theory," said Jherek, who found it somewhat boring.

"Itisnot atheory.”

"Aha"

"The universe has begun to contract. As aresult, skree, dl matter not in a completely gaseous (roar)
date aready, will be destroyed as it is pulled into what you might call the centrd vortex of the universe.
My own, skree, planet has dready gone by now, | should think." The dien Sghed a deep dgh. "It's a
matter of millennia, perhaps even lesstime than that, before your galaxy goes the same way.”

"There, there" Jherek patted the dien on the top part of its body. Y usharisp looked up, offended.

"Thisis (roar) no time for sexua advances, skree, my friend!"

Jherek took his hand away. "My apologies.”

"At another time, perhaps..." Yusharigo's trandator growled and moaned and he kept dearing his
throat until it had stopped. "I am, | must admit, rather digpirited,” he said. "A trifle on (roar) edge, as you
might expect.”

Jherek's plan (or at least an important part of it) now crystalised. He sad:

"That iswhy | intend to help you escape from My Lady Charlotina's menagerie.”

"You do? But the force-field and so on? The security must be, skree, very tight.”

Jherek did not tel the dien that he could, if he wished, wander &t large across the whole planet. The
only intdligent creatures who remained in menageries remained there because they desired it. Jherek
reasoned thet it was best, for his purposes, if Y usharisp redly did think he was a prisoner.

"l can ded with dl thet,” he said airily.

"I am deeply grateful to you." One of the dien's brown, bandy legs rose and touched Jherek on the
thigh. "l could not believe that every creature on this planet could be so, skree, skree, inhumane. But my
gpaceship? How will 1 escape from your world to continue my journey, to carry my message?"

"Well cope with that problem later," Jherek assured him.

"Veary, skree, well. | understand. You are risking so much dready.” The dien hopped eagerly about
on hisfour legs. "Can we leave now? Or must secret preparations be made, skree?!

"The important thing is that you shouldn't be detected leaving by My Lady Charloting” Jherek
answered. "Therefore, | mus ask you if you will object to a little restructuring. Temporary, of course.
And not very sophigticated — there isnt time. I'll put you back to your origind form before we go to
Mongroves..."

"Mon(roar)grove's?'

"Our, um, hideout. A friend. A sympathiser.”

"And what, skree, is ‘restructuring?" Y usharisp's manner had become suspicious.

"A digguise" said Jherek. "I must dter your body."

"A skree — a skree — a skree — a trick. Another crud trick! (roar)" The dien became agitated
and made as if to run into his tower. Jherek could see why Mongrove had seen a fdlow spirit in
Y usharisp. They would get on olendidly.

"Not atrick upon you. Upon the woman who has imprisoned you here.”



Yusharigp camed down, but a score of his eyes were dating from sde to Sde, crossing in an
daming manner.

"And what (roar) then? Where will you take, skree, me?"

"To Mongrove's. He sympathises with your plight. He wishes to ligen to dl you have to say. He is
perhaps the one person on the planet (apart, of course, from mysdf ) who redly understands what you
aretrying to do."

Perhaps, thought Jherek, he was not decelving the dien, after dl. It was quite likdy that Mongrove
would want to hdp Yusharigp when he heard the whole of the little fellow's story. "Now —" Jherek
fiddled with one of hisrings. "If you will dlow me..."

"Veay wel," sad the dien, sseming to dump in resgnation. "After dl, there is, skree, nothing more
(roar) to lose, isthere?"

"Jherek! Sweet child. Child of nature. Son of the Earth! Over herel”

My Lady Charlotina, surrounded by many of her guests, induding the Iron Orchid and Lord Jagged
of Canaria (who were both working hard to keep her attention) waved to Jherek.

Jherek and Yusharisp (his body restructured to resemble that of an gpeman) moved through a
throng of laughing guedts in one of the main caverns, close to the Gateway in the Water through which
Jherek hoped to make his escape.

This cavern had glowing golden wals and a roof and floor of mirrored Slver so that it seemed that
everything took place smultaneoudy a hundred times upon the floor and the caling of the cavern. My
Lady Charlotina floated in a force-hammock while the dwarfish scientist, Brannart Morphail, lay gasping
between her knees. Morphail was perhaps the lagt true scienti on Earth, experimenting in the only
possible fidd left for such a person — the fidd of time-manipulation. Morphail raised his head as My
Lady Charlotina 9gndled Jherek. Morphail peered through ragged tufts of white, ydlow and blue hair.
He licked red lips surrounded by a tattered beard of orange and black. His dark eyes glowered, asif he
blamed Jherek for the interrupted intercourse.

Jherek had to acknowledge her. He bowed, smiled and tried to think of some polite phrase on
which to leave.

My Lady Charlotina was naked. All four of her latest breasts were tinted gold with Slver nipples to
match her cavern's décor. Her body was rose-pink and radiated softness and comfort. Her long, thin
face, with its sharp nose and pointed chin, was embroidered in threads of scintillating light-thread which
shifted colour congtantly and sometimes appeared to adter the whole outline of her fegtures.

Jherek, with the dien dinging nervoudy to him with one of its feet, tried to move on but then had to
pause to indruct the dien, in awhisper, to use one of the upper appendagesif it wished to hold to him at
dl. He was afraid My Lady Charlotina had areedy detected his theft.

Y usharisp looked asif he were about to bolt now. Jherek laid a restraining hand on the dien's new
body.
"Who is that with you?"

My Lady Charlotinas embroidered face was, for a moment, scarlet dl over.

"Isthat atime-traveler?' Her force-hammock began to drift towards Jherek and Yusharisp. The
sudden motion threw Brannart Morphail to the floor of the cavern. Moodily, he lay where he had fdlen,
looking a himsdf in the mirrored surface and refusng the proffered hands of both Lord Jagged of
Canaria and the Iron Orchid. They stood near him, trying not to look at Jherek who, in turn, tried to
ignore them. An exchange of glances at this stage might eesly make My Lady Charlotina that much more
suspicious.

"Yes" sad Jherek quickly. "A time-traveller.”

At this, Brannart Morphail looked up.

"He recently arrived. | found him. Helll be the basis of what will be my new collection.”

"Oh, s0 you are to vie with me? | must weatch you, Jherek. You're so clever.”

"Yes, you mug watch. My collection, though, will never match yours, my charming Charlotina.”

"Have you seen my new space-traveller?' She cast her eyes over the dien as she spoke.



"Yes Yesterday, | think. Or the day before. Very fine”

"Thank you. Thisisan odd specimen. Are you sure it's genuine, dear?”

"Oh, yes. Absolutdly.”

Jherek had given him the form of a pre-10th century, or Filtdown, Man. He was apelike, somewhat
shaggy and indined (because of Yusharisp's normd method of perambulation) to drop to dl fours. He
was dressed in animd skins and (an authentic touch) carried a pistol (a dub with a metd handle and a
blunt, wooden end).

"He didn't, surely, come in his own machine?' said My Lady Charlotina

Jherek looked about for his mother and Lord Jagged, but both had dipped away. Only Brannart
Morphail was left, dowly rigng from the floor.

"No," said Jherek. "A machine from some other age mugt have brought him. A tempora accident no
doubt. Some poor time-traveller plunged into the past, dragged back to his present without his machine.
The primitive gets in, pushes a button or two and — heigh-ho — here heid"

"Hetold you this, juicy Jherek?"

"Speculation. He is, of course, not intdligent, as we understand it. An interesting mixture of human
and animd though.”

"Can he spesk?"

"In grunts" said Jherek, nodding furioudy for no red reason. "He can communicate in grunts” He
looked hard at the dien, warning him not to speak. The dien was a fool. He could eesly ruin the whole
thing. But Y usharisp remained slent.

"What a shame. Wdll, it's a start to a collection, | suppose, dear,” she added kindly.

Brannart Morphail was now on his feet. He hobbled over to join them. He did not need to have a
hump-back and a club-foot, but he was a traditiondist in dmog everything and he knew that once dl true
scientists had looked as he did now. He was touchily proud of his appearance and had not changed it for
centuries.

"What machine did he comein?' queried Brannart Morphall. "l ask because it could not be one of
the four or five basic kinds which have been invented and re-invented through the course of our history.”

"And why could it not be?* Jherek was beginning to fed disturbed. Morphail knew everything there
was to know about time. Perhaps he should have concocted a dightly better story. Still, it was too late
now to changeit.

"Because | should have detected it in my laboratories. My scanners are condtantly checking the
chronowaves. Any object such as atime mechineisimmediatdy registered on its ariva in our time"

"Ah." Jnerek was a aloss for an explanation.

"So | should like to see the time machine in which your specimen arrived,” said Brannart Morphall.
"It must be anew type. To us, that is”

"Tomorrow," said Jherek Carnelian wildly, guiding his charge forward and away from My Lady
Charlotina and Brannart Morphall. "Y ou mugt vigt me tomorrow."

"I will."

"Jherek. Are you leaving my party?' My Lady Charlotina seemed offended. "After dl, weren't you
one of the people who thought of it? Redly, my tulip, you should stay alittle longer.”

"l am sorry." Jherek fdt trapped. He adjusted the animd skin to cover as much of Y usharisp's body
as possible. He had not had time to adjust the skin colour, which was dill pretty much the same, a muddy
brown with green flecksin it. "You see, my specimen must be, um, fed.”

"Fed? We can feed him here”

"Specid food," sad Jherek. "Only | know the recipe.”

"But we pride oursaves on our cuisne a my menagerie” said My Lady Charlotina "Let me know
what he eats and it shdl be prepared ingantly.”

"Oh," sad Jnerek.

My Lady Charlotina laughed and her embroidery went through a sudden and darting series of
colours. "Jherek. You are looking postively shifty. What on earth are you planning?'

"Panning? Nothing." He fdt miserable and wished deeply that he had not embarked upon this



scheme.

"Your time-traveler. Did you redly acquire hm as you sad, or is there some secret? Have you
been back in time yoursdf?

"No. No." His lips were dry. He adjusted his body moidure. It didnt seem to make much
difference.

"Or did you make the time-traveller yoursdf, as | suspected? Could he be afake?'

She was getting dtogether too close. Jherek fixed his eye on the exit and murmured to Y usharisp.
"That is the way to freedom. We mud..."

My Lady Charlotina drifted closer, bent forward to peer a the disguised dien. Her perfume was so
grong that Jnerek fdt faint. She addressed Y usharisp, her eyes narrowing:

"What's your name?' she said.

"He doesn't speak —" Jherek's voice cracked.

"Skree" sad Y usharisp.

"Hisnameis Skree," said Jherek, pushing the space-traveller forward with the flat of his hand. The
space-traveller fdl forward and, upon dl fours, began to skitter in the direction of one of severd tunnds
leading from the cavern. His club lay gleaming on the floor behind him.

Lady Charlotinas brows drew closer together as an expresson of dawning suspicion gradudly
spread over her embroidered face.

"Il see you tomorrow, then," said Brannart Morphail briskly, unaware of any other leved of
conversation taking place. "About the time machine”" He turned to My Lady Charloting, who had risen
on one ebow in her force-hammock and was daing, open-mouthed, as Jherek sped away dfter the
dien.

"Exdating," said Brannart Morphail. "A new form of time-travel, evidently."

"Or a new form of affectation,” sad My Lady Charlotina grimly. However, her voice was more
meodramatic than sincere as she cdled, on afading note: "Jherek! Jherek!”

Jherek kept running. But he turned, shouting: "My dien — | mean my timetraveler — he's
escaping. Mugt catch him. Wonderful party. Farewdll, corusceting Charloting, for now!"

"Oh, oh, Jnerek!"

And he fled after Yusharisp, through the tunnels to the Gateway in the Water — a tube of energy
pushed up from the bottom of the lake to the surface — and thence to where his little locomotive
hovered, awaiting him.

Jherek shot into the sky, dragging the dien (who had no antigravity ring) with him.

"Into the arcar!" Jherek panted, floating towards the locomotive.

Together they tumbled in and collgpsed on the plush and ermine couch.

Jherek pulled the whigtle cord.

"Mongrove's" he said, watching the lake for sgns of pursuit, "and speedily.”

With a wild hoot, the locomotive chugged repidly towards the East, letting out great clouds of
carlet steam.

Looking back and down Jherek saw My Lady Charlotina emerge with a gush from the shimmering
lake and, 4ill in her force-hammock, ill raised on one elbow, shout after him as he disappeared into the
evening sky.

Jherek drained to catch the words, for she was usng no form of projection. He hoped, too, she
would be sporting enough not to use any kind of tracer on hisaircar, or atraction beam to haul him back
to Below-the-Lake. Possbly she ill didn't redlise what he had done.

But he heard the words clearly enough. "Stop,” she cdlled theatricaly, languidly. " Stop thief!™

And Jherek fdt his legs grow weak. He experienced one of the mogt exquigte thrills of his entire
life Even certain experiences of his adolescence hadn't done this for him. He sSighed with pleasure.

"Stop," he murmured to himsdf as the locomative moved rapidly towards Mongrove's. "Stop thief!
Oh! Ah! Thief, thief, thief! " His breathing became heavier. He fdt dizzy. " Stop thief!"

Y usharisp, who had been practisng how to gt on the couch, gave up and sat on the floor. "Will



there be trouble?’ he said.

"I expect 90, sad Jherek, hugging himsdf. "Yes Trouble." His eyes were glassy. He stared
through the dien.

Y usharigp was touched by what he interpreted as Jherek’s nohility. "Why are you risking so much,
then, for a stranger like mysdf?'

"For love!" whispered Jherek, and another shudder of pleasure ran through him. "For love!™

"You are a great-hearted, skree, cregture,” sad Yusharigp tenderly. He rose on his hands and
knees and looked up at Jherek, his eyes shining. "Gresater, skree, skree, skree, love, as we (roar) say on
my planet, hath skree, skree, no man skree, ryof chio lar, oof." He stopped in embarrassment. "It must
skree, be untrandaable.”

"I'd better change you back into your proper shape before we get to Mongroves” sad Jherek, his
tone becoming business-like.

8

A Promisefrom Mrs. Amelia Underwood: A Mystery

Mongrove had been ddlighted to receive Y usharisp. He had embraced, and dmost smothered, the
little round space-traveller, beginning immediatdy to question him on dl aspects of his message of doom.

The space-traveller had been pleased by the reception, though he was ill under the impression that
he was soon to be helped to leave the planet. That was why Jherek Carnelian had made the transaction
as quickly as possible and Ieft with his new treasure while Mongrove and Yusharigp were ill deep in
conversation.

Mrs. Amdia Underwood had been diffened for easy transportation (without her redisng that she
was to belong to Jherek now) and shipped aboard the locomoative.

Jherek had logt no time in returning to his ranch and there deposting Mrs. Underwood in what in
ancient times had dways been the most important section of the house, the cdlar. The cdlar was
immediaidy above his bedroom and contained towering transparent tanks of carndian- and
pearl-coloured wine. It was a0 the prettiest room in the house and he fdt Mrs. Underwood would be
pleased to wake up in such lovely surroundings.

Laying her upon an ottoman bed in the exact centre of the room, Jherek adjusted Mrs. Underwood
90 that she would degp and awake dowly and naturdly the following morning.

He then went to hisown bedroom, impatient to prepare himsdf for when he next encountered her,
determined that he should this time make a good impresson. Though it was dill many hours until morning,
he began to make his plans. He intended to wear something ordinary and give up trying to please her by
imitation, since she had made no comment on his earlier costume. He made a solid holograph of himsdf
and dressed it in severd different styles, making the holograph move about the room wearing the syles
until he was satisfied and had sdected the one he wanted.

He would wear everything — robes, shoes, hair, eyebrows and lips — in white. He would blend in
wdl with the man décor of the cellar, particularly if he wore only one ring, the rich, red garnet, which
dung to the third finger of hisright hand like a drop of fresh blood.

Jherek wondered if Mrs. Underwood would like to change into something different. The grey auit,
the white blouse and the straw ha were beginning to look rather crumpled and faded. He decided to
congtruct some clothes for her and take them with him as one of his courting gifts. He had seen enough of
the literature of the period to know thet the offering of such a gift was a necessary part of the courting
ritud and would surely be welcome.

He mugt think of another gift, too. Something traditiona. And music. There must be music playing in
the background...



When he had made his plans, there were ill severa hours left and they gave him time to review
recent events. He fdt alittle nervous. My Lady Charlotina was bound to want to repay him for his trick,
his theft of her dien. At present he did not want to be interrupted in his courtship and if My Lady
Charlotina decided to act at once it could prove inconvenient. He had hoped, of course, to have more
time before she discovered his deception. However, it could not be helped. He could only hope now that
her vengeance would not take too complicated or prolonged a form.

He lounged in his eight-poster, his body sunk in white cushions, and waited impatiently for morning,
refusng to speed up the period of time by a second, for he knew that time-travellers were often thrown
out by such things

He contemplated his stuation. He did find Mrs. Underwood mogt attractive. She had a beatiful
skin. Her face was lovey. And she seemed quite intdligent, which was pleasant. If she fdl in love with
him tomorrow (which was pretty ineviteble, redly) there were dl sorts of games they could play —
separations, suicides, melancholy walks, bitter-sweet partings and so on. It redly depended on her and
how her imagination worked with his. The important thing at present was to get the groundwork done.

He dept for alitie while, a relaxed, sergphic amile upon his handsome lips.

Then, in the morning, Jnerek Carndian went a-courting.

In his tranducent white robes, with his milk-white har dl coiffed and curled, with his white lips
amiling, a bunch of little chocolates on long lesfy stalks in one hand, a silver "suitcasg" full of dothing in
the other, he paused outsde the cellar door (of genuine slk stretched on a frame of plaited gold) and
stamped twice on the floor in lieu of a knock (how had they managed to knock on the doors? One of
many such mysteries). The samping aso had the effect of making the music begin to play. It was a piece
by a composer who was a close contemporary of Mrs. Underwood's. His name was Charles St. 1ves,
the Cornish Caruso, and his pleasant counter-melodies, though unsophisticated, were probably just the
sort of thing that Mrs. Underwood would enjoy.

Jherek made the musc soft, virtudly unhearable at fird.

"Mrs. Amdia Underwood,” he said. "Did you hear me knock? Or samp?'

"I would be grateful if you went away," said her voice from the other sde of the door. "I know who
you are and | can guesswhy | have been abducted — and to where. If you intend to soften my resolve
by inducing madnessin me, you shdl not have that satisfaction. | will destroy mysdf firg! Mongter."

"My servo brought you breekfast, did it not? | trust it was to your taste.”

Her tone was mocking, alittle strained. "I have never been overfond of raw beef, Sr. Neither is neat
whisky my idea of a suitable breakfast drink. At least inmy other prison | received the food | requested.”

"Requedt, then. I'm sorry, Mrs. Amdia Underwood. | was sure | had it right. Perhaps in your region
of the world at that time the customs were dissmilar... Still, you mug tdl me—"

"If | anto be a prisoner here, ar," she sad firmly, "I shdl require for breakfast two dices of lightly
toasted bread, unsated butter, Chetwynd's Cheshire Marmdade, café au lait and, occasondly, two
medium boiled eggs.”

He made a gesture with hisred ring. "It is done. Programmed.”

Her voice continued:

"For luncheon — wel, that will vary. But, since the dlimae is congantly far too warm, sdads of
various varigties hdl form the bass of the meals. No tomatoes. They are bad for the complexion. | will
specify the varieties later. On Sundays — roast beef, mutton, pork or ved. Venison from time to time, in
season (though it's indlined to heet the blood, | know) and game when suitable. Mutton cutlets. Stewed
ox-cheek and so forth. I'll make you alis. And Y orkshire pudding with the beef, and horseradish sauce,
of course, et cetera. Mint sauce with the mutton. Apple sauce with the pork. Peppercorns or sage and
onion with the ved, perhaps, though | have certain preferences regarding ved which | will dso lig. For
dinner..."

"Mrs. Amdia Underwood!" cried Jherek Carndian in confuson. "You shdl have every food you
wigh, any dish which ddights you. You shdl eat turkeys and turtles, heads, hearts and haunches, gravies



and gateaux, fish, fowl and beast shdl be created and shdl die for the pleasure of your palate! 1 swear to
you that you shdl never breskfast off beef and whisky again. And now, Mrs. Underwood, may | please
comein?'

There was a note of surprisein her voice. "You are the gaoler, Sr. You may do as you please, | am
surel”

The mudc of Charles St. Ives (Three New Places in England) grew louder and Jherek stepped
backward and then plunged through the sk, catching his foot in a traling fragment of the duff and
hopping forward without much style, noticing that she was covering her ears and arying:

"Awful! Awful!"

"You are not pleased with the musc? It is of your time”

"It is cacophony.”

"Ah, wdl." He snapped his fingers and the music died. He turned and reformed the dlk in its frame.
Then, with a sweeping bow which rivalled one of Lord Jagged's, he presented himsdf in dl his whiteness
to her.

She was dressed in her usua costume, dthough her hat lay on the neetly made twelve foot long
ottoman. She stood framed againgt a tank of sparkling champagne, her hands folded together under her
breasts, her lips pursed. She redly was the most beautiful human being apart from himsdf that Jherek had
ever seen. He could have imagined and created nothing better. Little strands of chestnut harr fdl over her
face. Her grey-green eyes were bright and steady. Her shoulders were draight, her back diff, her little
booted feet together.

"Wdl, 9r?' she said. Her voice was sharp, even cold. "I see you have abducted me. If you have my
body, | guarantee that you shdl not have my soul!™

He hardly heard her as he drank in her beauty. He offered her the bunch of chocolates. She did not
accept them. "Drugs,”" she said, "shdl not willingly pass my lips”

"Chocolaes" he explained. He indicated the blue ribbon bound around ther stalks. "See? Blue
ribbon."

"Chocolaes" She peered at them more closdy. For a moment she seemed amost amused, but then
her face resumed its set, stern expression. She would not take them. At lagt he was forced to make the
chocolates drift over to the ottoman and settle beside her hat. They went well together. He disseminated
the suitcase so that the contents tumbled to the flord floor.

"And whet isthis?'

"Clothes," he said, "for you to wear. Aren't they pretty?’

She looked down at the profusion of colours, the variety of materids. They scintillated. Their beauty
was undeniable and dl the colours suited her. Her lips parted, her cheeks flushed. And then she spurned
the clothes with her buttoned boot. "These are not suitable clothes for a well-bred lady,” she said. "You
may take them away.”

He was disgppointed. He was dmogt hurt. "But —? Away?"

"My own clothes are perfectly satisfactory. | would like the opportunity to wash them, that isdl. |
have found nowhere in this— this cdl — that offers — washing facilities™

"You are not bored, Mrs. Amdia Underwood, with whéat you are wearing?'

"l am not. As | was saying. Regarding the fadilities...”

"Wdl." He made a gesture with hisring. The clothes at her feet rose into the ar, dtering shape and
colour until they, too, drifted to the ottoman. Beside the chocolates and the siraw hat there now lay neetly
gde by sde 3x identica outfits (complete with straw boaters) each exactly the same as the one she
presently wore.

"Thank you." She seemed just afraction less cool in manner. "That is much better.” She frowned. "l
wonder if, after dl, you are nat..."

Graeful that a last he had done something to meet with her approval, he decided to make his
announcement. Gathering his robes around him, he went carefully down on one knee upon the curtains of
fresh flowers which covered the floor. He placed his two hands upon his heart. He raised his eyes to
heaven in a gaze of adoration.



"Mrs. Amdia Underwood!"

She took a startled step backward and bumped againg awine tank. It made a faint doshing.

"l am Jnerek Carndian," he continued. "I was born. | love you!"

"Good heavend™

"I love you more than | love life, dignity, or deties” he went on. "l dhdl love you until the cows
come home, until the pigs cease tofly. I, Jherek Carndian...”

"Mr. Candian!" She was stunned, it seemed, by his devotion. But why should she be stunned?
After dl, everyone was dways dedaring ther love to everyone esein her timel "Get up, dr, please. | am
a respectable woman. | bedieve that perhaps you are under some misunderstanding consdering the
pogtion | hold in society. That is, Mr. Candian — | am a housawife. A housewife from, in fact,
Bromley, in Kent, near London. | have no — no other occupation, Sr."

"Housawife?!

He looked imploringly a her for an explanation. "Misunderganding?'

"I have, | emphasse — no — other — cdling.”

He was puzzled. "Y ou mug explain.”

"Mr. Carndian. Earlier | was trying to hint — to touch upon arather delicate matter concerning the,
ah, appointments. | cannot find them.”

"Appointments?' Sill on one knee he glanced around the cdlar, a the great tanks of wine, the
jacaranda trees, the sarcophagi, the suffed dligators and bears, the mangles, the wurlitzer. "I'm afrad |
do not follow..."

"Mr. Carndian." She coughed and lowered her eyes to the floor, murmuring: "The bathroom.”

"But Mrs. Amdia Underwood, if you wish to bathe, there are the tanks of wine. Or | can bring
aphid's milk, if you prefer.”

Evidently in some embarrassment, but with her manner becoming increesngly ingstent, she sad: "'l
do not wish to bathe, Mr. Carndlian. | am referring’ — she took a deep breath — "to the water closet.”

Redistion dawned. How obtuse he was. He amiled hdpfully. "I suppose it could be arranged. |
can esdly fill acloset with water. And we can make love. Oh, in water. Liquid!”

Her lip trembled. She was plainly in distress. Had he again misinterpreted her? Helplesdy he stared
up a her. "l loveyou," he said.

Her hands legpt to her face. Her shoulders began to heave. "You mug hate me dreadfully.” Her
voice was muffled. "I cannot believe that you do not understand me. As another human being ... Oh,
how you mugt hate mel”

"No!" He rose with acry. "No! | love you. Your every desire will be met by me. Whatever isin my
power to do | shdl do. It is amply, Mrs. Amdia Underwood, that you have not made your request
expliat. | do not understand you." He spread his arms to indicate everything in the room. "I have carefully
reconstructed a whole house in the fashion of your own time. | have done everything, | hope, to suit you.
If you will only explain further, 1 will be happy to make what you ask." He paused. She was lowering her
hands from her face and offering him a peculiar, searching look. "Perhaps a sketch?' he suggested.

She covered her face again. Again her shoulders began to heave.

It took some time before he could discover from her what she wanted. She told him in hdting,
nervous tones. She blushed deep scarlet.

He laughed ddightedly when he understood.

"Such functions have long since been dispensed with by our people. | could restructure your body
dightly and you would not need..."

"l will not be interfered with!"

"If thet isyour dedire.”

At lagt he had manufactured her "bathroom," according to her ingructions and put it in one corner of
the cdlar. Then, a her further request, he boxed it in, adding a touch or two of his own, the vermilion
marble, the green baize.

The moment it was finished, she ran insde and closed the door with a dam. He was reminded of a



amdl, nervous animd. He wondered if the box offered her a sense of security which the cdllar could not.
How long would she remain in the gppointment? Forever, like a menagerie specimen which refused to
leave its environment? How long could she stay there, hidden behind the marble door, refusng to see
him? After dl, she mugt fdl in love with him soon.

He waited for what seemed to him to be a very long time indeed. Then he weakened and cdled:

"Mrs. Amdia Underwood?’

Her voice came sharply from the other side of the door. "Mr. Carndian, you have no tact! 1 may
have mistaken your intentions, but | cannot ignore the fact that your manners are abominablel”

"Oh!" He was offended. "Mrs. Amdia Underwood! | am known for my tact. | am famous for it. |
was born!"

"Sowas |, Mr. Carndian. | cannot understand why you keep harping on the fact. | am reminded of
some tribesmen we had the mifortune to meet when my father, my mother and mysdf were in South
America They had some dmilar phrase..."

"They were impolite?"

"It does not matter. Let us say that yoursis not the kind of tact an English gentlewoman recognises.
One moment.”

There came agurgling noise and a last she emerged. She looked a little fresher, but she gave hm a
glance of puzzled displeasure.

Jherek Carnedlian had never experienced anything particularly close to misary before, but he was
beginning to understand the meaning of the word as he dghed with frudration a his ingbility to
communicate with Mrs. Underwood. She was forever misunderstanding his intentions. According to his
origind calculations they should at this moment be together in the ottoman exchanging kisses and so forth
and pledging eternd love to each other. It was dl extremdy upsetting. He determined to try again.

"I want to make love to you," he said reasonably. "Does that mean nothing? | am sure that people
condantly made love to each other inyour age. | know they did. Everything | have studied shows that it
was one of the chief obsessions of the time!”

"It is not something we speak about, Mr. Carndlian.”

"l want to — to — What do you say indead?"

"There is, Mr. Candian, such a thing as the inditution of Chrisian marriage” Her tone, while
softening, also became rather patronising. "Such love as you speak of is sanctioned by society only if the
two people involved are married. | believe you might not be the mongter | thought you. Y ou have, in your
fashion, behaved in an dmog gentlemanly way. | must conclude, therefore, that you are merdy
misguided. If you wish to learn proper behaviour, then | shal not stand in the way of your learning it. |
will do my best to teach you dl | can of divilised comportment.”

"Yes?' He brightened. "This marriage. Shdll we do that, then?'

"You wish to marry me?' She gave atiny, icy laugh.

"Yes" He began to lower himsdf to his knees again.

"l am dready married,” she explained. "To Mr. Underwood.”

"I have married, t00," he said, unable to interpret the significance of her last statement.

"Then we cannot marry, Mr. Carndian.” She laughed again. "People who are aready married must
remain married to those people to whom they are — ah — dready married. To whom are you married?”

"Oh," he amiled and shrugged, "I have been married to many people. To my mother, of course, the
Iron Orchid. She was thefird, | think, being the closest to hand at the time. And then (second, if not first)
Migtress Chridtia, the Everlagting Concubine. And My Lady Charlotina. And to Werther de Goethe, but
that came to very little as | recall. And most recently to Lord Jagged of Canaria, my old friend. And
perhaps a hundred othersin between.”

"A — a hundred others?' She sat down suddenly upon the ottoman. "A hundred?' She gave him a
queer look. "Do you understand me correctly, Mr. Carndian, when | speak of marriage. Y our mother?
A mde friend? Oh dear!"

"I do not understand you, | am sure. Marriage means making love, does it not." He paused, trying
to think of a more direct phrase. "Sexud love" he said.



She leaned back on the ottoman, one delicate hand againg her perfect brow. She spoke in a
whigper. "Please, Mr. Carndian! Stop at once. | wish to hear no more. Leave me, | beg you."

"You do not wish to marry me now?'

"Leave..." She pointed atrembling finger at the door. "Leave..."

But he continued patiently: "I love you, Mrs. Amdia Underwood. | brought chocolates — clothes. |
made the — the appointments — for you. | declared my everlaging affection. | have stolen for you,
cheated and lied for you." He paused, apologeticaly. "I admit | have not yet logt the respect of my
friends, but | am trying to think of a way to accomplish that. What dse must | do, Mrs. Amdia
Underwood?!

Sherdlied alittle. She sat upright on the couch and took a very deep breath. "It is not your fault,”
she said, garing fixedly into the middle distance. "And it ismy duty to help. You have asked for my help.
| mugt give it. It would be wicked and un-Chrigian of me to do otherwise. But, frankly, it will be a
herculean task. | have livedin India | have visted Africa There are few areas of the Empire | have not,
in my time, seen. My faher was a missonary. He devoted his life to teaching savages the Chrigtian
virtues. Therefore..."

"Virtue" Eagely he shuffled forward on his knees. "Virtue? Thet is it. Will you teach me Virtue,
Mrs. Amdia Underwood?'

She sighed. She had a dazed look on her face now as she looked down a him. It seemed as if she
were about to faint. "How can a Chridian refuse? But now you mud leave, Mr. Carndian, while |
consder the full implications of this Stuation.”

Agan he got to his fedt.

"If you say so. | think we're meking progress, aren't we? When | have learned virtue — may | then
become your lover?"

She made a weary gesture. "If only you had a bottle of sd volatile, | think it could make dl the
difference at this moment.”

"Yes? You sl haveit. Describe it

"No, no. Leave me now. | must proceed, | suppose, asif you were not trying to make a joke of my
gtuation, though | have my suspicions. So, urtil | have complete evidence to the contrary ... Oh, dear.”
Shefdl back on the ottoman again, having just enough strength to adjust her grey skirt so that its hem did
not reved her ankle.

"I will return later,” he promised. "To begin my lessons.”

"Later," she gasped. "Yes..."

He stepped, with arippling of slk, through the door. He turned and bowed alow, gdlant bow.

She stared a him glassly, shaking her head from side to side and running her hand through her
chesinut curls.

"My own dear heart," he murmured.

Shefdt for the pendant watch lying on her shirt front. She opened the case and looked at the time.

"I shell expect lunch," she said, "a exactly one o'clock.”

Almog chearfully Jherek returned to his bedroom and flung himsdf upon his cushions.

The courtship was, he had to admit, proving more difficult, more complicated, than he had at first
imagined. At least, though, he was soon to learn the secret of that mysterious Virtue. So he had gained
something by his acquisition of Mrs. Underwood.

Hisreverie was interrupted by Lord Jagged of Canarias voice murmuring in his er:

"May | spesak to you, my tasty Jherek, if you are not otherwise engaged? | am below. In your man
compartment.”

"Of course." Jherek got up. "I'll join you directly."

Jherek was pleased that Jagged had come. He needed to tdl his friend dl that had so far taken
place between himsdf and hislady love. Also he wished to seek Lord Jagged's advice on his next moves.
Because redly, when he thought about it, thiswas dl Lord Jagged'sidea...

He dipped down into the man room and found Lord Jagged leening agang the bole of the



aspidigtra, afruit in his hand. He was nibbling the fruit with a certain dinicd interest but no great pleasure.
He was dressed in ice blue fog which followed the contours of his body and rose around his pae face in
akind of hood. His limbs were entirdy hidden. "Good morning, Jnerek,” he said. He disseminated the
fruit. "And how is your new guest?"

"At firg she was unrespongve,” Jherek told him. "She seemed to think | was unsympathetic. But |
think | have broken down her reserve at lagt. 1t will not be long before the curtain rises on the main act.”

"Sheloves you as you love her?'

"Sheis beginning to love me, | think. She istaking an interest in me, at any rate.”

"S0 you have not made love?!

"Not yet. There are more rituds involved than you and | guessed. All kinds of things. But it is
extremdy interesting.”

"You remain in love with her, of course?'

"Oh, of course, Desperately. I'm not one to back out of an affectation just like that, Lord Jagged.
Y ou know me better, | hope."

"I do. | apologise,” murmured the Lord of Canaria, digolaying his sharp, golden teeth.

"But, if the gtory is to assume true dramatic, even tragic, dimensons, she mug;, of course, learn to
love me. Otherwise the thing becomes a farce, alow comedy, and bardy worth pursuing at al'™

"Agreed — oh, agreed!" said Jagged. And his amile was Strange.

"She s to teach me the cusoms of her people. She is to prepare me for the man ritud which is
cdled 'marriage. Then, doubtless, shewill pledge her own love and the thing can begin in earnest.”

"And how long will dl this take?"

"Oh, a least a day or two," sad Jherek serioudy. "Perhgps a week." He remembered another
matter. "And how did My Lady Charlatina take my, um, crime?"

"Extremdy wdl." Lord Jagged strode about the room, leaving little clouds of blue fog behind him.
"She has vowed — let me see — everlaging vengeance upon you. She is even now contemplating the
mogt exquidte form of revenge. The possihilities You should have been there last night. You would
never guess some of them. Retribution, my darling Jherek, will strike a the best possible dramatic
moment for you, rest assured. And it will be crud! It will be apt. It will be witty!"

Jherek was hardly ligening. "She is very imaginative” he said.

"Highly."

"But she plans nothing immediate?"

"I think not.”

"Good. | would rather have time to establish the ritud between Mrs. Amdia Underwood and mysdf
before | have to think of My Lady Charlotinas vengeance."

"I understand.” Lord Jagged lifted hisfine head and looked through the wall. "Y ou're neglecting the
scenery abit, aren't you? Your herds of buffao haven't moved for quite a while. And your parrots seem
to have disappeared dtogether. Stll, | suppose thet is in kegping with someone who is nurturing an
obsesson.”

"I mugt, however, extinguish that sunsat.” Jherek removed the sunset and the scenery was suddenly
flooded with ordinary sunlight, from the sun. It clashed alittle, but he didn't mind. "I'm becoming bored
with dl the peripherd Suff, | think."

"And why shouldn't you be? And who isthis come to see you?'

An ornithopter, awkward and heavy, came lumbering through the sky, its huge metal wings dashing
as they flapped unevenly earthward. 1t dumped into the corrd near Jherek's locomative. A smdl figure
emerged from the machine.

"Why!" exdlamed Lord Jagged of Canaria. "It's Brannart Morphail himsdf. On an errand from My
Lady Charlotina perhaps? The opening saly?'

"l hope not."

Jherek watched the hunchbacked scientist limp dowly up the steps to the verands. When he did not
use a vehicle, Brannart Morphail indsted on limping everywhere. It was another of his idiosyncracies. He
came through the door and greeted the two friends.



"Good morning, Brannart,” said Lord Jagged, moving forward and clapping the scientist upon his
hump. "What brings you from your |aboratories?”

"You remember, | hope, Jherek,” sad the chronologist, "that you agreed to let me see that
time-machine today. The new one?'

Jherek had forgotten entirdy his hasty — and lying — conversation with Morphal the previous
evening.

"Thetime machine?' he echoed. He tried to remember what he had said. "Oh, yes" He decided to
make a clean breast of it. "I'm sorry to say thet that was a joke, my dear Morphail. A joke with My Lady
Charlotina. Did you not hear about it?'

"No. She seemed pensve when she returned, but | left soon afterward on account of her logng
interest in me. What a pity." Brannart ran his fingers through his stresky, multi-hued beard and hair, but
he had accepted the news philosophicaly enough. "I had hoped..."

"Of course you had, my crusty,” said Lord Jagged, tactfully stepping in. "Of course, of course, my
twisted, tattered love. But Jnerek does have atime-traveller here”

"The Altdown Man?'

"Not exactly. A dightly later specimen. 19th century isnt it, Jnerek?' said Lord Jagged. "A lady."

"19th century England,” sad Jherek, a trifle pedanticaly, for he was proud of his thorough
knowledge of the period.

But Brannart was disappointed. "Came in a conventionad mechine, eh? Did she? 19th — 20th —
21t century or thereabouts. The kind with the big wheds, was it?'

"I suppose 0." Jherek had not thought to ask her. "'l didn't see the machine. Have you seen it, Lord
Jegged?’

Lord Jagged shrugged and shook his head.

"When did she arive?' old Morphail asked.

"Two or three days ago."

"No time-machine has been recorded ariving then,” Morphail said decisvely. "None. We haven't
hed one through for more than a score of days. And even the last few barely stayed long enough to
register on my chronographs. You mug find out from your time-traveler, Jnerek, what sort of machine
she used. It could be important. You could hep me, after dl' A new kind of machine. Possbly not a
mechine a dl. A mystery, eh?' His eyes were bright.

"If I can help, I'll be pleased to. | fed | have dready brought you here on a fool's errand, Brannart,”
Jherek assured the scientit. "1 will find out as soon as possible”

"You are very kind, Jherek." Brannart Morphail paused. "Wdl, | suppose..."

"Youll stay to lunch?'

"Ah. | dont lunch, redly. And my experiments await. Awat. Await" He waved a thin hand.
"Good-bye for now, my dears.”

They saw him to his ornithopter. It began to dank skyward after afew fdse garts. Jherek waved to
it, but Lord Jagged was looking back at the house and frowning. "A mystery, eh?' said Jagged.

"A mystery?' Jherek turned.

"A mydery, too," said Lord Jagged. He winked at Jherek.

Wesrily, Jherek returned the wink.

9

Something of an Idyll: Something of a Tragedy

The days passed.
My Lady Charlotina took no vengeance.



Lord Jagged of Canaria disappeared upon an errand of his own and no longer visted Jherek.

Mongrove and Y usharigp became enormoudy good friends and Mongrove was determined to help
Y usharisp (who was no engineer) build a new spaceship.

The Iron Orchid became involved with Werther de Goethe and took to wearing nothing but black.
She even turned her blood a deep black. They dept together in a big black coffin in a huge tomb of black
marble and ebony.

It was, it seemed, to be a season of gloom, of tragedy, of despair. For everyone had by now heard
of Jherek's having fdlen in love, of his hopeless passion for Mrs. Amdia Underwood, of his misary. He
hed set another fashion into which the world was plunging with even more enthusiasm than it had plunged
into Flags.

[ronicdly, only Jherek Carndian and Mrs. Amdia Underwood were largely untouched by the
fashion. They were having a reasonably pleasant time together, as soon as Jherek redised that he was not
to consummate his love for a while, and Mrs. Underwood understood that he was, in her expression,
"more like a misguided nabob than a conscioudy evil Caesar.” He did not redly redly know what she
was tdking about, but he was content to let the subject go since it meant she agreed to share his
company during most of her waking hours.

They explored the world in his locomotive. They went for drivesin a horse-drawn carriage. They
punted on ariver which Jnerek made for her. She taught him the art of riding the bicycle and they cycled
through lovely broadleaf woods which he built according to her indructions, teking packed lunches, a
thermos of tea, the occasond bottle of hock. She relaxed (to a large extent) and consented to change
her costume from time to time (though remaining faithful to the fashions of her own age). He made her a
piano, after some false starts and peculiar mutations, and she sang hymns to him, or sometimes patriotic
songs like Drake's Drum or Therelll Always Be An England. At very rare moments she would Sng a
sntimentd song, such as Come Into the Garden, Maud or If Those Lips Could Only Speak. For a
short time he took up the banjo in order to accompany her, but she disapproved of the ingrument, it
seemed, s0 he abandoned it.

With a sunshade on her shoulder, with a wide-brimmed Gainsborough hat on her chestnut curls,
wearing a frothy summer frock of white cotton trimmed with green lace, she would dlow him to take a
punt into the ar and soar over the world, looking a Mongrove's mountains or the hot-springs of the
Duke of Queens, Werther de Goethe's brooding black tomb, Mistress Chrigtias scented ocean. On the
whole they tended to avoid Lake Billy the Kid and the territory of My Lady Charlotina. There was no
point, said Mrs. Amedia Underwood, in tempting providence.

She described the English Lake Didrict to him and he built her fdls and lakes to her specifications,
but she was never redly happy with the environment.

"You are dways indined to overdo things. Mr. Carndian," she explained, Sudying a copy of Lake
Thirlmere which gtretched for fifty milesin dl directions. "Though you have got the peculiar shifting light
right," she said consolingly. She sighed. "No. It won't do. I'm sorry."

And he destroyed it.

Thiswas one of her few disgppointments, however, dthough she had 4ill to get him to understand
the meaning of Virtue. She had given up the direct approach and hoped that he would learn by example
and through conversations they had concerning various aspects of her own world.

Once, remembering Brannart Morphail's request, he asked her how she had been brought to his
world.

"| was abducted,” she told him smply.

"Abducted? By some passng time-traveller who fel in love with you?'

"I never discovered his fedings towards me. | was adeep in my own bed one night when this
hooded figure appeared in my room. | tried to scream, but my vocd cords were frozen. He told me to
dress. | refused. He told me again, ingging that | wear clothes typicd of my period. | refused and
suddenly my clothes were on and | was standing up. He seized me. | fainted. The world spun and then |
was in your world, wandering about and trying to find someone in authority, preferably the Biritish
Conaul. | redise now, of course, that you don't have a British Consul here. That, naturdly, iswhy | am



inclined to despair of ever returning to 23 Coallins Avenue, Bromley.”

"It sounds very romantic,” said Jherek. "'l can see why you regret leaving."

"Romantic? Bromley? Wdl..." She let the subject go. She sat with her back straight and her knees
together on the plush and ermine seat of his locomotive, peering out a the scenery floating past below.
"However, | should very much like to go back, Mr. Carndian.”

"I fear that's not possible" he said.

"For technicad reasons?' She had never pursued this subject very far before. He had adways
managed to give her the impresson that it was totaly impossible rather than smply very difficult to move
backward in Time,

"Yes" hesad. "Technicd reasons.”

"Couldnt we vigt this scientist you mention? Brannart Morphail? And ask him?*

He didn't want to lose her. Hislove for her had grown profound (or, at least, he thought it had, not
being absolutdy sure what "profound” meant). He shook his head emphdicdly. Also there were
indications that she was beginning to warm towards him. It might be quite soon that she would agree to
become his lover. He didn't want her sidetracked.

"Not possible" he said. "Particularly since, it seems, you didn't come in a time machine. I've never
heard of that before. | thought a machine was aways required. Who did you think it was abducted you?
Nobody from my age, surdy?'

"He wore a hood."

"y es"

"His whole body was hidden by his garments. It might not even have been a man. It could have
been a woman. Or a beast from some other planet, such as those kept in your menageries.”

"It redly isvery strange. Perhaps," said Jherek fancfully,” it was a Messenger of Fate — Spanning
the Centuries to bring Two Immortal Lovers Together Agan.” He leaned towards her, taking her hand.
"And here at lagt —"

She snatched her hand away.

"Mr. Carndlian! | thought we had agreed to stop such nonsensa!”

He sighed. "I can hide my fedings from you, Mrs. Amdia Underwood, but | cannot banish them
atogether. They remain with me night and day.”

She offered him a kind amile. "It is jugt infatugtion, | am sure, Mr. Carndian. | mugt admit | would
find you quite attractive — in a Bohemian sort of way, of course — if | were not dready married to Mr.
Underwood."

"But Mr. Underwood is amillion years avay!"

"That makes no difference.”

"It must. Heis dead. You are awidow!" He had not wasted histime. He had questioned her closdly
on such matters. "And awidow may marry again!” he added cunningly.

"I am only technicdly awidow, Mr. Carndlian, as wel you know." She looked primly up a him as
he stalked moodily about the footplate. Once he dmog fdl from the locomotive so great was his
agitaion. "It ismy duty to bear in mind dways the possihility that | might find a means of returning to my
own age."

"The Morphail Effect,” he said. "You can't stay in the past once you have visted the future. Well,
nat often. And not for long. | don't know why. Neither does Morphail. Reconcile yoursdf, Mrs. Amdia
Underwood, to the knowledge that you must spend eternity here (such asit is). Spend it with me”

"Mr. Carndlian. No morel™

He douched to the far Sde of the footplate.

"I agree to accompany you, to spend my time with you, because | fdt it was my duty to try to imbue
in you some vestige of a mord education. | shdl continue in that attempt. However, if, after a while, it
seems to me that there is no hope for you, | shdl give up. Then | shdl refuse to see you for any reason,
whether you keep me prisoner or not!”

He sghed. "Veay wel, Mrs. Amdia Underwood. But months ago you promised to explan what
Virtue was and how | might pursue it. Y ou have dill not managed a satisfactory explanation.”



"Nil desperandum,” she said. Her back grew imperceptibly straighter. "Now..."
And she told him the story of Sr Parsifd as the gold, ebony and ruby locomotive puffed across the
sky, tralling glorious clouds of blue and slver smoke behind it.

And so the time went by, until both Mrs. Amdia Underwood and Jherek Carndlian had become
thoroughly used to each other's company. It was dmog as if they were married (save for one thing —
and that did not seem as important asit had, for Jherek was, like dl his people, extremey adaptable) and
on terms of friendly equdity, a that. Even Mrs. Amdia Underwood had to admit there were some
advantages to her Stuation.

She had few regponshilities (save her sdf-gppointed responghbility concerning Jherek's mord
improvement) and no household duties. She did not need to hold her tongue when she fdt like making an
adiute observation. Jherek certainly did not demand the attention and respect which Mr. Underwood had
demanded when they had lived together in Bromley. And there had been moments in Mrs. Underwood's
lifein this disgusting and decadent age when she had, for the fird time ever, sensed what freedom might
mean. Freedom from fear, from care, from the harsher emotions. And Jherek was kind. There was no
doubting his enormous willingness to please her, his genuine liking for her character aswel as her beauity.
She wished that things had been different, sometimes, and that she redly was a widow. Or, a lead,
gngle Or angle and in her own time where she and Jherek might be married in a proper church by a
proper priest. When these thoughts came she drove them away firmly.

It was her duty to remember that one day she might have the opportunity of returning to 23 Callins
Avenue, Bromley, preferably inthe soring of 1896. Preferably on the night of April 4 at three o'clock in
the morning (more or less the time she had been abducted) so that then no one might have to wonder
what had happened. She was sensble enough to know that no one would beieve the truth and that the
gpeculation would be a once more mundane and more lurid than the actudity. That aspect of her return
was not, in fact, very atractive.

None the less, duty was duty.

It was often hard for her to remember what duty actudly was in this — this rotting paradise. It was
hard, indeed, to ding to dl one's proper mord ideds when there was o little evidence of Satan here —
no war, no disease, no sadness (unless it was desired), no death, even. Yet Satan must be present. And
was, of course, she recaled, in the sexud behaviour of these people. But somehow that did not shock
her as much as it had, though it was evidence of the most dreadful decadence. Still, no worse, redly than
those innocent children, natives of Pawtow Idand in the South Seas, where she had spent two years as
her father's assistant after Mother had died. They had had no conception of gn, ether.

Anintdligent, if conventiond, woman, Mrs. Amdia Underwood sometimes wondered momentarily
if she were doing the right thing in teaching Mr. Jherek Carndlian the meaning of virtue.

Not, of course, tha he showed any particular dacrity in absorbing her lessons. She did, on
occasions, fed tempted to give the whole thing up and merdy enjoy hersdlf (within reason) as she might
upon a holiday. Perhaps that was what this age represented — a holiday for the human race after
milleniaof Sruggle? It was a pleasant thought. And Mr. Carndian had been right in one thing — dl her
friends, her reatives and, naurdly, Mr. Underwood, her whole society, the British Empire itsdf
(unbelievable thought that wasl) were not only dead a million years, crumbled to dudt, they were
forgotten. Even Mr. Carndian had to piece together what he knew of her world from a few surviving
records, references by other, later, ages to the 19th century. And Mr. Carndlian was regarded as the
planet's greatest specidist in the 19th century. This depressed her. It made her desperate. The
desperation made her defiant. The defiance led her to regject certain vaues which had once seemed to her
to be immutable and built solidly into her character. These fedings, luckily, came manly at night when she
wasin her own bed and Mr. Carndlian was elsewhere.

And sometimes, when she was tempted to leave the sanctuary of her bed, she would Sng a hymn
until she fell adeep.

Jherek Carndian would often hear Mrs. Amdia Underwood snging a night (he had taken to



keeping the same hours as the object of his love) and would wake up in some darm. The darm would
turn to speculation. He would have liked to have bdieved that Mrs. Underwood was cdling to him; some
ancient love song like that of the Factory Siren who had once lured men to davery in the plastic mines
Unfortunately the tunes and the words were more than familiar to him and he associated them with the
vay antithesis of sexud joy. He would Sgh and try, without much success, to go back to deep as her
high, sweet voice sang "Jesus bids us shine with a pure, clear light..." over and over again.

Little by litle Jherek's ranch began to change its appearance as Mrs. Underwood made a
suggestion here, offered an dternative there, and dowly atered the house until, she assured him, it was
amog dl that a good Victorian family house should be. Jherek found the rooms rather smdl and
cluttered. He fdt uncomfortable in them. He found the food, which she inagted they both eat, heavy and
somewhat dull. The litle Gothic towers, the wooden baconies, the carved gables, the red bricks
offended his aesthetic senghilities even more than the grandiose creetions of the Duke of Queens. One
day, whilethey ate alunch of cold roast bedf, lettuce, cucumber, watercress and boiled potatoes, he put
down the cumbersome knife and fork with which, a her request, he had been eating the food and sad:

"Mrs. Amdia Underwood. | love you. You know that | would do anything for you."

"Mr. Carndian, we agreed..."

He raised his hand. "But | put it to you, dear lady, that this environment you have had me create has
become judt alittle boring, to say the least. Do you not fed like a change?'

"A — change? But, g, thisis a proper house. Y ou told me yoursdlf that you wished me to live as |
hed dways lived. This is very amilar, now, to my own house in Bromley. A little larger, perhaps, and a
little better furnished — but | could not resst that. | saw no point in not taking the opportunity to have
one or two of the things | might not have had inmy — my padt life”

With a deep Sgh he contemplated the fireplace with its manteplace crammed with little china
aticles, the absolutdly tiny aspidistras and potted pams, the occasiond tables, the sideboard, the thick
carpets, the dark wallpaper, the gas-mantles, the dull curtains (at the windows), the pictures and the
matifs which read, in Mrs. Underwood's people's own script VIRTUE IS ITS OWN REWARD or
WHAT MEAN THESE STONES?

"A little colour,” he said. "A little light. A little space.”

"The house is very comfortable” she indsted.

"Aha" He returned his atention to the animd flesh and unseasoned vegetables before him
(reminiscent, he feared, of Mongrove's table).

"You told me how ddighted you were in it dl,” she said reasonably. She was puzzled by his
despondent manner. Her voice was sympathetic.

"And | was" he murmured.

"Then?'

"It has gone on,” he said, "for a long time now, you see. | thought this was merdy one of the
environments you would choose."

"Oh." She frowned. "Hm," she said. "Well, we bdieve in gability, you see, Mr. Carndian. In
congtancy. In solid, permanent things” She added gpologeticaly: "It was our impresson that our way of
life would endure pretty much unchanged for ever. Improving, of course, but not actudly dtering very
much. We visudised atime when dl people would live like us. We believed that everyone wanted to live
like us, you see" She put down her knife and fork. She reached over and touched his shoulder. "Perhaps
we were misguided. We were evidently wrong. That is indisoutable to me, of course. But | thought you
wanted a nice house, that it would help you..." She removed her hand from his shoulder and sat back in
her mahogany chair. "l do fed just a little guilty, | must say. | did not consider that your feding might be
less then gratified by dl this..." She waved her hands about to indicate the room and its furnishings "Oh,
dear.”

Herdlied. He amiled. He got up. "No, no. If thisiswhat you want, then it iswhat | want, of course.
It will take a bit of getting used to, but..." He was at aloss for words.

"You are unhappy, Mr. Carndian,” she said softly. "l do not beieve | have ever seen you unhappy
before.”



"I have never been unhappy before™” he said. "It is an experience. | mud learn to rdish it, as
Mongrove rdishes his misery. Though Mongrove's misery seems to have rather more flar than mine
Well, thisiswhat | desired. Thisiswhat is doubtless involved in love — and Virtue, too, perhaps.”

"If you wish to send me back to Mr. Mongrove..." she began nobly.

"No! Oh, no! | love you too much.”

Thistime she made no verba objection to his declaration.

"Wdl," she said determinedly, "we mugt make an effort to cheer you up. Come —" She dtretched
out her hand. Jherek took her hand. He thrilled. He wondered.

She led him into the parlour where the piano was. "Perhaps some jolly hymn?' she suggested.
"What about 'All Things Bright and Beautiful?* She smoothed her skirt under her as she sat down on the
gtooal. "Do you know the words now?'

He could not get the words out of his mind. He had heard them too often, by night as well as by
day. Dumbly he nodded.

She sruck a few introductory chords on the piano and began to sing. He tried to join in, but the
words would not come out. His throat fdt both dry and tight. Amazed, he put his hand to his neck. Her
own voice petered out and she stopped playing, swinging round on the stool to look up a him. "What
about awak?' she sad.

He cleared histhroat. He tried to amile. "A wak?'

"A good brisk wak, Mr. Carndlian, often has a pdliative effect.”

"All right."

"Il get my hat."

A few moments later she joined him outside the house. The grounds of the house were not very
large ether, now. The prairie, the buffdo, the cavarymen and the parrots had been replaced by nest
privet hedges (some clipped into ornamental shapes), shrubs and rock gardens. The most colour was
supplied by the rose garden which had severd different varieties, induding one which she had alowed
him to invent for her, the Mrs. Amdia Underwood, which was a bluish green.

She closed the front door and put her am in his. "Where shdl we go?' she said.

Agan the touch of her hand produced the thrill and the thrill was, agtonishingly, trandated into a
feding of utter misery.

"Wherever you think," he said.

They went up the crazy-paving peth to the garden gate, out of the gate and dong the little white
road in which stood severa gas lamps. The road led up between two low, green hills. "Well go this
way," she said.

He could smdl her. She was warm. He looked bleskly a her lovdy face, her glowing har, her
pretty summer frock, her nest, well-proportioned figure. He turned his head away with a difled sob.

"Oh, come dong now, Mr. Carndian. Youll soon fed better once you've some of this good, fresh
arin your lungs" Passvely he dlowed her to lead him up the hill until they walked between lines of tdl
cypresses which fringed fidds in which cows and sheep grazed, tended by mechanica cowherds and
shepherds who could not, even close to, be told from red people.

"I mugt say,” she told him, "this landscape is as much a work of art as any of Reynolds pictures. |
could dmost believe | wasinmy own, dear Kent countryside.”

The compliment did not rdieve his gloom.

They crossed a little crooked bridge over a tinkling stream. They entered a cool, green wood of
oaks and dms. There were even rooks nedting in the dms and red squirrels running aong the boughs of
oaks.

But Jherek's feet dragged. His step became dower and dower and at last she stopped and looked
cdosdy up into hisface, her own face full of tenderness.

And, in slence, he took her awkwardly in his arms. She did not resst him. Sowly the depression
began to lift as their faces drew closer together. Gradudly his spirits rose until, at the very moment their
lips touched, he knew an ecstasy such as he had never known before.

"My dear,” sad Mrs. Amdia Underwood. She was trembling as she pressed her precious form



agang him and put her arms around him. "My own, dear, Jherek..."

And then she vanished.

She was gone. He was done.

He gave a great scream of pain. He whirled, looking everywhere for some sgn of her. "Mrs. Amdia
Underwood! Mrs. Amdia Underwood!"

But dl there was of her was the wood, with its oaks and its ms, its rocks and its squirrels.

He rose into the air and sped back to the little house, his coat-tails flgpping, his heat flying from his
head.

He ran through the overfurnished rooms. He cdled to her but she did not reply. He knew that she
would not. Everything she had had him create for her — the tables, the sofas, the chairs, the beds, the
cabinets, the knick-knacks, seemed to mock himin his grief and thus increase the pain.

And a lagt he collapsed upon the grass of the rose garden and, halding a rose of a peculiar
bluish-green, he wegpt, for he knew very wel what had happened.

Lord Jagged? Where was he? Lord Jagged had told Jherek that it would happen like this.

But Jherek had changed. He could no longer appreciate the splendid irony of the joke. For
everyone but Jherek would seeit as a joke and a clever one.

My Lady Charlotina had clamed her vengeance.

10

The Granting of Her Heart's Desire

My Lady Charlotina would have hidden Mrs. Amdia Underwood very well. As he recovered a
little of his composure Jherek began to wonder how he might rescue hislove. There would be no point in
going to My Lady Charlotinas (his firgt impulse) and smply demanding the return of Mrs. Underwood.
My Lady Charlotina would only laugh a him the more. No, he must vist Lord Jagged of Canaria and
seek his advice. He wondered now, why Lord Jagged had not come to vist him since he had taken up
with Mrs. Amdia Underwood. Perhaps Jagged had stayed away out of a rather overdevel oped sense of
tact?

With a heavy heart Jherek Candian went to the outbuilding where, & Mrs. Underwood's
suggestion he had stored his locomotive.

The door of the outbuilding was opened with a key, but he could not find the key. Mrs. Underwood
hed dways kept it.

He was rductant to disseminate the outbuilding now (she had been a sickler about observing
certain proprieties of her own day and the business of keys and locks was one of the chief ones, it
seemed), for dl that it was frightfully ugly. But, with her disappearance, everything of Mrs. Underwood's
hed become sacred to him. If he never found her again this little Gothic house would stand in the same
spot forever.

At length, however, he was forced to disseminate the door, order the locomotive out, and remake
the door behind him. Then he st off.

As heflew towards Lord Jagged's the thought kept recurring to him that My Lady Charlotina would
have seen nothing paticulaly wrong in disssminging Mrs. Amdia Underwood completdy and
irrevocably. It was unlikedy that My Lady Charlotinawould have gone that far — but it was possible. In
that case Mrs. Underwood might be gone forever. She could not be resurrected if every sngle atom of
her being had been broken down and spread across the face of the Earth. Jherek kept this sort of
thought back as best he could. If he brooded on it there was every chance, he feared, of hisfdling into a
depressive trance from which he would never wake.

The locomotive at last reached Lord Jagged's castle — dl bright yelow, in the shape of an



ornamentd bird cage and a modest seventy-five feet tdl — and began to circle while Jherek sent a
message to hisfriend.

"Lord Jagged? Can you receive avigtor? It is |, Jherek Carndlian, and my businessis of the gravest
importance.”

There was no reply. The locomative circled lower. There were various "boxes' suspended on
antigravity beams in the birdcage. Each box was aroom used by Lord Jagged. He might be in any one of
them. But, no matter which room he occupied, he would be bound to hear Jherek's request.

"Lord Jagged?'

It was plain that Lord Jagged was not a home. There was a sense of desertion about his cadtle as if
it had not been used for severd months. Had something happened to the Lord of Canaria?

Had My Lady Charlotina taken vengeance on him, too, for his part in the theft of the dien?

Oh, this was savage!

Jherek turned his locomotive toward the North and Werther de Goethe's tomb, expecting to find
thet his mother, the Iron Orchid, had aso vanished.

But Werther's tomb — a vast gatue of himsdf lying serendy dead with a gigantic Angd of Desth
hovering over his body and severd sorrowing women kneding beside him — was dill occupied by the
black pair. They were, in fact, on the roof near the feet of the redining statue but Jherek did not see them
a firg, for both they and the statue were completely black.

"Jherek, my sorrow!" His mother sounded dmost animated. Werther merdly glowered and gnawed
hisfingernailsin the background as the locomoative landed on the flat parapet, bringing a gartling dash of
colour to the scene. "Jherek, what ill tidings bring you here?' His mother produced a black handkerchief
and wiped black tears from her black cheeks.

"lll tidings, indeed," he said. He fdt offended by what &t the present moment seemed to him to be a
mockery of hisred anguish. "Mrs. Amdia Underwood has been abducted — perhaps destroyed — and
My Lady Charlotinais dmost certainly the cause of it.”

"Her vengeance, of coursel” breathed the Iron Orchid, her black eyes widening and a certain kind
of amusement glinting in them. "Oh! Oh! Woe! Thusis great Jherek brought low! Thus is the House of
Carndian ruined! Oi mai! Oi mai!™ And she added, conversationdly, "What do you think of tha last
touch?'

"Thisis serious, mother, who brought me preciousllife...”

"Only so0 that you might suffer its torments! | know! | know! Oh, woe!"

"Mother!" Jherek was screaming. "What shdl | do?!

"What can you do?' Werther de Goethe broke in. "You are doomed, Jherek. You are damned!
Fate has angled you out, asit has sngled me out, for an eternity of anguish." He uttered his bitter laugh.
"Accept this dreadful knowledge. There is no solution. No escape. You were granted a few short
moments of bliss so that you might suffer dl the more exquistey when the object of your bliss was
snatched from you."

"You know what happened?' Jherek asked suspicioudy.

Werther looked embarrassed. "Wedl, My Lady Charlotina did take me into her confidence a week
or two ago..."

"Devil! cried Jherek. "You did not try to warn me?'

"Of the inevitable? What good would it have done? And," said Werther sardonicaly, "we dl know
how prophets are treated these days! People do not like to hear the truth!™

"Wretch!" Jherek turned to confront the Iron Orchid. "And you, mother, did you know what
Charlotina planned?"

"Not exactly, my misery. She meardy said something about granting Mrs. Underwood her heart's
desre”

"And what is that? What can it be but a life with me?"

"She did not explain.” The Iron Orchid dabbed at her eyes. "She feared, not doubt, that | would
betray her plan to you. After dl, we are of the same fickle flesh, my egg.”

Jherek said grimly: "I see there is nothing for me to do but confront My Lady Charlotina hersdlf.”



"Isthis not what you wanted?' said Werther, stting on a ledge above ther heads, leening his black
back agang his statue's marble knee and moodily swinging his legs. "Did you not court disaster when
you courted Mrs. Underwood? | seem to recdl some plan..."

"Bedlent! | love Mrs. Underwood more than | love mysdf!”

"Jherek," sad his mother reasonably, "you can take these things too far, you know."

"Thereit id | am thoroughly in love. | am totdly in love. My passion rules me. It is no longer a
game!”

"No longer agame" Even Werther de Goethe sounded shocked.

"Farewel, black, black betrayers. Traitorsin jet — farewd|!"

And Jherek swept back to hislocomotive, pulled the whidle and hurled his aircar high into the dark
and cheerless sky.

"Do not gruggle againg your destiny, Jherek!" he heard Werther cry. "Shake not your fig againgt
uncompromising Fate! Plead not for mercy from the Norns, for they are deaf and blind!”

Jherek did not reply. Instead he let a great sob escape his lips and he murmured her name and the
sound of her name brought dl the aching anguish back to his soul so that at last he was Slent.

And he came to Lake Billy the Kid, dl serene and dancing in the sunlight, and he had a mind to
destroy the Lake and Under-the-Lake and My Lady Charlotina and her menagerie and her caverns —
to destroy the whole globe if need be. But he contained his rage, for Mrs. Amdia Underwood might even
now be a prisoner in one of those caverns.

He left his locomoative drifting a few inches above the surface of the lake and he went through the
Gateway in the Water and came to the cave with the walls of gold and the roof and floor of mirrored
dlver and My Lady Charlotina was waiting for him, knowing that he would come.

"I knew that you would come, my victim," she purred.

She was dressed in a gown of lily-coloured suff through which her soft, pink body might be
observed. And her pae hair was piled upon her head and secured by a coronet of plainum and pearls.
And her face was serene and stern and proud and her eyes were narrowed and pleased and she amiled
a him. She amiled a him. And she lay upon a couch covered in white samite over which white roses had
been strewn. All the roses were white save one and that one she fingered. It was a rose of a peculiar
bluish-green colour. Even as he approached her she opened her mouth and, with sharp ivory teeth,
plucked a peta from the rose and tore that petal into tiny pieces which flecked her red lips and her chin
and fdl upon her bodice.

" knew you would come.”

He stretched out his arms and his hands became claws and he walked on diff legs with his eyes on
her long throat and would have saized her had not a force barrier stopped him, a force barrier of her own
recipe which he could not neutralise,

He paused then.

"You are without wit, or charm, or beauty, or grace," he said sharply.

She was taken aback. "Jherek! Isn't thet alittle srong?”

"l mean it!"

"Jherek! Your humour! Where is it? Where? | thought you'd be amused at this turn of events. |
planned it so carefully.” She had the ar of disappointed hostess, of someone who had given a party like
that of the Duke of Queens (which nobody, of course, had forgotten or would forget until the Duke of
Queens, who was il upset by it, managed to concelve some redly out of the ordinary entertainment).

"Yed And dl knew of the plan, save mysdf and Mrs. Amdia Underwood."

"But that, naturdly, was an important part of the jest!”

"My Lady Charlotina, you have gone too far! Whereis Mrs. Amdia Underwood? Return her to me
a oncel"

" shdl not!"

"And, for that matter, what have you done with Lord Jagged of Canaria? Heisnot in his castle.”

"I know nothing of Lord Jagged. | havent seen him for months. Jherek! What is the matter with
you? | was expecting some counter-jest. Isthisit? If so, itisa poor return for mire..."



"The Iron Orchid said that you granted Mrs. Underwood her heart's desire. What did you mean by
thet?'

"Jherek! Y ou're becoming dull. Thisis extraordinary. Come and make love to me, Jherek, if nothing
dsl”

"I loathe you."

"Loahe? How interesting! Come and make —"

"What did you mean?"

"What | said. | gave her the thing she desired mog."

"How could you know what she desired mogt?"

"Wil, | took the liberty of sending alittle eavesdropper, a mechanica fleg, to ligen to some of your
conversations. It soon became evident wha she wanted most. And so | waited for the right momernt,
today — and then | did it!"

"Did what? Did whet?"

"Jherek you have lost dl your wit. Can't you guess?'

He frowned. "Death? She did a one point say that she would prefer death to..."

"No, no!"

"Then what?'

"Oh, what a bore you have become! Let me make love to you and then..."

"Jedlousy! Now | understand. You love me yoursdf. You have destroyed Mrs. Underwood
because you think that then | will love you. Well, madam, let metdl you —"

"Jedlousy? Destroyed? Love? Jherek you have thrown yourself thoroughly into your part, | can see.
You are most convincing. But | fear, something is missng — some hint of irony which would give the role
alittle more substance.”

"You mug tdl me, My Lady Charlotina, what you have done with Mrs. Amdia Underwood.”

She yawned.

"Tdl me"

"Mad, darling Jnerek, | granted her..."

"What did you do?"

"Oh, very wel! Brannart!"

"Brannart?"

The hunchbacked scientist limped from one of the tunnd mouths and began to cross the mirrored
floor, looking down apprecidively a his appearance.

"What has Brannart Morphail to do with this?* Jherek demanded.

"I had to employ his help. And he was eager to experiment.”

"Experiment?’ said Jherek in a horrible whisper.

"Hdlo, Jherek. Well, shéll be there now. | only hope it's successful. If so, then it will open up new
roads of inquiry for me. | am 4ill interested in the fact that she did not come herein atime-mechine..."

"What have you done, Brannart?'

"What? Well, | sent her back to her own time, of course. In one of the machines in my collection. If
dl went wel she should be there by now. April 4, 1896, 3 am. Bromley, Kent, England. Tempora
co-ordinates should offer no red trouble, but there might be a dight variance on the spatid. So unless
something happened on the way back — you know, a chronostorm or something — she will...."

"You mean — you sent her back to ... Oh!" Jherek sank to his kneesin despair.

"Her heart's desire,” said My Lady Charlotina. "Now do you appreciate the succulent irony of it, my
tragic Jherek? See how | have produced your reversa? Isnt it a charming revenge? Surdy you are
amused?'

Jherek did his best to rdly himsdf. Shaking, he raised himsdf to his feet and he looked past the
gmiling Lady Charlotina a Brannart Morphail, who, as usud, had missed dl the nuances.

"Brannart. You mugt send me there, too. | mug follow her. She loves me. She was on the point of
dedaing that love..."

"I know! | know!" My Lady Charlatina clapped her hands.



"Of dedlaring that love, when she was snatched from me. | must pursue her — across a million
yearsif need be — and bring her back. You mug hdp me, Brannart.”

"Ah" My Lady Charlotina giggled with delight. "Now | understand you, Jherek. How daring! How
clever! Of course — it has to be! Brannart, you mugt help him."

"But the Morphail Effect...” Brannart Morphail stretched his hands imploringly out to her. "It is
highly unlikdly that the past will accept Mrs. Underwood back. It might propel her into her own near
future — in fact that's the mogt likdy thing — but it will send Jherek anywhere, back here, further
forward, to oblivion possibly. Vistors from the future cannot exigt in the past. The tréffic, is, effectively,
one-way. That isthe Morphail Effect.”

"Youwill do as| ask, Brannart," said Jherek. "You will send me back to 1896."

"You may have only a few seconds in that time — | cannot guarantee how long — before it — it
Spits you out." Brannart Morphail spoke dowly, as if to an idiot. "To make the attempt is dangerous
enough. Y ou could be destroyed in any one of a dozen different ways, Jherek. Take my advice..."

"You will do as he asks, Brannart,” said My Lady Charloting, tossng aside the rose of a peculiar
bluish-green. "Can you not appreciate a properly redised drama when it is presented to you? What else
can Jnerek do? It isineviteble”

Agan Brannart objected, growling to himsdf. But My Lady Charlotina drifted over to hm and
whigpered something in his ear and the growling ceased and he nodded. "I will do what you want,
Jherek, though it is indl senses, awaste of time”

11

The Quest for Bromley

The time machine was a sphere full of milky fluid in which the traveller floated enclosed in a rubber
auit, breathing through a mask attacked to a hose leeding into the wall of the machine.

Jherek Carndlian looked &t it in some distaste. It was rather smdll, rather battered. There were what
looked like scorch marks on its metdlic sides.

"Where did it come from, Brannart?' He stretched his rubber-swathed limbs.

"Oh, it could be from dmost anywhere. In deciphering the internd dating sysem | came to the
concdusion that it's from a period about two thousand years before the period you want to vigt. That's
why | choseit for you. It seemed that it might dightly improve your chances" Brannart Morphall pottered
about his laboratory, which was crammed with insruments and machinery, most of them in various stages
of disrepair, from many different ages. Most of the least sophisticated looking ingtruments were the
inventions of Brannart Morphail himsdif.

"Isit safe?" Gingerly Jherek touched the pitted meta of the sphere. Some cracks appeared to have
been welded over. It had done alot of service, that time machine.

"Safe? What time machine is safe? It's as safe as any other.” Brannart waved a dismissve hand. "It
isyou, Jherek, who want to travd init. | have tried to dissuade you from pursuing this faly further.”

"Brannart, you have no imagination. No sense of drama, Brannart,” chided My Lady Charloting, her
eyes twinkling as she lounged on her couch in a corner of the laboratory.

Teking a deep breath, Jherek clambered into the mechine and adjusted his breathing apparatus
before lowering himsdf into the fluid.

"You are a martyr, Jnerek Carndian!" sghed My Lady Charlotina. "You may perish in the service
of tempora exploration. You will be remembered as a Hero, should you die — crucified, tempestuous
time-travdler, Casanova of Chrononauts, upon the Cross of Time" Her couch sped forward and she
reached out to press in his right hand a trandation pill and, into his left, a crushed rose of a peculiar
bluish-green.



"l intend to save her, My Lady Charloting, to bring her back." His voice came out as a somewhat
muffled squeak.

"Of course you do! And you are a splendid saviour Jherek!"”

"Thank you." He 4ill maintained a coal atitude towards her. She seemed to have forgotten that it
was because of her that he was forced into this dangerous action.

Her couch fdl back. She waved a green handkerchief. "Speed through the hours, my Horos!
Through the days and the monthd The centuries and the millennia, most dedicated of lovers — as Hitler
sped to Eva As Oscar sped to Bose! On! On! Oh, | an moved. | am entranced. | am faint with
rapture!”

Jherek scowled at her, but he took her gifts with im as he dipped deeper into the sphere and fdt
the arlock close over his head. He floated, uncomfortably weightless, and readied himsdf for his plunge
into the timestream.

Through the fluid he could see the indruments, cryptographic, unconventiond, seeming to swim, as
he swam, in the fluid. They made no sound, there was no movement on their faces.

Then one of the dids flickered. A series of green and red figures came and went. Jherek's somach
grew tight.

He fdt his body shift. Then it was dl dill again. It seemed that the machine had rolled over.

He could hear his breath hissng in the tube. The machine was so uncomfortable, the rubber suit so
redricting, that he was dmost on the point of suggesting they try a different machine.

Then the same did flickered again. Green and red. Then two more dids came to life Blue and
yellow. A white light flashed rapidly. The speed of the flashing grew faster and faster.

He heard a gurgling noise. A thump. Theliquid in which he floated became darker and darker.

He fdt pain (he had never redly fdt physica pain before).

He screamed, but his voice was muffled.

He was on hisway.

He fainted.

He woke up. He was being jolted horribly. The sphere seemed to have cracked. The fluid was
rushing out of the crack and as aresult his body was being bumped from Sde to Sde as the sphere rolled
aong. He opened his eyes. He closed them. He wailed.

Air hissed as the tube was wrenched from his face. The plagtic lining of the machine began to snk
until Jherek lay with his back againg the metd of the wall, redligng that the sphere had stopped ralling.
He groaned. He was bruised everywhere. Siill, he consoled himsdf, he was suffering now. No one could
doubt that.

He looked at the jagged crack in the sphere. He would have to find another time machine, wherever
he was, for this one had failed to take the strain of the trip. If he wasin 1896 and could find Mrs. Amdia
Underwood (assuming that she, herself, had arrived back safely) he would have to approach an inventor
and borrow a machine. Still, that was the dightest difficulty he would encounter, he was sure.

He tried to move his body and yelped as what had been a rdatively dull pain turned, for a moment,
into throbbing agony. The pain dowly died. He shivered as he fdt the cold ar blowing through the time
meachines ruptured wall. It seemed to be dark beyond the crack.

He got up, winang, and stripped off the suit. Underneath was his crumpled Victorian coat and
trousers, in a ddicate scarlet and purple. He checked that his power rings were dill on his fingers and
was satisfied. There was the ruby, there the emerdd and there the diamond. The air, while cold, dso
andled very strange, very thick. He coughed.

He edged hisway to the crack and stepped through into the darkness. It was extremdy misty. The
mechine seemed to have landed on some hard, man-made surface, on the edge of a Stretch of water. A
flight of stone steps led up through the mist and it was probabl e that the machine had bumped down these
before it shattered. High above he could see adim light, a yelow light, flickering.

He shivered.

This was not what he had expected. If he were in Dawn Age London, then the whole city was



deserted! He had imagined it to be packed with people — with millions of people, for this was dso the
age of the Multitude Cultures.

He decided to make for the light. He sumbled towards the steps. He touched his face and fdt the
dampness dinging to it. Then he redised what it was he was experiencing and he gave an involuntary Sgh
of ddlight.

It was fog.

Rather more chearfully he fet hisway up the steps and eventudly struck his shoulder againg a metd
column. On the top of the column glowed a gas-lamp very smilar to those Mrs. Amdia Underwood had
asked him to make for her. He patted the lamp. He was in the right period at least. Brannart Morphall
hed been unduly pessmidtic.

But was it the right place. Was this Bromley? He looked back through the fog at the wide stretch of
murky water. Mrs. Underwood had spoken much of Bromley, but she had never mentioned a large river.
Sill, it could be London, which was near Bromley, and, if so, that river was the Thames. Something
hooted from the depths of the fog. He heard athin, distant shout. Then there was Slence again.

He found himsdf in a narrow dley-way with an uneven, cobbled surface. There were sheets of
paper pasted on the dark, brick wals on both sdes of the dley. Jherek saw that the paper was covered
in graphics and writing but, of course, he could not read anything. Even the trandation pills, which
worked ther subtle enginearing upon the brain cells, could not teach him to decipher a written language.
He redised that he was ill holding the pill My Lady Charlotina had given him. He would wait until he
met someone before swalowing it. In his other hand was the crushed rose; dl, for the present, that he
hed left of Mrs. Amdia Underwood.

The dley opened onto a street and here the fog was alittle lighter. He could see afew yards in both
directions and there were severd more lamps whaose ydlow light tried to penetrate the fog.

But dill the place seemed deserted as he followed the street, looking with fascination at house after
crumbling house as he passed. A few of the houses did have lights shining from behind the blinds at tharr
windows. Once or twice he heard a muffled voice. For some reason, then, the populatiion was Saying
indde. Doubtless he would find an answer to this mysery intime.

The next street he reached was wider gill and here were taler houses (though in the same decrepit
gate) with their lower windows displaying a variety of objets dart — here sewing machines, mangles,
frying pans — there beds and chairs, tools and dothing. He paused every minute to glance in at these
windows. The owners were right to display their treasures so proudly. And what a profuson! Admittedly
some of the objects were a little smdler, a little darker, than he had imagined and many, of course, he
could not recognise a dl. However, when he and Mrs. Underwood returned, he would be able to make
her consderably more artefacts to please her and remind her of home,

Now he could see a more intense light ahead. And he saw human figures there, heard voices. He
struck off across the street and at that moment his ears were filled by a peculiar dacking noise, a ratling
noise. He heard a shout. He looked to his left and saw a black beast emerging from the fog. Its eyes
rolled, its nodrils flared.

"A horse!" he cried. "It isa horse!™

He had often made his own, of course, but it was not the same as seeing the origind.

Agan the shout.

He shouted back, cheering and waving hisarms.

The horse was drawing something behind it — atdl black carriage on top of which was perched a
men with awhip. It was the man who was shouting.

The horse stood up on its hind legs as Jherek waved. It seemed to him that the horse was waving
back to him. Strange to be greeted by a beast upon on€e's firg arrivd in a century.

Then Jherek felt something strike him on the head and he fdl down and to one Sde as the horse and
carriage clattered past and disappeared into the fog.

Jherek tried to get up, but he fdt fant again. He groaned. There were people running towards him
now, from the direction of the bright light. Soon, as he raised himsdf to his hands and knees, he saw



about a dozen men and women dl like himsdf, dressed in period, Sanding in a circle around him. Their

faces were heavy and serious. None of them spoke at fird.

"Wha —7?' He redised that they would not undersand him. "I gpologise. If you wat one
Then they were dl babbling at once. He raised the trandation pill to hislips and swalowed it.
"Foreigner 0' some kind. A Russan, mogt likely, round'ere. Off one o' ther boats..." he heard a

men say.

"Have you any idea what happened to me just then?' Jherek asked him.

The man looked astonished and pushed his battered bowler hat onto the back of his head. "I coulda
swore you wos a foreigner!”

"You wos knocked darn by an "ansom, that's wot 'appened to you, me old gonoph,” said another
men in a tone of great satisfaction. This man wore a large doth cap shading his eyes. He put his hands
into the pockets of his trousers and continued sagdly: " 'Cause you waved a the ‘orse an' madeit rear up,
didn't you?'

"Aha And one of its hoofs struck my head, eh?"

"Yud" sad the firs manin atone of congratulation, asif Jherek had just passed a difficult test.

One of the women helped Jherek to get to his feet. She seemed a bit wrinkled and she smdt very
grongly of something Jherek could not identify. Her face was covered in avarigty of paints and powders.

Sheleered a him.

Politdy, Jherek leered back.

"Thank you," he said.

"That's dl right, lovey," said the lady. " 'Ad one too many mesdf, | reckon.” She laughed a harsh,
cackling laugh and addressed the gathering in generd. " "Aven't we dl, a two o'clock in the morning? |
can tdl you're atoff,” she told him, looking him up and down. "Bin to a party, ‘ave you? Or maybe you're
an atiste — a performer, eh?" She twitched her hips and made her long skirt swing.

"I'm sorry..." sad Jherek. "l don't..."

"There, there" she said, planting a wet kiss on his moigt and dirty face. "Wanna warm bed for the
night, do yer?' She snuggled her body againg him, adding in a murmur for his ears done, "It won't cost
yer much. | like the looks o' you."

"You wish to make love to me?* he said, redlisation dawning. "I'm flattered. You are very wrinkled.
It would be interesting. Unfortunately, however, | am —"

"Cheek!" She dropped her am from his "Bleedin’ cheek! Nasty drunken bastard!” She flounced
off whiledl the others jeered &fter her.

"I offended her, | think," said Jherek. "'l didn't mean to."

"Somefink of an achievement, that,” said a younger man wearing a ydlow jacket, brown trousers
and a brown, curly-brimmed bowler. He had athin, lively face. He winked at Jherek. "ElSe is gettin' on a
bit."

The concept of age had never redly struck Jherek before, though he knew it was a fegture of this
sort of period. Now, as he looked around him &t the people and saw that they were in different stages of
decay, he redised what it meant. They had not ddiberately moulded ther features in this way. They had
no choice.

"How interegting,” he said to himsdif.

"W, ‘ave a good look," said one of the men. "Be my guet!”

Understanding that he was about to offend another one, Jherek quickly apologised. Then he pointed
to the source of thelight. "'l was on my way over there. What isit?'

"That's the coffee-dal,” said the young mean in the yelow coat. "The very hub of Whitechapedl, that
is. As Piccadilly is to the Empire, so Charley's coffee-dtdl is to the East End. You'd better ‘ave a cup
while you're at it. Charley's coffegll kill or cure you, that's for certain!”

The young man led Jherek to a square van which was open on one side. From the opening a canvas
awvning extended for severd feet and under this awning the customers were now reassembling. Indgde the
van were severd large metd containers (evidently hot) a lot of white china cups and plates and a variety



of different objects which were probably food of some kind. A big man with whiskers and the reddest
face Jnerek had ever seen stood in the van, his shirtdeeves rolled up, a striped apron over his chest, and
served the other people with cups of liquid which he drew from the metd containers.

"Il pay for thisone," said the young man generoudly.

"Pay?' said Jherek as he watched the young man hand some smdl brown discs to the bewhiskered
one who served out the cups and plates. In exchange the young man received two china cups. He
handed one to Jherek who gasped as the heet was absorbed by his fingers. Gingerly, he sipped the Suff.
It was bitter and swest & the same time. He quite liked it.

The young man was looking Jherek over. "You speak good English,” he said.

"Thanks" said Jherek, "though redly it's no reflection on my taents. A trandation pill, you know."

"Do what?' sad the young man. But he didn't pursue the matter. His mind seemed to be on other
things as he sipped his coffee and glanced absently around him. "Very good," he said. "I'd have taken you
for an English gent, straight. If it wasn't for the clothes, 0' course — and that language you was spesking
just after you was knocked down. Come off a ship, have you?' His eyes narrowed as he spoke.

"In amanner of speaking,” said Jherek. There was no point in mentioning the time machine a this
stage. The hdpful young man might want to take him to an inventor right away and get m a new one.
Hismain interest at present was in finding Mrs. Amdia Underwood. "Isthis 18967 he asked.

"Whdt, the year? Yes, of course. April Four, 1896. D'you reckon the date's different, then, where
you come from?"

Jherek amiled. "More or less”

The other people were beginning to drift away, cdling good night to one another as they eft.

"Night night, Snoozer," called awoman to the young man.

"Night, Meggo."

"Youre caled Snoozer?' sad Jherek.

"Right. Nickname." Snoozer lifted the index finger of hisright hand and laid it dongside his nose. He
winked. "What's your monnicker, mate?'

"My name? Jherek Carndian.”

"Il cdl you Jerry, eh? All right.”

"Certainly. And I'll cal you Snoozer."

"Wal, about that —" Snoozer put down his empty cup on the counter. "Maybe you could cdl me
Mr. Vine— which isby way of being my redl name, see? | wouldn't mind, in the norma course of things,
but where we're going 'Mr. Vineé would sound more respectable, see?’

"Mr. Vineitis. Tdl me, Mr. Vine, is Bromley hereabouts?"

"Bromley in Kent?' Snoozer laughed. "It depends what you mean. You can get to it fast enough on
the train. Less than haf-an-hour from Victoria Station — or is it Waterloo? Why, you got some relaive
there, have you?'

"My — um — betrothed.”

"Young lady, eh? English, is she?'

"l believe 0."

"Good for you. Well, I'll help you get to Bromley, Jerry. Not tonight, o' course, because it's too
late. Y ou got somewhere to stay, ‘ave you?'

"I hadn't considered it."

"Ah, wdl that's dl right. How'd you like to deep in a nice hotd bed tonight — no charge at dl? A
comfortable bed in a posh West End hotd. At my expense.”

"You're very kind, Mr. Vine" Redly, thought Jnerek, the people of this age were extremdy friendly.
"I am rather cold and | am extremdy battered.” He laughed.

"Yes, your clothes could do with a bit of deaning, en?' Snoozer Vine fingered his chin. "Wdl, |
think 1 can hep you there, too. Fix you up with a fresh suit of clothes and everything. And youll need
some luggage. Have you got any luggage?'

"Wdl, no. | —"

"Dont say another word. Luggage will be supplied. Supplied, Jerry, my friend, courtesy of



Snoozer's suitcase emporium. What was your last name agan?'

"Candian."

"Candl. I'll cal you Carndll, if you don't mind."

"By dl means, Mr. Vine"

Snoozer Vine uttered awild and chearful laugh. "I can see were going to get on like old friends,
Lord Carndl.”

"Lord?"

"My nickname for you, see? All right?"

"If it pleases you."

"Good. Good. What a card you are, Jerry! | think our association's going to be very profitable
indeed.”

"Profitable?’

He dapped Jherek heatily on the back. "In what you might cdl a spiritud sense, | mean. A
friendship, I mean. Come on, well get back to my gaff on the double and soon have you fitted up like the
toff you most undoubtedly arel™

Bemused but beginning to fed more hopeful, Jherek Carndian followed his young friend through a
meeze of dark and foggy streets until they came at last to a tal, black building which stood by itsdf at the
end of an dley. Severd of the windows were lit and from them came sounds of laughter, shouts and,
Jherek thought, voices raised in anger.

"Isthisyour castle, Mr. Vine?' he asked.

"Wdl —" Snoozer Vine grinned a Jherek. "It isand it isn't, your lordship. | sometimes shar€' it, you
might say with one or two mates. Fdlow craftsmen, sr." He bowed low and gestured daborately for
Jherek to precede him up the broken steps to the main door, a thing of cracked wood and rusted metd,
with pedling brown paint and, inits centre, adirty brass knocker shaped like a lion's head.

They reached the top of the steps.

"Is this where we're to gay tonight, Mr. Vine?' Jherek looked with interest at the door. It was
marveloudy ugly.

"No. no. Well just fit oursalves up here and then go on — inacab.”

"To Bromley?"

"Bromley later."

"But | mugt get to Bromley as soon as possible. You see, | —

"I know. Love cdls. Bromley beckons. Rest assured, youll be united with your lady tomorrow.”

"You are very certain, Mr. Vine" Jherek was pleased to have found such an omniscient guide in his
quest. He was certain that hisluck was changing &t last.

"l am, indeed. If Snoozer Vine gives a promise, your lordship, it means something.”

"So this place is—?"

"You might cdl it a sort of extraordinary lodging house —for gentlemen of independent means, gr.
For professona ladies. And for children — and others — bent on learning a trade. Welcome, your
lordship, to Jones's Kitchen."

And Snoozer Vine leaned past Jnerek and rapped severd times with the knocker upon the door.

But the door was dready opening. A little boy stood in the shadows of the mephitic hdlway. He
was dressed entirdy in what appeared to be strips of rag. His har was greasy and long and his face was
smeared with grime.

"Otherwise known," said the boy, sneering up at the pair, "as the Devil's Arsehole. 'Ello, Snoozer
— who's yer mate?'

12



The Curious Comings and Goings of Snoozer Vine

Jones's Kitchen was hot and rich with odours, not dl of which Jherek found to his taste. It was
packed with people, too. In the long man room on the ground floor and in the gdlery above it which ran
around the whole place there was crowded a miscdlaneous collection of benches, chars and tables
(nonein very good condition). Below the gdlery and filling the length of one wal was a big bar of stained
ded. Opposite this bar, in a huge stone grate, roared a fire over which was being roasted on a it the
carcass of some animd. Dirty straw and offd, rags and papers covered the flagstones of the floor and the
floor dso swam with liquid of dl kinds. Through the permanent drone of voices came, a frequent
intervals, great guds of laughter, bursts of song, whines of accusation and streams of oaths.

Soiled finery was evidently the fashion here tonight.

Powdered, painted ladies in elaborate, tattered hats wore gowns of green, red and blue slk
trimmed with lace and embroidery and when they raised their skirts (which was often) they displayed
layers of filthy petticoats. Some had the tops of their dresses undone. Men wore whiskers, beards or
subble and had battered top-hats or bowlers on their heads, loud check waistcoats, mufflers, caps,
masher overcoats, yelow, blue and brown trousers, and many sported watch-chains or flowers in thar
button-holes. The girls and boys wore cut down versons of Smilar clothes and some of the children
imitated their elders by painting their faces with rouge and charcod. Glasses, bottles and mugs were in
evary hand, even the smdled, and there was a generd scattering of plates and knives and forks and
scraps of food on the tables and the floor.

Snoozer Vine guided Jherek Carnelian through this press. They dl knew Snoozer Vine "Woat 'o,
Snoozer!" they cried. " 'Ow yer goin', Snooze," and "Give us a kiss, Shoozy!"

And Snoozer grinned and he nodded and he saluted as he steered Jherek through this Dawvn Age
crowd, these seeds from which would blossom a profusion of variegated plants which would grow and
wilt, grow and wilt through amillion or two years of history. These were his ancestors. He loved them dl.
He, too, smiled and waved and got, he was pleased to note, many a broad smilein return.

Thelittle boy's question was frequently repeated.

"'O0's yer friend, Snoozer?"

"Wot's ther cove innafancy dress?'

"Wot yer got there, Snooze?'

Once or twice, as he paused to peck agirl on the cheek, Snoozer would look up and answer:

"Foreign gent. Business acquaintance. Easy, easy, yerll frighten 'im off. 'E's not familiar wiv our
customsin this country.” And he would wink at the girl and pass on.

And once someone winked back a Snoozer. "A new mark, eh? Har, har! Youll be buyin' ther
rounds termorrer, en?"

"Likdy," replied Snoozer, tapping the side of his nose as he had done before.

Jherek reflected thet the trandation pill was not working at full strength, for he could not understand
much of the language, even now. Unfortunately what the pill had probably done was to trandate his own
vocabulary into 19th century English, rather than supplying him with their vocabulary. Still, he could get
well enough and make himsdf understood perfectly well.

"'Ello, ducks,” said an old lady, paiting his bottom as he went by and offering hm something in a
glass whose amd| reminded him of the way the other lady had smdled. "Want some gin? Want some fun,
‘andsome?’

"Clear off, Ndlie," said Snoozer with equanimity. " 'E's mine."

Jherek noticed how Snoozer's voice had changed snce he had entered the portas of Joness
Kitchen. He seemed dmost to speak two different languages.

Severd other women, men and children expressed their willingness to make love to Jherek and he
had to admit that on another occasion in different circumstances he would have been pleased to have
enjoyed the pleasures offered. But Snoozer dragged him on.

What was beginning to puzzle Jherek was that none of these people much resembled in attitude or



even gppearance Mrs. Amdia Underwood. The horrifying possibility came to him that there might be
more than one date known as 1896. Or different time-streams (Brannart Morphal had explained the
theory to him once)? On the other hand, Bromley was known to Snoozer Vine. There were probably
dightly different tribad customs gpplying in different areas. Mrs. Underwood came from a tribe where
dullness and misary were in vogue, wheress here the people believed in merrymaking and variety.

Now Snoozer led Jherek up a rickety staircase crowded with people and onto the gdlery. A
passage ran off the gdlery and Snoozer entered it, pushing Jherek ahead of him until they came to one of
severd doors and Snoozer stopped, taking a key from his waistcoat pocket and opening one of the
doors.

Gaing in, Jherek found himsdf in pitch darkness.

"Jug a minute" said Snoozer, sumbling around. A scratching sound was following by a flash of
light. Snoozer's face was illuminated by alittle fire glowing at the tips of his fingers. He applied this fire to
an object of glass and metd which stood on a table. The object began, itsdf, to glow and gradudly
brought a rather dim light to the whole smdl room.

The room contained a bed with rumpled grey sheets, a mahogany wardrobe, a table and two
Windsor chairs, a large mirror and about fifty or axty trunks and suitcases of various Szes. They were
stacked everywhere, reaching to the celing, poking out from under the bed, teetering on top of the
wardrobe, partidly obscuring the mirror.

"You collect boxes, Mr. Ving?' Jherek admired the trunks. Some were legther, some metd, some
wooden. They dl looked in excdlent condition. Many had inscriptions which Jherek, of course, could not
read, but the inscriptions seemed to be of awide variety.

Snoozer Vine snorted and laughed. "Yes" he sad. "That's right, your lordship. My hobby, it is.
Now, let's think about your kit." He began to pace about the room, ingpecting the cases, a frown of
concentration upon his face. Every so often he would stop, perhaps wipe some dust off one of his trunks,
to peer at the inscription or to test a handle. And then, at last, he pulled two legther travdling bags from
under a pile and he stood them beside the lamp on the table, brushing away dust to reved a couple of
hieroglyphics The bags were matched and the hieroglyphics were dso the same.

"Perfect,” said Vine, fingering his sharp chin. "Excdlent, J.C. Your initids en?'

"I'm afrad | can't reed..."

"Dont worry about that. I'l do dl the readin’ for you. Let's see, well need some clothes”

"Ah" Jherek was relieved that he could now help his friend. "Say what you would care to wear,
Mr. Vine, and | will make it with one of my power rings"

"Do what?'

"You probably don't have them here)" sad Jherek, displaying his rings. "But with these | can
manufacture anything | please — from a— a handkerchief to — um — a house”

"Come off it!" Snoozer Vines eyes widened and became wary. "You a conjurer by trade, then?'

"I can conjure what you want. Tl me"

Snoozer uttered a peculiar laugh. "All right. I'll have a pile o' gold — on that table.”

"At once." With agmile Jherek visudised Snoozer's request and made the appropriate nerve in the
appropriate finger operate his ruby power ring. "There"

And nathing appeared.

"You're having me on, an't yal" Snoozer offered Jherek a Sdeways look.

Jherek was astonished. "How odd.”

"Odd's the word," agreed Snoozer.

Jherek's brow cleared. "Of course. No energy banks. The banks are amillion years in the future.”

"Future?' Snoozer seemed frozen to the spot.

"I am from the future” said Jherek. "l was going to tdl you later. The ship — wel, it's a time
mechine, naturally. But damaged.”

"Come off' it!" Snoozer cleared histhroat severa times. "Y ou're a Russan. Or something.”

"l assure you | speak the truth.”

"You mean you could spot the winners of tomorrow's racesif | gave you alig tonight?'



"I don't understand.”

"Make predictions — like the fortune-tellers. Is that what you are. A gippo?"

"My predictions wouldn't have much to do with your time. My knowledge of your immediate future
is sketchy to say the least.”

"You're a bloody loony," said Snoozer Vine in some rdief, having got over his astonishment. "An
escaped loony. Oh, just my luck!”

"I'm afrad | don't quite..."

"Never mind. You dill want to get to Bromley?'

"Yes, indeed."

"And you want to stay at a posh hotd tonight?"

"If that's what you think best."

"Come on, then,” said Vine. "Wed better get you the clobber.” He crossed to the wardrobe,
shaking his head. "Cor! Y ou dmaost had me bdieving you, then.”

Jherek stood before the mirror and looked at himsdf with some pleasure. He was dressed in a
white shirt with a high, starched collar, a deep purple cravat with a pearl pin, a black waistcoat, black
trousers, highly polished black boots, a black frock-coat and on his head atdl, black slk hat.

"The picture of an English aristocrat, though | say it medf," said Snoozer Vine, who had selected
the outfit. "Youll pass, your lordship.”

"Thank you," said Jherek, taking his friend's remarks for a compliment. He smiled and fingered the
clothes. They reminded him of the clothes Mrs. Amdia Underwood had suggested he wear. They
cheered him up consderably. They seemed to bring her nearer to him. "Mr. Vine, my dear, they are
charming!"

"Here, steady on,” said Snoozer, eyeing him with a certain amount of darm on his thin, quick face.
He, himsdf, was dressed in black, though the costume was not o fine as Jherek's. He picked up the two
traveling bags which he had cleaned and filled with several smdler bags. "Hurry up. The cabll be here by
now. They don't like to hang about long near Joness.”

They went back through the throng, causing a certain amount of amusement and attracting plenty of
cat-calls until they were outsdein the cold night. The fog had cleared dightly and Jherek could see a cab
waiting in the street. 1t was of the same type as the one which had knocked him over.

"Victoria Station," Snoozer told the driver, who sat on a box above and behind the cab.

They got into the hansom and the driver whipped up the horse. They began to rattle through the
streets of Whitechapdl.

"It's a far way," Vine told Jherek, who was fascinated by the cab and what little he could see
through the windows. "WEell change there. Don't want to make the cabby suspicious.”

Jherek wondered why the driver should get suspicious, but he had become used to ligening to
Snoozer Vine without understanding every word.

Gradudlly the streets widened out and the gas-lamps became much more frequent. There was alittle
more traffic, too.

"Weé're getting near the centre of town,” Snoozer explained when Jherek questioned him. "Trafdgar
Square ahead. Thisisthe Strand. Well go down Whitehdl and then down Victoria Street to the gation.”

The names meant nothing to Jherek, but they dl had a marvelous, exatic ring to them. He nodded
and smiled, repesating the words to himsdf.

They disembarked outside a farly large building of concrete and glass which had severd tdl
entrances. Peering through one of the entrances Jherek saw a stretch of agphdt and beyond it a series of
iron gates. Beyond the gates stood one or two machines which he recognised immediatdy as bigger
versons of his own locomotive. He cried out in ddight. "A museum!”

"A bleading ralway dation,” sad Vine "This is where the trains go from. Haven't you got transin
your country?*

"Only the one | made mysdf," said Jherek.

"Gor blimey!" sad Snoozer and raised his eyes towards the glass roof which was supported on



metd girders. He hurried Jherek through one of the entrances and across the asphdt so that they passed
quite close to a couple of the locomotives.

"What are those other things behind it?" Jnerek asked curioudy.

"Carriaged" snorted Snoozer.

"Oh, | mugt make some as soon as | get back to my owntime" Jherek told him.

"Now," said Snoozer ignoring him, "youll have to let me do dl the talking. You keep quiet, dl right
— or you could get us both into trouble.”

"Veay wdl, Snoozer."

"It's Vine, if you have to address me by name at dl. But try not to, see?’

Agan, Jherek agreed. They went through an exit where severd more cabs were waiting. Snoozer
ggndled the nearest and they climbed in.

"Imperid Hotd," said Snoozer. He turned to Jherek who was, again, peering through the window at
the romantic night. "And don't forget what | told you, en?"

"You are my guide" Jherek assured him. "'l amin your hands — Vine"

"Hine"

And soon the cab had stopped outside a large house whose lower windows blazed with light. There
was an imposing entrance, of marble and granite, and a stone awvning supported by marble pillars. As the
cab drew up a middie-aged menin dark green, wearing a green top-hat taler than Jherek's, rushed from
within the building and opened the door. A boy, aso in green, but with a pill-box hat on his head,
followed the man and took the two bags which the driver handed down.

"Good morning, Sr," said the middle-aged man to Jherek.

"ThisisLord Carndl,” said Snoozer Vine. "l am his man. We teegraphed from Dover to say we'd
be arriving about now."

The middie-aged man frowned. "I don't recal no wire, Sr. But maybe they'll know about it a the
reception desk."

Snoozer paid the driver and they followed the boy with the bags into the warmth of a wide lobby at
the far end of which stood a highly polished bar. Behind the bar stood an old man dressed in a black
frock-coat with a gray waist-coat. He looked faintly surprised and was legfing through a large book
which rested on the bar before him. Jherek glanced about him as Vine approached the bar. There were
lots of potted pams in the lobby and these, too, reminded him noddgicdly of Mrs. Underwood. He
hoped he could leave for Bromley early tomorrow.

"Lord Carnell, 9r?' the old man in the frock-coat was saying to Vine. "No telegram, gr, I'm afrad.”

"Thisis extremdy inconvenient,” Vine was saying in ill another kind of voice. "l sent the telegram
mysdf as soon as the boat docked.”

"Not to worry, gr," the old man soothed, "we have plenty of unreserved accommodation as it
happens. What will you require?’

"A auite" said Snoozer Vine, "for his lordship, with a room attached for my use."

"Of course, gr." Agan the old man consulted the book. "Number 26, fadng the river, sr. A
beautiful view."

"Thet will do," Vine said rather haughtily.

"And if you will Sgn the regigter, Sr."

Jherek was about to point out that he could not write when Vine picked up the pen, dipped it in the
ink and made marks on the paper. Apparently it was not necessary for them both to sgn.

They crossed soft, scarlet carpets to a cage of curling brass and iron and the boy pulled back a geate
90 that they could get in. Another old man stood ingde the cage. "Number 26," said the boy.

Jherek looked around him. "A srange sort of room,” he murmured. But Vine didn't reply. He
looked steadily away from Jherek.

The old man pulled a rope and suddenly they were rigng into the air. Jnerek giggled with pleasure
and then yelped as he fdl againg the wal when the cage stopped suddenly. The old man opened the
gate.

"Aha" said Jherek knowingly. This was a crude form of levitation. The gate opened onto a scarlet



carpeted hdlway. There was an air of greet luxury about the whole place. It was more like home,

Jherek and Vine were dmog immediatdy joined by the black-coated man and the boy with thar
bags. They were ushered a short distance dong the hdl and into a suite of large rooms. Windows looked
out onto a stretch of gleaming water amilar to that which Jherek had seen when hefirg arrived.

"Would you like some supper brought up, Sr?' the man in the frock-coat asked Jherek. Jherek
redlised that he was beginning to fed hungry and he opened his mouth to agree with the suggestion when
Snoozer Vine interrupted.

"No thank you. We have dready dined — on the train up from Dover."

"Then I'll bid you good night, your lordship.” The man in the frock-coat seemed to resent Snoozer
Vines speaking for Jherek. Thislast remark was directed pointedly at Jherek.

"Good night," said Jnerek. "And thank you for putting the river there. | —"

"For the view. Weve been away for some time. His lordship hasn't seen the good old Thames since
lagt year," hedily explained Snoozer Vine, herding the old man and the boy before him.

At |last the door closed.

Vine gave Jnerek a strange look and shook his head. "Wel, | mustn't complain. We're in. And
when we go out well be aded better off | shouldn't wonder. Y ou'd better get some kip while you've got
the chance. I'll nip into my own room now. Nightie night — your lordship.” Chuckling, Snoozer Vine left
the main room and closed a door behind him.

Jherek had understood dmost nothing of Vinégs find remarks, but he shrugged and went to stare
out at the river. He imagined himsdf in a punt on it with Mrs. Amdia Underwood. He imagined Mrs.
Amdia Underwood here beside hm now and he sighed. Evenif he had difficulty getting back to his own
time he was certain that he could settle here quite easly. Everyone was so kind to him. Perhaps Mrs.
Underwood would be kinder in her own time. Wdll, they would soon be reunited. Humming the tune of
"All Things Bright and Beautiful" he padded about the suite, exploring the bedroom, the gStting room, the
dressing room and the bathrooms. He dready knew about plumbing, but he was fascinated by the taps
and the plugs and the chains involved in letting water into and out of various china containers. He played
with them dl for some time before tiring of it and going back into his gadit bedroom. Perhaps he had
better deep, he thought. And yet, for dl his adventures, his minor injuries, his excitement, he did not fed
a dl weary.

He wondered if Snoozer were tired. He opened the door to seeif his friend had managed to deep
and was surprised to find Vine gone. The bed was empty. The two suitcases were open on the bed, but
the amdler cases they had contained were also missng.

Jherek could think of no explanation for Snoozer's disappearance and neither could he imegine
where Snoozer had taken the bags. He went back into his own room and regarded the Thames again,
watching as a black craft chugged by before vanishing under the arch of one of the nearest bridges. The
fog was so thin now that Jherek could see to the other side of the river, could see the outlines of the
buildings and the glow of the gadamps. Did Bromley liein that direction?

He heard a movement from Snoozer's room. He turned. Snoozer had come back, cregping in and
dodng the outer door quietly behind him. He had two of the smdler bags held in one hand and they were
full. They were bulging. He looked a little surprised when he saw Jherek watching him. He gave a weak
grin. "Oh, 'dlo, your lordship.”

"Hdlo, Snoozer." Jherek did not fed particularly curious about Snoozer's activities. He amiled back.

Snoozer mignterpreted the amile, it seemed. He nodded as he crossed to his bed and put the two
grdl cases into the larger one. "You guessed, ain't you?'

"About the bags?'

"That's right. Well, there's something in it for you, t0o." Snoozer laughed. "If it's only the fare to
Bromley, eh?'

"Ah, yes" said Jherek.

"Wdl, o' course, therell be acut. A quarter suit you? 'Cause I'm taking dl the risks. Mind you, it's
the best haul I've ever had. I've dreamed of getting in here for years. Any Snoozer would. | needed
someone like you who'd pass for a gent, see”



"Oho," said Jherek, dill unable to get the drift of Snoozer's remarks. He amiled again.

"You're brighter than | thought, you are. | suppose they got hotd snoozers even where you come
from, eh? Well, don't worry, as | say. Just keep mum. Well leave here early in the morming before
anyone ese is up — and well be a lot richer than theyll be, en?' Snoozer laughed. He winked. He
opened his door and left again, dosing the lock carefully.

Jherek went over to the bags. He had some difficulty in working out how they unfastened, but &t last
he got one open and looked ingde. Snoozer seemed to be callecting watches and rings and gold discs.
There were various other items in the bags, induding some diamond pins very smilar to one in Jherek's
crava (only his was a pearl), some amdl links for securing the cuffs of shirts, some thin cases which
contained white paper tubes which in turn contained some kind of aromatic herb. There were some
flasks, in slver and in gold, there were studs and chains and pendants, necklaces and a couple of tiaras
and afan with aframe of gold studded with emeralds. They were dl quite pretty but Jherek could not see
why Snoozer Vine needed so many things of that kind. He shrugged and closed the bag.

A little while later Snoozer returned with two more bags. He was dated. He was panting. His eyes
shone.

"The biggest haul of my life You wouldn't believe the swag what's here tonight. | couldn't have
picked a better night in a hundred years. Theré's been a big bdl in Belgravia somewhere. | saw a
programme. And dl the nobs from the country have come up — and people from abroad — in dl thar
finest. There must be a million quid's worth of quff lying around in their rooms. And them snoring away
and me jugt taking me pick!" Snoozer removed a large bunch of keys from his pocket and rattled them in
Jherek's face. From his other pocket he pulled a andl object which reminded Jherek of the dub
Y usharisp had carried when disguised as a Piltdown Man. Only this one was smdler. "And look at thid
Found it on top of ajewd case. Pearl-handled pigtal. I'll keep that for mesdf,” Snoozer laughed heatily,
though very quietly, "in case 0' burglars, eh, Jerry?'

Jherek was glad to see his friend pleased. Other people's enthusasms were often quite hard to
appreciate and this was certainly one he could not share, but he amiled.

"In case 0' burglard™ Snoozer repeated in ddight. He opened one of the cases and scooped severd
srands of pearls out, halding them up to the light. "Well pack dl these away and be out of here while
they're ill desping off the effects of the bubbly. Ha, hal"

Now Jherek did fed tired. He yawned. He stretched. "Fing" he said. "Have you any objection if |
deep for an hour or two before we leave, Snoozer?

"Seep the deep of the just, my old partner. You brought me luck and that's afact. | can retire. | can
get a stables and stock it with horses and become an Owner. Snoozer Vine, owner of the Derby winner.
| can see it there" He gestured with his hands. "And | could buy a pub, somewhere out in the country.
Hallsham way. Or Epsom, near the track.” He closed his eyes. "Or go abroad. To Paris Oo-lala” He
chuckled to himsdf as he folded another bag and tucked it under his coat. And then he had Ieft again.

Jherek lay down on his bed, having removed his coat and his slk hat. He was looking forward to
dawn when, he hoped, Snoozer would set him on hisway to Bromley and Number 23 Callins Avenue.

"Oh, Mrs. Underwood," he breathed. "Do not fear. Even now your saviour is contemplating your
rescuel”

He hoped that Mr. Underwood would understand the position.

Jherek was awakened by Snoozer Vine shaking his shoulder. Snoozer had alook of heated rapture
upon his face. There was sweat on his brow. His eyes glittered.

"Timeto be off, Jerry, me boy. Back to Joness. Well have the suff fenced by tonight and then it's
mefor the Continent for a bit."

"Bromley?' said Jherek, stting diffly up.

"Bromley as soon as you like. I'll drop you off & the station. I'll get you aticket. If | had the time I'd
have a specia bloody train laid on for you after what you've helped me do.”

Snoozer brandished Jherek's top hat and coat. "Quick, into these. I've dready told 'em were
leaving early — for your country estate. They don't suspect a thing. It's funny what a truding lot o



buggers they are when they think you got aftitle”

Jherek Carndlian struggled into the coat. There came a knock at the door. For an ingant Snoozer
looked wary and agitated and then he relaxed, grinning. "Thetll be the boy for our bags. Well let hm
cary the swag out for us, eh?'

Jherek nodded absently. Again he was contemplating his reunion with Mrs. Underwood.

The boy came in. He picked up their bags. He frowned as he found he had to sruggle with them, as
if he was remembering that they had not seemed so heavy the night before.

"Wdl, 9r," said Snoozer Vineto Jherek Carndianin aloud voice, "youll be pleased to get back to
Dorst, | shouldn't wonder.”

"Dorset?" As they followed the boy dong the passage Jherek wondered why Vine was looking a
hmin such a sirange way. "Bromley,” he said.

"That'sright, ar." Anxioudy Snoozer put afinger to his lips. They entered the cage and were borne
to the ground floor. Vines expression of eation was dill on his face but he was doing his best to hide it,
to compose his features into the somewhat sterner lines of the previous night.

It was dawn outside; a grey, rainy dawn. Jherek waited near the door while another boy went to
find a cab, for there were none waiting at this time in the morning. The same old man stood behind the
reception desk. He was frowning dightly as he accepted the gold discs which Snoozer Vine handed to
him.

"His lordship's eager to get back to the country,” Vine was explaining. "Her ladyship hasn't been
wadl. That iswhy we returned so suddenly from France.”

"I see" The old man scribbled on a piece of paper and then handed the paper to Vine.

Jherek thought he detected a somewhat strained atmosphere in the hote this morning. Everyone
seemed to be looking at him with a dightly peculiar expression. He heard the clatter of a cab coming
dong the street and saw it appear with the green-suited boy dinging to the running board. The
middle-aged man in the top hat opened the glass door. The boy picked up the bags as Snoozer crossed
the lobby and joined Jherek.

"Good-bye, your lordship,” said the man at the desk.

"Good-bye," said Jherek chearfully. "Thank you."

"These bags are aweight, dr," said the boy.

"Dont be cheeky, Herbert," said the middle-aged man holding the door.

"Yes" sad Jherek conversationdly, "they're full of Snoozer's swag now."

Snoozer gasped as the mouth of the middle-aged man dropped open.

At that moment a red-faced man in a nightshirt came running down the gairs pulling on a vevet
dressing gown that Jnerek would have liked to have worn himsdf.

"I've been robbed!" shouted the red-faced man. "My wife's jewedls. My cigarette case. Everything.”

"Stop!" shouted the old man at the desk.

The middle-aged man let the door go and threw himsdf at Jherek. The boy dropped the bags.
Jherek fdl over. He had never been attacked physcdly before. He laughed.

The middle-aged man turned on Snoozer Vine who was desperately trying to get the bags through
the door and out to the cab, a look of profound agony on his thin face. He dropped the bags when the
middle-aged man tackled him.

"You cant," he ydled. "Not now!" He wriggled free, tugging something from his pocket. "Stand
back!"

"A snoozer!" growled the middle-aged man. "I should have known. Dont thresten me. I'm an
ex-sergeant-mgjor.” And again he dived a Snoozer.

There was afairly loud bang.

The middie-aged man fdl down. Snoozer stared a him in surprise. The surprise was mirrored on
the face of the middle-aged man who now had a huge red gtain on the front of his green uniform. His top
het fdl off. Snoozer waved something a the man in the dressing gown and the old man in the black coat.
"Aick up the bags, Jarry," he said.

Bemused, Jherek bent and lifted the two heavy bags. The boy was hovering behind one of the



potted pams, his cheeks sucked in and his eyes wide. Snoozer Vines back was to the door but Jherek
noticed that the cabby had dimbed down from his cab and was running down the street waving to
someone whom Jherek couldn't see. He heard awhidtle sound.

"Through the door,” said Snoozer in asmdl, cold voice.

Jherek went through the door and out into the rainy street.

"Into the cab, quick,” said Snoozer. Now he waved the black and dlver object at the cabby and
another man, dressed in a suit of dark blue and wearing a hat with a rounded crown and no brim, who
were running up the street towards them. "Get back or I'l firdd"

Jherek found the whole thing extremdy amusing. He had no idea what was going on but he was
enjoying the drama. He looked forward to tdling Mrs. Amdia Underwood about it in a few hours. He
wondered why Snoozer Vine was dimbing onto the box of the cab and whipping up the horse. The cab
shat off down the street. Jherek heard one more bang and then they had turned a corner and were
dashing dong another thoroughfare which had a number of people — manly dressed in grey overcoats
and fla hats — init. All the people turned to Stare at the cab asit flew past. Jherek waved galy to some
of them.

Full of dation, for he would soon be in Bromley, he began to Sng. "Jesus bids us shine with a pure,
clear light..." he sang as he was jolted from side to sdein the hurtling cab. "Like a little candle burning in
the night!"

They reached the entrance to Joness Kitchen some time later, for Snoozer Vine had decided to
leave the cab a good mile or so away. Jherek, who was carrying the bags, was quite tired when they got
to the house and he wondered why Snoozer's manner had changed so markedly. The man kept snarling
a him and saying things like "You certainly turned good luck into bad in a hurry. | hope to Chrigt that
fdler didn't die. If he did it's as much your fault as mine”

"Die?" Jnerek had said innocently. "But can't he be resurrected? Or isthis too early?"

"Shut yer mouth!” Snoozer had told him. "Wil, if 1 swing so will you. I'd ‘ave left yer behind if |
‘adn't known you'd blab it dl out in two minutes. | ought ter do you in, too." He laughed bitterly. "Don't
forget yore an accomplice, that's dl.”

"You said you'd get me to Bromley," Jherek reminded him gently as they went up the steps to
Jones's Kitchen.

"Bromley?" Snoozer Vine sneered. "Hal Youll be lucky if you don't wind up in Hel now!"

During the next few days Jherek began to understand, even more profoundly then before, what
misary was. He found that he was growing a beard quite involuntarily and it itched terribly. He became
infested with tiny insects of three or four different varieties and they bit im dl over. The clothes which
Snoozer Vine had origindly given him were taken from him and he was given a few thin rags to wear
ingtead. Snoozer occasiondly |eft the room they both shared and went down to the ground floor, dways
returning very surly and unsteady and smdling of the suff which the woman had offered Jherek on his
fird night in Jones's Kitchen. And it grew very cold. Snoozer would not alow Jherek to go downgairs
and wam himsdf a the fire so Jherek, as he came to understand the nature of cold, came dso to
understand the nature of hunger and thirgt. Initidly he made the mogt if it, savouring every experience, but
dowly it began to depress him. And dowly he found himsdf unable to respond to the novdty of it al.
Sowly he was learning to know what fear was. Snoozer was teaching him that. Snoozer would hiss a
him sometimes, making incomprehengble threats. Snoozer would growl and snap and strike Jherek who
dill had no indinct to defend himsdf. Indeed, the very idea of defence was dien to him. And dl the
people who had been so friendly when he had firg arrived now ether ignored him or, like Snoozer,
snarled a himif he ventured out of the room. He became thin and mean and dirty. He ceased to despair
and began to forget Bromley and even Mrs. Amdia Underwood. He began to forget that he had ever
known any existence but the squalid, trunk-filled room above Joness Kitchen.

And then, one morning, there came a great commotion below. Snoozer was ill snoring on the bed,
having come back in his usud unsteady, argumentative mood, and Jherek was degping in his usud place
under the table. Jnerek woke firdt, but his senses were too dulled by hunger, fatigue and misary for im to



make any reaction to the noise. He heard ydls, smashing sounds. Snoozer began to ir and open bleary
eyes.

"What is it?" Snoozer said thickly. "If only that bloody fence would turn up. All that suff and
nobody ter touch it 'cause o' that fdler dying” He swung his legs off the bed and swung a kick,
automaticaly, a Jherek. "Chrig, | wish that bloody ‘ansom "ad killed yer thet first bloody night.”

This was dmogt invariably his waking ritud. But this moming he cocked his head as it dawned on
him that something was going on downgtairs. He reached under his pillow and brought out his pistol. He
got off the bed and went to the door. Cautioudy, he opened the door, the pigal in his hand. Agan he
paused to ligen. Loud voices. Oaths. Screams. Women's voices shouting in offended tones. A boy
walling. The deep, aggressive voices of men.

Snoozer Vine, looking little hedthier than Jherek, began to pad dong the passage. Jherek got up
and watched from the doorway. He saw Snoozer reach the gdlery just as two men, in the blue clothes he
hed seen on the other man as they left the hotd, rushed a him from both sides, as if they had been
waiting for him. There was another shot. One of the men in blue staggered back. Snoozer broke free of
the other's grasp, reached the rail of the gdlery, hesitated and then legpt over it to vanish from Jherek's
Sgnt.

Jherek began to shuffle dong the passage to where one of the menin blue was heping the other get
to hisfeet.

"Stand back!" shouted the one who was not wounded. But Jherek hardly heard him. He shuffled to
theral of the gdlery and looked down. He saw Snoozer on the dirty flagstones of the ground floor. His
head was bleeding. His whole face seemed covered in blood. He was spread-eagled a an awkward
angle and he kept trying to raise himsdf on his hands and knees and faling. Sowly he was being
surrounded by many other men, dl dressed in the same blue suits with the same blue hats on their heads.
They stood and looked a him, not trying to help him as he made effort after effort to raise himsdf up.
And then he was dill.

A fat man — one of the men who served behind the bar in Jones's Kitchen — appeared at the edge
of the drcle of men in blue. He looked down a Snoozer. He looked up at the gdlery and saw Jherek.
He pointed. "That's im," he said. "That's the other one."

Jherek fdt a strong hand grip his thin shoulder. He was sengtive to pan, for Snoozer had raised a
bruise on the same shoulder the night before. But the pain seemed to simulate his memory. He turned to
look up at the grim-faced man who held him.

"Mrs. Amdia Underwood," said Jherek in a smdl, pleading voice, "23 Callins Avenue, Bromley,
Kent, England.”

He repeated the phrase over and over agan as he was led down the steps of the gdlery, through
the deserted main room, out of the door into the morning light where a black waggon drawn by four
black horses awaited him. Free from Snoozer, free from Joness Kitchen, Jherek fdt a mindless surge of
relief.

"Thank you," he told one of the men who had climbed into the waggon with him. "Thank you.”

The man gave athin amile. "Dont thank me, lad. They'll 'ang you fer this one, certain.”

13

The Road to the Gallows: Old Friendsin New Guises

Better fed, better clothed, and better treated in prison than in Joness Kitchen, Jherek Carndian
began to recover something of his previous state of mind. He particularly liked the grey baggy suit with
the broad arrows gtitched dl over it and he determined, if he ever got back to his own age, to make
himsdf one rather in the same fashion (though probably with orange arrows). The world of the prison did



not have very much colour init. It was mainly bleak greens and greys and blacks. Even the flesh of the
other inmates was somewhat grey. And the sounds, too, had a certain monotony — clangs, cries and
curses, for the mog part. But the dally ritud of rigng, egting, exercising, retiring had a heding effect on
Jherek’'s mind. He had been accused of various crimes in the opening ritua and save for an occasiona
vigtor who seemed sympathetic, had been left pretty much to himsdf. He began to think clearly of
Bromley again and Mrs. Amdia Underwood. He hoped that they would let im out soon, or complete
the ritud in whatever way they saw fit. Then he could continue his quest.

Every few days a manin a black suit with awhite collar at his throat, carrying a black book, would
vigt Jherek’'s white-tiled cdl and tak to Jherek about a friend of his who died and another friend of his
who was invishle Jherek found that ligening to the man, whose name was Reverend Lowndes, had a
pleasant soporific effect and he would smile and nod and agree whenever it seemed tactful to agree or
shake his head whenever it seemed that Reverend Lowndes wanted him to disagree. This caused
Reverend Lowndes to express great pleasure and amile a great ded and tak in his rather high pitched
and monotonous voice even more about his dead friend and the invisble friend who, it emerged, was the
dead friend's father.

And once, upon leaving, Reverend Lowndes patted Jherek's shoulder and said to him:

"Thereis no question in my mind that your savation is a hand.”

This cheered Jherek up and he looked forward to his release. The ar outsde the prison grew
warmer, too, which was pleasant.

Jherek’s other visitor was dressed in a black coat and had a slk hat, wing collar and black cravat.
His waistcoat was dso black, but his trousers were made up of thin grey stripes. He had introduced
himsdf as Mr. Griffiths Defence Counsel. He had a large, dark head and huge, bushy black eyebrows
which met near the bridge of his nose. His hands, too, were large and they were dumsy as they handled
the documents which he removed from his amdl lesther case. He sat on the edge of Jherek's hard bunk
and leafed through the papers, puffing out his cheeks every so often and letting aloud Sgh escape his lips
fromtime to time. Then, a lagt, he turned to Jherek and pursed hislips again before spesking.

"We are going to have to plead insanity, my friend,” he said.

"Ah," said Jherek uncomprehendingly.

"Yes indeed. It appears you have admitted everything to the police. Severd witnesses have
postively identified you. You, indeed, recognised the witnesses before other witnesses. You have
damed no mitigating circumstances save that "you were not sure what was going on." That, in itsdf, is
scarcely credible, from the rest of your statement. You saw the dead man, Vine, bringing in his "swag".
You help him carry it about. Y ou escaped with him after he had shot the porter. When questioned as to
your name and origins you concocted some wild story about coming from the future in some sort of
mechine and you gave a name that was evidently invented but which you have inssted upon retaining.
That iswhere | intend to begin my case — and that is what might well save your life. Now, you had best
tdl me, in your own opinion, what happened from the night that you met Alfred Vine until the morming
when the police traced you both to Jones's Kitchen and Vine was killed while trying to escape..."

Jherek happily told his story to Mr. Griffiths, Since it passed the time. But Mr. Griffiths blew out his
cheeks alot and rolled his eyes once or twice beneath his black eyebrows and once he clapped his hand
to his forehead and let forth an oath.

"The only problem | have" Mr. Griffiths said, when he Iéft the firg time, "isin convincdng the Jury
that aman as apparently sane as yoursdf in one way iswithout question a raving lunatic in another. Well,
a least | am convinced of the truth of my case. Good-bye, Mr. — um ... good-bye."

"I hope to see you again soon,” said Jherek politdy as the guard let Mr. Griffiths out of the cdl.

"Yes yes," sad Mr. Griffiths hadlily. "Yes, yes”

Mr. Griffiths made a number of other vigts as did Reverend Lowndes. But whereas Reverend
Lowndes aways seemed to depart in an even happier mood than formerly, Mr. Griffiths usudly left with
awild, unhappy look upon his dark face and his manner was dways flustered.

The Trid of Jnerek Carndian for his part in the murder of Edward Frank Morris, porter employed
by the Imperid Hotel, Piccadilly, in the Borough of Westminister, London, on the morning of April 5th



Eighteen Hundred and Ninety Sx a gpproximately Six 0'Clock, took place a the Old Baley Number
One Court a 10 A.M. on the 30th May. Nobody, induding the Defendant, expected the trid to be a
long one. The only speculation concerned the sentence and the sentence, even, did not seem to concern
Jherek Carndian, who had inssted on retaining the made up name in spite of dl warnings thet refusd to
give his own name would go againg him. Before the trid began Jherek was escorted to a wooden box in
which he had to stand for the duration of the proceedings. He was rather amused by the box, which
commanded a view of the rest of a comparaively large room. Mr. Griffiths approached the box and
spoke to Jherek urgently for a moment.

"This Mrs. Underwood. Have you known her for long?'

"A farly long time" said Jherek. "Strictly spesking of course — | will know her for along time” He
laughed. "I love these paradoxes, don't you?'

"I do nat," said Mr. Griffiths, fedingly. "Would she be a respectable woman? | mean, would you
say that she was — wdl — sane, for indance?'

"Eminently."

"Hmph. Wdl, | intend to cdl her, if possible. Have her vouch for your peculiarities — your
delusons and so on.”

"Cdl her? Bring her here, you mean?'

"Exadly.”

"That would be splendid, Mr. Griffithd" Jherek clapped his hands with pleasure. "You are very
kind, gr."

"Hmph," said Griffiths, turning away and going back to the table at which he sat with a number of
other men dl dressed like himsdf in black gowns and odd-looking fase hair which was white and tightly
curled with a little tuft hanging down behind. Further back were rows of seats in which sat a number of
menin avariety of clothes, with no false hair on ther heads. And above and behind Jherek was a gdlery
containing more people in ther ordinary clothes. To his left was another series of tiered benches on
which, as he watched, twelve people arranged themsdves. All showed a marked interest in him. He was
flattered to be the centre of attention. He waved and smiled but, oddly enough, nobody smiled back at
him.

And then someone shouted something Jherek didn't catch and everyone suddenly began getting to
their feet as another group of menin long robes and fadse har filed into the room and sat down behind a
series of desks immediatdy opposite Jherek on the far side of the chamber. It was then that Jherek
gasped in astonishment as he recognised the man who seemed to take pride of place, after himsdf, in the
court.

"Lord Jagged of Canarid" he cried. "Have you followed me through time? What a friend you are,
indeed!"

One of the men in blue who stood behind Jherek leaned forward and tapped him on the shoulder.
"Bequiet, lad. You speak when you're spoken to."

But Jnerek was too ddighted to lisen to him.

"Lord Jagged! Don't you recognise me?'

Everyone had begun to gt down again and Lord Jagged did not seem to have heard Jherek. He
was ledfing through some papers which someone had placed before him.

"Quiet!" said the man behind Jherek again.

Jherek turned with agmile "It'smy friend," he explained pointing.

"Youd better hope s0," said the man grimly. "That's the Lord Chief Judtice, that is. He's your Judge,
lad — Lord Jagger. Don't get on the wrong side of him or you haven't a chance."

"Lord Jagged," said Jherek.

"Slencel" someone cried. "Slencein court!"

Lord Jagged of Canaria looked up then. He had a peculiar, stlern expression on his face and, as he
looked at Jherek, he gave no 9gn that he recognised him.

Jherek was puzzled but guessed that this was some new game of Lord Jagged's. He decided to play
it in the same way, S0 he made no further reference to the indisputable fact that the man opposite him,



who seemed to command the respect of al, was his old friend.

Thetrid began and Jherek's interest remained livdy throughout as a successon of people, most of
whom he had seen at the hotel, came to tdl what had happened on the night when Jherek and Snoozer
Vine had arived at the Imperid and what subsequently took place on the falowing morning. These
people were questioned by aman cdled Sr George Freeman and then Mr. Griffiths would question them
agan. By and large the people recounted the events pretty much as Jherek remembered them, but Mr.
Griffiths did not seem to believe them much of the time. Mr. Griffiths was dso interested in their view of
Jherek. Had he behaved oddly? Did they notice anything strange about his face? What had he sad?
Some of the people remembered that Jherek had said some strange things — or a least things which
they had not understood. They believed now that this was a thieves code arranged between Jherek and
Snoozer Vine. Men in blue uniforms were questioned, induding the one whom Jherek had seen in the
street when he left the hotd and severa of the ones who had come to Jones's Kitchen later. Again these
were closdy questioned by Mr. Griffiths The Reverend Lowndes appeared to talk about Jherek and
told everybody that he thought Jherek had "repented"”.

Then there was a break for lunch and Jherek was escorted back to a amdl, clean cdl and given
some ungppetising food to eat. As he ate, Mr. Griffiths came to see him again.

"Therés every chance, | think, that the Jury will find you guilty but insane,” Mr. Griffiths told him.

Jherek nodded absently. He was dill thinking of the surprise a seeing Lord Jagged in the court.
How had his friend managed to find him? How, for that matter, had he been able to get back through
time? In another time machine? Jherek hoped <o, for it would make everything much easier. As soon as
dl this was over he would take Mrs. Amdia Underwood back with Lord Jagged in the new time
mechine. He would be quite glad to get back to his own age, for this one was, after awhile, a bit tedious.

"Paticulaly,” Mr. Griffiths went on, "since you did not actudly shoot the man. On the other hand,
the prosecution seems out for blood and the Jury doesn't look too sympathetic. Itll probably be up to the
Judge. Lord Jagger's got a reputation for leniency, | hear..."

"Lord Jagged,” Jherek told Mr. Griffiths "That's hisred name, a any rate. He's afriend of mine”

"So that's what that was dl about.” Mr. Griffiths shook his head. "Well, anyway, you're hdping
prove my case."

"He's from my own period," Jherek said. "My closest friend in my own age.”

"He's rather well-known in our age™” sad Mr. Griffiths with a crooked smile. "The mogt brilliant
Q.C. inthe Empire, the youngest Lord Chief Justice ever to St on the bench.”

"So this is where he used to go on those long tripd" Jherek laughed. "I wonder why he never
mentioned it to me?'

"I wonder!" Mr. Griffiths snorted and got up. "Your lady friend is here, by the way. She had read
about the case in the papers this morning and contacted me hersdf.”

"Mrs. Underwood! Thisis wonderful. Two old friends. Oh, thank you, Mr. Griffithd" Jherek sprang
to his feet as the door opened and reveded the woman he loved.

She was 50 beautiful in her dark velvet clothes. Her hat was quite plain with a little vell coming
down in front of it through which he could see her lovely, heart-shaped face.

"Mrs. Amdia Underwood!" Jherek moved forward to embrace her, but she withdrew.

"Sn”

A warder made a gesture, asif to assst her.

"Its dl right now," said Mrs. Underwood to the warder. "Yes, it is he, Mr. Griffiths” She spoke
very digantly and sadly asif she remembered a dream of which Jherek had been part.

"We can leave here and return very soon!" Jherek assured her. "Lord Jagged is here. He mugt have
atime machine. We can dl go back init."

"I cannot go back, Mr. Carndlian.”" She spoke in alow voice, in the same remote tone. "And until |
saw you amoment ago | did not quite believe | had ever been there. How did you get here?'

"I followed you. In atime machine supplied by Brannart Morphail. | knew that you loved me."

"Love? Ah..." She 9ghed.

"And you dill loveme, | cantdl.”



"No!" She was shocked. "I am married. | am..." She recovered hersdf. "I did not come for this
Mr. Carndlian. | came to seeif it redly were you and, if so, to plead for your life. | know that you would
do nothing as wicked as take part in a murder — or even a robbery. | am sure you were duped. You
were ever naive in some ways. Mr. Griffiths wants me to tdl a lie to the court which, he thinks, might
save your life"

"Alig?'

"He wants me to say that | have known you for some time and that you dways displayed idiotic
tendencies”

"Mug you say that? Why not tdl them the truth?"

"They will not beieve the truth. No one would!"

"I have noticed that they tend to ignore me when | tdl them the truth and ligen only when | repesat
back to them what they have told meisthe truth.”

Now Mr. Griffiths was looking from Jherek to Mrs. Amdia Underwood and back again and there
was a miserable, haunted look on his face. "You mean you both beieve this wild nonsense about the
future?"

"It is not nonsense, Mr. Griffiths” said Mrs. Amdia Underwood firmly. "But, on the other hand, |
do not ask you to believeit. The important thing is to save Mr. Carnelian's life — even if it means going
agang dl my principles and uttering a perjury to the Court. It seems the only way, in this indance, to
stop an injustice taking place!”

"Yes yes" sad Mr. Griffiths desperately. "So you will go into the witness box and tdl the jury that
Mr. — Carndian — ismad. That isdl | shdl require.”

"Yes" she whispered.

"You do love me" said Jnerek, aso spesking softly. "I can seeit in your eyes, Mrs. Underwood.”

She looked a him once, a look of longing, of agony. An imploring look. And then she turned and
hed |eft the cell.

"She does love me" Jherek skipped around the cel. Mr. Griffiths watched him skip. Mr. Griffiths
seemed tired. He had an air of fatdism about him as he, too, It the cdl and Jherek began to ang a the
top of his voice. "All things bright and beautiful, dl crestures great and smdl. All things wise and
wonderful..."

After lunch everyone assumed ther places again and the firs person to appear was Mrs. Amdia
Underwood, looking even more strained than ever, in the role of Witness for the Defence.

Mr. Griffiths asked her if she had known Jherek before. She said she had met him when travelling
with her missonary father in South America, that he had caused her some embarrassment but that he was
"harmless’.

"Anidiot, would you say, Mrs. Underwood?'

"Yes" murmured Mrs. Underwood, "anidiot.”

"Something of — um — an innocent, eh?"

"Aninnocent,” she agreed in the same voice. "Yes."

"Did he show any violent tendencies?!

"None. | do not believe he knows what violence is"

"Vey good. And crime? Would you say he had any nation of crime?”

"None."

"Excdlet” Mr. Griffiths turned towards the twelve men who were dl leening forward,
concentrating on the exchange. " think, members of the jury that this lady — the daughter of a missonary
— has successfully proved to you that not only did the defendant not know he was being involved in a
crime by the deceased Alfred Vine but that he was incapable knowingly of committing any crime. He
came to England to seek out the woman who had been kind to him in his own country — in the
Argentine, as Mrs. Underwood has told you. He was duped by unscrupulous rogues into aiding themin a
theft. Knowing nathing of our customs..."

Lord Jagger leaned forward. "l think we can save dl this for the summing up, Mr. Griffiths"

Mr. Griffiths bowed his head. "Very wdl, mlud. | gpologise.”



And now it was Sr George Freeman's turn to question Mrs. Underwood. He had smdl beady
eyes, ared nose and an aggressve manner. He asked Mrs. Underwood for particulars of where and
when she had met Mr. Carndlian. He produced arguments and evidence to show that no ship had
docked in London from the Argentine on the date mentioned. He suggested that Mrs. Underwood had
misguidedly fdt sorry for Mr. Carndlian and had come forward to give evidence which was untrue in
order to save him. Was she one of those who objected to capital punishment? He could understand that
many good Chrigtians were. He did not suggest that she was appearing in the witness box from anything
but the best — if most misguided — of motives. And so on and so on until Mrs. Underwood burst into
tears and Jherek tried to dimb out of his own box and go to her.

"Mrs. Underwood!" he cried. "Jugt tdl them what redly happened. Lord Jagged will understand!
Hewill tdl them that you are spesking the truth!”

And then everyone seemed to be soringing up a once and there was a loud babble of voices and
the rapping of a hammer againg wood and a man arying loudly:

"Slencein court! Silencein court!"

" shdll have to have the court cleared in the event of a further demondration of thiskind," said Lord
Jagger drily.

"But sheis only lying because these people will not believe the truth!” cried Jherek.

"Slencel”

Jherek 1ooked wildly around him. "They said that you would not believe the truth — that we met a
million yearsin the future, that | followed her back here because | loved her — 4ill do love her..."

Lord Jagger ignored Jherek and instead leaned towards the men in the fdse hair below him. "This
witness may leave the box," he said. "She seems to be in distress. Do you have any further questions,
gentlemen?'

Mr. Griffiths shook his head in slent despair. Sir George Freeman seemed quigtly pleased and aso
shook his head.

Jherek watched Mrs. Underwood being led from the box. He saw her disappear and he had a
terrible feding that he would never see her again. He looked gppedingly at Lord Jagger.

"Why did you let them make her cry, Jagged?’

"Slencd”

"I think | have successfully proven, mlud, that the only witness for the defence was lying," sad Sir
George Freeman.

"Have you anything to say to that, Mr Griffiths?' Lord Jagger asked.

Mr. Griffiths had lowered his head. "No, mlud." He turned and looked a Jherek, who was ill
agitated. "Though | believe we have had ample proof of the defendant's unbaanced mentd state today.”

"We dhdl decide on that later,” said Lord Jagger. "And it is not, | should like to remind the jury, the
defendant's mentd condition today which is being examined. We are trying to discover whether he was
med on the morning of the murder.”

"Lord Jagged!" cried Jherek. "I beg you. Fnish this thing now. The charade might have been
amudng to begin with, but it has caused Mrs. Underwood genuine grief. Perhaps you do not understand
how these people fed — but | do — | have experienced quite avful emations and states of mind mysdf
ance | have been here”

"Slencel”

"Lord Jagged!"

"Slencel”

"You will be able to speak in your own defence later, if you wish," sad Lord Jagger, without a
flicker of humour, without a Sngle Sgn of recognition. And Jherek at last began to doubt that this was his
friend on the bench. Yet the face, the manneriams, the voice were dl the same — and the name was
amod the same. It could not be a coincidence.

And then the thought occurred to him that Lord Jagged was taking some mdicious pleasure in the
proceedings — that he was not Jherek's friend at dl. That he had engineered this entire fiasco from start
to finish.



The rest of the trid seemed to take place in a flash. And when Lord Jagged asked Jherek if he
wished to speak, he merdy shook his head. He was too depressed to make any reaction, to try to
convince them of the truth. He began to believe that, possibly, he was, indeed, quite mad.

But the thought dmost made Jherek dizzy. It could not be! It could not be!

And then Lord Jagger made a short speech to the jury and they dl left the court again. Jherek was
taken back to hiscdl and was joined by Mr. Griffiths

"It looks grim," said Mr. Griffiths ™Y ou should have kept quiet, you know. Now they dl think it was
an elaborate trick to get you off. This could ruin me”

He took something from his case and handed it to Jherek. "Your friend, Mrs. Underwood, asked
meto give you this"

Jherek took the paper. He looked a the marks on it and then handed it back to Mr. Griffiths "You
hed better read it."

Mr. Griffiths squinted at the paper. He blushed. He coughed. "It's rather persond.”

"Pleaseread it," sad Jherek.

"Wdl, here goes — ahem — 'I blame mysdf for what has happened. | know they will put you in
prison for along time, if they do not hang you. | fear that you have little hope now of acquittal and so |
mudt tdl you, Jherek, that | do love you, that | miss you, that | shal adways remember you." Hmph. It's
unggned. Very wise. Most indiscreet to writeit at dl.”

Jherek was amiling again. "I knew she loved me. I'll think of a way to rescue her, even if Lord
Jagged will not hdp me.”

"My dear boy," sad Mr. Griffiths solemnly, "you mug try to remember the seriousness of your
position. It is very much on the cards that they will sentence you to be hanged.”

"Yes?' sad Jherek. "By the way, Mr. Griffiths, what's involved in this "hanging,’ can you tdl me?

And Mr. Griffiths sighed, got up and left the cdl without a further word.

Jherek was escorted back to his box for the third time. As he mounted the steps he saw Lord
Jagger and the others teking their places.

The twelve men came in and resumed ther seets.

An oppressive slence now hung over the room.

One of the men in fase hair began to read from a lig of names and every time he read a name one
of the twelve would answer "Aye," until dl twelve names had been read.

Then the man next to him got up and addressed the twelve. "Gentlemen of the Jury, have you
agreed upon your verdict?

One of the twelve answered, "Yes"

"Do you find the prisoner & the bar guilty or not guilty?'

For a moment dl twelve turned their eyes on Jherek whose attention was scarcely on the ritud a

dl.

"Guilty."

Jherek was startled as the hands of two warders fdl smultaneoudy upon his shoulders. He looked
a each of thar faces curioudy.

Lord Jagger looked steadily into Jnerek's eyes.

"Have you anything to say why sentence should not be passed upon you?!

Jherek said wearily: "Jagged, | am tired of this farce. Let us take Mrs. Amdia Underwood and go
home."

"I gather you have nothing to say," said Lord Jagger, ignoring Jherek's suggestion.

One of the men near Lord Jagger handed Lord Jagger a square of black cloth which he placed
caefully on top of his white fase harr. Reverend Lowndes appeared besde Lord Jagger. He was
wearing along black gown. He looked much sadder than usud.

"You have been found guilty of causng the crue murder of an innocent employee of the hotd you
sought to rob," droned Lord Jagger, and for the firg time Jherek thought he saw the light of humour in his
friend's eyes. It was a joke after dl. He amiled back. "And therefore | must sentence you —"



"Hal Hal" shouted Jherek. "It isyou, Jagged!”

"Slencd" cried someone.

Lord Jagger's voice continued through the confusion, the faint murmur of voices in the court, until it
concluded "And may the Lord have mercy on your soul.”

And Reverend Lowndes sad:

"Amen!"

And the warders tugged a Jherek to make him leave.

"I will see you later, Jagged!" he called.

But again Jagger ignored him, turning his back as he rose from his seat and muttering something to
the Reverend Lowndes who nodded mournfully.

"No threats. They won't do any good,” said one of the warders. "Come on, son.”

Jherek laughed as he let them lead him back to his cell. "Redly. I'm losng my sense of humour —
my sense of drama. It must have been that terrible time in Jones's Kitchen. | will gpologise to Jagged as
soon as | meet him again!”

"You won't be meeting him," said the warder with ajerk of histhumb backward, "until he joins you
down therel" And he pointed &t the ground.

"Isthat where you think the future lies?" asked Jherek with genuine curiosty.

But they said nathing more to him and in a moment he was aone in his cdl fingering the note which
Mrs. Amdia Underwood had sent him, wishing he could read it, but remembering every word. She loved
him. She had said so! He had never experienced such happiness before.

After he had been taken to yet another prison in another black carriage, Jherek found that he was
being treated with even more kindness than before. The warders who had spoken to him previoudy with
asort of good humour now spoke with sympathy and often patted him on the shoulder. Only on the
metter of his release did they preserve a silence. One or two would tdl him that they thought "he ought to
have got off" and that "it wasn't farr,” but he was never adle to interpret the sgnificance of their remarks.
He saw Reverend Lowndes quite frequently and was able to make him happy enough. Sometimes they
sang one or two hymns together and Jherek was reminded with greater clarity that he would soon be
seaing Mrs. Amdia Underwood again and dnging those same hymns with her. He asked Reverend
Lowndesif he had heard anything of Mrs. Underwood, but Reverend Lowndes had not.

"She risked much to speak in your defence” said Reverend Lowndes one day. "It was in dl the
newspapers. It is possible that she has compromised hersdlf. | understand that she is a married woman.”

"I understand that,” agreed Jherek. "But | suppose she is waiting for me to arrange our transport
back to my own time"

"Yes yes" sad Reverend Lowndes sadly.

"I would have thought that Lord Jagged would have contacted me by now, but perhaps his own
time machineisin need of repair,” Jherek mused.

"Yes yes, yes" Reverend Lowndes opened his black book and began to read, his lips moving.
Then he closed the book and looked up. "It is tomorrow morning, you know."

"Oh? Y ou have heard from Lord Jagged?'

"Lord Jagger passed the sentence, if that is what you mean. He named the day as tomorrow. | am
gad you are so composed.”

"Why should | not be? That is solendid news."

"I am sure that the Lord knows how best to judge you." Reverend Lowndes raised his grey eyes
towards the roof. "You have no need to fear."

"None at al. Although the ride might be a rough one.”

"Yesindeed. | understand your meaning.”

"Ah" Jherek leaned back on his bunk. "I am looking forward to seeing dl my friends again.”

"I am sure they will dl be there” Reverend Lowndes got up. "I will come early tomorrow morning.
If you find it hard to deep, the warders will join you in your cdl.”

"I shell deep very wdl, I'm sure. So my release is due around dawn??’



"At eight o'clock.”

"Thank you for the news, Reverend Lowndes."

Reverend Lowndes's eyes seemed to be watering, but he could not be crying, for there was a amile
on hisface. "You do now know whet this means to me, Mr. Carndian.”

"I am only too pleased to be able to cheer you up, Reverend Lowndes."

"Thank you. Thank you." The Reverend left the cdl.

Next mormning Jherek was given a rather heavy breakfast, which he ate with some difficulty so as not
to offend the warders, who plainly thought they had brought him a specid treet. All of them looked sad,
however, and kept sheking their heads.

The Reverend Lowndes turned up early, as he had said he would.

"Areyou ready?' he asked Jherek.

"More then ready,” Jherek replied cheerfully.

"Would you like to join mein a prayer?'

"If that is what you want, of course.” Jherek kneeled down with Reverend Lowndes as he had often
kndt before and repeated the words which Reverend Lowndes spoke. This time the prayer seemed to
go on for longer than usud and Reverend Lowndes's voice kept bresking. Jherek waited patiently every
time this happened. After dl, what did a few minutes mean when he would soon be reunited with the
woman he loved (not to mention his dearest friend)?

And then they Ieft the cdll, with a warder on ether Side, and walked out into an unfamiliar forecourt
which was surrounded on dl sdes by high blank walls. There was a sort of wooden dais erected in the
forecourt and above this a tdl beam supporting another horizonta beam. From the horizonta beam
depended athick rope with aloop at the bottom end. Another man, in stout black clothes, stood on the
dais. Steps led up to it on one Sde. There was dso a lever, near the man in black. Severd other people
were dready in the forecourt. They, too, looked sad. Doubtless they had grown to like Jherek (even
though he could not remember having seen severa of them before) and did not want him to leave ther
time

"Isthat the machine?' Jnerek asked Reverend Lowndes. He had never expected to see a wooden
time machine, but he supposed that they used wood for alot of thingsin the Dawn Age cultures.

Slently, Reverend Lowndes nodded.

"I go up these steps, do 17!

"You do."

Reverend Lowndes accompanied Jherek as he dimbed the steps. The man in black drew Jherek’s
hands behind him and tied them securdly.

"I suppose this is necessary?' Jherek remarked to the man in black, who had said nothing up to
now. "I had a rubber suit last time™

The man in black did not reply but turned to Reverend Lowndes ingtead. "He's a cool one. It's
usudly the foreigners scream and kick."

Reverend Lowndes did not reply. He watched the man in black tie Jnerek’s feet.

Jherek laughed as the man in black put the rough rope loop over his head and tightened it around
his neck. The strands of the loop tickled.

"Wdl," he said. "I'm ready. When are Lord Jagged and Mrs. Underwood ariving?'

Nobody replied. Reverend Lowndes murmured something. One of the people in the smdl crowd
below droned afew words.

Jherek yawned and looked up at the blue sky and the risng sun. It was a beautiful morning. He had
rather missed the open air of late.

Reverend Lowndes took out his black book and began to read. Jherek turned to ask if Lord
Jagged and Mrs. Underwood would be long, but then the man in black placed a bag over his head and
his voice was muffled and he could no longer see anyone. He shrugged. They would be dong soon, he
was sure.

He heard the Reverend Lowndes finish spesking. He heard a dick and then the floor gave way
benesth his feet. The sensation was not very different from that which he had had when traveling here in



the time sphere. And then it seemed he was fdling, fdling, faling, and he ceased to think &t dl.

14

A Further Conversation with thelron Orchid

The firg thing Jherek considered as he came back to consciousness was that he had a very sore
throat. He reached up to touch it, but his hands were dill tied behind him. He disseminated the ropes and
freed his hands and feet. His neck was chafed and raw. He opened his eyes and looked directly into the
tattered multi-hued face of Brannart Morphail.

Brannart was grinning. "l told you so, Jherek. | told you so! And the time machine didn't come back
with you. Which means you've lost me an important piece of equipment!” His glee denied his accusations.

Jherek glanced about the laboratory. It was exactly the same as when he had left. "Perhaps it broke
up?' he suggested. "It was made of wood, you know."

"Wood? Wood? Nonsense. Why are you so hoarse?!

"There was a rope involved. A very primitive maching, dl in dl. Stll, I'm back. Did Lord Jagged
come to see you after 1'd set off. Did he borrow another time maching?

"Lord Jagged?'

My Lady Charlotina drifted over. She was wearing the same lily-coloured gown she had worn
when he had |eft. "Lord Jagged hasn't been here, Jherek, my juice. After dl, youd barely gone before
you returned again.”

"It proves the Morphail Effect conclusvdy,” said Brannart in some satisfaction. "If one goes back to
an age where one does not belong, then so many paradoxes are created that the age merdy spits out the
intruder as a man might spit out a pomegranate pip which has lodged in histhroat.”

Agan, Jnerek fingered his own throat. "It took some time to spit me out, however,” he sad
fedingly. "'l was there for some sixty days."

"Oh, come now!" Brannart glared a him.

"And Lord Jagged of Canaria was there, too. And Mrs. Amdia Underwood. They seemed to have
no difficulty in, asit were, sicking." Jherek stood up. He was wearing the same grey suit with the broad
black arrows oniit. "And look at this They gave me this suit.”

"It's a beautiful suit, Jherek," said My Lady Charlotina. "But you could have made it yoursef, you
know."

"Power rings don't work in the past. The energy won't tranamit,” Jherek told her.

Brannart frowned. "Wha was Jagged doing in the past?'

"Some scheme of his own, | take it, which hardly involved me. | understood that he would be
returning with me” Jherek inspected the laboratory, looking in every corner. "They sad Mrs.
Underwood would join me"

"Wdl, she imt here, yet." My Lady Charlotinas couch drifted closer. "Did you enjoy yoursdf in the
Dawvn Age?'

"It was often amusing,” Jherek admitted, "though there were moments when it was quite dull. And
other moments when..." And for the third time he fingered the marks on his throat. "Do you know, Lady
Charloting, that many of their pastimes are not pursued from choice at dl!"

"How do you mean?' She leaned forward to peer at his neck. She reached out to touch the marks.

"Wl it is difficult to explain. Difficult enough to grasp. | didn't understand at first. They grow old
— they decay, of course. They have no control over their bodies and bardly any over thar minds. It is as
if — asif they dream perpetudly, moved by impulses of which they have no objective understanding. Or,
of course, that could be my subjective andyss of ther culture, but | don't think so."

My Lady Charlotinalaughed. "Y oull never succeed in explaining it to me, Jherek. | have no brains,



merdy imagination. A good sense of drama, too."

"Yes..." Jnerek had forgotten the part she had played in bringing about the most recent events in his
life But so much time had passed for him that he could not fed any great bitterness towards her any
more. "1 wonder when Mrs. Amdia Underwood will come.™

"She sad she would return?”!

"I gathered that Lord Jagged was bringing her back.”

"Are you sure you saw Jagged there?' Brannart asked indgtently. "There has been no record of a
time machine elther coming or going.”

"There must be a record of one coming,” Jherek said reasonably. "For | returned, did | not?"

"It wasn't redly necessary for you to use a machine — the Morphall Effect dedlt with you.”

"W, | was sent in ameachine" Jherek frowned. He was beginning to review the most recent events
of his own past. "At least | think it was a time machine. | wonder if | misnterpreted what they were
trying to tdl me?'

"It is quite possible, | should think,” put in My Lady Charloting, "after dl, you said yoursdlf how
difficult it was to grasp their conception of quite Smple matters.”

A mudang look crossed Jherek's face. "But one thing is certan..." He took Mrs. Amdia
Underwood's |etter from his pocket, remembering the words which Mr. Griffiths had read out to him, "I
love you, | missyou, | shdl dways remember you." He touched the crumpled paper to his lips "She
wants to come back to me”

"There is every chance that she will," said Brannart Morphail, "whether she desires it or not. The
Morphall Effect. It never fals" He laughed. "Not that she will necessarily come to this time again. You
might have to search through the whole of the past million years for her. | don't advise that, of course. It
could mean disaster for you. Y ou've been very lucky to escape thistime”

"Shewill find me" said Jherek happily. "I know she will. And when she comes | will have built her a
beautiful replica of her own age so0 that she need never pine for home" He continued, confidentidly, to
tdl Brannart Morphail of his plans. "You see, I've spent a considerable amount of time in the Dawn Age.
I'm intimetely acquainted with ther architecture and many of ther customs. Our world will never have
seen anything like the creetions | shdl make. 1t will amaze you dl!"

"Ah, Jnerek!" cried My Lady Charlotinain delight. "You are beginning to sound like your old sdf
agan. Hurrah!"

Some days later Jnerek had dmost completed his vast design. It stretched for severd miles across a
shdlow valey through which ran a sparkling river he had named the Thames. Glowing white bridges
arched over the water a irregular intervals and the water was a deep, blue-green, to match the roses
which dimbed the pillars of the bridges. On both sdes of the river stood a series of copies of Joness
Kitchen, Coffee Stdls, Prisons, Courts of Law and Hotels. Row upon row, they filled streets of shining
marble and gold and quartz and at every intersection was a tal statue, usudly of a horse or a hansom
cab. It wasredly very pretty. Jherek had taken the liberty of enlarging the buildings a little, to get variety.
Thus a thousand-foot-high Coffee Stdl loomed over a five-hundred-foot-high Hotd. Farther on, a tdl
Hotd dwarfed an Old Bailey, and so on.

Jherek was putting the finishing touches on his creation, which he sSmply cdled "London, 1896,"
when he was haled by afamiliar, languid voice.

"Jherek, you are a genius and thisis your masterpiece!”

Mounted upon a great hovering swan, swathed in quilted clothes of the deepest blue, a high collar
framing hislong, pale face, was Lord Jagged of Canaria, amiling his cleverest, most secret of smiles

Jherek had been sanding on the roof of one of his Prisons. He drifted over and perched on the
gatue of a hansom close to where Jagged hovered.

"It's a beautiful swan,” said Jherek. "Have you brought Mrs. Underwood with you?'

"So0 you know wheat | cdl her!”

Jherek frowned his puzzZlement. "What?'

"The swan! | thought, gentle Jherek, that you meant the swan. That iswhat | cdl the swan, Jherek.



Mrs. Amdia Underwood. In honour of your friend.”

"Lord Jagged,” sad Jherek with a grin. "You are decaving me. | know your penchant for
meanipulation. Remember the world you built, which you peopled with microscopic warriors? This time
you have been playing with love, with destiny — with the people you know. You encouraged me to
pursue Mrs. Amdia Underwood. And most of the details of the rest of that scheme were supplied by you
— though you made me bdlieve they were my ideas. | am sure you helped My Lady Charlotina concoct
her vengeance. You might even have had something to do with my safe arriva in 1896. Further, it's
possible you abducted Mrs. Underwood and brought her to our agein the firg place.”

Lord Jagged was laughing. He sent the great swan arding around the talest buildings He dived and
he climbed and dl the time he laughed. "Jherek! You areintdligent! You are — you are the best of ud"

"But where is Mrs. Amdia Underwood now, Lord Jagged?' Jnerek Carndlian cdled, following after
hisfriend, his pale grey suit (with the orange arrows) flapping as he moved through the air. "'l thought you
sent a message that you were bringing her back with you!™

"1? A message? No."

"Then where is she?'

"Why, in Bromley, | suppose. In Kent. In England. In 1896."

"Oh, Lord Jagged, you are crud!™

"To a degree.” Lord Jagged guided the swan back to where Jherek sat on the head of the statue
which, inturn, rested its feet on the dome of the OId Bailey. It was an odd statue — blindfolded, with a
sword in one hand and a set of golden scales in the other. "But did you not learn anything from your
sojourn in the past, Jherek?"

"I experienced something, Lord Jagged, but | am not sure | learned anything.”

"W, that isthe best way to learn, | think." Lord Jagged smiled again.

"It was you — the Lord Chief Justice — wasn't it?" Jherek said.

The amile broadened.

"You must get Mrs. Amdia Underwood back for me, Lord Jagged,” Jherek told him. "If only so
that she may see this" He spread both his hands.

"The Morphall Effect,” said Lord Jagged. "It is an indisputable fact. Brannart says s0."

"You know more."

" am flattered. Have you heard, by the by, what became of Mongrove and Y usharisp, the dien?’

"I have been busy. I've heard no gossip at dl."

"They succeeded in building a spaceship and have left together to spread Yusharisp's message
throughout the universe.”

"So Mongrove has left us"" Jherek fdt sad at hearing this news.

"Hewill tire of the misson. He will return.”

"I hope s0."

"And your mother, the Iron Orchid. Her liaison with Werther de Goethe is ended, | hear. She took
up with the Duke of Queens, who had virtudly retired from the world, and they are planning a party
together. She will be the guiding spirit, so it should be successful.”

"l an glad," said Jherek. "I think | will go to see her soon.”

"Do. She loves you. Wedl love you, Jherek.”

"And | love Mrs. Amdia Underwood,” said Jherek meaningly. "Will | see her again, Lord Jagged?'

Lord Jagged patted the neck of his graceful swan. The bird began to flap away towards the East.

"WIll 17" cried Jherek inggtently.

And Lord Jagged cdled back over his shoulder: "Doubtless you will. Much can happen yet. After
dl, there are at least a thousand years before the End of Time!"

The white swan soared higher into the blue sky. From its downy back Lord Jagged waved.
"Farewdl, my faeful friend. Adieu, my time-tossed leaf, my thief, my grief, my toy! Jherek, my joy,
good-bye!"

And Jherek saw the white swan turn its long neck once to look a him from enigmatic black eyes
before it disappeared behind a sngle cloud which drifted in that bland, blind sky.



Dressed in various shades of pae green, the Iron Orchid and her son lay upon a lavn of deeper
green which swept gently down to aviridian lake. It was late afternoon and a warm breeze blew.

Between the Iron Orchid and her dender son lay a cloth of greenish-gold and on this were jade
plates bearing the remains of ther picnic. There were green apples, green grapes and artichoke hearts;
there was asparagus, lettuce, cucumber and watercress; litle melons, cdery and avocados, vine leaves
and pears, and, at one corner of the cloth, there stared a radish.

The Iron Orchid's emerdd lips opened dightly as she reached for an unpeded dmond. Jherek had
been tdling her of his adventures at the Dawn of Time. She had been fascinated but not atogether
comprehending.

"And you did find out the meaning of ‘virtue, my bones?' She hesitated over the dmond and now
considered a cucumber.

He dghed. "I mugt admit | am not sure. But | think it might have had something to do with
‘corruption”.” He laughed and stretched his limbs upon the cool grass. "One thing leads to another,

"How do you mean, my love, ‘corruption'?"

"It has something to do with not being in control of your own decisons, | think. Which in turn has
something to do with the environment in which you choose to live — if you have a choice at dl. Perhaps
when Mrs. Amdia Underwood returns she will be able to help me”

"Shewill return here?' With a gesture of abandonment the Iron Orchid let her fingers fal upon the
radish. She popped it into her mouth.

"l am certain of it," he said.

"And then you will be happy!"

He looked at her in mild surprise. "How do you mean, mother, "happy'?'
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