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Thefireis out, and spent the warmth thereof,
(Thisisthe end of every song man singd)
The golden wine is drunk, the dregs remain,
Bitter as wormwood and as st as pan;
And hedlth and hope have gone the way of love
Into the drear oblivion of logt things,
Ghosts go dong with us until the end;
Thiswas a migress, this, perhaps, afriend.
With pale, indifferent eyes, we St and wait
For the dropt curtain and the dosng gate:
Thisisthe end of dl the songs man sngs.

Ernest Dowson

Dregs
1899
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1

In Which Jherek Carnelian and Mrs. Amelia Under wood
Commune, to some Degree, with Nature

"I redly do think, Mr. Carndlian, that we should at least try them raw, don't you?'

Mrs. Amdia Underwood, with the flat of her left hand, stroked thick auburn hair back over her ear
and, with her right hand, arranged her tattered skirts about her ankles. The gesture was dmogt petulant;
the glintin her grey eye was possibly wolfish. There was, if nothing else, something over-controlled in the
manner in which she perched primly upon her block of virgin limestone and watched Jherek Carnelian as
he crouched, elbows and knees pressed in the sand of a Pdaeozoic beach, and sweated in the heat of
the huge Silurian (or possibly Devonian) sun.

Perhaps for the thousandth time he was trying to strike two of his power-rings together to make a
gpark to light the heap of half-dried ferns he had, in a mood of ebullience long snce dissipated, arranged
severd hours before.


C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\
C:\Program Files\ABC Amber Text Converter\

"But you told me" he murmured, "that you could not bear to consder ... There! Was that a spark?
Or jug adint?'

"Adlint," she sad, "I think."

"We mug not despair, Mrs. Underwood." His optimiam was uncharacteridicdly strained. Again he
struck ring againgt ring.

Around him were scattered the worn and broken fragments of fronds which he had earlier tried to
rub together & her suggestion. As power-ring clacked on power-ring, Mrs. Underwood winced. In the
glence of this Slurian (if it was Slurian) afternoon the sound had an effect upon her nerves she would not
previoudy have credited; she had never seen hersdf as one of those over-senstive women who
populated the novels of Marie Cordli. She had dways consdered hersdf robust, angulaly hedthy. She
sghed. Doubtless the boredom contributed something to her state of mind.

Jherek echoed her sgh. "There's probably a knack to it," he admitted. "Where are the trilobites?"
He stared absently around him at the ground.

"Mog of them have crawled back into the sea, | think," she told him coldly. "There are two
brachiopods on your coat." She pointed.

"Ahd" Almog affectionately he plucked the molluscoidea from the dirty black coth of his
frock-coat. Doubtfully, he peered into the shells.

Mrs. Underwood licked her lips. "Give them to me" she commanded. She produced a hat-pin.

His head bowed, Pilate confronting the Pharisees, he complied.

"After dl," she told him as she poised the pin, "we are only missng garlic and butter and we should
have a med fit for a French gourmet.” The utterance seemed to depress her. She heditated.

"Mrs. Underwood?'

"Should we say grace, | wonder?" She frowned. "It might help. | think it's the colovur..."

"Too beautiful," he said eagerly. "l follow you. Who could destroy such loveiness?!

"That greenish, purplish hue pleases you?'

"Not you?"'

"Not in food, Mr. Carndian."

"Thenin what?'

"Oh..." Vagudy. "In — no, not even in a picture. It brings to mind the excesses of the
Pre-Raphadlites. A morbid colour.”

"AR

"It might explain your &finities..." She abandoned the subject. "If | could conquer..."

"A ydlow one?' He tried to tempt her with a soft-shelled creature he had just discovered in his
back pocket. It dung to hisfinger; there was the sensation of a kiss.

She dropped molluscs and hat-pin, covered her face with her hands and began to weep.

"Mrs. Underwood!" He was at aloss. He gtirred the pile of fronds with his foot. "Perhaps if | were
to use aring as a prism and direct the rays of the sun through it we could..."

There came aloud squesk and he wondered &t firs if one of the crestures were protesting. Another
sgueak, from behind him. Mrs. Underwood removed her fingers to expose red eyes which now widened
insurprise.

"Hil | say — Hi, therel”

Jherek turned. Tramping through the shdlows, apparently oblivious of the water, came a man
dressed in a seaman's jersey, a tweed Norfolk jacket, plusfours, heavy woollen stockings, stout
brogues. In one hand he clutched a stick of a peculiarly twisted crysdline nature. Otherwise he appeared
to be a contemporary of Mrs. Underwood's. He was amiling. "l say, do you speak English of any kind?'
He was bronzed. He had a full moustache and sgns of a newly sprouting beard. He beamed at them. He
came to a stop, resting his knuckles on his hips. "WdI?'

Mrs. Underwood was confused. "We speak English, gr. Indeed we are — at least | an — English,
asyou mud be"

"Beautiful day, it it?" The stranger nodded a the sea. "Nice and cam. Mug be the ealy
Devonian, eh? Have you been here long?'



"Long enough, Sr."

"We are marooned,” Jherek explained. "A mdfunction of our time-craft. The paradoxes were too
much for it, | suspect.”

The stranger nodded gravely. "I've sometimes experienced Smilar difficulties, though happily without
such dragtic results. Y ou're from the nineteenth century, | take it."

"Mrs. Underwood is. | hall from the End of Time"

"Ahd" The granger amiled. "I have just come from there. | was fortunate enough to witness the
complete disntegration of the universe — briefly, of course. I, too, am origindly from the nineteenth
century. Thiswould be one of my regular stops, if | were journeying to the past. The peculiar thing is that
| was under the impresson | was going forward — beyond, asit were, the End of Time. My indruments
indicate as much. Yet here | an." He scratched his sandy hair, adding, in mild dissppointment, "I was
hoping for some illumingtion.”

"You are on your way, then, to the future?' Mrs. Underwood asked. "To the nineteenth century?'

"It seemsthat | mus be. When did you leave?'

"1896," Mrs. Underwood told him.

"l am from 1894. | was not aware that anyone else had hit upon my discovery during that period..."

"Therd" exclamed Jherek. "Mr. Wdls was right!"

"Our mechine was from Mr. Carnelian's period,” she said. "Origindly, | was abducted to the End of
Time, under circumstances which remain mysterious. The maotives of my abductor continue to be
obscure, moreover. 1..." She paused gpologeticdly. "This is of no interest to you, of course” She
moistened her lips. ™Y ou would not, | suppose, have the means of lighting afire, Sr?"

The sranger patted the bulging pockets of his Norfolk jacket. "Somewhere. Some matches. | tend
to carry as many necessities as possible about my person. In the event of being stranded ... Here we
are"" He produced alarge box of vestas. "'l would give you the whole box, but..."

"A few will do. You say you are familiar with the early Devonian.”

"Asfamiliar as one can be."

"Your advice, then, would be welcome. The edibility of the molluscs, for ingance?

"I think youll find the myalina subquadrata the least offensve, and very few are actudly
poisonous, though a certain amount of indigestion is bound to result. |, mysdf, an a dave to indigestion.”

"And what do these myalina look like?' Jnerek asked.

"Oh, like muss, redly. You have to dig for them."

Mrs. Underwood took five matches from the box and handed it back.

"Your time-craft, gir, isfunctioning properly?* Jherek said.

"Oh, yes, perfectly.”

"And you are returning to the nineteenth century?'

"To 1895, | hope."

"Then you could take us with you?'

The stranger shook his head. "It's a sngle-seater. The saddle baredly accommodates me, since |
began to put on weight. Come, Il show you." He turned and began to plod through the sand in the
direction from which he had come. They followed.

"Als," added the stranger, "it would be unwise for me to try to take people from 1896 to 1895.
Y ou would meet yourselves. Considerable confuson would result. One can tamper judt a little with the
Logic of Time, but | hestate to think what would happen if one went in for such blatant paradoxes. It
would seem to me that if you have been tredting the Logic so cavdiely it is no wonder — | do not
mordize, you understand — that you find yoursavesin this postion.”

"Then you verify the Morphail Theory,” Jherek said, trudging beside the time-traveler. "Time ressts
paradox, adjugting accordingly — refusing, you might say, to admit aforeign body to a period to which it
is not indigenous?'

"If a paradox is likdy to occur. Yes. | suspect that it isdl to do with consciousness, and with our
group underdanding of what conditutes Past, Present and Future. That is Time, as such, does not
exid..."



Mrs. Underwood uttered a soft exclamation as the stranger's craft came in Sght. It consisted of an
open frame of tubular lengths of brass and ebony. There was ivory here and there, as wdl as a touch or
two of slver, copper coils set into the top of the frame, immediatdy above a heavily sprung leather
saddle of the sort normaly seen on bicycles. Before this was a amdl board of insruments and a brass
semi-circle where a lever might normaly fit. Much of the rest of the machine was of nickd and crystd
and it showed dgns of wear, was much battered, dented and cracked in places. Behind the saddle was
strapped a large chest and it was to this that the stranger made a once, undoing the brass buckles and
pushing back thelid. Thefirst object he drew out of the trunk was a double-barrelled shot-gun which he
leaned againg the saddle; next he removed a bae of mudin and a solar topee, and findly, usng both
hands, he hauled up alarge wickerwork basket and dumped it in the sand at ther feet.

"This might be useful to you," he said, replacing the other objects in the trunk and securing the
sraps. "It's the best | can offer, short of passage home. And I've explained why that's impossible. You
wouldn't want to come face to face with yourselves in the middle of Waterloo Circus, would you?' He
laughed.

"Don't you mean Piccadilly Circus, Sr?* enquired Mrs. Underwood with a frown.

"Never heard of it," said the time-traveller.

"I've never heard of Waterloo Circus™ she told him. "Are you sure you're from 18947

The dranger fingered the stubble on his chin. He seemed a little disturbed. "I thought 1I'd merdy
goneful cirde" he murmured. "Hm — perhaps this universe is not quite the same as the one | I€ft. Isiit
possible thet for every new time-traveller a new chronology develops? Could there be an infinite number
of universes?' He brightened. "Thisis afine adventure, | mugt say. Aren't you hungry?'

Mrs. Amdia Underwood raised her beautiful brows.

The sranger pointed at the basket. "My provisons," he said. "Make what use of them you like. I'l
risk finding some food at my next stop — hopefully 1895. Wdl, | mugt be on my way."

He bowed, brandishing his quartz rod dgnificantly. He climbed onto his saddle and placed the rod
inthe brass groove, making some adjustments to his other controls.

Mrs. Underwood was dready lifting the lid of the hamper. Her face was obscured, but Jherek
thought he could hear her crooning to hersdf.

"Good luck to you both,” said the stranger cheerfully. "I'm sure you won't be stuck here forever. It's
unlikdy, isnt it? | mean, what afind for the archaeologists, ha, hal Y our bones, thet i9"

There came a sharp dick as the stranger moved his lever a notch or two and dmost immediatdy the
time machine began to grow indistinct. Copper glowed and crysta shimmered; something seemed to be
whirling very rapidy above the dranger's head and dready both man and machine were
semi-trangparent. Jherek was struck in the face by a sudden gust of wind which came from nowhere and
then the time-traveller had gone.

"Oh, look, Mr. Carndian!" cried Mrs. Amdia Underwood, brandishing her trophy. " Chicken!”

2

In Which Inspector Springer Tastesthe Delights of the
SimpleLife

For the falowing two days and nights a certain tenson, disspatiing before the advent of the
time-traveler but Snce restored, existed between the lovers (for they were lovers — only her upbringing
denied it) and they dept fitfully, the pair of them, on ether Sde of a frond-fondled limestone rock, having
to fear nathing but the inquigtive attentions of the little molluscs and trilobites whose own lives now were
free from danger, thanks to the hamper, crammed with cans and bottles enough to sustain a good-sized



expedition for a month. No large beasts, no unexpected turn of the weether, threstened our Adam and
our Eve Eve done, knew inner conflict.: Adam, smple bewilderment; but then he was used to
bewilderment, and sudden moods or twidts of fate had been the quff of his existence until only recently
— yet his spirits were not what they had been.

They rose somewhat, those spirits, a dawn this morning — for the beauty, in its subtlety, excelled
any cregtion of fin de cosmos artifice. A huge haf-sun filled the horizon line so that the sky surrounding it
shone a thousand shades of copper, whileits rays, spread upon the sea, seemed individudly coloured —
blues, ochres, greys, pinks — until they reached the beach and merged again, asif a apex, to make the
ydlow sand glare rainbow white, turn the limestone to shimmering siver and make individud leaves and
gems of the fronds a green that seemed near-sentient, it was so dive; and there was a human figure at the
core of this vison, outlined againg the puldng semi-circle of dark scarlet, the velvet dress murky red
amber, the auburn hair a-flame, the white hands and neck reflecting the hues, ddlicate hint of the palest of
poppies. And there was music, sonorous — it was her voice; she declamed a favourite verse, its subject
atrifle at odds with the ambience.

Where the red worm woman wailed for wild revenge,
While the surf surged sullen 'neath moon-silver'd sky,
Where her harsh voice, once a sweet voice, sang,
Now was I.

And did her ghost on that grey, cold morn,

Did her ghost dide by?

Rapt, Jherek graightened his back and pushed aside the frock-coat which had covered him through
the night; to see his love thus, in a sdting to match the perfection of her beauty, sent dl other
consderations helter-skelter from his head; his own eyes shone: his face shone. He waited for more, but
she was slent, tossing back her locks, sheking sand from her hem, purang those lovediest of lips.

"Wdl?' he said.

Sowly, through iridescence, the face looked up, from shadow into light. Her mouth was a question.

"Amdia?' He dared the name. Her lidsfdl.

"What isit?" she murmured.

"Did it? Wasit her ghost? | await the resolution.”

The lips curved now, perhaps a touch sdf-conscioudy, but the eyes continued to study the sand
which she dtirred with the sharp toe of her partly unbuttoned boot. "Wheldrake doesn't say. It's a
rhetorica quedtion..."

"A very sober poem, isit not?'

A sense of superiority mingled with her modesty, causing the lashes to rise and fdl rapidly for a
moment. "Most good poems are sober, Mr. Carndian, if they are to convey — dgnificance. It speaks of
death, of course. Wheldrake wrote much of desth — and died, himsdf, prematurely. My cousin gave me
the Posthumous Poems for my twentieth birthday. Shortly afterwards, she was taken from us, aso, by
consumption.”

"Isdl good literature, then, about deeth?"

"Serious literature.”

"Desgth is serious?'

"Itisfind, a any rate." But she shocked hersdf, judging this cynica, and recovered with: "Although
redly, it is only the beginning — of our red life, our eternd life..."

She turned to regard the sun, dready higher and less splendid.

"You mean, at the End of Time? In our own little home?"

"Never mind." She faltered, spesking in a higher, less naturd tone. "It is my punishment, | suppose,
to be denied, inmy find hours, the company of a fdlow Chridian." But there was some ingncerity to dl
this The food she had consumed during the past two days had melowed her. She had dmost welcomed
the ampler terrors of darvation to the more complex dangers of gving hersdf up to this clown, this



innocent (oh, yes, and perhaps this noble, manly being, for his courage, his kindness went without
question). She strove, with decreasing success, to recreate that earlier, much more suitable, mood of
resgned despondency.

"I interrupted you." He leaned back againg his rock. "Forgive me. It was so delicious, to wake to
the sound of your voice. Won't you go on?"'

She cleared her throat and faced the sea again.

What will you say to me, child of the moon,

When by the bright river we stand?

When forest leaves breathe harmonies to the night wind's croon.
Wl you give me your hand, child of the moon?

Wl you give me your hand?

But her performance lacked the appropriate resonance, certainly to her own ears, and she ddivered
the next verse with even less conviction.

Wl you present your pyre to me, spawn of the sun,

While the sky isin full flame?

While the day's heat the brain deceives, and the drugged bees hum.
Wl you grant me your name, spawn of the sun?

Wl you grant me your name?

Jherek blinked. "You have logt me entirdly, | fear..." The sun was fully risen, the scene fled, though
pae gold light touched sky and sea dill, and the day was cam and sultry. "Oh, what things | could create
with such ingpiration, if only my power rings were active. Vison upon vison, and dl for you, Amdia"

"Have you no literature, at the End of Time?' she asked. "Are your arts only visud?'

"We converse" he said. "You have heard us”

"Conversation has been cdled an art, yet..."

"We do not write it down,” he sad, "if that is what you mean. Why should we? Smilar
conversations often arise — gmilar observations are made afresh. Does one discover more through the
act of making the marks | have seen you make? If so, perhaps | should..."

"It will pass thetime" she said, "if | teach you to write and read.”

"Certainly," he agreed.

She knew the questions he had asked had been innocent, but they struck her as just. She laughed.
"Oh, dear, Mr. Carndlian. Oh, dear!"

He was content not to judge her mood to but to share it. He laughed with her, soringing up. He
advanced. She awaited him. He stopped, when a few steps separated them. He was serious now, and
amiling.

She fingered her neck. "There is more to literature than conversation, however. There are stories.”

"We make our own lives into stories, a the End of Time. We have the means. Would you not do
the same, if you could?’

"Society demands that we do not.”

"Why s0?"

"Perhaps because the stories would conflict, one with the other. There are so many of us— there.”

"Here" he sad, "there are but two."

"Our tenancy in this— this Eden — is tentative. Who knows when...?"

"Logicdly, if we are torn away, then we shdl be borne to the End of Time, not to 1896. And what
isthere, waiting, but Eden, too?"

"No, | should not cal it that."

They stared, now, eye to eye. The sea whispered. It was louder than their words.

He could not move, though he sought to go forward. Her stance held him off; it was the set of her



chin, the dight lift of one shoulder.

"We could be aone, if we wished it."

"There should be no choice, in Eden.”

"Then, here, a leadt..." Hislook was charged, it demanded; it implored.

"And take Snwith us, out of Eden?’

"No gn, if by that you mean that which give your fdlows pain. What of me?"

"We auffer. Both." The sea seemed very loud, the voice faint as a wind through ferns. "Love is
crud.”

"No!" His shout broke the slence. He laughed. "That is nonsense! Fear iscrud! Fear done”

"Oh, | have so much of that!" She cdled out, lifting her face to the sky, and she began to laugh, even
as he saized her, taking her handsin his, bending to kiss that cheek.

Tears griped her; she wiped them clear with her deeve, and the kiss was forestdled. Instead she
began to hum a tune, and she placed a hand on his shoulder, leaving her other hand in his. She dipped
and led himin a step or two. "Perhagps my fate is sedled,” she said. She amiled a him, a conspiracy of
love and pain and some sdf-pity. "Oh, come, Mr. Carnelian, | shdl teach you to dance. If thisis Eden, let
us enjoy it while we may!"

Brightening considerably, Jherek alowed her to lead himin the steps.

Soon he was laughing, a child in love and, for the moment, not the mature individud, the man whose
commeand could conque.

Disadter (if it was disaster) delayed, they pranced, beside the Paaeozoic seaside, an improvised
polka.

But it was only delayed. Both were expectant, fulfilment, consummetion, hovered. And Jherek sang
awordless song; within moments she would be his bride, his pride, his celebration.

The song was soon to die on his lips. They rounded a dump of flimsy vegetation, a pavement of
ydlow rock, and came to a sudden and astounded stop. Both glared, both fdt vitdity flow from them to
be replaced by taut rage. Mrs. Underwood, sghing, withdrew into the giiff velvet of her dress.

"We are fated,” she murmured. "We are!”

They continued to glare at the unwitting back of the one who had frustrated ther idyll. He remained
unaware of thar wrath, their presence.

The shirtdeaves and trousers rolled up to elbow and knee respectively, the bowler hat fixed firmly
on the heavy head, the briar pipe between the lips the newcomer was paddiing contentedly in the
amniotic ocean.

As they watched, he took a large white handkerchief from the pocket of his dark, serge trousers
(waistcoat and jacket, shoes and socks, lay neat and incongruous on the beach behind), shook it out, tied
asmdl knot a each corner, removed his hat and spread the handkerchief over his cropped and balding
scap. This accomplished, he began to hum — "Pom te pom, pom pom pom, te pom pom" — wading a
little further through the shdlow water, pausing to raise ared and goose-pimpled foot and to brush at two
or three wheat-coloured trilobites which had begun to dimb hisleg.

"Funny little beggars" he was heard to muitter, but did not seem to mind their curiogty.

Mrs. Underwood was pae. "How isit possble?' A vidous whisper. "He has pursued us through
Timg" With one hand, she unclenched the other. "My respect for Scotland Yard, | suppose,
increeses..."

Forgetting his private disappointment in favour of his socid responshilities (he had developed
proprietorid fedings toward the Palaeozoic) Jherek called:

"Good afternoon, Inspector Springer.”

Mrs. Underwood reached a hand for hisarm, asif to forestal him, but too late. Inspector Springer,
the dmogt sergphic expression fading to be replaced by his more familiar sern and professona mask,
turned unwillingly.

Bowler forgotten in his left hand, he removed his pipe from his lips. He peered. He blinked. He
heaved a 9gh, fully the equa of their own most recent Sghs. Happiness fled away.

"Good 'eavend”



"Heavens, if you prefer.” Jherek welcomed correction, for he dill studied the mores of the
nineteenth century.

"I thought it was 'eaven." Inspector Springer's dap a an exploring trilobite was less tolerant then
before. "But now I'm beginning to doubt it. More like 'dl..." He remembered the presence of Mrs.
Underwood. He stared mournfully a a wet trouser leg. "The other place, | mean."

There was atinge of pleased mdicein her tone ™Y ou think yoursdf dead, Inspector Springer?”

"The deduction fitted the facts, medam.”

Not without dignity, he placed the bowler on top of the knotted handkerchief. He peered into the
pipe and, satisfied that it had gone out, dipped it into a pocket. Her irony was wasted; he became a trifle
more confidentid.

"An 'eart-attack, | presumed, brought about by the stress of recent events. | was jest questioning
them foreigners — the little anarchigts with only one eye — or threeg, if you look at it another way —
when it seemed to me they vanished clear away." He cleared his throat, lowered his voice a fraction.
"W, | turned to cal me sergeant, fdt a bit dizzy mesdf, and the next thing | knows, ‘ere | am in ‘eaven.”
He seemed, then, to recdl his previous rdationship with the pair. He straightened, resentful. "Or o |
deduced until you turned up a minute ago." He waded forward until he stood on glinting sand. He began
to rall down histrousers. He spoke crisply. "Wel then," he demanded, "what is the explanation? Briefly,
mind. Nothing fancy.”

"Itis Imple enough." Jherek was glad to explain. "We have been hurled through Time, thet is dl. To
apre-Dawn Age. That is, to a period before Man existed at dl. Millions of years. The Upper or —?' He
turned to Mrs. Underwood for help.

"Probably the Lower Devonian,” she said. She was off-hand. "The stranger confirmed it.”

"A warp in Time" Jherek continued. "In which you were caught, as we were. Admitting no large
paradoxes, Time gected us from your period. Doubtless, the Lat were so gected. It was unfortunate
that you were in the proximity..."

Inspector Springer covered his ears, heading for his boots as if towards a haven. "Oh, Gawd! Not
agan. Itis'dl! It is!"

"I am beginning to share your view, Inspector.” Mrs. Underwood was more than cool. She turned
on her hed and started to walk in the direction of the frond forest at the top of the beach. Normdly her
conscience would sharply rule out such obvious tricks, but she had been thwarted; she had become
desperate — she gave Jherek the impression that he was to blame for Inspector Springer's arrivd, as if,
perhaps, by spesking of 9n he had cdled forth Satan into Eden.

Frozen, Jnerek was trapped by the manoeuvre as negtly as any Victorian beloved. "Amdia” was dl
he could pipe.

She did not, of course, reply.

Inspector Springer had reached his boots. He sat down beside them; he pulled free, from one of
them, a grey woollen sock. He addressed the sock as he tried to pull it over hisdamp foot. "Whet | can't
work out,” he mused, "is whether I'm technicdlly ill on duty or not.”

Mrs. Underwood had come to the frond forest. Determinedly she disappeared into the rusling
depths. Jherek made up his mind to sumble in wretched pursuit. The host in him hesitated for only a
second:

"Perhaps well see you again, Inspector?

"Not if | —"

But the high-pitched scream interrupted both. A glance was exchanged. Inspector Springer forgot
differences, obeyed indincts, legpt to his feet, hobbling after Jherek as he flung himsdf forward, racing for
the source of the scream.

But dready Mrs. Underwood was flying from the forest, outrage and horror remoulding her beauty,
sopping with a gasp when she saw savation; mutely, she pointed back into the agitated foliage.

The fronds parted. A sngle eye glared out a them, its three pupils fixed deadily, perhaps
lecheroudy, upon the panting form of Mrs. Underwood.

"Mibix," said a gutturd, ingnuating voice.



"Ferkit," replied another.

3

A Lower Devonian Tea

Swaggering, in torn and mephitic striped pyjameas, a three foot high humanoid, with a bulbous nose,
pear-shaped head, huge protuberant ears, fadid whiskers, a dlver dinner-fork in one hand and a glver
dinner knifein the other, emerged from the ferns.

Jherek, too, had once worn the pyjamas of the Nursery; had suffered the regime of that robot
aurvivor from the Late Multitude Cultures. He recognized Captain Mubbers, leader of the La
brigand-musicians. He had seen him twice since the Nursery — at the Café Royad, and later, in custody
together, a Scotland Yard.

Captain Mubbers grunted a Jherek with something like grudging neutrdity, but when his three
pupils focussed on Inspector Springer he uttered an unpleasant laugh.

Inspector Springer would accept no nonsense, even when five more Lat joined ther leader and
shared his amusement. "In the name of Her Mgesty the Queen,” he began. But he hestated; he was
off-guard.

"Ood jashag ok gongong pish?" Captain Mubbers was contemptuous. "Klixshet efang!”

Ingpector Springer was used to this sort of thing; he remained apparently impassve, saying
ponderoudy:

"That's inqulting behaviour to a police officer. You're doing yoursef no good a dl, my lad. The
sooner you undergtand that English law..." Abruptly, he was baffled. This ill would be England,
wouldnt it?" Mrs. Underwood was enlisted.

"I'm not atogether sure, Ingpector.” She spoke without sympathy, dmogt with reish. "l haven't
recognized anything.”

"It's a bit too warm for Bognor, certainly. | could be outsde my jurisdiction.”" Inspector Springer
sensed escape. The notebook he had begun to extract from his back pocket was now returned. Beneseth
his disturbed moustache there appeared a strained grin. It was weak. He had logt the day to the Lat. He
continued, lame. "Y ou think yoursdf lucky, my lad. If you ever set foot in the Metropolitan area again —"

"Hrunt!" Derisvely, Captain Mubbers waved his remaining man forward. He came cautioudy from
the bushes, pupils a-dart for Springer's forces. And Jherek relaxed a fraction, knowing the La would be
wary of decisve action until they were convinced the three were without dlies.

Inspector Springer seemed ill a ease with his new and sdf-gppointed diplomatic status. "By the
looks of it," he told the Lat, "were dl in the same boat. It's no time to be raking up old scores, lads. You
can see the sense of that, surdy?’

Quedtioningly, Captain Mubbers looked up at Jherek and Mrs. Underwood. "Kagprim u shim mibix
dom?" he asked, with anod of his head in the policeman's direction.

Jherek shrugged. "I'm indined to agree with the ingpector, Captain Mubbers.”

"Ferkit!" excdamed one of the other Lat. "Potkup mef rim chokkum! Shag ugga?' He started
forward, brandishing a fish-fork marked with the prominent "N" of the Café Royd.

"Thurk!" commanded Captain Mubbers. He leered unctuoudy a Mrs. Underwood; he offered her
an unwholesome bow. He took a step closer, murmuring: "Dweap ker niknur, fazzy?"

"Redly! Mrs. Underwood logt dl her carefully restored composure. "Mr. Carndian! Inspector
Springer! How can such suggestions...? Oh!"

"Kroofrudi." Captain Mubbers was unrepentant. Significantly, he patted his elbow. "Kwot-kwot?*
He glanced back at the frond forest. "Nizzle uk?'

Inspector Springer's sense of decency was offended. He listed forward, one boot 4ill in his hand.



"Law or no law..."

"Fwik hrunt!" spat Captain Mubbers. The others laughed, repeating the witticiam to one another;
but the policeman'’s objection had lowered the tenson.

Mrs. Underwood said firmly: "They are probably hungry. We have some biscuits back a our camp.
If we were to lead them there..."

"At once" sad Jherek, and he began to wak. She linked her arm in his, an action which served to
confuse both Jherek and Captain Mubbers.

Inspector Springer kept step with them. "I mugt say, | could do with anice Rich Tea”

"I think 1've eaten mogt of those." Jherek was regretful. "But there's awhole box of FHg Ralls™

"Ho, ho!" Inspector Springer performed a cryptic wink. "Well let them 'ave the FHg Ralls, en?!

Puzzled, but temporarily passive, the Lat trailed behind.

Rdishing the ddlicate touch of her am againg his rib, Jherek wondered if a police ingpector and
seven diens could condtitute the "society” Mrs. Underwood clamed as the influence upon the "mordity”
and "conscience” thwarting the full expression of his love for her. He fdt, in his heart, that she would so
define the group. Resignation, once more, did into the space so recently left by anticipation.

They reached the rock and the hamper; their home. Kettle in hand, he set off for the soring they had
discovered. Mrs. Underwood prepared the primus.

Alone for a moment, Jherek reflected that ther provisons would soon expire, with eight fresh
mouths to fill. He foresaw, indeed, a dispute in which the Lat would attempt to gain possession of the
food. It would mean some rdlief, at least. He amiled. It might even mean a War.

A little later, when the primus stove had been pumped and lit and the kettle settled on its flame, he
Sudied the Lat. It seemed to him that their attitude towards Mrs. Underwood had dtered a fraction since
they had firg seen her in the frond forest. They sat in a semi-circle on the sand, a short distance away
from the rock in whose shadow the three humans crouched. Ther manner, while sill what she would
probably have caled "inaulting’”, was tinged with caution; perhaps awe; perhaps they were daunted by the
easy way in which she had taken command of events. Could it be that she reminded them of tha
invulnerable old robot, Nurse? They had learned to fear Nurse. Certainly thelr position — cross-legged,
hands on knees — recdled Nurse's demands upon her charges.

The kettle began to steam. Ingpector Springer, with a courtly gesture to Mrs. Underwood, reached
for the handle. Accepting the meta tea-pot from his hostess, he poured on the water. The Lat, like
witnesses at ardigiousritud (for Ingpector Springer certainly conveyed this mood — he the priest, Mrs.
Underwood the priestess) were grave and wary. Jherek, himsdf, shared some of ther fedings as the
ceremony advanced with forma grace.

There were three tin cups and a tin basin. These were lad out on the top of the hamper (which
contained many such comforts). A can of milk was set beside them, and a box of sugar, with a spoon.

"A minute or two to let it brew," intoned Inspector Springer. In an aside, he told Jherek: "It's what
I've been missng mogt of dl."

Jherek could not guessif he meant the teaitsdf or theritud involved.

From abox a her sde, Mrs. Underwood made a sdection of biscuits, aranging them in a pattern
upon atin plate.

And a length the tea was poured. The milk was added. The sugar was added.

Inspector Springer was the fird to Sip.

"Ahl" The sense of occason remained. "That's better, en?'

Mrs. Underwood handed the large bowl to Captain Mubbers. He sniffed it, blew at it, then sucked
up hdf the contents in a gngle inhaation.

"Gurp?"' he enquired.

"Tea" shetold him. "I hope it's to your taste. We have nothing stronger.”

"Tee-eel" Captain Mubbers, quick to mine innuendo from the least promising vein, glanced sdelong
(with two of his pupils) a his companions. They sniggered. "Kroofrudi.” He held out the cup for more.

"That's for dl of you to share," she sad firmly. She waved, to indicate his men. "All of you."

"Frit hrunti?* He seemed urwilling.



She took the bowl from him and gave it to the man next to him.

"Grotchit snirt." Captain Mubbers snorted and touched his comrade's ebow with his own.
"Nootchoo?"

The Lat was amused. The tea burbled as he exploded with laughter.

Ingpector Springer cleared histhroat. Mrs. Underwood averted her eyes. Jherek, feding a need to
extend some sort of friendship to the Lat, bubbled his tea and laughed with them.

"Not you, Mr. Carndian," she sad. "You, surdy, know better. Whatever else, you are not a
svage'

"They offend your mordity?'

"Mordity, no. Merdy my senghilities”

"It strikes you as unaesthetic.”

"Your andyssis accurate.”

She had withdrawn from him again. He swallowed the stuff down. To him, it seemed crude, in taste
and texture. But he accepted her standard; to serve it, and to win her gpproval, was dl he desired.

The biscuits, one by one, were consumed.

Inspector Springer was the firg to finish; he withdrew a large white handkerchief from his pocket
and dabbed at his moustache. He was thoughtful. He voiced Jherek's concern of a short while before:

"Of course," he said, "this grub isn't going to last for ever now, isit?"

"ltwill not lagt very long at dl," said Mrs. Underwood.

"And the Lat will try to stedl it," added Jherek.

"Theyll ‘ave a job there Inspector Springer spoke with the quiet confidence of the professond
protector of property. "Being English, we're more fair-minded, and therefore well keep srict control of
the supplies. Not, | suppose, that we can let them starve. We shdl ‘ave to eke 'em out — learn to live off
theland. Fish and quff.”

"Hdh?' Mrs. Underwood was uncertain. "Are there fish?"

"Mongerd" hetold her. " 'Aven't you seen 'em? Sort of sharks, though a bit smdler. Catch one o
those beggars and we could egt for a fortnight. Il put me mind to it" He had brightened again and
seemed to be enjoying the chalenges offered by the Lower Devonian. "I think | spotted abit o' line in the
‘amper. We could try usng snals for bait.”

Captain Mubbers indicated thet his bowl was empty.

"Crotchnuk,” he said ingratiatingly.

"No more," she sad firmly. "Tea-timeis over, Captain Mubbers.”

"Crotchnuk mibix?"

"All gone" she said, as if to a child. She took the lid from the pot and showed him the sodden
leaves. " See?"

His hand was swift. It seized the pot. The other dived into the opening, scooping out the tealeaves,
cramming them into his mouth. "Glop-pib!" he spluttered gpprovingly. "Drexy glop-pib!"

Fatdidicaly, Mrs. Underwood alowed him to complete his fesst.

4

A Fresh Quest — On the Trail of the Hamper

"But, Inspector, you told us that the hamper could not be removed without bringing you ingantly to
wakefulness” Mrs. Amdia Underwood was within an ace of tgpping her foot; there was a note to her
voice which Jherek recognized.

Inspector Springer dso recognized it. He blushed as he held up the wrigt to which was attached a
severed thong. "l tied it to the 'amper,” he said lamdy. "They mugt o' cut it.”



"How long have you been adeep, Ingpector?’ Jnerek asked.

"'Ardly a dl. A few winks 'ere, afew there. Nothin' to speak of."

"They were hearty winkd" She drew in a sharp breath as she stared around her in the grey
pre-dawn. "Judging by your snores. | heard them dl night.”

"Oh, come now, maam..."

"They could be miles away,” sad Jherek. "You should see them run, when they want to. You did
not deep wel ether, Mrs. Underwood?'

"Only the ingpector, it seems, enjoyed a satiffying rest.” She glared at the policeman. "If you want
your house burgled, tdl the police you're going on holiday. That's what my brother aways used to say."

"That's 'ardly far, mdam..." he began, but he knew he was on shaky ground. "I took every
precaution. But these foreigners — with ther knives —" again he displayed the severed thong — "well,
'ow can you anticipate...?'

She inspected the surrounding sand, saying mournfully. "Look a dl these footprints. Do you
remember, Mr. Carndian, when we would risein the morning and go down to the sea and there wouldn't
be amark on the beach? Not a sgn of another soul! It's so spoiled now." She was pointing. "There — a
fresh trail. Leading inland.”

Certainly, the ground was disturbed. Jherek detected the broad footprints of the departing Lat.

"Theyll be carrying the 'amper,” offered Inspector Springer, "0 they'll be dowed down a bit." He
clutched his midriff. "Ooh, | 'ate to start the day on an empty stomach.”

"That," she said with satisfaction, "is entirdy your fault, Inspector!”

She led the way forward while Jherek and Inspector Springer, tugging on their coats, did thelr best
to keep pace with her.

Even before they had entered a large dretch of frond-forest and were labouring uphill, Mrs.
Underwood's quick eye detecting a broken branch or a crushed leaf as sgn-posts to the route of the
thieves, the sun had risen, splendid and golden, and begun to beat its hottest. Inspector Springer made
much use of his handkerchief on the back of his neck and his forehead, but Mrs. Underwood would not
let them pause.

Thehill grew steeper. It was virtudly sheer. Still she led; Hill she dlowed them no rest. They panted
— Jherek chearfully and Inspector Springer with loud resentment. At two stages he was heard to breathe
the word "Women" in a desperate, incantatory fashion, and at a third he appended another word, in a
voice which was entirdy inaudible. Jherek, in contrast, was enjoying the exertion, the sense of adventure,
though he had no belief that they could catch Captain Mubbers and his men.

She was a score of yards ahead of them, and higher. "Nearly at the top,” she cdled.

Inspector Springer was not encouraged. He stopped, leening againg the slem of a fern which rose
fifteen feet over his head and rustled as it took the weight of his bulky frame.

"It would be best," Jherek said, passing him, “if we were to remain as close together as possible.
We could so easlly become separated.”

"She's a bloomin' mad woman,” grunted the inspector. "I knew it dl dong." But he laboured after
Jherek, even caching him up as he clambered over a fdlen trunk which left a smear of green on the
knees of his trousers. Jherek sniffed. "Your smel! | wondered — | haven't quite smdt anything like it
before? It isyou. Very odd. Pleasant, | suppose..."

"Gur!" sad Inspector Springer.

Jherek sniffed again, but continued to climb, now usng his hands and his feet, virtudly on dl fours.
"Certanly pungent..."

"Cor! You cheeky little b—"

"Excddor!” 1t was Mrs. Underwood's voice, though she could no longer be seen. "Oh, it's
meagnificent!"

Inspector Springer caught hold of Jherek's ankle. "If you've any further personal comments, 1'd be
more then grateful if you'd keep them to yoursdf.”

"I'm sorry, Inspector.” Jherek tried to free his foot. He frowned. "I certainly meant no offence. It's
amply that such smdls— perspiration, isit? — are uncommon at the End of Time. | loveit. Redly.”



"Ugh!" Inspector Springer let go of Jherek's foot. "l 'ad you marked right from the Start, too.
Bloomin' cream puff. Café Royd — Oscar Wilde — should 'ave trusted me own judgemernt..."

"I can see them!™ Mrs. Underwood's voice again. "The quarry'sin sght!”

Jherek pressed past alow branch and saw her through the dappled fronds.

"Ouch!" sad Ingpector Springer from behind him. "Cor! If | ever get back to London and if | ever
lay 'ands onyou..."

The belligerence seemed to give him energy, enabling him, once more, to catch up. They arrived,
shoulder to shoulder, to stand a Mrs. Underwood's side. She was flushed. Her eyes shone. She pointed.

They stood on the edge of a diff that was dmost sheer, its Sides dotted with dumps of vegetation.
Some hundreds of feet below them the diff levelled out to a broad, stony beach, touching the wide,
placid waters of a creek whose brilliant blue, reflecting the sky, was in beautiful and harmonious contrast
with the browns, greens and ydlows of the flanking diffs.

"It is dmple” she said, "and it is magnificent! Look, Mr. Carndian! It goes on forever. It is the
world! So much of it. All virgin. Not even a wild beast to disturb its vast serenity. Imagine what Mr.
Ruskin would say to dl this. Switzerland cannot compare..." She was amiling now a Jherek. "Oh, Mr.
Candian — it isEden. It ig"

"Hm," sad Inspector Springer. "It's pretty enough scenery. But where's our little friends? You sad

"Therd"

Tiny figures could be seen on the beach. There was activity. They were at work.

"Making something, by the look of it," murmured Inspector Springer. "But what?"

"A boat, probably." She spread an am. "Youll observe thereisjust agmdl area of beach — a sort
of cove, redly. The only way to continue is across the water. They will not turn back, for fear of our
pursuit.”

"Ahd" Inspector Springer rubbed his hands together. "So weve got ‘em, ripe. Well nab ‘em before
they can ever —"

"They are seven,” she reminded him. "We are three. And one of us a woman.”

"Yes" hesad. "That's true” He lifted his bowler between thumb and forefinger, scratching his head
with his little finger. "But we're bigger. And we ‘ave the advantage of surprise. Surprise is often worth
more than any amount of 'eavy atillery..."

"So | gather from the Boys Own Paper," she said sourly. "But | would give much, at this moment,
for adgngle revolver."

"Not alowed to carry them in the ordinary way, maam,” he said portentoudy. "If we had received
information...."

"Oh, redly, Ingpector!” She was exasperated. "Mr. Carndlian? Have you any suggestions?”

"We might frighten them off, Mrs. Underwood, long enough for us to regain the hamper.”

"And have them chase and ovewhdm us? No. Cegptan Mubbers mugt be captured. With a
hostage, we can hope to return to our camp and bargain with them. | had hoped to mantain cvilized
behaviour. However..."

She ingpected the diff edge. "They descended here. We shdl do the same”

"I've never 'ad much of an 'ead for 'eights” Inspector Springer watched dubioudy as she swung
hersdf over the edge and, dinging to tufts of foliage and outcroppings of rock, began to dimb
downwards. Jherek, concerned for her safety, yet acknowledging her leadership, watched her carefully,
then he fallowed her. Grumbling, Inspector Springer blundered in the rear. Little showers of stones and
loose earth fdl on Jherek's head.

Thediff was not so steep as Jherek had imagined, and the descent became noticegbly easier after
the firdg thirty feet so that at timesthey could stand upright and walk.

It seemed to Jherek that the Lat had seen them, for thar activity became more frenetic. They were
building a large raft, from the stems of the bigger ferns which grew near the water, usng gtrips of their
torn up pyjamas to hold the rather flesy trunks together. Jnerek knew little of such matters, but it
seemed to him that the raft would become waterlogged and sink. He wondered if the Lat could swim.



Certainly, he could not.

"Ah!l We are too late" Mrs. Underwood began to let hersdf dide down the diff, ripping her dready
tattered dress in severd places, careless of modesty, as she saw Captain Mubbers order ther hamper
placed in the middle of the raft. The Six Lat, under the command of their captain, lifted the raft and began
to bear it towards the brackish waters of the creek.

Jherek, anxious to remain close to her, copied her example, and was soon diding without control
after her.

"Stop!" she cried, forgetting her plans to capture Captain Mubbers. "We wish to bargain!™

Startled, perhaps, by the wild descent, the Lat began to run with ther raft until they were up to their
wads in water. Captain Mubbers jumped aboard. The raft tilted. He flung himsdf upon the hamper, to
save it. The raft swung out at an angle and the Lat began to flounder after it, pulling themsdlves aboard as
best they could, but two were left behind. Their shrieks could be heard by the human beings, who had
amog reached the bottom of the diff.

"Ferkit!"

"Kroofrudi!"

"Nukgnursh!"

Captain Mubbers and his men had Ieft their paddles on the beach. With ther hands, they tried to
force the raft back towards the land.

"Quickly! cried Mrs. Underwood, a generd ill. "Seize them. There are our hostages!”

The raft was now many yards from the shore, though Captain Mubbers seemed determined not to
abandon his men.

Jherek and Inspector Springer waded into the shdlows and grabbed at the two Lat, who were now
amaog up to ther necksin the waters of the creek. They splashed; they tried to kick, but were gradudly
herded back to where Mrs. Underwood, blazing and determined, awaited them (it was evident that they
were much more nervous of Mrs. Underwood than of those they recognized as her minions).

"Knuxfdp!" cried Captain Mubbers to his men. "Groo hrunt bookral" His voice grew fainter.

The two La reached the beach, dodged past Mrs. Underwood, and began to make for the diff.
They were in a gtate of panic.

"Blett mibix gurp!" screamed one of the hydericd Lat as he fdl over a stone. His comrade helped
hm to his feet, glaing behind him at the drifting raft. 1t was then that he suddenly transfixed — dl three
pupils focussed on the raft. He ignored Jherek and Inspector Springer as they ran up and laid hands on
him. Jherek was the firg to look back.

There was something in the water, besides the raft. A glittering green, insect-like body, moving very
rgpidly.

"Gawd!" breathed Inspector Springer. "It must be over sx feet long!"

Jherek glimpsad antennae, white-grey claws, spiny and savage, a rearing, curling tal, armed with
brown tusks, paddle-shaped back legs, dl legping hdf-out of the thick waters, attacking the raft.

There were two loud sngpping noises, close together, and the front claws had each grasped a Lat.
They gruggled and screamed. The tusky tail svung up and round dubbing them unconscious. Then the
gigantic scorpion (for it resembled nothing else) had returned to the depths, leaving debris behind, a
bobbing wickerwork hamper, green pulpy logs to which the surviving Lat dung.

Jherek saw a tral in the digant water, near the middle of the creek. He knew that this must be
another such beast; he waded forward, offering his arms to the desperate Lat and shouting:

"Oh, what a jolly adventure, after dl! The Duke of Queens could not have arranged a more
sensationd display! Jugt think, Mrs. Underwood — none of this was engineered. It is dl hgppening
spontaneoudy — quite naturdly. The scorpions! Arent they superbly sinister, sweet Sgter of the sphinx!™

"Mr. Carndlian!™ Her voice was more than urgent. " Save yourself. More of the creatures come from
dl Sded”

It was true. The surrounding water was thick with gigantic scorpions. They converged.

Jherek drew Captain Mubbers and another Lat back to the shore. But a third was too dow. He
hed time to cry one lagt "Ferkit!" before the claws contracted and the grest tail thumped and he became a



subject of contention between the scorpion who had caught him and those of the scorpion's comrades
who were disappointed at their own lack of success.

Mrs. Underwood reached his sde. There was dam and disgpproval on her features. "Mr.
Carndian — you frightened me so. But your bravery..."

He raised both eyebrows.

"It was superb,” she said. Her voice had softened, but only momentarily. She remembered the
hamper. It was the only thing left afloat, and apparently was without interest for the scorpions, who
continued to dispute the ownership of the rgpidly disntegrating corpse which occasondly emerged
above the surface of the creek. There was foam, and there was blood.

The hamper bobbed up and down in the eddy created by the warring water scorpions; it had dmost
reached the middle of the creek.

"We mud fallow its drift,” she said, "and hope to catch up with it later. Is there a current? Inward or
outward? Where is the sea?'

"We mug watch,” said Jherek. "With luck, we can plot its generd course at leest.”

Something fishy appeared above the surface near the hamper. A brown, gligening back, with fins
did from view amogst immediatdly.

"The sharks" said Inspector Springer. "l told you about them.”

The hamper, which made this world a true Eden, rose under the back of at least one large finny
cresture. It turned over.

"Oh! " cried Mrs. Underwood.

They saw the hamper sink. They saw it rise again. Thelid had swung open, but ill it bobbed.

Quite suddenly, Mrs. Underwood sat down on the shingle and began to cry. To Jherek, the sound
diminished dl those which 4ill issued from that savage Lower Devonian creek. He went to her. He
seated himsdf beside her and he put adim arm around her londly shoulders.

It was then that a amdl power-boat, its motor whining, rounded the headland. It contained two
black-clad figures, one seated a the whed, the other ganding up with a boathook in its hands. The craft
meade purposefully for the hamper.

5

At theTime Centre

Mrs. Underwood stopped crying and began to blink.

"It's getting to be like bloomin' Brighton," said Inspector Springer disgpprovingly. "It seemed so
unspoiled at firgt. What a racket that boat maked™

"They have saved the hamper,” said she. The two figures were hauling it aboard. The boat was
rocked by the squirming movements of the large fish. A few objects fdl from the hamper. The two figures
seemed abnormally anxious to recover the objects, taking greet trouble to pursue and scoop up a tin mug
which had gone adrift. This done, the boat headed in ther direction.

Jherek had seen nothing quite like the costumes of the newcomers, though they bore some
resemblance to certain kinds of garments sometimes worn by space-travellers; they were dl of a piece,
shining and black, pouched and quilted, belted with broad bands containing what were probably tools.
They had tight-fitting hemets of the same materid, with goggles and ear-pieces, and there were black
gauntlets on their hands.

"I don't like the look of 'em," muttered the inspector. "Divers, an't they?' He glanced back a the
hills "They could be up to no good. Why "aven't they showed themsdves before?”

"Perhaps they didn't know we were here" said Jherek reasonably.

"They're showing an uncommon interest in our ‘amper. Could be the last well see of it."



"They are dmost upon us," said Mrs. Underwood quietly. "Let us not judge them, or their motives,
until we have spoken. Let us hope they have some English, or a worst French."”

The boat's bottom crunched on the shingle the engine was cut off; the two passengers
disembarked, pulling the little vessd clear of the water, removing the hamper and carrying it between
them to where Mrs. Underwood, Jherek Carndian, Inspector Springer, Captain Mubbers and the three
aurviving Lat awaited them. Jherek noted that they were made and femae, but of about the same height.
Little of their faces could be seen above the high collars and below the goggles. When they were a
couple of yards away they stopped and lowered the hamper. The femde pushed back her goggles,
reveding a heart-shaped face, large blue-grey eyes, as steady as Mrs. Underwood's, and a full mouth.

It was unsurprisng that Mrs. Underwood took her for French.

"Je vous remercie bien..." she began.

"Ahd " said the woman, without irony, "Y ou are English, then.”

"Some of usare" sad Inspector Springer heavily. "These little ones are Lavians™

"I am Mrs. Persson. May | introduce Captain Bagiable” The man sduted; he raised his own
gogales. His face was tanned and handsome; his blue eyes were pae.

"I am Mrs. Underwood. Thisis Mr. Carndlian, Inspector Springer, Captain Mubbers — I'm afraid
I've no idea of the other names. They do not speak English. | believe they are space-travellers from the
digant future. Are they not, Mr. Carndian?'

"The La," he said. "We were never entirdy clear about ther origins. But they did come in a
space-ship. To the End of Time"

"You are from the End of Time, dr?' Captain Bastable spoke in the light, clipped tones familiar to
Jherek as being from the nineteenth century.

“l am."

"Jherek Carndian, of course” sad Mrs. Persson. "A friend of the Duke of Queens, are you not?
And Lord Jagged?'

"You know them?' He was ddighted.

"l know Lord Jagged dightly. Oh, | remember — you are in love with this lady, your — Amdia?'

"My Amdia"

"I am not 'your Amdia, Mr. Candian," she sad firmly. And she became suspicious of Mrs.
Persson.

Mrs. Persson was gpologetic. "You are from 1896. | was forgetting. Y ou will forgive me, | hope,
Mrs. Underwood. | have heard so much about you. Your story is one of the greatest of our legends. |
assure you, we are honoured to meet you in the flesh.”

Mrs. Underwood frowned, guessing sarcasm, but there was none.

"You have heard —?"

"We are only a few, we gossp. We exchange experiences and taes, as travelers will, on the rare
occasions when we meet. And the Centre, of course, is where we dl congregate.”

The young man laughed. "I don't think they're fallowing you, Una"

"I babble. Y ou will be our guests?*

"You have a mechine here?' said Mrs. Underwood, hope dawning.

"We have a base. You have not heard of it? You are not yet members of the Guild, then?"

"Guild?' Mrs. Underwood drew her eyebrows together. "No."

"The Guild of Tempora Adventurers,” explained Captain Bastable. "The GTA?

"I have never heard of it."

"Nether havel," sad Jherek. "Why do you have an association?”

Mrs. Persson drugged. "Manly so that we can exchange informetion. Information is of
consderable hdp to those of us whom you could cdl ‘professond timetravdlers.” She amiled
self-deprecatingly. "It is such arisky business, a best."

"Indeed it iS" he agreed. "We should love to accept your invitaion. Should we not, Mrs.
Underwood?'

"Thank you, Mrs. Persson.” Mrs. Underwood was Hill not at ease, but she had control of her



manners.

"We dhdl need to make two trips. | suggest, Oswald, that you take the Lat and Inspector Springer
back with you and then return for us three.”

Captain Bastable nodded. "Better check the hamper fird. Just to be on the safe sde.”

"Of course. Would you like to ook, Mrs. Underwood, and tdl meif anything is missng?'

"It does not matter. | redly think —"

"It is of utmogt importance. If anything is logt from it, we shdl search meticuloudy until it is found.
We have ingruments for detecting amost everything.”

She peered in. She sorted. "Everything here, | think."

"Hne Time merdy tolerates us, you know. We mug not offend.”

Captain Bastable, the La and Inspector Springer, were dready in their boat. The motor whined
agan. The water foamed. They were away.

Mrs. Persson watched it disappear before turning back to Jherek and Mrs. Underwood. "A lovey
day. Y ou have been here some while?’

"About aweek, | would say," Mrs. Underwood smoothed at her ruined dress.

"S0 long as one avoids the water, it can be very beautiful. Many come to the Lower Devonian
amply for the rest. If it were not for the eurypterids — the water scorpions — it would be perfect. Of dl
Pdaeozoic periods, | find it the nicest. And, of course, it is a paticularly friendly age, permitting more
anachronism than mogt. Thisis your firg vigt?'

"The fird," said Mrs. Underwood. Her expresson betrayed what propriety restrained her from
dating, that she hoped it would be the last.

"It can be dull." Mrs. Persson acknowledged the implication. "But if one wishes to relax, to re-plot
one's course, take bearings — there are few better a this end of Time" She yawned. "Cgptain Bastable
and | gdl be glad to be on our way again, as soon as our caretaking duties are over and we are relieved.
Ancther fortnight should see us back in some twentieth century or other.”

"You seem to suggest that there are more than one?' said Jherek. "Do you mean that different
methods of recording history gpply, or —?"

"There are as many versons of higory as there are dedicated time-travellers.” Mrs. Persson amiled.
"The difficulty liesin remaning in a consstent cycle. If one cannot do so, then dl sorts of shocks are likdy
— environmentd readjustment becomes amost impossible — madness results. How many fashions in
insanity, do you think, have been set by mentdly disturbed tempora adventures? We shdl never know!"
She laughed. "Captain Bastable, for instance, was an inadvertent traveler (it sometimes happens), and
was on the borders of madness before we were able to rescue him. Firgt one findsiit is the future which
does nat correspond, and thisis frightening enough, if you are not expecting it. But it is worse when you
return — to discover that your past has changed. You two, | take it, are fixed to a Sngle band. Count
yoursalves lucky, if you do not know what to expect of multiversd time-traveling.”

Jherek could barely grasp the import of her words and Mrs. Underwood was lost completely,
though she fumbled with the notion: "You mean that time-traveller we met, who referred to Waterloo
Circus, was not from my time at dl, but one which corresponded...?" She shook her head. "You cannot
mean it. My time no longer exigts, because...?"

"Your time exigts. Nothing ever perishes, Mrs. Underwood. Forgive mefor saying so, but you seem
angularly ill-prepared for tempord adventuring. How did you come to choose the Lower Devonian, for
ingance?'

"We did not choose it," Jherek told her. "We st off for the End of Time. Our ship was in rather
poor condition. It deposited us here — dthough we were convinced we went forward.”

"Perhaps you did."

"How can that be?'

"If you followed the cycle round, you arrived at the end and continued on to the beginning.”

"Timeis cydlic, then?'

"It can be" She amiled. "There are spirds, too, asit were. None of us understands it very wel, Mr.
Candian. We pool whet informetion we have. We have been able to creaste some basic methods of



protecting oursalves. But few can hope to understand very much about the nature of Time, because that
nature does not appear to be congtant. The Chronon Theory, for instance, which was very popular in
certain cultures, has been largdy discredited — yet seems to gpply in societies which accept the theory.
Your own Morphail Theory has much to recommend it, dthough it does not dlow for the permutations
and complications. It suggests that Time has, as it were, only one dimenson — asif Space had only one.
You fdlow me, Mr. Carndian?"

"To some extent.”

She gmiled. "And 'to some extent' is dl | folow mysdf. One thing the Guild dways tdls new
members — There are no experts where Timeis concerned'. All we seek to do isto survive, to explore,
to make occasond discoveries. Yet there is a particular theory which suggests that with every one
discovery we make about Time, we create two new mysteries. Time can never be codified, as Space can
be, because our very thoughts, our information about it, our actions based on that informetion, dl
contribute to extend the boundaries, to produce new anomdies, new aspects of Timés nature. Do |
become too abstract? If so, it is because | discuss something which is numinous — unknowable —
perhaps truly metephysicd. Timeis a dream — or anightmare — from which there is never any waking.
We who travel in Time are dreamers who occasiondly share a common experience. To retain one's
identity, to retain some sense of meaning in one's own life, that isdl the time-traveller can hope for — it is
why the Guild exigts. You are lucky that you are not adrift in the multiverse, as Captain Bastable was, for
you can become like a drowning man who refuses to float, but flounders — and every wave which you
st up in the Sea of Time has a habit of becoming awhole ocean inits own right.”

Mrs. Underwood had listened, but she was disturbed. She lifted the lid of the hamper and opened
an ar-tight tin, offering Mrs. Persson a brandy-snap.

They munched.

"Ddidous” sad Mrs. Persson. "After the twentieth, the nineteenth century has dways been my
favourite

"From what century are you origindly?' Jherek asked, to passthetime.

"The twentieth — mid-twentieth. | have afar bit to do with that ancestor of yours. And his sster, of
course. One of my best friends” She saw that he was puzzled. "You don't know him? Strange. Y,
Jagged — your genes..." She shrugged.

He was, however, eager. Here could be the answer he had sought from Jagged.

"Jagged has refused to be frank with me" he told her, "on that very subject. | would be grateful if
you could enlighten me. He has promised to do so, on our return.”

But she was hiting her lip, asif she had inadvertently betrayed a confidence. "I cant,” she said. "He
mus have reasons — | could not speak without firg having his permisson..."

"But there is a mative" said Mrs. Underwood sharply. "It seems that he ddiberately brought us
together. We have had more than a hint — that he could be engineering some of our misfortunes..."

"And saving us from others" Jherek pointed out, to be far. "He indgts disnterest, yet | an
cetan...”

"I cannot help you speculate,” said Mrs. Persson. "Here comes Captain Bastable with the boat.”

The samdl vessd was bouncing repidly towards them, its engine shrieking, the water foaming whitein
its wake. Bastable made it turn, just before it struck the beach, and cut off the engine. "Do you mind
getting a bit wet? There are no scorpions about.”

They waded to the boat and pulled themsdves aboard after dumping the hamper into the bottom.
Mrs. Underwood scanned the water. "I had no idea creatures of that Sze existed ... Dinosaurs, perhaps,
but not insacts — | know they are not redly insects, but..."

"They won't survive" said Captain Bastable as he brought the engine to life again. "Eventudly the
fishwill wipe them out. They're growing larger dl the time, those fish. A million years will see quite a few
changesin this creek." He amiled. "It's up to us to ensure we make none oursaves" He pointed back a
the water. "We don't leave a trace of ail behind which isnt detected and cleaned up by one of our other
meachines”

"And that is how you resist the Morphail Effect,” said Jnerek.



"We don't use that name for it," interjected Mrs. Persson, "but, yes — Time dlows us to reman
here as long as there are no permanent anachronisms. And that includes traces which might be detected
by future investigetors and prove anachronidtic. It iswhy we were so eager to rescue that tin cup. All our
equipment is of highly perishable materid. It serves us, but would not survive in any form after about a
century. Our exigtence is tentative — we could be hurled out of this age a any moment and find
oursalves not only separated, perhaps for ever, but in an environment incapable, even in its essentids, of
supporting humen life

"You run grest risks, it seems" said Mrs. Underwood. "Why?'

Mrs. Persson laughed. "One gets a taste for it. But, then, you know that yoursaf.”

The creek began to narrow, between lichen-covered banks, and, a the far end, a wooden jetty
could be seen. There were two other boats moored beside it. Behind the jetty, in the shadow of thick
foliage, was a dark mass, man-made.

A far-haired youth, wearing an identica suit to those worn by Mrs. Persson and Captain Bastable,
took the mooring rope Mrs. Persson flung to him. He nodded chearfully to Jherek and Mrs. Underwood
as they jumped onto the jetty. "Your friends are dready indde" he said.

The four of them walked over lichen-strewn rock towards the black, festureless wdls ahead; these
were tdl and curved inward and they had a warm, rubbery smdl. Mrs. Persson took off her hdmet and
shook out her short dark hair; she had a pleasant, boyish look. Her movements were graceful as she
touched the wall in two places, meking a section dide back to admit them. They stepped insde.

There were severd box-shaped buildings in the compound, some quite large. Mrs. Persson led
them towards the largest. There was little daylight, but a continuous strip of artificd lighting ran the entire
circumference of the wal. The ground was covered in the same dightly yidding black materid and Jherek
hed the impression that the entire camp could be folded in on itsdf within a few seconds and transported
asadngle unit. Heimagined it as some large time-ship, for it bore certain resemblances to the machine in
which he had origindly travelled to the nineteenth century.

Captain Bagtable stood to one dde of the entrance dlowing fird Mrs. Persson and then Mrs.
Underwood to enter. Jherek was next. Here were panels of insruments, screens, winking indicators, dl
of the primitive, fascinating kind which Jherek associated with the remote past.

"It's perfect,” he said. "You've made it blend so wel with the environment.”

"Thank you." Mrs. Persson's amile was for hersdf. "The Guild stores dl its information here. We
can adso detect the movements of time-vessals dong the megaflow, as it's sometimes termed. We did nat,
incidentaly, detect yours. Instead there was a sort of rupture, quickly heded. You did not come in a
ship?'

"Yes It's somewhere on the beach where we léft it, | think."

"We haven't found it."

Captain Bagtable unzipped his overals. Underneath them he wore a smple grey military uniform.
"Perhgpsit was on automatic return,” he suggested. "Or if it was mdfunctioning, it could have continued
on, moving a random, and be anywhere by now."

"The machine was working badly," Mrs. Underwood informed him. We should nat, for instance, be
here at dl. | would be more then grateful, Captain Bastable, if you could find some means of returning us
— at leest mysdf — to the nineteenth century.”

"That wouldn't be difficult,” he said, "but whether you'd stay there or not is another matter. Once a
time-traveler dways a time-traveller, you know. It's our fate, isn't it?"

"l had no idea..."

Mrs. Persson put a hand on Mrs. Underwood's shoulder. "There are some of us who find it easier
to remain in certain ages than others — and there are ages, closer to the beginnings or the ends of Time,
which rarely rgect those who wish to settle. Genes, | gather, have a little to do with it. But that is
Jagged's specidity and he has doubtless bored you as much as he has bored us with his speculations.”

"Never!" Jherek was eager.

Mrs. Persson pursed her lips. "Perhaps you would care for some coffee” she said.

Jherek turned to Mrs. Underwood. He knew she would be pleased. "Isnt that splendid, dear Mrs.



Underwood. They have addl here. Now you mus redly fed a home!™

6

Discussions and Decisions

Captain Mubbers and his men were gtting in a line on a kind of padded bench; they were
cross-legged and tried to hide their knees and elbows, exposed since they had destroyed their pyjamas,
dl were blushing a peculiar plum colour and averted their eyes when the party containing Mrs. Persson
and Mrs. Underwood entered the room. Inspector Springer sat by himsdf in a sort of globular char
which brought his knees close to his face; he tried to Sp from a paper cup, tried to rise when the ladies
came in, succeeded in spilling the coffee on his serge trousers; his grumble was half-protest, haf-apology;
he subsided again. Captain Bastable approached a black machine, marked with letters of the adphabet.
"Milk and sugar?' he asked Mrs. Underwood.

"Thank you, Captain Bastable."

"Mr. Carndian?' Captain Bastable pressed some of the letters. "For you?'

"Il have the same, please.” Jherek looked around the amdl rdaxation room. "It's not like the gdls
they have in London, isit, Captain Bastable?'

"Sdls?!

"Mr. Carnelian means coffee ddls," explained Mrs. Underwood. "I think it's his only experience of
adrinking coffee, you see.”

"Itisdrunk elsewhere?

"Asisteq” she sad.

"How crude it is, my understanding of your subtle age” He accepted a paper cup from Captain
Bastable, who had dready handed Mrs. Underwood her own. He sipped conscientioudy, expectantly.

Perhaps they noticed his expresson of disgppointment. "Would you prefer tea, Mr. Carndian?'
asked Mrs. Persson. "Or lemonade? Or soup?”'

He shook his head, but the amile was weak. "I'll forgo fresh experience for the moment. There are
S0 many new impressions to assmilate. Of course, | know that this must seem familiar and dull to you —
but to meitis marvelous The chase! The scorpions! And now these hutd" He glanced towards the Lét.
"The other three are nat, then, back yet?'

"The others...?" Captain Bastable was puzzled.

"He means the ones the scorpions devoured,” Mrs. Underwood began. "He believes..."

"Thet they will be recongtituted!" Mrs. Persson brightened. "Of course. There is no death, as such,
a the End of Time" She said gpologeticdly to Jherek: "I am afraid we lack the necessary technology to
restore the Lat to life, Mr. Carndlian. Besides, we do not possess the skills. If Miss Brunner or one of her
people were on duty during this term — but, no, even then it would not be possible. You mus regard
your Lat as logt forever, | fear. Asit is, you can take consolation thet they have probably poisoned a few
scorpions. Happily, there being so many scorpions, the balance of nature is not noticeably changed, and
thus we retain our roots in the Lower Devonian.”

"Poor Cgptain Mubbers" said Jherek. "He tries so hard and is forever faling in his schemes.
Perhaps we could arrange some charade or other — in which he is monumentally successful. It would do
his morde so much good. Is there something he could stedl, Captain Bastable? Or someone he could
repe?
"Not here, I'm afraid." But Cgptain Bastable blushed as he controlled his voice, causng Mrs.
Persson to gmile and say, "We are not very wel equipped for the amusement of space-travelers, |
regret, Mr. Carndian. But we shdl try to get them back to their origind age — your age — as near to
thar ship as possible. They'll soon be pillaging and raping again with gusto!”



Captain Bastable cleared histhroat. Mrs. Underwood studied a cushion.

Mrs. Persson sad: "'l forgot mysdf. Captain Bastable, by the way, Mrs. Underwood, is dmog a
contemporary of yours. Heisfrom 1901. It is 1901, isnt it, Oswad?’

He nodded, fingering his cuff. "Theregbouts."

"What puzzles me, more than anything,” continued Mrs. Persson, "is how so many people arived
here a the same time. The heaviest traffic in my experience. And two parties without machines of any
kind. What a shame we can't speak to the Lat.”

"We could, if we wished," said Jherek.

"You know their language?’

"Smpler. | have a trandation pill, dill. | offered them before, but no one seemed interested. At the
Café Royd. Do you remember, |nspector?”

Inspector Springer was as sullen as Captain Mubbers. He seemed to have logt interest in the
conversation. Occasondly a peculiar, sdf-pitying grunt would escape his throat.

"I know the pills" said Mrs. Persson. "Are they independent of your cities?'

"Oh, quite. I've used them everywhere. They undertake a specific kind of engineering, | gather, on
those parts of the brain deding with language. The pill itsdf contains dl sorts of ingredients — but entirely
biologicd, I'm sure. See how wel | speak your language!™

Mrs. Persson turned her eyes upon the Lat. "Could they give us any more information than
I nspector Springer?”

"Probably not," said Jnerek. "They were dl gected at about the same time”

"I think well keep the pill, therefore, for emergencies”

"Forgive me" said Mrs. Underwood, "if 1 seem insstent, but 1 should like to know our chances of
returning to our own periods of higory."

"Very poor, in your own case, Mrs. Underwood," sad Captain Bastable. "'l speak from experience.
Y ou have a choice — inhabit some period of your future, or ‘return’ to a present which could be radicaly
changed, virtudly unrecognizeble. Our indruments have been picking up dl kinds of disruptions,
fluctuations, random eddies on the megaflow which suggest that heavier than usud digtortions and
re-creations are occurring. The multiversd planes are moving into some sort of conjunction —"

"It's the Conjunction of the Million Spheres," said Mrs. Persson. "Y ou've heard of it?'

Jherek and Mrs. Underwood shook their heads.

"Therés a theory that the conjunction comes when too much random activity occurs in the
multiverse. It suggests that the multiverseiis, in fact, finite — that it can only sustain so many continua —
and when the maximum number of continua is attained, a complete re-organization takes place. The
multiverse puts its house in order, asit were" Mrs. Persson began to leave the room. "Would you care to
See some of our operations?”

Inspector Springer continued to sulk and the La were ill far too embarrassed to move, so Amdia
Underwood and Jherek Carnelian followed their hosts down a short connecting tunnd and into a room
filled with particularly large screens on which brilliantly coloured display models shifted through three
dimensions. The mogt remarkable was an eight-arrowed whed, congtantly dtering its Sze and shape. A
short, swarthy, bearded men sat at the console below this screen; occasiondly he would extend a moody
finger and make an adjustment.

"Good evening, Sergeant Glogauer." Captain Bastable bent over the bearded man's shoulder and
dared at the insdruments. "Any changes?'

"Chronoflows three, four and Sx are showing considerable abnorma activity,” said the sergeant. "It
corresponds with Faugtaff's information, but it contradicts his automatic recongtitution theory. Look a
number five prong!" he pointed to the screen. "And that's only meesuring crude. We can't plot the
paradox factors on this machine — not that there would be any point in trying a the rate they're
multiplying. That kind of proliferation is going on everywhere. It's a wonder we're not affected by it.
Elsawhere, things are farly quiescent at present, but there's alot more activity than I'd like. 1'd propose a
generd warning cal — get every Guild member back to sphere, place and century of origin. That might
help sabilization. Unlessit's got nothing at dl to do with us™



"It's too late to know," said Mrs. Persson. "l dill hold with the reaction theory on the Conjunction,
but where it leaves us— how well be affected — is anyone's guess” She shrugged and was chearful. "l
suppose it helps to believe in reincarnation.”

"It's the sense of insecurity that | mind," said Glogauer.

Jherek made a contribution. "They're very pretty. It reminds me of some of the things the rotting
ctiesdill do."

Mrs. Persson turned back from where she was ingpecting a screen. "Your cities, Mr. Carndian, are
admod as bewildering as Time itsdf.”

Jherek agreed. "They are dmod as old, | suppose.”

Captain Bastable was amused. "It suggests tha Time approaches senility. It's an dtractive
metaphor.”

"We can do without metaphors, | should have thought,” Sergeant Glogauer told him severdly.

"It'sdl we have" Captain Bastable permitted himsdf asmal yawn. "What would be the chances of
getting Mrs. Underwood and Mr. Carndian here back to the nineteenth century?*

"Standard line?"

Captain Bastable nodded.

"Almog zero, a present. If they didn't mind waiting..."

"We are axious to leave" Mrs. Underwood spoke for them both.

"What about the End of Time?' Captain Bastable asked Glogauer.

"Indigenous? Point of departure?”

"More or less"

The sergeant frowned, studying surrounding screens. "Pretty good.”

"Would that suit you?' Captain Bastable turned to his guests.

"It was where we were heading for, origindly,” Jnerek said.

"Then well try to do that."

"And Inspector Springer?' Mrs. Underwood's conscience made her speak. "And the Lat?'

"I think well try to deal with them separately — they arrived separately, after dl.”

Una Persson rubbed her eyes. "If there were any means of contacting Jagged, Oswald. We could
confer.”

"Thereis every chance he has returned to the End of Time" Jherek told her. "I would willingly bear
amessge.”

"Yes" she sad. "Perhaps we will do that. Very wdl. | suggest you deep now, after you've had
something to eat. WeIl make the preparations. If everything goes properly, you should be able to leave
by morning. I'll see what the power Stuation is like. We're a hit limited, of course. Essantidly this is only
an observation post and a liason point for Guild members. Weve very little spare equipment or energy.
But well do what we can.”

Leaving the charting room, Captain Bastable offered Mrs. Underwood his arm. She took it.

" suppose this dl seems a hit prosaic to you," he said. "After the wonders of the End of Time, |

"Scarcdy that," she murmured. "But | do find it rather confusng. My life seemed so stled in
Bromley, just afew months ago. The drain..."

"You are looking drawn, dear Amdia" sad Jherek from behind them. He was disturbed by
Captain Bastabl€'s atentions.

She ignored him. "All this moving about in Time cannot be hedthy,” she said. "'l admire anyone who
can appear as phlegmatic as you, Captain.”

"One becomes used to it, you know." He patted the hand which enfolded his arm. "But you are
bearing up absolutdy wonderfully, Mrs. Underwood, if thisis your fird trip to the Paagozoic.”

She was flattered. "I have my consolations,” she said. "My prayers and so on. And my Wheldrake.
Are you familiar with the poems of Wheldrake, Captain Bastable?"

"When a boy, they weredl | read. He can be very apt. | follow you."

She lifted her head and, as they moved dong that black, yidding corridor, she began to speak in



dow, rounded tones.

For once | looked on worlds sublime,
And knew pure Beauty, free from Time,
Knew unchained Joy, untempered Hope;
And coward, then, | fled!

Captain Bastable had been speaking the same words benesth his breath. "Exactly!" he said, adding:

Detected now beneath the organ's note,
The organ's groan, the bellows whine;
And what the Sun made splendid,
Bereft of Sun is merely fine!

Ligening, Jherek Carndlian fdt a peculiar and unusud sensation. He had the impulse to separate
them, to interrupt, to seize her and to carry her away from this handsome Victorian officer, this
contemporary who knew so much better than did Jherek how to please her, to comfort her. He was
baffled.

He heard Mrs. Persson say: "l do hope our arrangements it you, Mr. Carndlian. Is your mind
more at ease?"

He spoke vagudy. "No," he said, "itis not. | beieve | mugt be 'unhappy'.”

v

En Routefor theEnd of Time

"The capsule has no power of its own,” Una Persson explained. Morning light filtered through the
opening in the wall above them as the four stood together in the Time Centre's compound and inspected
the rectangular object, just large enough for two people and resembling, as Mrs. Underwood had earlier
remarked, nothing so much as a sedan chair. "We shdl contral it from here. It is actudly safer than any
other kind of machine, for we can study the megaflow and avoid mgor ruptures. We shdl keep you on
course, never fear."

"And be sure to remind Lord Jagged that we should be glad of his advice" added Captan
Bagtable. He kissed Mrs. Underwood's hand. "It has been a very great pleasure, maam.” He saluted.

"It has been a pleasure for me to meet a gentleman,” she replied, "I thank you, sr, for your
kindness"

"Time we were aboard, en?' Jherek's jovidity was of the fdse and indstent sort.

Una Persson seemed to be enjoying some private glee. She hugged one of Oswad Bastable's ams
and whispered in his ear. He blushed.

Jherek climbed into his Sde of the box. "If there's anything | can send you from the End of Time, let
meknow," he caled. "We mud try to keep in touch.”

"Indeed,”" she said. "In the circumstances, dl we time-travelers have is one another. Ask Jagged
about the Guild."

"I think Mr. Candian has had his fill of adventuring through time, Mrs. Persson.” Amdia
Underwood was gmiling and her attitude towards Jherek had something possessive about it, so that
Jherek was bewildered even more.

"Sometimes, once we have embarked upon the exercise, we are not dlowed to stop,” Una Persson
sad. "I mention it, only. But | hope you are successful in sttling, if thet is what you wish. Some would



have it that Time creates the human condition, you know — that, and nothing e

They had begun to shout, now that a loud thrumming filled the air.

"We had best gand cdlear,” sad Captain Bastable. "Occasondly there is a shock wave. The
vacuum, you know." He guided Mrs. Persson towards the largest of the black huts. "The capsule finds its
own leve. You have nothing to fear on that score. Y ou won't be drowned, or burned, or compressed.”

Jherek watched them retreat. The thrumming grew louder and louder. His back pressed agangt
Mrs. Underwood's. He turned to ask her if she were comfortable but before he could speak a Hillness
fdl and there was complete silence. His head fet suddenly light. He looked to Mrs. Persson and Captain
Bagtable for an answer, but they were gone and only a shadowy, flickering ghost of the black wall could
be seen. Fndly this, too, disappeared and foliage replaced it. Something huge and heavy and dive
moved towards them, passed through them, it seemed, and was gone. Heet and cold became extreme,
seemed one. Hundreds of colours came and went, but were pae, washed out, rany. There was
dampness in the ar he breathed; little tremors of pain ran through him but were past dmost before his
brain could sgnd their presence. Booming, echoing sounds — dow sounds, deep and duggish —
blossomed in his ears. He swung up and down, he swung sdeways, dways as if the capsule were
suspended from a wire, like a pendulum. He could fed her warm body pressed to his shoulders, but he
could not hear her voice and he could not turn to see her, for every movement took infinity to consider
and perform, and he appeared to weigh tons, as though his mass spread through miles of space and years
of time. The capaule tilted forward, but he did not fal from his sest; something pressed him in, securing
him grey waves washed him; red rays rolled from toe to head. The chair began to spin. He heard his
own name, or something very like it, being called by a high, mocking voice. Words piped at him; dl the
words of hislife

He breathed in and it was as if Niagara engulfed him. He breathed out; Vesuvius gave voice.

Scales dipped by againg his check and fur filled his nodtrils and flesh throbbed close to his lips, and
finewings fluttered, great winds blew; he was drenched by a sty rain (he became the History of Man,
he became a thousand warm-blooded beasts, he knew unbearable tranquillity). He became pure pan
and was the universe, the big dow-dancing stars. His body began to sng.

In the distance:

"My dear — my dear — my dearest dear..."

His eyes had shut. He opened them.

"My dear!"

Wasit Amdia?

But, no — he could move — he could turn and see that she was dumped forward, insensble. Still
the pae colours swam. They cleared.

Green o0ak trees surrounded a grassy glade; cool sunlight touched the leaves.

He heard a sound. She had tumbled from the capsule and lay stretched, face-forward, upon the
ground. He dimbed from his seat, his legs trembling, and went to her, even as the capsule made a
wrenching noise and was gone.

"Amdid" He touched soft hair, stroked the lovely neck, kissed the linen exposed by the torn vevet
of her deave. "Oh, Amdia"

Her voice was muffled. "Even these circumstances, Mr. Carndian, do not entitle you to liberties. |
am not unconscious™” She moved her head so that her steady grey eyes could see him. "Merdy fant.
Perhaps atrifle sunned. Where are we?'

"Almog certainly a End of Time These trees are of familiar workmanship.” He helped her to her
feet. "I think it is where we origindly came across the Lat. It would be logicd to return me here, for
Nurse's sanctuary is not far distant.”" He had aready recounted his adventures to her. "The Lat spaceship
is probably adso nearby.”

She became nervous. "Should we not seek out your friends?’

"If they have returned. Remember, the last we saw of them wasin London, 1896. They vanished —
but did they return? Our destinations were the same. Almogt cartainly the Morphall Effect sent them
home — but we know that Brannart's theories do not apply to dl the phenomena associated with Time."



"WEell not be served by further speculation,” she pointed out. ™Y ou have your power-rings, ill?*

He was impressed by her sense. "Of coursel” He stroked a ruby, tuning three of the oaks into a
larger verson of the power-boat of the Palaeozoic, but tranducent, of jade. "My ranch awaits us — rest
or roigter, as we will' " He bowed low as, with a set expresson upon her beautiful features, she
advanced towards the boat. He brought up the rear. "You do not think the jewdled propeller vulgar?'
He was eager for her praise. "It seemed a refinement.”

"It is lovdly," sad she, digantly. With condderable dignity, she entered the vessd. There were
benches, quilted with cloth-of-gold. She chose one near the centre of the craft. Joining her, he lounged in
the prow. A wave of ahand and the boat began to rise. He laughed. He was his old sdf again. He was
Jherek Carndian, the son of a woman, the darling of his world, and hislove was with him.

"At lag," he cried, "our aggravations and adventures are concluded. The road has been a weary
one, and long, yet at its end what shal we find but our own little cottage complete with cat and kettle,
cream, crumpets, cranberries, kippers, cauliflower, crackers, custard, kedgeree for tea, sweet, my dear
Amdia, swest tranquillity! Oh, you shdl be happy. You sdl!"

Siffly though she sat, she seemed more amused than insulted. She seemed pleased to recognize the
landscapes sreaming by below, and she did not chide him for his use of her Christian name, nor for his
suggestions which were, of course, improper.

"I knew it!" he sang. "Y ou have learned to love the End of Time"

"It does have certain attractions” she admitted, "after the Lower Devonian.”

8

All TravdlersReturned: A Celebration

The jade air-car reached the ranch and hovered. "You see" said Jherek, "itisdmost exactly as you
last saw it, before you were torn away from me and tumbled back through Time. It retains dl the features
you proposed, familiar comforts of your own dear Dawn Age. Y ou will be happy, Amdia And anything
ese you wigh, it shdl be yours. Remember — my knowledge of your needs, your age, is much more
sophigticated now. Y ou will not find me the naive who courted you so long, it seems, ago!”

"Itisthe same" she said, and her voice was widful, "but we are not."

"l am more mature," he agreed, "a better mate.”

"Ahl" She amiled.

He sensed ambiguity. "You do not love another? Captain Bagtable..."

She became wicked. "He is a gentleman of excdlent manners. And his bearing — so soldierly..."
But her eyeslaughed at her words. "A maich any mother would approve. Were | not dready married, |
should be the envy of Bromley — but | am married, of course, to Mr. Underwood."

Jherek made the car spird down towards the rose-gardens and the rockeries he had created for
her, and he said with some nervousness. "He said he would — what? — 'divest’ you!"

"Divorce. | should have to appear in court — millions of years from here. It seems” (turning so that
he should not see her face), "that | shal never be free”

"Free? Free? No woman was ever more free. Here is humanity triumphant — Nature conquered
— dl dedres may be fulfilled — of enemies, none. You can live as you please. | shdl serve you. Your
whims shdl be mine, dearest Amdia”

"But my conscience,” she said. "Can | be free from that?'

His face fdl. "Oh, yes, of course, your conscience. | was forgetting it." The car sank to the lawn.
"You did not leave it, then, behind? In Eden?”’

"There? | had greater need of it, did | not?"

"I thought you suggested otherwise.”



"Then condemn me as fickle. All women are 0."

"You contradict yoursdf, but apparently without rish.”

"Ha" She was the fird to leave the craft. "You refuse to accuse me, Mr. Carndian? You will not
play the game? The old game?"

"I did not know there was a game, Amdia You are disturbed? The set of your shoulders reveds it.
| am confused.”

She rounded on him, but her face was softening. Her eyes held disbdlief, fast fading. "You do not
try me for my femininity? | am not accused of womanliness?"

"All thisis meaningless.”

"Then perhaps there is a degree of freedom here, a the End of Time, mixed with dl your crudties.

"Crudties?'

"You keep daves. Casudly, you destroy anything which bores you. Have you no consideration for
these time-travellers you capture? Was | not captured so — and put in a menagerie? And Yusharisp —
bartered for me. Even in my age such barbarities are banished™

He accepted her admonishment. He bowed his head. "Then you mugt teach me what is best,” he
sad. "Isthis'mordity'?'

She was overwhemed, suddenly, by the enormity of her responsibility. Was it salvation she brought
to Paradise, or was it merdy guilt? She hesitated. "We shdl discuss it, in the fullness of time" she told
him.

They set foot upon the crazy paving of the path, between low yew-hedges. The ranch — Gothic
red brick reproduction of her idedl Bromley villa— awaited them. A parrot or two perched on chimneys
and gables; they seemed to flute a welcome.

"ltisasyou ldtit" he said. He was proud. "But, esawhere, | have built for you a ‘London’, so that
you shdll not be homesick. It ill pleases you, the ranch?’

"Itisas | remember it."

He understood that he read disgppointment in her tone.

"You compare it now with the origind, | suppose.”

"It has the essentids of the origind.”

"But remains a 'mere copy', eh? Show me..."

She had reached the porch, ran a hand over the painted timber, fondled a ill-blooming rose (for
none had faded snce she had vanished), touched the flower to her nose. "It has been s0 long,” she
murmured. "l needed familiarity, then."

"You do not need it now?'

"Ah, yes. | am human. | am a woman. But perhaps there are other things which come to mean
more. | felt, in those days, that | was in hdl — tormented, mocked, abused — in the company of the
mead. | had no perspective.”

He opened the door, with its stained-glass panels. Potted plants, pictures, carpets of Persan desgn,
dark paint, were reveded in the gloom of the entrance hdl.

"I there are additions..." he began.

"Additiond" She was hdf amused. She ingpected the what-nots and the aspidistras with a disdainful
eye. "No more, | think."

"Too cluttered, now?' He closed the door and caused light to blossom.

"The house could be bigger. More windows, perhaps. More sun. More ar.”

He amiled. "'l could remove the roof."

"You could, indeed!" She sniffed. "Yet it is not as musy as | supposed it would be. How long is it
since you departed it?"

"That's difficult. We can only find out by conferring with our friends. They will know. My range of
scents has much improved since | visted 1896. | agree that it was an area in which | was weak. But my
palette is dtogether enriched.”

"Oh, thiswill do, Mr. Carndlian. For the present, a any rate.”

"You cannat voice your disquiet?'



She turned kind eyes on him. "Y ou possess a senstivity often denied by your behaviour.”

"I loveyou," he said amply. "I live for you."

She coloured. "My rooms are as | left them? My wardrobe remains intact?'

"Bverything isthere.”

"Then | will rgoin you for lunch." She began to mount the stairs.

"It will be ready for you," he promised. He went into the front parlour, Saring around him at this
Callins Avenue of the mind, peering through the windows at the gentle green hills the mechanica cows
and sheep with ther mechanicd cow-boys and shepherds, al perfectly reproduced to make her fed a
home. He admitted to himsdf that her response had bewildered him. It was dmogt as if she had logt her
taste for her own preferred environment. He sighed. It had seemed so much easier, when her ideas were
definite. Now that she hersdlf found them difficult to define, he was a a loss. Antimacassars, horsehair
furniture, red, black and ydlow carpets of geometricd pattern, framed photographs, thick-leaved plants,
the harmonium with which she had eased her heart, dl now (because she seemed to have disapproved)
accused him as a brute who could never please any woman, let done the fines woman who had ever
breathed. Stll in the stained rags of his nineteenth-century suit, he dumped into an armchair, head on
hand, and consdered the irony of his Stuation. Not long since, he had sat in this house with Mrs.
Underwood and made tentative suggestions for its improvement. She had forbidden any change. Then
she had gone and dl that he had Ieft of her was the house itsdlf. As a subgtitute, he had come to love it.
Now it was she who suggested improvements (of dmost exactly the kind he had proposed) and he fdt a
deep reluctance to adter asngle potted pam, a solitary sideboard. Nostagia for those times when he had
courted her and she had tried to teach him the meaning of virtue, when they had sung hymns together in
the evenings (it had been she, again, who had ingsted upon a daily time-scale smilar to that which she
hed known in Bromley), filled im — and with nostalgia came trepidation, that his hopes were doomed.
At every stage, when she had been close to declaring her love for him, to giving hersdf to him, she had
been thwarted. 1t was dmog as if Jagged watched them, ddiberately manipulating every detall of their
lives. Eager to think that, perhaps, than to accept an arbitrary universe.

He rose from the char and, with an expresson of defiance (she had aways indged that he follow
her conventions) created a hole in the caling through which he might pass and enter his own room, a
haven of dlittering white, gold and slver. He restored the floor to completeness and his ruby ring cleansed
his body of Paaeozoic grime, placed wafting robes of white spider-fur about him, brought ease to his
mind as it dawned on him that his old powers (and therefore his old innocence) were restored to him. He
stretched himsdf and laughed. There was certainly much to be said for being at the mercy of the primeva
elements, to be swept dong by circumstances one could not in any way control, but it was good to
return, to fed one's identity expand again, unchecked. Cregtively, he knew that he would be capable of
the best entertainments he had yet given hisworld. He fdt the need for company, for old friends to whom
he could retall his adventures. Had his mother, the magnificent Iron Orchid, yet returned to the End of
Time? Was the Duke of Queens as vulgar as ever, or had his experiences taught him taste? Jherek
became eager for news.

In undulaing white, he left his room and began to cross the landing, crammed with nooks which in
turn were crammed with little china figurines, china vases, china flowers, china animds, to the stairs. His
emerad power-ring brought him delicate scents, of Lower Devonian ferns, of nineteenth-century streets,
of oceans and of meadows. His step grew lighter as he descended to the dining room. "All things bright
and beautiful,” he sang, "dl creatures greet and amdl..."

A turn of his amber ring and an ethereal orchestra accompanied him. The amethys — and
peacocks stepped behind him, his train in their prim beaks, ther feathers at full flourish. He passed an
embroidered motto — he dill could not read it, but she had told him its sense (if sense it were!): "What
Mean These Stones?' he carolled. "What Mean These — tra-lala— Stones?!

His spider-fur robes began to brush ornaments from the shelves a the sde of the stairs. With
scarcdy any fedings of guilt at dl, he widened the steps alittle, so that he could pass more fredly.

The dining room, dark, with heavy curtains and brown, gloomy furniture, dampened his soirits for
only a second. He knew what she had once demanded — partidly burned animd flesh, near-tasteless



vegetables — and he ignored it. If she no longer dictated her pleasures, then he would offer his own
agan.

The table bloomed exotic. A reminder of their recent adventures — a spun-sugar water-scorpion
glittering as a centre-piece — two tranducent scarlet jelies, two feet high, in the image, to the life, of
Ingpector Springer. A couple of herds of animated marzipan cows and sheep (to sy her rdish for
fauna) grazing, in miniature, at the bases of the jdlies. Everywhere: fronds of ydlow, blue, pink, white,
lilac and purple, of savoury, brittle pastry. Not a typicd table, for Jherek usudly chose for colour and
preferred to limit himsdf to two, with one predominating — perhaps not a tagteful table, even — but a
jolly one, that he hoped she would appreciate. Great green pools of gravy; golden mounds of mustards;
brown, seaming custards, and pies in a dozen pastel shades;, bowls of crystds — cocaine in the blue,
heroin in the slver, sugar in the black —and tottering pyramids of porridge — a dish for any mood, to
sidy every appetite. He stood back, grinning his pleasure. 1t was unplanned, it was crowded, but it had
acertain zest, he fdt, that she would appreciate.

He struck the nearby gong. Her feet were dready upon the dairs.

She entered the room. "Oh!"

"Lunch, my lovdy Amdia Hung together, | fear, but dl quite edible”

She eyed the little marzipan ruminants.

He beamed. "I knew you'd like those. And Inspector Springer? Does he not amuse you?'

Fingers flew to lips, a sound escaped her nodrils. The bosom rose and then was dow to fdl; she
was dmog as red asthe jdly.

"You are distressed.”

Eruption. She doubled, gasping.

"Fumes?' He stared wildly. "Something poisonous?”

"Oh, ho, ho..." She sraightened, hand at back of hip. "Oh, ho, ho!"

He relaxed. "You are amused.” He pulled back her char, as she had traned him to do. She
dumped down, dill shaking, picking up a spoon. "Oh, ho, ho..."

Hejoined in. "Oh, ho, ho."

It was thus, before they had put a morsd to their mouths, that the Iron Orchid found them. They
saw her in the doorway, after some time. She was amiling. She was resplendent.

"Dear Jnerek, wonder of my womb! Agonishing Amelia, ancestress without compare! Do you hide
from usdl? Or are you just returned? If so, you are the lagt. All travdlers are back — even Mongrove,
you know. He has returned from space — gloomier, if anything, then before. We speculated. We
expected your return. Jagged was here — he said that he sent you on, but that only the machine arrived,
bereft of passengers. Some would have it — Brannart Morphall in paticular — that you were logt
forever in some primitive age — destroyed. | disbelieved, naturdly. There was tak, earlier, of an
expedition, but nothing came of it. Today, & My Lady Charlotinds, there was a rumour of a fluctugtion
— atime-machine had been sensed for a second or two on one of Brannart's insruments. | knew it must
be you!"

She had chosen red for her chief colour. Her crimson eyes glittered with maternd joy a her son
restored to her. Her scarlet hair curled itsdf here and there about her face, as if in ecstasy, and her
poppy-coloured flesh seemed to vibrate with pleasure. As she moved, her perspex gown, dmos the
colour of clementines, creaked alittle

"You know there is to be a cdebraion?' she said. A party so tha we may dl hear Mongrove's
news. He has consented to appear, to speak. And the Duke of Queens, Bishop Castle, My Lady
Charlotina— we shdl be there to give our tales. And now you and Mrs. Underwood? Where have you
been, you rogues? Hiding here, or adventuring through History?"

Mrs. Underwood began: "We have had atiring experience, Mrs. Carnelian, and | think..."

"Tinng? Mrs. What? Tiring? I'm not certain of the meaning. But Mrs. Carndlian — that is excdllent.
| never thought — yes, excdlent. | mug tdl the Duke of Queens.” She cruised for the door. "But I'l
interrupt your med no longer. The theme for the ceebration is of course 1896 —" a gesture to Mrs.
Underwood — "and | know you will both surpass yourselves Farewd|!”



Mrs. Underwood implored him: "We are not going?'

"We mugt!"

"It is expected?’

He knew secret gleein hisown cunning. "Oh, indeed it is" he said.

"Then, of course, | shdl go with you.”

He eyed her crisp cream dress, her pinned auburn hair. "And the beauty of it is" he said, "thet if you
go as you are, the purity of your conception will outshine dl otherd™

She snapped a branch from a savoury frond.

9

The Past isHonoured: The Future Reaffirmed

Firg there came a broad plane, a vadt, leve carpet of pae green; the jade power-boat sped low
over this— then avenues approached — spaced to have their entrances arranged around the perimeter
of a semi-circle; each avenue leading inwards to a hub. The air-car selected one. Cypresses, pams,
yews, elders, redwoods, pines, shoe and plane trees, sped by on ether side — ther variety procdlaming
that the Duke of Queens had not logt his vulgar touch (Jherek wondered, now, if he would have it
otherwise). The focus became vishle, ahead, but they heard the music before they recognized details of
the Duke's display.

"A wdtz!" cried Mrs. Underwood (she had renounced the sensble day dress for fine blue sk,
white lace, a flounce or two, even the suggestion of a bustle, and the hat she wore was two feet across at
the brim; on her hands, lace gloves, and in them a blue and white parasol). "Isit Strauss, Mr. Carndian?"

In the tweeds she had hdped hm make, he leaned back againg the sde of the car, his face
half-shaded by his cap. One hand fingered his watch-chain, the other steadied the briar-wood pipe she
had considered fitting (“a manlier, more mature air, atogether,” she had murmured with satisfaction, after
the brogues were on his feet and the cravat adjusted, "your figure would be envied anywhere’ and then
she had become a fraction confused). He shook his head. "Or Starkey, or Stockhausen. | was never as
familiar as | should have been with the early primitives. Lord Jagged would know. | hope heisthere”

"He became dmog garrulous a our departure,” she said. "I wonder if he regrets that now, as
people sometimes do. | remember once that the brother of agirl | knew a school kept us company for
an entire vacation. | thought he didiked me. He seemed disdainful. At the end of the holiday he drove me
to the gtation, was taciturn, even surly. | fdt sorry for him, that he should be burdened. | entered the train.
He remained on the platform. Asthe train I€eft, he began to run beside it. He knew that | should probably
never see him again. He was red as a raspberry as he shouted his parting remark.” She inspected the
slver top of her parasol.

He could see that there was a amdl, soft amile on her lips, which was dl that was visble to him of
her face, benegth the brim of the hat.

"His remark?'

"Oh!" She looked up and, for an ingtant, the eye which met his was merry. "He sad 'l love you,
Miss Ormont’, that was dl. He could only declare himsdf when he knew | should not be able to confront
him agan.”

Jherek laughed. "And, of course, the joke was tha you were not this Miss Ormont. He confused
you with another."

He wondered why both tone and expression changed so suddenly, though she remained, it seemed,
amused. She gave her attention back to the parasol. "My maiden name was Ormont,” she said. "When
we marry, you see, we take the name of our betrothed.”

"Excdlent! Then | may expect, one day, to be Jherek Underwood?"



"You are devious in your methods of dinging to your points, Mr. Carndian. But | shdl not be
trapped so smply. No, you would not become Jherek Underwood.”

"Ormont?"

"The idea is amusing, even pleasant.” She checked hersdlf. "Even the hottest of radicas has never
suggested, to my knowledge, such a reversd.” Smiling, she chewed her undelip. "Oh, dear! What
dangerous thoughts you encourage, in your innocence!™

"I have not offended?"

"Once, you might have done so. | am shocked a mysdf, for not feding shocked. What a bad
womean | should seem in Bromley now!"

He scarcdly followed, but he was not disturbed. He sank back again and made the pipe come dight
for the umpteenth time (she had not been able to tdl him how to keep it fuming). He enjoyed the Duke's
golden sunshine, the sky which matched, fortuitoudy, his loved one's dress. Other air-carriages could be
seen in other avenues, speeding for the hub — red and gold, plush and gilt, a fancful reproduction of the
Duke's only prolonged experience with the nineteenth century.

Jherek touched her hand. "Do you recognize it, Amdia?'

"It is overpoweringly huge"" The brim of the hat went up and up, a lace glove touched her chin. "It
disappears, look, in clouds.”

She had not seen. He hinted: "But if the proportions were reduced...”

Shetilted her head, dill craning. "Some sort of American Building?'

"You have been therel"

"

"Theorigind isin London."

"Not the Café Royd?'

"Dont you see — he has taken the décor of the Café Royd and added it to your Scotland Yard."

"Police headquarters — with red plush wald™

"The Duke comes near, for once, to amplicity. You do not think it too spare?”’

"A thousand feet high! It is the tallest piece of plush, Mr. Carnelian, | may ever hope to see. And
what isthat a the roof — now the clouds part — a darker mass?"

"Black?'

"Blue, | think."

"A dome. Yes, a hat, such as your policemen wear."

She seemed out of breath. "Of course.”

Themusc grew louder. He waved his pipe in time. But she was puzzled. "Isnt it a little dow — a
litle drawn out — for a wdtz. It's as if it were played on those Indian instruments — or were they
Arabic? More than aflavour of the Orientd, at any rate. High-pitched, too, in away."

"The tapes are from one of the cities, doubtless,” said Jherek. "They are old — possibly faulty. This
isnot authentic, then?'

"Not to my time”

"We had best not tdl the Duke of Queens. It would disappoint him, don't you think?'

She shrugged compliance. "Yet it has arather grating effect. | hope it does not continue throughout
the entire reception. You do not know the insruments used?!

"Electronics or some such early method of music-making. Y ou would know better..."

"I think not.”

"AR"

A degree of awkwardness touched the atmosphere and, for a moment, both strove to find a new
subject and restore the mood of reaxation they had been enjoying till now. Ahead, a the base of the
building, was a wide, shadowy archway, and into this other air-cars were speeding — fandiful vehicles of
every description, and most based on Dawn Age technology or mythology: Jherek saw a hobby-horse,
its mechanical copper legs making gdloping motions in the air, a Modd T, its owner seated on the
section where the long vertical bar joined the short horizontal one, and he heard the digtinctive sound of a
clipper ship, but it had disappeared before he could see it properly. Some of the vessds moved with



considerable speed, others made more stately progress, like the large, grey and white car — it could be
nothing ese but a London Pigeon — Immediady in front of them as the archway |oomed.

"It seems the whole world attends,” said Jherek.

She fingered the complicated lace on her bodice. She smoothed a pleat. The music changed; the
sound of dow explosions and of something being dragged through sand surrounded them as ther car
entered a great hdl, its caling supported by fluted arches, in which, evidently, they were to park.
Elaboratdly dressed figures floated from their own air-cars towards a doorway into the hdl above; voices
echoed.

"It dwarfs King's Crossl" exclamed Mrs. Underwood. She admired the mosaics, findy detailed,
multicoloured, on walls and arches. "It is hard to believe thet it has not existed for centuries.”

"Inasenseit has" said Jherek, aware that she made an effort to converse. "In the memories of the
cties”

"Thiswas made by one of your cities?"

"No, but the advice of the dities is sought on such matters. For dl that they grow senile, they dill
remember agreat ded of our race's higory. Is the interior familiar to you?"

"It resembles nothing so much as the vault of a Gothic cathedral, much magnified. | do not think |
know the origind, if one exigts. You must not forget, Mr. Carndlian, that | am no expert. Most aspects of
my own world, most aress of it, are unknown to me. My experiences of London were not so varied, |
would gather, as yours have been. | led a quiet lifein Bromley, where the world is amdl." She Sghed as
they left the car. "Very amdl,” she said, dmogt under her breath. She adjusted her hat and tossed her
head in a manner he found ddightful. At that moment she seemed a once more ful of life and of
melancholy than he had ever seen her. He hesitated for a fraction of a second before offering her his arm,
but she took it readily, amiling, the sadness mdting, and together they ascended to the doorway above.

"You are glad, now, that you have come?' he murmured.

"l am determined to enjoy mysdf,” shetold him.

Then she gasped, for she had not expected the scene they entered. The entire building was filled not
by separated floors, but by floating platforms and gdleries, riang higher and higher into the distance, and
in these gdleries and upon these platforms stood groups of people, conversng, eating, dancing, while
other groups, or individuas, drifted through the arr, from one platform to another, as, in her own world,
people might cross the floor of a bal-room. High, high above, the furthest figures were tiny, virtudly
invisble The light was subtle, supplying brilliance and shade, and shifting dmost imperceptibly the whole
time the colours were vibrant, of every possible shade or tone, complementing the costumes of the
guests, which ranged from the smplest to the most grotesque. Perhaps by some clever manipulation of
the acoustics of the hdl, the voices rose and fdl in waves, but were never loud enough to drown any
paticular conversaion, and, to Mrs. Underwood, seemed orchestrated, harmonized into a sngle yet
infinitdy variegated chorus. Here and there, dong the wals, people stood casudly, their bodies a right
anglesto those of the mgority, as they used power-rings to adjust their gravity, enabling them to convert
the dimendons of the hdl (or at least their experience of those dimensons) to an impresson of length
rather than height.

"It reminds one of a medievd painting,” she said. "ltdian, are they? Of heaven? My father's house
... Though the perspective is better..." Aware that she babbled, she subsided with a Sgh, looking a him
with an expression showing amusement at her own confusion.

"It pleases you, though?' He was solicitous, yet he could see that she was not unhappy.

“Itiswonderful.”

"Your mordity is not offended?’

"For today, Mr. Carndlian, | have decided to leave a great ded of my mordity & home™ Agan, she
laughed at hersdf.

"You are more beautiful than ever,” hetold her. "You are very fine"

"Hush, Mr. Carndian. You will make me sdlf-conscious. For once, | fed in possession of mysdf.
Let meenjoy it. | will —" she amiled — "permit the occasiond compliment — but | should be grateful if
you will forgo declarations of passon for this evening.”



He bowed, sharing her good humour. "Very wel."

But she had become a goddess and he could not help it if he were astonished. She had dways been
beautiful in his eyes, and admirable, too. He had worshipped her, in some ways, for her courage in
advergty, for her resstance to the ways of his own world. But that had been bravery under sege and
now, it seemed, she sngle-handedly gave sege to that same society which, a few months before, had
threatened to engulf and destroy her identity. There was a determination in her bearing, a lightness, an air
of confidence, that proclaimed to everyone what he had aways sensed in her — and he was proud that
hisworld should see her as the woman he knew, in full command of hersdf and of her Stuation. Yet there
was, as well, a private knowledge, an intimate understanding between them, of the resources of character
on which she drew to achieve that command. For the fird time he became conscious of the depth of his
love for her and, dthough he had aways known that she had loved him, he became confident that her
emotion was as grong as his own. Like her, he required no declaration; her bearing was declaraion
enough.

Together, they ascended.

"Jherek!"

It was Midress Chrigtia, the Everlasing Concubine, clad in slks that were dmost whally
trangparent, they were so fing, and plainly influenced by the murds she had had described to her by one
of those who had vidted the Café Royd. She had let her body fill out, her limbs had rounded and she
was dightly, ddicioudy, plump.

"May it be Amdia?' she asked of Mrs. Underwood, and looked to both for confirmation.

Mrs. Underwood smiled assent.

"I have been hearing of dl your adventuresin the nineteenth century. | am so jedlous, of course, for
the age seems wonderful and just the sort of period | should like to vist. This costume is not of my own
invention, as you have guessed. My Lady Charlotina was going to use it, but thought it more suitable for
me Isit, Amdia, authentic?' She whirled in the air, just above ther heads.

"Greek...?" Amdia Underwood hesitated, unwilling to contradict. Then, it seemed, she redized the
influence. "It suits you perfectly. You look lovey."

"I would be welcome in your world?"

"Oh, certainly! In many sections of society you would be the centre of attention.”

Midress Chridia beamed and bent, with soft lips, to kiss Mrs. Underwood upon her cheek,
murmuring, "You look magnificent, of course, yoursdf. Did you make the dress or did you bring it from
the Dawn Age? It must be an origind "

"It was made here."

"It isdill beautiful. You have the advantage over us dl! And you, too, Jnerek look the very picture
of the noble, Dawn Age hero. So manly! So desrablel”

Mrs. Underwood's hand tightened a fraction on Jherek's arm. He became amost euphoric.

Yet Migtress Chridtia was sendtive, too. "I shdl not be the only one to envy you today, Amdia”
She permitted hersdf awink. "Or Jherek, ether.” She looked beyond them. "Here is our host!"

The Duke of Queens had seen a soldier, during his brief stay in 1896. But never had there been a
scarlet tunic so thoroughly scarlet as the one he sported, nor buttons so golden, nor epaulettes so bright,
nor belt and boots so mirror-gleaming. He had doffed his beard and assumed Dundreary Sidewhiskers;
there was a shako atilt on his massve head; his britches were dark blue and striped with ydlow. His
gloves were white and one hand rested upon the pommd of his sword, which dripped with braid. He
sduted and bowed. "Honoured you could attend,” he said.

Jherek embraced him. "Y ou have been coached, dear friend! Y ou look so handsome!™

"All naturd," declared the Duke with some pride. "Created through exercise, you know, with the
hdp of some time-travellers of a military persuasion. You heard of my dud with Lord Shark?"

"Lord Shark! | thought him a misanthrope entirely. To make Mongrove seem as gregarious as Gaf
the Horsein Tears. What lured him from his grey fortress?"

"An afar of honour."

"Indeed?' said Amdia Underwood. "Insults was it, and pistols at dawn?’



"I offended him. | forget how. But | was remorseful at the time. We settled with swords. | trained
for ages. Theirony was, however..."

He was interrupted by Bishop Castle, in full evening dress, copied from Mr. Harris, doubtless. His
handsome, rather ascetic, features were framed by a collar that was perhaps a little taller than normdly
fashionable in 1896. He had disdained black and the coat and trousers were, instead, bottle-green; the
waistcoat brown, the shirt cream-coloured. His tie matched his coat and the exaggeratedly high top-hat
on his head.

"Jesting Jherek, you have been hidden too long!" His voice was dightly muffled by the collar
covering his mouth. "And your Mrs. Underwood! Gloom vanishes. We are dl united again!”

"Isit mannerly to compliment your costume, Bishop Castle?' A movement of her parasol.

"Compliments are the colour of our conversation, dear Mrs. Underwood. We are fulfilled by
flattery; we feed on praise; we spend our days in search of the perfect ped of persflage that will make
the peacock in us preen and say 'Behold — | beautify the world!" In short, exquisite butterfly in blue, you
may so compliment me and aready do. May | in turn honour your appearance; it has detail which, sadly,
few of us can match. It does not merdy attract the eye — it holds it. It is the finest creation here.
Henceforth there is no question but that you shdl lead us dl in fashion. Jherek is toppled from his place!”

She lifted an appreciative eyebrow; his bow was sweeping and dl but los him his hat, while his
head virtudly disappeared from view for a moment. He straightened, saw a friend, bowed agan, and
drifted away. "Laer," he sad to them both, "we mug reminisce.”

Jherek saw amusement in her eyes as she watched Bishop Cadtle rise to a nearby gdlery. "Heis a
voluble cleric," she said. "We have bishops not unlike imin 1896."

"You mug tdl him, Amdia What greater compliment could you pay?'

"It did not occur to me" She hesitated, her salf-assurance gone for a second: "You do not find me
cdlow?'

"Ha You rule here dready. Your good opinion is in demand. You have the authority both of
bearing and of background. Bishop Castle spoke nathing but the truth. Y our praise warmed him."

He was about to escort her higher when the Duke of Queens, who had been in conversation with
Migtress Chridtia, turned back to them. "Have you been long returned, Jnerek and Amdia, to the End of
Time?'

"Hardly a matter of hours” said she.

"So you remained behind in 1986. Y ou can tdl us what became of Jagged?"

"Then heis not yet back?' She glanced to Jherek with some darm. "We heard..."

"You did not meet him again in 18967 | assumed that was his destination.” The Duke of Queens
frowned.

"He could be there" said Jherek, "for we have been adventuring elsawhere. At the very Beginning
of Time infact.”

"Lord Jagged of Canaria concedls himsdf increesingly,” complained the Duke, brushing at a braid.
"When chdlenged, he proves himsdf a master of sophistry. His myderies cease to entertain because he
confuses them s0."

"Itispossble” said Amdia Underwood, "thet he has become logt in Time that he did not plan this
disappearance. If we had not been fortunate, we should ill be stranded now.”

The Duke of Queens was embarrassed by his own pettishness. "Of course. Oh, dear — Time has
become such a taking point and it is not one, | fear, which interests me greetly. | have never had Lord
Jagged's penchant for the abstract. Y ou know what a bore | can be."

"Never that,” sad Jnerek affectionatdy. "And even your vulgaities are splendid.”

"l hope s0," he said with modesty. "I do my best. Y ou like the building, Jherek?"

"Itisamagterpiece.”

"More restrained than usud?'

"Much."

The Duke's eye brightened. "What an arbiter we make of you, Jherek! It is only because of your
past innovations, or because we respect your experience, too?"



Jherek shrugged. "I have not considered it. But Bishop Castle dams that art has a fresh leeder.” He
bowed to his Amdia

"You likemy Royd Scotland Yard, Mrs. Underwood?' The Duke was eager.

"I am most impressed, Duke of Queens." She appeared to be rdishing her new position.

He was satisfied. "But what is this concerning the Beginning of Time? Shall you bring us more idess,
scarcely before we can assmilae the old ones?”

"Perhaps,” said Jherek. "Malluscs, you know. And ferns. Rocks. Hampers. Water-scorpions. Time
Centres. Yes, there would be enough for a modest entertainment of some sort.”

"You have tdles for us, too!" Migtress Chridtia had returned. "Adventures, eh?'

Now more of the guests had sghted them and began to drift towards them.

"I think some, at least, will amuse you,” said Amdia Underwood. Jherek detected a harder edge to
her voice as she prepared to face the advancing crowd, but she had logt that qudity when she next
spoke. "We found many surprises there"

"Oh, thisisddightful!” cried Mistress Chrigia. "What an envigble pair you arel”

"And brave, too, to risk the snares and vengeances of Time" said the Duke of Queens.

Ga the Horse in Tears, a Gibson Girl to the life, a Sailor hat upon his up-pinned hair, leaned
forward. "Brannart told us you were doomed, gone forever. Destroyed, even.”

Sharp-featured Doctor Volospion, in a black, swirling cape and a black, wide-brimmed hat, his
eyes glittering from the shadows of his face, said softly: "We did not beieve him, of course.”

"Yet our time-travellers disappear — vanishing from our menageries a an agonishing rate. | lost
four Adolf Hitlers done, just recently.” Sweet Orb Mace was splendid in rubashka, tarboosh, pantaoons
and high, embroidered boots. "And one of them, I'm sure, was redl. Though rather old, admittedly..."

"Brannart dams these disappearances as proof that Time is ruptured.” Werther de Goethe, a
sturnine Sdlian brigand, complete with curling moustachios which rather contradicted the rest of the
impresson, adjusted his cloak. "He warns that we stand upon a brink, that we shdl dl, soon, plunge
willy-nilly into disordered chronologicd gulfs™

There was a pause in the babble, for Werther's gum drone frequently had this effect, until Ameia
sd:

"His warnings have some substance, it would seem.”

"Wha?' The Duke of Queens laughed heartily. "You are living denids of the Morphail Effect!”

"I think not." She was modest, looked to Jherek to speak, but he gave her the floor. "As |
understand it, Brannart Morphail's explanations are only partid. They are not fdse Many theories
describe Time— and dl are provable.”

"An excdlent summary,” said Jherek. "My Amdia relates what we have learned, darling of Dukes,
a the Beginning of Time More stientists than Brannart concern themsalves with invedigating Time's
nature. | think hewill be glad of the information | bring. He is not done in his researches, hell be pleased
to know."

"You are certain of it?" asked Ameia, who had flickered an eye at his recent "my" (though without
apparent displeasure).

"Why should he not be?'

She shrugged. "I have only encountered the gentleman in dramatic circumstances, of course..."

"Heisdue?" asked Jnerek of the Duke.

"Invited — as is the world. You know him. He will come late, daming we force him againg his
will."

"Then he might know the whereabouts of Jagged." He appraised the hdl, as if mention of the name
would invoke the one he most wished to see. Many he recognized, not famous for their gregariousness,
were here, even Lord Shark (or one of his automata, sent in his place) who syled himsdf "“The
Unknown"; even Werther de Goethe, who had sworn never to attend another party. Yet, so far, that last
member of the End of Times misanthropic triumvirate, Lord Mongrove, the bitter giant, in whose honour
this celebration was being held, was not in evidence.

Her am was il in his. A touch drew his attention. "You are concerned for Jagged's safety?' she



asked.

"He is my closest friend, devious though he seems. Could he not have suffered our fate? More
dradticdly?'

"If s0, we shdl never know."

He drove this worry from his mind; it was not his business, as a guest, to brood. "Look," he said,
"thereisMy Lady Charlotinal”

She had seen them, from above, and now flew to greet them, her golden robe-de-style, with its
crysa beads, its ribbons and its roses, fluttering with the speed of her descent.

"Our hero and heroine happily restored to us. Is this the find scene? Are deigh-bdls to ring,
blue-bloods to 9ng, catharss achieved, tranquillity regained? | have missed so much of the plot. Refresh
me— regde usdl. Oh, speak, my beauties. Or are we to witness a re-enactment?’

Mrs. Underwood was dry. "The tde is not yet finished, | regret, My Lady Charlotina. Many clues
remain to be unravelled — threads are ill to be woven together — there is no dearly seen pattern upon
the fabric — and perhaps there never will be."

My Lady Charlotinas dishdieving laughter held no rancour. "Nonsense — it is your duty to bring
about resolution soon. It is crud of you both to keep usin such suspense. If your timing is not exact, you
will lose your audience, my dears. Firgt there will be criticiam of fine points, and then — you could not
rsk this — uninterest. But you mugt bring me up to date, before | judge. Give me meady the barest
details, if that is what you wish, and let gossip colour the tde for you."

Smiling broadly, Amdia Underwood began to tdl of ther adventures at the Beginning of Time.

10

In Which Thelron Orchid isnot Quite Her sdlf

Jherek ill sought for Jagged. Leaving Amdia to spin a yarn untangled by his interruptions, he
drifted a good distance roofward, until his love and the cirdle surrounding her were a pattern of dots
below.

Jagged done could hep him now, thought Jherek. He had returned expecting reveation. If Jagged
hed been playing a joke on them, then the joke should be made clear; if he manipulaied a story for the
world's entertainment — then the world, as My Lady Charlotina had said, was entitled to a resolution.
The play continued, it seemed, though the author had been unable to write the find scenes. He recalled,
with a trace of rancour, that Jagged had encouraged him to begin this melodrama (or was it a farce and
he a sad fodl in the eyes of dl the world? Or tragedy, perhaps?) and Jagged therefore should provide
hep. Yet if Jagged were vanished forever, what then?

"Why," said Jherek to himsdf, "I shdl have to complete the play as best | can. | sdl prove that |
am no mere actor, following a road laid by another. | shdl show | am a playwright, too!"

Li Pao, from the twenty-seventh century, had overheard him. Inagtently clad in blue overdls, the
ex-member of the People's Governing Committee, touched Jherek to make him turn.

"You consder yoursdf an actor in aplay, Jherek Candian?’

"Helo, Li Pao. | spoke confused thoughts doud, thet isdl."

But Li Pao was greedy for a discusson and would not be guided away from the subject. "I thought
you controlled your own fate. This whole love-story business, which so excites the woman, did it not
begin as an affectation?’

"I forget." He spoke the truth. Emations jostled within him, each in conflict with the other, each
esger for avoice. He let none speak.

"Surdy," Li Pao amiled, "you have not come to believe in your role, as the ancient actors were sad
to do, and think your character's fedings are your own? That would be most droll.”" Li Pao leaned against



therall of hisdrifting galery. It tilted dightly and began to sink. He brought it back until he was again leved
with Jherek.

"However, it seemslikdy," Jherek told him.

"Beware, Jherek Carndian. Life becomes serious for you. That would never do. You are a member
of a perfectly amora society: whimscd, dl but thoughtless, utterly powerful. Your actions threaten your
way of life Do | see a ramshackle vessdl called Sdlf-Destruction heaving its battered bulwarks over the
horizon? What's this, Jherek? Is your love genuine, after dl?"

"Itis Li Pao. Mock me, if you choose, but I'll not deny there's truth in what you say. You think |
conspire againg my own peace of mind?'

"You conspire againg your entire society. What your fdlows could see as your morbid interest in
mordity actudly threatens the status quo — a status quo that has existed for at least a million years, in
this form aone! Would you have dl your friends as misrably sdf-conscious as me?' Li Pao was
laughing. His lovely ydlow face shone like asmdl sun. "You know my disgpprova of your world and its
pleasures.”

"You have bored me often enough..." Jherek was amiable.

"l admit that | should be sad to see it destroyed. It is reminiscent of that Nursery you discovered,
before you disappeared. | should hate to see these children face to face with redlity.”

"All this—" the sweep of an am — "isnot 'redity'?"

"llluson, every scrap. What would happen to you dl if your cities were to close down in an indant,
if your heat and your light — the Smplest of animd needs — were taken from you? What would you
do?'

Jherek could see little point in the question. "Shiver and sumble” he said, "until deeth came. Why
do you ask?'

"You are not frightened by the prospect?”

"Itisno more red than anything ese | experience or expect to experience. | would not say that it is
the most agreeable fate. | should try to avoid it, of course. But if it became inevitable, | hope | should
perish with good grace.”

Li Pao shook his head, amused. "You are incorrigible. | hoped to convince you, now that you, of dl
here, have rediscovered your humanity. Yet perhaps fear is no good thing. Perhaps it is only we, the
fearful, who attempt to indil our own sense of urgency into others, who avoid redlity, who deceive others
into believing that only conflict and unhappiness lead us to the truth.”

"ltisaview expressed even a the End of Time, Li Pao." The Iron Orchid joined them, sporting an
oddly wrought garment, giff and metdlic and giving off a glow; it framed her face and her body, which
was naked and of a conventiond, femde shape. "You hear it from Werther de Goethe. From Lord
Shark. And, of course, from Mongrove himsdf."

"They are perverse. They adopt such attitudes merdly to provide contrast.”

"And you, Li Pao?" asked Jherek. "Why do you adopt them?"

"They were indilled into me as a child. | am conditioned, if you like, to make the associations you
describe.”

"No indincts guide you, then?' asked the Iron Orchid. She lad a languid am across her son's
shoulders. Apparently absent-minded, she stroked his cheek.

"You speak of ingincts? Y ou have none, save the seeking of pleasure” The little Chinese shrugged.
"You have need of none, it could be said.”

"You do not answer her question.” Jherek Carndian found himsdf a fraction discomfited by his
mother's attentions. His eyes sought for Amdlig, but she was not in Sght.

"I argue that the question is meaningless, without understanding of its import.”

"Yd...?" murmured the Iron Orchid, and her finger tickled Jherek's ear.

"My indincts and my reason are a one" said Li Pao. "Bath tdl me that a race which srugglesis a
race which survives™

"We gruggle mightily againgt boredom," she said. "Are we not inventive enough for you, Li Pao?"

" am unconvinced. The prisonersin your menageries — the time-travellers and the space-travellers



— they condemn you. You exploit them. You exploit the universe. This planet and perhaps the dtar
around which it cirdles draws its energy from a gdaxy which, itsdlf, is dying. It leeches on its fellows. Is
thet just?'

Jherek had been ligening closdly. "My Amdia said something not dissmilar. | could understand her
little better, Li Pao. Y our world and hers seem amilar in some respects and, from what | know of them,
menageries are kept."

"Prisons, you mean? Thisis mere sophidtry, Jherek Carndian, as you mug redize. We have prisons
for those who transgress againgt society. Those who occupy them are there because they gambled —
normdly they staked their persona freedom againgt some form of persond gain.”

"The time-travellers often believe they stake ther lives, as do the space-travellers. We do not punish
them. We look after them.”

"You show them no respect,” said Li Pao.

The Iron Orchid pursed her lips in a kind of smile "Some are too puzzled, poor things, to
understand their fate, but those who are not soon settle. Are you not thoroughly settled, Li Pao? You are
rardly missed at parties. | know many other time-travelers and space-travellers who mingle with us,
scarcely ever taking up their places in the menageries. Do we use force to keep them there, my dear? Do
we deceive them?'

"Sometimes."

"Only as we deceive one ancther, for the pleasure of it."

Once more, Li Pao preferred to change ground. He pointed a chubby finger a Jherek. "And what
of 'your Amdid? Was she pleased to be manipulated in your games? Did she take pleasure in being
made a pawvn?'

Jherek was surprised. "Come now, Li Pao. She was never dtered physcdly — and certainly into
nothing fishy."

Li Pao put hisfinger to atooth and sghed.

The Iron Orchid pulled Jherek away, dill with her arm about his shoulders. "Come, fruit of my loins
Youwill excuse us, Li Pao?"

Li Pao's bow was brief.

"I have seen Mrs. Underwood,” the Iron Orchid said to Jherek, asthey flew higher to where only a
few people drifted. " She looks more beautiful than ever. She was good enough to compliment me on my
costume. Y ou recognize the character?”

"I think not.”

"Mrs. Underwood did, when | reminded her of the legend. A beautiful little story | had one of the
dtiestdl me. | did not hear dl the story, for the city had forgotten much, but enough was gained to make
the costume. It is the tale of Old Forence and the Night of Gaes and of the Lady in the Lamp, who
tended to the needs of five hundred soldiers in a angle day! Imaging! Five hundred!™ She licked purple
lipsand grinned. "Those ancientd | have it in mind to re-enact the whole story. There are soldiers here,
too, you know. They arrived farly recently and are in the menagerie of the Duke of Queens. But there
are only twenty or s0."

"You could make some of your own."

"I know, flesh of my flesh, but it would not be quite the same. It is your fault.”

"How, maternd, eternd flower?'

"Great stock is placed on authenticity, these days. Reproductions, where originds can be
discovered, are an absolute anathema. And they become scarcer, they vanish so quickly.”

"Time-travellers?'

"Naturdly. The space-travellers remain. But of what use are they?"

"Morphail has spoken to you, headiest of blooms?!

"Oh, alittle, my seed. But dl is Warning. All is Prophecy. He rants. You cannot hear him; not the
words. | suppose Mrs. Underwood shdl be gone soon. Perhaps then things will return to a more

acceptable pattern.”
"Amdiaremans with me" said Jherek, detecting, he thought, awigtful note in his mother's voice.



"You keep her company exdusively,” said the Iron Orchid. "You are obsessed. Why 07"

"Love" hetold her.

"But, as | understand it, she makes no expression of love. Y ou scarcely touch!™

"Her customs are not as ours.”

"They are crude, then, her cusomd”

"Different.”

"Ah!" His mother was digmissve. "She inhabits your whole mind. She affects your taste. Let her
geer her own course, and you yours. Who knows, later those courses might again cross. | heard
something of your adventures. They have been furious and sunning. Both of you need to drift, to
recuperate, to enjoy lighter company. Isit you, bloom of my womb, keeping her by your side, when she
would run free?"

"Sheisfree Shelovesme”

"| say again — there are no Sgns”

"I know the sgns™

"You cannot describe them?!

"They liein gesture, tone of voice, expression in the eyes.”

"Ho, ho! Thisistoo subtle for me, this telepathy! Love is flesh touched againg flesh, the whispered
word, the fingernail drawn delicately down the spine, the grasped thigh. There is no throb, Jherek, to this
love of yours. It is pde — itismean, en?"

"No, giver of life. You feign obtuseness, | can tel. But why?'

Her glance was intense, for her, but cryptic.

"Mother? Strongest of orchids?!

But she had twisted a power-ring and was fdling like a stone, with no word of reply. He saw her
drop and disappear into alarge crowd which swarmed at about the hafway point, below.

He found his mother's behaviour peculiar. She exhibited moods he had never encountered before.
She appeared to have los some of her wit and subgtituted mdice (for which she had dways had a
delicious penchant, but the mdice needed the wit to make it entertaining); she appeared to show a didike
for Amdia Underwood which she had not shown earlier. He shook his head and fingered his chin. How
was it, that she could not, as she had dways done in the past, ddight in his ddight? With a shrug, he
amed himsdf for alower leve.

A dranger sped to greet im from a nearby gdlery. The stranger was clad in sombrero, fancy vest,
chaps, boots and bandoliers, dl in blinding red.

"Jherek, my pod, my blood! Why fly so fast?"

Only the eyes reveded identity, and even this confused him for a second before he redized the
truth.

"Iron Orchid. How you proliferatel”

"You have met the others, dready?"

"One of them. Which isthe origind?"

"We could dl daim that, but thereis a programme. At a certain time severd vanish, one remains. It
matters not which, does it? This method alows one to circulate better.”

"You have not yet met Amdia Underwood?!

"Not snce | vigted you at your ranch, my love. She isill with you?'

He decided to avoid repetition. "Your disguise is very driking.”

"I represent a great hero of Mrs. Underwood'stime. A bandit king — a rogue loved by dl — who
came to rule a nation and was killed in his prime. It isa cycle of legend with which you mugt be familiar.”

"The name?'

"Ruby Jack Kennedy. Somewhere..." she cast about ... "you should find me as the treacherous
womean who, in the end, betrayed him. Her name was Rose Lee"" The Iron Orchid dropped her voice.
"Shefdl inlove, you know, with an Itdian caled "The Mouser', because of the clever way he trapped his
vidims..."

He found this conversation more palatable and was content to lend an ear, while she continued her



delighted rendering of the old legend with its theme of blood, murder and revenge and the curse which fdl
upon the dan because of the fase pride of its patriarch. He scarcely ligened until there came a familiar
phrase (reveding her taste for it, for she was not to know that one of her ater egos had aready made it):
"Great stock is placed on authenticity, these days. Do you not fed, Jherek, that invention is being
thwarted by experience? Remember how we used to stop Li Pao from giving us details of the ages we
sought to recreate? Were we not wiser to do 07

She had only hdf his atention. "Il admit that our entertainments lack something in savour for me,
gnce | journeyed through Time And, of course, | mysdf could be said to be the cause of the fashion you
find distressing.”

She, in her own turn, had given his statements no close attention. She glared discontentedly about
the hdl. "l believe they cdl it 'socid rediam’,” she muttered.

"My ‘London’ began a specific trend towards the recreation of observed redity..." he continued,
but she was waving ahand at him, not because she disagreed, but because he interrupted a monologue.

"It's the spirit, my pup, not the expresson. Something has changed. We seem to have logt our
lightness of touch. Whereis our relish for contrast? Are we dl to become antiquarians and nothing more?
What is happening to us, Jherek. It is— darkening..."

This particular Iron Orchid's mood was very different from that of the other mother, aready
encountered. If she merdly desired an audience while she rambled, he was happy to reman one, though
he found her argument narrow.

Perhaps the argument was the only one hed by this facamile, he thought. After dl, the great
advantage of self-reproduction was that it was possible to hold as many different opinions as one wished,
a the sametime

Asa boy, Jherek remembered, he had witnessed some dozen Iron Orchids in heated debate. She
hed enjoyed a phase where she found it easier to divide hersdf and argue, as it were, face to face, than
to atempt to arrange her thoughts in the conventiond manner. This facamile, however, was proving
something of a bore (dways the danger, if only one opinion were held and rigoroudy maintained), though
it hed that quality which saves the bore from snubs or ostracism — and, unfortunately, encourages it to
retain the idea that it is an interesting conversationdist — it had a qudity of pathos.

Pathos, thought Jherek, was not normaly evident in his mother's character. Had he detected it in the
facamile he had previoudy encountered? Possibly ...

"I worship surprises, of course," she continued. "I embrace variety. It is the pepper of existence, as
the ancients said. Therefore, | should be cdebraing dl these new events. These ‘time-warps of
Brannart's, these disappearances, dl these comings and goings. | wonder why | should fed — what is it?
— "disturbed? — by them. Disturbed? Have you ever known me ‘disturbed’, my egg?’

He murmured: "Never..."

"Yes, | am disturbed. But what is the cause? | cannot identify it. Should | blame mysdf, Jherek?"

"Of course not..."

"Why? Why? Joy departs, Zest deserts me — and is this replacement caled Anxiety? Hal A
disease of time-travellers, of space-voyagers to which we, a the End of Time, have dways been
immune. Until now, Jherek..."

"Softest of skins, strongest of wills, | do not quite..."”

"If it has become fashionable to rediscover and become infected by ancient psychoses, then I'll defy
fashion. The craze will pass. What can sudan it? This news of Mongrove's? Some machinaion of
Jagged's? Brannart's experiments?

"Symptoms both, the latter two," he suggested. "If the universeisdying..."

But she had been dearing towards a new subject, and agan she reveded the obsesson of her
origind. Her tone became lighter, but he was not deceived by it. "One may aso, of course, look to your
Mrs. Underwood as an indigetor..."

The statement was given sgnificant emphass. There was the briefest of pauses before the name and
after it. She goaded him to defend her or deny her, but he would not be lured.

Blandly he replied. "Magnificent blossom, Li Pao would have it that the cause of our confusion lay



within our own minds. He believes that we hold Truth at bay whils embracing llluson. The illuson, he
hints, begins to reved itsdf for what it is. That iswhy, says Li Pao, we know concern.”

She had become an implacable facamile "And you, Jherek. Once the gayest of children! The
wittiest of men! The mogt inventive of artistsl Joyful boy, it seems to me that you turn dullard. And why?
And when? Because Jagged encouraged you to play Lover! To tha primitive..."

"Mother! Where isyour wit? But to answer, well, | am sure that we shdl soon be wed. | detect a
difference in her regard for me."

"A concluson? | exult!"

Her lack of good humour astonished him. "Firmest of metals, do not, | pray, make a petitioner of
me Must | placate a virago when once | was assured of the good graces of a friend?"

"I am more then that, | hope, blood of my blood.”

It occurred to him that if he had rediscovered Love, then she had rediscovered Jealousy. Could the
one never exis without the presence of the other?

"Mother, | beg you to recollect...”

A siff from beneeth the sombrero. "She ascends, | see. She has her own rings, then?"

"Of course.”

"You think it wise, to indulge a savage —?"

Amdia hovered close to, in earshot now. A fase smile curved the lips of the shade, this imperfect
doppelganger. "Ahal Mrs. Underwood. What beautiful smplidty of taste, the blue and whitel”

Amdia Underwood took time to recognize the Iron Orchid. Her nod was courteous, when she did
s0, but she refused to ignore the chdlenge. "Overwhemed entirdy by the brilliant exoticiam of your
scarlet, Mrs. Carndian.”

A tilt of the brim. "And whet role, my dear, do you adopt today?"

"I regret we came merdy as ourselves. But did | not see you earlier, in that box-like costume, then
later in aydlow gown of some description? So many excellent disguises.”

"I think there is one in yellow, yes. | forget. Sometimes, | fed so full of rich ideas, | mugt indulge
more than one. Y ou mugt think me coarse, dear ancestor.”

"Never that, lushest of orchids”

Jherek was amused. It was the firg time he had heard Mrs. Underwood use such language. He
began to enjoy the encounter, but the Iron Orchid refused further sport. She leaned forward. Her son
was blessed with an ogtentatious kiss, Amdia Underwood was pecked. "Brannat has arived. |
promised him an account of 1896. Surly he might be, but rarely dull. For the moment, then, dear
children.”

She began to pirouette downwards. Jherek wondered where she had seen Brannart Morphail, for
the hunchbacked, club-footed scientist was not in evidence.

Amdia Underwood settled on hisarm again. "Your mother seems digtraught. Not as self-contained
asusud.”

"It is because she divides hersdf too much. The substance of each facamile is a litile thin" He
explaned.

"Yetitis clear that she regards me as an enemy.”

"Hardly that. Sheis not, you see, hersdf..."

"I am complimented, Mr. Carndian. It is a pleasure to be taken serioudy.”

"But | am concerned for her. She has never been seriousin her life before.”

"And you would say thet | am to blame."

"I think sheis perturbed, senang aloss of control in her own destiny, such as we experienced at the
Beginning of Time. It isan odd sensdtion.”

"Familiar enough to me, Mr. Carndlian.”

"Perhaps she will come to enjoy it. It isunlike her to resst experience.”

"I should be glad to advise her on how best to cope.”

He sensed irony, a lagt. He darted a glance of enquiry. Her eyes laughed. He checked a desire to
hug her, but he touched her hand, very ddicatdy, and was thrilled.



"You have been entertaining them dl,” he said, "down there?"

"I hope s0. Language, thanks to your pills is no problem. | fed | speak my own. But ideas can
sometimes be difficult to communicate. Y our assumptions are so foreign.”

"Yet you no longer condemn them.”

"Make no misake — | continue to disapprove. But nothing is gained by blunt denids and
denunciations”

"You triumph, as you know. It is that which the Iron Orchid finds uncomfortable.”

"I appear to be enjoying some amdl socid success. That, in turn, brings embarrassment.”

"Embarrassment?' He bowed to O'Kala Incarnadine, as Queen Britannia, who saluted him.

"They ask memy opinion. Of the authenticity of their costumes.”

"The quality of imagination is poor.”

"Not a dl. But none is authentic, though most are fandful and many beautiful. Your people's
knowledge of my ageis sketchy, to say the least.”

By degrees, they were drifting towards the bottom of the hall.

"Yet it is the age we know mogt about,” he said. "Mainly because | have sudied it and set the
fashion for it, of course. What is wrong with the costumes?'

"As costumes, nothing. But few come close to the theme of '1896'. There is a span, say, of a
thousand years between one disguise and another. A man dressed in lilac ducks and wearing a crusty
(and I must say ddlicious looking) pork pie upon his head announced that he was Hardd Hardrede."

"The prime miniger, yes?'

"No, Mr. Carndian. The costume was impossble, at any rate.”

"Could he have been this Harad Hardrede, do you think? We have a number of disinguished
tempord adventurersin the menageries.

"ltisunlikdy."

"Severd million years have passed, after dl, and so much now relies on hearsay. We are entirdy
dependent upon the rotting cities for our information. When the cities were younger, they were more
religble. A million years ago, there would have been far fewer anachronisms a a party of thiskind. | have
heard of parties given by our ancestors (your descendants, that is) which drew on dl the resources of the
dtiesin ther prime. This masgque mugt be feeble in comparison. There again, it is pleasant to use one's
own imeaginaion to invent an idea of the past.”

"I find it wonderful. | do not deny that | am simulated by it, as wel as confused. You must consider
me narrow-minded...."

"You praise us too much. | am overjoyed that you should find my world at last acceptable, for it
leads me to hope that you will soon agree to be my —"

"Ah!" she exdamed suddenly, and she pointed. "There is Brannart Morphail. We mugt give him our
news"

11

A Few Quiet Momentsin the Menagerie

"...And thus it was, mighties of minds, that we returned,” concluded Jherek, reaching for a
partridge tree which drifted past — he picked two fruits, one for himsdf and one for Mrs. Underwood,
a hissde. "Is the information enough to recompense for my loss of your machine?"

"Scarcdy!" Brannart had added another foot or two to his hump since they had last met. Now it
towered, tdler than his body, tending to overbaance him. Perhaps to compensate, he had increased the
szeof hisclub foot. "A fabrication. Your tale defies logic. Everywhere you display ignorance of the red
neture of Time"



"I thought we brought fresh knowledge, um, Professor,” said she, half-distracted as she watched a
crocodile of some twenty boys and girls, in identicd dungarees, float past, following yet another Iron
Orchid, a piping harlequin, towards the roof. Argonheart Po, huge and jally, in a tdl white chef's hat (he
had come as Captain Cook), rolled in ther wake, digributing edible revolvers. "It would suggest, for
ingtance, that it is now possible for me to return to the nineteenth century, without danger.”

"You 4ill wish to return, Amdia?" What was the lurch in the region of his navel? He dissipated the
remainder of his partridge.

"Should | not?'

" assumed you were content.”

"I accept the inevitable with good grace, Mr. Carndian — that is not necessarily contentment.”

"l supposeit is not."

Brannart Morphail snorted. His hump quivered. He began to tilt, righted himsdf. "Why have you
two set out to destroy the work of centuries? Jagged has dways envied me my discoveries. Has he
connived with you, Jherek Carndian, to confuse me?'

"But we do not deny the truth of your discoveries, dear Brannart. We merdy reved that they are
partid, that thereis not one Law of Time, but many!"

"But you bring no proof.”

"You are blind to it, Brannart. We are the proof. Here we stand, immune to your undeniably
exquigte but not infdlible Effect. It is afine Effect, most brilliant of brains, and applies in billions, at lesdt,
of cases — but occasondly..."

A large green tear rolled down the scientist's cheek. "For millennia | have tried to keep the torch of
true research dight, sngle-handed. While the rest of you have devoted your energies to phantasies and
whimscdities | have toiled. While you have merdy exploited the benefits built up for you by our
ancestors, | have driven to carry their work further, to understand thet grestest mystery of dl..."

"But it was dready farly understood, Brannart, most dedicated of investigators, by members of this
Guild I mentioned...."

"...but you would thwart me even in that endeavour, with these fandful tales, these sensationd
anecdotes, these evidently concocted stories of zones free from the influence of my beloved Effect, of
groups of individuads who prove that Time has not a dngle nature but severd ... Ah Jherek! Is such
crudty deserved, by one who has sought to be only a servant of learning, who has never interfered —
criticdized alittle, perhaps, but never interfered — in the pursuits of his fdlows?"

"I sought merdly to enlighten..."

My Lady Charlotinawent by in a great basket of lavender, only her head vishble in the midst of the
mound. She cdled out as she passed. "Jherek! Amdia Luck for sde! Luck for sdel™ She had made the
mog, it was plain, of her short spell of tempord tourism. "Do not bore them too badly, Brannart. | am
thinking of withdrawing my patronage.”

Brannart sneered. "l play such charades no longer!" But it seemed that he did not rdish the thredt.
"Degth looms, yet dill you dance, making mock of the few who would hep you!™

Mrs. Underwood understood. She murmured: "Whedrake knew, Professor Morphail, when he
wrote in one of hislast poems —

Alone, then, from my basalt height

| saw the revellersrolling by —

Their faces all bemasked,

Their clothing all bejewelled —

Soread cloaks like paradise's wings in flight
Gowns grown 0 hell-fire bright!

And purple lips drained purple flasks,

And gem-hard eyes burned crudl.

Were these old friends | would have clasped?
Were these the dreamers of my youth?



Ah, but old Time conguers more than flesh!
(He and his escort Death.)

Old Time lays waste the spirit, too!

And Time conquers Mind,

Time conquers Mind —

Time Ruled"

But Brannart could not respond to her knowing, sympeathetic smile. He looked bemused.

"ltisvery good," sad Jherek dutifully, recaling Captain Bastable's success. "Ah, yes ... | seem to
recdl it now." He raised empty, ingncere eyes towards the roof, as he had seen them do. "You mugt
quote me some of Wheldrake's verses, too, some day."

The sddong look she darted him was not unamused.

"Tchd" sad Brannat Morphail. The amdl floating gdlery in which he stood swung wildly as he
shifted his footing. He corrected it. "Il ligen to nonsense no longer. Remember, Jherek Carndian, let
your master Lord Jagged know that I'l not play his games! From henceforth Il conduct my experiments
in secret! Why should | not? Does he reved hiswork to me?’

"l am not sure that heiswith us a the End of Time. | meant to enquire..."

"Enough!”

Brannart Morphail wobbled away from them, samping impetiently on the floor of his platform with
his monstrous boot.

The Duke of Queens spied them. "Look, most honoured of my guestss Wakaka Nakooka has
come as a Martian Pastorellan from 1898."

The tiny black man, himsdf a time-traveller, turned with a grin and a bow. He was giving hirth to
fledgding hawks through his nose. They fluttered towards the floor, now littered with a least two
hundred of their brothers and ssters. He swirled hisrich cloak and became a larger than average Kopps
Owl. With aflourish, off he flew.

"Always birds" said the Duke, dmost by way of gpology. "And frequently owls. Some people
prefer to confine themsdves by such means, | know. Is the party entertaining you both?"

"Your hogpitdity is as handsome as ever, most glamorous of Dukes" Jherek floated beside his
friend, adding softly: "Though Brannart seems disraught.”

"Histheories collapse. He has no other life. | hope you were kind to him, Jherek.”

"He gave uslittle opportunity,” said Amdia Underwood. Her next remark was atrifle dry. "Even my
quotation from Wheldrake did not seem to console him.”

"One would have thought that your discovery, Jherek, of the Nursery and the children would have
dimulated him. Instead, he ignores Nurse's underground retreat, with dl its machinery for the control of
Time He complains of trickery, suggests we invented it in order to deceive him. Have you seen your old
school-chums, by the by?'

"A moment ago,” Jherek told him. "Are they enjoying their new life?'

"I think so. | give them less discipline than did Nurse. And, of course, they begin to grow now that
they are free of the influence of the Nursery."

"You have charge of them?"

The Duke seemed to swell with self-esteem. "Indeed | have — | am ther father. It is a pleasant
sensation. They have excdlent quartersin the menagerie.”

"You keep them in your menagerie, Duke?' Mrs. Underwood was shocked. "Humen children?”

"They have toys there — playgrounds and so on. Where dse would | keep them, Mrs.
Underwood?'

"But they grow. Are not the boys separated from the girls?’

"Should they be?" The Duke of Queens was curious. "Y ou think they will breed, eh?'

"Oh! " Mrs. Underwood turned away.

"Jerek." The Duke put a laige am around his friend's shoulders. "While on the subject of
menageries, may | take you to mine, for a moment — at least until Mongrove arrives? There are severd



new acquisitions which I'm sure will ddight you.”

Jherek was feding overwhelmed by the party, for it had been a good while snce he had spent so
much time in the company of so many. He accepted the Duke's suggestion with relief.

"You will come too, Mrs. Underwood?' The Duke asked from politeness, it appeared, not
enthusaam.

"I suppose | should. It is my duty to ingpect the conditions under which those poor children are
forced to live"

"The nineteenth century had certain religious attitudes towards children, | understand,” said the
Duke conversationdly to her as he led them through a door in the floor. "Were they not worshipped and
sacrificed a the same time?'

"You mug be thinking of another culture” she told him. She had recovered something of her
composure, but there was il a trace of hodlility in her manner towards her flamboyant host.

They entered a classic warren of passages and hdls, lined with force-bubbles of varying szes and
shapes containing examples of thousands of different species, from a few viruses and intdligent
microcosmic life to the gigantic two-thousand-foot-long Python Person whose spaceship had crashed on
Earth some seven hundred years before. The cages were well-kept and reproduced, as exactly as was
possible, the environments of those they contained. Mrs. Underwood had, hersdf, experience of such
cages. She looked at these with a mixture of disgust and nogtdgia

"It seemed so Smple, then,” she murmured, "when | thought mysdf merdy damned to Hell."

The Duke of Queens brushed at his fine Dundrearies. "My homo-sapiens collection is somewhat
Sparse a present, Mrs. Underwood — the children, a few time-travellers, a space-traveller who dams
to be descended from common stock (though you would not credit it'). Perhaps you would care to see it
after | have shown you my latest non-human acquisitions?”

"I thank you, Duke of Queens, but | have little interest in your zoo. | merely wished to reassure
mysdf that your children are reasonably and properly looked after; | had forgotten, however, the
atitudes which predominate in your world. Therefore, | think | shal —"

"Here we arel" Proudly the scarlet duke indicated his new possessions. There were five of them,
with globular bodies into which were set a row of circular eyes (like a coronet, around the entire top
section of the body) and a amdl triangular opening, doubtless a mouth. The bodies were supported by
four bandy limbs which seemed to serve as legs as wel as ams. The colour of these crestures varied
from individud to individud, but dl were nondescript, with light greys and dark browns proliferating.

"Isit Yusharisp and some friends?' Jherek was ddighted to recognize the gloomy little dien who
hed firg brought them the news of the world's doom. "Why has not Mongrove...?'

"These are from Y usharigp's plangt,” explained the Duke of Queens, "but they are not him. They are
fivefresh ones! | bdieve they came to look for him. In the meantime, of course, he has been home and
returned here”

"Heis not aware of the presence of hisfriends on our planet?'

"Not yet."

"Youll tdl him tonight?'

"l think so. At an appropriate moment.”

"Can they communicae?"

"They refuse to accept trandation pills, but they have their own mechanicd trandators, which are, as
you know, rather erratic.”

Jherek pressed his face againg the force-bubble. He grinned a the inmates. He amiled. "Hdlo!
Welcome to the End of Time"

China-blue eyes glared vacantly back at him.

"I am Jnerek Carnelian. A friend of Y usharigp's," he told them agreeably.

"The leader, the one in the middle, is known as Chief Public Servant Shashurup,” the Duke of
Queens informed him.

Jherek made another effort. He waved his fingers. "Good afternoon, Chief Public Servant
Shashurup!”



"Why-ee (skree) do you continue-0oo too-too-to tor(roar)-ment us?' asked the CPS. "All we
a(kaaar)sk(skree) is (hiss) that-tat-tat you do-oo-oo us(ushush) the cour(kur-kur-kur) tesy-ee of
com-com-communi cat(tate-tate)ing our requests to your representat(tat-tat)ives!” He spoke weeily,
without expectation of answer.

"We have no 'representatives, save oursalves” sad Jherek. "Is there anything wrong with your
environment? I'm sure that the Duke of Queens would be only too pleased to make any adjustments you
saw fit..."

"Skree-ee-ee," said CPS Shashurup desperately. "It is not(ot-ot) in our nat(tate-tate)ure to (skree)
make(cake-cake) threat(et-et-et)s, but we must wan you (skree) tha unles we ae
re(skree)lea(skree)sed our peo(pee-pee)ple will be forced to take steps to pro(pro-pro)tect us and
secure(ure-ure) our releese. You ae behaving childisily! It is imposs(oss-oss)ible to
believe(eve-eve-eve) tha a race grown so old can ill(ill-ill) skree-skree yowl eek yaaaarrrrk!”

Only Mrs. Underwood showed any genuine interest in the Chief Public Servant's attempts to
communicate with them. "Shouldn't you release them, Duke of Queens?’ she asked mildly. "I thought it
was argued that no life-form was kept here againg its will."

"Ah," said the Duke, dudting at his braid, "that is so, by and large. But if | let them go immediately,
some rivd will acquire them. | have not yet had time to display them as mine, you see.”

"Then how long must they remain prisoners?

"Prisoners? | do not understand you, Mrs. Underwood. But they'll stay here until after this party for
Mongrove, a least. I'll conceive a specid entertainment later, a which | may display them to ful
advantage.”

"Irr-re-re-sponsible o&f(f-f-f)!" cried CPS Shashurup, who had overheard some of this "Your
people aready suck(uck-uck) the universe dry and we do not complain(a@n-ain-ain). Oh, but we shall
see (skree-skree-skree) a change when we are free (ee-ee-ee-ee)!"

The Duke of Queens glanced at his index-finger's nail, in which a amdl, perfect picture formed. It
showed him the party above.

"Ah, Mongrove has arrived at last. Shdl we return?!

12

In Which Lord Mongrove Reminds Us of I nevitable Doom

"Truly, my dear friends, I, too, dishdieved, as you do..." moaned Mongrove from the centre of the
hal,"...but Y usharigp showed me withered planets, exhausted stars — matter collgosing, disntegrating,
fading to nothing ... Ah, it is blesk out there. It is blesk beyond imagining." His grest, heavy head
dropped towards his broad, bulky chest and a mongtrous sgh escaped him. Massve hands clasped
themselves together just above his mighty stomach. "All that is left are ghosts and even the ghosts fade.
Civilizations that, until recently, spanned a thousand star-systems, have become merdy a whisper of gatic
from a detector screen. Gone without trace. Gone without trace. As we shdl go, my friends”
Mongrove's gaze upon them was a mixture of sympathy and accusation. "But let my guide Y usharisp,
who risked his own lifeto come to us, to warn us of our fate, and to whom none but | would ligen, tdl
you in his own words."

"Scarce(skree)ly — scarcely any life survives in the universe™ said the globular dien. "The process
of collapse continues fagter than (roar) | predicted. Thisis patidly (skree) the fault of the people of this
planet. Your dities (yelp) draw their energy from the easest avalable (skree-skree) source. Now they
(roar) suck raw energy from disintegrating novae, from aready (skree) dying suns. It is the only reason
why (skree) you 4ill (yelp) survivel”

Bishop Cadtle stood a Jherek's left shoulder. He leaned to murmur: "In truth | become quickly



bored with boredom. The Duke of Queens efforts to make entertainment from that dien are surdy
usdless, as even he mug see now." But he lifted his head and dutifully cried: "Hurrah! Hurrah!" and
applauded.

Mongrove lifted a hand. ™Y usharigo's point is that we are contributing to the speed with which the
universe perishes. If we were to use less energy for pursuits like — like this party — we could dow
down the rate of collgpse. It isdl running out, dear friendd”

My Lady Charlotina said, in a loud whisper, "l thought Mongrove shunned what he cdled
'materidism’. Thistalk smacks of it, if I'm not mistaken. But, then, | probably am." She amiled to hersdf.

But Li Pao sad firmly: "He echoes only what | have been saying for years.”

An Iron Orchid, in red and white checks and a ample red and white domino, linked arms with
Bishop Castle. "The world does grow boring, | agree, most concise of clerics. Everyone seems to be
repeating themsdves™" She giggled. "Especidly me”

"Itiseven in our power, thanks to our cities, to preserve this planet,” continued Mongrove, rasing
his voice above what had become a generd babble of conversation. ™Y usharigo's people sent us ther
finest minds to help. They should have arrived by now. When they do, however, there is just a chance
thet there will sill be time to save our world.”

"He mugt be referring to those we have just seen in the Duke's menagerie” said Mrs. Underwood.
She gripped Jherek's am. "We mug tdl Lord Mongrove where they arel”

Jherek patted her hand. "We could not. It would be in very bad taste to spoil the Duke's surprise.”

"Bad teste?"

"Of course.”

She subsided, frowning.

Milo de Mars went by, leaving atrall of perfectly symmetrica gold six-pointed stars in her wake.
"Forgive me, Lord Mongrove," she fluted, as the giant petulantly brushed the metallic things aside.

"Oh, what sdf-satisfied fools you arel" cried Mongrove.

"Should we not be? It seems an excdlent thing to be" sad Midress Chrigia in surprise. "Is it not
what, we are told, the human race has driven for, dl these millions of years? Is it not contentment?' She
twirled her Grecian gown. "Isthat not what we have?'

"You have not earned it," said Li Pao. "I think that iswhy you will not make efforts to protect it."

Amdia amiled approva, but Jherek was puzzled. "What does he mean?'

"He speaks of the practicd basis of the mordity you were so axious to understand, Mr.
Candian.”

Jherek brightened, now that he redlized they touched upon a subject of interest. "Indeed? And what
isthis practical bass?"

"In essence — that nothing is worth possessing unless it has been worked for.”

He said, with a certain dyness, "I have worked hard to possess you, dearest Amdia”

Agan amusament threatened to get the better of her. The struggle showed on her face for only a
moment before she was once more composed. "Why, Mr. Carndian, will you dways indst on confusng
the issue with the introduction of persond matters?’

"Are such matters less important?’

"They have their place. Our conversation, | thought was a trifle more abstract. We discussed
mordity and its ussfulnessin life. It was a subject dear to my father's heart and the substance of many a
sermon.”

"Yet your dvilization, if youll forgive me saying so, did not survive for any great length of time. A
couple of hundred years saw its complete destruction.”

She was nonplussed, but soon found an answer: "It is not to do with the surviva of avilizaions, as
such, but with persond satisfaction. If one leads a mord life, a useful life, one is happier.”

He scratched his head benesth the tweed cap. "It seems to me that dmost everyone at the End of
Time is happier, however, than were those | encountered in your Dawn Age era. And mordity is a
mystery to us, as you know."

"It isamindess happiness — how shdl it survive the disaster Lord Mongrove warns us about?'



"Disadter, surdy, isonly that if one believes it to be important. How many here, would you say,
believe in Mongrove's doom?'

"But they will."

"Areyou certan?'

She cast an eye about her. She could not say that she was certain.

"But are you not afraid, even alittle?' she asked him.

"Afrad? Well, | would regret the passing of dl this variety, this wit. But it has existed. Doubtless
something like it will exit again.”

She laughed and she took his arm. "If | did not know you better, Mr. Carndlian, | should mistake
you for the wisest and most profound of philosophers.”

"You flatter me, Amdia”

Mongrove's voice continued to boom from the babble, but the words were indiginct. “If you will
not save yoursdves, think of the knowledge you could save — the inherited knowledge of a million
generationd”

An Iron Orchid, in green velvet and brocade, glided by beside Brannart Morphail, who was
discoursing dong lines very amilar to Mongrove's, though it was evident he did not ligen to the gloomy
giant. With some darm, Jherek heard her say: "Of course, you are completdy right, Brannart. As a
meatter of fact, | haveitin mind to take atrip through time mysdlf. | know you would disapprove, but it is
possible thet | could be of useto you..."

Jherek heard no more of his mother's remarks. He shrugged, dismissng them as the expresson of a
passng foible.

Sweet Orb Mace was making love to Migress Chridtia, the Everlagting Concubine, in a most
interedting fashion. Their intertwined bodies drifted amongst the other guests. Elsewhere, Orlando
Chombi, Kimick Rentbrain and O'Kala Incarnadine linked hands in a complicated aerid dance, while the
recently re-styled Countess of Monte Carlo extended her substance urtil she was thirty feet tdl and dl
but invisble this, it seemed, for the entertainment of the Nursery children, who gathered around her and
laughed with ddight.

"We have aduty to our ancestord" groaned Mongrove, now, for the moment, out of sght. Jherek
thought he was buried somewhere in the sudden avaanche of blue and green roses tipped from Doctor
Volospion's Pegasus-drawn platform. "And to those (skree) who follow us..." added a piping but
somewhat muffled voice,

Jherek sghed. "If only Jagged would reved himsdf, Amdia Then, | am sure, any confuson would
be a an end”

"He might be dead," she said. "You feared as much.”

"It would be a difficult loss to bear. He was my very best friend. | have never known anyone,
before, who could not be resurrected.”

"Mongrove's point — that no one shdl be resurrected after the apocaypse.”

"| agree the prospect is more attractive, for then none should fed aloss”" They drifted towards the
floor, 4ill littered with the fegbly fluttering fledgling hawks. Many had dready expired, for Wakaka
Nakooka had forgotten to feed them. Absently, Jherek dissipated them, so that they might descend and
gtand there, looking up at a party grown less sedate than when firg they had arrived.

"I thought you were of the opinion that we should live forever, Amdia?' he sad, 4ill peering
upwards.

"Itismy belief, not my opinion.”

He faled to disinguish the difference.

"Inthe Life Beyond," she said. Shetried to speak with conviction, but her voice fatered, adding to
herdf: "Wel, yes, perhaps there is dill a Life Beyond, hard though it isto imagine. Ah, it is so difficult to
retain one's ordinary fath..."

"It is the end of everything!" continued Mongrove, from somewhere within the mountain of roses.
"You are logt! Lost! You will not ligen! Y ou will not understand! Beware! Oh, beware!"

"Mr. Carndian, we should try to make them ligen to Lord Mongrove, surdy!”



Jherek shook his head. "He has nothing very interesting to say, Amdia Has he not sad it before? Is
not Yusharigp's informeation identica to that which he firgt brought, during the Duke's African party. It
meanslittle...”

"It means much to me"

"How s0?'

"It strikes a chord. Lord Mongrove is like the prophet to whom none would ligen. In the end his
words were vindicated. The Bibleisfull of such sories”

"Then surely, we have no need for more?"

"You are ddliberately obtuse!"

"l assure you that | am not."

"Then help Mongrove."

"His temperament and mine are too dissmilar. Brannart will comfort him, and Werther de Goethe,
too. And Li Pao. He has many friends, many who will lisen. They will gather together and agree thet dl
but themselves are fools, that only they have the truth, the right to control events and so on. It will cheer
them up and they'll doubtless do little to spail the pleasure of anyone dse. For dl we know, ther antics
will prove entertaining.”

"Is 'entertainment’ your only criterion”?”

"Amdia if it pleases you, I'll go this moment to Mongrove and groan in tune with him. But my heart
will not beinit, love of my life joy of my exisence.”

She sghed. "I would not have you live a lie, Mr. Carndlian. To encourage you towards hypocrisy
would be agn, | know."

"You have become somewhat sober again, dearest Amdia”

"I gpologize. Evidently, there is nothing to be done, in redity. Y ou think Mongrove postures?'

"As do we dl, according to his temperament. It is not that he is ingncere, it is merdy that he
chooses one particular role, though he knows many other opinions are as interesting and as vauable as
hisown."

"A few short years are left..." came Mongrove's boom, more distant now.

"He does not whally bdlieve in what he says?*

"Yes and no. He chooses whally to believe. It is a conscious decison. Tomorrow, he could make
an entirdly different decision, if he became bored with this role (and | suspect he will become bored, as
he redizes how much he bores others).”

"But Yusharisp issincere.”

"So heis, poor thing."

"Then there is no hope for the world."

"Yusharisp believes that."

"You do not?'

"I believe everything and nothing.”

"I never quite understood before ... isthat the philosophy of the End of Time?"

"l supposeitis" He looked about him. "l do not think we shdl see Lord Jagged here, after dl. Lord
Jagged could explain these things to you, for he enjoys discussing abstract matters. | have never much
hed the penchant. | have dways preferred to make things rather than to talk. | am a man of action, you
see. Doubtless it is something to do with being the product of natura childbirth.”

Her eyes, when next she looked at him, were full of warmth.
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" am dill uncertain. Perhaps if we began agan?'

Amigbly, Jherek disntegrated the west wing.

They were rebuilding his ranch. The Bromley-Gothic redbrick villa had vanished. In its place stood
something dtogether larger, consderably lighter, having more in common with the true Gothic of medieva
France and Begium, with fluted towers and delicately fashioned windows.

"Itisdl, | think, atrifle too megnificent,” she said. She fingered her fine chin. "And ye, it would only
seem grandiose in Bromley, asit were. Here, itisdmost smple”

"If you will try your own amethyst power-ring..." he murmured.

"I have dill to trust these things..." But she twisted and thought at the same time.

A fary-tde tower, the ided of her girlhood, stood there. She could not bring hersdf to disseminae
it.

He was ddighted, admiring its dender hundred-and twenty-feet, topped by twin turrets with red
conical roofs. It glittered. It was white. There were tiny windows.

"Such an degant example of typica Dawn Age architecture!” he complimented her.

"You do not find it too fandful?' She was shy of her achievement, but pleased.

"A modd of utility!”

"Scarcdly that..." She blushed. Her own imagination, made concrete, astonished her.

"More! You must make more!™

The ring was turned again and another tower sprang up, connected to its felow by a litle marble
bridge. With some hesitation she disseminated the origind building he had made at her request, replacing
it with amain hdl and living gpartments above. She gave her atention to the landscape around. A moat
appeared, fed by a sparkling river. Formd gardens, geometric, filled with her favourite flowers, stretched
into the distance, giving place to rose bowers and undulaing lawvns, a lake, with cypresses and poplars
and willows. The sky was changed to a pae blue and the amdl clouds in it were never whiter; then she
added subtle colours, pinks and ydlows, as of the beginnings of a sunset. All was as she had once
dreamed of, not as a respectable Bromley housewife, but as alittle girl, who had read fary stories with a
sense that she consulted forbidden texts. Her face shone as she contemplated her handiwork. A new
innocence bloomed there. Jherek watched, and revelled in her pleasure.

"Oh, | should net..."

A unicorn now grazed upon the lawn. It looked up, its eyes mild and intdligent. Its golden horn
caught the sunlight.

"Itiseverything | was told could never be. My mother admonished me, | remember, for entertaining
slly fancies. She said no good would come of them.”

"And so you 4ill think, do you not?"

She glanced hisway. "So | should think, | suppose.”

He said nothing.

"My mother argued that little girls who believed in fairy taes grew up to be shdlow, van and,
ultimetdy, disappointed, Mr. Carnlian. The world, | was told, was harsh and terrible and we were put
into it in order that we should be tested for our worthiness to dwell in Heaven."

"It is a reasonable belief. Though unrewarding, | should have thought, in the long run. Limiting, at
leedt.”

"Limitations were regarded as being good for one. | have expressed that opinion mysdf."

"S0 you have."

"Yet there are no more crudties here than there were in my world.”

"Crudties?'

"Your menageries”

"Of course

"But you do not, | now understand, redize that you are cruel. You are not hypocrites in that
particular way."

He was euphoric. He was enjoying ligening to her voice as he might enjoy the peaceful buzz of an
insect. He spoke only to encourage her to continue.



"We keep more prisoners in my society, when you think of it she said. "How many wives are
prisoners of ther homes, thar husbands?' She paused. "I should not dare think such radicd ideas a
home, much less utter them!”

"Why not?'

"Because | would offend others. Disturb my friends. There are socid checks to one's behaviour, far
greater than any legd or mord ones. Have you learned that, yet, from my world, Mr. Carndian?’

"I have learned something, but not a great dedl. Y ou must continue to teach me."

"I saw the prisons, when you were incarcerated. How many prisoners are there through no fault of
their own? Victims of poverty. And poverty endaves so many more millions than you could ever contain
inyour menageries. Oh, | know. | know. You could have argued that, and | should not have been able to
deny it

AR

"You are kind to humour me, Mr. Carnelian.” Her voice grew vague as she looked again upon her
firg creation. "Oh, it is o beautiful!”

He came to stand beside her and when he put an arm about her shoulder, she did not resist.

Some time went by. She furnished their palace with smple, comfortable furniture, refusng to clutter
the rooms. She made tapestries and brocades for floors and wals. She re-introduced a drict pattern of
day and night. She created two large, long-haired black and white cats, and the parklands around the
palace became populated with deer, as wdl as unicorns. She longed for books, but he could find her
none, so in the end she began to write one for hersdf and found this dmogt as satisfactory as reading.
Yet, dill, he mugt court her. Still she refused the fullest expression of her affections. When he proposed
marriage, as he continued to do, frequently, she would reply that she had given an oath in a ceremony to
remain loyd to Mr. Underwood until death should part them.

He returned, time after time, to the reasonable logic that indeed Mr. Underwood was dead, had
been dead for many millennia, that she was free. He began to suspect that she did not care afig for her
vows to Mr. Underwood, that she played a game with him, or, falling that, waited for him to take some
action. But as to what the action should be, she gave im no clue.

Thisidyll, pleasurable though it was, was marred not only by his frustration, but also by his concerns
for hisfriend, Lord Jagged of Canaria. He had begun to redlize to what extent he had rdied on Jagged to
guide him in his actions, to explain the world to him, to hdp him shape his own degtiny. His friend's
humour, his advice, indeed, his very wisdom, were much missed. Every morning, upon aweking, he
hoped to see Lord Jagged's air-car upon the horizon, and every morning he was disappointed.

One morning, however, as he lounged done upon a bacony, while Mrs. Underwood worked at her
book, he saw a vistor arive, in some kind of Egyptianate vessel of bony and gold, and it was Bishop
Cadtle, his high crown nodding on his handsome head, atdl g&ff in his left hand, his three golden orbs
bobbing at his belt, sepping gracefully from air-car to bacony and kissng him lightly upon the forehead,
complimenting him on the white linen suit made for him by Mrs. Underwood.

"Things have settled, snce the Duke's party,” the bishop informed him. "We return to our old lives
with some rdlief. A great disappointment, Mongrove, didn't you think?'

"The Duke of Queens sets great store by his entertainment vaue. | cannot think why."

"Heis out of touch with everyone elsg's taste. Scarcely a recommendation in one who desires to be
the mogt popular of hogs.”

"Itisnat," Jherek added, "asif he were himsdf interested in this dien's prophecies. He probably
hoped that Mongrove would have had some adventures on his trip through the universe — something
with a reasonable amount of sensation in it. Yet Mongrove may be relied upon to ruin even the best
anecdote.”

"Itiswhy we love him."

"To be sure”

Mrs. Underwood, in rose-pink and ydlow, entered the room behind the bacony. She extended a
hand. "Dear Bishop Castle. How pleasant to see you. You will stay for lunch?'



“If I do not inconvenience you, Mrs. Underwood.” 1t was plain that he had done much research.

"Of course not."

"And what of my mather, the Iron Orchid?' asked Jherek. "Have you seen her of |ate?"

Bishop Castle scratched his nose with his crook. "You had not heard, then? She seeks to rivd you,
Jherek, | am sure. She somehow invegled Brannart Morphail into dlowing her the use of one of his
precious time-craft. She has gonel”

"Through time?"

"No less. She told Brannart that she would return with proof of his theories, evidence that you
manufactured the tales you told him! | am surprised no one has yet informed you." Bishop Castle
laughed. "Sheis so origind, your beautiful mother!"

"But she may be killed," said Mrs. Underwood. "Is she aware of the risks?"

"Rully, | gather.”

"Oh!" cried Jnerek. "Mother!" He put his hand to his lips he bit the lower one. "It is you, Amdig,
ghe seeks to rival. She thinks she is outdone by you!"

"She spoke of atime for her return?' Mrs. Underwood asked Bishop Cadtle.

"Not redly. Brannart might know. He controls the experiment.”

"Controld Hal" Jherek put his head in his hands.

"We may only pray — excuse me — hope — that she returns ssfely,” said Mrs. Underwood.

"Time cannot defeat the Iron Orchid!" Bishop Castle laughed. "You are too gloomy. She will be
back soon — doubtless with news of exploits to riva yours — which is what she hopes for, | am sure.”

"It was luck, only, that saved us both from deeth,” Mrs. Underwood told him.

"Then the same luck will come to her aid.”

"You are probably right,” said Jherek. He was despondent. First his best friend gone, and now his
mother. He looked a Mrs. Underwood, as if she would once again vanish before his eyes, as she had
done before, when he had fird tried to kiss her, so long ago.

Mrs. Underwood spoke rather more chearfully, in Jherek's view, than the Stuation demanded.
"Your mother is not one to perish, Mr. Carnelian. For dl you know, it was merdly a facamile that was
sent through time. The origind could ill be here.”

"l am not sure that is possible,” he said. "There is something to do with the life essence. | have never
properly understood the theory concerning transmigration. But | do not think you can send a
doppelganger through time, not without accompanying it."

"Shell be back," said Bishop Castle with agmile

But Jherek, worrying for Lord Jagged, becoming convinced that he had perished, lapsed into
dlence and was a poor host during lunch.

Severd more days passed, without incident, with the occasiond vist from My Lady Charlotina or
the Duke of Queens or Bishop Castle, again. The conversation turned often to speculation as to the fate
of the Iron Orchid, as was inevitable, but if Brannart Morphail had news of her he had passed none of it
on, even to My Lady Charlotinawho 4ill chose to play patron to him and give him his |aboratories in her
own vagt domicile at Below-the-Lake. Neither would Brannart tdl anyone the Iron Orchid's origind
destination.

In the meanwhile, Jherek continued to pay court to Amdia Underwood. He learned the poems of
Wheldrake (or at least, those she could remember) from her and found that they could be interpreted in
reference to their own gtuation — "So close these lovers were, yet was their union sundered by the
world" — "Crud Fortune did dictate that they / Should ever singly pass that way", and so on —
until she professed a lack of interest in he who had been her favourite poet. But it seemed to Jherek
Candian that Amdia Underwood began to warm to him a little more. The occasond Sderly kiss
became more frequent, the pressure of a hand, the qudity of a amile, dl spoke of a thaw in her resolve.
He took heart. Indeed, so settled had become ther domegtic routine, that it was dmogt as if they were
married. He hoped that she might dip, dmost accidentdly, into consummation, given time,

Life flowed smooth and, save for the negging fear a the back of his mind that his mother and Lord
Jagged might never return, he experienced a tranquillity he had not enjoyed since he and Mrs.



Underwood had firg shared a house together; and he refused to remember that whenever he had come
to accept such peace, it had dways been interrupted by some new drama. But, as the uneventful days
continued, his sense of inevitable expectation increased, until he began to wish that whatever it was that
was going to happen would happen as soon as possible. He even identified the source of the next blow
— it would be ddivered by the Iron Orchid, returning with sensationd information, or ese by Jagged, to
tdl them that they must go back to the Palaeozoic to complete some overlooked task.

The blow did come. It came one morning, about three weeks after they had settled in their new
home. It came as a loud and repetitive knocking on the man door. Jherek stumbled from his bed and
went to stand on his balcony, leening over to see who was digurbing themin this peculiar manner (no one
he knew ever used that door). On the bijou drawbridge was grouped a party of men dl of whom were
familiar. The person knocking on the main door was Inspector Springer, wearing a new Uit of clothes
and anew bowler hat indistinguishable from his previous ones; gathered around him was a party of burly
police officers, some ten or twelve behind the police officers, looking sdf-important but a little
wild-eyed, stood none other than Mr. Harold Underwood, his pince-nez on his nose, his hay-coloured
har neatly parted in the middle, wearing a suit of good, dark worsted, an extremdy 4iff, white collar and
cuffs, a tightly knotted tie and black, polished boots. In his hand he hdd a hat, amilar to Inspector
Springer's. Behind this party, a short distance away, in the ornamenta garden, there buzzed a huge
contraption congsting of a number of inter-connected whedls, ratchets, cryddline rods and what seemed
to be padded benches — an open, box-like structure, but bearing a close gmilaity to the machine
Jherek had fird seen in the Palaeozoic. At the controls sat the bearded man in plus-fours and Norfolk
jacket who had given them his hamper. He was the firg to see Jherek. He waved a greeting.

From a nearby balcony there came a difled shriek: "Harold!"

Mr. Underwood looked up and fixed a cold eye upon hiswife, in negligee and dippers of a sort not
normaly associated with a Bromley housawife.

"Ha" he said, hisworgt fears confirmed. Now he saw Jherek, peering down at him. "Hal"

"Why are you here?' croaked Jherek, before he redized he would not be understood.

Inspector Springer began to clear histhroat, but Harold Underwood spoke fird.

"lgrie gazer," he seemed to say. "Rijika batterob honour!"

"We had better let them in, Mr. Carndlian,” said Mrs. Underwood in afant voice.

14

Various Alarums, a Good Deal of Confusion, a Hasty
Excursion

"l ‘ave, gr," said Ingpector Springer with heavy satisfaction, "been invested with Specid Powers.
The 'Ome Secretary 'imsdf 'as ordered me to look into this case.”

"The new mechine — my, um, Chronomnibus — was requidtioned,” said the timetravdler
gpologeticaly from the background. "As a patriot, though grictly speaking not from thisuniverse..."

"Under conditions of utmost secrecy,” continued the Inspector, "we embarked upon our Misson..."

Jherek and Mrs. Underwood stood on their threshold and contemplated ther visitors.

"Whichis?' Mrs. Underwood was frowning pensvely at her husband.

"To place the ringleaders of this plot under arrest and return forthwith to our own century so that
they — that's you, of course, anong 'em — may be questioned as to ther motives and intentions™
Inspector Springer was evidently quoting specificaly from his orders.

"And Mr. Underwood?" Jherek asked politdy. "Why is he here?

"'E'sone o' the few ‘oo can identify the people we're after. Anyway, ‘e volunteered.”



She said, bemusedly: "Have you come to take me back, Harold?!

"Ha" said her husband.

Sergeant Sherwood, sweeting and, it seemed, only bardy in control of himsdf, fingering his tight,
dark blue collar, emerged from the ranks of his constables (who, like him, seemed to be suffering from
shock) and, saluting, stood beside his leader.

"Shdl we place these two under arrest, Sr?'

Inspector Springer licked his lips contemplatively. " 'Ang on a mo, sergeant, before putting ‘em in
the van." He reached into his jacket pocket and produced a document, turning to Jherek. "Are you the
owner of these premises?’

"Not exactly,” sad Jherek, wondering if the trandation pills he and Amdia had taken were doing
their job properly. "That isto say, if you could explain the meaning of the term, perhaps | could...”

"Areyou or are you not the owner..."

"Do you mean did | create this house?!

"If you built it, too, fair enough. All | want to know..."

"Mrs. Underwood created it, didn't you, Amdia?"

"Ha" sad Mr. Underwood, as if his worst suspicions were confirmed. He glared coldly at the
fary-tde paace.

"Thislady built it?" Ingpector Springer became pettish. "Now, liden 'ere..."

"I gather you are unfamiliar with the methods of building houses & the End of Time, Inspector,” said
Mrs. Underwood, meking some effort to save the Stuation. "One has power-rings. They enable one —"

Ingpector Springer raised a stern hand. "Let me put it another way. | 'ave 'ere a warrant to search
your premises or, indeed, any premises | might regard as ‘avin' upon them evidence in this maiter, or
‘arbourin’ suspected criminas. So, if you will kindly dlow me and my men to pass..."

"Certanly." Jherek and Amdia stepped aside as Inspector Springer led his men into the hall. Harold
Underwood hesitated a moment, but at last crossed the threshold, as if into the netherworld, while the
time-traveller hung back, his cap in his hands, murmuring disconnected phrases. "Awfully embarrassing
... hadnoidea ... abit of ajoke, redly ... regret the inconvenience ... Home Secretary assured me ...
can see no reason for intruson ... would never have agreed...” But a Jherek’'s welcoming gesture, he
joined the others. "Ddightful house ... very smilar to those structures one finds in the, um ... fifty-eighth
century, isit? ... Glad to find you arrived back ssfdy ... an dill atrifle at sea, mysdf..."

"I have never seen such alarge time-maching” said Jherek, hoping to put im at ease.

"Have you not?' The timetraveller beamed. "It is unusud, isnt it? Of course, the commercid
possbilities have not escaped me, though since the Government took an interest, everything has been
shrouded in secrecy, as you can imagine This was my fird opportunity to test it under proper
conditions.”

"It would be best, i, | think," cautioned Inspector Springer, "to say no more to these people. They
are, dfter dl, suspected dien agents™

"Oh, but we have met before. | had no idea, when | agreed to help, that these were the people you
meant. Believe me, Inspector, they are dmost undoubtedly innocent of any crime.”

"That'sfor meto decide, gr," reproved the policeman. "The evidence | was able to place before the
'‘Ome Secretary upon my return was sufficient to convince im of a plot againg the Crown.”

"He seemed somewhat bewildered by the whole affarr. His questions to me were not exactly
expliat...”

"Oh, it's bewildering, right enough. Cases of this kind often are. But I'll get to the bottom of it,
gventime" Inspector Springer fingered his watch-chain. "That's why there is a police force, gr. To solve
bewildering cases."

"Areyou certain that you are within your jurisdiction, Inspector..." began Mrs. Underwood.

"I "ave ascertained from the gentleman 'ere,”" Inspector Springer indicated the time-traveller, "that we
are dill on English soil. Therefore..."

"Isit redly?' cried Jnherek. "How wonderful!”

"Thought you'd get away with it, en?'" murmured Sergeant Sherwood, eyeing hm mdicioudy.



"Made a bit of a mistake, didn't you, my lad?"

" 'Ow many others gaying 'ere?’ Inspector Springer enquired as he and his men tramped into the
man hdl. He looked with disgust upon the baskets of flowers which hung everywhere, upon the
tapestries and the carpets and the furniture, which was of the most decadent sort of design.

"Only oursdlves™ Mrs. Underwood glanced away from the grim eye of her husband.

"Hd" said Mr. Underwood.

"We have separate gpartments,” she explained to the ingpector, upon whose ruddy feetures there
hed spread the suggestion of aleer.

"Wadl, gr," said Sergeant Sherwood, "shdl we take this pair back firg?"

"To the nineteenth century?* Jherek asked.

"That iswhat he means” the time-traveller replied on the sergeant's behalf.

"This would be your opportunity, Amdia" Jherek's voice was smdl. "You sad that you wished,
dill, to return..."

"ltistrue..." she began.

“Then...?'

"The circumgtances..."

"You two 'ad better Say ‘ere," Ingpector Springer was tdling two of the constables, "to keep an eye
on 'em. Well search the premises”” He led hismen off towards a staircase. Jherek and Amdia sat down
on a padded bench.

"Would you care for some tea?” Amdia asked her hushand, the timetraveler and the two
constables.

"Wdl..." said one of the constables.

"I think that'd be dl right, malam,” said the other.

Jherek was eager to oblige. He turned a power-ring and produced a slver tea-pot, Sx china cups
and saucers, amilk-jug and a hot-water jug, a Slver tea-strainer, Sx slver spoons and a primus stove.

"Sugar, | think," she murmured, "but not the stove.”

He corrected his error.

The two police congtables sat down together quite suddenly, goggling at the tea. Mr. Underwood
remaned sanding, but seemed rather more Hiff than he had been. He muttered to himsdf. Only the
time-traveler reacted in anormd fashion.

Mrs. Underwood seemed to be suppressing amusement as she poured the tea and handed out the
cups. The constables accepted the tea, but only one of them drank any. The other merdy said, "Gord!"
and put his cup on the table, while his companion grinned weekly and said: "Very good, very good,” over
and over agan.

From above there came a sudden loud cracking sound and a ydl. Puzzled, Jherek and Amdia
looked up.

"I do hope they are not damaging..." began the time-traveller.

There was a thunder of boots and Inspector Springer, Sergeant Sherwood and their men came
tumbling, breathless, back into the hdl.

"They're atacking!" cried Sergeant Sherwood to the other two policemen.

007"

"The enemy, of course!" Inspector Springer answered, running to peer cautioudy out of the
window. "They must know we've occupied these premises. They're acunning lot, I'll grant you that.”

"What happened up there, Inspector?' asked Jherek, carrying forward a cup of tea for his guest.

"Something took the top off the tower, that's dl!" Automaticdly the ingpector accepted the tea
"Clean off. Some kind of 'igh-powered navd gun, I'd say. 'Ave you got any sea near 'ere?’

"None, | fear. | wonder who could have done that." Jherek looked enquiringly at Amdia She
shrugged.

"The Wrath of God!" announced Mr. Underwood hepfully, but nobody took much notice of his
Suggestion.

"I remember once, some flying machine of the Duke of Queens crashed into my ranch,” Jherek



sad. "Did you notice aflying machine, Ingpector?”

Inspector Springer continued to peer through the window. "It was like a bolt from the blue" he said.

"One minute the roof was there," added Sergeant Sherwood, "the next it was gone. There was this
exploson — then — bang! — gone. It got very ‘ot for a second, too."

"Sounds like some sort of ray," said the time-traveller, hdping himsdf to another cup of tea

Inspector Springer proved himsdf a reader of the popular weeklies by the swiftness with which he
accepted the nation. "Y ou mean a Death Ray?"

"If you like"

Inspector Springer fingered his moustache. "We were fools not to come armed,” he reflected.

"Ah" Jherek remembered his fird encounter with the brigand-musicians in the forest. "That's
probably the Lat returned. They had weapons. They demonstrated one. Very powerful they were, t00."

"Those Latvians. | might ‘ave guessed!” Inspector Springer crouched lower. " "Ave you any means
of tdling 'em you're our prisoners?'

"None at dl, | fear. | could go and find them, but they could be hundreds of miles avay.”

" 'undreds? Oh, Lor!" exdamed Sergeant Sherwood. He looked at the ceiling, as if he expected it
to fdl in on him. "Y ou're right, Inspector. We should've put in for some pitols.”

"The Day of Doom is herel" intoned Harold Underwood, raisng afinger.

"We mugt introduce him to Lord Mongrove," Jherek said, inspired. "They would get on very wdl,
don't you think, Amelia?'

But she did not reply. She was garing with a mixture of sympathy and resignation at her poor, mad
husband. "l am to blame" she said. "It isdl my doing. Oh, Harold, Harold."

There came another loud report. Cracks began to appear in the walls and calling. Jherek turned a
power-ring and re-formed the palace. "I think youll find the roof's back on, Inspector, should you wish
to continue your tour."

"Il receive amedd for this, if | ever get back," said Inspector Springer to himsdlf. He sighed.

"I'd suggedt, gr," sad his sergeant, "that we make the most of wha we've got and return with these
two."

"Y ou're probably right. Well do a dash for it. Better put the gyves on 'em, en?'

Two constables produced their handcuffs and advanced towards Jherek and Amdia

At that moment an gpparition appeared at the window and drifted through. It was Bishop Cadlle,
completely out of breath, looking extremey excited, his huge mitre askew. "Oh, the adventures, my
dears! The Lat have returned and are laying waste to everything! Murder, pillage, rape! 1t's marveloud
Ah, you have company..."

"I believe youve met mog of them,” Jherek said. "This is Inspector Springer, Sergeant
Sherwood..."

Bishop Castle subsided dowly to the floor, nodding and amiling. Blinking, the constables backed
avay.
"They have taken prisoners, too. Just as they took us prisoner, that time. Ah, boredom is banished,
a lagt! And there has been a battle — the Duke of Queens magnificent, in charge of our aerid flegt (it
did not last more than a few seconds, unfortunatdy, but it did look pretty), and My Lady Charlotina as
an amazon, in a chariot. Amusement returns to our dull world! Dozens, at leadt, are dead!" He waved
his crook gpologeticaly at the company. "You mug forgive the interruption. | an so sorry. | forget my
manners”

"I know you," said Inspector Springer sgnificantly. "I arrested you before, a the Café Royd."

"So pleased to see you agan, Inspector.” It was plan tha Bishop Castle had not understood a
word that Inspector Springer had said. He popped a trandation pill into his mouth. "You decided to
continue your party, then, at the End of Time?'

"End of Time?' said Harold Underwood, showing fresh interest. "Armageddon?’

Amdia Underwood went to him. She tried to sooth him. He shook her off.

"Ha" he sad.

"Harold. You're being childish.”



"Hal"

Despondently, she remained where she was, garing a him.

"You should see the destruction,” continued Bishop Castle. He laughed. "Nothing at dl is left of
Below-the-Lake, unless Brannart's |aboratories are dill there. But the menagerie is completely gone, and
dl My Lady Charlotinas gpartments — the lake itsdf — dl gone! Itll take her hours to replace them.”
He tugged a Jherek's deeve. "You mugt return with me and see the spectacle, Jherek. That'swhy | came
away, to make sure you did not missit dl."

"Your friends aren't going anywhere, sr. And nether, | might add, are you." Inspector Springer
sgndled his constables forward.

"How wonderful! You'd take us prisoners, too! Have you any weapons, like the Lats? You mugt
produce something, Inspector, to riva ther effects, unless you wish to be absolutdy outshone!”

"I thought these Latvians were on your Sde" said Sergeant Sherwood.

"Indeed, no! What would be the fun of that?"

"You say they're destroying everything. Rape, pillage, murder?”

"Exadly.”

"Wdl, | never..." Inspector Springer scratched his head. "So youre merdy the fails of these
people, ingtead o' the other way about?"

"I think there's a misundersanding, Inspector,” said Mrs. Underwood. "You see..."

"Misunderganding!" Suddenly Harold Underwood lurched towards her. " Jezebd!"

"Harold!"

"Hal"

There came another boom, louder than the previous ones, and the celling vanished to reved the sky.

"It can only be the La," said Bishop Castle, with the air of an expert. "You redly must come with
me. Jherek and Amdlia, unless you want to be destroyed before you have enjoyed any of the fun" He
began to lead them towards his air-car at the window. "Theréell be nothing left of our world, at thisrate!™

"Do they redly mean to destroy you dl?" asked the time-traveller, as they went by.

"I gather not. They arigindly came for prisoners. Mistress Christia, of course” this to Jherek, "is
now a captive. | think it's their habit to go about the gdaxy killing the maes and abducting the femaes.”

"Youll let them?' Mrs. Underwood enquired.

"What do you mean?"

"You won't stop this?'

"Oh, eventudly, | suppose well have to. Mistress Christia wouldn't be happy in space. Particularly
if it has become as blegk as Mongrove reports.”

"What do you say, Amdia? Shdl we go and watch? Join in?' Jherek wanted to know.

"Of course not.”

He suppressed his disgppointment.

"Perhgps you wish me to be abducted by those creatures?’ she said.

"Indeed, no!"

"Perhaps it would be better to return in my Chronomnibus™ suggested the time-traveler, "a least
until —"

"Amdia?'

She shook her head. "The circumstances are too shameful for me. Respectable society would be
closed to me now."

"Then you will stay, dearest Amdia?'

"Mr. Carndian, thisis no time to continue with your pesterings. | will accept that | am an outcast,
but | gill have certain standards of behaviour. Besides, | am concerned for Harold. He is not himsdf.
And for that, we are to blame. W, perhaps not you, redly — but | must accept a large share of guilt. |
should have been firmer. | should not have admitted my love—" and she burst into tears.

"You do admit it, then, Amdia"

"You are heartless, Mr. Carndian," she sobbed, "and scarcedly tectful..."”

"Ha" said Harold Underwood. "It isjust as wel that | have dready begun divorce proceedings..."



"Excdlent!” cried Jnerek.

Another boom.

"My machind" exclamed the time-traveller, and ran outside.

"Take cover, men." Ingpector Springer called. They dl lay down.

Bishop Castle was dready in his air-car, surrounded by a cloud of dust. "Are you coming, Jnerek?'

"I think not. | hope you enjoy yoursdf, Bishop Cadtle”

"I ghdl. | ddl." The air-car began to rise, Charon's barge, into the upper atmosphere.

Only Mr. and Mrs. Underwood and Jherek Carndian remained standing, in the ruins of the palace.
"Come" sad Jherek to them both, "I think 1 know where we can find safety.” He turned a power-ring.
His old air-car, the locomotive, materidized. It was in gleaming red and black now, but lime-coloured
smoke dill puffed from its stack. "Forgive the lack of invention,” he said to them, "but as we are in
hegte..."

"You would save Harold, too?" she said, as Jherek helped her husband aboard.

"Why not? You say you are concerned for him." He grinned chearfully, while overhead a searing,
scarlet bolt of pure energy went roaring by, "Besides, | wish to hear the details of this divorce he plans. Is
that not the ceremony that must take place before we can be married?’

She made no reply to this as she joined him on the footplate. "Where are we going, Mr.
Candian?'

The locomoative began to puff skyward. "I'm full of old smokies," he sang, "I'm covered in dough.
I've egten blue plovers and I'm snorting up cokel” Mr. Underwood clutched the rall and stared down at
the ruins they left behind. His knees were shaking. "It's a railroad song, from your own time" Jherek
explained. "Would you like to be the fireman?'

He offered Mr. Underwood the plainum shovd. Mr. Underwood accepted the shove without a
word and, mechanicdly, began to stoke cod into the fire-chamber.

"Mr. Carnelian! Where are we going?'

"To certain safety, dearest Amdia To certain safety, | assure you."

15

In Which Jherek Carnelian and Mrs. Underwood find
Sanctuary of Sorts, and Mr. Underwood M akes a New Friend

"You are not disturbed, dearest Amdlia, by this city?"

"I find the place improbable. | faled to redize, ligening only to tak of such settlements, how vast
and how, wel, how unlike cities they werel"

Mr. Underwood stood some distance away, on the other side of the little plaza. Green globes of
fuzzy light, about the gze of tennis balls, ran up and down his outstretched arms; he watched them with
childlike ddight; behind him the ar was black, purple, dark green shot with crimson, as chemicas
expanded and contracted in a kind of smulaion of breathing, giving off ther vapours, bronze sparks
showered nearby, pinkish energy arced from one tower to another; sed sang. The dty murmured to
itsdf, dmog adeep, ceartainly drowsy. Even the narrow rivulets of mercury, criss-crossing the ground at
their feet, seemed to be running dowly.

"The cities protect themsdves™ Jherek explained. "I have seen it before. No weapon can operate
within them, no wegpon can harm them from without, because they can dways command more energy
than any wegpon brought againg them, you see. It was part of their origind desgn.”

"This resembles a manufactory more than it does a township,” she remarked.

"It is actudly," he told her, "more in the nature of a museum. There are several such cities on the



planet; they contain what remains of our knowledge."

"These fumes — are they not poisonous?’

"Not to Man. They could not be."

She accepted his assurance, but continued wary, as he led them from the plaza, through an arcade
of lurid ydlow and mauve medlic fronds, fantly reminiscent of those they had seen in the Pdlaeozoic; a
grange greyish light fdl through the fronds and distorted their shadows. Mr. Underwood wandered some
distance behind them, softly singing.

"We mug condder,” she whispered, "how Harold isto be saved.”

"Saved for what?'

"From hisinsanity."

"He seems happier inthe city.”

"He bdieves himsdf in Hel, no doubt. Just as | once believed. Inspector Springer should never
have brought him."

"I am not atogether sure that the ingpector is quite himsdf."

"I agree, Mr. Carndian. All this smacks of politicd panic a home. There is thought to be
consderable interest in Spiritudism and Freemasonry among certain members of the Cabinet, a the
present time. There is even some talk that the Prince of Wdes..."

She continued in this vein for a while, mydtifying him entirdy. Her information, he gathered, was
gleaned from a broadsheet which Mr. Underwood had once acquired.

The arcade gave way to a chasam running between high, featurdess buildings, ther wals covered
with chemicd stains and peculiar semi-biologicd growths, some of which papitated; ahead of them was
something globular, glowing and dark, which rolled away from them as they advanced and, as they
reached the end of the chasm, vanished. Here the visa widened and they could see across a plain littered
with half-rotted metd relics to where, in the distance, angry flames spread themselves againg an invishle
wall.

"Therd" he sad. "That mugt be the Lat's weapons a work. The dity throws up its defences. Seg, |
told you that we should be safe, dear Amdia”

She glanced over her shoulder to where her husband sat upon a structure that seemed part of stone
and part of some kind of hardened resin. "l wish you would try to be more tactful, Mr. Carndlian.
Remember that my husband iswithin earshot. Consider hisfedings, if you will not consider ming”

"But he has rdinquished you to me. He said as much. By your customs that is sufficient, isit not?'

"He divorces me, that isdl. | have aright to choose or rglect any husband | please.”

"Of course. But you choose me. | know."

"I have not told you that.”

"You have, Amdia You forget. Y ou have mentioned more than once that you love me"

"That does not mean — would not mean — that | would necessarily marry you, Mr. Carndlian.
Thereisdill every chance that | may return to Bromley — or at least to my own time"

"Where you will be an outcast. You sad s0."

"In Bromley. Not everywhere." But she frowned. "l can imagine the scanda. The newspapers will
have published something, to be sure. Oh, dear.”

"You seemed to be enjoying life a the End of Time."

"Perhgps | would continue to do so, Mr. Carndian, were | not haunted, very definitdy, by the
Past." Another glance over her shoulder. "How is one ever to rdax?"

"Thisisafluke. It isthe fird time anything like it has ever occurred here.”

"Beddes, | would remind you that, according to Bishop Castle (not to mention the evidence of our
own eyes) your world is being destroyed about your ears.”

"For the moment, only. It can soon be replaced.”

"Lord Mongrove and Y usharisp would have us believe otherwise.”

"Itis hard to take them serioudy.”

"For you, perhaps. Not for me, Mr. Carnelian. What they say makes consderable sense”

"Opportunities for redemption must therefore be few in such an ambience as you describe,”



sad quite another voice, alow, mdlow, dightly deepy voice.

"There are none" said Mr. Underwood, "a least that | know of."

"That is interesting. | seem to recall something of the theory, but most of the information I
would require was stored elsewhere, in a sister city, whose co-ordinates | cannot quite recollect. |
am of a mind to believe, however, that you are either a manifestation of this city's delusons
(which proliferate notorioudly, these days) or else that you are deluded yourself, a victim of too
much morbid fascination with ancient mythologies. | could be mistaken — there was a time when
| was infallible, I think. I am not sure that your description of this city tallies with the facts which
remain at my command. You could argue, | know, that | myself am deluded as to the truth, yet my
evidence would seem to tally with my instincts, whereas you, yourself, make intellectual rather
than instinctive assumptions; that at least is what | gather from the illogicalities so far expressed
in your analysis. You have contradicted yourself at least three times since you sat down on my
shdl "

It was the compound of rock and resin that spoke. "One form of memory bank,” murmured Jherek.
"There are SO many kinds, not aways immediady recognizable."

"I think," continued the bank, "that you are ill confused and have not yet ordered your
thoughts sufficiently to communicate properly with me. | assure you that | will function much
more satisfactorily if you phrase your remarks better .

Mr. Underwood did not seem offended by this criticiam. "I think you are right," he said. "l am
confused. W, | am mad, to be blunt.”

"Madness may only be the expression of ordinary emotional confusion. Fear of madness can
cause, | believe, a retreat into the very madness one fears. This is only superficially a paradox.
Madness may be said to be a tendency to ssimplify, into easily grasped metaphors, the nature of the
world. In your own case, you have plainly been confounded by unexpected complexities, therefore
you are inclined to retreat into simplification — this talk of Damnation and Hell, for instance —to
create a world whose values are unambivalent, unequivocal. It is a pity that so few of my own
ancestors survive for they, by their very nature, would have responded better to your views. On
the other hand it may be that you are not content with this madness, that you would rather face
the complexities, feel at ease with them. If so, | am sure that | can help, in a small way."

"You are very kind," said Mr. Underwood.

"Nonsense. | am glad to be of service. | have had nothing to do for the best part of a million
years. | was in danger of growing 'rusty’. Luckily, having no mechanical parts, | can remain
dormant for a long time without any especially deleterious effects. Though, as part of a very
complex system, there is much information | can no longer call upon.”

"Then you are of the opinion that thisis not the afterlife, that | am not here as punishment for my
gns, that | shdl not be here for eternity, that | am not, asit were, dead.”

"You are certainly not dead, for you can still converse, fed, think and experience physical
needs and discomforts..."

The bank had a penchant for abstract conversation which seemed to suit Mr. Underwood, though
Jherek and Amdia became quickly bored ligening to it. "It reminds me of an old schoolmaster | once
hed,” she whispered, and she grinned. "It is just what Harold needs redlly, at present.”

The vivid splashes of light no longer spread across the horizon and the scene darkened. No sun
could be observed in the lurid sky, across which clouds of queerly coloured gases perpetudly drifted.
Behind them, the city seemed to gtir, shuddering with age and strain, groaning dmost complaningly.

"What would happen to you if your cities collgpsed?’ she asked him.

"Thet isimpossible. They are sdf-perpetuating.”

"There is no evidence of that." Even as she spoke, two of the medlic structures fdl into the dust
and became dust themsdlves.

"Yet they are” he told her. "In ther own way. They have been like this for millennia, somehow
aurviving. We see only the surface. The essence of the cities is not so tangible, and that is as robust as
ever.”



She accepted what he said with a shrug. "How long must we remain here, then?”

"You sought escape from the Lat, did you not? We reman here until the Lat leave the planet.”

"You do not know when that will be?'

"It will be soon, | am sure. Either they will become bored with the game or we will. Then the game
will end.”

"With how many dead?’

"None, | hope."

"You can resurrect everyone?'

"Certainly.”

"Even the denizens of your menageries?’

"Not dl. It depends how solidly they have made an impresson on our own memories, you see. Our
rings work from our minds, to achieve the recongtructions.”

She did not pursue the topic. "We seem as thoroughly marooned now at the End of Time as we did
a the Beginning,” she said moodily. "How few are our moments of ordinary living..."

"That will change. These are paticularly agitated days. Brannart explained that the chronologica
fluctugtions are unusudly persstent. We must dl agree to stop travelling through time for a while, then
everything will be back to normd.”

"I admire your optimism, Mr. Carndlian.”

"Thank you, Amdia" He began to wak again. "This is the very dty where | was conceived, the
Iron Orchid told me. With some difficulty, it seems.”

She looked back. Mr. Underwood ill sat upon the memory bank, deep in conversation. "Should
we leave hm?'

"We can return for him later.”

"Very wdl."

They stepped upon thin siver surfaces which creaked as they crossed, but did not crack. They
ascended aflight of ebony stairs, towards an ornamentd bridge.

"It would seem fitting," said Jherek, "if | were to propose formdly to you here, Amdia, as my father
proposed to my mother.”

"Your father?'

"A mystery my mother chooses to perpetuate.”

"So you do not know who —"

"l do not."

She pursed her lips. "In Bromley such afact would be sufficent to put a complete bar on marriage,
you know."

"Truly?"

"Oh, yes"

"But we are not in Bromley," she added.

He smiled. "Indeed, we are not."

"However..."

"l understand.”

"Please, continue..."

"I was saying tha it would seem fitting that | should ask you, here in this dty where | was
concelved, for your hand in marriage.”

"Should | ever be free to give it, you mean?"

"Exadly."

"Wdl, Mr. Carndlian, | cannot say that thisis sudden. Buit..."

"Mibix dug frisny hrunt!" said a familiar voice, and across the bridge came marching Captain
Mubbers and his men, armed to the teeth and looking not alittle put out.
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The Skull Beneath the Paint

When Captain Mubbers saw them he stopped suddenly, aming his instrument-wegpon a Jherek.

Jherek was dmogt pleased to see him. "My dear Captain Mubbers..." he began.

"Mr. Carndlian! He is armed!”

Jherek could not quite understand the point of her excitement. "Yes. The music they produce is the
mog beautiful | have ever heard.”

Captain Mubbers plucked a string. There came a grinding noise from the bell-shaped muzze of his
wegpon; a dight fizze of blue sparks appeared for amoment around the rim. Captain Mubbers uttered a
deep d9gh and threw the thing to the flagstones of the bridge. Smilar grindings and fizZings came from the
other ingtruments held by his men.

Popping a trandation pill into his mouth (he had taken to carrying them everywhere just recently)
Jherek sad:

"What brings you to the city, Captain Mubbers?'

"Mind your own smdly business, sonny jim," said the leader of the space-invaders. "All we armjoint
want to do now isfind a shirt-dastic way out!"

"I can't understand why you wanted to come in, though..." He glanced gpologeticaly a Mrs.
Underwood, who could not understand anything that was being said. He offered her a pill. She refused.
She folded her amsin an attitude of resignation.

"Spoils" sad another of the Lat.

"Shut it, Rokfrug," Captain Mubbers ordered.

But Rokfrug continued:

"The knicker-patch place seemed so rotten-well protected that we thought there was bound to be
something worth having here. Just our shirt-dastic luck —"

"l sad st it, arse-brain!™

But Captain Mubbers men seemed to be losng faith in his authority. They crossed their three eyes
ina mogt offendgve manner and made rude gestures with their elbows.

"Werent you dready aufficdently successful elsewhere?' Jherek asked Rokfrug. "l thought you were
doing extremey wdl with the destruction, the rape and so on..."

"Assng right we were, until..."

"Cork your hole, bum-face!" shouted his leader.

"Oh, dbow-off!" retorted Rokfrug, but seemed aware that he had gone too far. His voice became a
sf-pitying mumble as Captain Mubbers gazed disgpprovingly back at him. Even his fdlows planly
thought Rokfrug's language had put him beyond the pale.

"We're under a bit of agtrain,” said one of them, by way of gpology.

"Who wouldn't be?" Captain Mubbers kicked petulantly at his abandoned weapon. "All the farting
trouble we went to to get knicker-patching back to our ship in the firg place..."

"...and everything we laid waste to crapping re-appearing,” complained Rokfrug, evidently glad to
find a point of agreement with his captain.

"...and dl our puking prisoners suddenly disgppearing..." added another.

"Wha's the point of it?" Captain Mubbers asked Jherek plantivdy. "When we sighted this planet
we thought loating it'd be as easy as wiping your bum."

"Bver ance" said Rokfrug, "weve been buggered about. These people haven't got the shirt-dadtic
they were born with. No common sense. How can you terrorize people who keep laughing a you?
Besides, the scenery keeps changing...”

"It'saPlanet of Illusons™ said Captain Mubbers portentoudy. His pupils darted about in his sngle
eye. "l mean, thisis probably another of their trgps.” He focussed on Jherek. "Isit? You seem a decent
sort of bugger, bascdly. Isit?'



"I don't think anyone's been deliberately mideading you,” Jherek told him. "In fact, there seems to
have been an effort to accommodate you. What exactly happened? Who stopped you?!

"W, it was hdf-and-haf. Partly we just ran out of farting steam,” Rokfrug said. "Then these soppy
little round buggers arrived. They —"

Mrs. Underwood was tapping Jherek urgently on the arm.

He turned, at ladt, to look at her. Plodding up the steps behind them, grim-faced and triumphant,
was Ingpector Springer, Sergeant Sherwood and the party of constables.

"Gee noo fig tendg vegal" said Inspector Springer.

"How hard!" exclamed Mrs. Underwood.

It was time for Jnerek to swdlow afresh pill.

"Led us draight to 'em, didnt you?" Inspector Springer waved his men forward. "Shackle 'em,
ladd™

The constables, moving like automata, pressed forward to arrest the unresisting Lat.

"I knew you'd arrange a mesting sooner or later," Inspector Springer told Jherek. "That's why | let
you get away."

"But how were you able to follow us, Inspector?' Mrs. Underwood asked.

"Commandeered a vehicle" Sergeant Sherwood told her importantly.

"Whose?'

"Oh—"is..." A thumb was jerked backward.

Both Jherek and Amdia turned and looked below. There stood the Duke of Queens, wearing a
bright pastel blue uniform not dissmilar in cut to Sergeant Sherwood's. As they saw him he gave a
chearful wave of hisbright ydlow truncheon and blew his Slver whisle,

"Good heavend™ she exclamed.

"Weve made im an honorary constable, 'aven't we, Ingpector?’ said Sergeant Sherwood.

"Therés no 'arm in 'umorin’ 'em, sometimes.”" Inspector Springer amiled to himsdf. "If it's to your
advantage.”

"Kroofrudi hrunt!" said Captain Mubbers as he was led away.

The city shuddered and groaned. A sudden darkness came and went. Jherek noticed that
everyone's skins seemed ghedtly pale, dmogt blue, and the light gave their eyes a peculiar flat sheen, so
that they were like the eyes of Statues.

"Cripes," sad Sergeant Sherwood. "What was that?"

"The cty —" Mrs. Underwood whispered. "It is so dill. So dlent.” She moved closer to Jherek.
She gripped hisarm. He was pleased to comfort her. "Does this often happen?”

"To my knowledge, no..."

Everyone had stopped moving, even the Duke of Queens, below. The Lat grunted nervoudy to one
another. The mouths of the mgority of the constables hung open.

Another great shudder. Somewhere in the distance a piece of metd rattled and then fdl with a
crash, but that was the only sound.

Jherek pressed her towards the dtair. "We had better get to the ground, | think. If that is the
ground."

"An earthquake?'

"The world istoo old for earthquakes, Amdia"

They hurried down the steps and their action lent motion to the others, who followed.

"Harold mugt be found,” said Mrs. Underwood. "Is there danger, Mr. Carndian?’

"I do not know."

"You sad the city was safe.”

"From the Lat." He could scarcely bear to look at her deathly-pae skin. He blinked, as if blinking
would dispd the scene, but the scene remained.

They reached the Duke of Queens. The Duke stroked his beard, which had gone a seedy sort of
purple colour. "l stopped by a your paace, Jherek, but you had gone on. Inspector Springer told me
that he, too, was looking for you, so we followed in your wake. It took a while to find you. You know



what these cities are like" He fingered his whigle. "Wouldn't you say this one was behaving a bit oddly,
a present, though?'

"Collapsing?'

"Possbly — or undergoing some sort of radica change. The cities are said to be capable of
restoring themselves. Could thet be it?'

"Thereis no evidence..."

The Duke nodded. "Y et it can't be bresking down. The cities are immortd."

"Bresking down superficaly, perhaps.”

"One hopestha isdl itis. You do look sickly, Jherek, my darling.”

"Wedl do, | think. Thelight."

"Indeed." The Duke replaced his whidle in his pocket. "Those diens of mine escaped, you know.
While the Lat were on the rampage. They got to ther own ship, with Y usharisp and Mongrove.”

"They've left?!

"Oh, no! They're spailing everything. The Lat mugt be annoyed. They look a bit annoyed, don't
they? Y usharisp and company have taken over!" The Duke laughed, but the sound was so unpleasant,
even to hisown ears, that he stopped. "Ha, ha..."

The dty seemed to lurch, asif the entire structure dipped downhill. They recovered their balance.

"Wed better proceed to the nearest exit,” said one of the congtables in a hallow voice. "Waking,
not running. As long as nobody panics, well be able to evacuate the premisesinno time at dl.”

"Weve got what we came for," agreed Sergeant Sherwood. His uniform had turned a luminous
grey. He kept brushing at it, asif he thought the colour was dust dinging to the materid.

"Where did we leave the whatst?" Inspector Springer removed his bowler hat and wiped the inner
band with a handkerchief. He looked enquiringly at the Duke of Queens. "Attention there, Specid
Congtable!” His grin was ungpontaneous and horrible. "The arship thing?' There had never been
jocularity so false.

For a moment the Duke of Queens was S0 puzzled by the inspector's manner that he merdly stared.

"Theairship, ho, ho, ho, what brought us "erel" Inspector Springer replaced his hat and swallowed
rapidly two or three times.

The Duke was vague. "Over there, | think." He rotated dowly, gesturing with his truncheon (which
hed turned brown), seeking his bearings. "Or was it that way?"

"Cor blimey!" said Inspector Springer in disgust.

"Mibix?' Captain Mubbers spoke absently, as one whose mind is on other things. He returned to
chewing on the metd of his hand-cuffs.

The ground made a moaning sound and shivered.

"Harold." Mrs. Underwood plucked at Jherek's deeve. He noticed that the white linen of his suit
hed become a patchy green. "We mugt find him, Mr. Carndian.”

As Jherek and Amdia began to run back to where they had left her husband Inspector Springer
aso broke into a trot, closdly followed by his men, carrying the muttering but unresding Lat between
them, and lagtly by the Duke of Queens who was beginning to cheer up at the prospect of action. Action,
sensation, was his lifeblood; he wilted without it.

As Jherek and Amdia ran, they heard the piercing eery tones of the Duke's whidle and his lusty
voice arying: "Hdloo! View hdloo!"

Tiny whispering noises issued from the ground, with each step that they made. Something hot and
organic seemed a one point to be pulsng beneath ther feet. They reached the plain of rotting metd.
Harold Underwood could be distinguished through the murky semi-darkness, gill deep in conversation
with his friend, the rock. He looked up. "Hal" His tone was kindlier. "So you are dl here, now. It says
something, does it not, for our earthly hypocrisies?' Evidently the rock had made no red impresson on
his convictions.

The plain gasped, gave way and became a mile-wide pit.

"I think I'd better make anew air-car,”" said the Duke of Queens, coming to a sudden hdt.

Harold Underwood crossed to the lip of the pit and stared down. He scratched his hay-coloured



hair, disurbing the parting. "So there€'s another levd, a least,” he mused. "l suppose one should be
rlieved." He made to investigate further but did not demur when hiswife gently drew him back.

The Duke of Queens was twiding al his rings. "Do our rings not work in the city itsdf?' he asked
Jherek.

" can't remember.”

At ther backs a building slently burst. They watched the debris float by overhead. Jherek noticed
that dl their skins now had a mottled, glossy appearance, like mother-of-pearl. He moved closer to
Amdia, who 4ill clutched her husband (the only member of the party who seemed serene). They began
to move away from the pit, skirting the city proper.

"It israre that the city's power is overtaxed," sad Harold Underwood's rocky confidante. "\WWho
could need such energy?'

"You know what is causing this upheava,, then?' Jherek enquired of it.

"No, no. A conversion problem, perhaps. Who can say? You could try the central philosophy
department. Except | believe | am all that is left of it. Unless | am the whole of it. Who is to say
which is a fragment and which the whole? And is the whole contained in every fragment or a
fragment in the whole, or are whole and fragment different, not in terms of size or capacity, but in
essential qualities...?"

Regretting his impoliteness, Jherek continued on past the rock. "It would be wonderful to discuss
these points,”" he gpologized, "but my friends..."

"Thecirdeisthe cirde” Harold Underwood said. "We shdl be back again, no doubt. Farewdl, for
the moment.” Humming to himsdf, he dlowed Jherek and Amdiato lead him off.

"Indeed, indeed. The nature of reality is such that nothing can, by definition, be unreal, if it
exists, and since anything can exist if it can be conceived of, then all that we say is unreal is
thereforereal..."

"lts arguments are sometimes very poor,” Harold Underwood sad in an undertone, as if
gpologizing. "'l do not believe that it has quite the authority it dams. Wdl, wdl, wel, who would have
believed that Dante, a Catholic, could have been so accurate, after dl!" He amiled at them. "But then, |
suppose, we mugt forget these sectarian differences now. Damnation certainly broadens the mind, eh?”

Mrs. Underwood gasped. "Was that a joke, Harold?!

He beamed.

Something dive, perhaps an animd, ran swiftly across ther path and into the heart of the city.

"We are a the edge," said the Duke of Queens. "Yet nothing but blackness seems to exist beyond.
Perhapsit is some optical trick? A mafunctioning force-screen?”

"No," sad Jherek, who was ahead of him. "The city dill sheds alittle light. | can see — but itisa
wadeland.”

"Thereisno sun." Amdia peered forward. "There are no ars. That iswhat it is"

"The planet is dead, do you mean?' The Duke of Queens joined them. "Yes, it is a desart out there.
What can have become of our friends?'

"l supposeitistoo late to say that |, of course, forgive you everything, Amdia" Harold Underwood
sad suddenly.

"Whet, Harold?'

"It does not matter now. You were, of course, this man's mistress. You did commit adultery. It is
why you are both here”

With some reluctance, Amdia Underwood withdrew her gaze from the lifdess landscape. She was
frowning.

"l was right, was | not?" her husband continued.

Dazed, she glanced from Jherek Carndian to Harold Underwood. Jherek was turning, a bemused
haf-amile on hislips.

She gestured helplesdy. "Harold, isthisthetime...?

"Shelovesme" sad Jherek.

"Mr. Carndlian!"



"And you are his mistress?' Harold Underwood put a gentle hand to her face. "I do not accuse you,
Amdia"

She gave a deep sSgh and tenderly touched her husband's wrigt. "Very wel, Harold. In spirit, yes.
And | do lovehim."

"Hurrah!" cried Jherek. "I knew. | knew! Oh, Amdia Thisisthe happiest day of my life"

The others dl turned to stare a them. Even the Duke of Queens seemed shocked.

And from somewhere in the sky overhead a booming voice, full of gloomy satisfaction, shouted:

"I told you s0. | told you dl. See — it isthe end of the world!"
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Some Confusion Concerning the Exact Nature of the
Catastrophe

The large, black egg-shaped air-boat containing, in an indentation a the top, Lord Mongrove
SHtled to the ground nearby. A look of profound and mdancholy gratification lay upon the giant's heavy
features. In robes of funered purple he stepped from the boat, hisright hand drawing their atention to the
desolation beyond the city, where not even awind whispered or stirred the barren dust to a semblance of
vitdity.

"It has dl gone," intoned Mongrove. "The cities no longer sustain our follies They can barely sudain
themsdves. We are the lagt survivors of humanity — and there is some question as to whether we shdl
continue to exis for much longer. Well, & least most of the time-travdlers have been returned and the
space-travellers given ships, for dl the good it will do them. Y usharigo and his people did their best, but
they could have done much more, Duke of Queens, if you had not been so fodlish as to trap them for
your menagerie..."

"l wanted to surprise you," said the Duke somewhat lamely. He was undble to take his eyes awvay
from the desolation. "Do you mean that it's completely lifdess out there?!

"The cities are oases in the desert that is our Earth,” Mongrove confirmed. "The planet itsdf
crumbles imminently.”

Jherek fdt Mrs. Underwood's hand seeking his. He took it, grasping it firmly. She smiled bravely up
ahim.

The Duke continued to fiddle with his usdess power-rings. "I mus say one feds a certan sense of
loss" he said, hdf to himsdf. "Is My Lady Charlotina gone? And Bishop Castle? And Sweet Orb Mace?
And Argonheart Po? And Lord Shark the Unknown?!

"Everyone, save those here.”

"Werther de Goethe?"

"Werther, too."

"A shame. He would have enjoyed this scene so much.”

"Werther flirts with Death no longer. Deeth grew impatient. Death took him, perforce” Lord
Mongrove uttered a great Sgh. "l am meeting Yusharisp and the others here, shortly. We shdl know,
then, how much longer we have."

"Our timeis limited, then?* said Mrs. Underwood.

"Probably."

"Gord!" said Ingpector Springer, upon whom the import of Mongrove's words was just beginning to
dawn. "What bad luck!" He removed his bowler again. "I suppose there's no chance a dl of getting back
now? Y ou wouldn't ‘ave seen a large time-machine about, en? We were 'ere on offidd busness..."

"Nothing exists beyond the cities” Mongrove reiterated. "I believe your time-traveling colleague



was prevailed upon to hep in the generd exodus. We thought you dead, you see.”

For an ingant, at their backs, the dty shrieked, but subsided quickly. Scarlet clouds, like blood in
water, swirled into the atmosphere. It was asif the city had been wounded.

"S0 he's returned..." continued Ingpector Springer. "That's for sure, eh?”

"I regret that the evidence would suggest as much. If he was unlucky, he might have been caught up
in the generd destruction. It happened very quickly. Atoms, you know, disspating. As our aoms will
doubtless dissipate, eventudly. As the city's will. And the planet's. Joining the universe™

"Oo0, blimey!" Sergeant Sherwood screwed up his face.

"Hm." Inspector Springer rubbed his moustache. "I don't know what the ‘Ome Secretary's going to
say. Theré's nobody to explan..."

"And well never know, either,” Sergeant Sherwood pointed out. "Thisis afine turn up." He seemed
to be accusing the inspector. "What price promotion now?'

"I think it's high time you reconciled yourselves to your fate" suggested Harold Underwood.
"Earthly ambition should be put asde. We are, after dl, here for eternity. We must begin consdering
repentance.”

"Do be quiet, Mr. Underwood, there's a good chap." Inspector Springer's shoulders had dumped
somewhat.

"It could be that thereisill a chance of sdvation, Inspector.”

"'Ow do you mean, Sr?" asked Sergeant Sherwood. "Sdvation?'

"I have been considering the possihility that one may be granted the Kingdom of Heaven, even after
one has been consgned here, if one can work out, satisfactorily, exactly why one was placed here..."

"'Ere?'

“InHdl."

"You think thisis—"

"I know it, Sergeant!” Harold Underwood's amile was radiant. Never had he been so relaxed. It
was plan tha he was absolutely happy. Amdia Underwood contemplated hm with some rdief and
affection.

"I am reminded of John Bunyan's uplifing mord tde, The Pilgrim's Progress,” began Mr.
Underwood, flinging a friendly am around Sergeant Sherwood's shoulders. "If you recadl the gory..."
They wandered off together, aong the perimeter.

"Would that we were dl so deluded, at this moment,” said Mrs. Underwood. "Shdl there be no
chance of escape, ultimatdy, Lord Mongrove?'

"Yusharisp and his people are currently looking into the problem. It could be that, with careful use
of the resources a our command, we could keep a amdl atifida vessd of some kind going, for a few
hundred years. We should have to ration dl provisons most carefully. It might even be that some would
not be able to join the vessd, that a selection would have to be made of those mogt likdy to survive..."

"A sort of new Ark, then?' she suggested.

The reference was meaningless to Lord Mongrove, but he was palite. "If you like. It would entall
living in the mogt rigorous and uncomfortable conditions. Sdf-discipline would be dl-important, of
course, and there would be no place for anusement of any sort. We would use what we could from the
cities, store the information we could glean, and wait.”

"For what?' asked the Duke of Queens, gppalled.

"W, for some kind of opportunity..."

"What kind?"

"We cannot be sure. No one knows what will happen after the disspation. Perhaps new suns and
planets will begin to form. Oh, | know it is not very hopeful, Duke of Queens, but it is better than
complete extinction, isit not?'

"Indeed,” said the Duke of Queens with some dignity, "it is not! |1 hope you have no intention of
sdecting me for this— this drifting menagerie!”

"The sdlection will be arranged judtly. | shdl not be the arbiter. We must draw lots, | suppose.”

"Thisis your plan, Lord Mongrove?' asked Jherek.



"Wdl, mine and Y usharigp's.”

"It apped s to you?'

"It is not a question of what appeals, Jherek Carndian. It is a question of redities. There are no
more options. Will you not understand that? There are no more options!" Mongrove became dmost
kindly. "Jherek, your childhood is over. Now it istime for you to become an adult, to understand thet the
world is no longer your cockle."

"Don't you mean oyster?" Inspector Springer asked.

"I think he does," agreed Mrs. Underwood, with some distaste. The thought of sea-food was dill
inclined to make her fed queasy.

"It would hep," said Mongrove gernly, "if | were not interrupted. | speak of the most serious
matters. We may be moments away from totd obliteration!” He looked up. "Ah, here are our saviours."

With a sort of wheezing noise the familiar asymmetricd mound that was Y usharigp's spaceship
started to descend, to land near to Mongrove's egg. Almost immediatdy a tiny squesking began and a
mould-covered door opened in the Sde of the ship. From the door issued Yusharisp (at lead, it was
probably Y usharisp) followed by his colleagues.

"So(skree) many sur(skree)vivors” excdamed Y usharisp. "l suppose (skree) that we (roar) should
be grateful! We, the survivors of (skree) Pwedi, greet (roar) you, and are glad to kreee ydp mawk..."
Y usharig lifted one of hisfeet and began to fiddle with something a the Sde of his body.

Another Pwedian (probably CPS Shashurup) said: "l take it (skree) that Lord Mongrove (roar) has
informed you that the end (skree) iswith us and that (roar) you must now (skree) place yoursaves under
our discipline (skree) if you wish to (roar) extend your chances of living (skree) (roar)..."

"A modt distasteful idea," said the Duke of Queens.

The Pwedian said, with a note of satisfaction in his voice: "It is not (skree) long since, Duke (roar)
of Queens, that we were (roar) forced to subject oursaves to your will without (skree) any judification
whatso(skreg)ever!™

"That was entirdy different.”

"Indeed(skree) it wadl"

The Duke of Queens subsided into a sulk.

"Asfar (skree) as we can ascertain (skree),” continued Y usharisp, "your dities are dill continuing to
(roar) function, though they have been hard-pressed. Indeed, surprisingly, thereis (skree) every evidence
that (yelp) they will remain functiond long enough (roar) to (skree) dlow us good time in which to
prepare evacuation (yelp). If a means of harnessing ther energies can be found..."

Hdpfully, Jherek lifted a hand on which power-rings gleamed. "These harness the energies of the
aty, Yusharisp. We have used them for a good many millions of years, | beieve

"Those toys (yelp) are not (skree) what we need now, Jherek Car(roar)ndian.”

"This encounter becomes boring,” said Jnerek in Amdids ear. "Shdl we seek privacy? | have much
to say."

"Mr. Carnelian — the Pwedlians hope to hep ud"

"But in such adull way, Amdia Would you belong to yet another menagerie?

"Itis not quite the same thing. As they say, we have no choice."

"But we have. If the cities live, so may we live in them, at least for a while We dhdl be free. We
gl be done”

"You do not fear annihilaion, ill? For dl that you have seen that wasteland — out there?”

"l am dill not entirdly sure what ‘fear' is. Come, well walk a little way and you can try to explain to

"Wdl — alitleway..." Her hand was dill in his. They began to leave.

"Where (skree) are you going?' shrieked Y usharisp in astonishmen.

"Perhaps well rgoin you later,” Jherek told him. "We have something we wish to discuss.”

"Thereisno time (Roar). Thereisno (yelp) timeleft!”

But Jherek ignored him. They headed for the city, where Harold Underwood and Sergeant
Sherwood had dready disappeared, not long since.



"Thisis (skree) insane!” cried Yusharisp. "Do you reject our (roar) hep, after dl our efforts? After
dl we have (ydp) forgiven you!"

"We are il alittle confused,” Jherek said, remembering his manners, "as to the exact nature of the
catastrophe. So —"'

"Confused! Isn't it (skree) obvious?'

"You seem atrifle inggtent that there is only one answer.”

"I warned you, Jherek," said Mongrove. "There are no more optiond”

"Aha" Jnherek continued to draw Amdia towards the city.

"It is the very End of Time The End of Matter!" Mongrove had gone a very odd colour. "There
may be only afew seconds left!"

"Then | think we should like to spend them as peecefully as possible” Jherek told him. He put his
am round his Amdias shoulders. She moved closer to him. She amiled up into his face. He bent to kiss
her, as they turned a corner of aruined building.

"Oh, thereyou are, a ladt," said an amiable voice. "I'm not too late, after all.”

Thistime, Jherek did not respond to the newcomer until he had kissed Amdia Underwood warmly
upon her welcoming lips.

18

In Which Truthsare Revealed and Certain Relationshipsare
Defined

A burgt of red, flickering light threw the figure of the time-traveller (for it was he) into silhouette. The
aty gibbered for a moment, asif, in its senility, it had just become aware of danger. Voices began to
sound from a variety of places as memory banks were activated, one by another. The near querulous
babble became quite digurbing before it subsided. Amdlids kiss a length betrayed awareness of her
surroundings, of an observer. Their lips withdrew, they smiled and shared a glance, and then they moved
their heads to acknowledge the time-traveller, who waited, nonchdantly sudying some detal of a
lichen-covered structure, until they had finished.

"Forgive us" said Jherek, "but with the uncertainty of our future..."”

"Of course, of course." The time-traveler had not heard Jherek's words. He waved an ary hand. "l
mug admit | did not know if — phew — youll never believe the devil of a job | had to get those
passengers back before coming on here. It couldnt be more than a couple of hours, en? A preity fine
balance. Has everyone dse turned up?'

Jherek could tdl by Amdias expresson that she disapproved of the time-traveller's insouciance.
"Theworld ends, did you know, Sr? In a matter of minutes, we gather.”

"Um." He nodded an acknowledgement but did not judge the Statement interesting.

"The Duke of Queens is here Jherek wondered a a sudden fresh breeze bearing the scent of
hyacinths. He sought the source, but the breeze subsided. "And Y usharisp, from space, and Inspector
Springer, and Lord Mongrove, and Captain Mubbers and the rest.”

Almogt blankly, the time-traveller frowned. "No, no — Society people | mean.”

"Socigty?' enquired Mrs. Underwood, for the moment back in Bromley. Then she redized his
meaning. "The Guild! They are due here? They hope to save something of the world?'

"We arranged a medting. This seemed the most convenient spot. On an ordinary course one can,
ater dl, go no further!" The time-traveller waked the few yards to where his large and somewhat
battered machine rested, its crysdline parts smouldering with dark, shifting colours, its brass reflecting
the red light from the city. "Heaven knows what damage this jockeying about has done to my machine. It



was never properly tested, you see. My main reason for being hereisto get information from some Guild
member, both as regards the obtaining of spare parts and so that | may, with luck, get back into my own
universe”" He tapped the ebony framework. "There's a crack there that will last no more than another
couple of long journeys."

"You do not come to witness the End of the World, then?' Jnerek wished tha his power-rings were
working and that he could make himsdf awarmer coat. He fdt a chill enter his bones.

"Oh, no, Mr. Carndian! I've seen that more than oncel” The time-traveller was amused. "This is
merdy a convenient ‘time-mark’, if you take my meaning."

"But you could rescue Ingpector Springer and his men, and my husband — take them back,
aurdy?' Mrs. Underwood said. "You did, after dl, bring them here”

"Wdl, | suppose that mordly | have contributed to ther predicament. However, the Home
Secretary requistioned my machine | was unwilling to use it. Indeed, Mrs. Underwood, | was
intimidated. | never thought to hear such threats from the lips of British Civil Servantsl And it was Lord
Jagged who gave me away. | was working in secret. Of course, recognizing him, | confided something of
my research to him."

"Y ou recognized Lord Jagged?'

"Asafdlow time-traveler, yes"

"S0 he isdill in the nineteenth century!™

"He was. He vanished shortly after | was contacted by the Home Secretary. | think initidly he had
hoped to requisition my machine for his own use, and took advantage of his acquaintance with various
members of the government. His own mechine had faled him, you see."

"Yet he was no longer in 1896 when you left?" Jherek became eager for news of his friend's safety.
"Do you know where he went?"

"He had some theory he wanted to test. Time-travel without machinery. | thought it dangerous and
told him as much. | don't know what he was plotting. | must say | didn't care for the fdlow. An unhedthy
sort of chap. Too ful of himsdf. And he did me no good, invalving mein his complicated schemes, as he
did."

Jherek would nat listen to this criticism. "You do not know him well. He has been a great help to me
on more than one occasion.”

"Oh, I'm sure he has his virtues, but they are of the proud sort, the egocentric sort. He plays at God,
and that's what | can't abide. You meet the odd time-traveller like that. Generdly speaking, they come to
adticky end."

"You think Lord Jagged is dead, then?' Mrs. Underwood asked him.

"More than likely."

Jherek was grateful for the hand she dipped into his. "I believe this sensation must be very close to
the 'fear' you were taking about, Amdia Or isit 'grief', | wonder?

She became remorseful. "Ah, it ismy fault. | teach you of nothing but pain. | have robbed you of
your smple joyfulnesd™

He was surprised. "If joy flees, Amdia, it isin the face of experience. | love you. And it seems there
isaprice to pay for that ecstasy | fed."

"Pricel Y ou never mentioned such things before. Y ou accepted the good and had no understanding
of the evil." She spoke in an undertone, conscious of the time-traveler's proximity.

Jherek raised her hand to his lips, kissng the clenched fingers. "Amdia, | mourn for Jagged, and
perhaps my mother, too. Thereisno quedtion...”

"l became emotiond,”" she said. "It is hard to know whether such a state of mind is suitable to the
occason..." And she laughed, though her eyes blinked at tears. She cleared her throat. "Yes, thisis mere
hysteria. However, not knowing if death is a heartbeat hence or if we are to be saved..."

He drew her to him. He kissed her eyes. Very quickly, then, she recovered hersdf, contemplating
the city with aworried, unhappy gaze.

The dity had every appearance of decline, and Jherek himsdf no longer beieved the assurances he
hed given her, that the changes in it were merdy superficid. Where once it had been possible to see for



distances of dmost amile, down vidtas of statuary and buildings, now there was only sufficient light (and
that luridy unpleasant) to see a hundred yards or so. He began to entertain thoughts of begging the
time-travdler to rescue them, to take them back to 1896, to risk the dangers of the Morphail Effect
(which, anyway, did not seem to operate so savagely upon them asit did upon others).

"All that sunshing” she said. "It was fdse, as | told you. There was no red sun ever in your sky —
only that which the cities made for you. They kept a shdl burning and this barren cinder of a planet
turning about it. Y our whole world, Jherek, it was ali€"

"You are too critica, Amdia Man has an indinct to sustain his own environment. The cdities were
created in response to that indinct. They served it well.”

Her mood changed. She started away from him. "It is so crud that they should fal us now."

"Amdia..." he moved to follow.

It was then that the sphere appeared, without warning, a short distance from the time-traveller's
"Chronomnibus’'. It was black, and distorted images of the surrounding dity could be seen in its gleaming
hull.

Jherek joined her and together they watched as a hatch whirled and two black-clad figures
emerged, pushing back their breathing-apparatus and goggles to become recognizeble as Mrs. Una
Persson and Captain Oswad Bagtable.

Captain Bastable amiled as he saw them. "So you did arrive safdy. Excdlent.”

The time-traveler approached, sheking hands with the young captain. "Glad you were able to keep
the rendezvous, old man. How do you do, Mrs. Persson? How pleasant to see you again.”

Captain Bastable was in high spirits. "This should be worth witnessng, eh?'

"You have not been present a the end before?!

"No, indeed!"

"I was hoping that you could give me some advice."

"Of course, if we can help. But the man you redly need is Lord Jagged. It was he who —"

"Heis not here" The time-traveller placed both handsin the pockets of his Norfolk. "There is some
doubt that he survives."

Una Persson shook out her short hair. She glanced idly around as a building seemed to dance a few
feet towards her and then collapsed in on itsdf, rather like a concertina. "I've never much cared for these
places. Isthis Tandorn?'

"Shandorm, | think." Jherek held back, though he was desperate for news of his friend.

"BEven the names are confusing. Will it take long?'

Bdieving that he interpreted her question, Jherek told her: "Mongrove edimates a maiter of
moments. He says the very planet crumbles™

Mrs. Persson sighed and rubbed a a weary eye. "We have Shifter co-ordinates which require
working out, Captain Bastable. The conditions are so good. Such a pity to waste —"

"The information we stand to gan..." Evidently Cgptain Bastable had wanted to keep this
gopointment more than had she. He shrugged apologeticdly. "It isnt every day we have the chance to
see something as interedting..."

She gestured with a gauntleted hand. "True. Pay no atention to me. I'm not quite recovered.”

"l am trying to get back to my own universe,”" began the time-traveller. "It was suggested to me that
you could help, that you have experience of such problems.”

"It's a matter of intersections,” she told him. "That was why | wanted to concentrate on the Shifter.
Conditions are excdlent.”

"You can dill hep?'

"Hopefully." She did not seem ready to discuss the matter. Politdy, yet rdluctantly, the time-traveller
checked his eagerness and became slent.

"You are dl taking this Stuation very casudly.” Amdia Underwood cast a criticd eye over the little
group. "Even Hfishly. There is a posshility that at least some of those here could be evacuated, taken
back through time. Have you no sense of the import — of the tragedy taking place. All the aspirations of
our race vanishing asif they had never existed™



Una Persson seemed to express a certain weary kindness when she replied. "That is Mrs.
Underwood, a somewhat meodramatic interpretation..."”

"Mrs. Persson, the Stuation seems to be rather more than ‘'melodramatic’. Thisis extinction!”

"For some, possibly.”

"Not for you time-travellers, perhaps. Will you make no effort to help others?’

Mrs. Persson did her best to difle a yawn. "l think our perspectives must be very different, Mrs.
Underwood. | assure you that | am not without a socid conscience, but when you have experienced so
much, on such a scale, as we have experienced, issues take on a different colouring. Besides, | do not
think— Good heavend What is that?"

They dl followed her gaze towards a low line of ruins recently crumbled. In the semi-darkness
there bobbed, apparently dong the top of the ruins, a processon of about a dozen objects, roughly
dome-shaped. They were immediatdy familiar to Jherek and Amdia as the hdmets of Inspector
Springer's constables. They heard the fant sound of awhistle.

Within afew seconds, as a break appeared in the ruins, it was apparent to dl that they witnessed a
chase. The La were attempting to escape their captors. Ther little pear-shaped bodies scuttled rapidly
over the fdlen masonry, but Springer's men were not far behind. They could hear the cries of the Lat and
the police quite dearly now.

"Hrunt mibix ferkit!"

"Stop! Stop in the name of the law! Collar 'im, Weech!™

TheLa sumbled and fdl, but managed to keep ahead of their pursuers, for dl that most of them,
save Captain Mubbers and perhaps Rokfrug, ill wore handcuffs.

The whidles grilled again. There was a great waving of truncheons. The Lat disappeared from
view, but emerged again not far from Mrs. Persson's time-sphere, saw the group of humans and hesitated
before dodging off in the opposite direction.

The policemen, who would remain solidly conscious of their duty until the Crack of Doom sounded
a lagt, and the very ground fdl away from beneath their pounding boots, continued implacably after thair
prey.

Soon both Lat and police were out of sght and earshot again, and the conversation could resume.

Mrs. Persson logt something of her weary manner and seemed amused by the incident. "I had no
idea there were others here! Were not those the diens we sent on? | would have thought thet they would
have |€ft the planet by now."

"They wanted to loot and rape everything firg," Jherek explained. "But then the Pwedians stopped
them. The Pwedians seem to take pleasure in stopping dmost everyone from doing amost everything!
Thisis ther hour of triumph, | suppose. They have waited for it for along time, of course, so it seems
niggardly to criticize..."

"You mean there is dill another race of space-travellersin the city?* Captain Bastable asked.

"Yes. The Pwedians, as | sad. They have some sort of plan for survivd. But | did not find it
agreeable. The Duke of Queens..."

"Heisherd" Mrs. Persson brightened. Captain Bastable frowned alittle circumspectly to himsdf.

"You know the Duke?'

"Oh, we are old friends.”

"And Lord Mongrove?'

"I have heard of him" said Mrs. Persson, "but | have never had the pleasure of meeting him.
However, if there is an opportunity..."

"I should be ddighted to introduce you. Always assuming that thislittle casis, as Mongrove cdled it,
doesn't disntegrate before | have the chance.”

"Mr. Carndian!" Amdiatugged a his deeve. "l would remind you thet thisis no time for socid chat.
We mud attempt to prevall upon these people to rescue as many of those here asis possiblel”

"l was forgetting. It is so nice to know that Mrs. Persson is afriend of the Duke of Queens. Do you
not think, dearest Amdlia, that we should try to find him. He would be glad to resume the acquaintance, |
amsurel”



Mrs. Amdia Underwood shrugged her beautiful shoulders and sighed a redlly rather shdlow sigh.
She was beginning to lose interest, it seemed, in the whole business.

19

In Which Differences of Opinion are Expressed and
Relationships Further Defined

Becoming aware of Amdids displeasure, and seeking to respond to events as she wished, Jherek
recalled some Wheldrake.

Thus is the close upon us

(Corpse calls to corpse and chain echoes chain).
Now the bold paint flakes upon the cheek

(And our pain lends point to pain).

Now there are none among us

Need seek for Death's domain...

Captain Bastable joined in the lagt ling, looking for approval not to Jherek but to Mrs. Underwood.

"Ah, Wheldrake," he began, "ever gpt..."

"Oh, bother Wheldrakel" said Mrs. Underwood, and she stalked off in the direction from which she
and Jherek had origindly come, but she paused suddenly as a chearful voice cdled out:

"Thereyou are, Amdia Sergeant Sherwood and | were just on the point of Woman's contribution
to Sn. It would be worth having any comments, from the horse's mouth, as you might say.”

"And damn you, Harold!"

She gasped a her own language. Then she grinned. "Oh, dear..."

If Harold had noticed he doubtless accepted her oath as further evidence of thar dtuation. He
amiled vagudy at her. "Well, perhaps later..." His pince-nez glittered so that his eye-sockets appeared to
contain flame. Chatting, he and the police sergeant strolled on.

Jherek caught up with her. "I have offended you, my dear. | thought..."

"Perhaps |, too, am mad," she told him. "Since nobody eseistaking the end of the world serioudy,
then it is evident that | should not, ether.” But she was not convinced.

"Yusharigp and the Pwedlians take it serioudy, dearest Amdia And Lord Mongrove. But it seems
to me that you have no red leaning in their direction.”

"l do what | think isright."

"Yet it conflicts with your temperament, you would admit?"

"Oh, thisisunfar!" She paced on. Now they could see the Pwedian spacecraft where they had left
it. Ingpector Springer and the Duke of Queens hdd their handsin the air.

Standing on three legs, Yusharisp, or one of his comrades, hed an object in his fourth foot (or
hand) with which he menaced Inspector Springer and the Duke of Queens.

"My goodness!” Amdia hesitated. "They are usng force! Who would have suspected it?'

Lord Mongrove seemed put out by the turn of events. He stood to one side, muttering to himsdf. |
amnot sure. | am not sure”

"We have decided (skree) to act for your own (roar) good,” Yusharisp told the two men. "The
otherswill be rounded up intime. Now, if you will kindly, for the moment, board the spaceship..."

"Put that gun away!" The ringing commeand issued from the lips of Amdia Underwood. Even she
seemed surprised by it. "Does the end of the world mean the end of the Rule of Law? What point is there



in perpetuating intdligent lifeif violenceisto be the method by which we survive? Are we not above the
beasts?'

"I think (skree) madam that you (yelp) fal to understand the urgency (skree) of the Stuation (roar).”
Yushaigp was embarrassed. The wegpon wavered. Seeing this the Duke of Queens immediatdy
lowered his hands.

"We (skrrreee) did not intend to continue to threaten anyone (roar) after (yelp) the immediae
danger was (skree) avoided,” said another Pwedian, probably CPS Shushurup. "It is not in (skree) our
nature to approve of (skree) violence or (roar) threats.”

"You have been thregtening everyone since you arived!™ she told them. "Bullying us not, until now,
with weapons, but with mord arguments which begin to seem increasingly specious to me and which
have never convinced the denizens of thisworld (it is not mine, | might add, and | do not approve of their
behaviour any more than do you), Now you give us evidence of the weakness of your arguments — you
bring forth your guns and your bad threats of violencel"

"Itisnot (skree) anything like so (roar) Smple, madam. It is a question of (yelp) survive or die..."

"It seemsto me" she said cadmly, "that it is you who smplify, Mr. Y usharisp.”

Jherek looked admiringly on. As usud, the arguments were indined to confuse him, but he thought
Amdids assumption of authority was magnificent.

"I would suggest,” she continued, "that you leave these people to their own solutions to thar
problems, and that you do, for yoursaves, whatever you think best.”

"Lord Mongrove (yelp) invited our (skree) hdp,” said CPS Shushurup in an aggrieved whine. "Do
not ligen (skree) to her (yep), Y usharigp. We mugt continue (roar) with our work!"

The limb holding the gun became steadier. Sowly, the Duke of Queens raised his hands, but he
winked at Jherek Carnelian.

Lord Mongrove's gloomy boom interrupted the dispute. "I have, | mugt admit, Yusharisp, been
having second thoughts..."

"Second thoughts! " Y usharigp was beside himsdf. "At this (skree) sage!”

The little dien gestured with his wegpon. "Look (skree) out there a that — that (roar) nothingness.
Can you not fed (yelp) the city bresking apart? Lord Mongrove, of dl (skree) people, | would have
thought that you (roar) could not change your mind. Why (skree) — why?"

The giant shuffled his feet in the rust and the dust. He scratched his huge head. He fingered the
collar of hisrobe of funered purple. "As a matter of fact, Y usharisp, |, too, am becoming just a jot bored
with this— um — drama.”

"Drama Skrrreeeee! It isnot agame (yelp) Lord Mongrove. You, yoursdf, said as (skree) much!”

"Wadl, no..."

"There, you see, Sergeant Sherwood. It cannot be argued any longer, | think, that there are no
devils in Hell. Look at those chaps there. Devils, if ever | saw some™ It was Harold Underwood,
emaging from behind the Pwedian's spaceship. "So much for the sceptics, en? So much for the
Dawinians, hm? So much, Sergeant Sherwood, for your much vaunted Science! Hal" He approached
Y usharigp with some curiosity. He ingpected him through his pince-nez. "What a digtortion of the humen
body — revedling, of course, the distortion of the spirit within" He straightened up, linking arms, again,
with his disciple. "With luck, Sergeant Sherwood, we shdl soon get a look at the Arch Fiend Himsdf!”
Nodding to those of the company he recognized, Harold Underwood wandered off again.

Mrs. Underwood watched her husband disappear. "I must say, | have never known him so
agreesble. What a shame he could not have been brought here before.”

"I wash my (skree) feet of you dl!" sad Yusharisp. He appeared to be sulking as he went to lean
agang the noxious sde of his spaceship. "Most of them have run away, dreedy.”

"Shdl we lower our hands?"' asked the Duke of Queens.

"Do what you (skree) like..."

"I wonder if my men ‘ave caught them Latvians yet," said Inspector Springer. "Not, | suppose, that
it matters alot now. On the other 'and, | 'ate to leave things unfinished. Know what | mean, Duke?' He
looked at hiswatch.



"Oh, | do, very much, Inspector Springer. | had plans for a party that would have made dl other
parties seem drab, and | was about to embark on my new project — a life-sze reproduction of the
ancent planet, Mars, complete with reproductions of dl its mgor cities, and a sdection of different
cultures from its higtory. But with things as they are..." He contemplated the blackness of infinity beyond
the city, he contemplated the ruin within. "There aren't the materias any longer, | suppose.”

"Or the means” Mongrove reminded him. "Are you sure, Duke, that you don't want to take part in
this Salvation scheme?"

The Duke sat down upon a haf-melted metd cube. "It doesn't have much to recommend it, dear
Mongrove. And one cannot help feding, well, interfered with..."

The cube on which he sat began to grumble. Apologeticdly he stood up.

"It is Fate which interferes with your usdless idyll!" said Yusharisp, in some exasperation. "Not
(skree) the people of Pwedi. We acted (roar) from the noblest of motives.”

Once more logng interest in the conversation, Jnerek made to lead Amdia away. She ressted his
tugging hand for only a moment before going with him.

"The time-travelers and the space-travellers do not, as yet, seem to be aware of one another's
presence,” she said. "Should we tdl them? After dl, only afew yards separate them!"

"Let usleave them dl, Amdia Initidly we sought privacy.”

Her expresson softened. She moved closer to him. "Of course, dear Jnerek.”

He swelled with pleasure,

"It will be s0 sad,” she said alittle later, in a melancholy tone, "to die, when we have a lagt both
admitted our fedings"

"To die, Amdia?'

Something like a dead tree, but made of soft stone, started to flicker. A screen appeared in its
trunk. The image of a man began to speak, but there was no sound. They watched it for a little while
before continuing.

"Todie?' hesad.

"W, we must accept the inevitable, Jherek.”

"To be cdled by my fird name! Y ou do not know, Amelia, how happy you make me!"

"There seemed no further point in refusng you the true expression of my fedings, snce we have
such a short time together.”

"We have eternity!"

"In one sense, possibly. But dl are agreed that the city must soon perish.”

Asif to deny her words, a steady throbbing began to pulse beneeth their feet. It had strength and
sgnified the presence of consderable energy, while the glow from the surrounding ruins suddenly took on
ahedthier colour, a sort of bright blue.

"Therel The dity recovers” Jherek exclamed.

"No. Merdly the appearance of recovery which dways precedes death.”

"What is that golden light over there?" He pointed beyond aline of dill rotating cylinders. "It is like
sunshine, Amdia"

They began to run towards the source of the light. Soon they could see dearly what lay ahead.

"Thecity's lagt illuson,” said Jherek. They were both overawed, for the vison was so smple yet so
much at odds with its surroundings. It was alittle grassy glade, full of wild flowers, warm and lovdy in the
sun, covering a space of only thirty feet or so, yet perfect in every detail, with butterflies, bees, and a bird
perching in a delicate m. They could hear the bird Snging. They could smel the grass.

Hand in hand, they stepped into the illuson.

"ltisasif the city's memory conjures up afind imege of Earth at her lovdies," sad Amdia "A sort
of monument.”

They seated themsdlves on a hillock. The ruins and the livid lights were ill plainly visble, but they
were gble to ignore them.

Mrs. Underwood pointed a little way ahead to where a red and white chequered cloth had been
spread on the grass, under the tree. On the cloth were plates, flasks, fruits, a pie. "Should we see if the



picnic is edible?

"In @ moment." He leaned back and breathed the ar. Perhaps the scent of hyacinths he had
detected earlier had come from here.

"It cannot lagt," she reminded him. "We should take advantage of it while we may." She stretched
hersdf, s0 that her head lay in his lgp. He stroked her har and her cheek. He stroked her neck. She
breathed deeply and luxurioudy, her eyes closed as she ligened to the insects, feding the warmth of that
invisble, non-existent sun upon her skin. "Oh, Jherek..."

"Amdia" He bent his head and kissed her tenderly upon the lips for the second time since they had
come to the city, and without hesitation she responded, and his touch upon her bared shoulder, her waig,
only made her ding to him the closer and kiss him more deeply.

"l am like ayoung girl," she sad, after awnhile. "It isasit should have been.”

He was baffled by this reference, but he did not question her. He merdy said: "Now that you have
cdled me by my fird name, Amdia, does that meen that we are married, that we can..."

She shook her head sadly. "We can never — never be husband and wife. Not now.”

"No?'

"No, Jherek, dear. It istoo late for that."

"l see Widfully, he pulled up a blade of grass.

"The divorce, you see, has not taken place. And no ceremony binds us. Oh, there is much | could
explain, but let us not waste the minutes we have."

"These — these conventions. They are important enough to deny us the expression of our love?"

"Oh, do not mistake me, my dear. | know now that those conventions are not universd — that they
have no usefulness here — but you forget — for years | have obeyed them. | cannot, in my own sdf,
rebd againg themin so short atime. Asitis, | qudl atide of guilt that threatens to flood through me”

"Guilt, agan?'

"Yes dearest. If | went so suddenly againgt my training, | suspect that | should break down
completely. | should not be the Amdia Underwood you know!"

"Y¢, if there were moretime..."

"Oh, | know that eventudly | should have been able to overcome the guilt ... Thet is the awful irony
of itdl!"

“Itisironic," he agreed. He rose, hdping her to her feet. "Let us see what the picnic can offer us™

The song of the bird (it was some sort of macaw) continued to sound from the tree as they
approached the red and white chequered cloth, but another noise began to break through, a sort of
ghilling which was familiar to both of them. Then, burging from the gloom of the dity into the sunlight of
theilluson, Captain Mubbers, Rokfrug and the other Lat appeared. They were badly out of breath and
sweting; they had something of the appearance of bright red, animated turnips. Ther three pupils rolled
wildy in their eyes as they sghted Jherek and Amdia and came to a confused halt.

"Mibix?" said Rokfrug, recognizing Jherek. "Drexim flug roodi?"

"You are ill, | take it, pursued by the police™ Amdia was impatient, more than cool towards the
intruders, "There is nowhere to hide here.

"Hrunt krufroodi." Captain Mubbers glanced behind him as there came a thundering of boots and
the dozen identicaly clad police officers, evidently as weary as the Lat, burst into the pastord illuson,
paused, blinked, and began to advance towards their quarry, whereupon Captain Mubbers uttered a
drangled "Ferkit!" and turned at bay, ready to do bettle againg their overwhedming numbers.

"Oh, redly!" cried Amdia Underwood. "Officer, this will not do!" She addressed the nearest
policeman.

The policeman said geedily: "Youre dl under arrest. Y ou might as well come quietly.”

"You intend to arrest us, aswdl?' Mrs. Underwood bridled.

"Strictly speskin’, malam, you've been under arrest from the start. All right, lads..." But he hesitated
when two loud popping noises sounded, close together, and Lord Jagged of Canaria, the Iron Orchid
upon his arm, materidized on the hillock.

Lord Jagged was resplendent in his favourite pale yelow robes, histal collar framing his patrician



features. He seemed in high spirits. The Iron Orchid, a her mogt sately and beautiful, wore billowing
white of an untypica cut and was as happy as her escort.

"At lad!" said Lord Jagged, apparently in some rdief, "Thismus be the fiftieth attempt!"

"The forty-ninth, indefatigable Jagged,” crooned the Orchid. "I intended to give up on the fiftieth."

Jherek ran towards his friend and his mother. "Oh, Jagged! Cryptic, magnificent, darling Jagged!
We have worried about you so much! And Iron Orchid, you are delicious. Where, where have you
been?'

The kiss from Jagged's lips on Jherek's was less than chaste and was equdled by the Iron Orchid's.
Standing back from them, Mrs. Underwood permitted hersdf a sniff, but came forward rdluctantly as the
radiant Orchid beckoned.

"My dears, you will be so ddighted by our newsd But you seem distraught. What has been
happening to you?"

"Wdl," sad Mrs. Underwood with some pleasure, "we are currently under arrest, dthough the
chargeis not atogether clear.”

"You seem to have a penchant, you two, for fdling foul of the law," said Jagged, cagting a languid
eye over the company. "It'sdl right, constable. | think you know who | am."

The leading congtable saluted, but stood his ground. "Yes, gr," he said uncertainly. "Though we do
‘ave orders, direct from the 'Ome Secretary...”

"The Home Secretary, constable, takes his advice from me, as no doubt you are aware..."

"I 'ad 'eard something to that effect, Sr." He fingered his chin. "What about these Latvians?"

Lord Jagged shrugged. "'l don't think they offer a threat to the Crown any longer.”

Jherek Carndlian was overjoyed by hisfriend's performance. "Excellent, dear Jagged! Excdlent!”

"And then, gir, there's some question about it being the end o' the world," continued the constable.

"Dont concern yoursdf with that, my good man. I'll look into it, the first chance | get.”

"Veay wdl, sr." Asonein a dream, the policeman sgned to his colleagues. "Wed better be getting
back, then. Shdl we tdl Inspector Springer you're in charge now, Sr?"

"You might as well, constable.”

The policemen wandered out of theilluson and disappeared in the darkness of the city, leaving the
La somewhat nonplussed. Captain Mubbers looked enquiringly up a Lord Jagged but received a
dismissve glance.

Rokfrug had found the food and was cramming his mouth with pie. "Groodnix!" he said. "Trimpit
dernik, quedy!"

Therest of the Lat seated themsdves around the cloth and were soon feasting with gusto.

"So, most miraculous of mothers, you knew dl dong where to find Lord Jagged!" Jherek hugged
her again. "Y ou played the same game, eh?"

"Not at dl!" She was offended. "We met quite by accident. | had, it is true, grown so bored with
our world that | sought one which would prove more agreeable and some, I'll admit, were interesting, but
the Morphail Effect gave me difficulties. | kept being thrown out of one era and into another amost
before | knew it. Brannart had warned me, but your experiences had caused me to disbeieve hm." She
ingpected her son from head to foot and her look towards Ameia Underwood was not as critical as it
had once been. "You are both pale. You need to replenish your bloom.”

"Now we bloom, opulent Orchid! We feared so much for your well-being. Oh, and since you have
been gone the world has grown dark..."

"Degth, we are told, has come to the universe” put in Amelia, returning the Iron Orchid's glance.
Lord Jagged of Canaria amiled a wide, soft smile "Wel, so we are returned a an opportune

"It depends what you mean by opportune, Lord Jagged.” Amdia Underwood pointed out into the
darkness. "Even the aty dies now."

"Of dl our friends" Jherek continued sorrowfully, "only Lord Mongrove and the Duke of Queens
aurvive. The rest are memories only!"

"Memories are suffiaent, | think," said Jagged. "They will do."



"You are cdlous, gr'" Mrs. Underwood adjusted a button &t her throat.

"Cdl mes0."

"We expected you to be waiting for us, Jagged,” said Jherek Carndlian, "when we returned to the
End of Time. Did you not promise to be here — to explan?’

"l arrived, but had to leave agan dmog a once. Through no fault of my own, | was delayed. My
mechine falled me. | had to make some experiments. It was in the course of these experiments that |
happened to meet your mother and she prevailed upon me to satify awhim.”

"A whim?' Mrs. Underwood turned away in disgust.

"We are married,” sad the Iron Orchid dmost demurdly. "At lag.”

"Married. | envy you! How did this come about?'

"It was a ample ceremony, Jherek, my juice” She stroked the white maerid of her gown. It
seemed that she blushed.

Curiosty made Amdia Underwood turn back.

"It was in the fifty-eighth century, | think," the Iron Orchid said. Their cusoms are very moving.
Smple, yet profound. The sacrifice of the daves had, happily, become optiona by the middie of what |
believe they caled the 'Wet Prince’ period. We had little ese to do, you see, snce we were waiting for
the right moment to try to trandfer..."

"Sans maching" sad Jagged, with a certain quiet pride. "We have learned to trave, perforce,
without gadgetry. It was dways theoreticaly possble.”

"By a coincidence difficult to credit,” she continued, "Lord Jagged found me a prisoner of some
extrarterrestria creatures temporarily in control of the planet —"

"The FHerpian Conquests of 4004-6," explained Jagged in an aside.

"— and was able to rescue me before | could experience an interesting method of torture they had
devised, where the shoulders are exposed to —" She broke off. "But | digress. From there we continued
to move forward as best we could, by a series of stages. | could not, of course, have done it on my own.
And some of the natives were obstructive. But your father handled them so well. He is very good with
natives, don't you think?"

Jherek said inasmdl voice. "My father?'

"Lord Jagged, of course! You mug have guessed!” She laughed fulsomdy. "You mugs have
guessed, my egg!"

"I thought there was a rumour concerning Sweet Orb Mace..."

"Your father wished to make a secret of it, for reasons of his own. It was so long ago. He had some
stentific obsession, then, concerning his own genes and how best to perpetuate them. He thought this
method the mogt satisfactory.”

"Asit proved." Lord Jagged put a dim-fingered hand upon his son's head and affectionately ruffled
hishar. "Asit proved.”

Agan, Jnerek embraced Lord Jagged. "Oh, | an so pleased, Jagged, that it is you! This newsis a
gft that makes dl the wating worthwhile" He reached to take his shy Amdias hand. "This is, indeed, the
happiest of dayd"

Mrs. Underwood was reserved, though she did not deny him her hand. She stood in that amiling
company and she tried to speak. She faled, and now the Iron Orchid hugged her. "Tdl me, dearest
Amdia that you are to be our new daughter!™

"As| explained to Jherek, it might have been possible.”

"Inthe past?"

"You seem to forget, Iron Orchid, that there is nothing but the past. There is no future left to us”

"No future?'

"Sheisquiteright.” Lord Jagged took his hands from his son's shoulders.

"Oh!" A knuckle rose to Amelias mouth. "I had hoped you brought a reprieve. It was fodlish..."

Arranging his yelow robes about him, Lord Jagged of Canaria seated himsdf upon the hillock,
indicating that they should join him. "The information | have is probably not dtogether pdatable” he
began, "but snce | promised an explanation when last we parted, | fed obliged to fuffil that promise. |



trugt | will not bore you." And he began to speak.

20

In Which Lord Jagged of Canaria Exhibitsa Frankness not
Previously Displayed

"I suppose, my dears, that | had best begin by admitting that |1 was not origindly from the End of
Time" said Lord Jagged. "My origins are nat too far from your own, Amdia (if | may cadl you Amdia)
— inthe twenty-first century, to be exact. After a number of adventures, | arrived here, some thousand
or s0 years ago and, not wishing to spend my life in a menagerie, set mysdf up as a sdf-created
persondity. Thus, though trapped by the Morphal Effect, | was able to continue my research and
experiments into the Nature of Time, discovering, in fact, that | could, by exerciang certain disciplines,
remain for long periods in one era. It even became apparent thet | could, if | wished, settle in certain
unpopulated periods. During the course of these experiments, | met other time-travelers, induding Mrs.
Persson (perhaps the most experienced chrononaut we have), and was able to exchange information,
conduding, at lagt, that | was something of a sport, for no other time-traveller was as little influenced as
was | by the Morphail Effect. At last | concluded that | was, under certain conditions, impervious to the
Effect so long as | took particular precautions (which included settling very thoroughly in one period and
producing no anachronisms whatsoever). Further research showed that my &bility had only so much to
do with sdf-discipline and a great ded to do with my particular genes.™”

"Ahd" sad Jherek. "Others spoke of genesto us"

"Quite so0. Well, in the course of my various expeditions through the millennia | became aware, long
before that dien brought the news to us, tha the End of Time was close. Having learned so much, it
seemed to me then that | might be able to save something of our culture and, indeed, ensure the surviva
of our race, by making akind of loop. It must be obvious to you what | hoped to do — to take certain
people from the End of Time and put them a the Beginning, with dl ther knowledge (or as much as
could he taken) and their avilization intact. Science would build us new cities, | thought, and we should
have hillions more years ahead of us. However, one factor emerged very early and that concerned the
Morphail Effect. It would not permit my plan, no maiter how far back in Time | went. Only those with
genes like mine might colonize the past. Therefore | modified my scheme. | would find a new Adam and
Eve, who could breed together and produce a race unfettered by Time (or a least the irritating Morphall
Effect). To do this| had to find a man and a woman who shared the same characteristics as mysdf. At
length | gave up my search, discovered, through experiments, that your mother, Jherek, the Iron Orchid,
was the only cresture | had ever found who had genes even beginning to resemble mine That was when |
put to her, without her knowledge of my intentions, that we should conceive a child together.”

"It seemed such an amugng idea" said the Iron Orchid. "And no one had done anything like it for
millennia"

"Thus, after some difficulties, you were born, my boy. But | ill needed to find a wife for you, one
who could remain, say, in the Pdaeozoic (where a gation, as | think you now know, dready exists)
without suddenly being whisked out of it again. | searched from the beginning of higtory, trying subject
after subject, urtil at last, Amdia Underwood, | found my Eve — you!"

"If you had consulted me, gr..."

"I could tdl you nothing. | have explained that |1 had to work in secrecy, that my method of
countering the Morphail Effect was so delicate that | could not, then, afford a angle tiny anachronism. To
conault you, would have been to reved something of my own identity. An imposshility then — a
dangerous thought! | had to kidnap you and bring you here. Then | had to introduce you to Jherek, then |



hed to hope that you would be attracted to one another. Everything in fact seemed to go reasonably well.
But | reckoned without the complications— My Lady Charloting, youll recdl, interfered, piqued by the
manner in which she had been deceived by us”

"And when | went to seek your help, you were not there, Jagged! You were about your tempora
adventurings, then!"

"Exactly, Jnerek. By bad chance | was not able to foresal your going to Brannart, borrowing a
machine and returning to the nineteenth century. | was, | assure you, as surprised to encounter you there
as you were surprised to see me!l Luckily, in one of my roles, as High Court Judge, | arranged to preside
a your trid..."

"...and you could not acknowledge me, because of the Morphall Effect!"

"Yes But | did arrange for the Effect to work at the very moment of your apparent execution. This
led me to make other discoveries about the Nature of Time, but | could not afford, even then, to tdl you
of my plans. Mrs. Underwood had to reman where she was (itsdf regarded as an imposshility by
Brannart) while | worked. | returned here, as soon as possible, desperately trying to remedy matters but
gradudly learning more and more things which conflicted with Brannart's theories. | was able to contact
Mrs. Persson and she was of considerable help to me. | arranged to meet her here, by the by..."

"She has arrived,” Amdia Underwood told him.

"I am very pleased. She wishes to watch — but | move ahead of mysdf. The next thing | learned,
onmy return, was that you had again vanished, Jherek. But you had made a discovery which was to dter
my whole research. | had heard rumours about a method of recycling Time, but had dismissed them. The
Nursery you discovered not only proved that it was possble, but showed how it was possible. It meant
that much of what | had been doing was no longer necessary. But you, of course, were dill stranded. |
risked much to return and rescue you dl, exposing mysdf to the Morphail Effect and, indeed, suffering
fromit. | became stranded in the nineteenth century, and if it had not been for that time-traveling fellow,
what's-his-name, arriving out of the blue, | might never have hit upon the solution to my problem. He was
able to give me a great ded of information about dternate time-cycles — he was from one himsdf, of
course — and | regret that, in order to save mysdf embarrassment (for by then | had exposed mysdf too
far and my disguises, as it were, were wearing rather thin) | had to go dong with the Home Secretary's
scheme for commandeering his time-craft and sending it after you. | did not imagine the complications |
have witnessed..."

"It seems to me, Lord Jagged,” murmured Amdia Underwood, "thet your problems would not have
arisen a dl, had you anticipated certain ordinary humen factors..."

"I bow to your criticism, Amdia | deserve it. But | was a man obsessed — and needing to act, |
thought, with great urgency. All the various fluctuations created in the megaflow — largdy because of
me, I'll admit — were actudly contributing to the general confusion. The present condition of this universe
would not have manifested itsdf for a while yet, but for the energy used by the cities in our various
schemes. But dl that will change now, with luck.”

"Change? You say itistoo late”

"Did | give you that impresson? | am sorry. | wish that you had not had to suffer so much,
particularly snce it now appears that my whole experiment was pointless.”

"Then we cannot ttlein the past, as you planned?’ said Jherek.

"Pointless" Amdia gasped with indignation.

"Wdl, yes and no."

"Did you not deliberately place usin the Paaeozoic as part of your experiment, Lord Jagged?’

"No, Amdia | was not deceiving you. | thought | sent you here."

"Instead we went back."

"That iswhat | am coming to. You did not, grictly speaking, go back. You went forward, and thus
countered the Morphail Effect at corel”

"How s0?'

"Because you completed acircle. If Timeisadircle (and it is only one way of looking at it) and we
trave it round, we go, of course, from the End to the Beginning quite swiftly, do you see? You overshot



the End — you went completely round and back to the Beginning."

"And deceived the Morphail Effect!” said Jherek, dapping his hands together.

"In a word, yes. It means that we can, if we so dedire, dl escape the End of Time merdy by
jumping forward to the Beginning. The disadvantages, however, are consderable. We should not, for
one thing, have the power of the cities..."

But Jherek’s excitement dismissad these quibbles. "And so, like Ovid, you return to lead us from
Times captivity into the promised land — forward, as you might put it, Jagged, into the past!”

"Not s0." His father laughed. "Thereis no need for any of usto leave this planet or this period.”

"But find destruction looms, if it is not aready upon us"

"Nonsense — what has given you that impresson?”

"Come" said Jherek beginning to rise, "I'l show you."

"But | have much more to tdl you, my son.”

"Laer — when you have seen.”

"Very wdl." With aswirl of hisrobes, Lord Jagged of Canaria hdped fird Amdia, then his wife, to
their feet. "It would probably be a good idea, anyway, to seek out Mrs. Persson and the others. But
redly, Jnerek, this uncharacterigtic damism is scarcely called for."

From ther picnic Captain Mubbers and Rokfrug looked up. "Trall?" sad the leader of the La
through a mouthful of plumcake; but hislieutenant cdmed him, "Grushfdls, hrunt fresha" They gave thar
atention back to the food and scarcely noticed as the four humans stepped carefully out of the little
pastora glade and into the lurid, flickering light of that vast expanse of ruins whose very atmosphere, it
now seemed to Jherek, gave off afaint, chilly scent of deeth.

21

A Question of Attitudes

"I mugt say," Jagged paused in his rapid, Sately dtride, "the city suffers a certain lassitude. ..

"Oh, Jagged, you undergtatel” His son was beside him, while the ladies, in conference, came a little
way behind.

Streamers of haf-metdlic, haf-organic matter, of a dusty lavender shade, wriggled across their path
asif withdrawn by the squat building on their right. In the gloom, it was impossible to tdl ther nature.

"But it revives" Jagged said. "Look there, is that not a newmly created conduit?' The pipe he
indicated, running to left and right of them, did seem new, though very ordinary.

"Itisno 9gn, paternd Jagged. Theillusons proliferate.”

His father was insouciant. "If youll have it s0." There was a glint in his eye. "Youth was ever
obdinate.”

Jherek Carndian detected irony in his father, hisfriend. "Ah, sardonic Jagged, it is so good to have
your companionship again! All trepidation vanishes"

"Your confidence warms me" Jagged's gesture was expangve. "Wha, after dl, is a father for but to
give comfort to his children?’

"Children?'

A casud wave. "One forms attachments, here and there, in Time. But you, Jherek, are my only
har."

"A song?

"A son, my love"

As they advanced through the glowing semi-darkness, Jherek infected by Jagged's apparently
causeless optimism, sought for sgns which would indicate that the dty came back to life. Perhaps there
were indeed dgns of this revivification: that light which, as he had seen, glowed a robust blue, and light



which now burned steady crimson; moreover, the regular pounding from beneeth his feet put him in mind
of the beat of a srengthening heart. But, no. How could it be?

Fadtidious as ever, Lord Jagged folded back one of his deeves so that it should not trall in the fine
rugt which lay everywhere upon the ground. "We can rely upon the dties” he said, "even if we cannot
ever hope fully to understand them.”

"You speculate, Jagged. The evidence is dl to the contrary. Ther sources of power have
dissipated.”

"The sources exigt. The cities have discovered them.”

"Bven you, Jagged, cannot be so certain.” But Jherek spoke now to be denied.

"You are aware, then, of dl the evidence?' Jagged paused, for ahead of them was darkness. "Have
we reached the outskirts?"

"It s;ems s0."

They waited for the Iron Orchid and Amdia Underwood, who had fdlen some distance behind. To
Jherek’s surprise the two women appeared to be enjoying one another's company. No longer did they
glare or make veiled attacks. They might have been the oldest of friends. He wondered if he would ever
come to understand these subtle shifts of attitude in women; yet he was pleased. If dl were to perish, it
would be aswdl to be on good terms at the end. He hailed them.

Here the city shed awider shaft of light into the landscape beyond: a pale, cracked, barren expanse
no longer desarving the appdlation "earth”; a husk that might crumble to invishle dust at a touch.

The Iron Orchid twisted awhite pleat. "Dead.”

"And in the lagt stages of decay.” Amdiawas sympeathetic.

The Orchid put her back to the scene. "I cannot accept,” she said levely, "thet thisis my world. It
was S0 vitd."

"It's vitdity was stolen, so Mongrove says" Jherek contemplated the darkness which his mother
refused.

"That's true of dl life, in a sense” Lord Jagged touched, for a second, his wifes hand. "Wel, the
core remains.”

"Is it not dready rotten, Lord Jagged?' Perhaps Amdia regretted her remorselessness as she
glimpsd the Orchid's face.

"It can be revived, one supposes.”

"Itiscold ... complained the Iron Orchid, moving further away, towards the interior.

"We drift, surdly,” Jherek said. "There is no sun. Not another star survives. Not a Sngle meteorite.
We drift in eterna darkness — and that darkness must, dear parent, shortly engulf us, too!"

"You over-dramatize, my boy."

"Possbly he does not." The Orchid's voice lacked timbre.

They followed her and, dmost immediately, came upon the machines used by the time-traveller and
by Mrs. Persson and Captain Bastable.

"But where are our friends?' musad Lord Jagged.

"They were here not long since” Jherek told him. "The Morphail Effect?'

"Herd" Lord Jagged's look was frankly sceptical.

"Could they be with Yusharisp and the others?' Jherek smiled vagudy a& Amdia and his mother,
who had linked arms. He was lill puzzled by the change in them. It had something to do, he fdt, with the
Iron Orchid's marriage to Lord Jagged, this banishment of the old tenson. "Shdl we seek them out,
venturesome Jagged?'

"You know where to look?'

"Over there"

"Then lead on, my innocent!" Lord Jagged, as had often been his way in the old days, appeared to
be rdishing a private joke. He stood aside for Jnherek.

Thelight from the city glittered, for a moment sharp rather than murky, and a building that had been
aruin now seemed whole to Jherek, but € sewhere there were creakings and murmurings and groanings,
dl suggedtive of the city's decline. Again they emerged at the edge, and here the light was very dim



indeed. It was not until he heard a sound that Jherek was able to advance.

"If (skree) you would take back to ther (yep) own time this (skree) group, it would at least (roar)
reduce the problem to tidier proportions, Mrs. (yelp) Persson.”

They were dl assembled, now, about the Pwedian spacecraft — Ingpector Springer and his
congtables, the Duke of Queens, huge, mdancholy Mongrove, the time-traveler in his Norfolk jacket
and plus-fours, Mrs. Persson and Captain Bagtable in their black uniforms, gleaming like sealskin. Only
Harold Underwood, Sergeant Sherwood and the La were missng. Againg the mould-like exterior of the
Pwedian spaceship the Pwedians themsdves were hard to disinguish. Beyond the group lay the
now-familiar blackness of the infinite void.

They heard Mrs. Persson. "We made no preparations for passengers. As it is, we are axious to
return to our base to begin certain important experiments needed to verify our understanding of the
multiverses intersections. ..."

Lord Jagged, his pae ydlow robesin contrast to the generd nocturnd colouring of his surroundings,
grolled into the group, leaving Jherek and the two women to follow. Jagged's private mirth was
unabated. "You are as anxious as ever, My dear Yusharigp." Though it mugt have been some time since
lagt he had seen the dien, Jagged had no difficulty in identifying him. "And so you persst in teking the
narrower viewn?'

The little creature's many eyes glared disagtefully at the newcomer. "l should have (roar) thought,
Lord Jagged, that no broader view (yelp) exised!" He became suspicious. "Have you (skree) been here
dl dong?'

"Only recently returned.” Lord Jagged performed a brief bow. "I gpologize. There were difficulties.
A fine judgement is required, so close to the end of dl things, if oneisto arrive with matter beneath one's
feat or find onesdf in absolute vacuum!™

"At leagt (roar) youll admit..."

"Oh, | don't think we need disagree, Mr. Yusharisp. Let us accept the fact that we shdl dways be
temperamentaly a odds. Thisis the moment for rediam, isit not?"

Y usharisp, whilst remaining suspicious, subsided.

CPS Shushurup intervened. "Everything is settled (skree). We intend to requisition (skree) whatever
we can savage from the (roar yelp) city in order to further our surviva plans. If you wish to (yelp) hdp,
and share the subsequent benefit (skree) of our work..."

"Requistion? Savage?' Lord Jagged raised a cool eyebrow. It seemed that histal collar quivered.
"Why should that be necessary?'

"We have (skree) not the time to (roar) spare to (skree) explain agan!”

Lord Mongrove lifted his heavy head, contemplating Jagged through dismd eyes, his voice as
doom-laden as ever, though he spoke as if he had never associated himsdf with the extra-terredtrials.
"They have this scheme, equivocd Jagged, to build a self-contained environment which will outlast the
find collapse of the dities" He was a bdll, talling the futility of sruggle. "It has certan merits”

Lord Jagged was openly dismissve. He was dry. He was contemptuous. "I am sure it would suit the
Pwedian preference for tidiness as opposed to order. For smplification as opposed to multiplicty of
choice”" The patrician features displayed stern dismay. "But they have no business, Lord Mongrove,
interfering with the workings of our city (which | am sure they understand poorly).”

"Do any of us...?' But Mongrove was dready quelled.

"Besdes" continued the chrononaut, "it is only recently that | indaled my own equipment here. |
should be more than alittle upset if, however inadvertently, it were tampered with.”

"What?' The Duke of Queens was lifted from apathy. He stared about him, as if he would see the
meachinery. He became hopeful and expectant. "Your own equipment, sagacious Jagged? Oho!" He
stroked his beard and, as he stroked, a amile began to appear. "Aha"

They formed an audience for the lord in ydlow. He gave them his best, dl subtlety and self-control,
with just a hint of salf-mockery, enough to win the full attention of even the midrugful time-traveller.

"Inddled not long since with the help of your friend, Jherek, who enabled you to reach the
nineteenth century on your lagt vigt."



"Nurse?' Affection warmed him.

"The same. She was invduable. Her programmes contained every scrap of information needed. It
was merdly a question of refreshing her memory. Sheisthe most sophisticated of any ancient automaton |
have ever encountered. | was soon able to put our problem to her and suggest the solution. Much of the
rest of the work was hers™"

The Iron Orchid evidently knew nothing of this. "The work, heroic husband?’

"Needed to inddl the equipment | mentioned. Y ou will have noticed that, of late, the city has been
consarving its power, in unison with dl our other dities”

"Con(skreg)serving! Bah (roar)!" Yusharisp's trandation box uttered something resembling a bitter
laugh. "Ex(skree)pending its last (roar), you mean!”

Lord Jagged of Canaria ignored the Pwedian, turning instead to the Duke of Queens. "It was
fortunate that when | returned to the End of Time, seeking Jherek and Amelia, | heard of the discovery of
the Nursery and was able to invite Nurse to Castle Canaria”

"S0 that is where she disappeared to — she'sin your menagerie, devious Jagged!”

"Not exactly. | doubt if much of my menagerie, such asit was, survives. Nurse is now in one of the
other cities. She should be finishing off a few minor adjustments.”

"You have a plan, then, to save awhole city?* Lord Mongrove glanced behind him. "Surdy not this
one. See how it perishes, as we watch!"

"Thisis needless pessmism, Lord Mongrove. The ity transforms itsdf, thet isdl.”

"But the light...." began the Duke of Queens.

"Consarved, as| sad”

"And out there?' Mongrove gestured towards the void.

"You could populate it. Thereisroom for a good-sized sun.”

"You see, Jagged,” explained the Duke of Queens, "our power-rings do not work. It suggests that
the city cannot give us the energy we require.”

"You have tried?'

"We have"

"Not two hours Snce" said Amdia Underwood.

"While the city wasin flux. But now?"

"They will not work, Lord Jagged.” Lord Mongrove stroked the dark stones on his fingers. "Our
inheritance is spent forever.”

"Oh, you are too doleful, dl of you. It is merdy a question of atitude” Lord Jagged stretched his
left hand out before him and with his right he began to twigt a ruby, staring into the sky the while, ill
haf-conscious of his audience.

Overhead there appeared what might have been a small, twinkling star; but it was aready growing.
It became afiery comet, turning the stark landscape jet black and glaring white. It grew again and it was
asun illuminating the featureless world for as far as their windng eyes could see.

"That will do, | think." Jagged was quietly satisfied. "The conventiond orbit." Another touch of the
samering. "And aturning world."

Amdiamurmured: "You are the Master Conjuror, dear Lord Jagged. A veritable Mephistopheles.
Is that sun the sze of the old one?’

"A trifle smdler, but it isdl we need.”

"Skree," said Yusharisp in darm, dl his eyes ditted to resist the glare. "Skree, skree, skree!™

Jagged chose to take the remark as a compliment. "Just a smple beginning or two," he murmured
modestly. He swirled the great yelow cloak about him. He touched another ring and the glare became
less blinding, diffused as it was, now, by the shimmering atmosphere exising everywhere beyond the city.
The sky became a greenish blue and the white landscape, with its deep, black fissures, became a dull
grey, seamed with brown cracks; yet ill it stretched to every horizon.

"How undghtly is our Earth without itsimages™ The Iron Orchid was disdanful.

Asif goologizing for it, Jagged sad: "It isavery old planet, my dear. But you mus dl regard it as a
new canvas. Everything you wish for can be re-created. New scenes can be crested, just asit has dways



been. Rest assured that the cities will not fall us”

"So Judgement Day is ressted, after dl." The time-traveller had his head on one Sde as he looked,
with new eyes, a Lord Jagged of Canaria. "'l congratulate you, Sr. You command enormous power, it
seems.”

"I borrow the power," said Jagged, to him, hisvoice soft. "It comes from the cities.”

CPS Shushurup cried: "It cannot be red! This man confounds uswith an illuson (skree)!™

Lord Jagged affected not to hear im and turned, ingtead, to Mrs. Persson who watched him, her
expresson andytical. "The dities conserved their energies because | need them for what, | am confident,
will be a successful experiment. Of course, not everyone will consider my plan a perfect one, but it is a
beginning. It iswhat | mentioned to you, Mrs. Persson.”

"Itiswhy we are here" Her smile was for Captain Bastable. "To see if it should work. Certainly |
am convinced by the preiminaries.”

The huge and hedthy sun shone down on them dll, its light spreading through the city, cagting grest,
melow shadows. The dity continued to throb quietly and steadily; an engine waiting to be used.

"It's extremdly impressive, Sr," said Bastable. "When do you intend to make the loop?”

"In about a month."

"You cannot,” said Mrs. Persson, "sudain this state indefinitdy?"

"It would be preferable, of course, but uneconomic.”

They shared amusement.

CPS Shushurup waddled up, waving a leg. "Do not let (skree) yoursalves be (roar) convinced by
this (skree) illuson. For (roar) illusonisdl that itid"

Lord Jagged said mildy: "It depends, does it not, upon your interpretation of the word ‘illuson? It is
awaming sun, a breathable atmosphere, the planet turns on its orbit, it circles that sun.”

Y usharisp joined the Chief Public Servant. The bright sunlight emphasized the warts and blotches on
his litle round body. "It is illuson (skree), Lord Jagged, because (roar) it cannot lagt the (yelp)
disntegration (skree) of the universal™

"I think it will, Mr. Yusharisp." Lord Jagged made to address his son, but the Pwedians refused to
content themsalves with his answer.

"Energy (skree) is needed to produce (roar) such 'miracles — you will (skree) agree to that?'

Lord Jagged indined his head.

"There mudt (roar) therefore be a source (skree) — perhaps a planet (skree) or two which (yelp)
have escaped the (skree) catastrophe. That source (roar) will he used up soon (yelp) enough!”

It seemed that Lord Jagged of Canaria spoke to everyone but his questioner. He retained the same
mild, but dightly icy, expression. "l fear tha you cannot draw satisfaction even from that idea, my dear
Y usharisp. Moras may be drawn, but by a more liberd inteligence”

"Mords (skree)! You know (roar) nothing of such (yelp) thingd"

Lord Jagged continued to speak to them dl, now more directly than before. "Such is the character
of one prone to morbid anxiety that he would rather experience the worst of things than hope for the
bedt. It is a particular and puritanicd mentdity, and one to which | can respond with scant sympathy.
Why have such conclusons been drawn? Because that kind of mentality would prefer to bring on
catastrophe rather than live forever in fear of its possibility. Suicide rather than uncertainty.”

"You are not (roar) suggesting that (skree) this problem was merdy (yelp) in our own (skree)
minds, Lord Jagged?' Again the strange, mechanicd laughter from CPS Shushurup.

"Wasit not the people of Pwedi who took it upon themsdlves to spread the bad news throughout
the gadlaxy? Did you not preach your despair wherever you could find hearers? The facts were plan
enough to dl, but your response to them was scarcely postive. Therefore, yes — to some degree the
problem was merdy in your own minds. You have not investigated dl the posshilities. Your case
depends, for one thing, upon a firm bdlief in a finite universe, with finite resources. However, as the
time-traveler herewill tdl you and as Mrs. Persson and Captain Bastable will confirm, the universe is not
finite"

"Words (skree) and nothing more..."



Thetime-traveler spoke earnestly. "I may not agree with Lord Jagged in most things, but he speaks
the truth. There are amultiplicity of dimengons to the universe which you, Mrs. Persson, refer to | believe
as 'the multiverse. Thisis merdly one such dimenson, dthough, indeed, dl experience the same fate as
this one, but not smultaneoudy.”

Lord Jagged acknowledged the time-traveller's support. "Therefore, by drawing its resources from
any part of the multiverse a any point intime — which will not be a parallel point —this planet can be
sudained forever, if need be."

"The notion (yelp) is quite without foundation,” said Y usharisp dismissvely.

Lord Jagged drew his high collar about his face and stretched an degant hand towards the sun.
"Thereismy proof, gentlemen.”

"llluson,” said Y usharisp obgtinately, "(yep).”

"Pseudo-science (skree),” agreed Shushurup.

Lord Jagged made an acquiescent gesture and would respond no more, but Mrs. Persson remained
sympathetic to the diens in their great distress. "We have discovered,” she said gently, "that the ‘redl’
universe is infinite. Infinite, timdess and 4ill. It is a tranquil pool which will reflect any image we
conceive”

"Meta(skree)physica poppy(roar)cock!"

Captain Bastable came to her ad. "It is we who populate the universe with what we cdl Time and
Matter. Our intdligence moulds it; our activities give it detail. If, sometimes, we imprison oursalves, it is
perhaps because our humeanity is at fault, or our logic..."

"How can we (skree) take serioudy such notions?' Y usharigp's many eyes blinked contemptuoudy.
"You people make a playground of the universe and judify your actions with arguments so (roar)
preposterous that no (skree) intdligent being (yelp) could beieve them for a moment. You deceive
(skree) yoursaves so that you may (yelp) remain unembarrassed by any mordity..."

Lord Jagged seemed more languid than ever and his voice was deepy. "The infinite universe is just
that, Yusharisp. Itisdl aplayground.” He paused. "To 'take it serioudy’ is to demean it.”

"Youwill (roar) not respect the very quff of (skree) life?"

"To respect it is quite another thing to 'teking it serioudy’.”

"Thereis (skree) no difference” The dien was amug; his comrades seemed to congratulate him.

"Ah" said Lord Jagged, his amile smdl. "You emphasze the very difference in our viewpoints, by
ingging on this difference.”

"Bah (skree)!" Yusharisp glowered.

Asif gpologizing for his one-time friend, Lord Mongrove droned: "I think he is upset because he
places such importance on the destruction of the universe. Its end confirmed his mord undergtanding of
things | fdt much as he did, a one stage. But now | grow weary of the idess.

"Turn(ydp)coat!" said CPS Shushurup. "It was on your invitation (skree) Lord Mongrove that
(yelp) we came (skree) herel”

"There was surdy nowhere dse to go." Mongrove was fantly astonished. "This is, after dl, the only
bit of matter Ieft in the universe™”

With dignity, CPS Shushurup raised an admonishing hand (or foot). "Come, Yusharisp, fdlow
Pwedians. There is (skree) no more use in (roar) trying to do (yelp) anything (roar) more for these
foold" The entire deputation, the Last of the Pwedians, began to waddle back in anglefile into ther
unwholesome spacecraft.

Mongrove, remorseful, made to follow. "Dear friends — fdlow intdligences — do nothing drastic,
please..." But the hatch squelched shut in his melancholy face and he uttered a lugubrious Sgh. The ship
did not take-off. It remained exactly where it had landed, in Slent accusation. Moodily Mongrove began
to pick a a piece of mould on its surface. "Oh, thisistruly a Hdl for the serious-minded!”

Inspector Springer removed his bowler hat to wipe his forehead in a characteristic gesture. "It 'as
become rather warm, g, dl of a sudden. Nice to see the sun again, though, | suppose.” He turned to his
swvdtering men. "You can loosen your collars, lads, if you wish. 'E's quite right. As ‘ot as 'dl. I'm
beginning to bdlieve it mesdf." The constables began to unbutton the tops of their tunics. One or two



went so far as to remove their hdmets and were not admonished.

A moment later, Inspector Springer removed his jacket.

"And the prdiminaries are now complete. There is a sun, an atmosphere, the planet revolves.” Una
Persson's words were clipped as she spoke to Lord Jagged.

Lord Jagged had been logt in thought. He raised his eyes and amiled. "Ah, yes. As| sad. They are
over. The rest mugt be dedlt with later, when | activate my equipment.”

"You sad you are certain of success” The timetraveler was coal, dill criticd. He was not
disposed to support Lord Jagged's view of himsdlf. "The experiment seems somewhat grandiose to me”

Lord Jagged accepted the criticisam. "I make no dams, sr. The technology is not of my invention, as
| said. But it will do its job, with Nurse's help.”

"Youwill re-cycle Time" exdamed Captain Bastable. "I do hope we can return in order to witness
that stage of the experiment.”

"It will be safe enough, during the fird week," said Jagged.

"Is that how you intend to preserve the planet, Jagged?' Jherek asked in excitement. "To use the
equipment | found in the Nursery?"

"It is amilar equipment, though more complex. It should preserve our world for eternity. | shdl
meke a loop of a seven-day period. Once made, it will be inviolable The cities will become
sdf-perpetuating; there will be no threats ether from Time or from Space, for the world will be closed
off, re-living the same seven days over and over again.”

"We dhdl re-live the same short period for eternity?* The Duke of Queens shook his head. "I mugt
say, Jagged, that your scheme has no more attraction than Y usharigp's.”

Lord Jagged was grave. "If you are conscious of what is hgppening, then you will not repeat your
actions during that period. But the timewill remain the same, even though it seems to change.”

"We dhdl not be trapped — condemned to a mere week of activity which we shdl not be able to
dte?’

"I think not." Lord Jagged looked out across the miles and miles of wastdland. "Ordinary life, as we
know it a the End of Time, can continue as it has dways done. The Nursery itsdf was ddiberately
limited — a kind of tempora deep-freeze to preserve the children.”

"How quickly one would become bored, if one had the merest hint that that was happening.” The
Iron Orchid did her best to hide any anxiety she might display.

"Agan, itisaquestion of attitudes, my dear. Is the prisoner a prisoner because he livesin a cage or
because he knows that he livesin a cage?’

"Oh, | dhdl not attempt to discuss such thingd™

He spoke fondly. "And there, my dear, lies your savation." He embraced her. "And now there is
one more thing | must do here. The equipment must be supplied with energy.”

While they watched, he walked alittle way into the city and stood looking about him. His pose was
a once studied and casud. Then he seemed to come to a decison and placed the padm of his right hand
across dl therings on his|eft.

The city gave out one high, dmog triumphant, yel. There came a pounding roar as every building
shook itsdf. Blue and crimson light blended in a brilliant aura overhead, blotting the sun. Then a deep
sound, comforting and powerful, issued from the very core of the planet. There was a rudling from the
aty, familiar murmurings, the squeak of some haf-mechanicd creature.

Then the aura began to grow dim and Jagged became tense, asif he feared that the city could not,
after dl, supply the energy for his experiment.

There came awhining noise. The aura grew strong again and formed a dome-shaped cap hovering
a hundred feet or more over the whole of the city. Then Lord Jagged of Canaria seemed to relax, and
when he turned back to them there was a suggestion of sdf-congratulation in his features.

Amdia Underwood was the first to speak as he returned. "Ah, Mephistopheles. Are you capable,
now, of cregtion?’

He was flattered by the reference this time. He shared a private glance. "What's this, Mrs.
Underwood? Manicheanism?'



"Oh, dear! Perhapsl" A hand went to her mouth, but she parodied hersdlf.

He added: "'l cannot create aworld, Amdia, but | can revive an exiding one, bring the dead to life
And perhaps | once hoped to populate another world. Oh, you are right to think me prideful. 1t could be
my undoing."

On Jagged's right, from behind a gleaming ruin of gold and sted, came Harold Underwood and
Sergeant Sherwood. They sweated, both, but seemed unaware of the heat. Mr. Underwood indicated
the sunny sky, the blue aura. "See Sergeant Sherwood, how they tempt us now." He pushed his
pince-nez more firmly onto his nose as he approached Lord Jagged who towered over him, his extra
haght given emphasis by his face-framing collar. "Did | hear right, Sr?" said Mr. Underwood. "Did my
wife— perhaps my ex-wife, | am not sure — refer to you by a certain name?'

Lord Jagged, smiling, bowed.

"Ha" said Harold Underwood, satisfied. "I must congratulate you, | suppose, on the qudity of your
illusons, the variety of your temptations, the subtlety of your torments. This present illuson, for instance,
could well deceive some. What seemed to be Hdll now resembles Heaven. Thus, you tempted Chrigt, on
the mountain.”

Even Lord Jagged was nonplussed. "The reference was a joking one, Mr. Underwood..."

"Satan's jokes are dways clever. Happily, | have the example of my Saviour. Therefore, | bid you
good-day, Son of the Morning. You may have damed my soul, but you shdl never own it. | trust you
are thwarted as often as possible in your machinaions”

"Um..." sad Lord Jagged.

Harold Underwood and Sergeant Sherwood began to head towards the interior, but not before
Harold had addressed hiswife "You are doubtless dready Satan's dave, Amdia Yet | know we can dill
be saved, if we are genuindy repentant and believe in the Salvation of Christ. Be wary of dl this Amdia
It ismerdy a semblance of life"

"Vey convincing, on the surface, though, isn't it, Sr?* said Sergeant Sherwood.

"Heisthe Master Deceiver, Sergeant.”

"l suppose 'eis, ar.”

"But —" Harold flung an am around his disciple — "I was right in one thing, eh? | said we should
meet Him eventudly.”

Amdiasucked at her lower lip. "He is quite mad, Jherek. What should we do for him? Can he be
sent back to Bromley?!

"He seems very much at ease here, Amdia Perhaps so long as he receives regular medls which the
city, after dl, can be programmed to provide, he could stay here with Sergeant Sherwood.”

"I should not like to abandon him."

"We can come and vigt him from time to time."

She remained dubious. "It has not quite impinged upon me" she said, "that it is not the end of the
world!"

"Have you ever seen him more relaxed?’

"Never. Very wel, let m stay here, for the moment at leadt, in his — his Eternd Damnation." She
uttered a peculiar laugh.

Inspector Springer approached Lord Jagged with due deference. "So things are more or less back
to normd then, are they Sr?'

"More or less, Inspector.”

Ingpector Springer sucked a a tooth. "Then | suppose wed better get on with the job then, .
Roundin' up the suspects and that...."

"Mog of them are in the clear now, Inspector.”

"The Latvians, Lord Jagged?'

"I suppose you could arrest them, yes."

"Vey good, Sr." Ingpector Springer saluted and returned his attention to his twelve constables. "All
right, lads. Back on duty again. What's Sherwood up to? Better give im a blast on your whigle, Rellly,
seeif 'e answers” He mopped his forehead. "This is a very peculiar place. If | was a dreamin' man, I'd



be 'df indined to think | wasin the middle of a bloomin' nightmare. Har, har!™ The answering laughter of
some of hismen as they plodded behind him was dmaost hallow.

Una Persson glanced at one of severa ingruments attached to her arm. "I congratulate you, Lord
Jagged. Thefirg stages are a great success. We hope to be able to return to witness the completion.”

"I would be honoured, Mrs. Persson.”

"Forgive me, now, if | get back to my machine. Captain Bastable..."

Bagtable hovered, evidently reluctant to go.

"Captain Bastable, we redly must —'

He became dtentive. "Of course, Mrs. Persson. The Shifter and so forth." He waved a chearful
hand to them dl. "It's been an enormous pleasure. And thank you so much, Lord Jagged, for the
privilege..."

"Not at dl."

"I suppose, unless we do return just before the loop isfindly made, we shdl not be able to meet —"

"Come dong, Oswad!" Mrs. Persson was marching through the mdlow sunshine to where they had
|eft their machine.

"Oh, | don't know." Lord Jagged waved in reply. "A pleasant journey to you."

"Thanks most awfully, again.”

"Captain Batable!"

"— because of the drawbacks you mentioned,” shouted Bastable bregthlessy, and ran to join his
co-chrononatt.

When they had gone, Amdia Underwood looked dmost suspicioudy a the man Jherek one day
hoped to make her father-in-law. "The world is definitdy saved, isit, Lord Jagged?'

"Oh, definitdly. The cities have ample energy. The time-loop, when it is made, will re-cycle that
energy. Jherek hastold you of his adventuresin the Nursery. Y ou understand the principle.”

"Qufficently, | hope. But Captain Bastable spoke of drawbacks.”

"I see" Lord Jagged pulled his cloak about him. Now Mongrove and the Duke of Queens, the
time-traveler and the Iron Orchid, Jherek and Amdia were dl that remained of his audience. He spoke
more naturaly. "Not for dl, Amdia, those drawbacks. After a short period of readjustment, say a month,
inwhich Nurse and | will test our equipment until we are satisfied with its functioning, the world will be in
aperpetualy closed circuit, with both past and future abolished. A sngle planet turning about a sSngle sun
will be dl that remains of this universe. It will mean, therefore, that both time-travel and space-travel will
be impossible. The drawback will be (for many of us) that there is no longer any intercourse between our
world of the End of Time and other worlds."

"Thetisdl?"

"It will mean much to some."

"Tome" groaned the Duke of Queens. "I do wish you had told me, Jagged. 1'd hoped to re-stock
my menagerie” He looked speculdively at the Pwedian spaceship. He fingered a power-ring.

"A few time-travellers may yet arrive, before the loop is made," comforted Jagged. "Besides, doleful
Duke, your cregtive indinctswill be fulfilled for awhile, | am sure, by hdping in the resurrection of al our
old friends. There are dozens. Argonheart Po..."

"Bishop Cagtle. My Lady Charlotina. Midtress Chrigtia. Sweet Orb Mace. O'Kaa Incarnadine.
Doctor Volospion." The Duke brightened.

"The long-established time-travellers, like Li Pao, may dso ill he here — or will re-appear, thanks
to the Morphall Effect.”

"I thought you had proved that afdlacy, Lord Jagged.” Mongrove spoke with interest.

"I have proved it a Law — but not the only Law — of Time"

"We ghdl resurrect Brannart and tdl him!" said the Iron Orchid.

Amdiawas frowning. "So the planet will be completely isolated, for eternity, in time and space.”

"Exadly," said Jagged.

"Lifewill continue as it has dways done" said the Duke of Queens. "Who shdl you resurrect firg,
Mongrove?'



"Werther de Goethe, | suppose. He is no red fdlow spirit, but he will do for the moment.” The giant
cast a glance back at the Pwedian spaceship as he began to move his great bulk forward. "Though it will
be a travesty, of course.”

"Wha do you mean, mdancholy Mongrove?' The Duke of Queens turned a power-ring to rid
himsdf of his uniform and replace it with brilliant multicoloured feethers from head to foot, a coxcomb in
place of his hair.

"A travesty of life. Thiswill be a sagnant planet, forever cyding a sagnant sun. A stagnant society,
without progress or past. Can you not see it, Duke of Queens? Shdl we have been spared desth only to
become the living dead, dancing forever to the same stale measures?”

The Duke of Queens was amused. "I congratulate you, Lord Mongrove. You have found an image
with which to distress yoursdf. | admire your dacrity!”

Lord Mongrove licked his large lips and wrinkled his great nose. "Ah, mock me, as you dways
mock me — as you dl mock me. And why not? | am afool! | should have stayed out there, in space,
while suns flickered and faded and whole planets exploded and became dust. Why remain here, after dl,
amaggot anongst maggots?'

"Oh, Mongrove, your gloom is of the finest!" Lord Jagged congratulated him. "Come — you must
dl be my guests a Castle Canaria”

"Your castle survives, Jagged?' Jherek asked, putting hisarm round his Amelids was.

"As amemory, swiftly restored to redity — as Sl be the entire society at the End of Time. That is
what | meant, Amedlia, when | told you that memories would suffice

She amiled alittle bleskly. She had been ligening intently to Mongrove's forebodings. It took some
litle while before she could rid hersdf of her thoughts and laugh with the others as they said farewdl to
the time-traveler, who intended, now that he had certain informetion from Mrs. Persson, to make repairs
to his craft and return to his own world if he could.

The Duke of Queens stood on the grey, cracked plain and admired his handiwork. It was a great
squared-off mongter of a vehide and it bobbed gently in the light wind which stirred the dust a their feet.

"The bulk of it is the gas-container — the large rear-section,” he explained to Jherek. "The front is
cdled, | believe, the cab."

"And the whole?'

"From the twentieth century. An articulated truck.”

The Iron Orchid sighed as she tripped towards it, gethering up the folds of her wedding dress. "It
looks mogt uncomfortable.”

"Not as bad as you'd think,” the Duke reassured her. "There is bresthing equipment indde the

gas-bag."

22

| nventions and Resurrections

Soon dl would be as it had dways been, before the winds of limbo had come to blow ther world
away. Hesh, blood and bone, grass and trees and stone would flourish benegth the fresh-born sun, and
beauty of every sort, aImple or bizarre, would bloom upon the face of that arid, ancient planet. It would
be as if the universe had never died; and for that the world mus thank its haf-senile cities and the
arrogant persistence of that obsessive tempord investigator from the twenty-first century, from the Dawn
Age, who named himsdf for a amdl pet anging bird fashionable two hundred years before his birth, who
displayed himsdf like an actor, yet disguised himsaf and his motives with dl the consummeate cunning of a
Medici courtier; this fantagtico in yelow, thislanguid meddler in destinies, Lord Jagged of Canaria.

They had dready witnessed the rebuilding of Castle Canaria, a fird a glowing mist, opague and



coruscating, moddled upon a wickerwork cage, some seventy-five feet high; and then its bars had
become pae gold and within could be seen the floating compartments, each a room, where Jagged chose
to live in certain moods (though he had had other moods, other castles). They had watched while Lord
Jagged had spread the sky with tints of pink-tinged amber and cornflower blue, so that the orb of the sun
burned a dull, rich red and cast shadows through the bars of that grest cage so tha it seemed the
surrounding dust was criss-crossed by lattice: but then the dugt itsdf was banished and turf replaced it,
goarkling as it might after a shower, and there were hedges, too, and trees, and a pool of clear water, dl
ganding in contrast to the surrounding landscape, thousands and thousands of miles of festureless desert.
And they had been fired by this experience to begin their own creations at once and Mongrove went off
to build his black mountains, his cold, cloud-cloaked hdls, his gloomy heights, and the Duke of Queens
went in another direction to erect fird mosaic pyramids, then flower-hung zigguras, then golden
moondomes and etoliated Towers of Mercury, then an ocean, as large as the Mediterranean, on which
floated mongtrous, baroque fish, each fish an gpartment. Meanwhile the Iron Orchid, content for the
moment to share her hushand's quarters, caused forests of dightly metallic blossoms to spring up from
fidds of slver snow, where cold birds, bright as sted, but dectric green and engine red, clashed beaks
and wings and sang human songs in the voices of machines, where robot foxes lurked and automata in
scarlet, mounted on mechanica horses, hunted them — acre upon acre of ingenious animated gadgetry.

Jherek Carndlian and Amdia Underwood were more modest in ther creations; fird they chose an
area and surrounded it with great bresks of poplars, cypresses and willows, so tha the wastdland
beyond could not be seen. Her fandiful paace was forgotten; she wished for a low Tudor house, with
thatch and beams, whitewashed. A few of the windows she dlowed for stained-glass, but the mgority
were as large as possible and leaded. Flower-beds surrounded the house and in these she put roses,
holly-hocks and a variety of old, hdf-wild English flowers. There was a paved area, a pathway, a
vegetable garden, shaded arbours of yew and dimbing roses, a pond with a fountain in the centre, and
goldfish, and everywhere high hedges, as if she would shidd her house from the rest of the world. He
admired it, but had little to do with its creation. Within were oak tables and chairs, bookcases (though the
books themsdlves defeated her powers of cregtion, just as her attempts to recreste paintings failed badly
— Jherek consoled her: no one could make such things, a the End of Time); there were comfortable
amchairs, carpets, polished boards, vases of flowers, tapestries, figurines, candlesticks, lamps; there was
alarge kitchen, with tapped water, and every modern utensil, induding knife-polishers, a gas-copper and
a gas-stove, though she knew she would have little use for them. The kitchen looked out onto the
vegetable garden where her runner-beans and cabbages dready flourished. On the top floor of the house
she created two sets of gpartments for them, with a bedroom, dressng room, study and sStting room
each. And when she had finished she looked to her Jherek for his agpprova and, ever enthusagtic, he
gaveit.

Elsawhere the creation continued: a superabundance of inventiveness. A summoning of certain
particles by the Iron Orchid, and Bishop Castle, complete with crook and mitre, was born again, joining
her to recreate firs My Lady Charlotina of Below-the-Lake, alittle bemused and her memory not what it
was, and then Migtress Chridtig, the Everlasing Concubine, Doctor Volospion, O'Kaa Incarnadine,
Argonheart Po, Sweet Orb Mace, dl restored to life and ready to add ther own themes to the
reconstructed world, to resurrect ther particular friends. And Mongrove, in his rainy, thunder-haunted
crags, let gloomy, romantic Werther de Goethe look on the world again and mourn, while Lord Shark
the Unknown, resentful, unbelieving, contemptuous, stayed in Mongrove's doman for only a few
moments before flinging himsdf from a diff, to be restored by a solicitous Mongrove, who had assumed
that he was not yet quite himsdf, and fussed over until, in a pet, he summoned his plain grey air-car and
sdled away, to build again his square living quarters with thelr square rooms, each one of exactly the
same proportions, and to populate them with his automata, each one exactly in his image (not to satisfy
his ego but because Lord Shark was a being devoid of any sort of imagination). Lord Shark, once his
resdence and his servants were re-established, created nothing further, alowed the grey, cracked ground
to be his only view, whilein dl other quarters of the planet whole ranges of mountains were flung up,
great rivers rolled across lush plains, seas heaved, woods proliferated; hills and valeys, meadows and



forests were filled with life of every description.

Argonheart Po made perhaps his most magnificent contribution to hisworld, a detailed copy of one
of the ancient cities, each ruined tower and whispering dome subtly ddicious to taste and amdl, each
chemicd lake a soup of trangporting exquisiteness, each jewd a bon-bon of mouth-watering delicacy,
each streamer a noodle of previoudy undreamed of savouriness. The Duke of Queens built a flegt of
flying trucks, causng them to perform complex aerobatics in the skies above his home, while below he
prepared for a party on the theme of Death and Destruction, searching the memory-banks of the cities
for fifty of the most famous ruinsin higtory: Pompeii existed again on the dopes of Krakatoa, Alexandria,
built dl of books, burned afresh, while every few minutes a new mushroom cloud blossomed over
Hirashima, showering mushrooms dmogt fit to match Argonheart's culinary marvels. The grave-pits of
Brighton, reduced to miniatures because of the huge amount of space needed to contain them, were
heaped with tiny bodies, some of which dill moved, mewling and touchingly pathetic; but perhaps his
mos effective cregtion was his liquidized Minnegpolis, frozen, viscous, dill recognizable, with its
inhabitants turning to semi-transparent jely even as they tried to flee the Swiss holocaust.

It was, as Bishop Castle proposed, a Renaissance. Lord Jagged of Canaria was a hero; his exploits
were celebrated. Only Brannart Morphaill saw Jagged's interference as unwelcome, indeed Brannart
remained sceptica of the whole theory behind the method of salvation. He looked with a jaundiced eye
upon the caralling sculptures surrounding the green feather palace of My Lady Charlotina (she had
renounced the underworld since the flood which had swept her from her hdls), upon the pink pagodas of
Migress Chrigia and the ebony fortress of Werther de Goethe, warning dl that the destruction had
merdy been averted for a little while, but none of them chose to ligen to him. Doctor Volospion, a
scarecrow in flaring, tattered black, his body black, his eyes red flanes, made a Martian sarcophagus
some thousand feet high, with a reproduction on its lid of the famous Revels of Chaar in which four
thousand boys and girls died of exhaugtion and seven thousand men and women flogged one another to
death. Doctor Volospion found his home "pretty” and filled it ingde with lunatic manikins given to biting
him or laying little vicious traps for him whenever they could, and this he found "amusng'. Bishop Castle's
own laser-beam cathedral, whose twin steeples disappeared in the sky, was unpretentious in comparison,
though the music which the beams produced was ethered and moving: even Werther de Goethe,
impressed by but disgpproving of Doctor Volospion's dwelling, congratulated Bishop Castle on his
sonorous melodies, and Sweet Orb Mace actudly copied the idea for (she was feminine again) her blue
quartz Old New Old Old New New Old New Old New New New Old New New Vesalles which
hed flourished in her favourite period (the Integrd Seventh Worship) on Sork, a planet of some Centauri
or Beta, vanished long-since, the whole structure based on certain favourite primitive musica forms from
the fiftieth century. O'Kala Incarnadine smply became a goat and trotted about in what remained of the
wagtelands blegting to anyone who would give im an ear that he preferred the planet unspoiled; the idea
seemed to give him consderable pleasure, but he set no fashion. Indeed the only positive response he
received a dl was from Li Pao (who had not enjoyed, it emerged, his brief return to 2648) who judged
his role a subtle metaphor, and from Gaf the Horse in Tears who derived much mindless glee from
blegting back at him, hovering overhead in his aerid sampan and occasiondly pdting him with the fruit he
won from one of the thirty or so machines dotted about on the boat's fifth tier.

The time-traveller had become frustrated, for it had materidized that he gill needed someone who
could help him with the repairs he must make to his machine before he would risk a cross-dimension
time-leap. He had found Lord Jagged too concerned with his own experiments to be hdpful and
Brannart Morphail now refused to speak to anyone, having been snubbed so badly in the firg few days
of the resurrection. For a short time he fdl in with another time-traveller, returned, like Li Pao, by the
Morphail Effect, caling himsdf Rat Oosapric, but it turned out that the man was an escaped aimind from
the thirty-sixth century Stilt Cities and knew nothing at dl about the principles of time-travel; he merdy
tried to stedl the time-traveller's machine and was restrained from so doing by the fortunate arriva of My
Lady Charlotina who froze him with a power-ring and sent him drifting into the upper atmosphere for a
while My Lady Charloting, deprived of Brannart Morphail, was trying to convince the time-traveller that
ghe should he his patron, that he should become her new Scientist. The time-traveller considered the idea



but found her terms too redtricting. It was My Lady Charlotina who returned from the old city, leaving the
time-traveller to his brooding, with the news that Harold Underwood, Inspector Springer, Sergeant
Sherwood, the twelve constables, and the Lat dl seemed hedthy and reaively chearful, but that the
Pwedlian spacecraft had vanished. This caused the Duke of Queensto reved his secret alittle earlier than
he had planned. He had re-started his menagerie and the Pwedians were his prize, though they did not
know it. He had alowed them to build their own environment — the closed one they had planned to
escape the End of Time — and they now believed that they were the only living creatures in the entire
universe. Anyone who wished to do so could vist the Duke's menagerie and watch them moving about in
their greet sphere, completely unaware that they were observed, involved in their curious activities. Even
Amdia Underwood went to see them and agreed with the Duke of Queens that they seemed completely
a ease and if anything rather happier than they had origindly been.

Thisvigt to the Duke was the fird time Jherek and Amdia had emerged into society since they had
built their new house. Amdia was astonished by the rapid changes there were only a few smdl areas no
longer dtered, and there was a certain freshness to everything which made even the mogd bizarre
inventions amogt charming. The air itsdf, she said, had the sweet sharpness of a soring morn. On the way
home they saw Lord Jagged of Canariain his greet flying swan, a ydlowish white, with another tal figure
besde him. Jherek brought his locomotive dongsde and haled him, a once recognizing the other
occupant of the swan.

"My dear Nurse! What a pleasure to meet you again! How are your children?'

Nurse was consderably more coherent than she had been when Jherek had last seen her. She
shook her old stedl head and sghed. "Gone, | fear. Back to an earlier point in Time — where | dill
operate the time-loop, where they dill play as, doubtless, they will dways play.”

"You sent them back?'

"I did. | judged this world too dangerous for my little ones, young Jerry. Well, | mugt say, you're
looking well. Quite a grown man now, eh? And this must be Amdia, whom you are to marry. Ah, | am
filled with pride. Y ou have proved yoursdf a fine boy, Jerry." It seemed that she dill had the vague idea
that Jherek had been one of her origind charges. "'l expect 'daddy’ is proud of you, too!" She turned her
head afull ninety degrees to look fondly at Lord Jagged, who pursed his lips in what might have been an
embarrassed smile

"Oh, very proud,” he said. "Good morning Amdia Jherek."

"Good morning, Sir Machiavdli." Amdiareished his discomfort. "How go your schemes?!

Lord Jagged relaxed, laughing. "Very wdl, | think. Nurse and | have a couple of modifications to
make to a circuit. And you two? Do you flourish?"

"We are comfortable," shetold him.

"Slill — engaged?’

"Not yet married, Lord Jagged, if that iswhat you ask.”

"Mr. Underwood dill in the city?'

"So we hear from My Lady Charlotina.”

"Ahg"

Amdialooked at Lord Jagged suspicioudy, but his answvering expression was bland.

"We mug be on our way." The swan began to drift clear of the locomotive. "Time waits for no man,
you know. Not yet, a any rate. Farewd|!"

They waved to him and the swan sailed on. "Oh, he is o devious," she said, but without rancour.
"How can afather and son be so different?”

"You think that?' The locomotive began to puff towards home. "And yet | have modeled mysdf on
hmfor aslong as| can remember. He was ever my hero.”

She was thoughtful. "One seeks for Sgns of corruption in the son if one witnesses them in the father,
yet isit not fairer to see the son as the father, unwounded by the world?’

He blinked but did not ask her to elaborate as, with pensive eye, she contemplated the variegated
landscape seeping by below.

"But | suppose | envy him," she said.



"BErvy Jagged? Hisintdligence?"

"Hiswork. Heisthe only one upon the whole planet who performs a useful task."”

"We made it beautiful again. Is that not 'useful’, Amdia?’

"It does not satisfy me, at any rate.”

"You have scarcely begun, however, to express your cregtivity. Tomorrow, perhaps, we shdl invent
something together, to ddight our friends”

She made an effort to brighten. "I suppose that you are right. It is a question, as your father said, of
atitude”

"Exactly." He hugged her. They kissed, but it seemed to him that her kiss was not as wholehearted
as, of late, it had become.

From the next morning it was as if a strange fever took possession of Amdia Underwood. Her
appearance in ther breakfast room was spectacular. She was clad in crimson sk, trimmed with gold and
slver, rather orienta in influence. There were curling dippers upon her feet; there were odtrich and
peacock feathers decorating her hair and it was evident that she had painted or otherwise atered her
face, for the eyeids were gartling blue, the eyebrows plucked and their length exaggerated, the lips fuller
and of agonishing redness, the cheeks glowing with what could only be rouge. Her amile was unusudly
wide, her kiss unexpectedly warm, her embrace dmost sensud; scent drifted behind her as she took her
place a the other end of the table.

"Good morning, Jherek, my daring!”

He swallowed asmdl piece of toast. It seemed to stick in histhroat. His voice was not loud. "Good
morning, Amdia. Y ou dept wel?'

"Oh, | did! I woke up a new woman. The new woman, if you would have it. Ha, hal"

He tried to clear the piece of toast from his throat. "Y ou seem very new. The change in appearance
isradicd.”

"I would scarcely cdl it that, dear Jherek. Merely an aspect of my persondity | have not shown you
before. | determined to be less quffy, to take a more postive view of the world and my place in it.
Today, my love, we create!”

"Cregte?'

"It iswhat you suggested we do.”

"Ah, yes. Of course. What shdl we create, Amdia?'

"Thereis so much."

"To be sure. As amatter of fact, | had become fairly settled — that is, | had not intended...”

"Jherek, you were famous for your invention. You set fashion after fashion. Your reputation
demands that you express yoursdf again. We shdl build a scene to excd dl those we have so far
witnessed. And we shdl have a party. We have accepted far too much hospitaity and offered none until
now!"

"True, but..."

She laughed a him, pushing aside her kedgeree, ignoring her porridge. She sipped a her coffee,
gaing out through the window at her hedges and her gardens. "Can you suggest anything, Jnerek?"

"Oh — agmdl 'London’ — we could make it together. As authentic as anything.”

"'London'? Y ou would not repeat an earlier success, surdy?'

"It was an initid suggestion, nothing more.”

"You are admiring my new dress, | see"

"Bright and beautiful." He recdled the hymn they had once sung together. He opened his lips and
took a deep breath, to gng it, but she forestaled him.

"It is based on a picture | saw in an illustrated magazine” she told him. "An opera, | think — or
perhaps the musc hdl. | wish | knew some music hal songs. Would the dities be adle to hdp?'

"I doubt if they can remember any.”

"They are concerned these days, | suppose, with duller things. With Jagged's work."

"Wadl, not entirdly..."



She rose from the table, humming to hersdf. "Hurry, Jherek dear. The morning will be over before
we have begun!”

Rductantly, as confused by this role as he had been confused when firg they had met, he got up,
amos desperately trying to recapture a mood which had dways been norma to him, until, it seemed,
today.

She linked her am in his, her step rather springier than usua, perhaps because of the eaborate
boots she wore, and they Ieft the house and entered the garden. "I think now | should have kept my
paace" she said. "You do not find the cottage dull?'

"Duil? Oh, no!"

He was surprised that she gave every hint of disgpproving of his remark. She cast speculative eyes
upon the sky, turned a power-ring, and made a garish royd blue tint where a moment ago there had been
ardatively subdued sunrise. She added broad stresks of bright red and yellow. "So!*

Beyond the willows and the cypresses was what remained of the wasteland. "Here" she said, "is
what Jagged told us was to be our canvas. It can contain anything — any faly the human mind can
invent. Let us make it a splendid fally, Jherek. A vadt fally.”

"What?' He began to cheer, though forebodings remained. "Shdl we seek to outdo the Duke of
Queens?'

"By dl meand"

He was dressed in modest dove-grey today; a frock-coat and trousers, a waistcoat and shirt. He
produced atdl ha and placed it, jaunty, on his head. Hand went to ring. Columns of water seemed to
soring from the ground, as thick as redwoods, and as tdl, forming an arch that in turn became a roof
through which the sun glittered.

"Oh, you are too cautious, Jherek!" Her own rings were used. Great diffs surrounded them and
over every diff gushed cataracts of blood, forming a sea on which bobbed obsidian idands filled with
lush, dark vegetation; and now the sun burned amost black above and peculiar sounds came to them
across the ocean of blood, from the idands.

"Itisvery grand,” said Jherek, hisvoice smdl. "But | should not have bdieved..."

"It is based on a nightmare | once had."

"A horse?'

"A dream.”

Something dark reared itsdf from the water. There was a brief flash of teeth, reminiscent of the
crestures they had encountered in the Palaeozoic, of a snake-like and powerful body, an unpleasant
rushing sound as it submerged again. He looked to her for an explanation.

"Animpresson,” she said, "of apicture | saw as agirl, a the Crystd Pdace | think. Oh, you would
not believe some of the nightmares | had then. Until now | had forgotten them amost completely. Does
the scene please you, Jherek? Wll it please our friends?”

"I think s0."

"You are not as enthudadtic as | had hoped you would be."

"l am. | am enthusiastic, Amdlia. Agtonished, however."

"l an glad | astonish you, Jherek dear. It means, then, that our party has every chance of success,
doesit not?'

"Oh, yes"

"I shell make afew more touches but leave the rest until later. Let us go into the world now.”

"To—7?'

"To offer invitations"

He acquiesced and cdled for his locomotive. They boarded her, stting course for Castle Canaria
where they hoped to find the Iron Orchid.
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Amdia Underwood Transformed

"The Lat are dill with us?' Migress Chridtia, the Everlaging Concubine, licked lush lips and
widened her dready very wide blue eyes to assume that particular look of heated innocence so attractive
to those who loved her (and who did not?). "Oh, what splendid news, Iron Orchid! They raped me, you
know, an enormous number of times. You cannot see them now, since my resurrection, but my elbows
were both bright red!" Her dress, liquid crystd, coruscated as she lifted her arms. They walked together
through the dripping, glassy passage in one of Mrs. Underwood's obsidian idands, at the far end of the
tunnd was reddish light, reflected from the bloody sea beyond. "The atmosphere is rather good here,
don't you think?'

"A trifle reminiscent of something of Werther's."

"None the worse for thet, dearest Orchid."

"You have dways found his work more attractive than | have" (They had been rivas once,
however, for sghing de Goethe.)

Thelight was blocked. My Lady Charlotina rustled towards them, in organdie and tulle of dashing
greens. She staggered for a second as awave struck the idand and it tilted, then righted itsdlf. "Have you
seen the beasts? One has eaten poor O'Kaa." She giggled. "They are fond of goats, it seems.”

"I thought the beasts good,” agreed her friend. The Orchid had retained white as her main effect, but
hed added a little pae ydlow (Jagged's colours) here and there. The yelow looked wel on her lips,
agand the pdlor of her skin. "And the amdl. So heavy."

"Not too sweet?" asked Midress Chridia

"For me, no."

"And your marriage, oracular Orchid," breathed My Lady Charlotina, giving her ears a pinch, to
increase the 9ze of the lobes. She added earrings. "'l have just heard. But should we cdl you Orchid Hill?
Isit not Lady Jagged now?"

They moved back towards the opening in the passage.

"I had not considered it." The Iron Orchid was the firg to reach the open. Her son was there,
leening againg a dark green pdm, garing into the depths of the crimson ocean.

"With Jherek,” said My Lady Charlatina envioudy, from behind her, "you begin a dynasty. Imagine
thet!"

All three women emerged now and saw him. He looked up, asif he had thought himsdf alone.

"Weinterrupt areverie..." sad Midress Chrigia kindly.

"Oh, no..." He 4ill wore clothes his Amdia had consdered suitable — a straw boater, a bright
blazer, white shirt and white flannds. "

"Wdl, Jherek?' His mother approached closer, amused, "Shdl you be presenting us with a son, you
and your Amdia?'

"Anar?'

"A boy, my boy!"

"Ahd | rather doubt it. We cannot marry, you see.”

"Your father and |, Jherek, were not formadly married when..."

"But she has reservations,” he told her gloomily. "Her husband, who is4ill in the city, haunts us. But
perhaps she changes..."

"Her inventions indicate as much.”

A sgh. "They do."

"You do not find this lake, these dliffs, these beasts, magnificently redized?"

"Of course | do." He raised his head to watch the blood as it roared from every edge. "Yet | am
disturbed, mother."

"Resentful of her hidden taent, you mean!” The Iron Orchid chided him.



"Where is she?' My Lady Charlotina cast about. "I must congratulate her. All her work, Jherek?
Nothing yours?'

"Nothing."

"BExquigte”

"She was with Li Pao when | last saw her," Jherek said. "On one of the farther idands”

"l was glad Li Pao returned in time" the Iron Orchid said. "'l should miss him. But so many others
are gong"

"And nothing for a menagerie, save wha we make oursdves" complained My Lady Charlotina
She produced a sunshade (the fashion had been set by Amdia) and twirled it. "We live in difficult days,
audacious Orchid."

"But chdlenging.”

"Oh, yes"

"The Duke of Queens has those round diens” said Midress Chridtia

"By rights” My Lady Charlotina told her bitterly, with a glance at Jherek, "& least one of those is
mine Sill, not very much of an acquisition, by any red standards. | suppose they'll be prized now,
however."

"He remains very proud of them.” Migress Chrisia moved to hug Jherek. "You seem sad,
handsomest of heroes.”

"Sad? Is that the emotion? | am not sure | am enjoying it, Mistress Chrigia”

"Why sad?"

"l am not at dl sure”

"You seek to rivd Werther, thet isit. You are in competition!”

"I 'had not thought of Werther."

"Here he id" The Iron Orchid and My Lady Charlotina pointed together. Werther had seen them
from above and came drding down on his coffin-shaped car. His cape and hood were black and white
checks and he had removed dl the flesh from his face so tha his skull was reveded and only his dark
eyes, in the recesses of the sockets, gave it life. "Where is Mrs. Underwood, Jherek?' said Werther. "l
must honour her. Thisis the most beautiful creation | have seen in amillennium!™

They were dow to answer. Only Jherek pointed to a distant idand.

"Oho!" sad Midress Chridia, and she winked a the Iron Orchid. "Amdia makes another
conques.”

Jherek kicked a a piece of rock. It ressted hisfoot. Again, he sghed. His boater fdl from his head.
He stooped and picked it up.

The women linked arms and rose together into the air. "We go to Amdia" cdled back the Iron
Orchid. "Shdl you join us, Jnerek?"

"In amoment.”

He had only recently escaped the press of guests who flocked about hisintended bride, for she was
a the centre and dl congratulated her on her cregtion, her costume, her comportment and if they spoke
to him, it was to praise Amdia. And over there on the other idand, she chattered, she was witty, she held
them but — and he could define it no better — she was not his Amdia

He turned, at the sound of afootfal, and it was the time-traveller, handsin pockets, looking quite as
dum as he did himsdlf. "Good afternoon to you, Jherek Carndlian. My Lady Charlotina passed on your
invitation. Lord Mongrove brought me. Thisis dl very fandful. You must have journeyed further inland,
during your stay in the Palaeozoic, than | redized.”

"To the creek?"

"Beyond the creek there are landscapes very smilar to this — wild and beautiful, you know. |
assumed this to be a perverse version. Ah, to see again the rain fdling through sunshine on a Paaeozoic
morning, near the great waterfdls, with the ferns waving in a light wind which ripples the waters of the
leke"

"You make me envious"" Jherek stared at his reflection, distorted in the blood. "I sometimes regret
our return, though | know now we should have starved.”



"Nonsense. With decent equipment and a little intdligence one could live wdl in the Paagozoic.”
Thetime-travdler samiled. "So long as one resisted the urge to svim in the creeks. That fish, by the by, is
vary tasty. Swest, you know. Like akind of ham.”

"Um," sad Jherek, looking towards the idand where Amdia Underwood held court.

"It seems to me" murmured the time-traveller after a pause, "that dl the romance has gone out of
time-travd sncel firs began. | was one of the first, you know. Perhaps the very fire."

"A pioneer," Jherek confirmed.

"Quite so. It would be a terrible irony indeed if | were to be marooned here, when your Lord
Jagged puts his time-recyding plan into operation. | crossed eons, crossed the barriers between the
worlds, and now | am threatened with being imprisoned forever in the same week, repeated over and
over again, throughout eternity.” He uttered something resembling a staccato snort. "Wadl, | shdl not
dlow it. If I cannot get help with repairs to my craft, | shdl risk the journey back and ask for the support
of the British Government. It will be better than this”

"Brannart refuses hisad?'

"He is involved, | gather, in building a machine of his own. He refuses to accept Lord Jagged's
theories or his solutions.”

Jherek’s amile was fant. "For thousands of years Brannart was the Lord of Time His Effect was
one of the few laws known to that imprecise science. Suddenly heis dethroned, without authority. It is no
wonder that he became so agitated recently, that he dill utters warnings. Yet there would be much he
could continue to do. Y our Guild would welcome his knowledge, would it not?"

"Possbly. He is not what | would cdl a true scientist. He impaoses his imagination upon the facts,
rather than usng that imagination to investigate. It is probably not his fault, for you dl do that, and with
considerable success. In mogt cases you are in the position to dter dl the Laws of Nature which, in my
own time, were regarded as undterable”

"I suppose that's s0." Jherek saw more new arivas heading for Amdias idand.

"Envidble, of course. But you have log the scientific method. Y ou solve problems by changing the
facts. Magic, wed cdl it

"Vey kind of you." Absently.

"Fundamentdly different attitudes. Even your Lord Jagged is to some, extent infected.”

"Infected?' He saw Argonheart Po's shortcake space-shuttle spirdling above the diffs. It, too,
mede for the idand which had his atention.

"I employed the word without criticism. But for someone like mysdf used to getting to grips with a
problem by means of andytica method..."

"Naurdly."

"Naturd to me. | was trained to despise any other method.”

"Aha" It was usdess to hold himsdf in cheek any longer. He twisted a power-ring. He rose into the
ar. "Forgive me — socid commitments — perhaps well have a chance to chat later.”

"l say." said the time-traveller urgently, "you couldn't give me allift, | suppose? | have no means of
crossing..."

But Jherek was aready out of earshot, leaving the time-traveller apjectly staring a the pink-flecked
foam washing the rocking obsdian shore, stranded until some other guest arrived to help him to the
mainland. Something black and somewhat phalic pushed itsdf above the surface of the crimson sea and
stared at him, smacking itstiny lips before losing interest and svimming away in the direction Jherek had
taken. Removing his hands from his pockets, the time-travdler turned, seeking the highest point of the
idand where, with luck, he would be safe from the beasts and be able to Sgnd for help.

She was surrounded. Jherek could just see her head and shoulders at the centre of the crowd; she
was druggling with a cigarette. In imitation, Sweet Orb Mace, dl mauve fluff, puffed smoke from her
ears, while Bishop Castle decoroudy swung his huge headdress back to avoid collison with the holder.
The Iron Orchid, Migtress Chrigtia, My Lady Charlotina and Werther de Goethe were closest to her and
their words came to Jherek through the generd babble.



"BEven you, Amdia, would admit that the nineteenth century is rather passe..."

"Oh, but you have proven it, my love, with dl this. It is so wonderfully origind..."

"And yet so Smple—"

"The best ideas, Midtress Chridtia, are dways smple..."

"Truly, sweetest Orchid — the ones you wish you'd conceived yoursdf, but never did..."

"But serious, withd. If Man were Hill morta — ah, and what he loses — what a comment on that
mortdity!"

"I see it merdy as beauty, Werther, and nothing more. Surdly, Amdia, the creation is not
intended..."

"There was no conscious intention.”

"You mugt have planned for days —?'

"It came spontaneoudy.”

"I knew it! It'ssovitd..."

"And the mongters Poor O'Kda..."

"We mugt remember to revive him."

"At the end. Not before.”

"Our firg post-Resurrection resurrection! Here's the Duke of Queens.”

"Come to pay my compliments. | bow to a master. Or should it be mistress?"

"Master will do, Duke of Queens.”

"Midress of my heart!”

"Redly Werther, you embarrass me" A burst of laughter such as she had never uttered before.
Jherek pushed forward.

"Oh, Amdia, but if you would give me just the samdlest encouragement...”

"Jherek! Here at lag!"

"Here" he said. A slence seized him. It threatened to spread through the throng, for it was that
kind, but Bishop Castle wagged his crook.

"Oho, Werther. Y ou were overheard. Will this mean adud, | wonder?"

"A due!" The Duke of Queens saw an opportunity to strike a pose. "'l will advise you. My own Kill
with thefall is considered not unremarkable. | am sure Lord Shark would agree..."

"Boading Duke!" The iron Orchid put a pae ydlow hand upon Amdids naked shoulder and a
white one upon Jherek's Joseph-coat. "l am sure that we are as tired of the fashion for dudling as we are
of the nineteenth century. Amdiiamugt have seen enough, of such sport in her native Burnley.”

"Bromley," sad Jherek.

"Forgive me. Bromley."

"Oh, but the idea is appeding!" cawed Doctor Volospion, his pointed chin thrugt forward from
beneath the brim of his hat. He cocked an eye fird a Jherek, then at Werther. "The one so fresh and
hedthy, the other so stale and deathly. It would suit you, Werther, eh? With your penchant for parable. A
dud between Life and Death. Whoever shdl win shdl decide the fate of the planet!”

"I could not undertake such a respongbility, Doctor Volospion.” It was impossible to tdl ether from
Werther's tone or from his expression (a skull's are limited at the best of times) if he jested or was in
earnest.

Jherek, who had never much cared for Doctor Vologpion (the doctor's jedousy of Lord Jagged
was notorious), affected not to have heard. His suspicion of Volospion's motives was confirmed with the
next remark.

"Isit only Jagged then who is dlowed to decide Man's fate?"

"We choose our own!" Jherek defended his absent father. "Lord Jagged merdly supplies us with the
means of choice. We should have none a dl without him!*

"So the old dog is barked for by the pup.” Doctor Volospion's malice was &t its sharpest.

"You forget, Doctor Vologpion,” said the Iron Orchid sweetly, "that the bitch is here, too."

Volospion bowed to this, a withdrawd.

In a loud voice Amdia Underwood declared: "Shdl we repair to the largest idand? Refreshment



awatsus”

"I anticipate ingpiration,” said Argonheart Po, with waghty gdlantry.

The guests became airborne.

For a second Jherek and Amdia were Ieft done, confronting one another. His face was a question
which she ignored. He made a movement towards her, certain that he saw pain and bewilderment behind
those painted, unblinking eyes.

"Amdia..."

She was dready riSng.

"You punish me" His hand went up, asif to catch at her fluttering gown.

"Not you, my love"

24

TheVision in the City

"We hear you have command of so many ancient arts, Mrs. Underwood. You read | understand?'
Agape, Gaf the Horse in Tears, dl foliage save for hisface, one of Amelias swiss ralls filling the twigs at
the end of hisleft bough, rustled with enthusasm. "And write, en?'

"A litle” Her amusement was s&lf-conscious.

"And play an ingrument?'

Sheindined an atificid curl or two. "The harmonium.”

The guests, each with a costume more outrageous than the next, filed in to stand on both sides of
the long tredtle tables, sampling the cups of tea, the cucumber sandwiches, the roast ham, the cold
sausages, the strawberry flan, the battenbergs, the ginger cakes, the lettuce and the cress, dl under the
shade of the tdl red and white striped marquee. Jherek, in a corner of the tent, nibbled a pensve
teacake, ignored by dl save Li Pao, who was complaining of his trestment during his brief return home.
"They cdled me decadent, you know..."

"And you sew. Embroider, is it?' Bishop Castle carefully replaced a rattling, scarcely tasted, cup
upon the trestle.

"l used to. Thereislittle point, now..."

"But you mugt demongtrate these artd™ The Iron Orchid Sgndled to Jherek. "Jherek. You told us
Amdia sang, did you not?'

"Did | tdl you that? She does."

"You mud persuade her to giveusan ar.”

"A son?'

"A song, my seed!”

He looked miserably over to where Amdia gesticulated, laughing with Doctor Volospion. "Will you
dang ahymn for us, Amdia?'

Her answering amile chilled him. "Not now, | think." The crimson-clad arms spread wide. "Has
everyone enough tea?'

A murmur of satiation.

Werther advanced again, hovering, a white hand holding a siver cake-stand from which he helped
himsdlf, popping one padiry a atimeinto his clacking jaws. "Queen of Mdancholy, come with me to my
Schloss Dolorous, my dear and my darling to be!™

Sheflirted. At least, she attempted to flirt. "Oh, chivarous Knight of Desath, in whose ams is eternd
rest — would that | were free"" The eydlids fluttered. Was there atear? Jherek could bear no more. She
was glanding towards him, perhaps to test his reaction, as he bowed and |€eft the tent.

He hegtated outside. The red cascades continued to fdl from al sdes into the lake. The obsdian



idands dowly drifted to the centre, some of them aready touching. In the distance he could see the
time-traveller gingarly legping from one to another.

He had a compulson to seek solitude in the old aty, where he had sought it as a boy. It was
possible that he would find his father there and could gain advice.

"Jherek!"

Amdia stood behind him. There was a tear on either scarlet cheek. "Where are you going? You are
apoor host today."

"l am ignored. | am extraneous." He spoke as lightly as he could. "Surdy | am not missed. All the
guedsjoin your entourage.”

"You are hurt?'

"I merdy had it in mind to vist the city.”

"Isit not bad manners?’

"I do not understand you fully, Amdia"

"You go now?'

"It occurred to me to go now."

She paused. Then: "l would go with you."

"You seem content” — a backward look at the marquee — "with dl this™

"I do it to please you. It was what you wanted." But she accused him. The tears had fdlen: no more
followed.

"l see”

"And you find my new role unattractive?"

"It is vary fine It isimpressve. Indantly, you rank with the finest of fashion-setters. The whole of
society celebrates your taents, your beauty. Werther courts you. Others will."

"Isthat not how lifeisled, at the End of Time — with amusements, flirtations?"

"l suppose that it is”

"Then | mug learn to indulge in such things if | am to be accepted.” Agan that chilling smile
"Midress Chrigia would have you for alover. You have not noticed?'

"I want only you. You are aready accepted. Y ou have seen that today."

"Because | play the proper game.”

"If youll haveit so. Youll stay here, then?"

"Let me and I'll come with you. | am unused to so much attention. It has an effect upon the nerves.
And | would satisfy mysdf that Harold fareswell.”

"Oh, you are concerned for him."

"Of course" She added: "l have yet to cultivate that particular insouciance characteristic of your
world."

Lord Jagged's swan was drifting down. The pae yedlow draperies hillowed, he was somewhere
amongds them — they heard his voice.

"My dears. How convenient. | did not wish to become involved with your party, but | did want to
make a brief vigt, to congratulate you upon it. A beautiful ambience, Amdia. It is yours, of course.”

She acknowledged it. The swan began to hover, Lord Jagged's face now digtinct, faintly amused as
it often was, looking down on them. "You are more & ease, | see, with the End of Time, Amdia”

"I begin to understand how one such as | might learn to live here, Mephistophdes.”

The reference brought laughter, as it dways did. "So you have not completely committed yoursdif.
No wedding, yet?'

"To Jherek?' She did not look at Jherek Carnelian, who remained subdued. "Not yet."

"The same reasons?”’

"I do my best to forget them.”

"A little more time, that is dl you need, my dear." Jagged's stare gained intengty, but the irony
remained.

"| gather there isonly alittle left.”

"It depends upon your attitude, as | say. Life will continue as it has dways done. There will be no



cherge

"No change" she said, her voice dropping. "Exactly."

"W, | must continue about my work. | wish you well, Amdia — and you, my son. You have ill
to recover from dl your adventures. Y our mood will improve, | am sure.”

"Let us hope 0, Lord Jagged.”

"Hi! | say there. Hi!" It was the time-traveler, from a nearby idand. He waved at Jagged's swan. "Is
that you, Jagged?'

Lord Jagged of Canaria turned a handsome head to contemplate the source of this interruption.
"Ah, my dear chap. | was looking for you. You need help, | gather.”

"To get off this damned idand.”

"And to leave this damned era, too, do you not?'

"If you are in a pogtion..."

"You mug forgive me for my tardiness. Urgent problems. Now solved." The swan began to glide
towards the time-traveler, s#ttling on the rocky shore so that he could dimb aboard. They heard the
time-travdler say: "Thisis a greet rdief, Lord Jagged. One of the quartz rods requires attention, aso two
or three of the insruments need adjusting..."

"Quite s0," came Jagged's voice. "I head now for Castle Canaria where we shdl discuss the matter
inful."

The swan rose highinto the air and disappeared above one of the diffs leaving Jherek and Amdia
daing after it.

"Was that Jagged?' It was the Iron Orchid, at the entrance to the tent. "He said he might come.
Amdia, everyone is remarking on your absence.”

Amdia went to her. "Dearest Orchid, be hostess for a little while. 1 am 4ill inexperienced. | tire,
Jherek and | would rest from the excitement.”

The Iron Orchid was sympathetic. "I will give them your gpologies. Return soon, for our sakes.”

"l will."

Jherek had dready summoned the locomotive. It awaited them, blue and white steam drifting from
its funnd, emerads and sapphires winking.

Asthey dimbed into the air they looked down on the scene of Amelidsfird socid crestion. Agang
the surrounding landscape it resembled some vast and terrible wound; asif the Earth were living flesh and
agigantic spear had been driven into its side.

Shortly, the city appeared upon the horizon, its oddly shaped, corroded towers, its varicoloured
hao, its drifting streamers and clouds of chemicd vapour, its little grumblings and murmurings, its peculiar
hdf-organic, hdf-metdlic odour, filling them both with a peculiar sense of nogtdgia, as if for happier,
smpler days.

They had not spoken since they had left; nether, it seemed, was capable of beginning a
conversation; nether could come to terms with fedings which were, to Jherek a least, completely
unfamiliar. He thought thet for dl her gaudy new finery he had never known her so despairing. She hinted
a this despair, yet denied it when questioned. Used to paradox, bdieving it the uff of existence, he
found this particular paradox decidedly unwelcome.

"Youwill look for Mr. Underwood?' he asked, as they approached the city.

"And you?'

He knew foreboding. He wished to volunteer to accompany her, but was overwhelmed by unusud
and probably unnecessary tact.

"Oh, I'll seek the haunts of my boyhood."

"lent that Brannart?'

"Where?' He peered.

She was pointing into a tangle of ancient, rotten machinery. "l thought in there. But he has gone. |
even glimpsed one of those Lat, too."

"What would Brannart want with the Lat?"

"Nothing, of course.”



They had flown past, but though he looked back, he saw no sgn either of Brannart Morphail or the
Lat. "It would explain why he did not attend the party.”

"l assumed that was pique, only."

"He could never resist an opportunity in the past to air his portentous opinions” said Jherek. "l am
of the beief that he gill works to thwart our Lord Jagged, but tha he cannot be successful. The
time-traveler was explaining to me, as | recal, why Brannart's methods fall.”

"So Brannart is out of favour,” said she. "He did much to hdp you at fire." She chided him.

"By sending you back to Bromley? He forgets, when he berates us for our meddling with Time, thet
a great ded of what happened was because of his connivance with My Lady Charlotina. Waste no
sympathy on Brannart, Amdia"

"Sympethy? Oh, | have little of that now." She had returned to her frigid, sardonic manner.

This fresh ambiguity caused further retreat into his own thoughts. He had surprised himsdf with his
critidsms, having hdf a notion that he did not redly intend to attack Brannart Morphail at dl. He was
inexpert in this business of accusation and sAf-immolation: a novice in the expresson of emotiond pain,
whereas she, it now seemed, was a veteran. He floundered, he who had known only extrovert joy,
innocent love; he floundered in a swamp which she in her ambivaence created for them both. Perhaps it
would have been better if she had never announced her love and retained her stern reliance upon
Bromley and its mores, left him to play the gdlant, the suitor, with dl the extravagance of hisworld. Were
his accusations redly directed & her, or even at himsdf? And did she not actudly rack her own psyche,
dl aggression turned upon hersdlf and only incidentaly upon him, so that he could not react as one who is
threatened, mugt thresh about for an object, another person, upon whom to vent his building wrath, as a
beaten dog snaps at a neutrd hand, unable to contemplate the possibility thet it isits master's victim?

All thiswas too much for Jherek Carnelian. He sought relief in the outer world; they flew across a
lake whose surface was a rainbow swirl, bubbling and midty, then across afidd of lapis lazuli dotted with
carved stone columns, the remnants of some peculiar two hundred thousandth-century technology. He
saw, ahead, the mile-wide pit where not long since they had awaited the end of the world. He made the
locomative circle and land in the middle of a group of ruins wresathed in bright orange fire, each flame an
amog familiar shape. He helped her from the footplate and they stood in frozen attitudes for a second
before he looked deliberately into her kohl-circled eyesto see if she guessed his thoughts, for he had no
words — to express them; the vocabulary of the End of Time was rich only in hyperbole. He reflected
then that it had been his origina impulse to expand his own vocabulary, and consequently his experience,
thet had led him to this present pass. He amiled.

"Something amuses you?' she said.

"Ah, no, Amdia Itisonly that | cannot say whet | wish to say —"

"Do not he congtrained by good manners. You are disappointed in me. Y ou love me no longer.”

"Youwish meto say 07

"Itistrue, isit not? Y ou have found me out for whet | am."

"Oh, Amdia, | love you Hill. But to see you in such misary — it makes me dumb. The Amdial now
see is not what you arel”

"I am learning to enjoy the pleasures of the End of Time. Y ou mugt dlow me an gpprenticeship.”

"You do not enjoy them. Y ou use them to destroy yoursdf."

"To destroy my old-fashioned notions. Not mysdf."

Perhaps those nations are essentid. Perhaps they are the Amdia Underwood | love, or & least part
of her..." He subsided; words again failed him.

"I think you are mistaken." Did she deliberately put this distance between them? Was it possible that
she regretted her declaration of love, fdt bound by it?

"You love me 4ill...?"

She laughed. "All love dl at the End of Time"

With an air of resolve, she broke the ensuing slence. "Wdl, | will look for Harold.”

He pointed out a ydlow-brown metd pathway. "That will lead you to the place where you left him."

"Thank you." She set off. The dress and the boots gave her a hobbling motion; her normd grace



was dmogt entirdly gone. His heart went to her, but his throat remained incapable of speech, his body
incgpable of movement. She turned a corner, where a tdl machine, its casng damaged to expose
complicated circuits, whispered vague promises to her as she passed but became inaudible, a hopeless
whore, quickly rebuffed by her lack of interest.

For a moment Jherek's atention was diverted by the gght of three little egg-shaped robots on
caerpillar tracks trundling across a nearby area of rubble deep in a conversation held in a polysyllabic,
utterly incomprehensible language; he looked back to the road. She was gone.

He was done in the city, but the solitude was no longer palatable. He wanted to pursue her, to
demand her own andlyss of her mood, but perhaps she was as incapable of expressng hersdf as was he.
Did Bromley supply a means of interpreting emotion as readily asit supplied standards of socid conduct?

He began to suspect that neither Amdids society nor his, for dl their differences, concerned
themsealves with anything but the surface of things. Now that he was in the dity it might be that he could
find some 4ill functioning memory bank capable of recdling the wisdom of one of those eras, like the
Hfth Confucian or the Zen Commonwedth, which had placed rather exaggerated emphasis on
sdf-knowledge and its expression. Even the strange, neuratic refinements of that other period with which
he had a dight familiarity, the Saint-Claude Dictatorship (under which every dtizen had been enjoined to
supply three diginctly different explanaions as to ther psychologica motives for taking even the most
minor decisions), might afford him a clue to Amelids behaviour and his own reactions. It occurred to him
that she might be acting so strangdly because, in some smple way, he was faling to console her. He
began to wak through the ruins, in the opposite direction to the one she had taken, trying to recal
something of Dawn Age society. Could it be that he was supposed to kill Mr. Underwood? It would be
essy enough to do. And would she permit her husband's resurrection? Should he, Jherek, change his
appearance, to resemble Harold Underwood as much as possible? Had she rejected his suggestion that
he change his name to hers because it was not enough? He paused to lean agang a carved jade post
whose tip was logt in chemicad mig high above his head. He seemed to remember reading of some ritud
formdizing the giving of onesdf into another's power. Did she pine because he did not perform it? Or did
the reverse apply? Did kneding have something to do with it, and if so who kndlt to whom?

"Om," sad the jade post.

"Eh?' said Jherek, sartled.

"Om," intoned the post. "Om."

"Did you detect my thoughts, post?'

"I am merdly an aid to meditation, brother. | do not interpret.”

"Itisinterpretation | need. If you could direct me..."

"Bverything is as everything dse," the post told him. Everything is nothing and nothing is everything.
The mind of man is the universe and the universe is the mind of man. We are dl characters in God's
dreams. We are dl God."

"Eadly said, pogt.”

"Because athing is easy does not mean that it is difficult. Because a thing is difficult does not mean
thet it iseasy."

"Isthat not a tautology?'

"The universe is one vadt tautology, brother, yet no one thing is the same as another.”

"You are not very hdpful. | sought informeation.”

"Thereis no such thing as information. Thereis only knowledge."

"Doubtless™ said Jherek doubtfully. He bade good day to the post and retreated. The podt, like so
many of the city's artefacts, seemed to lack a sense of humour, though probably, if taxed, it would — as
others here did — daim a "cosmic sense of humour” (this involved making obvious ironies about things
commonly observed by the smplest inteligence).

In the respect of ordinary, light conversation, machines, induding the most sophisticated, were
notorioudy bad company; more literd-minded even than someone like Li Pao. This thought led him, as
he walked on, to ponder the difference between men and machines. There had once been very great
differences, but these days there were few, in superficd terms. What were the things which distinguished



a sdf-perpetuating machine, capable of dmogt any sort of invention, from a sdlf-created human being,
equaly capable? There were differences — perhaps emaotiond. Could it not be true that the less emotion
the entity possessed the poorer its sense of humour — or the more emation it repressed the weaker its
capacity for origind irony?

These ideas were scarcely leading him in the direction he wished to go, but he was beginning to give
up hope of finding any solution to his dilemmain the city, and at least he now fdt he understood the jade
post better.

A chromium tree giggled a him as he entered a paved plaza. He had been here severd times as a
boy. He had a great ded of affection for the giggling tree.

"Good afternoon,” he said.

The tree giggled as it had giggled without fall for a least a million years, whenever addressed or
approached. Its function seemed merdly to amuse. Jherek amiled, in spite of the heaviness of his thoughts.

"A lovdy day."

The tree giggled, its chromium branches gently dashing.

"Too shy to speak, asuud?'

"Tee hee hee"

The tree's charm was very hard to explain, but it was unquestionable.

"I blieve mysdf, old friend, to be 'unhappy’ — or worse!"

"Hee hee hee" The tree seemed helpless with mirth. Jherek began to laugh, too. Laughing, he left
the plaza, feding considerably more relaxed.

He had wandered close to the tangle of metd where, from above, Amdia had thought she had seen
Brannart Morphail. Curiosity led him on, for there were, indeed, lights moving behind the mass of tangled
girders, gruts, hawsers, cables and wires, though they were probably not of human origin. He
approached closer, but cautioudy. He peered, thinking he saw figures. And then, as a light flared, he
recognized the unmistakable shape of Brannart Morphail's quaint body, an outline only, for the light
hafblinded him. He recognized the scientist's voice, but it was not spesking its usud tongue. As he
listened, it dawned on Jherek that Brannart Morphail was, however, usng alanguage familiar to him.

"Gafish lortooda, mibix?' said the scientist to someone beyond the pooal of light. "Derbi kroofrot!”

Another voice answered and it was equdly unmistakable as bdonging to Captain Mubbers. "Hrunt,
arragak fluz, grodsink Morphail.”

Jherek regretted that he no longer habitualy carried his trandation pills with him, for he was curious
to know why Brannart should be conspiring with the Lat, for conspiring he must be — there was a
considerable ar of secrecy to the whole business. He resolved to mention his discovery to Lord Jagged
as soon as possible. He considered atempting to see more of what was gaing on but decided not to risk
reveding his presence; instead he turned and made for the cover of a nearby dome, its roof cracked and
gaping like the shell of an egg.

Within the dome he was delighted to find brilliantly coloured pictures, dl as fresh as the day they
were made, and tdling some kind of story, though the voices accompanying them were distorted. He
watched the ancient programme through until it began again. It described a method of manufacturing
meachines of the same sort as the one on which Jherek watched the pictures, and there were fragments,
presumably demondrating other programmes, of scenes showing a variety of events — in one a young
woman in a kind of luminous net made love underwater to a greet fish of some description, in another
two men st fire to themsalves and ran through what was probably the airlock of a spaceship, making the
gpaceship explode, and in another a large number of people wearing rococo metd and plagtic struggled
in free fdl for the possession of a smdl tube which, when one of them managed to take hold of it, was
hurled towards one of severd circular objects on thewadl of the building in which they floated. If the tube
struck a particular point on the circular object there would be great exultation from about hdf the people
and much despondency displayed by the other hdf, but Jherek was particularly interested in the fragment
which seemed to be demondrating how a man and a woman might copulate, dso in free fdl. He found
the ingenuity involved extremdy touching and left the dome in a rather more pogitive and hopeful spirit
than when he had entered it.



It wasin this mood that he determined to seek out Amdiaand try to explain his discomfort with her
own behaviour and his. He sought for the way he had come, but was dready log, though he knew the
aty wdl; but he had an idea of the generd direction and he began to cross a crunching expanse of
sweet-amdling green and red crystas, dmost immediatdy catching sght of alandmark ahead of hm — a
curving, hdf-meted piece of satuary suspended, without visble support, above a mechanicd figure
which stretched imploring arms to it, then scooped little golden discs in its hands and flung them into the
ar, repeating these motions over and over again, as they had been repeated ever snce Jherek could
remember. He passed the figure and entered an dley poorly illuminated with garish amber and cerisg;
from apertures on both sdes of the dley litle metd snouts emerged, litle machine-eyes peered
inquigtivey a him, little slver whiskers twitched. He had never known the function of these platinum
rodents, though he guessed that they were information-getherers of some kind for the machines housed in
the great smooth radiation-splashed wadls of the dley. Two or threeillusons, only hdf tangible, appeared
and vanished ahead of hm — a thin man, eght feet tdl, blind and warlike, a dog in a great bottle on
wheds, a ydlow-haired porcine dien in buff-coloured dothing — as he hurried on.

He came out of the dley and pushed knee-deep through soft black dust until the ground rose and he
stood on a hillock looking down on pools of some glassy substance, each perfectly circular, like the
discarded lenses of some gigantic piece of optica equipment. He skirted these, for he knew from past
experience that they were capable of movement and could swalow him, subjecting him to hdlucinatory
experiences which, though entertaining, were time-consuming, and a short while later he saw ahead the
pastora illuson where they had met Jagged on his return. He crossed the illuson, noticing that a fresh
picnic had been laid and that there was no trace of the Lat having been here (normdly they Ieft a great
ded of litter behind them), and would have continued on his way towards the mile-wide pit had he not
heard the sound, to hisleft, of voices raised in song.

Who s0 beset him round

With dismal stories,

Do but themselves confound —
His strength the more is.

He crossed an expanse of yidding, dghing suff, dmogt losng his baance so that on severd
occasions he was forced to take to the air as best he could (there was ill some difficulty, it seemed, with
the city's ability to tranamit power directly to the rings). Eventudly, on the other Sde of a cluster of fdlen
arcades, he found them, ganding in a cirde around Mr. Underwood, who waved his ams with
condderable zest as he conducted them — Inspector Springer, Sergeant Sherwood and the twelve
congtables, ther faces shining and full of joy as they joined together for the hymn. It was not for some
moments that Jherek discovered Mrs. Underwood, a picture of despairing bewilderment, her orientd
dress dl dusty, her fegthers askew, seated with her head in her hand, watching the proceedings from an
antique swive chair, the remnant of some crumbled control room.

She lifted her head as he approached, on tip-toe, so as not to disturb the Snging policemen.

"They are dl converted now," she told him wegrily. "It seems they received a vison shortly before
we arrived.”

The hymn was over, but the service (it was nathing less) continued.

"And so God came to usin afiery globe and He spoke to us and He told us that we must go forth
and tdl the world of our vison, for we are dl His prophets now. For he has given us the means of grace
and the hope of glory!" cried Harold Underwood, his very pince-nez aflame with fervour.

"Amen," responded Inspector Springer and his men.

"For we were afraid and in the very bowels of Hel, yet dill He heard us. And we cdled unto the
Lord — Our help isin the name of the Lord who hath made heaven and earth. Blessed be the name of
the Lord; henceforth, world without end. Lord, hear our prayers; and let our cry come unto thee."

"And He heard ud" exulted Sergeant Sherwood, the firg of dl these converts. "He heard us, Mr.
Underwood!"



"Hungry and thirdty: their soul fainted in them,” continued Harold Underwood, his voice a haly
drone:

"So they cried unto the Lord in ther trouble: and he ddivered them forth from thelr distress.

He led them forth by the right way: that they might go to the city where they dwelt.

O that men would therefore praise the Lord for His goodness;, and declare the wonders that he
doeth for the children of men!

For He satisfieth the empty soul: and filleth the hungry soul with goodness.

Such as gt in darkness, and in the shadow of death: being fast bound in misery and iron;

Because they rebelled agang the words of the Lord: and lightly regarded the counsd of the most
Highest."

"Amen," pioudy murmured the policemen.
"Ahem," said Jherek.
But Harold Underwood passed an excited hand through his disarranged hay-coloured hair and

began to Sng again.

"Yea, though | walk in death's dark vale,
yet will | fear noneill..."

"I must say," sad Jherek enthusadticdly to Mrs. Underwood, "it makes a great ded of sense. It is
attractive to me. | have not been feding entirdy mysdf of late, and have noticed that you —"

"Jherek Carndlian, have you no conception of what has happened here?'

"Itisardigious service" He was pleased with the precison of his knowledge. "A conspiracy of
agreement.”

"You do not find it strange that dl these police officers should suddenly become pious — indeed,
fandticd! — Chridtians?'

"You mean that Something has happened to them while we have been awvay?'

"I told you. They have seen a vison. They bdieve tha God has given them a misson, to return to
1896 — though how they intend to get there Heaven done knows — to warn everyone of what will
happen to them if they continue in the paths of sinfulness. They beieve that they have seen and heard
God Himsdf. "They have gone completdy med.”

"But perhaps they have had thisvison, Amdia”

"Do you bdievein God now?"

"I have never disbdieved, though |, mysdf, have never had the pleasure of mesting Him. Of course,
with the destruction of the universe, perhaps He was dso destroyed. ..”

"Be serious, Jherek. These poor people, my husband amongst them (doubtless a willing victim, I'll
not deny) have been duped!”

"Duped?'

"Almog certainly by your Lord Jagged.”

"Why should Jagged — you mean that Jagged is God?"

"No. | mean that he plays a God. | suspected as much. Harold has described the vison — they dl
describe it. A fiery globe announcing itsdf as The Lord thy God' and calling them His prophets, saying
that He would release them from this place of desolation so that they could return to the place from which
they had come to warn others — and so on and so on.”

"But what possible reason would Jagged have for deceiving them in that way?"

"Merdy acrud joke."

"Crud? | have never seen them happier. | am tempted to join in. | cannot understand you, Amdia
Once you tried to convince me as they are convinced. Now | am prepared to be convinced, you
dissuade mel"

"You are ddliberately obtuse.”



"Never that, Amdia”
"I must hdp Harold. He must be warned of the deception.”
They had begun ancther hymn, louder than the fird.

Thereisa dreadful Hel,

And everlasting pains,

There sinners must with devils dwell
In darkness, fire, and chains.

Hetried to speak through it, but she covered her ears, sheking her head and refusing to ligen as he
implored her to return with him.
"We mugt discuss what has been happening to us..." It was usdless.

O save us, Lord, from that foul path,
Down which the sinners tread;
Consigned to flames like so much chaff;
Thereisno greater dread.

Jherek regretted that this was not one of the hymns Ameia Underwood had taught him when they
hed firg lived together a his ranch. He should have liked to have joined in, since it was not possible to
communicate with her. He hoped they would ang his favourite — All Things Bright and Beautiful —
but somehow guessed they would not. He found the present one not to his taste, ather in tune (it was
scarcdy more than a drone) or in words which, he thought, were somewhat in contrast to the expressons
on the faces of the Sngers. As soon as the hymn was over, Jherek lifted up his head and began to Sng in
hishigh, boyish voice:

"O Paradise! O Paradise!

Who doth not crave for rest?

Who would not seek the happy land
Where they that loved are blest;
Where loyal hearts and true

Sand ever in the light,

All rapture through and through,

In God's most holy sight.

O Paradise! O Paradise!

The world is growing old;

Who would not be at rest and free
Where love is never cold..."

"BExcdlent sentiments, Mr. Carndian.” Harold Underwood's tone denied his words. He seemed
upset. "However, we were in the middle of giving thanks for our savation..."

"Bad manners? | am deeply sorry. Itisjust that | was so moved..."

"Ha" said Mr. Underwood. "Though we have witnessed a miracdle today, | cannot beieve that it is
possible to convert one of Satan's own hierarchy. You shdl not deceive us now!"

"But you are deceived, Harold!" cried hiswife. "l am sure of it!"

"Ligen not to temptation, brothers" Harold Underwood told the policemen. "Even now they seek
to divert us from the true way."

"I think you'd better be getting dong, dr," sad Inspector Springer to Jherek. "This is a privae
medting and | shouldn't be surprised if you're not infringing the Law of Trespass. Certainly you could be
sad to be Causing a Disturbance in a Public Place.”



"Did you redly see avison of God, Inspector Springer?* Jherek asked him.

"Wedid, gr."

"Amen," said Sergeant Sherwood and the twelve constables.

"Amen," said Harold Underwood. "The Lord has given us the Word and we shdl take the Word
unto dl the peoples of the world."

"I'm sure youll be welcome everywhere" Jherek was eager to encourage. "The Duke of Queens
was sgying to me only the other day tha there was a great danger of becoming bored, without outside
gimulus, such as we used to get. It is quite possible, Mr. Underwood, that you will convert usdl.”

"We return to our own world, gr," Sergeant Sherwood told him mildly, "as soon as we can.”

"We have been into the very bowels of Hell and yet were saved!” cried one of the constables.

"Amen," said Harold Underwood absently. "Now, if youll kindly dlow us to continue with our
medting..."

"How do you intend to return to 1896, Harold?' implored Mrs. Underwood. "Who will take you?'

"The Lord,” her husband told her, "will provide He added, in his old, prissy voice "l see you
appear a last in your true colours, Amdia™

She blushed as she stared down & her dress. "A party,” she murmured.

He pursed his lips and looked away from her so that he might glare at Jherek Carndian. "Your
master dill has power here, | suppose, so | cannot command you..."

"If were interrupting, | gpologize agan." Jherek bowed. "l mugt say, Mr. Underwood, that you
seemed rather happier, in some ways, before your vison.”

"I have new respongibilities, Mr. Carndian.”

"The'ighest sort,” agreed Inspector Springer.

"Amen," said Sergeant Sherwood and the twelve constables. Their hdmets nodded in unison.

"You are afool, Harold!" Amdia said, her voice trembling. "Y ou have not seen God! The one who
deceives you is closer to Satan!”

A peculiar, self-congratulatory amile appeared on Harold Underwood's features. "Oh, redly? You
sy this, yet you did not experience the vison. We have been chosen, Amdlia, by God to warn the world
of the terrors to comeif it continuesin its present course. What's this? Are you jealous, perhaps, that you
are not one of the chosen, because you did not keep your fath and falled to do your duty?'

She gave a sudden cry, as if physcaly wounded. Jherek took her in his ams, glaing back a
Underwood. "She is right, you know. You are a crud person, Harold Underwood. Tormented, you
would torment usdl!"

"Hal"

"Amen," sad Inspector Springer automaticdly. "l redly” must warn you agan that you're doing
yourself no good if you persist in these attempts to disrupt our meeting. We are empowered, not only by
the 'Ome Secretary imsdf, but by the 'Osts of 'Eaven, to ded with would-be trouble-makers as we see
fit" He gave the last few words specid emphasis and placed his fids on his waistcoated hips (his jacket
was not in evidence, though his bowler hat was ill on his head). "Get it?'

"Oh, Jherek, we mugt go!" Amdiawas close to tears. "We mugt go home.”

"Hal"

As Jherek led her away the new missonaries stared after them for only a moment or two before
returning to their service. They walked together up the yellow-brown metd pathway, hearing the voices

raised again in song:

Christian! seek not yet repose,
Hear thy guardian Angel say;
Thou art in the midst of foes;
Watch and pray.

Principalities and powers,
Mustering their unseen array,



Wait for thy unguarded hours,
Watch and pray.

Gird thy heavenly armour on,
Wear it ever night and day;,
Ambush'd lies the evil ong;
Watch and pray...

They came to where they had |eft the locomotive and, as she clambered onto the footplate, her hem
in tatters, her cothes sained, she sad tearfully. "Oh, Jherek, if thereisaHell, then surdy | deserve to be
condgned there..."

"You do not blame yoursdf for what has happened to your husband, Amdia?!

"Who else gl | blame?'

"You were blaming Jagged,” he reminded her.

"Jagged's machinations are one thing; my culpability is another. 1 should never have Ieft him. | have
betrayed him. He has gone mad with grief."

"Because he loses you?'

"Oh, no — because his pride is attacked. Now he finds consolation in rdigious mania.”

"You have offered to stay with him."

"I know. The damage is done, | suppose. Yet | have a duty to him, perhaps more so, now."

"Aha"

They began to rise up over the city. Another slence had grown between them. He tried to break it:

"You were right, Amdia In my wanderings | found Brannart. He plots something with the Lat."

But she would not reply. Instead, she began to sob. When he went to comfort her, she shrugged
hm away.

"Amdia?'

She continued to sob urttil the scene of her party camein Sght. There were dill guests there, Jherek
could see, but few. The Iron Orchid had not been sufficient to make them stay — they wanted Amdia

"Shdl we rgoin our guests...?'

She shook her head. He turned the locomotive and made for the thatched roof of their house,
visble behind the cypresses and the poplars. He landed on the lavn and immediately she ran from the
locomoative to the door. She was dill sobbing as she ran up the stairs to her gpartment. Jherek heard a
door close. He sat at the bottom of the stairs pondering on the nature of this new, al-consuming feding of
despair which threatened to rob him of the ability to move, but he was incapable of any red thought. He
was wounded, he knew sdf-pity, he grieved for her in her pan and he, who had dways expressed
himsdf in terms of action (her wish had ever been his command, even if he had misnterpreted her
occasondly), could think of nothing, not the Smplest gesture, which might please her and ease thar
mutua misery.

After some time he went dowly to his bed.

Outside, beyond the house, the greset rivers of blood dill fdl with unchecked force over the black
diffs filling the swirling lake where cryptic monsters swam and on which obsidian idands ill bobbed,
thar dark green fley foliage rusling in a hot, sweet wind;, but Mrs. Amdia Underwood's
piece-de-résistance had been abandoned long since by her forgotten guests.

25

The Call to Duty



For the firg time in his long life Jherek Carnelian, whose body could dways be modified so thet it
did not need deep, knew insomnia. Oblivion was hisonly demand, but it refused to come. Line after line
of thought developed in his brain and each line led nowhere and had to be cut off. He considered seeking
Jagged out, yet something stopped him. It was Amdia, only Amdia— Amdia was the only company he
desired and yet (he must admit this to himsdlf, hereiin the dark) presently he feared her. Thus in his mind
he performed a forward step only, immediately theregfter, to take a backward — forward, backward —
a horrid little dance of indecison which brought, in due course, his fird taste of sdf-disgust. He had
aways followed hisimpulses, without a grain of self-consciousness, without the suggestion of a question,
asdid his peers a the End of Time. Yet now it seemed he had two impulses, he was caught like a stedl
bdl between magnets, equidistant. His identity and his actions had hitherto been one — so now his
identity came under siege. If he had two impulses, why, he must be two people. And if he were two
people, then which was the worthwhile one, which should be abandoned as soon as possible? So Jherek
discovered the old night-game of see-saw, inwhich a third Jherek, none too firmin his resolves, tried to
hold judgement on two others, diding firg this way, then the other — "I shdl demand from her..." and
"She deserves better than I..." were two beginnings new to Jherek, though doubtless familiar to many of
Mrs. Underwood's contemporaries, particularly those who were frustrated in ther relationships with the
object of their affections, or were in a position of having to choose between old loydties and fresh ones,
between an aling father, say, and a handsome suitor or, indeed, between an unlovable husband and a
lover who offered marriage. It was hdfway through this exercise that Jherek discovered the trick of
transference — what if she experienced these torments, even as he experienced them? And immediady
sf-pity fled. He mugt go to her and comfort her. But no — he decaeived himsdf, merdy wishing to
influence her, to focus her attention on to hisdilemma. And so the see-saw swung again, with the judging
Jherek poorly balanced on the pivot.

And so it might have continued until morning, had not she softly opened his door with a murmured
query as to hiswakefulness.

"Oh, Amdid" He sat up a once.

"I have done you an injury,” she whispered, though there was none to overhear. "My sdf-control
deserted me today.”

"I am not quite sure what it is that you describe,” he told her, turning on the lamp by his bed so that
it shed just a fraction more light and he could see her haggard face, red with crying, "but you have done
meno injury. It isl who have faled. | am usdess to you."

"You are brave and splendid — and innocent. | have said it before, Jherek: | have robbed you of
thet innocence.”

"I loveyou," he said. "l an afool. | amn unworthy of you."

"No, no, my dear. | an a dave to my uphringing and | know that upbringing to be narrow,
unimaginative, even brutdizing — ah, and it is essentidly cynicd, though | could never have admitted it.
But you, dearest, are without a grain of cyniciam, though | thought at firs you and your world were
nothing ese but cynicd. And now | see | am on the verge of teaching you my own habits — cyniciam,
hypocrisy, fear of emationd involvement disguised as sdf-denid — ah, there is a mongtrous range. ..."

"I asked you to teach me these things™

"You did not know whet you asked."

He stretched a hand to her and she took it, though she remained standing. Her hand was cold, and
it shook alittle.

"l am dill unable to understand dl that you say,” hetold her.

"I pray that you never shdl, my dear."

"You love me? | was afraid | had done something to destroy your love.”

"I love you, Jherek".

"I wish only to change for you, to become whatever you wish meto be..."

"I would not have you change, Jherek Carndlian.” A little amile appeared.

"Yet, you sad..."

"You accused me, earlier, of not being mysdf." With asgh she sat down upon the edge of his bed.



She 4ill wore the tattered orientd dress, but she had removed her fegthers from her hair, which was
restored to its naturd colour, though not its origind cut. Mogt of the paint was gone from her face. It was
evident to him that she had dept no better than had he. His hand squeezed hers and she Sghed for a
second time. "Of not being your Amdlia," she added.

"Not accused — but | was confused..."

"l tried, | suppose, to please you, but could not please mysdf. It seemed so wicked..." This amile
was broader and it mocked her own choice of words. "I have been trying so hard, Jherek, to enjoy your
world for what it is. Yet | am congtantly haunted firgt by my own sense of duty, which | have no means of
expressng, and second by the knowledge of what your world is — a travesty, atificdly maintained,
denying mortdity and therefore defying detiny.”

"Surdy that isonly one way of seeing it, Amdia”

"I agree completdly. | describe only my emotiond response. Intdlectudly | can see many Sdes,
many arguments. But | am, in this, asin so many other things, Jnerek, a child of Bromley. You have given
me these power-rings and taught me how to use them — yet | am filled with a desire to grow a few
marigolds, to cook a pie, to make adress — oh, | fed embarrassed as | speak. It seems so slly, when |
have dl the power of an Olympian god a my disposd. It sounds merdy sentimentd, to my own ears. |
cannot think what you mugt fed..."

"I am not sure what sentimentdity is, Amdia | wish you to be happy, that is dl. If that is where
fulfilment lies for you, then do these things They will ddight me. Y ou can teach me these arts.”

"They are scarcedly arts. Indeed, they are only desirable when one is denied the opportunity to
practise them." Her laughter was more naturd, though dill it shook. "You can join in, if you wish, but |
would not have you miserable. Y ou must continue to express yoursdf as you wish, in ways that fulfil your
ingincts”

"Aslong as | can express mysdf the means is unimportant, Amdia It is that frozen feding thet |
fear. And it istrue that | live for you, so that what pleases you pleases me”

"I make too many demands,” she said, pulling away. "And offer nothing.”

"Agan you bewilder me"

"Itisabad bargain, Jnerek, my dear."

"I was unaware that we bargained, Amdia For what?'

"Oh..." she seemed unable to answer. "For life itsdf, perhaps. For something..." She gasped, as if
in pain, but then amiled again, gripping his hand tighter. "It is as if a talor vidts Eden and sees an
opportunity for trade. No, | am too hard upon mysdlf, | suppose. | lack the words..."

"Asdo I, Amdia If only | could find adequate phrases to tdl you whet | fed! But of one thing you
mus be certain. | love you absolutdy.” He flung back the bedclothes and sprang up, taking her hand to
his breast. "Amdia, of that you mugt he assured!”

He noticed that she was blushing, trying to speak, swalowing rapidly. She made a gulping noise.

"What isit, my dear?'

"Mr. Carnelian — Jherek — you — you..."

"Yes, my love?" Solicitoudly.

She broke free, making for the door. "Y ou seem unaware that you are — Oh, heavend”

"Amdia"

"You are quite naked, my dear." She reached the door and sped through. "I love you, Jherek. | love
you! | will see you in the morning. Goodnight.”

He sat down heavily upon his bed, scratching his knee and shaking his head, but he was amiling (if
somewhat bewilderedly) when he stretched out again and pulled the sheets over himsdf and fdl into a
deep deep.

In the morning they breakfasted and were happy. Both had dept well, both chose to discuss little of
the previous day's events, dthough Amdia expressed an intention of trying to discover if, in any museum
inany of the old cities, there might be preserved seeds which she could plant. Jherek thought thet there
were one or two likdy places where they could look.

Shortly after breskfast, as she boiled water to wash the dishes, two vigtors arrived. The Iron



Orchid — inasurprisngly restrained gown of dark blue slk againg which living butterflies beat dark blue
wings, upon the arm of the bearded time-traveller, dressed, as dways, in his Norfolk jacket and tweed
plusfours. That Amdia had set more than one fashion was obvious from the way in which the Iron
Orchid demurely knocked upon the door and waited until Amelia, her hands quickly dried, her deeves
rolled down, answered it and amilingly admitted them to the Stting room.

"l am so sorry, Iron Orchid, for yesterday's rudeness,” began Amdia "Aningdinct, | suppose. | was
worried about Harold. We visted the city and were longer than we expected.”

The Iron Orchid ligened patiently and with a hint of sardonic pleasure while Amelids gpologies ran
thar course.

"My dear, | told them nothing. Y our mysterious disappearance only served to give greater spice to
awonderful creation. | see that you have not yet disseminated it..."

"Oh, dear. | shdl do so presently.”

"Perhapsit should be left? A kind of monument?'

"S0 close to the garden? | think not.”

"Your taste cannot be questioned. | merdy suggested..."

"You are very kind. Would you care for some tea?'

"Excdlent!” said the time-traveller. He appeared to be in fine spirits. He rubbed his hands together.
"A decent cup of English tea would be most welcome, dear lady.”

They waited expectantly.

"I will put the kettle on.”

"The kettle?' The Iron Orchid locked quegtioningly at the time-traveller.

"Thekettle!" he breathed, asif the words had mystic sgnificance for him. " Splendid.”

In poorly disguised astonishment (for she had expected the tea to appear immediady), the Iron
Orchid watched Amdia Underwood leave for the kitchen, just as Jherek camein.

"You are looking less pengve today, my boy."

"Most maternd of blossoms, | am completely without care! What a pleasure it is to see you. Good
moming to you, Sr."

"Morning," said the time-travdler. "I am daying, presently, a Castle Canaria. The Iron Orchid
suggested that | accompany her. | hope that | do not intrude.”

"Of course not." Jherek was dill in a woollen dressing gown and striped nightshirt, with dippers on
hisfeet. He sgned for them to St down and sat, himsdlf, upon a nearby sofa. "Do the repairs to your craft
progress wel|?'

"Veay wdl! | mus say — for dl my reservations — your Lord Jagged — your father, that is— is a
brilliant scientist. Understood exactly wha was needed. We're virtudly finished and jugt in time it seems
— judt wating to test a setting. That's why | decided to drop over. | might not have another chance to
say goodbye.”

"You will continue your travels?"

"It has become a quest. Captain Bastable was able to give me a few tips, and if | get the chance to
return to the Palaeozoic, where they have a base, | gather theyll be able to supply me with further
information. | need, you see, to get back onto a particular track." The time-traveller began to describe
complicated theories, most of them completdy hypothetical and absolutely meaningless to Jherek. But he
ligened politey until Amdia returned with the teatray; he rose to take it from her and place it upon the
low table between them and their guedts.

"We have yet to solve the servant problem,” Amdiatold them as she poured the tea.

The Iron Orchid, to her credit, entered into the spirit of the thing. "Jherek had — what did you cdl
them, dear? — serbos.”

"Servos — mechanicad servants in human form. But they were antiques, or a least of antique
desgn.”

"Wdl," said Amdia, handing out the cups, "we shdl manage for a while, a any rate. All we had in
Bromley was a maid and a cook (and she did not live in) and we coped perfectly.” As the time-travdler
accepted his cup she said, "It would be such a pleasure for me to be able to return your kindness to us,



when we were stranded. You mug, at least, come to dinner soon.”

He was cheered as wel as embarrassed. "Thank you, dear lady. You cannat, | think, redize wha a
great consolation it is for me to know that there are, in this peculiar world, a leest a few people who
mantain the old-fashioned virtues. However, as | was saying to Mr. Carndian, | shdl soon be on my
way."

"Today?

"Tomorrow morning, probably. It mus be so, | fear, for Lord Jagged completes the circuit shortly
and then it will be impossible ether to leave or to return to thisworld.”

She spped and reflected. "So the lagt brick of the gaol is about to be cemented in place” she
murmured.

"Itisunwise to seeit in those terms, dear lady. If you are to spend eternity here..."

She drew a deep breath. Jherek was disturbed to see something of a return to yesterday's manner.

"Let us discuss a different topic," he suggested brightly.

"It is scarcely a prison, dear,” said the Iron Orchid pinching, with finger and thumb, the wing of a
graying butterfly tickling her chin.

"Somewould cdl it Heaven," tactfully said the time-traveler. "Nirvana"

"Oh, true. Ftting reward for a dead Hindu! But | am a live Chrigian.” Her amile was an attempt to
break the atmosphere.

"Speeking of thet," said the time-traveler, "I am able to do one last favour for Lord Jagged, and for
you dl, | dare say." He laughed.

"What isit?' said Jherek, grateful for the change of subject.

"I have agreed to take Mr. Underwood and the policemen back to 1896 before | continue on my
journey.”

"What?" It was amost a bresth from Ameia, dow and soft.

"You probably do not know that something happened in the city quite recently. They believe that
God appeared to them and are anxious to return so that they might..."

"We have seen them,” Jherek told him anxioudy.

"Aha Wdl, snce | was responsible for bringing them here, when Lord Jagged suggested that | take
them back —"

"Jegged!" exdlamed Amdia Underwood rigng. "Thisisdl hisplot.”

"Why should Jagged 'plot'?" The Iron Orchid was astonished. "What interest has he in your
husband, my dear?'

"None, save whereit concerns me" She turned upon the disconcerted Jherek. "And you, Jherek. It
is an extendgon of his schemings on our behaf. He thinks that with Harold gone | shdl be willing to —"
she paused. "To accept you."

"But he has abandoned his plans for us. He told us as much, Amdia"

"In one respect.”

Mildy the Orchid interjected. "I think you suspect Jagged of too much cunning, Amdia After dl, he
ismuch involved with a somewhat larger scheme. Why should he behave as you suggest?!

"Itisthe only question for which | have no ready answer.” Amdiaraised fingers to her forehead.

A knock at the front door. Jherek sprang to answer, glad of respite, but it was his father, dl in
voluminous lemon, his features composed and amused. " Good morning to you, my boy."

Lord Jagged of Canaria stepped into the stting room and seemed to fill it. He bowed to them 4l
and was stared at.

"Do | interrupt? | came to tdl you, gr," addressing the time-traveller, "that the quartz has hardened
satisfactorily. You can leave in the morning, as you planned.”

"With Harold and Inspector Springer and the rest!” amogt shouted Amdia

"Ah, you know."

"We know everything—" her colour was high, her eyes fiery — "save why you arranged thid”

"The time-traveler was good enough to say that he would transport the gentlemen back to thar
own period. It isther last chance to leave. No other will arise.”



"You made sure, Lord Jagged, that they should wish to leave. Thisridiculous vison!™

"I fear that | do not follow your reasoning, beautiful Amdia” Lord Jagged looked questioningly at
Jherek.

Amdiasank to the sofa, teeth in knuckles.

"It seems to us" Jherek loydly told his father, "tha you had something to do with Harold
Underwood's recent vison in which God appeared to him in a burning sphere and ordered him to return
to 1896 with a misson to warn hisworld of terrors to come.”

"A vigon, en?' Jagged smiled. "But he will be considered mad if he tries to do that. Are they dl so
affected?’

"All" mumbled Amdiavicoudy from behind her fid.

"They will not be believed, of course." Jagged seemed to musg, asif dl this news were new.

"Of course!” Amdiaremoved her knuckles from her mouth. "And thus they will be unable to affect
the future. Or, if they are caught by the Morphall Effect, it will be too late for them to return here. This
world will be closed to them. Y ou have staged everything perfectly, Lord Jagged.”

"Why should | stage such scenes?'

"Could it be to ensure that | stay with Jherek?’

"But you are with him, my dear.” Innocent surprise.

"You know what | mean, | think, Lord Jagged.”

"Are you concerned for your hushand's safety if he returns?”

"I think his life will scarcely change a al. The same might not be said for poor Inspector Springer
and his men, but even then, consdering what has dready happened to them. | have no particular fears.
Quite likdly it is the best that could happen. But | object to your part in aranging matters s0 — 0
itably."

"You do me too much credit, Amdia”

"I think not.”

"However, if you think it would be best to keep Harold Underwood and the policemen in the city, |
am sure that the time-traveler can be dissuaded...”

"You know it istoo late. Harold and the others want nothing more than to return.”

"Then why are you so upset?'

Jherek interposed. "Ambiguous parent, if you are the author of dl this— if you have played God as
Amdia suggests — then be frank with us™

"You are my family. You are dl my confidants. Frankness is not, admittedly, my forte. I am not
prone to meking daims or to denying accusations. It isnot inmy nature, | fear. It is an old time-travdling
habit, too. If Harold Underwood experienced a vison in the cty and it was not a hdlucnation — and
youll dl admit the aty is riddied with them, they run wild there — then who is to argue that he has not
seen God?'

"Oh, thisis the rankest blagphemy!”

"Not quite that, surdy,” murmured the time-traveller. "Lord Jagged has a perfectly vaid point.”

"It was you, Sr, who firg accused him of playing a God!"

"Ah. | was upset. Lord Jagged has been of considerable help to me, of late..."

"So you have sad.”

As the voices rose, only the Iron Orchid remained where she had been gtting, watching the
proceedings with a degree of quiet amusement.

"Jagged,” said his son desperately, "do you categoricaly deny —"

"I have told you, my boy, | am incapable of it. | think it is a kind of pride" The lord in ydlow
shrugged. "We are dl humen."

"You would be more, gr, it ssemd” accused Amdlia

"Come now, dear lady. You are over-excited. Surely the matter is not worth..." The time-traveler
waved his hands helplesdly.

"My coming seems to have created some sort of tendon,” said Lord Jagged. "l only stopped by in
order to pick up my wife and the time-traveller, to see how you were stling down, Amdia..."



" shl settle down, sr — if | do — inmy own way and in my own time, without help from you!"

"Amdia" Jherek implored, "there is no need for thid"

"You will calm me, will you!" Her eyes were blazing on them dl. All stepped back. "Will you?'

Lord Jagged of Canaria began to glide towards the door, followed by hiswife and his guest.

"Machiavdli!" she cried after him. "Meddler! Oh, monstrous, dandified Prince of Darkness!"

He had reached the door and he looked back, his eyes serious for a fraction of a moment. "You
honour me too much, madam. | seek only to correct an imbaance where one exigts.”

"Youll admit your part in this?"

Already his shoulder had turned and the collar hid his face. He was outside, floaing to where his
great swan awaited him. She watched from the window. She was breathing heavily, was rductant, even,
to let Jherek take her hand.

He tried to excuse hisfather. "It is Jagged's way. He means only good..."

"He can judge?'

"I think you have hurt hisfedings, Amdia”

"I hurt his? Oho!" She removed the hand from his grasp and folded both under her heaving breast.
"He makes fools of dl!"

"Why should he wish to? Why should he, as you say, play God?"

She watched the swan asiit disappeared in the pae blue sky. "Perhaps he does not know, himsdf,"
e sad softly.

"Harold can be stopped. Jagged said s0."

She shook her head and moved back into the room. Automaticaly, she began to gather up the cups
and place them on the tray. "Hewill be happier in 1896, without question. Now, & any rate. The damage
isdone. And he has amisson. He has aduty to perform, as he seesit. | envy him."

He followed her reasoning. "We shdl go to seek for seeds today. As we planned. Some flowers™

She shrugged. "Harold believes he saves the world. Jagged believes the same. | fear that growing
flowerswill not satisfy my impulses. | cannot live, Jherek, unless | fed my lifeis useful.”

"I loveyou," was dl he could answer.

"But you do not need me, my dear.” She put down the tray and came to him. He embraced her.

"Need?' he said. "In what respect?'

"Itisthe woman that | am. | tried to change, but with poor success. | merdly disguised mysdf and
you saw through that disguise at once. Harold needed me. My world needed me. | did a great ded of
charitable work, you know. Missonary work, of sorts, too. | was not inactive in Bromley, Jherek."

"l am sure that you were not, Amdia, dearest..."

"Unless | have something more important than mysdf to judtify —"

"Thereis nothing more important then yoursdf, Amdia”

"Oh, | understand the philosophy which states that, Jherek —"

"I was not gpesking philosophicaly, Amelia | was gating fact. You are dl that is important in my
life"

"You are very kind."

"Kind? It isthe truth!"

"I fed the same for you, as you know, my dear. | did not love Harold. | can see that | did not. But
he had certain weaknesses which could be balanced by my strengths. Something in me was satisfied that
issatisfied no longer. In your own way, in your very confidence, your innocence, you are srong..."

"You have — what isit? — character? — which | lack.”

"You are free. You have a conception of freedom o greet that | can bardy begin to senseit. You
have been brought up to believe that nothing is impossible, and your experience proves it. | was brought
up to believe that dmogt everything was impaossible, thet life must be suffered, not enjoyed.”

"Butif I have freedom, Amdia, you have conscience. | give you my freedom. In exchange, you give
me your conscience.”" He spoke soberly. "Is that not s0?"

She looked up into his face. " Perhaps, my dear.”

"Itiswheat | origindly sought in you, youll recall.”



She amiled. "True"

"In combination, then, we give something to the world."

"Possbly.” She returned to her tea-cups, lifting the tray. He sprang to open the door. "But does this
world want what, together, we can give it?'

"It might need us more than it knows."

She darted him an intdligent look as he followed her into the kitchen. "Sometimes, Jherek
Carndian, | come close to suspecting that you have inherited your father's cunning.”

"I do not understand you."

"You are capable of concocting the most convincing of arguments, on occasion. Do you deliberately
seek to mallify me?!

"| stated only what wasinmy mind."

She put on a pinafore. She was thoughtful as she washed the tea-cups, handing them to him as each
one was cleaned. Unsure what to do with them, he made them weightless so that they drifted up to the
cdling and bobbed againd it.

"No," she sad at lagt, "this world does not need me. Why should it?'

"Togveit texture.

"You speak only in artigic terms.”

"I know no others. Texture isimportant. Without it a surface quickly loses interest.”

"You see mordity only as texture?' She looked about for the cups, noted them on the caling,
sghed, removed her pinafore.

"The texture of a painting is its meaning.”

"Not the subject?"

"I think not. Mordity gives meaning to life. Shape at any rate.”

"Texture is not shape.”

"Without texture the shape is barren.”

"Youlose me. | am not used to arguing in such terms.”

"l am scarcely used to arguing at dl, Amdia”

They returned to the Stting room, but she would advance into the garden. He went with her. Many
flowers sweetened the ar. She had recently added insects, a variety of birds to Sng in the trees and
hedges. It was warm; the sun relaxed them both. They went hand-in-hand aong a path between rose
trellises, much as they had wandered once in their earliest days together. He recdled how she had been
snatched from him, as he had been about to kiss her. A hint of foreboding was pushed from his mind.
"What if these hedges were bare," he sad, "if there was no smdl to the roses, no colour to the insects,
they would be unstidfying, eh?"

"They would be unfinished. Yet there is a modern school of painting — was such a school, in my
time — that made a virtue of it. Whigtlerites, | believe they were cdled. | am not too certain.”

"Perhaps the leaving out was meant to tdl us something too, Amdia? What was important was what
was absent.”

"I don't think these painters said anything to that effect, Jherek. | believe they daimed to paint only
whet the eye saw. Oh, aneuratic theory of art, | am sure..."

"Therel Would you deny this world your common sense? Would you let it be neurotic?”

"I thought it so, when fird | came. Now | redlize that what is neurctic in sophisticated society can be
absolutely wholesomein a primitive one. And in many respects, | mug say, your society shares much in
common with some of those our travellers experienced when firg landing upon South Sea idands. To be
anful, one mugt have a sense of an. That ismy burden, Jherek, and not yours. Y, it seems, you ask me
to place that burden on you, too. You see, | am not entirdy sdlfish. | do you little good.”

"You give meaning to my life. It would have none without you." They stood by a fountain, watching
her goldfish svimming. There were even insects upon the surface of the water, to feed them.

She chuckled. "You can argue solendidly, when you wish, but you shdl not change my fedings so
quickly. | have dready tried to change them mysdf for you. | faled. | must think carefully about my
intentions”



"You consder me bold, for declaring mysdf while your husband is il in our world?"

"I had not quite conddered it in those terms” She frowned. She drew away from him, moving
around the pool, her dress dappled with bright spots of water from the fountain. "I believe you to be
serious, | suppose. As serious asit is possible for you to be.”

"Ah, you find me superficid." He was saddened.

"Not that. Not now."

"Then —7"

"l remain confused, Jherek."

They stood on opposite sides of the pool, regarding each other through the val of faling sivery
water. Her beauty, her auburn hair, her grey eyes, her firm mouth, al seemed more desirable than ever.

"I wish only to honour you," he said, lowering his eyes.

"You do so, dready, my dear.”

"I am committed to you. Only to you. If you wished, we could try to return to 1896..."

"You would be miserable there.”

"Not if we were together, Amdia”

"You do not know my world, Jherek. It is capable of digorting the noblest intentions, of
misinterpreting the finest emotions. Y ou would be wretched. And | would fed wretched, aso, to see one
such as you transformed.”

"Then what isto be the ansver?"

"I mug think," she said. "Let mewalk aone for awhile, my dearest.”

He acknowledged her wish. He strode for the house, driving back the thoughts that suggested he
would never see her again, sheking off the fear that she would be snatched from him, as she had been
snatched once before, tdling himsdf that it was merdly association and that circumstances had changed.
But how radically, he wondered, had they changed?

He reached the house. He closed the door behind him. He began to wander from room to room,
avoiding only her gpartments, the interior of which he had never seen, though he retained a deep curiogty
about them, had often restrained an impulse to explore,

It came to him, as he entered his own bedroom and lay down upon the bed, dill in his nightshirt and
dressing gown, that perhaps dl these new fedings were new only to him. Jagged, he fdt sure, had known
such fedings in the past — they had made him what he was. He vagudy recollected Amdia saying
something about the son being the father, unwounded by the world. Did he grow more like Jagged? The
thoughts of the previous night came back to him, but he refused to let them flourish. Before long, he had
fdlen adeep.

He was awakened by the sound of her footfdl as she came dowly upgtairs. It seemed to him that,
on the landing, she paused at his door before her own door opened and she entered her rooms. He lay
dill for a little while, perhaps hoping that she would return. He got up, disseminating his night-clothes,
naked as he ligened; she did not come back. He used one of his power-rings to make a loose blouse
and long kilt, in dark green. He left the bedroom and stood on the landing, hearing her moving about on
the other side of the wall.

"Amdia?'

There was no reply.

He had grown tired of introspection. "l will return soon, my dear,” he caled.

Her voice was muffled. "Where do you go?'

"Nowhere"

He descended, passing through the kitchen and into the garden at the back, where he normdly kept
hislocomotive. He boarded the craft, whisling the tune of Carrie Joan, feding just a hint of nostagia for
the ampler days before he had met Amdia a the party given by the Duke of Queens. Did he regret the
mesting? No.

The locomotive steamed into the sky, black, siver and gold now. He noticed how strange the two
nearby scenes looked — the thatched house and its gardens, the lake of blood. They clashed rather than
contrasted with each other. He wondered if she would mind if he disseminated the lake, but decided not



to interfere.

He flew over transparent purple palaces and towering, quivering pink and puce mounds of
unremarkable workmanship and imprecise invention, over a collection of gigantic prone figures
goparently entirdy made of chak, over a hdf-finished forest, and under a black thunderstorm whose
lightning, in his opinion, was thoroughly overdone, but he refused to let the locomotive bear him back
towards the city, to which his thoughts congtantly went these days, perhaps because it was the dty of his
conception, perhaps because Lord Jagged and Nurse worked there (if they did), perhaps because he
might Study the man who remained his rivd, at least until the next morning. He had no indination to vigt
any of the friends whose company would normaly give him pleasure; he considered going to Mongrove's
rany crags, but Mongrove would be of no hdp to him. Perhaps, he thought, he should choose a Ste and
make something, to exercise hisimagination in some ordinary pursuit, rather than let it continue to create
impossible emationd dilemmas for him. He had just decided that he would try to build a reproduction of
the Palaeozoic seashore and had found a suitable location when he heard the voice of Bishop Castle
above him.

The bishop rode in a chariot whose whedls rotated, red and flaming, but which was otherwise of
ordinary bronze, gold and platinum. His hat, one of hisold crenellated kind, was immediaey visble over
the Sde of the chariot, but it was a moment before Jherek noticed his friend's face.

"I an s0 glad to see you, Jherek. | wished to congratulate you — wdl, Amdia redly — on
yesterday's party.”

"l will tell her, ebullient Bishop.”

"Sheis not with you?'

"She remains a home."

"A shame. But you mugt come and see this, Jherek. | don't know what Brannart has been trying, but
| would say it had gone badly wrong for him. Would you be amused for a few minutes?'

"I can think of nothing | should want more.”

"Then follow me™

The chariot banked away, flying north, and obediently Jherek set a course behind it.

In a moment Bishop Castle was laughing and shouting, pointing at the ground. "Look! Look!"

Jherek saw nothing but a patch of parched, unused earth. Then dust swirled and a conica object
appeared, its outer casing whirling counter to another within. The whirling stopped and a man emerged
from the cone. For dl tha he wore breathing equipment and carried a large bag, the man was
recognizable as Brannart Morphal by his hump and his club foot. He turned, as if to tdl the other
occupants of the cone not to leave, but dready a number of amdl figures had tumbled out and stood
there, hands on hips, looking around them, glaring through their goggles. It was Captain Mubbers and the
remnants of his crew. He gesticulated a Brannart, tapping his elbow severd times. Wet, smacking noises
could be heard, even from where Jherek and Bishop Castle hovered wetching.

At length, after an argument, they al crowded back into the cone. The two shdlls whirled again and
the cone vanished. Bishop Castle was beside himsdf with laughter, but Jherek could not see why he was
S0 amused.

"They have been doing that for the past four hours, to my knowledge!" roared Bishop Castle. "The
mechine appears. It stops. They disembark, argue, and get back in again. All exactly the same. Wat..."

Jherek waited and, sure enough, the dust swirled, the cone reappeared, Brannart and then Captain
Mubbers and his men got out, they argued and returned to the ship. Each movement had been the same.

"What is hgppening, Bishop?' Jherek asked, as soon as the next wave of laughter had subsided.

"Some sort of time-loop, evidently. | wondered what Brannart was up to. He schemed, | gather,
with the Lat — offering to take them back to a period when their space-ship — and space — dill
exiged — if they would help him. He swore me to secrecy, but it cannot matter now.”

"What did he plan?' In the confuson Jherek redized he had forgotten to warn Jagged of what he
hed seen.

"Oh, he was not too clear. Wished to thwart Jagged in some way, of course. Go back in time and

change events.”



"Then what has happened to him now?"

"lant it obvious? Ho, ho, ho!"

"Not to me"

"He's hoigt by his own petard — caught in a particularly unpleasant version of the Morphall Effect.
He arrives in the past, certanly, but only to be flung back to the present immediatdy. As a result he's
stuck. He could go round and round for ever, | suppose..."

"Should we not try to rescue him?'

"Jagged is the only one qudified to do that, Jherek, I'd say. If we tried to hdp we might find
oursdlves caught in the loop, too."

Jherek watched as the cone appeared for the third time and the figures went through their set ritud.
He tried to laugh, but he could not find it as amusng as did hisfriend.

"I wonder if Jagged knew of this" continued Bishop Castle, "and trapped Brannat into the
gtuation. What afine revenge, en?

Everyone, it seemed, suspected his father of a scheme. However, Jherek was not in a mood to
defend Lord Jagged again today.

Bishop Castle brought his chariot closer to Jherek's locomotive. "By the by, Jherek, have you seen
Doctor Volospion's lates? It's cadled The Higtory of the World in Miniaturé — the entire history of
mankind from gart to finish, dl done with tiny reproductions at incredible speed — it can be dowed
down to observe details of any particular millennium — it lasts a full week!™

"It is reminiscent, isit not, of something of Jagged's?*

"Isit? Well, Volospion dways saw himsdf as arivd to Jagged, and perhaps hopes to fill his shoes,
now that he is occupied with other things. O'Kala Incarnadine has been safdly resurrected, by the by, and
has logt interest in being a goat. He has become some kind of leviathan, with his own lake. Now thet is a
copy — of Amdlids creation. Well, if youll forgive me, Il be on my way. Others will want to see this"

For the fourth time, the whirling cone appeared, Brannart and the Lat emerged. As Bishop Castle
flew off Jherek dropped closer. He was 4ill unable to understand them.

"Hrunt!" cried Captain Mubbers.

"Ferkit!" declared Brannart Morphall.

Blows were exchanged. They returned to the craft.

Jherek wondered if he should not continue on to Castle Canaria and tdl Lord Jagged what was
happening, but the Sght had distressed him too much and he did not rdish a further encounter with his
father and mother today. He decided to return with the news to Amdia

It was dmogt twilight as he directed the locomotive home. The darkness seemed to come quicker
than usud and it was beneath a starless, moonless sky that he eventudly located the house where only
one light burned at a sngle window.

He was surprised, as he landed, to note that the window was not Amdlias but his own. He did not
recd| leaving a light there. He fdt darm as he entered the house and ran upstairs. He knocked a her
door. "Amdia Amdia" There was no reply. Puzzled, he opened his door and went in. The lamp burned
low, but there was aufficient light to see that his Amdia occupied the bed, her face turned away from him,
the great sable sheet drawn tightly around her body so that only her head was vishle.

"Amdia?'

She did not turn, though he could see that she was not adeep. He could do nathing but wait.

Eventudly, she spoke in a amdl, unsteady voice. "As awoman, | shdl aways be yours”

"Are we —? Isthis marriage?'

She looked up a him. There were tearsin her eyes; her expression was serious. Her lips parted.

He kneded upon the bed; he took her head in his hands. He kissed her eyes. She moved
convulsvely and he thought he darmed her until he redlized that she was struggling free of the sheet, to
open her ams to him, to hold him, as if she feared to fdl. He took her naked shoulders in his am, he
stroked her cheek, experiencing a sensation at once vidlent and tender — a sensation he had never left
before. The andl of her body was warm and swest.

"I loveyou," he said.



"I shdl love you for ever, my dear," she replied. "Bdieve me”

"l do."

Her words seemed subtly inappropriate and the old sense of foreboding came and went. He kissed
her. She gasped and her hands went beneath his blouse; he fdt her nails in his flesh. He kissed her
shoulder. She drew him to her.

"Itisdl | can giveyou..." She seemed to be weeping.

"It iseverything."

She groaned. With atouch of a power-ring he disrobed, stroking the tears on her cheek, kissng her
trembling shoulder, until at last he drew back the sheet and pressed himsdf upon her.

"The lamp,” she said. He caused it to vanish and they were in complete darkness.

"Always Jherek."

"Oh, my dearest.”

She hugged him. He touched her wais. "Isthiswhat you do?' he asked. "Or isit this?'

Then they made love; and in the fullness of time they dept.

The sun had risen. He fdt it upon his eydids and he amiled At last the future, with its confuson and
its fears, was banished; nothing divided them. He turned, so that hisfirs Sght of the morning would be of
her; but even as he turned the foreboding came back to him. She was not there. There was a trace of her
warmth, little more. She was not in the room. He knew that she was not in the house.

"Amdia"

This was what she had decided. He recdled her anecdote of the young man who had only dared
declare his love when he knew he would never see her again. All his indincts had told him, from that
moment by the fountain, that it was her intention to answer her Victorian conscience, to go back with
Harold Underwood to 1896, to accept her respongibilities. It was why she had said what she said to him
last night. As awoman, she would dways be his, but as a wife she was committed to her husband.

He plunged from his bed, opening the window, and, naked, flung himsdf into the dawn sky, flying as
rapidly as his power-rings could carry him, rushing towards the city, her name dill on his lips, like the
med cry of a desolate seabird.

"Amdia"

Once before he had followed her thus, coming too late to stop her return to her own time. Every
sensdtion, every thought was repeated now, as the ar burned his body with the speed of his flight.
Already he planned how he might pursue her back to Bromley.

He reached the city. It seemed to deep, it was s0 lill.

And near the brink of the pit he saw the great open dructure of the time-machine, the
chronomnibus. Aboard he could see the time-travdler a the controls, and the policemen, dl in white
robes, with their hdmets upon their heads, and Inspector Springer, aso in white, wearing his bowler, and
Harold Underwood with his hay-coloured hair and his pince-nez twinkling in the early sun. And he
glimpsed Amdia, in her grey suit, ssemingly sruggling with her husband. Then the outlines of the machine
grew faint, even as he descended. There was a dhill sound, like a scream, and the machine faded away
and was gone.

He reached the ground, staggering.

"Amdia" He could bardly see for his tears, he stood hopdess and trembling, his heart pounding,
gasping for air.

He heard sobbing and it was not his own sobbing. He lifted his head.

Shelay there, in the black dust of the city, her face upon her arm. She wegpt.

Haf-sure that this was a terible illuson, merdy a recallection from the city's memory, he
approached her. He fdl on his knees beside her. He touched her grey deeve.

She looked up a him. "Oh, Jherek! He told me that | was no longer hiswife..."

"He has said as much before.™

"He cdled me impure. He said that my presence would taint the high purpose of his misson, that
even now | tempted him ... Oh, he said so many things. He threw me from the machine. He hates me."



"He hates sanity, Amdia. | think it is true of dl such men. He hates truth. It is why he accepts the
comforting lie. Y ou would have been of no use to hm."

"I was s0 full of my resolve. | loved you so much. | fought so hard againgt my impulse to stay with
you."

"You would martyr yoursdf in response to the voice of Bromley? To a cause you know to be at
best foolish?* He was surprised by his words and it was plain that he surprised her, aso.

"Thisworld has no cause at dl," she told him, as he hdd her againg him. "It has no use for one such
amd"

"Yet you love me. You trust me?'

"I trugt you, Jherek. But | do not trust your background, your society — dl this..." She stared
bleskly at the city. "It prizes individudity and yet it isimpossble to fed onesdf an individud in it. Do you
understand?"

He did not, but he continued to comfort her.

He helped her to her feet.

"I can see no future for us here” she told him. She was exhausted. He summoned his locomotive.

"Thereisno future" he agreed, "only the present. Surdly it is whét lovers have dways wished for."

"If they are nothing but lovers, Jnerek, my dear." She sghed deeply. "W, there is scarcely any
point to my complants™ Her amile was brave. "Thisismy world and | must make the best of it."

"You shdl, Amdia”

The locomotive appeared, puffing between high, ragged towers.

"My sense of duty —" she began.

"To yoursdf, as | said. My world esteems you as Bromley never could. Accept that esteem without
reserve it is given without reserve.”

"Blindy, however, as children give. One would wigh to be respected for — for noble deeds.”

He saw darity, a last. "Your going to Harold — that was 'noble?”

"I suppose so. The sdf-sacrifice...”

" 'Sdf-sacrifice — another. And is that ‘virtuous?'

"It isthought o, yes."

"And 'modest'?"

"Modesty is often involved.”

"Your opinion of your own actionsis ‘modest'?"

"l hope s0."

"And if you do nothing save what your own spirit tells you to do — thet is'lazy’, eh? Even 'evil'?"

"Scarcdy evil, redly, but certainly unworthy..."

The locomotive came to arest beside them, where the chronomnibus had laiely been.

"l am enlightened at last!" he said. "And to be 'poor, is that frowned upon by Bromley."

She began to amile "Indeed, it is. But | do not approve of such notions. In my charity work, | tried
to hep the poor as much as | could. We had a missonary society, and we collected money so that we
could purchase certain basic comforts..."

"And these 'poor' ones, they exist so that you might exercise your own impulses towards ‘nobility’
and 'sdf-sacrifice. | understand!”

"Not so, Jherek. The poor — wdl, they just exist. |, and others like me, tried to ease thar
conditions, tried to find work for the unemployed, medicine for their sck."

"And if they did not exist? How, then, would you express yourself?'

"Oh, there are many other causes, dl over the world. Hegthen to be converted, tyrants to be taught
justice, and so on. Of course, poverty isthe chief source of dl the other problems..."

"I could perhaps create some "poor’ for you."

"That would be terrible. No, no! | disapproved of your world before | understood it. Now | do not
disapprove — it would be irrationd of me. | would not changeit. It is1 who must change™ She began to
weep agan. "'l who mud try to understand that thingswill remain as they are throughout eternity, that the
same dance will be danced over and over again and that only the partners will differ..."



"We have our love, Amdia”

Her expresson was anguished. "But can't you see, Jherek, that it iswhat | fear most! What is love
without time, without desth?"

"It is love without sadness, surdly.”

"Could it be love without purpose?”’

"Loveislove™

"Then you mugt teach me to believe that, my dear.”

26

Wedding Bellsat the End of Time

She was to be Amdia Carndlian; she indsted upon it. They found seeds and bulbs, preserved by the
cities, and they planted them in her gardens. They began a new life, as man and wife. She was teaching
him to read again, and to write, and if Jherek fdt contentment she, a leat, fdt a degree more secure; his
assurances of fiddity became credible to her. But though the sun shone and the days and nights came and
went with aregularity unusud at the End of Time, they were without seasons. She feared for her crops.
Though she watered them carefully, no shoots appeared, and one day she decided to turn a piece of
ground to see how her potatoes fared. She found that they had gone rotten. Elsawhere not a Sngle seed
hed put out even the feeblest root. He came upon her as she dug franticaly through her vegetable garden,
searching for one 9gn of life. She pointed to the ruined tubers.

"Imperfectly preserved, | suppose,” he suggested.

"No. We tasted them. These are the same. It isthe earth that ruinsthem. It isnot true sail at dl. It is
without goodness. It is barren, Jherek, as everything is fundamentaly barren in this world." She threw
down the spade; she entered the house. With Jherek at her heds, she went to St a a window looking out
towards her rose-garden.

He joined her, feding her pain but unable to find any means of banishing it.

“llluson,” she said.

"We can experiment, Amdia, to make earth which will dlow your crops to grow."

"Oh, perhaps..." She made an effort to free hersdf from her mood, then her brow clouded agan.
"Hereisyour father, like an Angd of Death come to preside at the funerd of my hopes.”

It was Lord Jagged, stepping with jaunty tread dong the crazy paving, waving to her.

Jherek admitted him. He was dl bustle and high humour. "The time comes. The circuit is complete. |
let the world run through one more full week, to establish the period of the loop, then were saved
forever! My news displeases you?'

Jherek spoke for Amdia "We do not care to be reminded of the manner in which the world is
maintained, Father!"

"You will notice no outward effects.”

"We dhdl have the knowledge of what has happened,” she murmured. "lllusons cease to satidy,
Lord Jagged."

"Cdl me Father, too!" He seated himsdf upon a chaise-longue, spreading his limbs. "I should have
guessed you very happy by now. A shame”

"If oné's only function isto perpetuate illuson, and one has known red life, one is indined to fret a
litle"" said she with ungainly irony. "My crops have perished.”

"I follow you, Amdlia What do you fed, Jherek?'

"l fed for Amdia" he answered. "If she were happy, then | would be happy.” He amiled. "l am a
smple creature, father, as | have often been told.”

"Hm," said Lord Jagged. He eased himsdf upward and was about to say more when, in the



distance, through the open windows, they heard a sound.

They ligened.

"Why," said Amdlia, "itisa band.”

"Of what?' asked Jherek.

"A mudcd band," hisfather told him. He swept from the house. "Come, let's seel”

They dl ran through the walks and avenues until they reached the white gate in the fence Amdia had
erected around the trees. The lake of blood had long since vanished and gentle green hills replaced it.
They could see a column of people, far awvay, marching towards them. Even from here, the musc was
diginct.

"A brass band!" cried Amdia "Trumpets, trombones, tubas —!"

"And a gdlver band!" declared Lord Jagged, with unfegned enthusasm. "Claringts, flutes,
saxophones!™

"Bass drums — hear!" For the moment her misaries were gone. "Snare drums, tenor drums,
timpani..."

"A pogtive profuson of percusson!" added Jherek, wishing to indude himsdf in the excitement.
"Tatatatal Hooray!" He made a cap for himsdf, so that he might fling it into the air. "Hooray!"

"Oh, look!" Amdia had forgotten her distress entirdly, for the moment at least. "So many! And is
that the Duke of Queens?

"ltig"

The band — or rather the massed bands, for there must have been at least a thousand mechanica
musdans — came marching up the hill towards them, with flags flying, plumes nodding, boots and straps
shining, scarlet and blue, slver and black, gold and crimson, green and yelow.

Father, son and wife hung over the white gate like so many children, waving to the Duke of Queens,
who marched at the front, along pole whirling in the ar above him, two others whirling on dther Sde, a
baton in one hand, a swagger-cane in the other, a huge handle-bar moustache upon his face, and a
mongrous bearskin tottering on his head, goose-stepping so high that he dmog fdl backwards with
every movement of hislegs. And the band had grown so loud, though it remained in perfect time, that it
was utterly impracticable to try to speak, ether to the Duke of Queens or to one another.

On and on it marched, with its sousaphones, its kolaphones, its brownophones, its telophones and
its gramophones, performing intricate patterns, weaving in and out of itsdf, making outrageoudy difficult
steps coupled with peculiar time-signatures, with its euphoniums and harmoniums, pianos and piccolos,
its banjos, its bongos and its bassoons, sduting, marking time, forming fours, bagpipes skirling,
bullroarers whirling, ondes Martenot keening, cdlos groaning, vidlins wailing, Jew's harps boinging,
swannee whigtles, wailing, tubular bells talling, caliopes wheezing, guitars shrieking, synthesizers sghing,
ophicleides panting, gongs booming, organs grinding, sweet potatoes warbling, xylophones clattering,
serpents blaring, bones rattling, glockenspids tinkling, virginds whigpering, bombardons moaning, until it
hed marshdled itsdf before the gate. And then it stopped.

"Haydn, en?" said Lord Jagged knowledgesbly as the proud Duke approached.

"Yellow Dog Charlie, according to the tape reference” The Duke of Queens was beaming from
benegth his bearskin. "But you know how mixed up the dties are. Something from your period again,
Mrs. Un—"

"Carndian," she murmured.

"—derwood. We smply can't leave it done, can we? I've seen a craze lagt a thousand years,
unabated.”

"Your enthusasms dways tend to prolong themsdves beyond the cepabilities of your
contemporaries, ebullient bandsman, most carefree of capdlmeisers, most glorious of gleemen!”
congratulated Lord Jagged. "Have you marched far?'

"The parade isto celebrate my firg venture into connubid harmony!™

"Musc?' enquired Jherek.

"Marriage”" A wink at Jnerek's father. "Lord Jagged will know what | mean.”

"A wedding?" laconicaly supplied Jagged.



"A wedding, yed It isdl the rage. Today — | think it's today — | am joined in haly matrimony
(admit my grasp of the vocabulary!) to the lovdiest of ladies, the beautiful Sweet Orb Mace."

"And who conducts the rites?" asked Amdia

"Bishop Castle. Who e se? Will you come, and be my best men and women™?'

"Wdl..."

"Of course well come, gorgeous groom.” Lord Jagged legpt the gate to embrace the Duke before
he departed. "And bring gifts, too. Green for a groom and blue for a bridel™

"Another cusom?'

"Oh, indeed.”

Amdia pursed her lips and frowned at Lord Jagged of Canaria. "It is agtonishing that sO many of
our old customs are remembered, Sr."

His patrician head moved to meet her eyes, he wore the faintest of amiles. "Oh, didn't you know? In
the generd confuson, with the trandation pills and so forth, it seems that we are dl tadking
nineteenth-century English. It serves. It serves™

"You arranged this?"

Blandly, he replied. "I am condantly flaitered by your suggestions, Amdia | admire your
perceptions, though it would seem to me that you are indined to over-interpret, on occasion.”

"If you would haveit so, ar." She curtsed, but her expresson was hardly demure.

Fearful of further tenson between the two, Jherek said: "So we are again to be gueds at the Duke
of Queens. You are not disturbed by the prospect, Amdia?’

"We have been invited. We shdl attend. If it be a mock marriage, it will certanly be an extravagant
one”

Lord Jagged of Canaria was looking a her through perceptive eyes and it was as if his mask had
fdlen for a moment.

She was baffled by this sudden sincerity; she avoided thet eye.

"Veay wdl, then," said Jherek's father briskly, "We shdl meet again soon, then?'

"Soon," she said.

"Farewdl,” he said, "to you both." He strode for his swan which swam on a tiny pond he had
manufactured for parking purposes. He was soon doft. A wave of ydlow froth and he was gone.

"So marriage is the fashion now," she said as they walked back to the house.

He took her hand. "We are dready married," he said.

"In God's eyes, as we used to say. But God looks down on this world no longer. We have only a
poor subdtitute. A poseur.”

They entered the house. "You speak of Jagged again, Amdia?'

"He continues to disturb me. 1t would seem he has stisfied himsdlf, seen dl his schemes completed.
Ye dill | amwary of him. | suppose | shdl dways be wary, through eternity. | fear his boredom.”

"Not your own?'

"I have not his power."

He let the matter rest.

That afternoon, with Jherek in morning dress and Amdiain grey and blue stripes, they set off for the
wedding of the Duke of Queens.

Bishop Castle (it was evidently his workmanship) had built a cathedrd specidly for the ceremony, in
classcd subtlety, with great stained glass windows, Gaothic spires and masonry, massve and yet giving
the impresson of lightness, and decorated on the outsde primarily in orange, purple and yelow.
Surrounding the area was the band of the Duke of Queens, its automata at rest for the moment. There
were td| flag-madts, flying every conceivable standard dill exigting in the archives; there were tents and
booths digpensng drinks and sweetmeats, games of chance and of <kill, exhibitions of antique
entertainments, through which moved the guests, laughing and talking, full of merriment.

"It's a lovdy scene” said Jherek, as he and Amdia descended from their footplate. "A beautiful
background for awedding."

"Yet dill merdy a scene” she said. "'l can never rid mysdlf of the knowledge that | am playing a part



inadrama”

"Were ceremonies different, then, in your day?"

She was Slent for a moment. Then: ™Y ou mugt think me a cheerless cregture.”

"I have seen you happy, Amdia. | think."

"It isatrick of the mind | was never taught. Indeed, | was taught to suspect an open amile, to
repress my own. | try, Jherek, to be carefree.”

"It is your duty,” he told her as they joined the throng and were greeted, a once, by ther friends.
"Why, Midress Chrigtia, the last time | saw your companions they were trapped in a particulaly
unpleasant dilemma, battling with Brannart.”

Migress Chridtia, the Everlaging Concubine, laughed a tinkling laugh, as was her wont. She was
surrounded by Captain Mubbers and his men, dl dressed in the same brilliant powder-blue she wore,
save for grange baloon-like objects of dull red, on ebows and knees. "Lord Jagged rescued them, |
gather, and | ingged that they be my specid guests. We are to be married, too, today!"

"You — to them dl!" said Amdiain astonishment. She blushed.

"They are teaching me ther cusoms." She displayed the ebow baloons. "These are proper to a
married La female. The reason for ther behaviour, where women were concerned, was the conviction
that if we did not wear knee- and ebow-baloons we were — um?' She looked enquiringly a her
nearest spouse, who crossed his three pupils and stroked his whiskers in embarrassment. Jherek thought
it was Rokfrug. "Dear?’

"Joint-sport,” said Rokfrug dmost inaudibly.

"They are so contrited” sad Midress Chrigia She moved intimatdy to murmur to Amdia "In
public, at least, dear.”

"Congratulations, Captain Mubbers," said Jherek. "I hope you and your men will be very happy
with your wife"

"HIl it, arse-lips” Captain Mubbers said, sotto voce, even as they shook hands. "Sarcy fatin
knicker-dastic hole-amdler.”

"l intended no irony."

"Then wipeit and button it, bumface, Nn?'

"You have given up any intention of going into space agan?' Amdiasad.

Captain Mubbers shrugged his doping shoulders. "Nothing there for us, is there?' He offered her a
knowing look which took her aback.

"Wdl —" she drew a breath — "I am sure, once you have sttled down to married life..." She was
defested in her efforts.

Captain Mubbers grunted, eyeing her elbow, visble through the slk of her dress.

"Himpoke" Midtress Christia had noticed. "Wdl!"

"Sorry, my bone." He stared at the ground.

"Himpoke?' sad Jnerek.

"Himpoke Mubbers,” Migtress Chridtia told him, with every evidence of pride. "l am to be Mrs.
Mubbers, and Mrs. Rokfrug, and Mrs. Glopgoo..."

"And we are to be Mr. and Mr. Mongrove-de Goethel” 1t was Werther, midnight blue from head
to toe. Midnight blue eyes stared from a midnight-blue face. It was rather difficult to recognize him, save
for hisvoice. Besde him lounged in an attitude of dejected satisfaction the great bulk of Lord Mongrove,
moody monarch of the weeping diffs

"What? Y ou marry? Oh, it is perfect.”

"Wethink so," said Werther.

"You consdered no one es£?'

"We have 50 little in common with anyone dse" droned Mongrove. "Besides, who would have me?
Who would spend the rest of his life with this shapeless body, this colourless persondity, this talentless
bran...?"

"It isa good match," said Jherek hastily. Mongrove was inclined, once started, to gather momentum
and spend an hour or more liging his own drawbacks.



"We decided, at Doctor Volospion's fairground, when we fdl off the carousd together, that we
might as wdl share our disssters..."

"An excdlent scheme” A scent of dampness wafted from Mongrove's robes as he moved; Jherek
found it unpleasant. "I trust you will discover contentment..."

"Reconciliction, &t leest," said Amdia

The two moved on.

"So," sad Jherek, offering hisarm. "We are to witness three weddings."

"They are too ludicrous to be taken serioudy,” she said, as if she gave her blessng to the
proceedings.

"Ye they offer satisfeaction to those taking part, | think."

"Itis so hard for me to bdlieve that."

They found Brannart Morphail, at last, in unusud finery, a mustard-coloured cloak hanging in pleats
from his hump, tassals swinging from the most unlikely places on his person, his medicd boot glittering
with spangles. He seemed in an dmog jolly mood as he limped beside My Lady Charlotina of
Above-the-Ground (her new domicile).

"Ahd" cried Brannart, dghting the two. "My nemes's, young Jherek Carndian!™ The jocularity, if
forced, was at least well-meant. "And the cause of dl our problems, the beautiful Amdia Underwood.”

"Carndian, now," she sad.

"Congratulaiond Y ou take the same step, then?'

"Asthe Duke of Queens," agreed Jherek amicably, "and Migtress Chrigia. And Werther and Lord
Mongrove..."

"No, no, no! As My Lady Charlotina and mysdf!”

"Ahl"

My Lady Charlotina fluttered lashes fully two inches long and produced a winsome gmile In
apple-green tupperware crinoline and brown date bonnet she had some difficuity moving even a the
ratively dow pace of her husband-to-be.

"You proposed rapidly enough, you dog!" said Jherek to the scientist.

"She proposed,” Brannart grunted, momentarily returned to his usud mood. "I owe my rescue to
her."

"Not to Jagged?'

"It was she who went to get Jagged's hdp.”

"You were atempting ajump backwards through time, eh?' Jherek said.

"I did my best. Given hdf a chance, | might have improved this disastrous stuation. But | tried to
move within too limited a period and, as dways happens, | got caught in a kind of short-circuit. Proving,
irrefutably, of course, the truth of Morphail's Law."

"Of course" they both consented.

"I suppose the Law 4ill applies, at present,” Amdia suggested.

"At present, and dways."

"Always?"

"Wdl —" Brannart rubbed his warted nose — "in essence. If Jagged recycles a seven-day period,
then the Law will probably apply to the time contained within that span, d'you see.”

"Aha" Amdia was disgppointed, though Jherek did not know why. "There is no other means of
leaving this world, once the circuit is completed?!

"None a dl. Isolated chronologicaly as wel as spacidly. By rights this planet has no business
exiging at dl."

"So we gather,” said Jherek.

"It defiesdl logic."

"You have ever made a practice of that, have you not?' said Amdia

"Have we, dear?' said My Lady Charlotina of Above-the-Ground.

"What | was taught to cdl logic, a any rate” Amdiaswiftly compromised.

"Thiswill meen the degth of Science" said Brannart chearfully. "Oh, yes. The degth of Science, right



enough. No more enquiry, no more investigetion, no more analyss, no more interpretation of phenomena
Nothing for me to do."

"There are functions of the cities which might be restored,” said Amdia hdpfully.

"Functions?'

"Old sciences which could be re-discovered. There are dl kinds of possbilities, | should have
thought."

"Hm," said Brannart. Gnarled fingers crossed a pitted chin. "True"

"Memory banks which need thar wits sharpening,” Jherek told him. "It would take a brilliant
scentis to restore them..."

"True" repeated Brannart. "Wdl, perhaps | can do something in that direction, certainly.”

My Lady Charlotina patted his pleated hump. "I shdl be so proud of you, Brannart. And what a
contribution you could make to socid life, if some of those machines could be got to reved their secrets.”

"Jagged will be so0 jedous” Amdia added.

"Jedous?' Brannart brightened dill further. "1 suppose he will."

"Hideoudy," sad Jherek.

"W, you of dl people would know, Jherek." The stientist seemed to do a little jig on his spangled
boot. "You think s0?'

"Without quetion!™

"Hm."

A smdl irascible voice said from just behind Jherek: "Ah! There you are pogterior-visage. I've been
looking for you!"

It was Rokfrug. He continued heavily: "If the ladies will excuse us, I'd like a middle-of-the-leg word
with you, sediment-nogril.”

"I have dready apologized, Lieutenant Rokfrug,” Brannart Morphail told him. "'l see no reason to go
on with this—"

"You offered me rapine, loot, arson, toe-pillage, and dl | get isto be a member of a andly mde
harem..."
"It was not my fault. You did not have to agree to the marriagel™ Brannart began to back away.

"If it's the only way to get a hit of jointing hoo-hoo, what else am | supposed to do? Come herel”

Brannart broke into a hobbling run, pursued by Lieutenant Rokfrug who was quickly tripped by the
passng Lord Jagged, who picked him up, dusted him down, pointed him in the wrong direction and
continued towards them.

Brannart, followed by his bride-to-be, disappeared behind a cluster of booths, while Rokfrug
vanished into a candy-striped tent. Lord Jagged seemed content.

"So the peace is kept." He amiled at Jherek and Amdia "And a certain balance is maintained.”

"Perhaps | should have dubbed you 'Solomon'," said Amdia acidly.

"You must cdl me 'Father', my dear." A bow to a passng O'Kaa Incarnadine, recognizable only
from the face a the top of the giraffe neck. For reasons best known to himsaf, Lord Jagged hed
discarded hisusud robes and collars and wore, like Jherek, a smple grey morning suit, with a grey slk
het upon his noble head, a slver-topped cane in one gloved hand. The only touch of yelow was the
primrose in his button-hole. "And here ismy own spouse. Iron Orchid, as ddicious as only you can bel”

The Orchid acknowledged the compliment. She wore her name-flower today — orchids of every
possible hue and variety clustered over her body, hugging themsdlves close to her as if she were the only
subgtantid thing remaining in the universe. The scents were so strong, in combination, thet they threatened
to overwhem everyone within a radius of twenty feet. Orchids formed a hood around her head, from
which she peered. "Husband mined And dear children! All together, again. And for such a beautiful
occasion! How many weedings take place today?' Her question was for Jnerek.

"Weddings, mama. Three — no four — to my knowledge.”

"About twenty indl," said Jagged. Y ou know how quickly these things catch on.”

"Who d==?" said Jherek.

"Doctor Volospion weds the Plainum Poppy.”



"Such a pleasant, empty creature,” sniffed the Iron Orchid, "a least, before she changed her name”

"And Captain Marbleisto be spliced to Soola Sen Sun. And Lady Voiceess, | gather, gives hersdf
inmarriage to Li Pao."

The Iron Orchid seemed displeased by this announcement, but she said nothing.

"And how long, | wonder, will these 'marriages lagt,” said Amdia

"Oh, | should think as long as the various parties wish them to lagt,” murmured Lord Jagged. "The
fashion could remain with us for a thousand years, or even two. One never knows. It dl depends upon
the ingenuity, surely, of the participants. Something else might come aong to fire society's imagination..."

"Of course," she said. She had become subdued. Noticing this, Jherek pressed her arm, but she
was not comforted.

"I should have thought, Amdia, that you would have been pleased by this development.” Lord
Jagged's lips curved afraction. "A tendency towards socid sability, isit not?!

"I cannot rise to your jesting today, Lord Jagged.”

"You dill grieve for your perished potatoes, then?'

"For what is Sgnified by thelr destruction.”

"Later, we mugt put our heads together. There could be a solution to the problem..."

"There can be no solution, g, to the abiding dilemma of one who would not be a drone in a world
of drones."

"You are too hard on yoursdlf, and on us. See it, indtead, as a reward to the human race for dl its
millions of years of sruggle.”

"I have not been part of that sruggle”

"Surdy, inone sense..."

"In one sensg, Sr, we have dl been involved. In another, we have not. It is, as you would agree, |
know, not whét is, but how one looks a whet is"

"Youwill change."

"| fear that | shdl.”

"You fear cynicdsmin yoursdf?'

"Perhapsitisthat.”

"Some would consider your atitude cowardly."

"I condgder it cowardly, Lord Jagged, you may be sure. Let us terminae this conversation. It
excludes too many; it discomforts dl. My problems are my own respongbility.”

"You dam more than you should, Ameia Have | had no part in creating those problems?’

"I suppose that you would be offended if | disagreed with you on that point.”

His voice was very quiet and only for her ears. "l have a conscience, too, Amdia All that | have
done might be seen as the result of possessing an exaggerated sense of duty.”

Her lips parted; her chin lifted a fraction. "If | could believe that, | think | should be more reconciled
to my Stuation.”

"Then you must believe it."

"Oh, Jagged! Amdiaisright. We become bored with dl this ligless talk. It lacks colour, my dears.”
The Iron Orchid drew close to her husband.

Lord Jagged of Canariaraised his hat to Amdia. "Perhaps we can continue with this later. | have a
proposa of my own, which you might find satisfactory.”

"You mugt not concern yoursdf," she said, "with our affars”

Jherek made to speak, but an ear-splitting fanfare came suddenly from dl directions and an
unnaturdly loud, somewhat distorted voice — dmost certainly that of the Duke of Queens — cried from
thear:

"The weddings begin!"

They joined the crowd moving towards the cathedral.
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Conversations and Conclusions

Dugy varicoloured light fdl from brilliant windows through the lofty shadows of the cathedrd;
ranbow patterns littered the marble floors, the dark oak ddls, the cool vaulted gdleries, the golden
pulpits, the brass and ceramic choirs, they filtered through the siver-framed squints, deppling the
extravagant costumes of brides, grooms and celebrants who, together, were the whole complement of
this world at the End of Time and would remain its sole denizens for eternity. At the greet dtar, agangt
the radiance from the circular stained glass behind him, wearing vestments of black and red slk trimmed
with woven ribbons of white and grey, a magnificent mitre svaying on his head, his duminium crook in
one gloved hand, his other hand raised to give a blessing, stood Bishop Castle, impressve and grave as
through the high doors, admitting a sweep of sunshine into the main aide, sounded the blare of a thousand
indruments voicing a angle note. Then there came a dlence from without while the cathedra echoed,
transformed the note, seeming to answer. Bishop Cadtle let the echoes fade before sgndling Sweet Orb
Mace, on the arm of Lord Jagged himsdf, to proceed towards the dtar; then came the Duke of Queens,
inuniform ill, striding until he stood beside his bride-to-be, who wore white — hair, eyebrows, lashes,
lips gown bobbysox and boots. The dtar itsdf was dready piled with blue and green gifts of every
description. From the chancel Jherek, Amdia and the Iron Orchid watched as, with due ceremony,
Bishop Castle handed the Duke of Queens a black curved bow and a sngle arrow, enjoining the groom
to "show yoursdf worthy of thiswoman". The Iron Orchid whispered that Amdia would be familiar with
the ritud and would doubtless be atrifle blasg, but she, the Orchid, was thrilled. Bishop Castle motioned
and twenty palm trees sprang up in the main aide, sanding, one behind each other, in a perfectly draight
line The Duke of Queens placed the arrow upon the gring, drew it back, and shot at the first pdm tree.
The arrow pierced the tree through, entered the next and pierced that, going on to the next and the next
until dl twenty trees were pierced. There came a ydl from the distance (it seemed tha Li Pao had been
ganding behind the last pdm tree and had received the arrow directly in his eye and had been killed; with
as little fuss as possible he was resurrected — meanwhile the ceremony continued), but the Duke of
Queens was dready handing the bow back to Bishop Castle while intoning a reference to Sugriva,
Jatayus and Disney the Destroyer and cdling upon the Buddha to strike him bad if his love for Sweet
Orb Mace ever fdtered. This ritud progressed for some time, gving great satisfaction to the centra
participants, as is the nature of ritud, but tending to drag alittle so far as the audience was concerned,
though many admitted that the spoken parts were moving. Bishop Castle gradudly brought the wedding
to its conclusion. "...until such time as the aforementioned Parties shdl deem this Agreement void and
that any disputes arigng from this Agreement, or the performance thereof, shdl be determined by
arbitration in the Heavenly City or its Dependencies in accordance with the rules then obtaining of the
High, Middle and Low Courts of Chance and Arbitrary Union and judgement on the award rendered
may be entered in any court having jurisdiction thereof, in the name of God the Father, God the Mother
or God the Next of Kin, God Bless, Good Luck and Keep Smiling." The ceremonia chain of iron was
locked about Sweet Orb Mace's neck; the huge jeweled truss was fitted onto the lower part of the Duke
of Queens torso, thumbs were cut and blood mingled, hados were exchanged, two goats were
daughtered, and a further fanfare announced that the marriage was duly sanctified. Next came Werther
de Goethe and Lord Mongrove, who had chosen a shorter but rather gloomier ceremony, followed by
Midgtress Chridtia, the Everlagting Concubine, and her little group of grooms, then Doctor Volospion with
Plainum Poppy (a clever, but obvious copy of the Iron Orchid, to the smdlest feature). It was at this
point that Lord Jagged dipped away. Probably, Jherek thought, it was because his father was quickly
bored by such things and aso because (it was rumoured) he had no liking for the envious Volospion. Not
a few of the others had chosen group marriages, which, save for the naming of the names, took
somewhat lesstime to complete. Ameliawas becoming restless, as was the Iron Orchid; the two women
whispered together and occasiondly made remarks which caused one or both to repress laughter and, on



certain occasions, under cover of some loud report, for ingance, from a Wedding Cannon, or Clare
Cyrato's pefect ridng contrdto shriek as her labia were pierced, or the Eal of Carbolic's nine
hundredth-century bull-bellow, alowed themsdves to giggle quite openly. Jherek did not fed excluded;
he was relieved that ther friendship flourished, though every so often he noticed a look of disapprova
cross Amdids features, as if she found her own behaviour reprenensible. Sometimes she would join in
the applause which began to fill the cathedral, as more and more people, on the spur of the moment,
rushed towards the tagteful web of neon that was the dtar, and married one another. The proceedings
were becoming extremey chaotic and Bishop Castle, who had logt hisar of gravity, was waving his mitre
around his head, making up more and more extravagant rituals and, like the ringmasgter, putting his brides
and his grooms through increesingly ludicrous paces, so that laughter now sounded from every corner of
the great cathedral, bursts of clapping greeted quite unremarkable exercises (such as the four ladies who
indgsted on being married whilst sanding on ther hands). As the Iron Orchid remarked: "The wittiest of us
are dready wedded — these give us only low comedy!"

They prepared to leave.

"Bishop Castle should not lend himsdf to such sport,” said the Orchid. "I note that mogt of these
people are largdy of immigrant origin who have been returned, just recently, by the Morphall Effect. Is
that not boorish Pereg Trdo — there in the blazing crown, with dl those little girls? But whet is Gaf the
Horsein Tears doing to that other time-traveller, the one bending down — there?"

Amdiaturned away.

The Iron Orchid patted her padded shoulder. I agree, my dear, it is most distasteful.”

The remaining celebrants were dancing now, in along line which wandered in and out of the arches,
up and down the dtairs, dong the high gdleries, through deep shadows and into sudden sunlight, while
Bishop Castle urged them on, his mitre swinging in time to the music of the Duke's band which came
fantly from beyond the doors. "Bless you!" he cried. "Bless you!"

Fire bloomed now as brands were added, & the ingstence, it seemed, of Trixitroxi Ro, dethroned
queen of a decadent court who had been exiled, by successful revolutionaries, to the future, and who
hed, for hundreds of years, only one idea for a successful party — to st fire to everything.

The Iron Orchid, Jherek and Amdia, began to make ther way towards the doors, moving againgt
the crowd.

"These are the very worst aspects of the world's infancy,” protested the Orchid as she was jostled
by a brand-bearing cat-masked spring-footed Holy Electrician from a period which had prospered a
least amillion years before.

"You become a snab, Iron Orchid!" Amelias mockery was good-natured.

"You relished such scenes once, Mother, itistrue™" agreed Jherek.

"Oh, perhaps | grow old. Or some qudity leaveslife a the End of Time | find it hard to describe.”

The doors were dill a good distance from them. The dancing crowd had separated into severd
interweaving sections. Screams of laughter mingled with snatches of song, with shrieks and guffaws and
the sound of samping feet; bizarre masks grinned through the hagioscopes in wals and pillars, bodies,
panted and unpainted, naturd and remodelled, writhed on steps, in choirs, pews, pulpits and
confessonds, feathers waved, spangles glittered, Slks scraped on sdins, jeweled cloaks and boots
reflected torchlight and seemed to blaze of their own accord; skins, yelow and green and brown and red
and pink and black and blue and orange, gligened; and everywhere the eyes they saw were burning, the
mouths were hat.

Of the three, only Jherek laughed. "They enjoy themsdves, mother! It is afedtivd.”

"Danse macabre," murmured Amdia "The damned, the dead, the doomed — they dance to forget
thar fate..."

Thiswas atrifle too much even for the Orchid in her dbnorma despondency. "It is certainly vulgar,”
she sad, "if nothing else. The Duke of Queens is to blame, of course. It is typicd of hm to dlow a
perfectly entertaining event to degenerate into — ah!" she fdl to the flagging, bowled down by a
squirming couple over whom she had tripped.

Jherek helped her up. He was amiling. "You used to chide me for my criticiams of the Duke's taste.



Wil | am vindicated &t lag.”

She sniffed. She noticed the face of one of the people on the ground. "Gaf! How can you lend
yoursdf to this?'

"En?' said Gef the Horse in Tears. He extricated himsdf from under his partner. “lron Orchid! Oh,
your perfume, your petas, your delicate samen — let them consume mel™

"We are leaving," she said pointedly, casing a hard eye over the black and white fur which Gaf
sported. "We find the proceedings dull.”

"Dul, dearest Orchid? It is an experience. Experience of any sort is sufficient to itsdf!" Gaf thought
she joked. From where he lay, he extended a hand. "Come. Join us. We —"

"Perhgps another time, weeping gdlion." She perceived an opening in the throng and made towards
it, but it had closed before any of them could reach it.

"They seem drunk with the prospect of their own damnation..."” began Amdia before her voice was
log in the ydl of the throng. She held hersdlf as she had when Jherek had first seen her, her mouth st
her eyes contemptuous, and dl hislove swept over hm so that he was bound to kiss her. But her cheek
was cold. She plunged away, calliding with the crowd which caught her and began to bear her from him.
She was as one who had fdlen into a torrent and feared drowning. He ran to her rescue, dragging her
clear of the press; she gasped and sobbed againgt him. They were on the edge of the sunlight from the
doors; escape was near. They could hear the band 4ill playing outsde. She was shouting to him, but her
words were indigtinct. The Iron Orchid plucked a Jherek's arm, to lead them from the cathedrd and at
that moment darkness descended.

The sun was gone; no light entered the doors or fdl through the windows;, the musc died; there was
Slence outside. It was cold. Yet many of the revellers danced on, their way illuminated by the guttering
flames of the flambeauix in their hands; many 4ill laughed or shouted. But then the cathedrd itsdf began to
tremble. Metdl and glass rattled, stone groaned.

The doors, now a black gap, could 4ill be seen, and towards them the three fled, with Iron Orchid
aying in agonishment: "Jagged has faled us. The world ends, after dl!”

Into the coldness they rushed. Behind them firdight flickered from the many windows of the
building, but it was too feeble to brighten the surrounding ground, though it was possible to identify the
whereabouts of the gdls and booths and tents from the voices, some familiar, caling out in bewilderment.
Jherek expected the ar to give way to vacuum at any moment. He clutched Amdia and now she hugged
him willingly. "If only there had been some way to live" she said. "And yet | think | am glad for this. |
could never have changed. | would have become a hypocrite and you would have ceased to love me”

"Never that,” he said. He kissed her. Perhaps because the surrounding air was so cold, she seemed
vay warm to him, dmost feverish.

"What an unsatisfactory concluson,” came the voice of the Iron Orchid. "For once, it seems, Jagged
has logt his sense of timing! Sill, ther€ll be no one to criticize in a moment or two..."

Beneseth their feet, the ground shook. From within the cathedral a sngle voice was raised in a high,
sugtained scream. Something fdl with a rush and a crash to the ground; severd of the cathedrd's bels
tolled, crazy and dissonant. Two or three figures, one with a brand that was now scarcely more than an
ember, came to the door and stood there uncertainly.

Jherek thought he heard a howling, far off, as if of a digant hurricane, but it did not approach;
ingtead it seemed to die away in another direction.

They dl awaited death with reconciliation, trepidation, amusement, relish or incredulity, according to
their temperaments. Here and there people could be heard chatting with complete lack of concern, while
others moaned, crying out for impossible succour.

"At leest Harold is safe,” she said. "Did Jagged know that this could happen, do you think?"

"If he did, he made sure we should not suspect.”

"He certainly said nothing to me." The Iron Orchid did not bother to hide her petulance. "I am his
wife, after dl."

"He cannot help his secretive nature, Mother," said Jherek Carndlian in defence.

"Jug as you cannot help possessing an open one, my child. Where are you? Over there, en?'



"Here" sad Amdia

The blind hand found her. "He is so eadly deceived,” confided the Orchid to her daughter-in-law.
"It made him entertaining, of course, before dl this began — but now ... | blame mysdf for lacking
forethought, certain sorts of perception..."

"Heis a credit to you, Mother." Amdiawished to comfort. "I love him for what you made him."

Jherek was amused. "It is dways the way of women, as | was discovering, to regard men as some
sort of blank cregture into which one woman or another has indilled certain characterigtics. This woman
has made him shy — this woman has made him strong — another has driven such and such an influence
(dways a woman's of course) from him ... Am | merdy no more than an anadgamation of women's
cregtive imaginaions? Have | no identity of my own?"'

"Of course, dear." Amdia spoke. "Of course. You are completdy yoursdf! | spoke only
figurativdy."

The Iron Orchid's voice came agan. "Do not let him bully you, Amdia That is his father's
influence”

"Mother, you remain as adamant as dwayd" Jherek said affectionatdly. "A flower that can never be
bent by even the strongest of windd"

"I trust you are only jesting, Jnerek. There is none more malegble than I!"

"Indeed!"

Amdiawas forced to join in Jherek's laughter. The Iron Orchid, it seemed, sulked.

Jherek was about to speak again when the ground beneeth his feet began to undulate vidently, in
tiny waves. They held fast to one another to stop themsdlves from fdling. There was a briny samdl in the
ar and, for a second, aflash of violet light on the horizon.

"ltisthecities" said the Iron Orchid. "They are destroyed!" She moved closer to Amdia

"Do you find it colder?' his mother asked.

"Somewha,” replied Amdia

"Certanly," sad Jherek.

"l wonder how long..."

"We have dready had longer than | expected,” Jherek said to her.

"I do wish it would finish. The least Jagged could do for us..."

"Perhaps he sruggles with his machinery, ill trying to save something,” suggested Jherek.

"Poor man," murmured Amdia. "All his plans ruined."

"You sympathize now?" Jherek was confounded.

"Oh, wdl — | have dwaysfdt for the loser, you know."

Jherek contented himsdf with squeezing her shoulder.

There came another flash of violet light, some distance away from the fird, and this lasted just a
fraction longer.

"No," said the Iron Orchid, "it is definitdly the cities. | recognize the locations. They explode.”

"Itis drange thet the ar isdill with us™ Jherek said. "One city must continue to function, at least, to
create the oxygen."

"Unless we bresthe only what isleft to us" suggested Amdia

"l am not sure that thisisthe end, at dl," Jherek announced.

And, asif in response to hisfath, the sun began to rise, dull red at firg and then increesingly brighter
untl it filled the blue sky with streaks of ydlow and mauve and crimson; and everywhere was cheering.
And life resumed.

Only Amdia seemed discontented with this reprieve. "It is madness” she said. "And | shdl soon be
med mysdf, if | am not mad aready. | desired nothing but desth and now even that hope has been
dashed!™

The shadow of a great swan fdl across her and she looked up through red-rimmed, angered eyes.
"Oh, Lord Jagged! How you mugt enjoy al these manipulationd™

Lord Jagged was dill in hismorning suit, with histdl hat on his head. "Forgive me, for the darkness
and 0 on," he said. "It was necessary to start the firgt week's cycle from scratch, as we mean to begin. It



isrunning smoathly now, asit will run for ever.”

"You do not offer even the dightest possihility that it will collgpse?' Amdia was not facetious, she
seemed desperate.

"Not the dightest, Amdlia It is in its nature to function perfectly. It could not exid if it were not
perfect, | assure you."

"l see..." She began to move away, a wretched figure, careless of where she walked.

"Thereis an dternative, however," said Lord Jagged laconicdly. "As | mentioned.” He threw himsdf
degantly from his swan and landed near her, his hands in his pockets, waiting for his words to register
with her. She came about dowly, like a tacking schooner, looking from Jagged to Jherek, who had
approached his father.

"An dterndtive?’

"Yes, Amdia But you might not find it any more to your liking and Jherek would probably consider
it completely distasteful .

"Tdl mewhat itid " Her voice was Strained.

"Not here" He glanced around him, withdrawing one hand from a pocket so that he might Sgnd to
his swan. The air-car moved obediently and was beside him. "I have prepared a Smple med in pleasant
surroundings. Be my guests.”

She hesitated. "l can take little more of your mydtification, Lord Jagged.”

"If decisgons are to be reached, you will want to make them where you may be sure to be free of
interruption, surely."

Bishop Castle, swaying a little beneath the weight of his mitre, leening for support upon his crook,
stepped from the cathedral. "Jagged — was this your doing?' He was bemused.

Lord Jagged of Canaria bowed to hisfriend. "It was necessary. | regret causng you darm.”

"Alam! 1t was solendid. What a perfect sense of drama you havel” Yet Bishop Castle was pde
and his tone was achieved with a certain difficulty.

The old haf-amile crossed Lord Jagged's perfect lips. "Are dl the weddings duly solemnized?"

"I think so. I'll admit to being carried away — a captive audience, you know, eesly pleased — we
forget oursdves.”

From the cluster of booths came the Duke of Queens. He sgndled to his band to play, but after a
few seconds of the din he thought better of his decison and made the band stop. He stepped up, with
Sweet Orb Mace prettily dinging to his am. "Wdl, a least my mariage wasnt interrupted, illusve
Jagged, dusve Lord of Time, though | bdieve such interruptions were once traditiond." He chuckled.
"What a joke. | was convinced that you had blundered.”

"I had more faith," said Sweet Orb Mace, brushing black curls from her little face. "'l knew that you
would not wish to spail the happiest day of my life, dear Jagged.”

She received a dry bow from Jherek’s father.

"Wdl," briskly said the Duke, "we leave now to our honeymoon (scarcely more than an asteroid,
redly), and so must say farewd|.”

Amdia, with a gesture Jherek found amost shocking, it was so untypicd, threw her arms about the
jolly Duke and kissed him on his bearded cheek. "Farewell, dear Duke of Queens. You, | know, will
aways be happy." Sweet Orb Mace, in turn, was kissed. "And may your mariage last for a long, long
while"

The Duke seemed dmost embarrassed, but was pleased by her demondration. "And may you be
happy, too, Mrs. Under—"

"Candian."

"—wood. Ahal Here are our wings, my dear.” Two automata carried two large pars of white
feathered wings. The Duke helped his bride into her harness and then dipped into his own, gtretching his
ams to catch the loops. "Now, Sweet Orb Mace, the secret liesin taking a good, fast run before you
commence to beat. Seel" He began to race across the ground, followed by his mate. He sumbled once,
righted himsdlf, started to flgp the great wings and, eventudly, succeeded in becoming wildy airborne.
Hiswife imitated him and soon she, too, was afew feet in the air, swaying and flapping. Thus, eraticaly,



they disappeared from view, two huge, drunken doves.

"I hope" sad Amdia gravely, "tha they do not get those wings too gticky." And she smiled a
Jherek, and she winked a him. He was glad to see that she had recovered her pirits.

Migtress Chridtia ran pagt, tittering with glee, pursued by four Lat, induding Captain Mubbers who
grunted happily: "Get your baloons down, you beautiful bit of bone, you!"

She had dready dlowed her knee-balloons to dip enticingly haf-way towards her caves.

"Cor!" retorted Lieutenant Rokfrug. "What alovdy par!”

"Save a bit for ud" begged the Lat furthest in the rear. "Don't worry,” panted the second furthedt,
"there's enough for everyone!™

They dl rushed into the cathedra and did not emerge again.

Now, in smdl groups, the brides, the grooms and the guests were beginning to go their ways.
Farewells were made. My Lady Charlotina and Brannart Morphail passed overhead in a blue and white
enamd dish-shaped boat, but Charlotina was oblivious of them dl and the only evidence of Brannart
being with her was his club-foot waving heplesdy over the rim of the air-car.

"What do you say, Amdia?' softly asked Lord Jagged. "Will you accept my invitation?'

She dhrugged a him. "Thisis the lagt time | intend to trust you, Lord Jagged.”

"It could he the last time you will have to, my dear.”

The Iron Orchid mounted the swan firdt, with Amdia behind her, then Jherek and lastly Jagged.
They began to rise. Below them, near the cathedral and amongd the tents and booths, a few determined
revelers continued to dance. Their voices, thin and high, carried up to the four who circled above.
Amdia Carndlian began to quote from Wheldrake's longest and most ambitious poem, unfinished at his
death, The Flagellants. Her choice seemed ingppropriate to Jherek, but she was looking directly a
Lord Jagged and seemed to he addressing him, as if only he would understand the sgnificance of the
words.

So shall they dance, till the end of time,
Each face a mask, each mark a sign
Of pride disguised as pain.

Yet pity him who must remain,

His flesh unflayed, his soul untried:

His pain disguised as pride.

Lord Jagged's face was impassve, yet he gave a great shrug and looked away from her, seemingly
in annoyance. It was the only occason Jherek had ever detected that kind of anger in his father. He
frowned at her, questioning her, wondering at the peculiar amile on her lips — a mixture of sympathy and
triumph, and of bitterness — but she continued to stare at Jagged, even though the lord in yelow refused
to meet that gaze. The swan salled over forests now, but Amdia continued with her Wheldrake.

| knew him when he offered all,
To God, and Woman, too,

His faith in life was strong,
Histrust in Christ was pure...

Jagged's interruption was, for him, quite abrupt. "They can be ddightfully sentimentd, those
Victorian vergfiers, can they not? Are you familiar with Swinburne, Amdia?'

"Swinburne? Certainly not, Sr!”

"A shame. He was once a particular favourite of mine. Was he ever Laureate?!

"There was some talk — but the scandal. Mr. Kipling refused, | heard. Mr. Alfred Audin is — was
— our new Poet Laureate. | believe | read a book of his about gardens” She chatted eeslly, but there
remained an edge to her voice, asif she knew he changed the subject and she refused to be diverted. "l
am not familiar with his poetry.”



"Oh, but you should look some out.” And in turn, Lord Jagged quoted:

But the world has wondrously changed, Granny, since the days when you were young;
It thinks quite different thoughts from then, and speaks with a different tongue.
The fences are broken, the cords are snapped, that tethered man's heart to home;
He ranges free as the wind or the wave, and changes his shore like the foam.

He drives his furrows through fallow seas, he reaps what the breakers sow,

And the flash of hisiron flail is seen mid the barns of the barren snow.

He has lassoed the lightning and led it home, he has yoked it unto his need,

And made it answer the rein and trudge as straight as the steer or steed.

He has bridled the torrents and made them tame, he has bitted the champing tide,
It toils as his drudge and turns the wheels that spin for his use and pride.

He handles the planets and weights their dust, he mounts on the comet's car,

And he lifts the vell of the sun, and stares in the eyes of the uttermost star...

"Veay rousng,” said Amdia The swan dipped and seemed to fly faster, so that her hair was blown
about her face. "Though it is scarcely Wheldrake. A different sort of verse atogether. Wheldrake writes
of the spirit, Audtin, it ssems, of the world. Sometimes, however, it is good for those who are much in the
world to spend afew quiet moments with a poet who can offer an ingght or two as to the reasons why
men act and think as they do..."

"You do not and Wheldrake's preoccupations morbid, then?!

"In excess, yes. You mentioned Swinburne...”

"Aha Goestoo fa?'

"I believe s0. We are told so. The fleshly school, you know..."

Lord Jagged pretended (there was no other word) to notice the bemused, even bored, expressons
of the Iron Orchid and Jherek Carnelian. "Look how we distress our companions, our very loved ones,
with this dull talk of forgotten writers.”

"Forgive me. | began it — with a quotation from Wheldrake | found apt.”

"Those we have left are not penitents of any sort, Amdia”

"Perhaps s0. Perhaps the penitents are e sewhere.”

"Now | lose your drift entirdy.”

"I speak without thinking. | am alittle tired.”

"Look. The s=a”

"ltisalovdy sea, Jagged!" complimented the Iron Orchid. "Have you only just made it?'

"Not long since. On my way back. He turned to Jherek. "Nurse sends her regards, by the way. She
says she is glad to hear that you are meking a sengible life for yoursaf and settling down and that it is
often the wild ones who make the best ditizensin the end.”

"l hope to see her soon. | hold her in grest esteem and affection. She re-united me with Amdia”

"So she did.”

The swan had settled; they disembarked onto a pae yelow beach that was lapped by white foam, a
blue sea. Forming a kind of miniaiure cove was a semi-circle of white rocks, most of them judt a little
tdler than Jherek, apparently worn amog to spikes by the dements. The amdl of brine was strong.
White gulls flapped here and there in the sky, occasondly swooping to catch black and grey fish. The
pde yelow beach, of fine sand, with afew white pebbles, was spread with a dark brown cloth. On pae
ydlow plates was a variety of brown food — buns, biscuits, beef, bacon, bread, baked potatoes, pork
pies, pickles, pemmican, peppercorns, pattercakes and much more — and there was brown beer or
sarsgparilla or tea or coffee to drink.

Asthey stretched out, one at each ation of the cloth, Amdiasighed, evidently glad to relax, as was
Jherek.

"Now, Lord Jagged,” Amdiabegan, ignaring the food, "you said there was an dterndive..."

"Let us eat quietly for amoment,” he said. ™Y ou will admit the common sense of becoming as cam



as possible after today's events, | know."

"Veay wel." She sdlected a prune from a nearby dish. He chose a chestnut.

Conscious tha the encounter was between Jagged and Amdia, Jherek and the Iron Orchid said
little. Instead they munched and watched the seabirds wheding while ligening to the whisper of the waves
on the shore.

Of the four, the Iron Orchid, in her orchids, supplied the only brilliant colour to the scene; Jherek,
Amdiaand Lord Jagged were 4ill in grey. Jherek thought that his father had chosen an idedl location for
the picnic and smiled drowsly when his mother remarked that it was like old times. It was as if the world
hed never been threatened, as if his adventures had never taken place, yet now he had gained an entire
family. 1t would be pleasant, he thought, to make a regular habit of these picnics, surdy even Amdia must
be enjoying the smplicity, the sunshine, the rdative solitude. He glanced a her. She was thoughtful and
did not notice him. As adways, he was warmed by fedings of the utmost tenderness as he contemplated
her grave beauty, a beauty which showed itdf at its best when she was unaware of atention, as now, or
when she dept. He smiled, wondering if she would agree to a ceremony, not public or grandiose as the
ones they had recently witnessed but private and plain, in which they should be properly married. He was
sure that she yearned for it.

She looked up and met his eyes. She amiled briefly before spesking to his father: "And now, Lord
Jagged — the dternative”

"Itiswithin my power," said Jagged, responding to her briskness, "to send you into the future

She became ingantly guarded again. "Future? Thereisnone.”

"Not for this world — and there will be none a al, when this week has passed. But we are dill
capable of moving back and forth in the conventiond time-cycle — just for the next seven days. When |
sy 'the future | mean, of course, 'the past' — | can send you forward to the Palaeozoic, as | origindly
hoped. You would go forward and therefore not be at dl subject to Morphail's Law. There is a dight
danger, though | would not say much. Once in the Palaeozoic you would not be able to return to this
world and, moreover, you would become mortd."

"As Olympians sent to Earth,” she said.

"And denied your god-like powers,” he added. "The rings will not work in the Palaeozoic, as you
aready know. Y ou would have to build your own shelters, grow and hunt your own food. There are no
materid advantages at dl, though you would have the advice and hp of the Time Centre, doubtless, if it
remains. That, | musgt remind you, is subject to the Morphail Effect. If you intended to bear children..."

"It would be unthinkable that | should not," she told him firmly.

"...you would not have the fadlities you have known in 1896. There would be a risk, though
probably dight, of disease.”

"We should be able to take tools, medicines and so forth?"

"Of course. But you would have to learn to use them.”

"Writing materias?’

"An excdlent idea. There would be no problem, | think | have an Enquire Within and a How
Things Work somewhere.”

"You would be able to grow most things — and think how they would proliferate, with so little
competition. In a few hundred years time, before your death dmogt certainly, what a peculiar ecology
would develop upon the Earth! Millions of years of evolution would be bypassed. There is time-travel for
you, if you likel™

"Timeto create a race dmog entirdy lacking in primitive indincts — and without need of them!”

"Hopefully.”

She addressed Jherek, who was having difficulty coming to grips with the point of the conversation.
"It would be our trust. Remember what we discussed, Jherek, dear? A combination of my sense of duty
and your sense of freedom?”

"Oh, yed" He spoke brightly, breethlesdy, as he did his best to assmilate it dll.

"What splendid children they could be!"



"Oh, indeed!”

"It will be atrid for you, too," said Jagged gently.

"Compared with the tridls we have dready experienced, Lord Jagged, the ones to come will be as
nothing.”

Thefamiliar amile touched hislips "You are optimistic.”

"Given a grain of hope," she said. "And you offer much more” Her grey eyes fixed on him. "Was
this dways part of your plan?'

"Pan? Cdl it my own amdl exercisein optimism.”

"BEverything that has happened recently — it might have been designed to have led up to this”

"Yes, | suppose that's true" He looked at his son. "I could be envious of you, my boy."

"Of me? For what, Father?'

Jagged was contemplating Amdia again. His voice was digtant, perhaps a touch sad. "Oh, for many
things..."
The Iron Orchid put down an unfinished wanut. “They have no time-machine” she sad tartly. "And
they have not the training to travel without one."

"I have Brannart's abandoned machine. It is an excellent one — the best he has ever produced. It is
dready stocked. You can st off as soon as you wish."

"I am not sure that lifein the Pdlaeozoic is entirdly to my taste," said Jherek. "l would leave so many
friends behind, you see”

"And you would age, dear,” added the Orchid. ™Y ou would grow infirm. | cannot imagine..."

"You sad that we should have severd hundred years, Lord Jagged?' Amdia began to rise.

"You would have a life-gpan about the same as Methusdah's, at a guess. Your genes are aready
affected, and then there would be the prevailing conditions. | think you would have time to grow old quite
gracefully — and see severa generations follow you."

"That is worthwhile immortdity, Jherek,” she sad to him. "To become immorta through one's
children.

"l suppose so..."

"And those children would become your friends” added his father. "As we are friends, Jherek.”

"You would not come with us?' He had so recently gained this father, he could not lose hm so
soon.

"Thereis another dternative. | intend to take that."

"Could not we...?'

"It would be impossible. | am an inveterate time-traveller, my boy. | cannot give it up. There is lill
0 much to learn.”

"You gave us the impression there was nothing |eft to explore” said Amdia

"But if one goes beyond the End of Time, one might experience the beginning of a whole new cycdle
in the exigence of what Mrs. Persson terms ‘the multiverse. Having learned to dispense with
time-machines — and it is a trick impossible to teach — | intend to fling mysdf completdly outsde the
present cycle. | intend to explore infinity."

"I was not aware..." began the Orchid.

"I shdl have to go done™ he said.

"Ah, wdl. | was becoming bored with marriage. After today, anyway, it could scarcely be cdled a
novelty!"

Amdiawent to stand beside a rock, garing landwards.

Jherek sad to Jagged: "It would mean that we should be parted forever, then — you and |,
Jagged.”

"Asto that, it depends upon my fate and what | learnin my explorations. It is possible that we shdl
mest. But it is not probable, my boy."

"It would make Amdia happy,” said Jherek.

"And | would be happy,” Lord Jagged told him softly. "Knowing that, whatever befdls me, you and
yourswill go on."



Amdiawheded round at this. ™Y our motives are clear a last, Lord Jagged.”

"If you say so, Amdia" From a deeve he produced pde ydlow roses and offered them to her.
"You prefer to see me as a man moved entirdy by sdf-interest. Then see me s0!" He bowed as he
presented the bouquet.

"Itis how you judtify your decisons, | think," She accepted the flowers.

"Oh, you are probably right.”

"Youwill say nothing, even now, of your past?'

"I have no past." His amile was salf-mocking. "Only a future. Even thet is not certain,”

"I believe" said Jherek suddenly, "thet | weary of ambiguity. At least, a the Beginning of Time,
thereislittle of that."

"Vay little" she said, coming to him. "Our love could flourish, Jherek dear.”

"We would be truly husband and wife?"

"It would be our mord duty." Her amile hed unusud merriment. "To perpetuate the race, my dear.”

"We could have a ceremony?"

"Perhaps, Lord Jagged —"

"I should be glad to officiate. | seem to remember that | have dvil authority, as a Regidrar..."

"It would have to be aavil ceremony,” she said.

"We dhdl be your Adam and Bede after dl, Jagged!” Jherek put his am around his Amdiads was.
"And if we keep the machine, perhaps we could vist the future, just to see how it progressed, en?'

Lord Jagged shook his head. "If you go further forward, once you have stopped, you will
immediatdy become subject to the Morphall Effect again. Therefore time travel will be impossble. You
will be creating your future, but if you ever dare try to find out what the future will be like, then it will
amog certainly cease to exid. You will have to reconcile yoursdf to making the mogt of one lifetimein
one place. Amdia can teach you that." He stroked his chin. "There will be something in the genes, |
suppose. And you dready know much about the nature of Time. Ultimatdy a new race of time-travelers
could exigt, not subject to the Morphal Effect. It might meaen the abalition of Time as we have
understood it up to now. And Space, too, would assume, therefore, an entirdy different character. The
experiment might mean —"

"I think that we shdl try not to indulge in experiments of that sort, Lord Jagged.” She was firm.

"No, no, of course not.” But his manner remained speculative.

The Iron Orchid was laughing. She, too, had risen to her fegt, her orchids whispering as she moved.
"At leagt, at the Beginning of Time, they'll be free from your further interference, Jagged.”

"Interference?"

"And this world, too, may go its own way, within its limitations" She kissed her husband. "You
leave many gifts behind you, cunning Lord of Canaria”

"One does what one can.” He put his hand into hers. "I would take you with me, Orchid, if | could.”

"I think that temperamentally | am content with things as they are. Call me conservative, if you will,
but there is a certain predictability about life at the End of Time which suits me”

"W, then, dl our temperamenta needs are satisfied. Jherek and Amdia go to work as colonidts,
founding awhole new culture, a new history, a new kind of race. It should prove very different, in some
aspects, from the old one. | travel on, as my restless brain moves me. And you, dearest Orchid, stay.
The resolution seems satisfactory.”

"There might be others here” Amdia said, after an internd sruggle with her conscience, "who might
aso wish to become ‘colonigts. Li Pao, for ingance.”

"I had considered that, but it complicates matters. | am afraid that Li Pao is doomed to spend
eternity in this particular paradise.”

"It seems a shame," she said. "Could you not —?"

He raised a hand. "Y ou accused me of manipulating Fate, Amdia You are wrong — | merdly offer
acertain resstance to it. | win a few little battles, that is dl. Li Pao's fate is now settled. He will dance
with the others, a the End of Time" He made references to her quotation and as he did so he lifted his
hat as if he acknowledged some previous point she had made. Jherek sghed and was glad of his own



decision for, if nothing ese, it would, as he had said, mean no more of these myderies.

"Then you condemn them dl to this terrible mockery of exisence" Amdia frowned.

Jagged's laughter was frank. "You remain, in spite of dl your experiences, a woman of your time,
Amdia Our beautiful Iron Orchid finds this existence quite neturd.”

"It has agmplicity, you see" agreed the Orchid, "which | did not find, for instance, in your age, my
dear. |1 do not have the courage, | suppose, to confront such complications as | witnessed in 1896.
Though," she hastened to add, "I enjoyed my short vist thoroughly. | suppose it is mortdity which makes
people rush about so. This world is more lesurely, probably because we are not congrained by the
prospect of death. It is, | would be the firg to admit, entirdy a matter of taste. You choose your work,
your duty, and your degth. | choose pleasure and immortdity. Yet, if | were in your postion, | should
probably make the decisions you have made."

"You are the mogt understanding of mothers-in-lav!™ cried Amdia, hugging her. "There will be
some things | shdl regret leaving here.”

The Iron Orchid touched Amdias neck with a hand subtly coloured to match her cosume; her
tongue moistened her lower lip for an indant; her expresson caused Amdia to blush. "Oh, indeed,”
breathed the Orchid, "there is much we might have done together. And | shdl miss Jherek, of course, as|
am sure will Jagged.”

Amdia became her old, stern «df. "Wdl, therell be litle time to make dl the arrangements
necessary before we leave, if we go tomorrow.”

"Tomorrow?" said Jherek. "I was hoping..."

"It would be best to go as soon as possble” she told him. "Of course, if you have changed your
mind and wish to remain with — your parents, and your friends..."

"Never. | love you. | have followed you across a world and through Time | will go with you
wherever you choose, Amdia”

Her manner softened. "Oh, my dear.” She linked her amin his.

Lord Jagged said. "l suggest we droll dong the beach for a bit." He offered an exquiste am to
Amdiaand, after scarcely any hegtation at dl, she took it. The Iron Orchid took Jherek's free arm, and
thus joined, they began to walk aong the pae ydlow shore; as handsome and as happy afamily group as
any one might find in history.

The sun was garting to Snk as Amdia stopped, dropped Jherek’'s arm and began to turn one of her
power-rings, "l could not resist alast indulgence” she apologized.

The ydlow beach became a white promenade, with green wrought-iron ralings, sretching, it
seemed, to infinity. The rocky interior became ralling green hills, a little golf-course. She created a red
and white-striped bandstand, in which asmdl German band, not dissmilar to the larger one made by the
Duke of Queens, began to play Strauss. She paused, then turned another ring, and there was a white and
green rococo pier, with flags and bunting and varioudy coloured lamps decorating its iron-work,
dretching out to sea. She made four deck-chairs, brilliantly striped, appear on the beach below the
promenade. She created four large ice-cream cornets so that they had one each.

It was dmogt twilight now, as they continued to groll, admiring the twinkling lights of the pier which
were reflected in the cam, dark blue sea.

"It is beautiful," said the Iron Orchid. "May | keep it, when you have gone?"

"Let it be my monument,” she said.

They dl began to hum the tune of the wdtz, Lord Jagged even danced a few jaunty steps as he
finished his ice-cream, tilting his topper over one eye, and everyone laughed. They stopped when they
came close to the pier. They leaned on the rallings, saring out across the gligening water. Jherek put his
am about her shoulders; Lord Jagged embraced his own wife, and the distant band played on.

"Perhaps,”" said Jherek romanticaly, "we shdl be able to make something like this in the Paaeozoic
— not immediatdy of course, but when we have alarger family to build it."

She amiled. "It would be pleasant to dream about, at least.”

The Iron Orchid sghed. ™Y our imagination will be a greet loss to us at the End of Time, Amdia But
your ingpiration will remain with us, at lesst.”



"You flatter me too much.”

"I think she isright," said Lord Jagged of Canaria, producing a pae ydlow cigarette. "Would you
mind, Amdlia?'

"Of course not.”

Lord Jagged began to smoke, looking upward at the infinite blackness of the sky, his features once
again controlled and expressionless, the tip of his cigarette a tiny glowing ember in the gathering twilight.
The sun, which he and the cities had created, burned deepest crimson on the horizon and then was gone,
leaving only a smear of dusky orange behind it; then that, too, faded.

"S0 youll leave tomorrow,” said Jagged.

"I itis possble.”

"Certainly. And you have no fears? Y ou are content with your decison?'

"We are content.”" Jherek spoke for them both, to reassure her.

"I was truly divorced from Harold," she said, "when he refused to let me return with him. And, after
you have married us, Lord Jagged, | do not think | shdl fed even a hint of guilt about any of my
decisons.”

"Good. And now..." Lord Jagged drew his wife from the rail, escorting her dong the promenade,
leaving the lovers done.

"It isgrowing alittle chilly," she said.

Jherek produced a cloak for her, of gold-trimmed ermine, and placed it around her shoulders. "Wl
thisdo?'

"It isatrifle ostentatious." She stroked the fur. "But since thisis our lagt night a the End of Time, |
think | can dlow mysdf the luxury.”

He bent to kiss her. Gently, she took hisfacein her hands. "There will he so much, Jherek, that we
ghdl have to learn together. Much that | will have to teach you. But do not ever, my dear, lose tha
joyous spirit. It will be awonderful example to our children, and their children, too."

"Oh, Amdia How could I loseit, for it is you who make me joyful! And | shdl be a perfect pupil.
Youmug explainit dl to meagain and | am surethat | hdl learn it eventudly.”

She was puzzled. "What isit | mugt explain to you, my dear?"

"Guilt," he said.

They kissed.
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