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Being the true testinony of the Graf Urich von Bek, lately Commander of Infantry, witten down in
the Year of Qur Lord 2680 by Brother Aivier of the Minastery at Renschel during the nonths of My
and June as the said nobleman | ay upon his sickbed.

(This manuscript had, until now, remained sealed within the wall of the nonastery's crypt. It cane
to light during work being carried out to restore the structure, which had sustai ned considerabl e
damage during the Second Wrld War. It cane into the hands of the present editor via famly
sources and appears here for the first time in a nodern translation. Alnost all the initia
translating work was that of Prinz Lob-kowitz; this English text is largely the work of M chae
Moor cock. )

Chapter |

IT WAS IN that year when the fashion in cruelty demanded not only the crucifixion of peasant
children, but a simlar fate for their pets, that | first nmet Lucifer and was .transported into
Hell; for the Prince of Darkness wi shed to strike a bargain with ne.

Until May of 16311 had commanded a troop of irregular infantry, nmainly Poles, Swedes and Scots. W
had taken part in the destruction and looting of the city of Magdeburg, having sonehow found
ourselves in the arnmy of the Catholic forces under Count Johann Tzerclaes Tilly. W nd-borne
gunpowder had turned the city into one huge keg and she had gone up all of a piece, driving us out
with tittle booty to show for our hard work.

Di sappoi nted and belligerent, wearied by the business of rapine and slaughter, quarrelling over
what pathetic bits of goods they had nanaged to pull fromthe bl azing houses, nmy nen elected to
split away fromTilly's forces. His had been a singularly ill-fed and badly equi pped arny, victim
to the pride of bickering allies. It was a relief to |l eave it behind us.

We struck south into the foothills of the Hartz Muuntains, intending to rest. However, it soon
became evident to
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me that sonme of ny nmen had contracted the Plague, and | deened it wise, therefore, to saddle ny
horse quietly one night and, taking what food there was, continue ny journey al one.

Havi ng deserted ny nmen, | was not free fromthe presence of death or desolation. The world was in
agony and shrieked its pain.

By noon | had passed seven gallows on which nen and wonen had been hanged and four wheels on which
three nmen and one boy had been broken. | passed the remains of a stake at which some poor wetch
(witch or heretic) had been burned: whitened bone peering through charred wood and fl esh.

No field was untouched by fire; the very forests stank of decay. Soot |ay deep upon the road,
borne by the black snpbke which spread and spread from i nnurerabl e burning bodies, from sacked
vill ages, fromcastles ruined by cannonade and siege; and at night ny passage was often lit by
fires fromburning nonasteries and abbeys. Day was bl ack and grey, whether the sun shone or no;
night was red as blood and white froma noon pale as a cadaver. Al was dead or dying; all was
despair.

Life was | eaving Gernmany and perhaps the whole world; | saw nothing but corpses. Once | observed a
ragged creature stirring on the road ahead of ne, fluttering and flopping |like a wounded crow, but
the ol d woman had expired before | reached her

Even the ravens of the battl egrounds had fallen dead upon the remains of their carrion, bits of

rotting flesh still in their beaks, their bodies stiff, their eyes dull as they stared into the
meani ngl ess voi d, neither Heaven, Hell nor yet Linbo (where there is, after all, still alittle
hope) .

| began to believe that ray horse and nyself were the only creatures all owed, by sone whimof CQur
Lord, to remain as witnesses to the doomof H's Creation

If it were God's intention to destroy His world, as it seened, then | had lent nyself npst
willingly to H s purpose.

I had trained myself to kill with ease, with skill, with a cunning efficiency and | ack of
anbiguity. My treacheries were always swift and decisive. | had | earned the art of passionless
torture in pursuit of wealth and information. | knew how to
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terrify in order to gain nmy ends, whether they be the needs of the flesh or in the cause of
strat egy.

I knew how to soothe a victimas gently as any butcher soothes a |anb. | had becone a spl endid
thief of grain and cattle so that ny soldiers should be fed and remain as | oyal as possible to ne.

I was the epitone of a good nercenary captain; a soldier-of-fortune envied and enul ated; a
survivor of every formof danger, be it battle, Plague or pox, for | had |long since accepted
things as they were and had ceased either to question or to conplain.

I was Captain Urich von Bek and | was thought to be | ucky.

The steel | wore, helnmet, breastplate, greaves and gl oves, was of the very best, as was the sweat-
soaked silk of my shirt, the |leather of ny boots and breeches. My weapons had been selected from
the richest of those I had killed and were all, pistols, sword, daggers and nusket, by the finest

smths. My horse was |arge and hardy and excellently furnished.

I had no wounds upon ny face, no marks of disease, and, if nmy bearing was a little stiff, it gave
me, | was told, an air of dignified authority, even when | conducted the nobst hi deous destruction

Men found ne a good commander and were glad to serve with me. | had grown to sone fanme and had a
ni ckname, occasionally used: Krieghund.
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They said | had been born for War. | found such opini ons anusi ng.

My birthplace was in Bek. | was the son of a pious nobl eman who was | oved for his good works. M
father had protected and cared for his tenants and his estates. He had respected God and his
betters. He had been |learned, after the standards of this time, if not after the standards of the
G eeks and Romans, and had conme to the Lutheran religion through inner debate, through
intellectual investigation, through discourse with others. Even anpbngst Catholics he was known for
hi s ki ndness and had once been seen to save a Jew fromstoning in the town square. He had a

tol erance for al nbst every creature

When ny not her died, quite young, having given birth to the last of ny sisters (I was the only
son), he prayed for her
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soul and waited patiently until he should join her in Heaven. In the neantinme he followed God's
Purpose, as he saw it, and | ooked after the poor and weak, discouraged themin certain aspirations
which could only lead the ignorant souls into the ways of the Devil, and nmade certain that 1
acquired the best possible education fromboth clergynen and |ay tutors.

I learned nusic and dancing, fencing and riding, as well as Latin and Greek. | was know edgeabl e
in the Scriptures and their comentaries. | was considered handsone, manly, God-fearing, and was
|l oved by all in Bek

Until 1625 | had been an earnest scholar and a devout Protestant, taking little interest (save to
pray for our cause) in the various wars and battles of the North.

Gradual | y, however, as the canvas grew | arger and the issues seened to becone nore crucial,
determ ned to obey God and ny consci ence as best | coul d.

In the pursuit of ny Faith, | had raised a conpany of infantry and gone off to serve hi the arny
of King Christian of Denmark, who proposed, in turn, to aid the Protestant Bohem ans.

Since King Christian's defeat, | bad served a variety of masters and causes, not all of them by
any neans, Protestant and a good many of themin no wise Christian by even the broadest
description. | had al so seen a deal of France, Sweden, Bohenia, Austria, Poland, Miscovy, Mravia,

the Low Countries, Spain and, of course, nost of the German provinces.

I had | earned a deep distrust of idealism had devel oped a contenpt for any kind of unthinking
Faith, and had di scovered a nunber of strong argunents for the inherent malice, deviousness and
hypocri sy of ny fell ow nen, whether they be Popes, princes, prophets or peasants.

| had been brought up to the belief that a word given neant an appropriate action taken. | had
swiftly lost nmy innocence, for | amnot a stupid man at all

By 1626 | had learned to lie as fluently and as easily as any of the major participants of that
War, who conpounded deceit upon deceit in order to achi eve ends which had begun to seem
meani ngl ess even to them for those who comprom se others al so conprom se thensel ves and are thus
robbed of the capacity to place value on anything or anyone. For nmy own part | placed val ue upon
my own life and trusted only myself to maintain it.
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Magdeburg, if nothing el se, would have proven those views of mine:

By the tinme we had left the city we had destroyed nost of its thirty thousand inhabitants. The
five thousand survivors had nearly all been wonen and their fate was the obvi ous one.

Tilly, indecisive, appalled by what he had in his desperation engi neered, allowed Catholic priests
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to nake sone attenpt to narry the wonmen to the nen who had taken them but the priests were jeered
at for their pains.

The food we had hoped to gain had been burned in the city. Al that had been rescued had been
Wi ne, so our nen poured the contents of the barrels into their enpty bellies.

The work which they had begun sober, they conpl eted drunk. Magdeburg becane a tornmented ghost to
haunt those few, unlike myself, who still possessed a conscience.

A runor anpongst our troops was that the fanatical Protestant, Fal kenburg, had deliberately fired
the city rather than have it captured by Catholics, but it nmade no odds to those who died or
suffered. In years to cone Catholic troops who begged for quarter fromProtestants would be

of fered "Magdeburg nercy” and would be killed on the spot. Those who believed Fal kenburg the
instigator of the fire often celebrated him catling Magdeburg "the Protestant Lucre-tia," self-
murdered to protect her honour. AH this was nadness to nme and best forgotten.

Soon Magdeburg and ny nen were days behind ne. The snell of snoke and the Plague renained in ny
nostrils, however, until well after | had turned out of the mountains and entered the oak groves
of the northern fringes of the great Thuringian Forest.

Here, there was a certain peace. It was spring and the | eaves were green and their scent gradually
drove the stench of slaughter away.

The i mages of death and confusion remained in ny mnd, nonetheless. The tranquillity of the forest
seened to ne artificial. | suspected traps.

1 could not relax for thinking that the trees hid robbers or that the vety ground could disguise a
secret pit. Few birds sang here; | saw no ani nal s.

The at nosphere suggested that God's Doom had been visited on this place as freely as it had been
visited el sewhere. Yet | was grateful for any kind of calm and after two days

16 The WT Hound and the Wrld's Fata

wi t hout danger presenting itself | found that | could steep quite easily for several hours and
could eat with a degree of |eisure, drinking fromsweet brook water made strange to ne because it
did not taste of the corpses which clogged, for instance, the El be from bank to bank

It was remarkable to ne that the deeper into the forest | moved, the less life | discovered.

The stillness began to oppress ne; | became grateful for the sound of nmy own novenents, the tread
of the horse's hooves on the turf, the occasional breeze which swept the | eaves of the trees,

ani mati ng them and nmaki ng them seemless |ike frozen giants observing ny passage with a
passi onl ess sense of the danger |ying ahead of ne.

It was warm and | had an inpulse nore than once to renmove ny hel nmet and breastplate, but | kept
themfirmy on, sleeping in ny arnour as was ny habit, a naked sword ready by ny hand.

| came to believe that this was not, after all, a Paradi se, but the borderl and between Earth and
Hel | .

I was never a superstitious man, and shared the rational view of the universe with our nodern
al chem sts, anatonists, physicians and astrologers; | did not explain nmy fears in terns of ghosts,
denmons, Jews or witches; but | could discover no explanation for this absence of life.

No arny was nearby, to drive gane before it. No | arge beasts stal ked here. There were not even
hunt snen. | had di scovered not a single sign of human habitation

The forest seened unspoil ed and untouched since the beginning of Tinme. Nothing was poi soned, i had
eaten berries and drunk water. The undergrowth was |ush and healthy, as were the trees and shrubs.
I had eaten rmushroonms and truffles; ny horse nourished on the good grass.

Through the treetops | saw cl ear blue sky, and sunlight wanned the gl ades. But no insects danced
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in the beans; no bees crawl ed upon the | eaves of the wild flowers; not even an earthworm twi sted
about the roots, though the soil was dark and snelted fertile.

It cane to me that perhaps this was a part of the gl obe as yet unpopul ated by God, sonme forgotten
corner which had been overl ooked during the latter days of the Creation. WAs | a wandering Adam
come to find his Eve and start the race again? Had God, feeling hopeless at humanity's incapacity
to maintain even a clear idea of H s Purpose, decided to
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expunge His first attenpts? But | could only conclude that sone natural catastrophe had driven the
ani mal ki ngdom away, be it through fam ne or disease, and that it had not yet returned.

You can inmgine that this state of reason becanme nore difficult to maintain when, breaking out of
the forest proper one afternoon, | saw before ne a green, flowery hill which was crowned by the
nost beautiful castle | had ever beheld: a thing of delicate stonework, of spires and ornanental
battl enments, all soft, pale browns, whites and yellows, and this castle seened to ne to be at the
centre of the silence, casting its influence for mles around, protecting itself as a nun n ght
protect herself, with cold purity and insouciant confidence. Yet it was mad to think such a thing,
I knew.

How coul d a building demand calm to the degree that not even a nosquito would dare disturb it?
It was nmy first inpulse to avoid the castle, but ny pride overcame ne.
I refused to believe that there was anythi ng genuinely nysterious.

A broad, stony path wound up the hillside between banks of flowers and sweet-snelling bushes which
gradual |y becane shaped into terraced gardens with bal ustrades, statuary and formally arranged
fl ower beds.

This was a peaceful place, built for civilised tastes and reflecting nothing of the War. Fromtime
totime as | rode slowy up the path | called out a greeting, asking for shelter and stating mny
nane, according to accepted tradition; but there was no reply. Wndows filled with stained gl ass
glittered like the eyes of benign lizards, but | saw no human eye, heard no voi ce.

Eventually | reached the open gates of the castle's outer wall and rode beneath a portcullis into
a pleasant courtyard full of old trees, clinbing plants and, at the centre, a well. Around this
courtyard were the apartnents and appoi ntnments of those who would normally reside here, but it was
plain to ne that not a soul occupied them

| dismounted fromny horse, drew a bucket fromthe well so that he might drink, tethered him
lightly and wal ked up the steps to the main doors which | opened by nmeans of a large iron handl e.

Wthin, it was cool and sweet.
There was not hing sinister about the shadows as
18 The V*»r Houod and the World's Pain

clinmbed nore steps and entered a room furnished with old chests and tapestries. Beyond this were
the usual living quarters of a wealthy nobl eman of taste. | nmade a complete round of the roons on
all three stories.

There was nothing in disorder. The books and manuscripts in the library were in perfect condition
There were preserved neats, fruits and vegetables in the pantries, barrets of beer and jars of
wine in the cellars.

It seenmed that the castle had been left with a viewto its inhabitants' early return. There was no
decay at all. But what was remarkable to nme was that there were, as in the forest, no signs of the
smal |l aninmals, such as rats and mice, which might normally be di scovered.
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Alittle cautiously |I sanpled the castle's larder and found it excellent. | would wait, however,
for a while before | nade a neal, to see how ny stomach behaved,

I glanced through the wi ndows, which on this side were glazed with clear, green glass, and saw
that ny horse was content. He had not been poisoned by the well water.

I clinbed to the top of one of the towers and pushed open a little wooden door to let nyself onto
the battl ements.

Here, too, flowers and vegetables and herbs grew in tubs and added to the sweetness of the air.

Bel ow me, the treetops were |like the soft waves of a green and frozen sea. Able to observe the
land for many mles distant and see no sign of danger, | becane relieved.

I went to stable ny horse and then explored sonme of the chests to see if | could discover the nane
of the castle's owner. Nornmally one woul d have cone upon fam |y histories, crests and the |ike.
There were none.

The linen bore no nottoes or insignia, the clothing (of which quantities existed to dress npbst
ages and both sexes) was of good quality, but anonynous. | returned to the kitchens, lit a fire
and began to heat water so that | might bathe and avail nyself of sonme of the softer apparel in
t he chests.

I had decided that this was probably the summer retreat of some rich Catholic prince who now did
not wish to risk the journey fromhis capital, or who had no time for rest.

I congratul ated nyself on ny good fortune. | toyed with the idea of audaciously making the castle
my own, of finding servants for it, perhaps a woman or two to keep ne conpany and share one of the
| arge and confortable beds | had al ready
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sanpl ed. Yet how, short of robbery, would | naintain the place?

There were evidently no farns, no mlls, no villages nearby; therefore no rents, no supplies. The
age of the castle was difficult to judge, and | saw no clear roads leading to it.

Perhaps its owner had first discovered the tranquil wood and had had the castle built secretly. A
very rich aristocrat who required considerable privacy mght find it possible to achieve. | could
i magi ne that | mght myself consider such a plan. But | was not rich. The castle was therefore an
excell ent base fromwhich to make raids. It could be defended, even if it were discovered.

It seenmed to ne that it could also have been built by sone ancient brigandry baron in the days
when al nost all the German provinces were nmaintained by petty warl ords preying upon one anot her
and upon the surroundi ng popul ace.

That evening | lit nmany candles and sat in the library wearing fresh |inen and drinking good w ne
while | read a treatise on astronony by a student of Kepler's and reflected on ny increasing

di sagreenent with Luther, who had judged reason to be the chief enenmy of Faith, of the purity of
his beliefs. He had considered reason a harlot, willing to turn to anyone's needs, but this nerely
di spl ayed his own suspicion of logic. | have come to believe himthe nadman Cat holics descri bed

hi mas. Mst mad people see logic as a threat to the dreamin which they would rather live, a
threat to their attenpts to nmake the dreamreality (usually through force, through threat, through
mani pul ati on and through bl oodshed). It is why nen of reason are so often the first to be killed
or exiled by tyrants.

He who woul d anal yse the world, rather than inpose upon it a set of attributes, is always nost in

danger fromhis fell ows, though he prove the nost passive and tolerant of nen. It has often seened
to ne that if one wishes to find consolation in this world one nust al so be prepared to accept at

| east one or two large lies. A confessor requires considerable Faith before he will help you
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| went early to bed, having fed ny horse with oats fromthe granary, and slept peacefully, for
had taken the precaution of lowering the portcullis, knowing that | should wake if anyone shoul d
try to enter the castle in the night.

My steep was dream ess, and yet when | awoke in the norning | had an inpression of gold and white,
of | ands

20
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wi t hout horizon, w thout sun or noon. It was another warm clear day. All | w shed for to conplete
my peace of mind was a little birdsong, but | whistled to nyself as | descended to the kitchens to
breakfast on preserved herring and cheese, washing this dowmn with some watered beer.

I had decided to spend as nuch tinme as | could in the castle, to recollect nyself, to rest and
then continue ny journey until | found sone likely master who would enploy nme in the trade | had
made my own. | had long since |earned to be content with my own conpany and so did not feel the
| onel i ness whi ch others m ght experience.

It was in the evening, as | exercised upon the battlenents, that | detected the signs of conflict
sonme mles distant, close to the horizon. There, the forest was burning; or perhaps it was a
settlenent which burned. The fire spread even as | watched, but no wind carried the snoke towards
ne.

As the sun set | saw a faint red glow, but was able to go to bed and sl eep soundly again, for no
rider could have reached the castle by the norning.

I rose shortly after sunrise and went imrediately to the battl enents.
The fire was dying, it seened. | ate and read until noon

Anot her visit to the battlenments showed ne that the fire had grown again, indicating that a good-
sized arnmy was on the nove towards ne. It would take ne | ess than an hour to be ready to |eave,
and | had learned the trick of responding to nothing but actual and inmedi ate danger. There was
al ways the chance that the arnmy would turn away well before it sighted the castle.

For three days | watched as the arny cane nearer and nearer until it was possible to see it
through a break in the trees created by a wide river.

It had settled on both banks, and | knew enough of such armies to note that it was constituted of
the usual proportions: at least five canp-followers to every sol dier

Worren and children and mal e servants of various sorts went about the business of admnistering to
the warriors. These were people who, for one reason or another, had |ost their own homes and found
greater security with the army than they would find el sewhere, preferring to identify with the
aggressor rather than be his victins.

There were about a hundred horses, bat the majority of
The War Hound and the VtorWs Pain
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the men were infantry, clad in the costumes and uniforns of a score of countries and princes. It
was i npossible to say which cause, if any, it served, and woul d therefore be best avoi ded,
particularly since it had an air of recent defeat about it.

The next day | saw outriders approach the castle and then alnost imrediately turn their horses
back, without debate. Judging by their costune and their weapons, the riders were native Gernmans,
and | formed the inpression that they knew of the castle and were anxious to avoid it.

If sone | ocal superstition kept them away and thus preserved ny peace, | would be nore than
content to let themindulge their fears. | planned to watch carefully, however, until 1 becane
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certain that | would not be disturbed.
In the meanwhile | continued nmy explorations of the castle.

I had been nmade even nore curious by the fearful response of those riders. Nonetheless, no effort
of mine could reveal the castle's owner, nor even the nane of the famly which had built it. That
they were wealthy was evident fromthe quantity of rich silk and wool | en hangi ngs everywhere, the
pictures and the tapestries, the gold and the silver, the illum nated w ndows.

| sought out vaults where ancestors m ght be buried and di scovered none.

I concluded that ny original opinion was the nmost likely to be true: this was a rich prince's
retreat. Possibly a private retreat, where he did not wish to be known by his given name. If the
owner kept nysteries about himas to his identity, then it was al so possible that his power was
held to be great and possibly supernatural in these parts and that that was why the castle went
unt ouched. | thought of the | egend of Johannes Faust and ot her nythical naguses of the previous,
uncertain, century.

In two days the arny had gone on its slow way and | was al one again.

I was quickly growi ng bored, having read nost of what interested ne in the library and begi nni ng
to long for fresh neat and bread, as well as the conpany of sone jolly peasant woman, such as
those | had seen with the arnmy. But | stayed there for the best part of another week, sleeping a
good deal and restoring ny strength of body, as well as ny strength of judgenent.

22
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Al I had to look forward to was a | ong journey, the business of recruiting another conpany and
then seeking a fresh naster for ny services.

I considered tnf idea of returning to Bek, but | knew that | was no | onger suited for the kind of
life still lived there. I would be a disappointment to my father. | had sworn to myself |ong since
that | should only return to Bek if | heard that he was dying or dead. | wi shed himto think of me
as a noble Christian soldier serving the cause of the religion he | oved.

On the night before | planned to | eave | began to get sone sense of a stirring in the castle, as
if the place itself were coming to life.

To quell ny own slight terrors | took a | anp and explored the castle once nore, fromend to end,
fromtop to bottom and found nothing strange. However, | becane even nore deternmined to | eave on
the foll owi ng norning.

As usual, | rose at sunrise and took ny horse fromthe stable. He was in considerably better
condition than when we had arrived. | had raised the portcullis and was packing food into ny
saddl ebags when | heard a sound from outside, a kind of creaking and shuffling.

Going to the gates, | was astonished by the sight below A procession was advancing up the hil
towards ne. At first | thought this was the castle's owner returning. It had not struck nme before
that he m ght not be a tenporal prince at all, but a high-ranking churchman.

The procession had sonething of the nature of a nonastery on the nove.

First cane six well-armed horsenen, with pikes at the slope in stirrup holsters, their faces

hi dden in helmets of black iron; then behind themwere some twoscore nmonks in dark habits and
cow s, hauling upon ropes attached to the kind of carriage which would normally be drawn by
horses. About another dozen nonks wal ked at the back of the coach, and these were foll owed by six
nmore horsenen, identical in appearance to those at the front.

The coach was of cloudy, unpainted wood which glittered a little in the light. It had curtained
wi ndows, but bore no crest, not even a cross.

The regalia of the riders | ooked popish to ne, so | knew | would have to be wary in ny responses,
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if | were to avoid conflict.
The War Hound aad the World's Pain
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I wasted no tinme. 1 nounted and rode down the hill towards them | wished that the sides of the
hill were not so steep here, or | should not have had to take the road at all. | could not, as it
happened, nmake ny departure wi thout passing them but | felt happier being free of the castle,
with a chance at | east of escape should these warriors and nonks prove belligerent.

As | cane closer | began to snell them They stank of corruption. They carried the odour of
rotting flesh with them | thought that the coach contai ned perhaps sone dead cardi nal

Then | realised that all these creatures were the same. The flesh appeared to be falling from
their faces and |inbs. Their eyes were the eyes of corpses. Wen they saw nme they cane to a sudden
st op.

The horsenen prepared their pikes.

| made no novenent towards my own weapons, for fear of exciting them Nonetheless, | readied
mysel f to charge through themif it should prove necessary.

One of the riders spoke sluggishly and yet with horrifying authority, as if he were Death Hi nsel f
and that pike in his hand the Reaper's scythe:

"You trespass, fellow
"You trespass.
"Understand you not that this land is forbidden to you?"

The words cane as a series of clipped phrases, with a | ong pause between each, as if the speaker
had to recall the notion of |anguage.

"l saw no signs," said |. "I heard no word. How could I when your land is absolutely free of
popul ati on?"

In all ny experience of horror 1 had witnessed nothing to conpare with this talking corpse. | felt
unnerving fear and was hard put to control it.

He spoke again:
"It is understood—

"By alt. It seens.

"Save you."
"I ama stranger," | declared, "and sought the hospitality of this castle's lord. |I did not expect
the place to be enpty. | apologise for ny ignorance. | have done no danmge."

I made ready to spur ny horse

Anot her of the riders turned his iron head on ne.

Col d eyes, full of old blood, stared into mnine.

24 The War Hound and the Wrld's Fain

My stomach regretted that | had broken its fast so recently.
He sai d:

"How were you able to come and go?
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"Have you mmde the bargai n?"

| attenpted to reply in a reasonable tone. "I cane and went as you see, upon ny horse. | have no
bond, if that is what you nmean, with the naster of this castle."

| addressed the coach, believing that the castle's owner nust sit wthin:

"But again | say that | apologise for my unwitting trespass. | have done no harm save eat a
little food, water ny horse and read a book or two."

"No bargain," nuttered one of the nonks, as if puzzl ed.

"No bargain he is aware of," said a third horsenan.

And they | aughed anongst thensel ves. The sound was a di sgusting one.

"l have never net your lord,"” said |l. "It is unlikely that I know him"
"Doubt | ess he knows you."

Their nockery, their malicious enjoyment of sonme secret they believed they shared, was disturbing
my conposure and making me inpatient.

| said:

"I'f I may be allowed to approach and present nyself, you will discover that | am of noble birth

I had no real intention of talking with the occupant of the coach, but should | be able to advance
alittle farther | would gain tine and di stance—and with sone luck |I mght break free of them
wi t hout need of ny sword.

"You nmay not approach," said the first rider

"You must return with us."

| spoke with nock good nanners:

"l have al ready sanpl ed your hospitality too long. I'll inpose upon it no further."

| smiled to nyself. My spirits began to lift, as they always do when action is required of ne. |
began to experience that cool good hunmour conmon to nmany professional soldiers when killing
becomes necessary.

"You have no choice," said the rider.

He | owered his pike: a threat.

I relaxed in ny saddle, ensuring that ny seat was firm

The War Hound and the World's Pain
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"I make my own choices, sir," | said.

My spurs touched nmy horse and he began to trot rapidly towards them

They had not expected this.

They were used to inducing terror. They were not, | suspected, used to fighting.

I had broken through themin a matter of seconds. Barely grazed by a pike, | now attenpted to ride
t he nonks down.
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I hacked at the cowl ed nen. They did not threaten ne but were so anxious not to rel ease their
grasp on the carriage's ropes that they could not nmove fromny path. They seened perfectly willing
to die under ny sword rather than give up their charge.

| was forced to turn and face the riders once nore.

They had no battle skill, these people, and were uncertain in their novenents, for all their
arrogance. Again | received an inpression of hesitation, as if each individual action had to be
monentarily remenbered. So clunsy were they that their pikes were tangled by a few passages of ny
swor d.

I used the bulk of my horse to back farther into the press of nonks. They offered the heavy
resi stance of corpses.

I turned the steed again.
I let himrear and stri ke down two nonks with his hooves.

I junped first one taut rope and then the other and was aimng for the grassy flanks of the steep
hillside when the riders fromthe rear came galloping forward to cut me off.

I had a bal ustrade before ne, some statues to ny left, an al nbst sheer drop beyond these.

Again | was forced to pause. | tried to pull a pistol loose and fire in the hope it would startle
their horses. | did not think | could delay their charge by woundi ng one.
My horse was noving too much beneath nme, ready to gall op, yet not know ng where to go. | reined

himtight, standing firmagainst that rocking nest of pikes which was now al nost upon ne.

A glance this way and that told ne that nmy chances had i nproved. There was every possibility of
escape. | no longer felt in terror of ny attackers. At worst | could calculate on a few flesh
wounds for nyself and a sprained tendon or two for my horse.

26
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The pi kes drew closer as | reached for ny pistols. Then a clear, hunporous voi ce sounded fromthe
interior of the coach

"There is no need for this. It wasn't planned. Stop at once, all of you. | denmand that you stop!"
The riders drewin their ow reins and began to raise their pikes to the sl ope.

I put my sword between ny teeth, drew both pistols fromthe saddl e-hol sters, cocked the flints and
fired.

One of the pistols discharged and flung a rider straight out of his seat. The other needed
recocking, having failed to spark, but before | could see to it, | heard the voice again.

It was a woman. "Stop!"

I would I et them debate her orders. In the neantine | had a little tinme hi which to begin ny
descent. | sheathed ny sword and | ooked down the hillside. | had planned to skirt this party and
continue down the road if possible. It would nean driving directly through the pikes, but |
believed | could do it fairly easily.

| prepared myself, while giving the inpression that | was rel axi ng nmy guard.
The door of the coach opened.

A handsone worman of about thirty, with jet-black hair and wearing scarlet velvet, clanbered
swiftly onto the coachnan's seat and raised her arns. She seened distracted. | was inpressed by
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her bearing and her beauty.
"Stop!" she cried to me. "W nmeant no harmto you."

I grinned at this. But since |I now had sonething of an advantage and did not wish to risk either
my life or nmy horse nore than necessary, | paused. My |oaded pistol was still in my gloved hand.

"Your nen attacked ne, nadam"

"Not upon my orders." Her |ips matched her costune. Her skin was as delicate and pale as the | ace
which trimred her garnents. She wore a matching broad-brimed hat with a white ostrich feather
trailing fromit.

"You are wel cone," she said. "I swear to you that it is so, sir. You cane forward before | could
present nyself."

I was certain that all she was doing now was to change tactics. But | preferred these tactics
They were faniliar enough.

I grinned at her. "You nean you had hoped that your servants would frighten ne, eh, madanP"
The War Hound and the WrWs Pain
27

She feigned puzzl enment. She spoke with apparent sincerity, even urgency: "You nust not think so.
These creatures are not subtle. They are the only servants provided nme." Her eyes were wonderful
I was astoni shed by them She said: "I apologise to you, sir."

She | owered her arns, alnost as if she appealed to ne. She struck ne as a woman of substance, yet
there was an engagi ng touch of despair about her. Was she perhaps a prisoner of those nmen?

I was al nbost anused: a lady in distress, and nyself a knight-errant to whomthe notion of chivalry
was anathema. Yet | hesitated.

"Madam vyour servants disturb ne by their very appearance.”
"They were not chosen by ne."

"Indeed, 1 should hope that's so." | retained ray pistol at the cock. "They were chosen by Death
| ong since, by the ook of 'em

She sighed and nade a small gesture with her right hand.

"Sir, | would be nuch obliged if you would consent to be nmy guest."”
"Your nen have already invited nme. You'll recall that | refused."
"WIIl you refuse ne? | ask," she said, "in all humlity."

She was a clever worman and it had been sone years since | had enjoyed such conpany. It was her
eyes, however, which continued to draw ne. They were wi se, they were know ng, they contained in
thema hint of deep terror and they were synpathetic, | thought, to ne in particul ar

| was lost to her. | knewit. | believe she knewit. | began to |augh.
| bowed to her.

"It is true, madam" said |, "that | cannot refuse you. Boredom curiosity and what is |left of ny
good manners drive ne to accept. But nobst of all, madam it is yourself, for I'll swear | see a
fellow spirit and one as intelligent as nyself. A rare conbination, you' d agree?"

"l take your neaning, sir. And | share your feeling, too." Those wonderful eyes shone with ironic
pl easure. | thought that she, too, could be |aughing, somewhere within her. Wth a delicate hand
she brushed hair away fromthe left side of her face and tilted her head to | ook at nme. A
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consci ous gesture, | knew, and a flirtatious one. | grinned this tine.

28
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"Then you'll guest with nme?" she said.

"On one condition," said I.

"Sir?"

"That you prom se to explain sone of the nmysteries of your castle and its surrounds."”
She raised her brows. "It is an ordinary castle. In ordinary grounds."

"You know that it is not.

She answered nmy grin with a smle. "Very well,’
everything very soon."

she said. "I promise that you shall understand

"l note your promise," said |

I sheathed my pistol and turned my horse towards the castle.
I had taken ny first decisive step towards Hell

Chapter U

I GAVE THE | ady ny arm and escorted her through her courtyard, up the steps and into her castle,
whil e her horrid servants took horse and coach to the stables. Curiosity had nme trapped.

Lust, half-appreciated as yet, also had ne trapped.

I thought to nyself with a certain relish that | was, all in all, thoroughly snared. And at that
moment! did not care

"I amUrich von Bek, son of the Gaf von Bek," | told her. "I ama Captain of Infantry in the
present struggle.”

Her perfunme was as warmand lulling as sumer roses. "On whose side?" she asked.
| shrugged. "Wichever is the better organised and | ess divided."

"You have no strong religious beliefs, then?"

"None. "
| added: "lIs that unusual for men of ny kind in times |ike these?"
"Not at all. Not at all." She seened quietly anused.

She took off her own cloak. She was alnobst as tall as | and wonderfully forned. For all that she
gave the inpression of possessing a strong and perhaps even eccentric will, there

30
The War Hound and the World's Ptin

was yet a softness about her now which suggested to ne that she was presently defeated by her
ci rcunst ances

"I am Sabrina," she said, and gave no title or fam |y nane.

"This is your castle, Lady Sabrina?"
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"l often reside here." She was nonconmi tt al

It could be that she was reluctant to discuss her famly. O perhaps she was the nistress of the
powerful prince | had originally guessed as owner. Perhaps she had been exiled here for sone

appal ling crinme. Perhaps she had been sent here by her husband or sonme other relative to avoid the
vicissitudes either of love or of war. Fromtact | could ask her no other questions on the matter

She laid a fair hand upon my arm "You will eat with nme, Captain von Bek?"
"l do not relish eating in the presence of your servants, nmadam"

"No need. I'Il prepare the food nyself later. They are not permtted to enter these quarters. They
have their own barracks in the far tower."

I had seen the barracks. They did not seem | arge enough for so many.

"How | ong have you been here?" She gl anced about the hall as we entered it.
"A week or two."

"You kept it in good order."

"It was not ny intention to | oot the place, Lady Sabrina, but to use it as a tenporary refuge. How
| ong has your home been enpty?"

She waved a vague hand. "Ch, sonme little while. Wiy do you ask?"
"Everything was so well-preserved. So free of vermn. O dust, even."
"Ah. We do not have much trouble of that kind."

"No danp. No rot."

"None visible," she said. She seened to becone inpatient with ny remarks.
"I remain grateful for the shelter,” 1 said, to end this thene.

"You are wel cone." Her voice becanme a little distant. She frowned. "The soldiers del ayed us."
"How so?"

The Vhr Hound and the Wbrld's Pain
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"On the road." She gestured. "Back there."

"You were attacked?"

"Pursued for a while. Chased." Her finger sought dust on a chest and found none. She seened to be
considering ny recent remarks. "They fear us, of course. But there were so many of them" She
smled, displaying white, even teeth. She spoke as if | would understand and synpathise. As if |
were a conrade

All | could do was nod.

"l cannot blame them" she continued. "I cannot blame any of them" She sighed. Her dark eyes
cl ouded, becane in-turned, dreamny. "But you are here. And that is good."

I shoul d have found her manner disturbing, but at the time | found it captivating. She spoke as if
I had been expected, as if she were a poor hostess who, del ayed abroad, returns to discover an
unat t ended guest.

| offered sonme formal conplinent to her beauty and grace. She sniled a little, accepting it as one
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who was very used to such remarks, who perhaps even regarded them as the opening feints in an

enotional duel. | recognised her expression. It caused nme to becone just a little nore renote, a
little nore guarded. She was a ganeswonan, | thought, trained by one or nore nmasters in the
terrible, cold art of intellectual coquetry. | found the worman too interesting to wish to give her

a match, so | changed the subject back to nmy original reason for accepting her invitation

"You have promi sed to explain the castle's nysteries,”" | said. "And why there is no animal life in
these parts.”

"It is true," she said. "There is none."

"You have agreed with ne, madam" | said gently, "but you have not explained anything to ne."
Her tone becane a shade brusque. "I pronised you an explanation, did 1 not, sir?"

"I ndeed, you did."

"And an explanation will be forthcom ng."

I was not, in those days, a man to be brushed off with insubstantial reassurances. "I'ma soldier,
madam | had intended to be on nmy way south by now. You will recall that | returned here at your
i nvitati on—and because of your prom se. Soldiers are an inpatient breed.”

She seened just a fraction agitated by nmy remark, pushing at her long hair, touching her cheek
Her words were

32
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rapid and they stunbl ed. She said: "No soul —+that is no free soul, however snmall—an exist here."

This was not good enough for nme, although | was intrigued. "I do not follow you, madam" | said
with deliberate firnmmess. "You are obscure. | amused to action and sinple facts. Fromthose
sinmple facts | amable to deternine what action | should take."

"l do not wish to confuse you, sir." She appealed to ne, but | refused to respond to her.
I sighed. "What do you nean when you say that no soul can exist here?"

She hesitated. "Nothing which belongs," she said, "to God."

"Bel ongs? To God? The forest, surely . . . ?"

"The forest |lies upon the"—she nade a baffled gesture—"upon the borders."

"l still do not understand.”

She controlled herself, returning my stare. "Neither should you," she said.

"I am not nuch inpressed by netaphysics." | was becom ng angry. Such abstract debate had caused
our present woes. "Are you suggesting that sone son of plague once infested this land? Is that why
both men and beasts avoid it?"

She made no reply.

I continued: "Your servants, after all, suffer fromdi sease. Could they be suffering froman
infection local to this area?"

"Their soul s— she began agai n.
I interrupted. "The same abstraction

"l do ny best, sir," she said.
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"Madam you offer nme no facts."
"l have offered you facts, as | understand them It is hard

"You speak of a sickness, in truth. Do you not? You are afraid that if you nane it, | shall becone
nervous, that you will drive ne away."

"I'f you like," she said.

"I amafraid of very little, though | nust admt to a certain caution where the Plague is
concerned. On the other hand | have reason to believe that I amone of those |ucky souls
apparently immne to the Plague, so you nust know that | shall not immediately run quaking from
this place. Tell me. Is it a sickness of which you speak?”

The WT Hound and the Wrld' s Pain
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"Aye," she said, as if tired, as if willing to agree to alnost any definition | provided. "It
could be as you say."

"But you are untouched."” | noved a pace towards her. "And [|."

She became silent. Was | to think, | wondered, that the signs of that horrible sickness which
possessed her servants had not yet manifested thenselves in us? | shuddered.

"How | ong have you lived at the castle?" | asked.
"I amhere only fromtinme to tinme."

Thi s answer suggested to ne that perhaps she was i mMmune. |If she were immne, then so, perhaps, was
I. Wth that consideration | relaxed nore.

She seated herself upon a couch. Sunlight poured through stained glass representing Diana at the
hunt. It was only then that | realised not a single Christian scene existed here, no crucifix, no
representations of Jesus or the saints. Tapestries, glass, statuary and decoration were all pagan
in subject.

"How old is this castle?" | stood before the wi ndow, running ny fingers over the |ead.
"Very old, | think. Several centuries, at least."
"1t has been well -naintained."

She knew that ny questions were not innocent or casual. | was seeking further know edge of the
estate and the nysterious sickness which haunted it.

"True," she said.
| sensed a new kind of tension. | turned.

She went fromthat roominto the next and came back with wine for us. As she handed ne ny cup |
observed that she did not wear a marriage ring. "You have no |ord, nmadanP"

"I have a lord," she said, and she stared back into ny eyes as if | had challenged her. Then,
seeing my question to be fairly innocent, she shrugged. "Yes, | have a lord, captain."

"But this is not your famly property."

"Ch, well. Fam|ly?" She began to smile very strangely, then controlled her features. "The castle
is ny master's, and has been his for many years."

"Not al ways his, however?"

"No. He won it, | believe."
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"Spoils of war?"

She shook her head. "A ganbling debt."

34

The War Hound and the WsHd's Pain

"Your master is a ganbler, eh? And plays for good-sized stakes. Does he participate in our Var?"

"Ch, yes." Her manner changed agai n. She becanme brisk. "I'll not be cryptic with you, Captain von
Bek." She smiled; a hint, once nore, of helplessness. "On the other hand it does not suit nme to
pursue this conversation further at present."”

"Pl ease forgive nmy rudeness.” | think that | sounded col d.

"You are direct, captain, but not rude." She spoke quietly. "For a man who has doubtl ess seen and
done so much in the matter of war you seemto retain a fair share of grace."

1 touched the cup to ny lips—half a toast to her own good manners. "I am astoni shed that you
shoul d think so. Yet, in conparison with your servants, | suppose | nust seembetter than | am
She | aughed. Her skin appeared to glow. | snelled roses. | felt as if the heat of the sun were
upon nme in that room | knew that | desired Sabrina as | had desired no one or nothing else in al

my life. Yet my caution maintained distance. Far that nonent | was content nerely to experience
those sensations (which | had not experienced in many years of soldiering) and not attenpt
ful fillment.

"How did you come by your servants?" | sipped ny wine. It tasted better than any of the other
vintages | had sanpled here. It increased the inpression that all ny senses were comng alive
agai n at once.

She pursed her |ips before replying. Then: "They are pensioners, you mght say, of ny nmaster.'

"Your master? You mention himnuch. But you do not nane him" | pointed this out nost gentry.

"It is true." She noved hair from her face.
"You do not wi sh to nane hinf"

"At this time? No."

"He sent you here?" | savoured the w ne.
"Yes," she said.
"Because he fears for your safety?" | suggested.

"No." Sadness and desperate anusenent showed for a second in the set of her I|ips.
"Then you have an errand here?" | asked. Again 1 noved cl oser

"Yes." She took a couple of paces back fromme. |
The War Hound and the Wirld's Pain 35

guessed that she was as affected by me as | was by her, but it could have been nerely that ny
guestions cut too close to the bone and that | was unnerving her

| paused.

"Could I ask you what that errand can be?"
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She became gay, but plainly her mood was not altogether natural. "To entertain you'—a flirt of the
hand—captai n."

"But you were not aware that | stayed here."
She dropped her gaze.
"Were you?" | continued. "Unl ess sone unseen servant of your naster reported ne to you."

She raised her eyes. She ignored ny last remark and said: "I have been | ooking for a brave man. A
brave man and an intelligent one.”

"On your naster's instructions? Is that the inplication?"
She offered me a challenging | ook now "If you like."

The instinct which had hel ped ne keep ny life and health through all ny exploits warned me now

that this unusual woman could be bait for a trap, for once, however, | ignored the warning. She
was willing, she suggested, to give herself to ne. In return, | guessed, | would be called upon to
pay a high price. At that monent | did not care what the price was. | was, anyway, | rem nded

mysel f, a resourceful man and coul d al ways, with reasonabl e odds, escape later. One can act too
much in the cause of self-preservation and experience nothing fresh as a result.

"He gives you liberty to do what?" | asked her
"To do alnpbst anything | |ike." She shrugged.

"He is not jeal ous?"

"Not conventionally so, Captain von Bek." She drained her cup. | followed her exanple. She took
both cups and filled them again. She sat herself beside nme, now, upon a couch under the w ndow. M
flesh, nmy skin, every vein and sinew, sang. |, who had practised self-control for years, was

barely able to hold onto a coherent thought as | took her hand and kissed it, nurnmuring: "He is an
unusual master, your lord."

"That is also true."

I withdrew my lips and fell back a little, |ooking carefully at her wonderful face. "He indul ges
you? |Is it because he | oves you very nuch?"

Her breat hing nmatched mine. Her eyes were bright.
36 The War Hound and toe Wrld's Pain

passi onate genms. She said: "I amnot sure that my master understands the nature of |ove. Not as
you and | would understand it."

I laughed and let nyself relax a little nore. "You becone cryptic again, Lady Sabrina, when you
swore that you woul d not be."

"Forgive ne." She rose for fresh cups.

I watched her form | had never seen such beauty and such wit conbined in any human i ndivi dua
before. "You will not tell me your history?"
"Not yet."

|l interpreted this renmark as a pronise, yet | pressed her just a little further
"You were born in these parts?"
"I'n Germany, yes."

"And not very long ago." This was partly to flatter her. It was unnecessary, that flattery,
knew, but | had | earned pothouse habits as a soldier-of-fortune and could not in an instant |ose
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them al | .

Her answer was unexpected. She turned to ne, with a wine-cup in each hand. "It depends on your
definition of Tinme," she said. She gave ne ny filled cup. "Now you probe and | nystify. Shall we
tal k of less personal matters? O do you wi sh to speak of yourself?"

"You seemto have determ ned who and what | am al ready, ny |ady."
"Not in fine, captain.”

"I've few secrets. Mst of ny recent life has been spent in soldiering. Before that it was spent
in receiving an education. Life is not very brisk in Bek."

"But you have seen and done much, as a soldier?"

"The usual things." | frowned. | did not desire too nmuch recoll ection. Magdeburg nmenories stil
lingered and were resisted with a certain anount of effort.

"You have killed frequently?"
"Of course.” | displayed reluctance to expand upon this thene.

"And taken part in looting? In torture?"

"When necessary, aye." | grew close to anger again. ! believed that she deliberately disconfited
ne.
"And rape?"

1 peered directly at her. Had | m sjudged her? Was she
The War Hound and the World's Pain
37

per haps one of those bored, |ascivious |adies of the kind | had once nmet at Court? They had
delighted in such talk. It had excited them They were eager for sensation, having forgotten or
never experienced the subtle fornms of human sensuality and enption. In nmy cynicism| had given
themall that they desired. It had been |ike bestowing | ead on gol d-greedy nmerchants who, in their
anxi ety to possess as nuch as possible, could not any | onger recognise one netal fromanother. If
the Lady Sabrina was of this caste, | should give her what she desired.

But her eyes renmai ned candid and questioning, so | answered briefly: "Aye. Soldiers, as | said,
becorme inpatient. Weary o - -"

She was not interested in my explanation. She continued: "And have you puni shed heretics?"
"l have seen them destroyed."

"But have taken no part in their destruction?"

"By luck and ny own distaste, 1 have not."

"Coul d you punish a heretic?"

"Madam | do not really know what a heretic is. The word is made nmuch of, these days. It seens to
descri be anyone you w sh dead."

"Or witches? Have you executed w tches?"
"l ama soldier, not a priest."

"Many sol diers take on the responsibilities of priests, do they not? And nmany priests becone
sol diers."
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"I amnot of that ilk. | have seen poor lunatics and old women naned for witches and dealt with
accordingly, madam But | have w tnessed no nmagi ¢ perfornances, no incantations, no sumonings of
denons or ghouls.” | smled. "Some of those crones were so familiar w th Mephistopheles that they

coul d al nost pronounce the name when it was repeated to them. . ."

"Then witchcraft does not frighten you?"

"It does not. O, | should say, what | have seen of witchcraft does not frighten ne."
"You are a sane man, sir."

| supposed that she conplinented ne.

"Sane by the standards of our world, madam But not, | think, by nmy own."

She seened pleased by this. "An excellent answer. You are sel f-denandi ng, then?"

38 The War Hound and the Worl d** Pain

"I demand little of nmyself, save that | survive. | take what | need fromthe world."
"You are a thief, then?"

"1l ama thief, if you like. | hope that I amnot a hypocrite."

"Sel f-deceiving, all the sane."

"How so?"

"You hide the | argest part of yourself away in order to be the soldier you describe. And then you
deny that that part exists.”

"l do not followyou. I amwhat I am"

"And that is?"

"VWhat the world has nade ne."

“"Not what God created? God created the world, did He not?" she said.
"l have heard sone theorise otherw se."

"Heretics?"

"Ah, well, madam Desperate souls like the rest of us."

"You have an unusually open mnd."

"For a soldier?"

"for anyone living at this tinme."

"I amnot quite sure that nmy mind is open. It is probably carel ess, however. | do not give a fig
for metaphysical debate, as | believe | have already indicated."

"You have no conscience, then?"
"Too expensive to nmintain nowadays, nmadam "
"So it is unkenpt, but it exists?"

"I's that what you would say | hide fromnyself? Have you a nmind to convert me to whatever Faith it
is you hold, my |ady?"

"My Faith is not too dissimlar to yours."
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"So | thought."

"Soul ? Consci ence? These words nean little, |I'msure you' d agree, w thout specification."

"l do nost readily agree."

We continued to debate this subject only for a short while and then the di scussi on broadened.

She proved to be an educated woman with a fine range of experience and anecdote. The | onger we
were together, however, the nore | desired her.

The noon nmeal was forgotten as we continued to talk and to drink. She quoted the G eeks and the
Romans, she quoted
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poetry in several tongues. She was far nore fluent in the |anguages of nodern Europe and the
Orient than was |

It becane obvious to ne that Sabrina must be highly valued by her master and that she was probably
somet hing nmore than his mstress. A woman could travel the world with a little nore danger but a
little | ess suspicion than a male envoy. | forned the inpression that she was famliar with a good
many powerful Courts. Yet | wondered how her servants nust be received if they acconpanied her to
such pl aces.

Evening cane. She and | retired to the kitchen where, fromthe sane ingredients, she prepared a
far better neal than anything | had been able to make for nyself. W drank nore w ne and then,
wi t hout thought, took ourselves up to one of the main bedroons and di srobed.

Sheets, quilts, bed-curtains, were all creany white in the | ate sunshine. Naked, Sabrina was
perfect. Her pale body was flaw ess, her breasts small and firm | had seen no wonman |i ke her,
save in statues and certain paintings.

I had not believed in perfection before that night, and although | retained a healthy suspicion of
Sabrina's motives | was determined to offer no resistance to her charns.

We went quickly to bed. She becane by turns tender, savage, passive and aggressive. | turned with
her, whatever her npod, as she turned with mne. My senses, which had becone al nost as dead as
those of Sabrina's servants, had come to |life again.

I felt nmy imagination com ng back to me, and with it a certain anount of hope, of the old optimsm
I had known as a youth in Bek

Qur union, it seened to nme, was preordained, for there was no doubt that she relished me as
thoroughly as | relished her. | absorbed her scents, the touch of her skin.

Qur passion seened as endl ess as the tides; our lust conquered all weariness. If it had not been
for that nagging nenory that she was in sone way pledged to another, | should have given nyself up
to her entirely. As it was, sonme snmall part of ne held back. But it was a mnuscule fraction. It
need hardly have exi sted.

Eventually we fell asleep and woke in the norning, before light, to nake | ove again, A week or two
went by. | was nore and nore entranced by her

40 The Wi- Hound and the World's Ptin

Hal f - asl eep as one grey dawn cane, | nmunnured that | wanted her to cone with ne, to | eave her
ghastly servants behind, to find sone other place which the War did not touch

"I's there another place?" she asked nme, with a tender smle.
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"In the East, possibly. O England. We could go to England. O to the New World."

She became sad and she stroked nmy cheek. "That isn't possible,"” she said. "My master woul d not
allowit."

| becane fierce. "Your master would not find us."

"He would find me and take ne fromyou, be assured of that."

"In the New Wrl d? Is he the Pope?"

She seened startled and | wondered if, with ny rhetorical question, | had struck upon the truth.
| continued: "I would fight him | would raise an arny against himif necessary."

"You would | ose.”

| asked her seriously: "lIs he the Pope? Your nmster?"

"Ch, no," said she inmpulsively, "he is far greater than the Pope."

I frowned. "Perhaps in your eyes. But not the eyes of the world, surely?”

She stirred in the bed and avoi ded | ooking directly at nme, saying softly: "In the eyes of the
whol e worl d, and Heaven, too."

In spite of nyself, | was disturbed by her reply. It took another week before |I found the courage
to make a further statement. | would rather not have pursued the subject:

"You have prom sed to answer ny questions,”" | said to her, again in the nmorning. "Wuld it not be
fair to tell nme the name of your all-powerful lord? After all, | could be endangering nyself by
remai ni ng here."

"You are in no particular danger."
"You nust |let ne decide that. You nust offer ne the choice."

"1 know . Her voice died away. "Tonorrow "

"H's name,"” | insisted the next day. | saw terror reflected and conpounded, hers and ni ne.
Then from where she lay in bed she | ooked directly into ny eyes. She shook her head.

"Who is your lord?" | said.

The War Hound and the Wirld's Pain
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She noved her lips carefully. She raised her head as she spoke. Her nouth seened dry, her
expressi on strangely bl ank

"H s nanme,"” she said, "is Lucifer."

My sel f-control al nbst di sappeared. She had shocked ne in several ways at the sane tine, for
could not decide howto interpret this remark. | refused to let superstition attack ny reason.
sat up in bed and forced nyself to |augh

"And you are a witch, is that it?"

"l have been called that,"” she said.

"A shape-changer!" | felt half-mad now. "You are in reality an ancient hag who has engl anoured
me!"
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"I amwho you see ne to be," she said. "But, yes, | was a witch."
"And your powers cone from your conpact with the Prince of Darkness?"

"They did not. | was called a witch by the people who determned to kill me. But that was before
met Lucifer "

"You inplied some tinme ago that you shared ny opinions of witches!"
"Aye—of those poor women so branded."”

"Yet why call yourself one?"

"You used the word. | agreed that | had been called that."

"You are not a w tch?"

"When | was young | had certain gifts which | put to the service of ny town. | amnot stupid. My
advi ce was sought and used. | was well-educated by ny father. | could read and wite. | knew ot her
worren |i ke nyself. We met together, as nmuch to enjoy each other's intelligence as to discuss
matters of al cheny, herbalismand the |like." She shrugged. "It was a small town. The people were
smal | nerchants, peasants, you know . . . \Wnen are, by and |arge, denied the conpany of schol ars,

even if they resort to the nunnery. Christians do not pernit Eve wi sdom do they? They can only
suggest that she was influenced by a fallen angel." She was sardonic. Then she sighed, |eaning on
one bare arm as she | ooked at ne.

"Scholarly nmen were suspect in nmy town. Wrnen could not admit to scholarship at all. Men are
afraid of two things in this world, it seens—aonen and know edge. Both threaten their power, eh?"
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"If you like," | said. "Were there not other wonen in the town afraid of such things?"
"Of course. Even nore afraid in sone ways. It was wonen who betrayed us, in the end."

"It is in the way of events," | said. "Many speak of freedom of free thought, but few would want
the responsibility of actually possessing them"

"I's that why you insist that you are a soldier?"

"l suppose so. | have no great hankering after real freedom Is that why you let nme call you a
witch?"

Her smle was sad. "Possibly."

"And is that why you nowtell ne that Satan is your Master?"
"Not exactly," she replied. "Though | follow your reasoning."
"How did you come to be branded a witch in your town?"

"Perhaps through Pride," she said. "W began to see ourselves as a powerful force for good in the
worl d. W practised magic, of sorts, and experinented sonetinmes. But our magic was all Wite. |
admt that we studied the other kind. W knew how it could be worked. Particularly by the weak,
who sought spurious strength through evil."

"You came to believe that you were strong enough to resist hunan prejudice? You grew i ncautious?"
"You could say so, yes."

"But how did you cone, as you put it, to serve Satan?" Now | believed that she spoke
met aphorically, or that at |east she was exaggerating. | still could not believe that she was
i nsane. Her confession, after all, was couched in the nost rational terns.

"Qur coven was di scovered, betrayed. W were inprisoned. W were tortured, of course, and tried,
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and found guilty. Many confessed to pacts with the Devil." Her expression becane bleak. "I could
not, in those days, believe that so nany evil people would pose as good while we, who had done no
harm and had served our nei ghbours, were submtted to the npbst disgusting and brutal of
attentions."

"But you escaped

"l became disillusioned as | |lay wounded and humiliated in that dungeon. Desperate. | determ ned
that if | was to be branded an evil witch I mght as well behave as one. | knew the invocations
necessary to sunmon a servant of the Devil."

The Vfer Hound and the Wirld' s Pain
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She noved carefully, looking full into nmy face before she spoke next:

"In ny cell one night, because | w shed to save nyself fromdeath and further barbarism because
had | ost belief in the power of ny sisters, upon which | had faithfully relied, | began the
necessary ritual. It was at ny nonent of greatest weakness. And it is at that nonent, you nust
know, when Lucifer's servants cone calling."

"You summpned a denon?"
"And sold my soul ."

"And were saved."

"After the pact was nmade, | appeared to contract the Plague and was thrown, living, into a pit on
the outskirts of town. Fromthat pit | escaped and the Plague went frommnme. Two days after that,
as | lay in a barn, my Master appeared to nme in person. He said that He had special need of ne. He

brought nme here, where | was instructed in H s service.

"You truly believe that it was Lucifer who brought you here? That this is Lucifer's castle?"
reached out to touch her face.

"I know that Lucifer is ny Master. | know that this is His domain on Earth." She could tell that I
did not believe her

"But He is not in residence today?" | said.

"He is here now," she told ne flatly.

"l discovered no sign of Hm" | was insistent.

"Coul d you recognise the sign of Lucifer?" she asked ne. She spoke as if to a child.
"I woul d expect at least a hint of brinstone,” | told her.

She gestured about her. "This whole castle, the forest outside, is H's sign. Could you not guess?
Way do even the snmallest insects avoid it? Wiy do whole arnmies fear it?"

"Then why did 1 feel only a hint of trepidation when | came here? How can you |live here?"
Her expression approached pity.

"Only the souls He owns can exist here," she said.

| shuddered and becane cold. | was al nbost convinced by her. Happily, my reason once again began to
function. My ordinary sense of self-preservation. | stepped fromthe bed and began pulling on ny
linen. "Then I'lIl be leaving," | said. "I have no wish to nmake a pact with Lucifer or anyone who

calls hinmself Lucifer. And | would suggest, Sabrina, that you acconpany ne. Unless you wish to
remai n ensl aved by your illusion."
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She became wi st ful
"If only it were an illusion, and you truly could save ne."
"I can. On the back of my very ordinary horse. Leave with ne now. "

"l cannot |eave and neither can you. For that matter, because the horse has served you, neither
can your horse,"

| scoffed at this. "No man is wholly free and the sane, nmadam nay be said for the beast he rides,
but we are both free enough to go fromhere at once!"

"You nust stay and neet ny Master," she said.

"l am not about to sell ny soul."

"You nust stay." She reached a hand to ne. It trenbled. "For ny sake."

"Madam such pleas to ny honour are pointless. | have no honour left. | thought that | had nmade
that perfectly clear."

"l beg you," she said.

It was ny desire, rather than ny honour, which held ne there. | hesitated. "You say that your
Master is in the castle now?"

"He waits for us."

"Al one? Where? 1'll take ny sword and deal with your 'Lucifer,* your enchanter, in my own habitua
fashi on. He has deceived you. Good, sharp steel will enlighten H mand prove to you that He is
mortal. You'll be free soon enough, | prom se you."

"Bring your sword if you wi sh," she said.

She rose and began to dress herself in flowing white silk. | stood near her, watching inpatiently
as she took pains with her clothing. | even felt a pang of jeal ousy, as a cuckol ded husband knows
when he sees his wife dressing for her |over

It was odd, indeed, that such a beautiful and intelligent wonman coul d believe herself in thrall to
Satan Hinmself. Qur times were such that human despair took nmany forns of madness.

I buckl ed ny sword-belt about ny shirted waist, pulled on ny boots and stood before her, trying to
determ ne the depth of her illusion. Her stare was direct and there was pain init, as well as a
strange sort of determ nation

"If you are crazed," | said, "it is the subtlest formof insanity |I've ever wi tnessed."
"The human i magi nati on confers |unacy on everyone,"
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she said, "dependent upon their condition. | amas sane as you, sir."
"Then you are, after all, only half-mad," | told her. | offered her ny armas | opened the bedroom

door for her. The passage beyond was cold. "Were does this Lucifer of yours hold Court?"
"In Hell," she said.

We wal ked sl owy al ong the passage and began to descend the broad stone steps towards the main
hal | .
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"And His castle is in Hell?" | asked, |ooking about nme in a sonewhat theatrical fashion. | could
see the trees through the wi ndows. Everything was exactly as it had been during nmy stay there.

"It could be," she said.

I shook ny head. It took rmuch to threaten ny rational view of the world, for nmy mind had been
tenmpered in the fires of the War, by its terrors and its cruelties, and had survived the
contenpl ati on of considerable evil and delusion. "Then all the world is Hell? Do you propose that
phi | osophy?"

"Ah," she said, alnost gaily, "is that what we are left with, sir, when we have di scarded every
ot her hope?"

"It is a sign of Hope, is it, to believe our own world Hell?"

"Hell is better than nothing," she answered, "to nmany, at |east."

"I refuse to believe such nonsense," | told her. "I have becone grimand absol ute, madam in nost
of my opinions. We appear to be returning to the real mof speculation. | wish to see a concrete
Devil and, if we are in Hell, concrete proof of that statement."

"You are overeconomcal, sir, in the use of your intelligence."

"I think not. I ama soldier, as |I've told you nore than once. It is a soldier's trait. Sinple
facts are his trade."

"W have already di scussed your reasons for choosing to becone a soldier, sir."
I was anmused, once nore, by the sharpness of her wt.

We were wal ki ng down the steps, alternately through sunlight and shadow. The shift of |ight gave
her features a variety of casts, which had becone faniliar to ne.

Such strength of mind or of body was not usually associated either with witchcraft or with Satan-
worship. In nmy experience, as Sabrina had already hinted to nme, those
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who sought the aid of denbns were wetched, powerless creatures who had gi ven up hope of al
sal vation, whether it be on Earth or in Heaven

We were crossing the main floor now, towards the huge doors of the library.
"He is in there," she said.
| stopped, |oosening ny sword. | sniffed.

"Still no brimstone," | said. "Has He horns, your Master? A long tail? C oven hooves? Does fire
cone fromH s nostrils? O is Hs enchantment of a subtler sort?"

"1 would say that it was subtler," she told me softly. She seemed torn between proving hersel f and
wishing to flee with ne. Her expression was challenging and yet fearful as she | ooked up at ne.
She seened even nore beautiful. 1 touched her hah*, stroking it. | kissed her upon her warm i ps.

Then 1 strode forward and pushed the | arge doors open
Sabrina put her hand on ny arm and preceded ne into the room She curtseyed.
"Master, | have brought you Captain von Bek."

I followed i mediately behind her, nmy sword ready, nmy mind prepared for any chall enge, yet ny
resolve left me i mediately.

Seated at the central table and apparently reading a book was the nost wonderful being | had ever
seen.
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| becane light-headed. My body refused any commands. | found mysel f bowi ng.

He was naked and His skin glowed as if with soft, quivering flames. His curling hair was silver
and His eyes were nolten copper. H's body was huge and perfectly formed, and when Hs lips smled
upon me | felt that | had never |oved before; | loved Hm He bore an aura about H s person which
I had never associated with the Devil: perhaps it was a kind of dignified humlity conmbined with a
sense of alnost limtless power.

He spoke in a sweet, nmature voice, putting down the book
"Wl cone, Captain von Bek. | am Lucifer."
I was speaking. | believed Hmat that nonent and | said as nuch.

Luci fer acknow edged this, standing to His full height and going to the shel ves, where He repl aced
t he book.

He noved with grace and offered the inpression of exquisite sadness in H s every gesture. It was
possible to see
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how t hi s bei ng had been God's favourite and that He was surely the Fallen One, destroyed by Pride
and now hunbl ed but unable to achieve H s place in Heaven.

| believe that | told HmI| was at H s service. | could not check the words, although I recovered
mysel f sufficiently to deny, mentally, the inplications of what | said. | was desperately
attenpting to secure ny reason

He seened to know this and was synpathetic. H s synpathy, of course, was also disarmng and had to
be i gnored.

He answered ny words as if | had offered themvoluntarily:

"I wish to strike a bargain with you, Captain von Bek."

Lucifer smled, as if in self-nockery:

"You are intelligent and brave and do not deny the truth of what you have becone."

"The truth—= | began, with some difficulty, "is not—s not

He appeared not to hear. "That is why | told nmy servant Sabrina to bring you to ne. | need the
hel p of an adult human being. One without prejudice. One with considerable experience. One who is
used to translating thought into determ ned action. One who is not given to habits of fearful ness
and hesitation. Such people are scarce, always, in the world."

Now ny tongue was not thickened. | was allowed to speak. | said: "It seens so to ne, also, Prince
Lucifer. But you do not describe ne. | ambut a poor speci nen of nankind."

"Let us say you are the best available to the Iikes of nme."

Alittle of my wit returned. "I believe you think you flatter nme, Your Mjesty."

"Not so. | see virtue everywhere. | see virtue in you, Captain von Bek."

I smled. "You are supposed to recogni se evil and w ckedness and appeal to those qualities.”

Luci fer shook Hi s head. "That is what humanki nd detects in ne: the desire to find exanples for
their own base instincts. Many believe that if they discover an exanple it sonehow exonerates them
fromresponsibility. I aminvested with nany terrible traits, captain. But |, too, possess many
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virtues. It is the secret of ny power and, to a degree, your own. Did you know that ?"
"I did not, Your Mjesty."
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"But you understand me?"
"I believe that | do."
"l am asking you to serve ne."
"You rmust have far nore powerful men and wonen than | at your conmmand."”

Lucifer reseated Hi nself behind the desk. He seened to give His full attention to every word that
| uttered now And this in itself, of course, was flattering to ne.

"Powerful ," He replied, "certainly. Many of them In the way in which power is neasured upon the
Earth. Mst of the Holy Church is nine now, but that's a fact well-known to thinking people. A
majority of princes belong to ne. Scholars serve ne. Poets serve ne. The conmanders of arm es and
navi es serve nme. You would think that | amsatisfied, eh? There have rarely been so many in ny
service. But | have few such as you, von Bek."

"That | cannot believe, Your Mjesty. Bl oody-handed sol diers abound in these tines."

"And al ways have. But few with your quality. Few who act with the full know edge of what they are
and what they do."

"Isit avirtue to know that you are a butcher, a thief? That you are ruthless and w t hout
al trui smof any kind?"

"I believe so. But then I am Lucifer."” Again the self-nockery.

Sabrina curtseyed again. "My Lord, shall | |eave?"

"Aye," said Lucifer. "I think so, nmy dear. | will return the captain to you in due course, |

prom se. "

The witch withdrew. | wondered if | had been abandoned forever by Sabrina, now that she had served
her purpose. | tried to stare back at the creature who called Hinself Lucifer, but to look into
those nel ancholy, terrible eyes was too nuch for nme. | directed nmy attention to the w ndow.
Through it | could see the nass of trees that were the great forest. 1 attenpted to focus on this
sight, in order to preserve my reason and renmenber that in all likelihood |I had been drugged by

the acconplice of a man who was nothing nore than a charlatan sorcerer of a very high order.

"Now, " said the Prince of Darkness, "will you not acconpany ne to Hell, captain?"
"What ?" said |I. "Am | damed al ready? And dead?"
Lucifer smiled. "I give you ny word that | shall bring you back to this room If you are

uni nterested in mmy bargain, |
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will allow you to | eave the castle unharned, to go about whatever business you choose."

"Then why nust | cone with you to Hell? | have been taught to believe that Satan's word is in no
way to be trusted. That He will use any neans to win over an honest soul."

Luci fer laughed. "And perhaps you are right, captain. |Is yours an honest soul ?"
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"It is not a clean one."
"But it is, by and | arge, honest. Yes?"

"You seemto place value on such honesty."

"Great value, captain. | admt to you freely that | have need of you. You do not prize yourself as
highly as | prize you. Perhaps that is also one of your virtues. | amprepared to offer you good
terns."

"But you will not tell me your terms.”

"Not until you have visited Hell. WIIl you not satisfy your curiosity? Few are able to sanpl e Hel

before their tine."
"And the few | have read of, Your Majesty, are usually tricked to return there soon enough."

"l give you ny word, as an angel, that | amnot about to trick you, Captain von Bek. ! will be
candid with you: | cannot afford to trick you. If | gained what | need fromyou by deception, then
what | gai ned woul d be useless to ne."

Luci fer offered ne H s hand.
"WIl you descend, with me, to nmy domain?"

Still | hesitated, not entirely convinced that this was not a conplicated and sophisticated
enchant ment whol ly of human ori gin.

"Can you not bargain with ne here?" | said.

"l could. But when the bargain was struck—f it was struck-and when we had parted, would you
remain truly certain that you had negotiated with Lucifer?"

"l suppose that | would not. Even now | think that | could be in sonme kind of drugged gl amour."

"You would not be the first to decide that an encounter with ne had been nothing but a dream As a
rule it would be immterial to nme whether you decided you had experienced an illusion or were
utterly sure that you had enjoyed a neeting with the Prince of Darkness. But | am anxious to prove
nmyself to you, captain.”

"Why shoul d Lucifer care?"

A trenmbling of old Pride. Alnost a glare of anger. Then
50
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it was gone. "Be assured, captain,"” replied Lucifer in deep, urgent tones, "that on this occasion
| do care."

"You nust be clearer with ne, Your Mjesty," It was all that | could do to utter even this sinple
phr ase.

He exerted patience. "I cannot prove mnmyself to you here. As you doubtless know, | amlargely
forced to use humankind for nmy purposes on Earth, being forbidden direct influence over God's
creations, unless they seek me out. | am anxious to do nothing further in defiance of God. | yearn
for freedom von Bek." Hi s copper eyes showed a nore intense version of the pain | had observed in
Sabrina's. "I once thought | could achieve it. And yet | know now that 1 cannot have it.

Therefore, | wish to be restored."

"Tb Heaven, Your Mjesty?" | was astonished.

"To Heaven, Captain von Bek."
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Lucifer applying for a return to G ace! And suggesting that sonehow | could be Hi s agent in
effecting this! If this were indeed a spell, a trance, it was a nost intriguing one.
I was able to say: "Wuld that not produce the abolition of Hell, the end of Pain in the worl d?"
"You have been taught to believe that."
"Is it not true?"
"Who knows, Captain von Bek? | amonly Lucifer. I amnot God."

H s fingers touched m ne.

Unconsciously, | had stretched ny hand towards H m

Hi s voice was a throb of pleading, of persuasion. "Cone, | beg thee. Cone."

It was as if we swayed together in a dance, |ike snake and victim

I shook ny head. My mind was too full of conflict. |I felt that | was |osing both physical and

ment al bal ance at once.

He touched ny hand again. | gasped.

"Come, von Bek. Cone to Hell."

H's fl esh was hot but did not bumne. It was sensuous, that touch, though imrensely strong.
"Your Majesty ..." | was pleading, in turn.

"WIIl you not have pity, von Bek? Have pity on the Fallen One. Pity Lucifer."

The urgency, the pain, the need, the desperation, all conspired to win me, but | fought for a few
seconds nore. "I have no pity," | said. "I have scoured pity fromny soul. | have scoured nercy. |
feel only for nyself!"”
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"That is not so, von Bek."

"It is so! It is!"

"Atruly merciless creature woul d not even know what it was. You resist nmercy in yourself. You
resist pity. You are a victimof your reason. It has replaced your humanity. And that is truly
what death is, though you wal k and breathe. Help nme restore nyself to Heaven, and | shall help you
to cone to life again ..."

"Ch, Your Majesty,"” said |, "you are as clever as they say you are." For all that | was, at that
monent, His, | still attenpted to strike sone tenporary sort of bargain. "I'Il come, on the
under standi ng that | shall be back in this roombefore the hour's over. And that | shall see
Sabrina again ..."

"Granted. "

The flagstones of the library nelted away before us. They turned to nmercury and then to bl ue
water. We began to float downwards, as if through a cold sky, towards a distant |andscape, wi de
and white and wi thout hori zon.

Chapter IH
MY SKI N NOW seened to have turned alnbst as white as that featureless plain. | observed on ny

hands details of line, contours of vein and bone, which | had never before noticed.

file:/lIG|/rah/Michael%20Moorcock/Michael%20...War%20Hound%20and%20the%20World's%20Pain.txt (30 of 131) [2/6/2004 5:35:30 PM]



file://IG)/rah/Michagl %20M oorcock/Michaegl %20M oorcock%20-%20V o...%6201%20-%20T he%20War%20H ound%20and%20the%620Worl d's%20Pain.txt

My nails glittered |ike glass and appeared extraordinarily fragile.
| possessed virtually no weight at all. | thought that | mght have been a crystal ghost.
"This is Hell?" said | to Lucifer.

The Prince of Darkness, too, was pale. Only H s eyes, black as weathered iron, were alive.

"This is Hell," He said. "One part, | should say, of ny domain. A domain which is, of course,
infinite."

"And has infinite aspects?" | suggested.

"Of course not. You speak of Heaven. Hell is the Realmof Restraint and Bleak Singularity." H's

smle was al nbost hesitant, H's glance sidelong, as if He was concerned that | should not mss H's
i rony.

Lucifer seenmed to exhibit a certain shyness with ne. | could believe that He hoped for nmy good
opinion. | was puzzled as to why this should be. He still gave off an aura of trenendous power and
genius. 1 was still, against every effort of will, drawmn to Hm | was certainly no match for H m
in
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any conceivable terns. Yet it was ny inpression that He was nervous of ne. What m ght | possess
that He could not demand? Wiy should He be so desperate to own ny soul ?

But | saw no sense in trying to outguess Satan. Surely He could read every thought, anticipate
every argunment, forestall every action | chose to take.

It then occurred to me that perhaps He was refusing to do this. Perhaps Hi s apparent delicacy was
the result of H's own reluctance to use the power that was His. The Prince of Darkness, who could
mani pul ate ki ngs and generals, Popes and cardi nals, to whom such mani pul ati on was second nature,
was seeking sonehow to be direct, was resisting in Hnself the habits of an eternal lifetine.

This inpression of mne could in itself have been created by neans of careful deception

There was plainly no point in attenpting to understand Lucifer's notives or guess Hi s character
Neither should I, |I told nyself, waste what few nental resources | still had in trying to
anticipate either Hi s actions or H s needs.

I should nmerely trust that he would keep His word. | would let H mshow me what He wi shed to show
me of Hhs Realm And | would believe nothing to be wholly what it mght seemto be.

"You are a pragmatist, captain," said Lucifer casually, "in your very bones. To your very soul
one m ght say."

My voice seened fainter than was normal. There was a slight echo to it, | thought. "Do you see ny
soul, Your Majesty?"

He linked Hs armin nmine and we began to wal k across the plain.
"I amfamliar with it, captain.”

I knew no fear at this statenent, whereas on Earth | should have shuddered at least a little.

Al t hough aware of Lucifer's presence, nmy body was now neither corporeal nor ethereal, but
sonmewher e between the two. Enptions which shoul d have been strong in ne were presently only hinted
at; ny brain seened clearer, but that in itself could have been an illusion; ny noverments were

sl ow and deliberate, yet they foll owed ny thoughts well enough

This state of being was not uncongenial, and | wondered if it might be the usual condition of
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angel s and the nore powerful orders of supernatural entities.
It did not strike ne as strange, as | strolled through Hell
54
The WT Hound and the Wirld's Pain

side by side with Lucifer, that | had begun to think in ternms of spiritual creatures, of real ns
beyond ny earthly world, when, for many years, | had refused to believe in anything but the nost
substantial and material of phenonena.

Fl esh and bi ood—predoni nantly the preservation of ny own—had been ny only reality since ny early
days of soldiering. My mind and ny senses had becone blunted, alnbst certainly, but blunted
sensibilities were the only kind one could safely have in the life |l led. And the life |I |led was
the only sane one in the world in which | had found nyself.

Now, of a sudden, | was not only discovering a return of all my subtlest sensibilities, but
expl oring sensations—I|lusory or not—nornally denied the bul k of humanity.

It was no wonder that ny judgnent was confused. Even though | allowed for this, | could not help
but be affected. |I fought to remenber that | nust make no pact with Lucifer, that | nust agree to
not hing, that no matter how tenpting any offer He made | nust play for time. For not only ny life
could be at stake, ny fate for all Eternity could be the issue.

Lucifer seenmed to be trying to console ne. "I have given ny word to you," He rem nded ne, "and
shal | keep it."

An archway of silvery flanmes appeared i medi ately before us. Lucifer drew ne towards it.
This time | did not hesitate, but entered the archway and found nyself in a city.

The city was of black obsidian stone. Every surface, every wall, every canopy and every flag were
bl ack and gl eaned. The folk of the city wore clothes of rich, dark col ours—ef scarlet and deep
bl ue, of bloody orange and noss green—and their skins were the colour of old, polished oak

"This city exists in Hell?" | asked.

"It is one of the chief cities of Hell," replied Lucifer

As we passed, the people knelt inmmediately to the ground and nade obei sance to their Lord.
"They recogni se you," | said.

"Ch, indeed."

The city seenmed rich and the peopl e seened healt hy.

"Hell is a punishnent, surely?" | said. "Yet these people are not evidently suffering."

"They are suffering,"” said Lucifer. "It is their specific fate. You saw how swiftly they knelt to
me. "

"Aye. "
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"They are all ny slaves. They are none of themfree."

"Doubt| ess they were not free on Earth."

"True. But they know that they would be free in Heaven. Their chief msery is sinmply that they

know they are in Hell for all Eternity. It is that know edge, in itself, which is their
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puni shnent . "
"What is freedomin Heaven?" | asked.

"I'n Hell you becone what you fear yourself to be. In Heaven you nay becone what you hope yourself
to be," said Lucifer.

| had expected a nore profound reply, or at |east a nore conplicated one.
"A mld enough puni shment, conpared to what Luther threatened,” | observed.

"Apparently. And far less interesting than Luther's tornments, as he would tell you hinself. There
is nothing very interesting in Hell."

I found that | was anused. "Wuld that be an epigramto sum Hell up?" | asked.

"l doubt if such an epigram exists. Perhaps Luther would believe that it was. Do you wish to ask
hi n®?"

"He is here?"
"In this very city. It is called the Gty of Hunmbled Princes. It mght have been built for him"

I had no wish to encounter Martin Luther, either in Hell, in Heaven or on Earth. | nust adnit to a
certain satisfaction at the know edge that he had not gained his expected reward but doubtl ess
shared territory in Hell with those churchmen he had nost roundly condemed.

"l believe |I understand what you nean," | said.

"Ch, | think we both understand Pride, Captain von Bek," said Lucifer alnost cheerfully. "Shall I
call Luther? He is very docile now "

I shook ny head.

Lucifer drew ne on through the black streets. | |ooked at the faces of the citizens, and | knew
that | would do al nbst anything to avoid beconmi ng one of them This damation was surely a subtle
one. It was their eyes which chiefly inpressed ne: hard and hopel ess. Then it was their whispering
voi ces: cold and without dignity. And then it was the city itself: w thout any saving humanity.

"This visit to Hell will be brief," Lucifer reassured nme. "But | believe it will convince you."
56

The War Hound and the Wirld's Pain

We entered a huge, square buil ding and passed i nto deeper bl ackness.

"Are there no flanes here?" | asked Hm "No denons? No scream ng sinners?”

"Few sinners receive that sort of satisfaction here," said Lucifer

W stood on the shores of a wide and shallow | ake. The water was flat and livid. The |ight was
grey and nmilky and there seenmed no direct source for it. The sky was the same col our as the water

Standing at intervals in the lake, for as far as | could see, naked nmen and women, wai st-deep,
wer e washi ng thensel ves.

The noise of the water was muffl ed and indistinct. The nmovements of the nmen and wonen were
mechanical, as if they had been nmaking the sane gestures for eons. Al were of simlar height. A
had the sane dull flesh, the sane |ack of expression upon their faces. Their lips were silent.
They gathered the water in their hands and poured it over their heads and bodies, noving |like
clockwork figures. But again it was their eyes which displayed their agony. They noved, it
appeared to me, against their will, and yet could do nothing to stop thensel ves

"I's this guilt?" | asked Lucifer. "Do they know thenselves to be guilty of sonething?"
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He smiled. He seened particularly satisfied with this particular tornment. "I think it is an
imtation of guilt, captain. This is called the Lake of the False Penitents."

"CGCod is not tolerant," | said. "O so it would seem"”

"God is God," said Lucifer. He shrugged. "It is for nme to interpret Hs WIIl and to devise a
vari ety of punishraemts for those who are refused Heaven."

"So you continue to serve Hi nP"

"It could be." Lucifer again seened uncertain. "Yet of late | have begun to wonder if | have not
msinterpreted Hm It is left to me, after all, to discover appropriate cruelties. But what if |
am not supposed to punish then? What if | am supposed to show nmercy?" | noted sonething very
nearly pathetic in His voice

"Are you given no instructions?" | asked sonewhat weakly. "Tens of millions of souls m ght have
suffered for nothing because of your failure!" | was incredul ous.
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"l am deni ed any communi on with God, captain." H's tone sharpened. "lIs that not obvious to you?"

"So you never know whet her you pl ease or displease H n? He sends you no sign?"

"For nost of nmy tinme in Hell | never |ooked for one, captain. | am as | have pointed out, forced
to use hunman agents."

"And you receive no word through such agents?"

"How can | trust then? | am excomruni cate, Captain von Bek. The souls sent to ne are at ny nercy.
I do with themas | wish, largely to relieve nmy own dreadful boredom" He becane gl oony. "And to
take revenge on those who had the opportunity to seek God's grace and rejected it or were too
stupid or greedy to recogni se what they had |l ost." He gestured.

| saw a sweep of broad, pleasant fields, with green trees in them An idyllic rural scene. Even
the light was warnmer and brighter here, although again there was no sense of that |ight enanating
fromany particular direction

It could have been spring. Seated or standing in the fields, like small herds of cattle, dressed
in shreds of fabric, were groups of people. Their skins were rough, scabrous, unclean. Their
motion through the fields was sluggi sh, bovine. Yet these poor souls were by no neans content ed.

I realised that, although the shape of the bodies varied, every face was absolutely identical

Every face was |lined by the sanme inturned nadness and greed, the same pouched expression of utter
sel fishness. The creatures nunbl ed at one anot her, each nonol ogue the sane, as they wandered round
and round the fields.

The whi ned conpl ai nts began very quickly to fill me with immense irritation. | could feel no
charity for them

"Every single one of those souls is a universe of self-involvenent," said Lucifer

"And yet they are identical," | said.

"Just so. They are alike in the smallest detail. Yet not one of those men or wonen there can all ow
hi nsel f to recognise the fact. The closer they get to the core of the self, the nore they becone
like the others." He turned to | ook sardonically down at ne. "Is this nore what you expected of
Hel I, captain?"

"Yes. | think so."
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"Every one of these when on Earth spoke of Free WII, of loyalty to one's own needs. O the

i mportance of controlling one's own destiny. Every one believed hinself to be master of his fate.
And they had only one yardstick, of course: material well-being. It is all that is possible when
one di scounts one's involvenent with the rest of humanity."

| |l ooked hard at those identical faces. "lIs this a specific warning to ne?" | asked Lucifer. "I
shoul d have t hought you would be attenpting to nmake Hell seemnore attractive to ne."

"And why is that?"
I did not reply. | was too afraid to answer.
"Whul d you enjoy the prospect of being in ny charge, Captain von Bek?" Lucifer asked ne.

"I would not," | told him "for on Earth, at |east, one can pretend to Free WIIl. Here, of course,
all choice is denied you,"

"And in Heaven one can actually possess Free WIIl," said Lucifer.

"In spite of Heaven's ruler?" | said. "It would seemto nme that He demands a great deal of His
creatures.”

"I amno priestly interpreter," said Lucifer, "but it has been argued God demands only that nen
and wonen shoul d demand nuch of thensel ves. "

The fields were behind us now. "I, on the other hand," continued the Prince of Darkness, "expect
not hing of humanity, save confirmation that it is worthless. | amdisposed to despise it, to use
it, to exploit its weakness. O so it was in the beginning of ny reign."

"You speak as one who saw all humanity as His rival. | should not have believed an angel —al beit a
fallen one—+to adnmit to such pettiness."

"That rage, | still recall it. That rage did not seempetty to ne, Captain von Bek."
"You have changed, Your WMajesty?"

"I told you that | had, captain.”

"You are frustrated, then, that you have failed to convince God of this?"

"Just so. Because God cannot hear ne."

"Are you certain of that, Your Majesty?"

"I amcertain of nothing. But | understand it to be the truth."
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I felt alnost sorry for this great being, this nost defiant of all creatures, having come to a
poi nt where He was willing to admt to Hi s defeat, and there being no one to acknow edge or
perhaps to believe Hi s adm ssion

"I amweary of the Earth and still nore weary of Hell, captain. | yearn for ny position in
Heaven."

"But if Your Majesty is truly repentant "
"I't must be proved. | nust nake anends."

Lucifer continued: "I placed high value on the power of the intellect to create a |uxury of
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wonders upon the Earth. | sought to prove that ny logic, ny creativity, nmy mnd, could al

out shi ne anyt hing which God made. Then | cane to believe that Man was not worthy of me. Then

canme to believe that perhaps | was not worthy, that what | had sought to make had no substance, no
definition, no future. You have seen much of the world, captain."

"More than nost are permitted to see,” | agreed.

"Everything is in decay, is it not? Everything. The spirit decays as the flesh and the m nd
decay." Lucifer uttered a sigh. "I have failed."

Hi s voi ce becane hollow. | found that | was pitying Hm even nore than | pitied the souls who
were trapped in H's domain

"I wish to be taken back into the certainty, the tranquillity, | once knew, " Lucifer continued.
We stood again upon the white plain.

"l sought to show that | could create a nore beautiful world than anything God could create.

still do not know what | did wong. | have been thinking on that for nany a century, captain. And
I know that only a human soul can discover the secret which eludes me. | nust nmake anends. | mnust
make anends . "

"Have you deci ded how you can do that?" | asked quietly.

"I must discover the Cure for the Wrld' s Pain, Captain von Bek." He turned his dark eyes upon ne
and | felt ny whole being shiver at the intensity.

"A Cure? Human folly, surely, is the cause of that Pain. The answer seens sinple enough to nme."

"No!" Lucifer's voice was alnmost a groan. "It is conplex. God has bestowed on the world one
obj ect, one nmeans of healing humanity's ills. If that object is discovered and the
Co
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world set to rights again, then God will listen to me. Once God listens, | might be able to
convince Hmthat | amtruly repentant."”

"But what has this to do with ne, Your Majesty? Surely you cannot think that | possess a Cure for
human folly."

Luci fer nmade an al nbst angry gesture with H's right hand.

We were suddenly once nmore in the library of the castle. W faced one of the great w ndows.
Through it | could see the green, silent forest and noted that very little tine had passed. My
body was now as solid as it had always been. | felt sone relief. My ordinary senses were restored.

Lucifer said: "I asked you to help ne, von Bek, because you are intelligent, resourceful and not
easily mani pulated. | am asking you to enbark upon a Quest on ny behalf. 1 want you to find ne the
Cure to the world's ills. Do you know of what | speak?"

"I have heard only of the Holy Grail, Your Majesty," | told Hm "And | believe that to be a nyth.
If I were shown such a cup | would believe in its powers as nuch as | would believe in the powers
of a piece of the True Cross, or Saint Peter's fingernail."

He ignored these last remarks. H s eyes flamed and becane renote. "Ah, yes. It is called that. The
Holy Grail. How woul d you describe it, von Bek?"

"A | egendary cup."
"If it existed. What would you say it was?"

"A physical manifestation of God's nercy on Earth," | said.
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"Exactly. Is that not the object | have described to you?"

| becane incredul ous. "Lucifer is conm ssioning a godless soldier-of-fortune to seek and secure
the Holy Gail ?"

"I am asking you to seek the Cure for the Wrld' s Pain, yes. Call it the Gail."
"The | egend says that only the purest of knights is permitted to see it, let alone touch it!"
"Your journey will purify you, |I'msure."

"Your Majesty, what are you offering ne, should | agree to this Quest?"

He smiled ironically at me. "lIs it not an honour in itself, von Bek?"

I shook ny head. "You nust have better servants for such a nmonunental Quest."
The War Hound and the World's Pain 61

Was Lucifer mad? Was He playing a game with me?

"l have told you," He said, "that | have not."

| hesitated. | felt bound to voice ny feelings:

"l am suspi ci ous, Your Majesty."

"Wy so?"

"l cannot read your notive."

"My notive is sinple."

"It defeats ne."

His mserable, tortured eyes |ooked full on ne again and He spoke in an urgent whisper: "It is
because you fail to understand how great is ny need. How great is ny need.' Such souls as yours
are scarce, von Bek."

"Can | assune that you are trying to buy my soul at this nmonment, Your Majesty?"

"Buy it?" He seened puzzled. "Buy your soul, von Bek? Did you not realise that | own your soul
al ready? | amoffering you the chance to reclaimit."

I knew at once that He spoke the truth. | had known, within ne, for some while.

It was then that Lucifer snmled, and in that smle | saw sinple confirmation of what we both knew.
He did not lie.

A col dness cane into ne. That was why He had shown ne Hell; not to lure ne there, but to sanple ny
eternal doom

| drew away fromny Master. "Then | am al ready forbi dden Heaven. Is that what you are telling ne,
Your Mpj esty?"

"You are already forbidden Heaven."
"If that is so, | have no choice, surely?"

"If |1 rejected you, it would allow you a new chance to be restored in God's grace—fust as | hope
to be restored. W do indeed have nuch in comobn, von Bek."

I had never heard of such a bargain before. Yet by taking it | could only lose my life alittle
sooner than | had pl anned.
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| said: "Then in reality | have little choice.”
"Let us say that your character has already determ ned your choice."
"Yet you cannot prom se ne that God will accept ne into Heaven."

"I can promise you only that | wll release your soul frommny custody. Such souls do not always
enter Heaven. But they are said to live forever, some of them"

"I have heard | egends," | said, "such as that of the
62
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Wandering Jew. AmI| to try to save nyself fromHell nerely so that | may wander the world for
Eternity seeking redenpti on?"

It occurred to me of a sudden that | was not the first nortal soul to be offered this bargain by
Luci fer.

"l cannot say," said the Prince of Darkness. "But if you are successful, it is likely, is it not,
that God would | ook with mercy upon you?"

"You nust know nore of God's habits, Your Majesty, than |I." A strange cal mwas creeping into ne
now. | felt a degree of anusenent.

Luci fer saw what was happening to ne and He grinned. "It is a challenge, is it not, von Bek?"

"Aye, Your Majesty." | was still debating what He had said. "But if | amalready your servant, why
did you go to such el aborate nmeans to ensure this neeting? Wiy send Sabrina?"

"I have told you. | amforced to use human agents."

"Even though she and | are already your servants?"

"Sabrina elected to serve nme. You have not yet agreed."

"So Sabrina cannot be saved?"

"All will be saved if you find the Gail."

"But could I not ask one thing of Your Majesty?"

Lucifer's beautiful head turned down towards nme. "I think |I foll ow you, von Bek."
"Wbul d you rel ease Sabrina fromyour power if | agreed to what you ask of ne?"
Lucifer had anticipated this.

"Not if you agree. But if you are successful. Find the Cure for the Wrld's Pain, and bring it to
me, and | promse you |l will release Sabrina under exactly the same terns as | rel ease you."

"So if | amdoomed to eternal life, | shall have a conpanion with ne."
"Yes. "
I considered this. "Very well, Your Mjesty. Wiere shall | seek this Cure, this Gail?"

"Al'l that | knowis that it is hidden fromme and fromall those already dwelling in inferna
regions. It is sonewhere upon the Earth or in a supernatural realmnot far renoved fromthe
Earth."

"A realmnot of the Earth? How can | possibly go to such a place?"
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Luci fer said: "This castle is such a place, von Bek. | can allow you the power to enter certain
parts of the world forbidden to ordinary nortals. It is possible that the Cure lies in one of
those realnms, or that it lies in a nost ordinary place. But you will be enabled to travel nore or
| ess where you wish or need to go."

"Do you nmean to make a sorcerer of ne, Your Majesty?"

"Perhaps. | amable to offer you certain privileges to aid you in your Quest. But | know that you
take pride in your ow intelligence and skills and it is those which shall be npbst valuable to
both of us. And you have courage, von Bek, of several kinds. Although you are nortal, that is
anot her quality we have in comon. That is another reason | chose you."

"I amunsure if | amentirely conplinmented, Your Majesty. To be Satan's representative upon Earth,
some Anti-Pope." | changed the subject. "And what if |I should fail you?"

Lucifer turned away fromme. "That woul d depend, |let us say, on the nature of your failure. If you
die, you travel instantly to Hell. But should you betray me, in any way at all, von Bek—well,
there is no way in which | cannot claimyou. You shall be nine soon enough. And | shall be able to
debat e my vengeance upon you for all Eternity."

"So if | amkilled in pursuit of my Quest, | gain nothing, but amtransported at once to Hell?"

"Just so. But you have seen that Hell can take many forms. And | amable, after a fashion, to
resurrect the dead .. ."

"l have seen your resurrections, Your Myjesty, and | would rather be wholly dead. But | suppose 1
must agree to your bargain, because | have so little to |ose.”

"Very little, captain.”

How radically had ny |ife been turned about in the past twenty-four hours! | had over the years
managed successfully to rid nyself of all thoughts of damation or salvation, of God or the Devil,
during my career as a soldier. | had served many masters, but felt loyal to none of them had
never let themcontrol ny fate. | had believed nmyself ny own man, through and through, for good or
ill.

Now, suddenly, | had been inforned by Lucifer Hi mself that | was damed and that | was to be
offered at the sane
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time a chance of salvation. My feelings, needless to say, were m xed. Froma pragnmatic agnostic
had been changed not only into a believer, but into a believer called upon to take part in that
most fundanental of all spiritual concerns, the struggle between Heaven and Hell. And | had becone
an apparently inmportant piece in the gane. It was hard for ne to accept so nmuch at once

| understood what Sabrina had neant when she had told nme, also, that only souls al ready owned by
Luci fer could exist in the castle and its environs.

I had originally refused to accept that know edge, but it was no | onger possible for nme to resist
it. The evidence had been presented to nme. | was damed. And | had al ready begun (note than
woul d have admitted then, | think) to hope for salvation. As a result, 1 had conmitted nyself,
against all former habit, to a cause.

1 bowed to Lucifer. "Then 1 amready to enbark upon this Quest, Your Myjesty, whenever you w sh.”

It was ironic, | thought, that Hope had been revived in ne by the Fallen One and not, as should be
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traditional, by a vision of the Madonna or a neeting with some goodly priest.
"I would like you to begin alnost inmediately," said the Prince of Darkness.
I looked outside. It was not yet noon
' Today?" | asked H m
"Tomorrow. Sabrina will spend sone tine with you."

At this hint of manipulation of ny private enotions | bridled. "Perhaps | have no further desire
to spend tune with her. Your Mjesty."

Luci fer clapped his hands lightly and Sabrina entered the library and curtseyed.

"Captain von Bek has agreed to ny bargain," Lucifer told her. "You must now do as | instructed
you, Sabrina." Hi s voice had becone gentle, alnost kindly.

She curtseyed again. "Yes, Your Majesty."

| 1 ooked upon her beauty and | marvelled all the more. My feelings for her had not changed. At
once ! became alnost grateful to Lucifer for sending her to ne.

Lucifer returned to the central table, taking another book with Hm for all the world like a
rural nobl eman preparing hinmself for a little solitude before | unch.

"And Captain von Bek has involved you in this bargain,
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my dear. He has news for you which you mght find palatable."

She frowned as she rose. She | ooked enquiringly fromher Master to nyself. There was nothing | was
prepared to say to her at that nonent.

He was plainly dism ssing us both. Yet 1 hesitated.

"l had expected a somewhat nore dramatic synbol of our bargain, Your Mjesty."
Lucifer snmiled again. H s wonderful eyes were, tenporarily at |least, free of pain.
"I know few nortals who would feel that a visit to Hell was undramatic, captain."
| bowed again, accepting this.

"Shoul d you be successful in your Quest," Lucifer added, "you will return to this castle with what
| have asked you to find. Sabrina will await you."

I could not resist one |ast question: "And if Your Mpjesty is displeased with what | bring H nmP"
sai d.

Luci fer put down H s book. The eyes had becone hard again as they | ooked into mne. | knew, then,
that He nust surely own ny soul, He understood it so well.

"Then we shall all go back to Hell together," He said.

Sabrina touched my arm | bowed to nmy Master for the third and last tine. Lucifer returned to His
r eadi ng.
As she led ne fromthe room Sabrina said: "I already know the nature of your Quest. There are

maps | nust give you. And other things."

She curtseyed. She closed the library doors on the Prince of Darkness. Then she took ny hand and
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| ed me through the castle to a small chanber in one of the northwestern towers. | could not
renenber having explored this particular region of the castle.

Here, on a small desk, was a case of maps, two small | eather-bound books, a ring of plain silver,
a roll of parchment and a brass flask of the ordinary kind which soldiers often carried

These objects had been arranged, | thought, in sonme sort of pattern. Perhaps Sabrina's habits of
witchcraft, with their enphasis on shapes and synbols, influenced her without her being aware of
it.

By way of experinent, | stretched a hand towards the flask. | noved it slightly. She made no

obj ecti on.
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That action of mne, however, gave ne pause. | realised that | had already begun to think in terns

which a day or two earlier would have been ridiculous. My world was no | onger what it had seened
to be. It was not the world | had trained nyself to see. It was a world, in sonme ways, which
threatened action. Inposed upon ny world was another, a world in which the snallest detai
possessed an extra significance. | attenpted to dismss this unwel come awareness, at |east fromny
conscious mnd. It would not do, | thought, to observe potential danger in the way a bird flew
across the sky, or see inportance in the manner in which two tree branches intersected. This was
the madness of those who thought thenselves seers or artists, and | should always renind nyself
that | was a soldier. My concerns were with the physical world, with the reading of another nan's
eyes to see if he neant to loll ne or not, with the signs of groups of infantry on the nove, wth
the detection of a peasant's secret storehouse.

I turned to Sabrina. It was alnost a plea for help.
"I amafraid," | said.
She stroked ny arm "You regret your bargain with our Master?"

1 was unable to reply directly. "I regret the circunstances which have put us both in H's power,"
| said. "But if it is so, | nave little choice but to do what He asks of ne."

"He suggested that something you had agreed with H mwoul d be of significance to nme." She spoke
carelessly, but | think she was eager to hear what had been agreed. "The bargain you struck?"

"I amattenpting to regain your soul as well as ny owmn," | said. "If |I find this—this Gail, we
are both free."

At first she |ooked at me with hope and then, alnpbst imediately, with despair. "My soul is sold,
Urica."

"He has promised to restore it to you. If | am successful in ny Quest."
"I am noved," she said, "that you should think of nme."
"I believe that | love you," | said.

She nodded. | understood from her expression that she also | oved nme. She said: "He has
commi ssi oned you, has He not, to seek the Cure for the Wrld' s Pain?"

"Just so."

"And the chances of your success are poor. Perhaps that Cure does not exist. Perhaps Lucifer is as
desperate as we
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are." She paused, al nost whispering: "Could Lucifer be mad?"
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"Possibly," | said. "But mad or not, He owns our souls. And if there is even a little hope, | nust
followit."

"I shall forget hope, for nmy own part." She cane towards ne. "I cannot afford to hope, Urich."

I took her in nmy arnms. "I cannot afford not to hope," | told her. "I nust take action. It is in ny
nature."

She accepted this.

| kissed her. My love for her was growing by the nonment. | had becone increasingly reluctant to

| eave. Yet Lucifer, sane or insane, had convinced ne that our only chance to be truly together |ay
inm fulfilling the terns of our bargain.

| drew away fromher. | contained ny enotions. | |ooked down at the desk
"Show ne what these things are," | said to her.
She coul d hardly speak. Her hand trenbl ed as she picked up the map-case and gave it to ne.

"The maps are of the world, both known and unknown. There are certain areas marked on them whi ch
are not marked on ordinary nmaps. These are the |ands which exist between Earth and Heaven, between
Heaven and Hel | .

"Thi s"—she picked up a box fromthe desk—is a compass, as you can see. It will |ead you through
the natural world as surely as any good conpass can. And it will point towards the entrances and
exits of those supernatural |ands."

She put down the conpass and pointed to the brass flask. "That contains a liquid which will
restore you to energy and hel p heal any wounds you mi ght sustain. The books are grinbires, so that
you may sumon aid if you need it. They are to be used judiciously."

"And the ring?" | asked.

She took it fromthe desk and placed it carefully on the second finger of my right hand.
"That is ny gift to you," she said. Then she kissed the hand.

I was noved. "I have no gift for you, Sabrina."

"You must bring yourself safely back," she said. "For surely if you are dutiful in your Quest,

even if you fail, our Master win allow us sonme time together in Hell."
She was afraid of hope. | understood her
C8
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There were tears in her eyes. | realised that |, too, was weeping. | forced control on nyself
again and said unsteadily:

"The parchnment? You have not told me what it is.

' The parchnment is to be opened if you succeed." Her voice, too, was trenbling. "It inforns you how
you may return to the castle. But you rmust not open it before you find the Cure for the Wrld's
Pain. "

She | eaned down and picked up a pouch fromthe floor. "There are provisions in this," she said,
"as well as noney for your journey. Your horse will carry nore provisions and will await you in
the courtyard when you are ready to | eave."

She began to pack the maps and the other objects into the pouch. She buckled it carefully and gave
it into my hands.
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"What next?" | asked her

Her smle was no |onger bold, no longer challenging. It was alnmost shy. | snelted roses again. |
touched her hair, the soft skin of her cheek

"W have until the norning," she said.
Chapter 1V

MY MOOD, UPON awakeni ng the next norning, was peculiar. Al kinds of conflicting feelings stirred
within me. My love for Sabrina was col oured by the know edge that she had hel ped to trap ne,
though | knew, too, that | had not really been trapped. Lucifer had, after all, offered nme the
opportunity of redeeming ny imortal soul. My inpressions of ny brief visit to Hell were if
anything stronger, and | believed al nost w thout question that 1 had indeed encountered the Prince

of Darkness and had acconpanied Hmto H s domain. | had always claimed to welcone the truth; yet
now, in common with nost of us, | was resentful of the truth because it called upon me to take an
unwel cone course of action. | longed for the griminnocence | had so recently |ost.

Sabrina was still sleeping. Qutside, a mst of light rain obscured the forest. | brooded upon the

conversations which had taken place between nyself and Sabrina, between nyself and Lucifer. |
sought for sone saving |logic, sone neans of questioning the inport of what | had heard, and could
find none. This castle, alone, convinced ne. The previous night Sabrina had said: "You see the
surface translated by your nortal eye. Your nortal mind could not, in nornmality, accept the truth.
There is nothing to do in Hell: no fulfillnment, no

TO
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future, no hope at all. No faith in anything. Those souls who dwell there also had faith only in
their own survival. And now they have | ost that, also."

I had not answered her, after this. 1 had becone absorbed hi feelings which were inpossible to put
into thoughts, let alone words. At one tune | had been flooded with anger and had said: "Sabrina,

if all this is a deception, an enchantnent in which you have conspired, | will surely return to
kill you."
But ny anger had di sappeared even as | spoke. | knew that she did not wish me ill. My threat had

been made froma habit of attitude and action which was virtually neaningl ess

now.
I knew for certain that she loved ne. And | knew that | |oved her. W were like-mnded in so many
ways; we were equals. | could not tolerate the notion that | mght |ose her

I returned to draw back the curtains and sit on the edge of the bed, |ooking down on Sabrina's
sl eeping face. She started suddenly, crying out, reaching her hand to where | had lain. | touched
her cheek. "I am here."

She turned and snmiled at ne. Then her eyes clouded. "You are |eaving?"
"l suppose that 1 nust. Soon."

"Yes," she said, "for it is norning." She began to sit up. She sighed. "Wen | made ny bargain
with Lucifer | thought that | was resisting circunmstance, taking ny fate into ny own hands. But
circumstance continues to affect us. Can it even affect who we are? |Is there any proof beyond
oursel ves that we are uni que?"

"W feel ourselves to be unique," | said. "But a cynic sees only famliarity and simlarity and
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woul d say that we are all pretty nuch the sane."

"Is it because a cynic does not possess the imagination to distinguish those subtle differences in
whi ch you and | believe?"

"I ama cynic," | said to her. "A cynic refuses to allow distinctions of notive or of
t enper anent . "

"Ch, but you are not!" She canme into ny arms. "O you would not be here."

I held her closely. "I amwhat | have to be at this nonent,"” | said. "For ny own sake."
"And for mine," she rem nded ne.

1 felt a terrible sadness well within me. | suppressed it. "And for yours," | agreed.

We ki ssed. The pain continued to grow. | pulled away fromher. | went to the corner of the room
and began to wash nyself. | noticed that nmy hands were shaking and that ny breathing had becone
unusual |y deep. | had a wish, at that nonment, to return to Hell, to sunmon up an arny of all those
poor dammed souls and set themin rebellion against Lucifer, as Lucifer had set H nself against
God. | felt that we were in the hands of foolish, insane beings, whose notives were nore petty
even than Man's. | wanted to be rid of all of them It was unjust, | thought, that such creatures
shoul d have power over us. Even if they had created us, could they not, in turn, be destroyed?

But these ideas were pointless. | had neither the neans, the know edge nor the power to chall enge
them 1 could only accept that ny destiny was, in part at least, in their charge. | would have to
agree to play out nmy role in Lucifer's ternms, or play no role at all.

| drew on fresh linen. Sabrina sat with the curtain drawn back, watching ne. | put on ny
breastplate, my greaves, ny spurs. | buckled nmy sword and daggers about ne. | picked up ny hel net.
I was ready, once again, for War

"You say the horse will be ready?" | said.
"In the courtyard."

| stooped to pick up the pouch she had given nme the previous day. | had regul ated ny breathing and
my hands did not shake as nuch.

"I will stay here," she said.

I accepted this. | knew why she would not wi sh to acconpany ne to the courtyard.

"I intend to do ny best in this matter," | said to her. "Wth you, | think that there is little
chance of discovering any Gail, but | shall maintain ny resolve if | know that you believe in ne.

WIl you renenber to trust ne to return to you?"

"I wll renmenber,’
trust you."

she replied. "It is all that | will have to sustain nme. Yes, Urich, | wll

We were both desperate for certainty, and in that uncertain world we were attenpting to nmake
concrete that 4 nost anorphous and changeabl e of enotions, as people often |r will when they have
no other sense of the future.
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"Then we are pledged," | said. "And it is a nore wel come bargain than any | have made in recent
hours."” 1 noved towards her, touched her naked shoulder with the tips of ny fingers, kissed her

lightly upon the lips.
"Farewel | ," | said.

"Farewel | ." She spoke softly. And then: "You nust travel first towards Anmendorf, where you will
seek out the WIdgrave."
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"What can he tell me?"
She shook her head. "I know no nore,"”
| left the room

Qut side her door | found that ny | egs were weak and that | could hardly make ny way down the
spiralling nights of stone steps to the main hall. | had never experienced such enotion before. |
had hardly any neans of coping with it.

In the main hall, upon the table, a breakfast had been prepared for ne. 1 paused only to take a
deep draught of wine, then continued to stride for the doors with long, faltering steps.

The courtyard was silent, save for the sound of nmy horse's breathing and the dripping of the

drizzle upon the leafy trees. | sniffed the air. Apart fromthe warmsnell of the horse there were
no scents at all init.
My horse stood near the central wall. He | ooked freshly grooned. There were targe panniers on

either side of his saddle. My pistols shone in their hol sters. Every piece of harness had been
pol i shed, every piece of netal and | eather was bright. There was a new cloth under the saddle. The
horse turned his head to regard me with wide, inpatient eyes. His bit clattered in his jaws.

Wth an effort, | nmounted. The wi ne gave ne enough strength and enough resolve to touch ny heels
to the steed's flanks. He noved snmartly forward, glad to be on his way.

The portcullis was up. There were no signs of Sabrina's hal f-dead servants, no sign of our Master
The castle | ooked exactly as it had when | had first arrived.

It mght have been an el aborate illusion. Wth that thought in nmnd, | did not |ook back: partly
fromfear that | would see Sabrina herself at a window, partly because | thought | m ght see
not hing at all.

I rode out under the archway towards the path whi ch wound down t hrough ornanental gardens. The
rain washed
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the statues and the bright, lifeless Rowers; it obscured the outlines of the forest below. M
horse began to gather speed. Soon we were cantering and | nmade no attenpt to check him Water
poured fromny helmet. As | rode | dragged ny | eather cloak fromone of the panniers and wound it
round nme. The water washed fromny face any trace of tears,

! rode down through the cold rain and into that deep, barren forest. It was only a little later
that | |ooked back, briefly, to see the tall stones, the towers and the battlenents, to confirm
that they were, indeed, realities.

I did not |ook back again. The forest was dark and grey sow and some part of me welconed its
enbrace. We rode steadily until nightfall.

My journey to the outskirts of the forest took the better part of two days, and it was not unti
the norning of the third day that | awoke to birdsong and faint sunshine, to the snells of danp
earth and oak and pine. The sense of joyful relief | felt upon hearing the whistling of finches
and t hrushes rem nded ne of the strangeness | was | eaving behind nme, and | wondered again at the
reality of it all.

I never once believed that | had dreanmed ny experience, but it renmained a very slight possibility
that | had been victimto a sophisticated hallucination. Naturally, part of ne desired that this
be so. | could not, however, afford to indul ge that hope.

| breakfasted lightly of the food provided and drew the maps frommy case. | had determ ned not to
consult themuntil Lucifer's wood was at my back. Anmendorf was not even a fanmiliar name to ne and
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it took me sonme while to discover it marked.

I as yet had no bearings, but at least | was again in the | ands of nortal creatures, and sooner or
later I would discover a village, or a charcoal burner, or a woodsman—somneone to tell me where
was. Once | knew, | could head for Amendorf, which appeared to be a relatively small town about
fifty mles from Nurnberg.

My horse was eating the sweet-snelling grass with sone relish. The grass we had | eft behind was
nouri shing enough, but presunably it had had no taste. He | ooked |ike a prisoner who had di ned too
|l ong on bread and water and is suddenly offered a rich repast. | let himeat his fill, then
saddl ed hi m and, nounted once again, continued on ny way until 1 cane,

74
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very soon, upon a reasonably wi de track through the forest. This | began to foll ow

By md-nmorning | was riding across gentle hills towards a rich valley. Mst |ay upon the tops of
the hills and through it broke strong rays of sunshine which struck the deep greens of fields and
hedgerows and illum nated them There was a faint snell of wood snbke on the spring air and | was
warnmed, as the rain lifted, by a southwesterly wi nd.

I made out old cottages and farnsteads, all apparently untouched by the War. | saw cattle and
sheep grazing. 1 breathed hi rich scents of the farnyard, of flowers and wet grass, and ny skin
felt cleaner than it had felt in nonths. So peaceful was the scene that | wondered if it night be

another illusion, that it was designed to snare ne sonehow, but thankfully my rational, pragmatic
m nd refused such specul ation. | had enbarked upon an insane Quest, pronpted by a bei ng who coul d,
Hi nsel f, be insane; | had need to naintain nmy sanity in snmall matters, at |east.

As | approached the nearest cottage 1 snelled baking and ny nouth began to water, for | had eaten

no hot food since before ny encounter with Lucifer. | stopped outside the cottage door and cried a
"halloo." At first | thought that, in the manner of wary peasants, no one would answer ne. | took
a step or two towards the time-darkened oak of the door just as it opened. A small, plunp woman of

about forty-five stood there. Seeing ny warlike finery, she automatically bobbed her head and
said, in a thick accent which | did not recognise: "Good norrow, Your Honour."

"Good norning to you, sister," | returned. "lIs it possible for an honest man to purchase sone hot
food fromyou?"

She | aughed heartily at this. "Sir, if you were a thief and prepared to pay, you would receive the
same fare. W have little coin, these days, and a pfennig or two would not go am ss when the tine
cones to go to town and buy ribbon for a new frock. My daughter is marrying two nonths from now. "

She ushered ne into the dark warmh of the cottage. As was typical of such places it was sinple
and neat, with rushes on the flagstones and a few holy pictures upon the walls. | noted fromthe
pi ctures that these people were still loyal to Rone.

She took ny helnet and cl oak and put themcarefully

upon a chest in the far corner. She told nme that she was about to bring a neat pie and an apple
pie fromher oven, if | could wait but quarter of an hour, and that she could offer ne sonme good,
strong beer of her own brew ng, should | partake of such drink. | said that | would greatly

wel cone a sanple of everything on her list and she retired to the kitchen to fetch the beer,
chatting about the uncertainty of the weather and the chances of the various crops.

When she brought the beer | remarked that | was surprised the War had not touched them Her little
round face becane serious and she nodded. "W believe that God hears our prayers." She shook her
head. "But | suppose that we are luckier than nost. There is only one road into the valley and it
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goes nowhere, after our village, save the forest. You must have travelled a very great distance,
sir."

"l have indeed, "

She frowned as she considered this. "You canme through the Silent Marches?"

My ordinary caution made ne lie. "I circled them" | said, "if you nean the lifeless forest."
The wonman crossed herself. "Only Satan's foll owers can inhabit those marches."

I knew that she had tested ne. For if | had admitted to having travelled through the Silent

Mar ches she woul d have known that ny soul was Lucifer's, and | doubt if | should have been able to
have enjoyed her hospitality as nmuch as | did. Both pies were soon forthcom ng and they were both
del i ci ous.

As | ate | told her that | was an envoy for a prince and that | could not divulge his nane. MWy
m ssion was to attenpt to bring peace to Gernany, | said.

At this the good frau | ooked pessimstic. She picked up nmy enpty plate. "I fear there will be no
peace for the world until the Day of Judgement, Your Honour. W can merely pray that it cones
soon. "

| agreed with her whol eheartedly, for, after all, if nmy Quest were successful, Judgenent Day nust
surely follow rapidly upon Lucifer's repentance.

"We live," said she, "in the century in which the world is bound to end."
"That is what nmany believe," | agreed.

"You suggest that you do not, sir.

76 The War Hound and the World's Pain "I might hope for that event," said I, "but |I am not
convinced that it will occur.”
She cl eared away the dishes. She refilled my stein. I was offered a pipe of tobacco from her

husband's jar, but | told her that | did not take it. Her husband was at work in the fields, she
told me, and would not be back until that evening. Her daughter was w th her husband-t o-be,
hel ping with the spring planting.

Al'l this wonderful ordinariness had begun to lull ne and | thought that perhaps | mght stay with
these people for a while. But | knewif | did so | should not be fulfilling ny pledge to Lucifer
and might bring H s vengeance not only upon nyself but upon these people, also. It conforted nme to
know that there was one small corner of Germany where War and Pl ague were unfaniliar.

I finished my beer and asked directions for N irnberg. The woman was vague, for she had never
travelled very far fromher village. But she gave nme directions for Schweinfurt, which | decided
to followuntil | canme to a |larger settlenent and nore sophisticated people.

I left the woman with a piece of silver, which, had she known its origin, she would not have taken
with such joy or such gratitude, and was soon upon my way.

The track wound through the valley, clinbing gradually to the hills on the far side. | rode
through wi dely spaced pines, over |oany, reddish soil, and | ooked back frequently at the cottages
and farns with their heavy, peaceful snoke and their sense of dreany security.

The track led ne to a wi der road and a signpost for Teufenberg, the nearest town. It was al nost
sunset when | enbarked upon this road, and | hoped that | mght cone upon an inn or at |east a

farmwhere | could beg a bale of hay in a barn for the night, but | was unlucky. | slept again in
my cloak, in a ditch by the side of the road, but was undisturbed. | rose in the norning to warm
sunshi ne and birdsong. Butterflies flew through the clunps of poppies and daisies at the edge of
the track and the scents of those flowers were delicious to ny nose. | regretted that | had not

purchased a tittle nore beer for ny journey, but | had expected to be in Teufenberg by now. I
promi sed nyself that | would at |east break my fast at the nearest inn, and when, by noon, |
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turned a bend and saw the carved gables of a substantial -1 o00ki ng
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hostelry, with outhouses, stables, and a little cluster of cottages at the back, | was gl ad of
havi ng made that prom se

The inn was called The Black Friar and it stood upon the banks of a broad but shallow river. A
good-si zed stone bridge spanned the river (although it seened possible to ford it wi thout wetting
the thighs) and farther up on the far bank | sawa nill, its wheel working slowy as it ground
corn. | guessed that both m Il and inn were, as was quite conmon, owned by the same famly

I alnost cantered into the courtyard, |ooking up at the wooden gallery, which went the entire
circunference of the place, and crying out for the landlord as | disnounted.

A bl ack-browed fellow, very heavily built and with red arns to match his nose, cane through a
downstairs door and took the bridle.

"I am W1 hel m H ppel and this is nmy tavern. You are wel conme, Your Honour."

"I't looks a well-kept place, landlord," |I said, handing himny cloak as an ostler appeared to take
my horse.

"We think so, Your Honour."

"And wel | -stocked, | hope."

I noticed a famliar peasant craftiness as he hesitated. "As best it can be in these times, sir.

I laughed at this. "Have no fear, landlord, | amnot about to requisition your food and wine in
the nanme of some warlike prince. | amon a mssion of peace. 1 hope to be instrunental in putting
an end to strife."

"Then you are doubly wel cone, Your Honour."

I was taken into the main taproom and here enjoyed a nmug of beer even better than that which | had
had fromthe woman in the village. Venison and gane were presented to nie and | made ny choice,
feasting well and chatting with Heir Hi ppel about his trials and tribul ations. These appeared
extremely minor in conparison with those of men and wonen who had been directly touched by the
War, but of course to himthey were | arge enough.

There were robbers on this road, he warned ne, and although they did not give himnuch trouble,
sonme of his guests had been robbed and badly beaten (one even killed) during the previous autum.

The wi nter had not been so bad, but now he heard that the robbers were returning, "like swallows
in spring," he said. | reassured himthat | would
78
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journey warily. He said that he was expecting two or three nore guests shortly and that it m ght
be wise if we all travelled together to Teufenberg. | said that | would consider the idea,

al though privately | determined to continue alone, for | did not want the conpany of nerchants or
clerics on their slow, reliable horses.

In the shadows of the far corner, half-asleep with his tankard in his hand, | noted a surly red-
headed youth dressed in a stained blue silk shirt with cuffs and collar of tattered lace; red silk
breeches, baggy and | oose after the Turkish fashion, tucked into high fol ded-over riding boots. He
had on an unbuttoned | eather wai stcoat of heavy hide, of a sort which swordsnmen often wear in
preference to a breastplate. There was a | ong, curved sabre propped near himon his bench, and
round his waist | detected a long knife and a pistol, both in black and silver, |ooking al nost
Oiental in design.
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I had the youth for a Miuscovite, since he was evidently no Turk. | raised a conradely tankard to
hi m but he avoi ded nmy eye. The | andl ord whi spered that he was wel | -behaved enough, but spoke poor
German and seenmed suspicious of even the friendliest action. He had been there since the day
before and was apparently waiting for sonme soldier-priest who had agreed to neet himat the inn
The solider-priest, said the landlord, had sone sort of Latin name which the youth had mi sheard or
el se could not pronounce property. It was a tittle |ike Josephus Kreutzerling, he said. He seened
to hope that | night recognise it, but | shook ny head. | had a wariness and dislike for those

sol dier-priests who, in ny view, were capable of worse depredations, fouler cruelties, than al nost
anyone else | had ever encountered.

Havi ng di scovered that | could reach Teufenberg by nightfall, | decided to be on ny way, and was
just rising when the doors of the taproom opened and in came a tall, thin individual with hard
grey eyes in a cadaverous face, a black w de-brinmred hat upon his head, collar and cuffs of plain
l'inen, coat and breeches of black wool, black buckled shoes and gaiters which, as he sat down upon
a stool, he proceeded to renove, revealing white stockings. He had a plain, straight blade at his
side and he wore gauntlets, carrying one in his left hand. The only fancy thing he wore was a
purple plunme in his hat, and even this gave the inpression that he was in mourning for someone.
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He | ooked first at me and then at the landl ord. Herr Hi ppel stood up

"Can | be of service, Your Honour?"

"Some wine and a jug of water," said the newconer. He turned his head and | ooked back at the young
Muscovite who had grown nore alert. "You are Gregory Sedenko."

"I am Gigory Petrovitch Sedenko," said the youth in his strange, runbling accent, stressing
vowel s and consonants in a way which nade nme certain of his origin. He stood up "Wo knows me?"

"I am he who promi sed to neet you here."

I had, as | thought, recognised the face and manner of a soldier-priest. The man was typical of
his kind; all human feeling had been turned into pride and cruelty in the nane of his Crusade. "I
am Johannes Kl osterheim Knight of Christ."

The young Miuscovite crossed hinself dutifully, but |ooked with boldness into the austere face of
the fighting nonk. "You have a conmi ssion for nme, Brother Johannes, in Teufenberg."

"I have. | know the house. | have all the evidence. The case has been judged. It is left for you
to execute it."

The boy frowned. "You are certain?"
"There is no question."

I wondered if | was listening to a witch-hunter. But if Kl osterheimwere an ordinary wtch-finder,
he woul d not be here at this tine, talking to the youth. Wtch-finders travelled with an
entourage, with all the paraphernalia of their calling. If they did not travel, they stayed in one
town or one area. Few of themwere soldiers

Gregory Sedenko reached for his scabbarded sabre and made to tuck it into his belt, but
Kl osterhei mrai sed his naked hand and shook his head. "Not yet. There is tinme."

The landl ord and nyself listened in silence, for it seemed evident that Kl osterheimhad
conmi ssi oned the boy to do nurder, albeit nmurder in God's name. Both of us were unconfortable in
the presence of the pair. The landlord wished to leave. My instinct was to take the boy aside and
warn himnot to involve hinself in whatever disgusting venture the soldier-priest nust surely be
initiating. But | had made a virtue of silence and inactivity in recent years. It did not do to
speak one's nind in those days.

The boy sat down again. "I would rather have it done," he said, "as soon as possible."
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"There are things | nust tell you in private," said Klosterheim "This is no ordinary work.
At this Sedenko | aughed. "Ordinary enough in Kieff," he said. "It is how we spend our wi nters."

Kl ost erhei m di sapproved of his levity, even of his enthusiasm "W nmust pray together first," he
sai d.

"And pay?" said the youth.

"Prayer first, pay second," replied the soldier-priest. He | ooked at us as if to warn us not to
interfere and preferably not to listen. The landlord went fromthe room |eaving only nme as
witness to what took place between the strange pair.

| decided to speak:

"l have not heard of the Knights of Christ, brother," said |I. "Is that an order fromthese parts?”

"It is not an order, as such, at all," said Ktosterheim "It is a society."

"Forgive ne. | amnot entirely conversant with Church tore."

"Then you should nake it your task to beconme conversant, sir," he said. Hi s grey eyes were angry.
"And you shoul d consider your nmanners, also. You should think of making their inprovenent another
goal . "

"I'"'m rmuch obliged for the advice, brother," | said. "I shall consider it."

"Best do so, sir.

Agai nst ny saner judgenent | remai ned where | was, even though the ol der man wi shed ne to | eave
Eventually he rose and went to sit beside Sedenko, speaking in a voice too |low for ne to overhear.
I continued to drink ny beer, however, and to give themny attention. The youth was undi st urbed,
but the soldier-priest remained unconfortable, which, out of sheer devilnent, 1 wished himto be.

At last, with a curse ill-befitting a celibate man of God, he got up fromthe bench and drew the
youth with himto the door. They went outside into the yard.

I had amused nyself |ong enough. | drained ny tankard, shouted for the |andlord, paid himand
asked that ny horse be fetched for ne.

Inalittle while | peered through the window to see that the ostler had returned with nmy steed.
donned ny
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hel met, folded ny cl oak under nmy arm and opened the door

Kl osterheim and the Miuscovite were deep in conversation on the far side of the yard. As | energed,
Kl osterhei mturned his back on ne.

The sun was shining strong and hot as | nounted. | cried: "Farewell, brother. Farewell, Heir
Sedenko." And | urged the beast out of the courtyard toward the open road.

The sun had gone down by the tine | sighted, in the twilit mst, the spires and rooftops of
Teufenberg. It was a pleasant enough little town with a population that was only reasonably

suspi cious of a man like nyself, on a good horse and in arnour, and | had hardly any difficulty
finding a hostelry with roomfor ne and ny horse. Again, to relieve ny host's perturbation, | told
the story of being an envoy conmissioned to try to bring peace to the warring factions and,
natural |y enough, was given a nuch-i nproved wel cone.
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In the morning | was directed onto the road for Schwein-furt and wi shed Godspeed in ny m ssion by
the landlord, his wife, his son-in-law and his three daughters. | had al nost begun to believe that
I was the hero | presented myself as being!

On the outskirts of the town | passed a house which had a crowd surrounding it. Men, wonen and
children stood packed together, watching w de-eyed as a group of people in black began to energe
fromthe house. The wonmen were wailing and the boys and girls were pale and stunned. They were
carrying three corpses fromthe house.

I wondered if this had anything to do with the pair | had encountered on the previous day.
| asked one fat townsman what had happened.

"It's the Jews,"” he said. "All the nen were struck down in the night by the Sword of God. It is
Hi s vengeance upon themfor their crines.”

I was disgusted. Their fate was faniliar enough, but | had not expected to witness such an event
in the pleasant town of Teufenberg.

I did not wait to hear the catal ogue of crinmes, for it would be the sane wetched |list one heard
fromthe Baltic to the Bl ack Sea.

Gimy, | spurred ny horse and was nore than gl ad
82
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when | reached the highway. The air seened purer. | gaUoped a few niles until Teufenberg was
conpletely out of sight, then | let nmy horse walk for a while.

In one sense | was grateful for what | had seen that norning in Teufenberg. | had been rem nded of
the realities of the world which |ay ahead of ne.

Chapter V

THE VWEATHER GREW war mer and warner as the mles between Teufenberg and Schwei nfurt narrowed. It
was al nost |ike summer and | was tenpted, against ny ordinary caution, to divest nyself of sone of
my arnmour. But | kept it on, pouring a dramof water into nmy shirt occasionally to cool ne. The
roads were fairly good, there having been little rain in recent days and few armes to churn them
up, and | was lucky in that, every night, | found reasonably pleasant accomvpdati on. Signs of the
War began to increase, however. | passed the occasional gallows and nore frequently canme upon
burnt-out ruins of farmsteads and churches.

! had reached a nountai nhous region, of pines and gtittering |inestone, one day and was energi ng
froma snmall gorge, when | saw before nme a broad neadow in which, quite recently, sone gory fight
had taken place. There were bodi es strewn everywhere, nost of themstripped or at |east partially
shorn of their best clothing. Crows and ravens fl apped and hopped, squabbling over the red,
stinking flesh of the slain. There was absolutely no neans of telling the |oyalties of the
conbatants, and there was little point intrying to find out. It would probably energe, as al ways,
that their notives for fighting had been confused, to say the |east.

84
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Normal Iy | should have skirted the battlefield, but ny path took ne directly through it and there
were boul ders on either side of the nmeadow. | was forced to let ny horse pick his way between the
corpses, while flies rose in clouds to attack ne, presumably finding sonmething nore attractive
about warm bl ood than col d.

I was hal fway across the meadow, holding a cloth to ny nostrils to try to block out the sickening
snel | of death, when | heard a noise fromthe rocks on ny right and, |ooking up, saw a snal
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boul der cone tunbling down towards nme. | detected a flash, as of netal, a hint of blue cloth, and
i mediately ny old instincts canme to ny service.

The reins were wound around my ponmel and both pistols were in nmy gloved hands. | cocked them
carefully just as the nen began to reveal thenselves. They were all on foot, dressed in a notley
of armour, carrying a variety of weaponry, fromrusty axes and pikes, to glittering Tol edo swords
and daggers. The ruffians bel onged to no particular army, that was certain. They were ol d-

fashi oned brigands, with sweating red faces, unshaven chins, and all manner of m nor diseases
witten on their skins.

I levelled nmy pistols as they began to scranble down the hillside towards ne.
"Stand back," | cried, "or |I shall discharge!"

Their | eader, alnmost a dwarf, wearing a stained black cloak and hat and a torn linen shirt,
produced one of the |largest pistols | had ever seen and grinned at ne. Mdst of his teeth were
m ssing. He squinted along the gun and said in a wheedling voice:

"Fire away, Your Honour. And we'll have the pleasure of doing the sane."

I shot himin the chest. Wth a groan he flung up his arns and fell backwards, twitching for a
second or two before he died. His pistol slithered towards his feet and none of his nmen were
prepared to pick it up.

I rehol stered the pistol | had used and drew nmy sword. "You'll not find me easy game, ny friends,"
| said. "I would advise you that the cost of robbing me will prove far too dear."

One of the ruffians at the back raised a crossbow and | oosed his bolt. The thing went just past ny
shoul der and | betrayed no sign that | had noticed it. My horse, well-trained, held his ground as
well as did I.
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"No nore of that," said I, "or this other pistol will do its work. You have seen that | am a good
shot . "

I noted an arquebus |lowered and a nusket lifted fromits aimng rod.

A creature with a squint and a Prussian accent said: "W are hungry, Your Wrship. W have not
eaten for days. W are honest soldiers, all of us, forced to live off the | and when our officer
deserted us."

1 smled. "I would hesitate to guess who had deserted whom | have no food to spare. If you w sh
to eat, why don't you seek out an arny and attach yourselves to it?"

Anot her began: "For the |ove of God

"l do not |ove God and neither does He love ne," | said, with sone certainty. "You cannot beg
charity froma man you had hoped to nurder."

They were creeping closer. | raised my pistol as a warning. They stopped, but then one of them
fromthe mddle, brought up a pistol and fired it. The ball grazed the neck of ny horse and he
junped, losing his conposure for a nmoment. | fired back and ni ssed ny nan, woundi ng anot her behind
hi m

Then they were upon ne.

| had left it too late to run fromthem They had quickly surrounded nme, clutching at the horse's

bridle, feinting at ne with their pikes. | defended nyself with ny sword, |oosening one foot from
its stirrup to kick and shoving ny pistol back into its holster so that | could tug a | ong
poignard fromits sheath at my belt. | took the lives of three and wounded several nore, but they

had | ost their fear of nme now and | knew that | mnust soon be borne under

I received two small wounds, one in ny thigh and one in nmy forearm but they did not stop me from
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using either the teg or the arm The brigands had begun to try to bring down the horse—a desperate
action since he was probably the nost valuable thing | owned—when | heard the sound of nobre hooves
behind ne and a wild, terrible yell cut through the general din. Sone of the thieves detached
thenselves fromne to deal with this new antagoni st.

I recognised himat once. It was the young Miuscovite fromthe inn. His sabre swirled this way and
that as he rode |ow on his pony, slicing living flesh as a surgeon m ght dissect corpses. And he
continued with his bloodcurdling yells until all the thieves were on the run. Then he flung back
hi s head.
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dragged of f his sheepskin cap and | aughed, hurting insults after those few robbers left alive.

It was only then that | saw another rider sone di stance behind us. He was positioned at the nouth
of the gorge, sitting al nost notionless upon his chestnut cob and | ooking at both Gigory Sedenko
and nyself with pursed |lips and a di sapprovi ng eye.

Sedenko wheel ed his pony, still laughing. "That was good fighting," he said to ne.
"I amgrateful to you," | said.
He shrugged. "This journey was becoming boring. | was only too glad to relieve the boredom"”

"You risked your life for a fool and an agnostic,"” said Kl osterheim pushing his w de-bri med hat
back fromhis face. "I amdi sappointed in you, Sedenko."

"He's a fellow soldier, which is nore than you are, Kl osterheim for all your protestations."

I was pl eased that the youth had grown inpatient with the soldier-priest. But then | recalled the
Jews at Teufenberg and | | ooked with a slightly wary eye upon the Miscovite, for | was al nost
convinced that he had slain the three Jews in their sleep

Klosterheims lips twisted in distaste. "You should have |let himdie," he told Sedenko. "You
di sobeyed ne. "

"And would again in simlar circunstances," said the boy. "I amtired of your sernons and your
qui et deaths, brother priest. If I"'mto continue on to Schweinfurt, let this gentleman acconmpany
us, for nmy sake if not for his."

Kl ost erhei m shook his head. "This man is cursed. Can you not see it witten on hin®"
"I can only see a healthy soldier, like nyself."

Kl osterhei m spurred his horse forward. Hi s hatred of me seened entirely reasonl ess. He rode on
past me, through that nmeadow of fresh and not-so-fresh corpses

"Il travel alone,” he said. "You have |lost ny friendship, Sedenko. And my gold."

"And good riddance to both," cried the red-haired youth. Then, turning to ne: "Were do you
journey, sir, and would you tolerate nmy conpany?"

| smled. The boy had charm "I go to Schweinfurt and beyond. I'Il happily ride with such an
excel l ent swordsman. What's your destination?"

"l have none in mnd. Schweinfurt's as good as any." He

spat after the retreating Klosterheim "That man is nmad," he said.
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I 1 ooked to my wounds. They were not serious. A little bal mwas sneared on each. Soon we were
riding al ong together, side by side.

"How were you enpl oyed by Kl osterhei n?" | asked casually. "As a bodyguard?”

"Partly. But he knows that | have no love for Jews, Turks or any other formof infidel. Oiginally
he wanted nme to help himin the execution of some Jews in Teufenberg. He said he had evidence of
their having sacrificed Christian babies. WIlI, everyone knows that Jews do that and they nust be
puni shed. | was quite prepared to help him"

I said nothing to this. The fierceness with which the southern Miuscovite hated his Oiental,
Mussul man nei ghbours was wel | - known. The boy seemed no worse than nmost in this.

"You killed those Jews?" | asked.

He scoffed. "OF course | did not. One was too old and the others were too young. But the main
reason was that Kl osterheimhad deceived ne. There was no evidence at all that they had done what
he said."

"And yet they were killed."

"Naturally. | told Klosterheimto do his own work. In the end that is what he did, though

reluctantly. Then he told me that there were nore infidels to kill and that I would be well-paid
for my trouble. Gradually | began to realise that it was rmurder, not fighting, he wanted ne to
perform And whatever else | am sir, | amnot a nurderer. | kill cleanly, in fifth- fighting. O,
at least, | make sure the odds are fair, in the matter of Jews and Turks. | have never struck one

of them from behind."

He seenmed proud of this last fact. | |aughed tolerantly enough and told himthat | had known a few
decent Jews in ny tinme and at |east one noble Turk. He politely ignored this remark which, | am
sure, he judged to be in extrenely poor taste.

Sedenko' s conpany had the effect of shortening the journey to Schweinfurt. Every so often, along
the road, we saw ahead of us the purple plume and the bl ack garb of Klosterheim but he was
travelling at speed now and was soon it |east a day ahead of us. Sedenko's story was famliar
enough:
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He was a son of those hardy pioneers, the Kazaks, who had expanded Miuscovite territory against the
Tatars (thus his traditional hatred of Orientals) and had grown up in a village near the southern
capital of Kieff. H s people were fanmous riders and swordsnen and he had, according to his own
boasts, excelled in every Kazak skill until he had become enbroiled in a feud between rival clans
over whether or not to rise against the Poles, and had killed a chief (or hetman). For this crine
he had been bani shed, so had decided to strike westward and enlist in the arnmy of some Bal kan
prince. For a while he had served with a Carpathian king in a war which, as far as | could tell
was no nore than a quarrel between two gangs of robber-knights. Being of a fanatically religious
bent, like nost of his kind, he had heard of a "Holy War" in Germany and had decided that this was
more to his taste. He had been di sappointed to discover that he could find no particul ar synpathy
with either side, for his religion recognised a Patriarch in Constantinople, not a Pope, yet in

ot her respects was even nore elaborate inits forms of worship than the Ronman faith.

"I had thought | would be fighting infidels,"” he said in a disappointed voice, "Tatars, Jews or
Turks. But this is a squabble between Christians and they do not appear to know the essentials of
their argunments. They are all faithless fools, in ny opinion. | decided | could fight for none of
them 1 enlisted as a personal bodyguard with a couple of nobl enen, but they found nme too wild, I
think, for their taste, and | was close to starvation when | net Kl osterheim™

"Where did you neet himfirst?"
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"Where you saw us. | had had word through a third party—a nonk in AHerhei mthat this soldier-
priest had enmpl oynent for a defender of Christ's people. Well, | decided to see what it was,
particularly since | had received a silver florin in advance. That was what paid nmy way to

Teuf enberg. Now we all know that a good Christian is worth twenty Jews, in any circunstance, and

that twenty-to-one constitutes fair odds if one is attacking a village. | had expected a shtetl-
full, at least. | had the inpression that it was a veritable arny threatening Teufenberg. But
three! The only male Jews in the whole town! | felt insulted, sir, | can tell you. | have rarely

tol erated such condescendi ng behavi our as that which | tolerated in Klosterheim Everyone is an
infidel to him He
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sought to convert ne fromthe religion of ny fathers to his own grey faith!"

! found his open naivetel, his unjustified and somewhat innocent prejudices, his enthusiasm at
once disarnming and anmusing. His prattle took little of nmy attention, but it served to keep ny
brain fromnorbidly dwelling on nmy own problens.

Scnwei nfurt was soon reached: a noderate-sized city which bore the usual traces of the War. Cur
presence was unremarked and | asked directions for the best road to Nurnberg. Sedenko and | put up
at an inn on the outskirts of Schweinfurt and the followi ng norning | prepared to say farewell to
him but he grinned at ne and said: "If you' ve no objection, Captain von Bek, I'Il stick with you
for a while. I'"ve nothing better to do and you have the air of someone who has emnbarked upon an
adventure. You've said little of yourself or your mission, and | respect your silence. But | enjoy
the conradeship of a fell ow swordsman and, who knows, something m ght happen to me in your conpany

which will lead to ny finding decent enployment with a conpany of professional soldiers,"”
"I'"l'l not attenpt to dissuade you now. Master Sedenko," said I, "for I'll admt that your conpany
is as enjoyable as you claimmne to be. | head for Nurnberg, and fromthere go to a small town

call ed Ammendorf."

"l have never heard of it.

"Neither had I. But | have instructions to go there and go there | must. It's possible that you
woul d not wish to continue with ne, once we reach Nurnberg, where there will be plenty of
opportunities for you to find enployment. And it is possible that, once | find Anmendorf, you wll
not be able to acconpany ne farther. You know that | have no wish to describe nmy true mssion to
you, but you are right in recognising its inportance. You nust agree, for your own sake as well as
mne, to accept orders where they relate to ny Quest."

"I ama soldier and accept a soldier's discipline, captain. Besides, this is your country and you
know it a good deal better than 1.1 shall be proud to acconpany you for as long as it suits you."

Sedenko pushed back his sheepskin cap on his head and grinned again. "I ama sinple Kazak. All
need is a little
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food, a worthy master, nmy faith in God and a chance to ride and use this"—he drew his sabre and
kissed the hilt—and | amconpletely satisfied."

"l can prom se you food, at least," | said. W mounted again together. | felt that | would cone to
m ss Sedenko's conpani onship when the tinme canme for our ways to part, but was selfish enough to
allow himto stay with me until then

Alittle later, as we took the highway to Nurnberg, he spoke nmore of Kl osterheim H's distaste for
his former enpl oyer was profound.
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"He told ne of the witches he's killed—some of themchildren. Christian folk, by the sound of
them | draw the line at children. Wat do you say, Captain von Bek?"

"I have a great deal of blood on ny hands," | said. "Too nmuch to let it grieve nme i moderately,
young Muscovite."

"But in War—the blood was spilled in War."

"Ch, indeed, in War. O in the name of War. How nmany children do you think have di ed because of
me, Sedenko?"

"You are a commander of nmen. There are al ways casualties which one regrets.™

| sighed. "I regret nothing," | said. "But should | have regrets, | would regret that | ever |eft
Bek. It is far too late for that now | was not always a soldier, you see. You cone froma race of
warriors. Mne is a race of scholars and rural noblenen. W had no great tradition of warlike
exploits.” | shrugged. "There have been peasant children killed by nmy nen, one way or another. And
I was at Magdeburg."

"Ah," said Sedenko, "Magdeburg." He was silent for a while, alnmost, | thought, froma sense of
respect. Nearly half an hour later he said to ne: "It was an unholy shanbl es, Magdeburg, was it
not ?"

"Aye, it was that."

"Any true soldier would wi sh not to have been there."
"I'd agree,” | told him

It was the | ast we were to speak of Magdeburg.

Soon we began to detect the signs of |arge novenments of armnies upon the road and we took to
travelling along tracks which, according to ny maps (which were the nbst accurate | had ever
used), roughly paralleled the main highway. Even then we occasionally encountered snall parties
and once or twice were challenged. As had beconme nmy habit | cried: "Envoy!" and we were pernitted
to pass without nuch in the way of questioning.

| determined that it would be unwise to go directly into Nurnberg. Rurmour had it that a number of
Saxony's greatest nobles were gathering there, perhaps to plan peace but nmore likely to consider
fresh strategies and alliances. | had no wish to becone involved in this and it would be harder,
under sophisticated questioning, to maintain nmy deception. In those days one was the object of
suspicion if one did not declare a loyalty or a naster. It scarcely mattered what the cause m ght
be, so long as one swore fealty to it.

About five nmiles beyond Nurnberg, in a glade where we bad set up our canp, | asked Sedenko if he
did not consider it tine to part conpany. "They would wel cone you in Nflnberg," | said. "And | can
guarantee you that it would not be |ong before you saw an action."

He shook his head. "I can always go back," he said.

"There are | ands ahead,” | told him "where you could not travel."

"Beyond Ammendorf, captain?"

"I"'mnot sure. | receive fresh orders there."

"Then |l et us determi ne what | do when you discover the nature of those orders."
I laughed. "You're as tenacious as a terrier, Gigory Petrovitch."

We of the Kazak hosts are fanous for our tenacity, captain. W are a free people and val ue our
freedom"
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"Yet you have picked nme as a master?"
"One nust serve sonething," he said sinply, "or someone. |Is that not so, captain?"

"Ch, | think | would agree," | said. But what would he think, | wondered, if he knew | served the
cause of Satan?

Privately, | had another cause. | was maintained in ny Quest by the thought that sooner or |ater |
must be reunited with the Lady Sabrina. Wtch or no, she was the first woman | bad | oved as | had
al ways expected to be able to love. It was nore than enough. If | dwelled too |ong on the
implications of my Quest | would | ose ny ordinary judgenent. Lucifer m ght speak of the fate of
the world, of Heaven and Hell, but 1 preferred to think sinmply in terns of human |ove. |

under stood that inperfectly enough, but | understood it better than anything el se.

The foll owi ng norning we passed a long gall ows-tree on

; which six bodies swng. The bodies were clothed in bl ack
habits and bl ood was encrusted on the |inbs, showi ng that the
92
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men had been tortured and broken before being hanged. At the foot of one |I saw a wooden crucifi x.
It was inpossible to determine to what order the nonks had bel onged. It scarcely nattered, as
knew. What was certain was that they woul d have been robbed of anything of value they had
possessed. It was no wonder that so nany orders were these days renewing their vows of poverty.
There was no value in anmassing wealth when it could be taken fromyou on al nbst any excuse.

A mle or two farther along the road we cane upon an abbey. Parts of it were still burning and,
for some reason, the bodies of nonks and nuns had been fol ded over the walls at regular intervals,
in the way a fanner m ght hang the corpses of vernin to warn off others. | had seen nmany an
exanpl e of such dark humour in nmy years of War. | had been guilty of simlar acts nyself. It was
as if one wished to defy one's conscience, to defy the very eye of God which, one sonetines felt,
was | ooki ng down on all the horror and noting the participants.

If Lucifer were to be believed, God had indeed | ooked down upon nme and judged ne unfit for Heaven

I was gl ad when, the next day, | consulted ny map and discovered that Ammendorf was only a few
hours' ride away.

I had no notion of how!| was to find the Wldgrave, the Lord of the Hunt, but | would be relieved
to have conpleted the first stage of ny Quest, cone what may.

The road took us through a thick forest whose floor was covered with nbpssy rocks and a tangle of

vi nes which threatened the footing of our horses. The snell of that undergrowth, of the damp earth
and the | eaves, was so thick that it seened at times to cover my nostrils. The path rose until we
were riding a steep hill, still in the wood. Then we had reached the crest but, because of the
foliage, could see little of what |ay ahead of us. W rode down the other side.

Sedenko had becone excited. He seened to be gaining nore fromny adventure than was |I. He was
evidently having trouble in not asking ne further questions and, since | could in no way answer
him | encouraged his discretion

When | judged Ammendorf to be little nore than a mile fromus | reined in nmy horse and rem nded ny
conpani on of our earlier conversation. "You do know, Sedenko, that you might not be able to follow
me beyond Ammendorf ?"

"Of course, captain." He offered me a frank stare. "It is what you said before.”
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Satisfied with this, | continued to ride along the narrow trail which now twisted to follow the
natural contours of the valley floor.
The trees began to thin and the valley to widen until at |last we came to Amrendorf.

It lay beneath a huge, grey cliff streaked with nboss and ivy. It was built all of dark, ancient
stone which seenmed to blend with the rock of the cliff itself.

No snmoke lifted from Amendorf s chimeys. No beasts Stood in the walled yards, no children pl ayed
in the streets; no townsfol k stood at Amrendorf s doors or w ndows.

Sedenko was the first to bring his horse to a halt. He | eaned on his saddl e-bow, staring in
surprise at the strange, black town ahead of us.

"But it's dead," he said. "Nobody has lived here in a hundred years!"
Il ke Vto Bound and the World's Pain
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Chapter VI

AMVENDORF AT CLOSE quarters gave of f an odour of rot and decrepit age. Slates had fallen from
roofs; thatch and wooden shingles were broken and tattered; only the heavy stones of the buildings
were in one piece and they were covered in danp foliage and m | dew.

The whol e village had been abandoned suddenly, it seened to nme, and the green cast of the |ight
t hrough the gl oom of the overhanging crag, the distinct and regular drip-drip of water, the soft
yi el di ng of the ground underfoot when we disnounted, all contributed to an inpression of
desol ati on.

Sedenko sniffed at the air and put his hand to the hilt of his sabre. "The place stinks of evil."

We peered upwards. | thought | detected nore nman-cut stone at the top of the crag, but a tangle of
i vy and hawt horn obscured everyt hi ng.

Could Lucifer, | wondered to nyself, be losing H's nenory to send ne to a place deserted for so
| ong? There was none here to direct me to a WIdgrave doubtless |ong since dead.

Sedenko' s | ook was questioning. Plainly he did not wi sh
to say what he was thinking: that | had been, at the very least, badly nisdirected.

The day was closing hi. | said to Sedenko: "I nust canp here. But if you wish to travel on now !
woul d suggest that you do not hesitate.”

The Muscovite grunted, fingering his face as he considered the prospect. Then he | ooked up at ne
and uttered a small laugh. "This could be the adventure | have been expecting," he said.

"But not one you would relish."
"It's in the nature of adventure, is it not, to risk that possibility?"

I clapped himon the back. "You are a conpanion after ny own heart, Kazak. Wuld that you had been
with me in sone of ny former engagenents."

"I have it in mnd, captain, to be with you in some of your future engagenents.”

The future for me was so nysterious, so numnous, that | could not answer him W began to explore
the houses, one by one. W found fl agstones cracked and pushed apart by plants. In sone, snall
trees were growi ng. Everything was danp. Pieces of furniture were rotting; fabric fell to shreds
at a touch.

"Even the rats have gone." Sedenko returned froma cellar with a wine-jar. He broke the seal and

file:/lIG|/rah/Michael%20Moorcock/Michael%20...War%20Hound%20and%20the%20World's%20Pain.txt (58 of 131) [2/6/2004 5:35:30 PM]



file://IG)/rah/Michagl %20M oorcock/Michaegl %20M oorcock%20-%20V o...%6201%20-%20T he%20War%20H ound%20and%20the%620Worl d's%20Pain.txt

sniffed. "Sour."
He dropped it into an enpty fireplace.
"Well," he said, "which of these confortabl e houses shall we nmake our own?"

We decided in the end upon the building which had evidently been the town's neeting place. This
was | arger and airier than the others and we could light a fire in the big grate.

By dusk, with our horses billeted in one corner of the roomand the fire providing us with
sufficient heat and sone light, we were ready to sleep

Qutside, in the deserted streets of Amendorf, there

\ was tittle movement. A few birds hunted for insects and

~ occasionally we heard the bark of a fox. Soon Sedenko was
moring, but it was harder for me to | ose consciousness. |
continued to speculate on Lucifer's reasons for sending ne to
this place. | thought about Sabrina and despaired of ever
[teeing her again. | even considered retracing ny steps
partway and seeking service with the Swedish Ki ng whose
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army was just now marching at sone speed through Gernmany. Then Magdeburg came back to ne, as well
as Lucifer's threats of what should happen if | betrayed Hm and | |apsed i nto despondency. Two
or three hours nmust have passed in this useless state of mnd before | nodded of f, whereupon | was
i medi ately aroused by what | was sure was the sound of hoof beats.

I was on ny feet alnost with relief, picking up ny scabbarded sword as | ran towards the w ndow
and | ooked out into the nmurk. Athin drizzle had begun to fall and cl ouds obscured nmoon and stars.
I thought | saw the glow of an oddly coloured | antern novi ng between the buildings. The |ight

began to grow brighter and brighter until it seenmed to be flickering over half Ammendorf, And the
hoof beats grew |l ouder, filling ny ears with their din—yet still | could see no rider
Sedenko was beside me now, his sabre ready in his fist. He rubbed at his face. "In the name of

CGod, captain, what is it?"
I shook ny head. "I've no idea, lad."

Even the neeting hall was shaking and our own nounts were stanping and whinnying, trying to break
free of their halters.

"A storm" Sedenko said. "Some kind of storm eh, captain?”
"It's like none |'ve ever witnessed," | told him "But you could be right."

He was convinced that he was wong. Every gesture, every novenent of his eyes, betrayed his
superstition.

"It is Satan's coning," he whispered.
I did not tell himwhy | thought that explanation unlikely.

Al at once, fromaround a bend in the street, a horseman appeared. As he cane into sight the
hounds whi ch surrounded his beast's feet, an undul ati on of savagery, began to bay. There were
other riders behind him but the | eader was gigantic, dwarfing all. He wore a nonstrous w nged
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hel met fram ng a bearded face from which the eyes glowed with the sane green-blue |ight which
flooded the village. H's great chest was encased in a nmail shirt half-covered by the bearskin

cl oak which hung fromhis shoulders. In his left hand was a |ong hunting spear of a type not used
in at least a hundred years. His |legs were also mail-clad and the feet stuck into heavy stirrups.
He Iifted his head and | aughed up at the
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sky, his voice joining in the note his hounds made until all seenmed to be baying together, while
hi s compani ons, shadows still behind him began one by one to give forth the sanme dreadful noise.
"Mt her of God," said Sedenko. "I'Il fight any man fairly, but not this. Let's go, captain. They

are warning us. They are driving us away."

I held nmy ground. "Drive us they might," | said, "and it would be a good sport for them no doubt,
for they would drive us |ike ganme, Sedenko. Those are hunters and | would say that their prey is
Man. "

"But they are not human!”

"Human once, |'d guess. But far fromnortal now "

| saw white faces in the wake of the bearded horseman.

, The lips grinned and the eyes were bright (though not as

bright as their leader's). But they were dead nen, all of them

I had cone to recogni se the dead. And, too, | could recognise

t he dammed.

"Sedenko," | said, "if you would | eave ne now, | would suggest you go at once."
"Il fight with you, captain, whatever the nature of the eneny."

"These coul d be your enem es, Sedenko, but not mne. Go."

He refused. "If these are your friends, then | will stay. They would be powerful friends, eh?"

I had no further patience for the discussion, so | shrugged. | wal ked towards the door, strapping
on ny sword. The door creaked open

The huntsnen were already gathering in Amrendorf s ruined square. | felt the heat of the hounds
breath on ny face, the stink of their bodies. They flattened their ears as they began to lie down
round the feet of their master's horse.

The chief huntsman stared at me fromout of those terrifying eyes. Wite faces noved in the gl oom
Hor ses pawed t he weed-grown cobbl es.

"You have cone for ne?" | said.

The |ips parted. The giant spoke in a deep, sorrowi ng voice, far nore mnel odi ous than I m ght have
expected. "You are von Bek?"

"I am"”

"You stand before the WI dgrave."

I bowed. "I am honoured."
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"You are a living man?" he asked, al nost puzzled. "An ordinary nortal ?"
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"Just so," | said.

He rai sed a bushy eyebrow and turned his head to | ook back at his white-faced followers, as if
sharing a small joke with them Hi s reply was given in a tone that was al nost anused:

"W have been dead these two hundred and fifty years or nore. Dead as we once reckoned death, in
common with nost of mankind."

"But not truly dead." | spoke our Hi gh Tongue and this gave Sedenko sonme puzzlenent. But it was
the speech in which | had been addressed and | therefore deemed it politic to continue init.

"Qur Master will not let us die in that sense," said the WIdgrave of Amendorf. He evidently saw
me as a conrade in dammation. "WII| you guest with ne now, sir, at ny castle yonder?" He pointed
up the cliff.

"Thank you, great WIdgrave."
He turned his gl owi ng eyes upon Sedenko. "And your servant? Shall you bring hin®"
| said to Sedenko: "W are invited to dinner, lad. | would suggest you refuse the invitation."

Sedenko nodded.

"He will await me here until nmorning," | said.
The W/ dgrave accepted this. "He will not be harned. WII| you be good enough to mount behind me,
sir?"

He | oosened his booted foot and offered ne a stirrup. Deciding that it would be neither diplomtic
nor expedient to hesitate, | walked up to his horse, accepted the stirrup and swung onto the huge
beast's stinking back, taking a firmhold of the saddle.

Sedenko watched with wi de eyes and dropped jaw, not understanding at all what was happeni ng.

I smiled at himand saluted. "I'Il return in the norning," | said. "In the neantine | can assure
you that you will sleep safely.”

The W dgrave of Ammendorf grunted a command to his horse and the whole Hunt, hounds and all
turned out of the square. W began to race at appalling speed through the streets and onto an
overgrown path which clinbed through | ow hanging foliage and outcrops of nobssy rock to the top of
the cliff, where it was now possible for ne to see that ny eyes
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had not earlier deceived nme. | had thought that | had detected masonry fromthe village and here
it was—a horrible old castle, part fallen into ruin, with a nmassive keep squatting bl ack agai nst
t he near-bl ack of the sky.

We all dismunted at once and the W1 dgrave, who stood nore than a head taller than nyself, put a
col d arm about my shoul ders and | ed nme through an archway directly into the keep. Here, too,
staircases and flagstones were cracked and broken. The hall was lit by a single guttering brand
stuck into a rusting bracket above a long table. Over the fire a deer's carcass was turning. The
white-faced huntsmen noved with agility towards the fire where they wanned thensel ves, paying no
heed to two shaking servants, a boy and a girl, who were evidently neither part of this clan nor
among the living-dead, but could have been as dammed as the rest of us.

The W/ dgrave's eyes seened to cool as he placed hinself at the head of the table and nmade me sit
at his right. Wth his mailed hand he poured ne brandy and bade ne drink deep "against the
weat her" (which in fact was relatively mld). To him perhaps, the world was permanently chill.

"I was warned of your coming," he told ne. "There is a runour, too, anobngst the |ikes of us, that
you are entrusted with a mission which could redeemus all."
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I sighed. "1 do not know, Lord WIdgrave. Qur Master has greater faith in my capabilities than
have 1.1 shall do ny best, of course, for should 1 succeed, |, too, mght be redeened."

"Just so." The WIdgrave nodded. "But you rmust be aware that not all of us support you in your

Quest . "

I was surprised. "I cannot follow you," | said.

"Some fear that should our Master come to terns with God, they will be worse dooned than ever
before, with no protector, with no further neans of preserving their personalities against the
Enpti ness. "

"Enptiness is not aterml amfamliar with, Lord WIdgrave."

"Linmbo, if you prefer. The Void, ny good captain. That which refuses to tolerate even the faintest
trace of identity."

"l understand you now. But surely, if Lucifer is successful, we shall all be saved."

The Wldgrave's snile was bitter. " Wat | ogic provides you with that hope, von Bek? If God ts
merciful. He provides us with little evidence."
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I drank ny brandy down.

"Some of us cane to this pass," continued the WId-grave, "through just such an understandi ng of

CGod's nature, | amnot anongst them of course. But they believed God to be vengeful and
unrel enting. And sone, | would guess, will try to stop you in your nission."
"It is difficult and num nous enough as it is," | said as, with a clatter, the boy placed a plate

of veni son before me. The neat snelled good. "Your news is scarcely encouraging."

"But it is well-intentioned." The WI dgrave accepted his own plate. Wth the manners of a forner
time he courteously handed me a dish containing ground salt. | sprinkled a little on ny neat and
returned it to him

He picked up his venison and began to nunch. | noted that his breath steamed as it contacted the
heat. | copied him The food was good and was wel cone to ne.
"W have still to hunt tonight," said the WIldgrave, "for we continue to exist in our own world

only so far as we can provide fresh souls for our Master. And we have caught nothing for alnmost a
nmont h. "

I chose not to ask himto el aborate upon this, and he seened grateful for my tact.

"l have been instructed to take you through into the Mttelmarch," he said. As he spoke, others of
the Hunt brought their plates to table. They ate hi silence, apparently w thout interest in our
conversation. It seemed to ne that they had an air of slight nervousness, perhaps because they
resented this interruption to their nightly activities.

"l have not heard of the Mttelmarch,” | told himfrankly.

"But you know there are | ands upon this Earth of ours which are forbidden to nost nortal s?"
"So | was told, aye."

"Those | ands are known by some of us as The M ddl e Marches."

"Because they lie on the borderl ands between Earth and Hel | ?"

He smiled and wi ped his nouth on his mailed sleeve. "Not exactly. You could say they He between
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Hope and Desol ation. | do not understand nuch about them But | amable to cone and go between
them You and your conpani on shall be taken through tonorrow evening."
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"My conpanion is not of our kind," | said. "He is a sinple, innocent soldier. | shall tell himto
return to a world he will better understand."

The W dgrave nodded. "Only the damed are pernitted to pass into Mttelmarch," he told ne.
"Though not all who dwell in Mttelmarch are damed."

"Who rules there?" | asked.

"Many." He shrugged his gigantic shoulders. "For Mttelmarch, |ike our own world, |ike Hel
itself, has nultitudi nous aspects."”

"And the land | go to tonmorrow. It will be nmarked on ny naps?"

"Of course. In Mttelmarch you will seek out a certain hermt who is known as Phil ander G oot. |
had occasion to pass the time of day with himonce."

"And what am | to ask of hinfP The |ocation of the Gail?"
The W/ dgrave put down his venison, alnost |aughing. "No. You will tell himyour story."
"And what will he do?"

The Widgrave spread a nmmil ed hand. "Who knows? He has no loyalty to our Master and refuses to
have any truck with nme. | can only say that | have heard he m ght be curious to talk to you."

"He knows of me?"
"The news of your Quest is runmoured, as | said."
"But how coul d such news spread so quickly?"

"My friend"—+he WIdgrave becane al nbst avuncul ar as he put a hand upon ny arm—~can you not
understand that you have enemies in Hell as well as in Heaven? It is those you should fear worse
than any earthly foe."

"Can you give ne no further clue," | asked, "as to the identity of these enem es?"

"Naturally | cannot. As it is | have been kinder to you than is sensible for a creature in ny
position. | amfeared in the region of Amendorf, of course. But as with all our Master's
servants, | have no real power. Your enem es could one day, therefore, be ny friends."

| becanme distressed at this. "Have you no courage to take your own deci sions?"

The W/ dgrave's great face becane sad for a noment. "Once | had courage of that sort," he said.

"But had | had the courage to be self-deternmning in ny own norta
102
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life I would not now be a servant of Lucifer." He paused, |ooking out fromeyes which, noment by
monent, had begun to gl ow again. "And the sanme must be true of you, too, eh, von Bek?"

"l suppose so."

"At | east you have a chance, however snall, of reclaimng yourself, captain. And oh"—his voice
became at once bl eak and heartfelt—how | envy you that."
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"Yet if | am successful and God grants Lucifer His wish, we shall all be given the chance again,"
| said, innocently enough

"And that is what so many of us fear," said the WId-grave.
Chapter VH

SEDENKO, HE SAID, had slept well all night. Wen | returned at dawn he had been snoring
certainly, as if he was still alittle boy in his nother's tent.

As he breakfasted he asked eagerly of my encounter with "the Devil."

"That was not the Devil, Sedenko. Merely a creature serving Hm"

"So you did not sell your soul to him"

"No. He is helping ne, that's all. 1 now know t he next stage of ny journey."

Sedenko was awed. "What great power nust you possess to order such as the WIdgrave!"

I shrugged. "I have no power, save what you see. It is the same as yours—good wits and a quick
sword. "

"Then why shoul d he hel p you?"
"We have certain interests in common.”
Sedenko | ooked at me with sonme trepidation

"And you nust go back to Nurnberg," | said, "or wherever you think. You cannot go where | go
toni ght."

"Where is that?"

"A l'and unknown."
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He becane interested. "You travel by sea? To the New Worl d? To Africa?"
"No. "

"I would serve you well if you would permit ne to go with you . "

"l know you woul d. But you are not pernitted to foll ow where | travel now "

He continued to argue with me, but | rejected all his proposals until | was weary and begged him
to |l eave, for | wished to sleep

He refused. "I will guard you," he said

| accepted his offer and eventually was able to sleep, waking in the later afternoon to snell
Sedenko' s cooking. He had found a pot, suspended tt over the fire and was boiling sonme sort of
st ew.

"Rabbit," he told ne.

"Sedenko," | said, "you nust go. You cannot follow ne. It is not physically possible."

He frowned. "I have a good horse, as you know. | amnot prone to the seasickness, as far as | have
been able to tell. | amhealthy."

| again fell into silence. Only the damed could travel to Mttelmarch. Follow me as he woul d, he
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could not enter that Realm | deternmined to waste no energy on the matter, contenting nyself with
advice to the young Kazak to go back to Nurnberg and find hinself a good captain or, if he thought
it a better idea, to |l eave the conflict altogether and begin to travel homeward, where he could
direct his energies, if he wi shed, against his Polish overl ords.

He becane obstinate, alnost surly. | shrugged. "The WJdgrave cones for nme tonight,"” | said, "and
must ready nyself for that journey. The stew is good. Thank you." | got up and began to see to ny
hor se.

Sedenko sat cross-legged beside the fire, watching ne. He hardly noved as | donned ny battle-
dress, strapping ny steel breastplate tightly about ny body, adjusting the set of ny greaves. |
thought it wise to enter the Realmof Mttelmarch with as nuch of the odds in ny favour as
possi bl e.

Ni ght fell. Sedenko continued to watch ne, saying nothing. 1 refused even to look at him | fed ny
horse. | oiled ny leather. | polished ny pistols and checked their |ocks. 1 cleaned ny sword and
my poignard. Then | gave close attention to ny helnet. | whistled. Sedenko watched on
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By midnight | was beginning to grow a little nervous, but refused to show ny state of nind to ny
silent conpanion. | |ooked through the wi ndows at Amrendorf which, tonight, was lit faintly by the
noon.

Even as | began to turn back | heard the echoing yell of a great horn. It sounded |like the Last
Judgenent. It was a cold, desol ate noi se—a single, prolonged note. Then there came quiet again.

The buil di ng shook to hoofbeats. The green-blue gl ow ni ckered through the buil dings outside. |
heard the bayi ng of the hounds.

! took ny horse by his reins and ted himthrough the hall and out down the steps into the square.
I longed to say farewell to Sedenko but | knew | nust discourage himat alt costs fromfollow ng
ne.

The Hunt cane sweeping in. Red nmouths gaped and tongues |lolled. The WIdgrave's eyes seened the
singl e source of the hideous light. H's nen howed in unison with the dogs until all at once they

were still as statues on frozen horses. Only the Wdgrave noved, his w nged head turning towards
ne.
"You are ready, | see, nortal."

"I amready, ny lord."
"Then cone. To the Mttel march."

I nounted ny horse. The WIdgrave nade a sign and the Hunt began to nove again, with nme riding
beside him ny horse snorting and conplaining in fear of the dogs. W did not ride back towards
the castle, but out of Ammendorf and through a wood. The chill of the WIdgrave' s nonstrous body
seened to draw my own heat and | was shivering within half an hour. W rode beside a | ake and

i magi ned that the | ake shone with ice, an inpossibility at that time of year. W rode until we saw

the lights of a town ahead of us, and here the Wldgrave drew rein on the hill sone mles above
the town and wished ne well in nmy Quest.
"But how shall | find Mttelmarch?" | was baffl ed

"l have brought you to Mttelmarch," said the WId-grave.
I noted that snow was falling on ny sl eeve.
"There was no transition," | said. "Or no sense of one, at any rate."

"Why should there be, for our sort? You nerely follow certain trails."
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"You could not have shown ne the trail ?"

"There is a way of |ooking," said the WIldgrave. "Do not fear. You are not trapped here."

"It snows late, in Mttelmarch," | said. | saw that the snow had settled. It was quite deep in
sonme places. It weighted the trees. My breath was white.

The W/ dgrave shook his head. "No later than in your own Realm captain."

"Then | do not understand this,” | told him
"The seasons are reversed here, that is all. You will know when you have left Mttel march only by
that sign."

Hi s nen glared anxiously at him They w shed to continue with their Hunt. For all the terror they
must inspire, they were thenselves nore terrified than their victim—for they knew for certain
what their fate nmust be should they fail Lucifer

That cold, strangely friendly hand was pl aced again upon my arm "Seek out Philander G oot. That
is my best thought for you. And go wisely in this Realmas in your own, captain. | hope you find
the Cure for the Wrld' s Pain."

He lifted his horn to his lips and blew that |ong, single note. Trees shook their snow fromtheir
branches. The dogs lifted their heads and bayed. In the forest behind nme | thought that | heard
beasts in flight.

The W dgrave | aughed: a sound even nore hideous than his horn's cry.
"Farewel |, von Bek. Discover for all of us, if you can, if there is such a thing as Freedom"”

The ground trenbled as the Hunt retreated, and then it was still, of a sudden, and | was al one. |
drew ny cl oak about me and pushed ny horse on towards the town bel ow, guiding himcarefully
t hrough the snow.

Overhead the sky fluttered and |Iight appeared, first froma large yell ow noon, then fromthe
stars. There seened sonething odd about the constellations, but | was no astrologer so could not
tell what, if anything, was different. In the far distance were towering, jagged peaks. This |and
seenmed sonehow | arger, nore nmonunental, than the land | had left. It seened wilder and was
mysterious, yet it also contained in it an atnosphere if not of peace then at |east of
famliarity, and this sense in itself was conforting to me. It was alnost as if | were back in
Bek. As if | had gone into the past.

I knew that | must go warily in Mttelmarch and that |
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could be in even greater danger here than in ny own |land. Nonetheless it was with lifting spirits
that 1 continued on ny way, and when | heard the sound of a rider behind ne | became cautious, but
was not unduly perturbed.

I turned ny head, crying out a "halloo" to warn the rider that there was soneone ahead of him

No reply came back, so | drew ny sword slowy and halted ny horse before com ng about to face
whoever it m ght be.

The rider hinself had sl owed and now stopped. | could only dimy see himin the noonlight, stopped
on the trail beside a great, snow covered rock
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"Who are you, sir?" said |
No reply again.
"I must warn you that | amarned," | said.

A nmovenent of the figure, a slight stirring of the horse's feet, but no nore. | began to approach
at a walk. It was then that the rider decided to reveal hinself.

He cane out into the noonlight. He | ooked apol ogetic and defiant at the sanme tinme. He gestured
with one gloved hand and he shrugged. "I amused to snow, nmaster. |Is that what you feared woul d
di stress nme?"

"Ch, Sedenko," | said, wthout anything but sadness filling ne.
" Mast er ?"
"Ch, Sedenko, ny friend." | rode forward and enbraced hi m

He had not expected anything but nmy anger and was surprised. But he returned the enbrace with sone
vi gour .

He did not know what | knew that if he had been permtted to followus into Mttelmarch it could
mean only one thing. Poor Sedenko was al ready damed.

At that nonment | railed against a God who could condemm such an i nnocent soul to Purgatory. Wat
had Sedenko done that was not the result of his upbringing or his religion, which encouraged him
to kill in the name of Christ? It canme to ne that perhaps God had becone senile, that He had | ost
Hs menory and no | onger renenbered the purpose of placing Man on Earth. He had become petul ant,
He had beconme whinsical. He retained H's power over us, but could no | onger be appealed to. And
where was Hi s Son, who had been sent to redeemus? Was God's Plan not so nuch nysterious as

i mpossible for us to accept: because it was a
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mal evol ent one? Were we all, no matter what we were or how we |ived, automatically damed? Was
Life without point? Did my Quest have any neani ng? AH these things were questions in ray mnd as
| ooked upon the Kazak youth and wondered what crine he could have committed that was evil enough
to send himso young to Heil. Surely, | thought to nyself, Lucifer is a nore consistent and
intelligent Master than the Lord Hinsel f.

"Wel |, captain," said Sedenko with a grin. "Have | proved nyself to you? Can | cone another step
of your journey with you?"

"Ch, by all neans, Sedenko. You can, if it is only ny decision, travel with me all the way to ny
ultimate destination."

Here was anot her soul whom | hoped Lucifer mght spare in his gratitude were | successful

Sedenko began to whistle sone wild and rousing tune of his own people. He slipped sideways in his
saddl e and scooped up the fresh snowwith his free hand, throwing it into the air and cheering.

"This is nore the kind of place for nme, captain. | was born in the open snow, you know. | ama
child of the winter!" H's whistling turned into a song in his own | anguage. He was |i ke a happy
boy. | did ny best to snmle at his antics, but nmy heart was heavy.

By morning we were in sight of a village which sonewhat resenbled the one we had left. A castle
stood upon a crag, but this castle was in excellent repair. And the village was far from desert ed.
We saw snoke lifting and heard voices, sharp in the cold air. W rode down, through white trees,
and pl odded on our horses through the street until we cane to the square where a market had

al ready been set up.

file:/lIG|/rah/Michael%20Moorcock/Michael%20...War%20Hound%20and%20the%20World's%20Pain.txt (67 of 131) [2/6/2004 5:35:30 PM]



file://IG)/rah/Michagl %20M oorcock/Michaegl %20M oorcock%20-%20V o...%6201%20-%20T he%20War%20H ound%20and%20the%620Worl d's%20Pain.txt

| di smounted beside a stall which was selling slices of cooked meat and pickled fish and asked the
red-faced woman in charge of it what the nane of the town m ght be.

Her answer was one | had hal f - expect ed.

"Why, nmaster," said she, "this is Amendorf."

Sedenko had overheard ne. "Amrendorf? Are there two, so cl ose together?"

"There is only one Amrendorf," said the woman proudly. "There is nowhere else like it."

I | ooked beyond the town and the forest to the huge spi kes of the nmountains. | had not seen those
nmount ai ns
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before. They seened taller than the Al ps. They m ght have stretched all the way to Heaven
"Do you have a priest?" | asked her

"Father Christoffel? You will find himat the church.” She pointed to the other side of the
village. "Up the little | ane beyond the well."

Leading ny horse, with a nystified Sedenko muttering behind us, | nade for the lane. If anyone
knew of the hermt Philander Groot it would surely be the priest. | found the | ane. There were
cart tracks in the snow, between tall hedges.

Sedenko continued to sing behind ne. | think he was pleased with hinself for being able to track
me. | could hardly bear the sound of his voice, it was so sweet, so happy.

I turned a corner in the lane and there was the stone church with its spire and its graveyard.
tethered my horse to the fence which surrounded the graveyard and opened the w cket gate, bidding
Sedenko to stay where he was and watch our mounts.

The doors of the church opened easily and | found nyself in an unpretentious building, evidently
Cat holic but by no neans reeking of incense and Mary-worship. The priest was at his altar,
arranging the furniture there.

"Fat her Christoffel?"

He was fat and bore the scars of sonme earlier disease. Hi s mouth was sel f-indulgent, like the
mouth of a |azy, expensive whore, but his eyes were steady. Here was a man likely to commt sins
of the flesh in abundance, but sins of the intellect would be few.

"I am Captain Urich von Bek," | said, doffing nmy helnet and pulling off nmy gloves. "I am upon a
m ssion which is secret, but there are religious aspects to it."

He | ooked hard at ne, cocking his little fat head to one side. "Yes?"
"I am | ooking for a man whom | heard to be dwelling in these parts."
" HP"

"A certain hermt. Perhaps you know hi n?"

"H s name, captain?"

"Phi | ander G oot."

"Groot? Yes?"

"I wish to speak to him 1 hoped you would know of his whereabouts."
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"Groot hides fromhinself and from God," said the priest. "And so he also hides fromus."
"But you know hi s whereabout s?"
The priest lifted heavy brows. "You could say so. Wiy is a soldier |ooking for hinP"
"l seek something."
" Sonet hi ng he possesses?”
"Probably not."
"Of mlitary inportance?”
"No, Father."
"You are interested in his philosophy?"
"I amnot famliar with it. | have little curiosity where phil osophy is concerned."

"Then what do you want from G oot ?"

"I have a story for him | think. |'ve been led to understand that he would wish to listen to ne."

"Who told you of G oot?"
This was not a man to whom | wi shed to lie,
"The WI dgrave."

"Qur WIldgrave," said the priest in sone surprise. Then his face began to frown. "Ch, no. O
course. The other one."

"l suspect so," | replied.

"Do you serve Lucifer, too? Goot, for all his failings, is adamant. He will speak to none who
do."

"I could be said to serve the world," | told the priest. "My Quest, some have suggested, is for
the Gail."

The priest showed some surprise. His lips silently repeated ny last two words. He peered into ny
face with those bright, intelligent eyes.

"You are sinless, then?"

I shook ny head. "There are few sins unknown to nme. | ama nmurderer, a thief, a despotter of
woren. "

"An ordinary soldier."

"Just so."

"So you have no hope of ever finding the Gail?"
"l have every hope."

The priest rubbed at the stubble on his jows. He became thoughtful, glancing at me fromtine to
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time as he considered what had passed between us. Then he shook his head and turned his back on
me, attending to the altar-furniture again.

I heard himnmurmur: "An ordinary soldier.'
him Eventually he | ooked back at ne.

He even seened anused, though there was no nockery in

"If you possessed the Grail, what would you hope fromit?"

"A Cure," said |, "for the Wrld s Pain."

"You care so nuch for the World?"

"I care for nyself, Father."

He smiled at this. "Fear is a disease few of us know howto fight."
"It is also a drug," | said, "to which many are addicted."

"The Wrld is in a sorry state, Sir Warrior."

"Aye. "

"And any nan who continues to hope that it can still be hel ped has my goodwi I I, my bl essing even
Yet Philander Goot. . ."

"You think himevil?"

"There is no evil at all, | would say, in Philander Groot. That is why | amso angry with him He
refuses to accept God."

"He is an atheist?"
"Wbrse. He believes. But he refuses to accept his Creator."”
I found this description synpathetic.

"And so," continued the priest, "he shall be refused Heaven and unjustly be swall owed up by Hell.
| despair of him He is a fool."

"But an honest foo!, by the sound of him"

"There is none | know nore honest, Captain von Bek, than Philander G oot. Many seek him for he is
said to have magi cal powers. He lives under the protection of a nountain kingdomwhich in its turn
is also protected by powerful forces. To reach that kingdomyou nust journey to the far peaks and
find the Hermt Pass, which leads into the valley where G oot dwells."

"The pass is named for hin®"

"Not at all. It was always fashionable with hermts." There was a sardonic note to the priest's
remark. "But Groot is no ordinary hermt. It is said that he spent his boyhood as the apprentice
to a Specul ator. Perhaps they are unknown in your part of the world. Specul ators professionally
spend their tine watching for signs of the Com ng of the Anti-Christ and Armageddon. The |iving
can be good, particularly in troublesone tines. But Groot, fromwhat he has told me, becane tired
of the Future and for a while studied the Past. Now, he says, he cares only for an Eterna
Present."

112
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"Whul d that | could reject Past and Future," said | with sone feeling.

"Ch, and then we should be able to reject Conscience and Consequence, eh?" said the priest. "But
have had this argunent with ny friend G oot and I will not bore you with it. Should you neet him
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he will be able to present bis position far nore fluently than I."

I took the map-case fromny pouch and drew forth several of the maps. "lIs Hermt Pass nmarked
here?" After nuch opening and closing | was able to withdraw the appropriate map (it showed both
Amrendorfs) and display it to the priest. Wth a fat finger he indicated a road which led into the
great nountains | had already seen. "Northwest," he said. "And may God, or whoever rules in

Mttel march, go with you."

I left the church and rejoined Sedenko. "We will provision here," | told him "and continue our
journey in the afternoon.”

"l saw what seens a good inn as we cane through the town," he said.
"We'll dine there before we set off."

I had been at once cheered and disturbed by ny encounter with Father Christoffel. | wanted to
| eave Anmmendorf behind ne as soon as possi ble and be upon ny journey.

"WAas your confession heard, captain?" innocently asked the young Kazak as | got into ny saddle.
I shrugged.

Sedenko continued: "Perhaps | should also seek the priest's blessing. After all, it is some tinme .

| became angry with him knowi ng what | knew. | al nbst hated himat that nonment for his ignorance
of his own unfair fate. "That priest is next to an agnhostic," | said. "He cannot unburden hinself,
| et al one you or ne. Cone, Sedenko, we must be on our way." | paused, deciding that it was as well
ifl told hima little nore of my story.

"l seek nothing less than the Holy Grail," | said.
"What's that, captain?"
Wi stling, his breath clouding the sharp air, he fell in behind ne.

| explained to himas much as! could. He listened to me with half an ear, as if | told a fabul ous
story which had not much to do with either of us. Hi s very carel essness made ne all the nore

gl oony.
Chapter VIE

As VWE RODE out of Anmendorf mny bitterness against a Deity who could consign such as Sedenko so
easily to Hell continued to grow. There seened no justice in the world at all, no possibility of
creating justice, no being to whomone could appeal. Wy should | be concerned about redenption in
such a worl d? What would | escape, if | escaped Hell?

Sedenko had earlier attenpted to interrupt ny brood-ings, but for some while had said hardly a
word, cheerfully accepting ny silence and respecting ny reluctance to answer his very ordinary
questions. The day grew col der as night came nearer, yet | made no preparations for canp. | was
tired. Amrendorfs good wi ne and food were sustaining ne agai nst weather and | ack of sleep, and
told nyself that Sedenko was young enough to | ose another night's rest. Only the condition of the
horses concerned me, but, they seened fresh enough, for we did not push them hard. Mvenent was
all that | desired. W passed through rocky hills and over snow noorl and, through woods and
across streans, heading steadily towards the high peaks and Hermt Pass.

As night fell, | disnounted, |eading ny horse. Sedenko did not question ne, but followed ny
exanpl e.
114
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It had been sone years since 1 had lost nmy Faith, save in nmy own capacity to survive a world at
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War, but evidently in the back of ny mnd there had al ways been sone sense that through God one

m ght find salvation. Now, as | journeyed in quest of the Holy Grail (or sonething identified as
the Holy Grail), | not only questioned the possibility that salvation existed; | questioned

whet her God's sal vation was worth the earning. Again | began to see the struggle between God and
Luci fer as nothing nore than a squabbl e between petty princelings over who shoul d possess power in
a tiny, uninmportant territory. The fate of the tenants of that territory did not much seemto
matter to them and even the rewards of those tenantsl |oyalty seened thin enough to ne. For ny

own part, | believed that | deserved any fate, no matter how cruel, for | had used nmy intelligence
in the service of ny self-deceit. The same could not be said of Sedenko, who was nmerely a child of
his tunes and his circunstances. | had received positive proof of the existence of God and the

Devil and ny Faith in them was weaker now than it had ever been

My cl oak woul d not keep out the bite of winter's night. | heard ny teeth chattering in my skull.
My heart seemed as if it were turning to ice. Even Sedenko was shivering, and he was used to far
wor se cold than this.

We were clinbing higher into the foothills of the nountains. Their peaks were now tall enough to

bl ock off half the sky and the snow becane deeper and deeper until it threatened to spill over
into our boots. Towards dawn | began to realise that if we did not have heat and food soon we
shoul d probably perish, whereupon we should both go straight to Hell. The prospect reninded ne of

the reason | had accepted Lucifer's bargain.

Al though it was difficult to see through the nurk, | selected a place where an outcrop of rock had
left the ground relatively clear of deep snow and told Sedenko to prepare a fire.

As he gathered wood, the dawn began to come up, red and cold. | watched himwhile he noved about
in the nearby spinney bel ow, bending and straightening, shaking snow fromthe sticks he found, and
for sone reason was rem nded of the parable of Abraham and his son. Wiy should one serve a God who
demanded such insane |loyalty, who demanded that one deny the very humanity He was said to have
created?

I watched as Sedenko prepared the fire for us and
The War Hound and the World's Pain 115

sel ected food fromour bag of provisions. He seened cheerful nerely to be in ny conpany. He was
excited, expecting great and interesting adventures. If he died on the norrow, he would probably
| ook wonderingly at Hell itself and find it interesting.

And then it came to ne that perhaps Lucifer had lied to me, that He had lied to all who served
H m Perhaps none of us were damed at all, but could sonehow west our destinies free of H's

i nfluence as He had attenpted to west H's own destiny free of God's. Wiy should we be controll ed
by such bei ngs?

And the answer canme to nme, as it always did when | followed that |ogic: because they can destroy
us at will.

I could al nost synpathise with those the WIdgrave had warned ne agai nst; those who saw ne as
aiding in Lucifer's betrayal of His own creatures. They had seen Lucifer as representing if
not hi ng el se a defiance of an unjust God. A pact between God and Lucifer would find them w t hout
protection, sacrificed because Lucifer had found it expedient to change H s m nd.

But would God let Lucifer change His m nd? Even Lucifer had no clue to that. And I, if | succeeded
in discovering the Cure for the Wrld's Pain, mght not be finding a renedy at all. Wat if, when
it was put to the Iips of mankind, the Holy Grail was discovered to contain a deadly poison?
Perhaps, after all, the only Cure for pain was the absolute oblivion of death, w thout Heaven or
Hel | .

My heavy sighs caused Sedenko to | ook up fromwhere he was warm ng his hands against the fire.
"What did the priest tell you, master? You have been distressed ever since you net him"

I shook ny head. It had not been the priest, of course, who had disturbed me. And | coul d not
explain to Sedenko that | knew himdestined for Hell, that the God he clained to serve had
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rejected himand had not even given hima sign of that rejection
"Did he refuse you grace?" Sedenko conti nued.

"My state of mind has little to do with ny encounter in the church,” | said. "I received
information fromthe priest. He has told ne where | mght look for a certain hermt, that is all."

"And you still do not know the purpose of your journey?"
11*
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"I knowit, | think, as well as | ever shall. Make us our breakfast, young Kazak. And sing us one
of those sonorous songs of yours, if you can.”

I was asl eep before he had begun to cook anything and it was noon before | woke up again.
Sinmrering on the well-made fire was sone soup. Sedenko hinself had taken the opportunity to rest
and was wapped in his blankets a short distance fromne. | ate the soup and cl eaned the pan

bef ore waki ng him

The nountains were taller than anything | had ever seen before. They were jagged and steep and the
snow had frozen on themso that they glittered like crystal hi the heavy wi nter sun. Everywhere
was whiteness: the purity of Finmbuhvinter, of the Death of the Wrld. A few streans continued to
run through the snow, which proved to ne that it could not be as cold as it seenmed. | had grown
used to the warnth of spring, | suppose, and it was taking ny body tune to adjust. Sedenko seened
much easier with the elements than was I.

"A man can understand snow," he said. He told ne that in his |anguage there were a consi derabl e
nunber of words for different kinds of snow. "Snow can kill," he continued, as he packed our

thi ngs back onto our horses, "but you also learn howto stop it fromkilling you. O at |east how
to inprove your chances. It is not so, captain, with nmen."

I smled at this piece of philosophy. "True."
"Men will tell you what to do to avoid their killing you. You do it. They kill you anyway, eh?"

"Ch, very true, Sedenko." | consoled nyself that this innocent would at |east be good conpany in
Hell, were we permitted to remain together. And | did not add that what he observed in Man, |
observed the nore sharply in God and His Fallen Angel. He would not have wanted to believe ne. |
did not wish to believe nyself.

The snell of the snow was good in ny nostrils now and | began to sense that peculiar elation which
comes when you have | ost all Hope of anything, save another hour or two of life. At one point,

di spl ayi ng considerable risk to ny horse, | galloped for a short distance through the snow,
sending it flying about ne. Sedenko yelled and cheered and | et his pony race, sw nging his body
fromside to side of the beast with extraordinary agility, at one point |eaping, apparently with a
singl e movenent, to stand on his saddl e and bal ance there |like an acrobat, arns outstretched.

The War Hound and the Wrld' s Pain
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He had boasted that the Kazak was the finest rider in the world and | nust say that | could not
dispute the fact, if his fellows rode as he rode. His ebullience infected ne. | tried to push from
my mind all thoughts of Good and Evil, of the War in Heaven, and did ny best to sense again the

pl easures of the scenery, while Sedenko gradually subsided, |ike a happy puppy, and eventually
drew up beside me, panting and grinning.

That eveni ng Sedenko again built a fire while | checked the map. W were high into the hills now
and the nmountains seenmed to press in on us. There was the plain far behind us, but even this was
obscured by the hills. Hermt Pass was not nore than five miles to the northwest. W should be
there, if we net no obstacles, by the middle of the next norning.
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I wondered how this pass m ght be defended and what kind of danger, from what source, |ay ahead of
us. But | said nothing to Sedenko.

We reached the first range of nountains just before noon and the entrance to the pass was easily
di scovered. W had tied rags around our horses' feet. The rocky ground was patched with ice, so
that it was better to wal k our nounts whenever we coul d. The peaks of the nmountains were invisible
now. It seened that we approached an infinitely tall wall of glittering crystal, white and pal e

bl ue, or grey where the rock was exposed. | continued to marvel at the height and shape of them
they were characteristic of nothing | had seen before.

The pass was a dark gash, seemingly in the side of a cliff. It was only as we drew nearer to it

that we saw it |lay between the nmountains, turning sharply inwards so that it was not possible to
see very far ahead. The snow was thinner here, but the tee thicker. W should have to nove very

careful ly.

Wthout ado we stepped forward. The winter sun no |longer fell on us and so the tenperature dropped
i medi ately, and we wrapped ourselves nore thickly in our cloaks. The sound of our footfalls
echoed in the canyon and we heard the rushing of water somewhere to one side of us, the drip of

hal f-nelted ice, the creaking and shifting noise of uncertain snow. Even as we noved some show
fell from overhangi ng rock and struck our heads and shoul ders.

Sedenko | ooked upwards towards the crack of light far above us. "It's alnobst a cave," he said in
some awe. "A nonstrous huge tunnel, captain. WIIl it lead us into Hell?"
118
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"I sincerely hope that it will not," | replied. | had a better idea of the inplication of his
words than did he.

We spoke quietly, as if we knew that too rmuch noise coul d di sl odge rock, ice and snow whi ch woul d
bury us within seconds. W turned the bend into deeper darkness. Every tiny noise fromaround us
had significance, for it could herald a landslide. | realised that | was scarcely breathing and
that | could hear nmy heartbeats in ny ears

Gradual ly the pass widened a little until the gap above admitted nmore light. The snow was deeper
and wetter, but the ground was not so icy where the rays of the sun had fallen and we were able to
relax into a more normal form of procedure. A few nore bends and it had wi dened again until it was
al most a narrow vall ey. Some bushes and small trees grew here and every so often | detected a
patch of green. The noise of the ice and snow grew fainter and assuned | ess significance to us.
After an hour or so into the pass, feeling sonewhat nore rel axed, we decided to rest and eat some
of the bread and pickled herring we had purchased in Am nendori

It was as we cleared snow froma flat rock that | heard a scuffling sound and then what | was
certain was a human gasp. | paused and listened, but heard nothing else like it. However, |
renoved nmy pistols fromtheir holsters and pl aced them beside nme on the rock as | ate.

Sedenko had not heard the sound, but he knew that something was alerting nme and he watched ny
face, listening as he ate.

Anot her sound. Loose rock and snow fell towards us fromour right. | put down ny bread and picked
up both pistols, levelling themin the general direction of the disturbance.

"Be warned!" | called. "And display yourself, so that we may parley."

A girl of about fifteen, thin-faced, freezing, wapped in a mscellany of rags, shuffled fromthe
other side of a rock. Her eyes were wide with fear, hunger and curiosity.

I did not lower ny pistol. | had beconme wary of children in ny profession. 1 levelled one of the
barrels all the nore firmy at her face

file:/lIG|/rah/Michael%20Moorcock/Michael%20...War%20Hound%20and%20the%20World's%20Pain.txt (74 of 131) [2/6/2004 5:35:30 PM]



file://IG)/rah/Michagl %20M oorcock/Michaegl %20M oorcock%20-%20V o...%6201%20-%20T he%20War%20H ound%20and%20the%620Worl d's%20Pain.txt
"Are there nore of you?"
She shook her head.
"I's your village near here?"
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Agai n a shake of the head.

"Then what in the name of God and Sai nt Sophia are you doi ng here?" asked Sedenko of a sudden,

sl ammi ng his sabre back into its scabbard and narching towards her. | felt he was incautious, but
I did not warn him He went up to her and | ooked at her face, taking it in his big hands. "You're
quite pretty. Wiat's your story, girl? Was your party waylaid by brigands? Are you the sole
survivor? Are you | ost?"

A sudden thought. He took a step backwards.

"Or are you a witch? A shape-changer?" He | ooked up at the far rocks. He | ooked behind him He
spoke over his shoulder to ne. "What do you think, captain? Could she be tricking us?"

"Basily," | said. "But then | have assuned that since we saw her."

Anot her pace backwards. And another, until he was al nost presenting his spine to ny |eft-hand
pistol. He was staring hard at her. He spoke very quietly to me now "A witch, then?"

"A wetched girl, nost |likely, who has been abandoned in these nmountains. No nore and no |ess."
She poi nted behind her. "My master . . ."

"There!" said Sedenko triunphantly. "A w zard she serves."

"Who is your master, girl?" said |

"A holy man, excellency." She dipped a curtsey of sorts.

"A magus!" said Sedenko in an urgent whisper to ne.

"One of the hermts who dwell in this pass, is he?" | asked.
"He is, Your Honour."

"She's no nore than a hernit's conpanion,” | told Sedenko. "You' ve seen such children before,
surel y?"

Sedenko rubbed at his lower |ip with the joint of his thunb. He | ooked sideways at the girl. But
he was al nost convinced by ny reasoning.

"And where's your naster?" | asked her

"Above, sir. And dying. W have had no food. He has been injured for nmany, many days. Since before
the snow. " She poi nt ed.

Now | could see the shadow of a cave in the rock. There were several such caves here and there,
whi ch was no doubt why they were favoured by hermts. As well as providing the kind of living
accommpdati on hermts seened to find nost

12~
The Wi- Hound and the World's Pain

satisfactory, they were also close to the pass and travellers could be prevailed upon to offer
food, noney or any other form of aid.
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"How | ong have you been with your hermt?" | asked her. | decided to replace the pistols in their
hol sters. It was obvious to ne that she was not |ying. Sedenko, however, was not so certain now.

"Since | was a little girl, sir. He has looted after ne fromthe time when ny brother, ny nother
and ny father were all killed. By the eagles, sir."

"Well, then," | said, "lead us to the dying hernmit." Sedenko had a thought: "Could this be your
Groot, captain?"

"I think not. But he could know of Groot. Myst of these hermits tend to be rivals, in ny
experience."

We cl anbered up the snowy rocks in the wake of the girl until the cave was reached. A dreadfu
stench cane out of it, but again | was famliar with the kind of stink surroundi ng such holy
creatures and braved it readily, with a hand over ny nouth.

The girl pointed into a corner. Sonething stirred there. Sedenko remai ned outside, conplaining. |
made no attenpt to force himto foll ow ne.

A gaunt face raised itself a little and dark eyes stared into mne. If the snell and the sight
were sickening, the worst was the snmle | was offered by the hermt. It was radiant with insane
piety. It offered itself as an exanple, it accused, it forgave all at once. | had seen such sniles
before. More than once | had killed the ones who had presented themto me. | had once argued that
a smle of that kind upon the Iips was worth a second smile in the throat.

"Greetings, holy hermt,"” | said. "Your servant tells us that you are aiting."

"She exaggerates, sir. | have a wound or two, that is all. But what are nmy wounds conpared to the
wounds of our own dear Christ, whomwe all wish to follow and to imitate? Those wounds take ne

cl oser to Heaven, in nore than one sense."” "Ah, and they snell of Heaven already, do they not?"
replied. "I amUrich von Bek and | amupon a Quest for the Holy Gail."

I knew that this would have an effect. He fell back, alnost resentfully. "The Gail? The Gail?
Ah, sir, but the Gail would cure nme!"

The War Hound and the World's Pain

121

"And all others who are dying or He sick," | said. "However, | have not yet found it."
"Are you close to your Quest's end?" he asked.

"I do not know." | stepped closer. "I will get you sonething to eat. Sedenko!" | called back to ny
conpani on. "Food for this pair."

Sedenko with a certain reluctance scranbl ed back the way we had cone.
"I am honoured to be in the conpany of one so holy," said the hermt.
"But you are quite as holy as I," | said.

"No, sir, you are far holier than nyself. It stands to reason. How you nust have suffered to have
attained your present state of grace!"

"Ch, no, Sir Hermit, | amsure that your sufferings outstrip mne a hundredfold."

"l cannot believe that. But |ook!"™ He held up an arm There was novenent in the arm which was not
muscl e or bone. | peered hard at it.

"What nust | see?" | asked.

"My friends, Sir Knight. The creatures | love nore than | |ove nyself."
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The main stink, | now realised, was coning fromthe arm he di splayed. And as ny eyes grew
accustomed to the gloom | could see that his linb withed with maggots. They were feeding off him
He smiled at them much as he had snmiled at ne. He doubtless regarded themwi th nore affection
than he felt for any human being. After all, these were actively aiding himin his martyrdom

I ama man used to disguising nmy disgust, but it took a considerable effort of will not to turn
away fromthat madnman there and then.

"Such pious suffering is outstanding," | said. | straightened and | ooked towards the cave-nouth,
yearning for the clean air and the snow.

"You are very kind, Sir Knight." Wth a sigh he fell back into the general filth.

The t hought of putting food into the nouth of this wetch so that he mght feed his maggots was
obnoxious to nme, but the unwitting child deserved to eat. Sedenko reappeared and | went towards
him taking the bread he gave nme and handing it to the girl. She imediately broke off the |argest
piece and took it to her nmaster. As she crunbled the bread and placed it
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between his |ips he chewed with a kind of eager control, the saliva running down his griny chin
and into his beard.

For a monent or two | stepped outside, barely able to quell ny nausea.

Sedenko murrured: "That girl is wasted here. The old beast will be dead in a few nmore days at the
nost . "
| agreed with him "Wen he has finished eating I'll ask himwhat he knows of G oot, then we'll be

on our way."

"There are hoty nmen of his kind in nany parts of my country," Sedenko said, "thinking that dirt
and humliation of the flesh bring themcloser to God. But what can God want wi th then®"

"Perhaps He desires that we should all follow this hermt's exanple. Perhaps it satisfies God to
see His Creations denying all the virtues they believe He has instilled?"

Sedenko nuttered at ne: "Heresy, captain. O close enough.” He did not like nmy tone, which 1 am
sure contained nore than a little nockery. | was hi a darkly enbittered nood.

I noved back into the cave. "Tell me, Sir Hermit, if you have heard of one of your kind. A certain
Phi | ander G oot."

"OfF course | have heard of Goot. He dwells in the Valley of the Golden C oud on the other side of
these nountains. But he is not a holy man, though he may claimto be. Wy, | have heard that he
even denies God. He does not nortify his flesh. He is said to bathe very frequently, at |east ten
times in the year. His clothing . " The creature began to cough. "Well, suffice to say that he
is not of our persuasion, though 1 amsure,” added the hernmit with some effort, "that he has his
reasons for choosing his particular path and it is not for us to say who is wong or who is
right." Again that smte of exquisite and self-congratul atory piety.

"He has no maggots, | take it," said I

"Not one," said the hermt. "So far as | know, Sir Knight. But | could be condemi ng hi mwithout

cause. | have only heard of Philander G oot. There were once nany other hernmits living in these
caves. | amthe last. But they used to tell nme of Goot."

"Thank you," | said with as much courtesy as | could nuster. | |ooked fromthe hermt to the girl
"And what wi |l becone of your protegee when you finally attain Heaven, Sir Hermt?"

He sm | ed upon her. "She will be rewarded."
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"You think she will survive this winter?"

The hermt frowned. "Probably not, of course, if | do not. She will rise up to Heaven with me,
perhaps. She is, after all, yet a virgin."

"Her virginity will be sufficient passport?"

"That and the fact that she has served me so loyally all these years. | have taught her everything
I know. When she came to nme she was ignorant. But | have taught her of Sin and of Paradise. | have
taught her of the Fall of Lucifer and how our parents were driven out of Eden. | have taught her
of the Ten Commandnents. | have told her of Christ's birth, suffering, death and resurrection and

| have taught her of the Day of Judgement. For a wonman, she has been bl essed with nore than is
usual, you will agree."

"Indeed," | said, "she is a singularly fortunate young person. \What else do you think she wll
i nherit fromyou?"

"l have nothing," he said proudly, "but what you see.”
"Shall you | eave her your nmggots?"

For the first time, now, he caught my irony. He frowned, |ost for an answer.

| grewinpatient with him "Well, Sir Hermt, what's your answer?"
"You jest with me," he said. "I cannot believe . . ."
"I think it is tinme you received your reward,” | told him and | drew nmy sword. "It is not just

that you should wait any |onger."

The girl gasped. She ran forward, guessing ny intention. | pushed her back with ny free hand,
shouting out for Sedenko's assistance. | advanced upon the hermt.

Sedenko appeared beside ne, grinning. Plainly, he approved of ny intention. He seized the girl in
both arns and bore her fromthe cave as | raised ny bl ade.

"Go with ny friend, girl. There is no need for you to witness this."

"Kill ne, too," she said.

"That woul d be unseemy,” said |I. "Should you die, too, it would be a veritable surfeit of
sacrifice. 1 doubt if God H nself could contenplate so much at once. But if you wish to sacrifice
sonet hing, do not make it your soul. | amsure that Sedenko here can thtnk of sone pl easurable

alternative."

She had begun to sob as | turned ny back on them and | ooked down on the holy nman. He showed no
fear.
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He said: "You must do what you have to, brother. It is
God's work."

"What ?" | said. "Shall you and | take no responsibility at

all for your rmurder?"
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"It is God's work," he repeated.

I smled. "Lucifer's ny Master." | found his heart with ny steel and began to push slowy. "And
suspect that He is

yours, also."

The hermt died with only the snmallest groan. | wal ked out of the cave. Sedenko was al ready
carrying the girl down. He was grinning at her and saying sonmething in his own | anguage.

That night, while | tried to sleep, Sedenko took his pleasure with the girl. She becane noisy at
one point, but then grew quiet. In the norning she was gone.

"I think she will try to get to Amendorf," he said.

| was not in a tal kati ve nopod.

For the next few days we travelled through the nountains while Sedenko sang all his songs severa
times over and | contenplated the nysteries of an existence | had cone increasingly to consider
arbitrary at best.

Chapter 1IX

I HAD FALLEN into the habit of deriving a kind of joy fromthe irony of ny position, fromthe

par adoxes and contrasts of nmy Quest. It led ne to contenplate the nost horrible crines which could
be committed by ne in the nane of the Gail Search. Was | strong enough, | wondered, to conmmt
then? What kind of self-discipline was involved in forcing onesel f, against one's own nature,
towards vice? My inner debates became increasingly conplex and unreal, but perhaps they served to
take nmy mnd off unwel cone actualities.

A hard week saw us through the heart of the mountains. W had experienced | andslides, a couple of
poorly organi sed attacks fromlocal brigands, two or three near-falls on the higher passes and, of
course, the ordinary vicissitudes of the climte. Sedenko's spirits had not declined a jot and ny
own gl oom had begun to lift when we halted our horses on a high pronontory and | ooked down into
what we assuned nust be our destination

Al we could see was glowi ng, golden mist, filling the wide basin of a valley, whose cliffs were
snow capped and whose sides were al nbst sheer

"There's where Philander G oot dwells, captain," said Sedenko, |eaning on his pomrel, "but how do
we reach it?"
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"W nust keep looking," | said, "until we find the way in. It nmust surely exist, if G oot has cone
and gone from

there."

We began, by neans of a narrow trail, to descend. There woul d be about four hours left unti
twilight, when we shoul d of necessity canp. These nountai ns were too dangerous for night
travel |l i ng.

The first intimation we had of the valley's guardians was a whistling in the air. Wen we | ooked
back and up towards the clear blue of the sky we saw two of them sharply outlined. Then-
intentions were clear. They neant to kil

us.

I had never seen eagles so huge or so resplendent. Their bodies were pretty near as big as those
of a small pony and their w ngs were, each one, about twice the Iength of their main bulk. They
were predominantly white and gold and scarlet, with a certain anbunt of deep blue around the
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heads. The beaks shone |ike grey steel and were nmatched in appearance by their w de-stretched
claws. As they cane down on us, they shrieked their intention, celebrating their anticipated
tri unph.

Qur horses began to rear and cry out. | pulled one pistol free, cocked it, ained and fired. The
ball struck the first eagle in the shoulder and it veered off silently, blood streanming fromthe
wound. Sedenko's sabre cut at the second and caused it to stay its attack, Buttering over his head
and maki ng such a wind as to threaten to blow us down into the valley. My other pistol was
produced and fired. This was a better shot, to the head. Wth a terrible wail the eagle tried to

regain height, failed and fell heavily into the chasm | watched its body pass through the nist
and vani sh. Its conpanion (perhaps its mate) sailed over the spot for sone little while before its
attention returned to us and, glaring and screaming, it resumed its attack. | had no tine to

rel oad. W had only our swords, now, for defence. The creature dived and snatched and, had not
Sedenko ducked his head, the young Kazak woul d have been carried off for certain. As it was his
sabre sliced several tail-feathers fromthe gigantic bird. These Sedenko grabbed fromthe air and
brandi shed with a grin as a prize.

The bird cane to ne next. Those claws could easily inpale ne as readily as any pike. My horse was
bucking and trying to flee and half ny attention was on him but | struck
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back with ny sword and drew bl ood, though nothing worth the trouble.

The eagle was flying erratically, thanks to its wounded shoul der and | ack of tail-feathers.
Sedenko got in another blow which renpved the better part of one claw and now the bird was
weakeni ng, though it had no thought of giving up its attack

Wth every fresh dive it was driven off, having sustained another small wound or two.

And that was how we fought it. Slowy but surely we cut the great creature to pieces until all of
its lower body and linbs, its neck and head, were a mass of blood and ruined feathers.

On the bird' s final attack, Sedenko |eapt onto his saddl e and, standing on tiptoe, sliced so that
a wing-joint was severed. The eagle fell to one side in the air, desperately trying to regain its
bal ance, then snashed down into the snow which i mediately becanme flecked with bl ood and feathers
of white, gold and scarlet. It screaned in outrage at what we had done to it and neither of us had
the stomach to watch it die or the courage to descend the slope and put it out of its misery. W

| ooked at it in silence for a few nminutes before sheathing our blades and riding on. Neither of us
believed that we had won any kind of honourable victory.

Slowmy the trail |ed down through the glow ng, golden mst, until we could hardly see a couple of
feet on any side. Again we di smounted and went with considerable caution, until night fell and we
were forced to find a relatively flat stretch of ground where we m ght tether our horses and camp
until norning.

Bef ore he sl ept, Sedenko said: "Those birds were supernatural creatures, eh, captain?"
"l have never heard of natural creatures |like them" 1 said. "I amcertain of that, Sedenko."

"They were the servants of this magus we seek," he said. "Which neans that we have of fended hi m by
killing his servants..."

"W do not know that they serve himor that he will be angry at our saving our own Jives by
killing them™

"I amafraid of this magus, captain,"” said Sedenko sinply. "For it is well-known that the greatest
sorcerer is the one who can conmand the spirits of the air. And what were those eagles but air-
spirits?"
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"They were large," | said, "and they were dangerous. But for all we know they saw us nerely as
prey. As food for their young. There can be few travellers in these parts, particularly during the
winter nonths. And little large gane, either, | would guess. Do not specul ate, Sedenko, on things
for which no evidence exists. You will waste your time. Particularly, | would guess, in

Mttel march. "

Sedenko took this to nmean that he should be silent. He closed his lips, but it was obvious he had
not ceased to consider the matter of the eagl es.

We continued our journey in the nmorning and noted that the air grew gradually warner, while the
gol den m st becane thinner, until at |last we energed onto a broad nountain trail which wound down
into a valley of astonishing beauty and which was conpl etely without snow. Indeed, it mght have
been early sumrer in that valley. W saw crops growing in fields; we saw well-ordered villages
and, to the east, a large-sized town built on two sides of a wide and pleasant river. It was

al nost i npossi bl e for either Sedenko or nyself to realise that all around us |lay stark crags and
thick snow. "W have gone fromspring into winter in a single stride," said Sedenko wonderi ngly,
"and now we are in sumer. Are we sleeping, tike the old man of the |egend, through whole parts of
the year, captain? Are we entranced without realising it? O is this valley the product of
sorcery?" "If it be sorcery, it's of an exceedingly pleasing kind," | told my friend. | took off
nmy cloak and rolled it up behind ne.

"No wonder they guard this place with gigantic eagles." Sedenko peered down. He saw herds of sheep
and cattle: a land of plenty. "This would be a place to settle, eh, captain? Fromhere it would be
possible to ride up into the snow when one wi shed, to sally out on raids . " He paused as he
contenpl ated his own version of Paradise.

"What would we steal on the raids?" | asked hi mgood-hunmouredly, "when all that we should need is
here al ready?"

"Wl | "—he shrugged—a nan has to raid. O do sonething."

| 1 ooked up. The golden mist stretched fromend to end of the valley, giving it its nane. | could
not understand what caused this phenonenon, but | believed it to be natural. Sonmehow the cold, the
snow, did not touch the valley. | had

known wel | -protected places in ny tine, which were harned | ess by the seasons than nost, but | had
never witnessed the |ikes of this.

We rode down slowy and it took us well over an hour before we had neared the bottom Here, on the
trail ahead of us, we saw a great gate, inpossible to pass, and before the gate a nounted
sentinel, standing foursquare on a giant charger, dressed in all the warlike regalia of two or
three centuries since, with plate armour and crests and plunes and polished iron and oil ed

| eather, in colours predom nantly gold, white and scarlet, bearing a device of just such an eagle
as we had fought above.

Fromwi thin the cl osed hel ma voice called out:
"Stop, strangers!"

We drew rein. Sedenko had become cautious again and | knew he was wondering if this being, too,
were of supernatural origin.

"I amUrich von Bek," | said. "I amon the Gail Quest and | seek a wise man who dwells in this
val ley."

The guardi an seened to laugh at this. "You are in need of a wise man, stranger. For if you seek
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the Grail you are a fool."
"You know of the Grail?" Sedenko was suddenly curious.

"Who does not? We know of many things in the Valley of the Golden Coud, for this is a | and which
i s sought by those who dream of Eden. W are used to | egends here, stranger, since we are
ourselves a |l egend."

"A legend and you exist. So nmight the Gail exist," | said.

"One does not prove the other.'
killed our eagle, are you not?"

The guardian shifted a little in his saddle. "You are the nen who

"W were attacked!" Sedenko becane defensive. "W protected our owmn lives . . ."

"It is not acrinme to kill an eagle," said the guardian evenly. "W of the Valley of the Gol den

Cl oud do not inmpose our own |aws on strangers. W nerely ask that strangers do aot bring their
specific ideas of justice to us. But once you have passed this gateway, you nust agree to obey our
laws until you | eave again."

"Naturally, we would agree,"” | said

"Qur laws are sinple: Steal Nothing, whether it be an
130
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abstract idea or another |life. Examine Everything. Pay a Fair Price. And, renenber, tolieis to
steal another soul's freedom of action, or sone fragnent of it. Here a liar and a thief are the
same thing."

"Your | aws sound excellent," | said. "lndeed, they sound ideal."

"And sinmple," said Sedenko feelingly.

"They are sinple," said the guardian, "but they sonetinmes require conplex interpretation.”
"And what are the penalties for breaking your | aws?" asked Sedenko.

The guardian said: "We have only two puni shnents here: Expul sion and Death. To some, they are the
same. "

"W will renenber all you have said," | told him "W seek Philander G oot, the hernmt. Do you
know where we mght find hinP"

"l do not know. Only the Queen knhows."

"She is the ruler of this | and?" asked Sedenko.

"She is its enbodinent,"” said the guardian. "She dwells in the city. Go there now. "

He nmoved his horse aside and nade a sign so that the iron portcullis might be |ifted by unseen
hands within the towers.

As we passed through, | thanked himfor his courtesy, but such was ny state of nmind that |
determned to | ook carefully about ne. It had been many years since | had been able to believe in
absolute justice, and sone weeks since | had been able to believe that there existed in the world
(or beyond it) justice of any Kkind.

The air was sweet as we followed a road of well-trodden yellow earth through fields of green wheat
towards the distant city, whose towers and turrets were predom nantly white, reflecting the gold
of the m st above us.

"A noble creature, that guard," said Sedenko, in sone admration, |ooking about him
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"Or a self-righteous one," | said.

"One nust at | east believe in Perfection"-he had becone serious—or one cannot believe in the
prom se of Heaven."

"True," said | to that poor dammed youth.
Chapter X

THE GUARDS AT the city gates were clad in the sane antiquated regalia as the first guard we had
encountered. They did not challenge us as we entered the wide streets to discover a well-ordered
col l ection of houses and public buildings, a cheerful and dignified population and an active

mar ket. Since we had been ordered to present ourselves to the Queen of this |land, we continued on
our way until we reached the palace: a relatively tow building of extrene beauty, wth sweeping
curves and pinnacles, bright stained glass and a general air of tranquillity.

Trunpets announced our coning as we passed under the archway into a wide courtyard decorated with
all manner of shrubs and flowers. The unpretentiousness of the palace, its Atnosphere, rem nded ne
sonmehow of ny boyhood in Bek. My father's manor had possessed just such a nood.

Cstlers cane forward to take our horses and a worman in skirt and wi nple of olden tinmes energed
fromthe doorway to beckon us. She was an exceptionally lovely young fenale, with | arge blue eyes
and an open, healthy face. She |ooked |ike the better type of nun

"Greetings to you," she said. "The Queen expects you
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Woul d you wish to refresh yourselves, to bathe, perhaps, before you are presented?"

I | ooked at Sedenko. If | was half as filthy and as unshaven as he, | felt | would be happier for
a bath and a chance to change ny cl ot hes.

Sedenko said: "W have been travelling through snow, |ady. W hardly need to wash oursel ves. See?
Nature's done that for us."

| bowed to the young wonman. "W are grateful to you," | said. "I, for one, would |ike some hot
wat er . "

"I't will be provided." She beckoned and |l ed the way into the palace's cool interior. The ceilings
were tow and decorated with nmurals, as were the walls. W passed through a kind of cloisters and
here were apartnents evidently prepared for guests. The young wonan showed us into one of these.

Heat ed water had al ready been poured into two | arge wooden tubs in the centre of the main room

Sedenko sniffed the air, as if he saw sorcery in the steam

I thanked the young woman, who smled at nme and said: "I will return in an hour to escort you to
the Queen.™
Refreshed, | was ready and dressed in ny change of clothes when she cane back. Sedenko had no

change of clothes and had scarcely |et the water touch his skin, but even he had dei gned to shave
his face, save for his noustache. He | ooked considerably nore personabl e than when he had arrived.

Again we followed the young woman through a variety of corridors, cloisters and gardens, until we
were led into a large-sized roomwith a high ceiling on which was painted a representation of the
sun, the stars and the moon, what is sometimes called, | believe, a Solar Atlas.

There on a throne of green gl ass and carved mahogany sat a girt of perhaps fifteen years. Since
she wore a crystal -and-di anond crown upon her dark red hair we naturally bowed and murnured what
we hoped were the appropriate greetings.
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The girt smiled sweetly. She had | arge brown eyes and red lips. "You are wel cone to our |and,

strangers. | am Queen Xionbarg the Twenty-fifth and | am curious to know why you braved the eagl es
to visit us. You were not drawn here, as are sone adventurers, by |egends of gold and magic, | am
sure. "

The Wv Hound and the WrW s Pain
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Sedenko becane alert. "Treasure?" he said, before he thought. Then he blushed. "Ch, no, nmadam"

"I amupon the Gail Search,"” | told the young Queen. "l seek a hernmit by the nanme of Phil ander
G oot and believe that Your Mijesty knows where | could find him™"

"I amtrusted with that know edge," she said. "But | amsworn never to reveal it. Wat help can
Heir Groot provide?"

"l do not know. | was told to seek himout and tell himny story."
"I's your story an unusual one?"

"Many woul d believe it nore than unusual, Your Majesty."

"And you will not tell it to nme?"
"l have told it te no one. | will tell it to Philander G oot because he might be able to help nme."
She nodded. "You'll trade him secret for secret, eh?"

"It seens so."

"He will be anused by that."

I inclined nmy head.

Sedenko burst out: "It's God's work he's on, Your Mpjesty. If he finds the Gail . . ."

| tried to interrupt him but she raised her hand. "W are not to be persuaded or di ssuaded, sir.
Here we believe neither in Heaven nor in Hell. W worship no gods or devils. W believe only in
noder ation. "

I could not disguise ny scepticismand she was quick to notice.

She sniled. "W are satisfied with this state of things. Reason is not subsumed by sentinment here.
The two are bal anced. "

"l have always found bal ance a nostal gic dream Your Mjesty. In reality it can be very dull."

She was not di snayed. "Ch, we anuse oursel ves adequately, captain. W have nusic, painting, plays

"Surely such ideas of npderation require no true struggle. Thus they defeat human aspiration. Wat
great ness have these arts of yours? How noble are they? Wat heights of feeling and intellect do
they reach?"

"We live in the world," she replied quietly. "W do not ignore howit is. W send our young people
out of the valley when they are eighteen. There they |earn of human m sery, of
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pai n and of those who triunph over them They bring their experience back. Here, in tranquillity,
it is considered and fornms the basis of our phil osophy."”
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"You are fortunate," | said with some bitterness.
"W are.”
"So justice requires good luck before it can exist?"
"Probably, captain.”

"Yet you seek out experience. You tell your young people to search for danger. That is not the
same as being subjected to it, willy-nilly."

"No, indeed. But it is better than not searching for it at all."

"It seens to nme, nadam that you yet possess the conplacency of the privileged. Wat if your |and
were to be attacked?"

"No arny can reach us w thout our knowi ng of it."

"No arny can march by | and, perhaps. But what, for instance, if your enenies trained those eagles
to cone through the Gol den C oud carrying sol diers?"

"That is inconceivable," she said with a |augh

"To those who |live with danger and have no choice,” | said, "nothing is inconceivable."
She shrugged. "Well, we are satisfied.”

"And | amglad that you are, madam "

"You are a stinulating guest, captain. WIIl you stay at our Court for a few days?"

"I regret that | nust find Philander Goot if | can, as soon as | can. My comm ssion has sone
urgency to it."

"Very weH. Take the West Road fromthe city. It will lead you to a wood. In the wood is a wi de
gl ade, with a dead oak in it. Philander Goot, if he pleases, will find you there."

"At what tinme?"

"He will choose the tine. You will have to be patient. Now, captain, at least you will eat with us
and tell us sonething of your adventures."

Sedenko and | accepted the invitation. The dinner was superb. W filled ourselves to capacity,
spent the night ia good beds and hi the norning went by the West Road fromthe young Queen's towa.

The wood was easily reached and the gl ade found without difficulty. W made a canp there and
settled dowmn to wait for Goot. The air was warm and | azy and the fl owers softened our tenpers
with then* beauty and their scents.

The War Round and the Vforid' s Piin
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"This is a place to cone hone to when you are old," said Sedenko as he stretched hinself on the
ground and stared around at the great trees. "But |'d guess it's no place to be young in. No
fighting, precious little hunting . "

"The lack of conflict could bore anyone under forty," | agreed. "I cannot quite get to the root of
my irritation with this place. Perhaps there is a touch too nmuch sanity here. If it is sanity, of
course. My instincts tell nme that this kind of life is initself insane in sone ways."

"Too profound for ne, captain,"” said Sedenko. "They're rich. They're safe. They're happy. Isn't
that what we all want for ourselves in the end?"

"A healthy animal ," | said, "needs to exercise its body and its wits to the full."
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"But not afl the tine, captain.'
fromhim

Sedenko | ooked alarmed, as if | was about to expect sone action

I laughed. "Not all the tine, young Kazak."

After three days of waiting in the glade neither of us was so willing to rest. W had expl ored
every part of the surrounding country, its rivers, its nmeadows, its woods. We had picked flowers
and plaited them W had groonmed our horses. W had swm Sedenko had clinbed every tree which
could be clinbed and | had studi ed, w thout nuch understandi ng, the grimoires Sabrina had given
me. 1 had also studied all the maps and had seen that Mttelmarch territories seemed to exist in
gaps between | ands where, in nmy own world, no gaps were.

By the time the fifth norning dawned | was ready to nount my horse and | eave the Valley of the
Golden Coud. "I'"lIl find ny way to the Grail without Goot's help,”" | said

And these words, alnobst nagically, seened to conjure up the dandy who sauntered into our canp,

| ooking around hima little fastidiously but with the good hunour of self-nockery. He was al
festooned | ace and vel vet, gold and silver buckles and enbroidery. He wal ked with the aid of a
nmonstrous decorated pole and he stank of Hungary Water. Hi s hat had a huge bri mwei ghted down with
white and silver feathers and his little beard and noustache were trimred to the perfection
demanded of the nobst foppish French courtier. His sword, of delicate workmanshi p, seened of no use
to himat all as he stared at me with a quizzical eye and then nade one of those el aborate bows
whi ch | have never been able to intate.
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"Good norrow to thee, gentlemen,” lisped the dandy. "I am enchanted to make your acquai ntance."

"We're not here to pass the tine of day with nen dressed as wonen/* sai d Sedenko, scowling. "W
await the comng of a great sage, a hermt of the wi sest disposition."

"Aha, forgive ne. | will not keep you long, in that case. Pray, what are your names, sirs?"

"I amUrich von Bek, Captain of Infantry, and this is nmy conmpanion Gigory Petrovitch Sedenko,
swordsman. And yours, sir?"

"My nane, sir, is Philander G oot."
"The hermit?" cried Sedenko in astonishnent.
"I ama hermt, sir, yes."

"You don't look like a hermt." Sedenko put his hand on the hih of his sabre and strode forward to
i nspect the apparition

"Sir, | assure you that | am indeed, a hernmt." G oot becane polite. He was distant.

"W heard you were a holy man," Sedenko conti nued.

"I cannot be held responsible for what others hear or say, sir." Goot drew hinself up. He was
somewhat shorter than Sedenko, who was no giant. "I amthe sane Philander G oot for whom you were
| ooki ng. Take nme or leave nme, sir. This is all there is."

"W had not thought to find a dandy," said I, by way of apol ogising for Sedenko's frankness. "W
i magi ned sonmeone in honmespun cloth. The usual sort of garb."

"It is not ny way to fulfill the expectation of ny fellow creatures. I am G oot. Goot is who
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am
"But why a dandy?" Sedenko sighed and turned away from us.

'There are many ways of keeping one's distance fromthe world," said G oot to ne.
"And many others to keep the world at a distance fromoneself," | added.

"You appreciate nmy drift, Sir Knight. Self-know edge, however, is not self-salvation. You and
have a fair way to go in that direction, | think. You through action and I, coward that | am
t hrough contenplation.™

"I believe that | lack the courage for profound sel f-exanm nation, Master Groot," said I
He was anused. "Well, what a fine man we shoul d be, if
we were conbined into one! And how self-inportant, then, we could becone!"

"I was told, Master Groot, that you might wish to hear ny story and, that once you had heard it,
you might wish to give ne a clue or two to the solution of ny problem"”

"I amcurious," admitted this ganecock philosopher, "and will be glad to pay for entertai nnent
with information. You nmust rely on nme, however, to set the price. Does that go agai nst your
Wi shes?"

"Not at all."
"Then, cone, we shall take a walk together in the forest."
Sedenko | ooked back. "Careful, captain. It could be a trap."

"Grigory Petrovitch," | said, "if Master Groot had w shed to ambush us, he could have done so at
any tine, surely."

Sedenko pushed his sheepskin cap high on his head and grunbl ed sonethi ng before kicking violently
at a clunmp of flowers.

Phil ander Groot |inked his elegant armin nine and we began to wal k until we reached the stream
At its banks we paused.

"You rnust begin, sir," he said.

I told himwhere | was born and how | had cone to be a warrior. | told himof Magdeburg and what
followed. | told himof Sabrina. | told himof ny neeting with Lucifer and of ny journey to Hell
I told himof the bargain, of Lucifer's expectations. | told himwhat it was | sought—er rather
what | thought it was.

We wal ked al ong the bank of the streamas | spoke and he nodded, murnured his understandi ng and
very occasionally asked for clarification. He seened delighted by what | had to say, and when |
had fini shed he tugged at ny arm and we stopped again. He renoved his pluned hat and stroked at
his carefully nmade curls. He fingered his little beard. He sniled and | ooked at the water. He
brought his attention back to ne.

"The Grail exists," he said. "And you are sensible to call it that because it frequently takes the
formof a cup."”
"You have seen it?" | asked.

"I believe | have seen it, on ny travels, sir. Wen | travelled."
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"So the | egend of the Pure Knight deceives us?"

"I't depends sonmewhat upon your definition of purity, |I think," said Goot. "But suffice to say the
thing is useless in the hands of one who would do evil with it. And as to the definition of evil,
we can accept the crude, commonpl ace definition well enough here, | think. A certain anmount of

altruismexists in all of us and if properly maintained and m xed with appropriate self-interest,
it can produce a happy nman who gives offence neither to Heaven nor to Hell."

"I have heard that you refuse loyalty to either God or the Devil," | said.

"That's true. | doubt if I shall ever choose sides. My investigations and ny phil osophy do not
lead me in their direction at all." He shrugged. "But who knows? | amyet a relatively young man .

"You accept their existence, however?"

"Way, sir, you confirmit!"

"You believe that | have been the guest of Lucifer, that | amnow H s servant?"
"l roust accept it, sir."

"And you will help me?"

"As much as | can. The Grail can be found, | believe, in a place known as the Forest at the Edge
of Heaven. You will discover it, | amsure, marked on your charts. It lies on the farthest border
of Mne 1 march. You nust find it in the west."

"And are there any rituals |I rmust follow?" | asked Philander Goot. "I seemto recall. '
"Ritual is the truth made into a child's gane, at best. You will know what is for the best, | am
sure. "

"You can give ne no nore advice?"

"I't would be against all | believe should | do so. No, Sir Knight, | have told you enough. The
Gail exists. You wilt find it, alnpbst certainly, where | said it can be found. Wat nore could
you need?"

I smled in self-nockery. "Reassurance, | suppose."

"That nust come fromyour own judgenent, fromyour own testing of your conscience. It is the only
ki nd of reassurance worth having, as | amsure you woul d agree."

"l agree, of course."

We were now wal ki ng back towards the glade. Groot nused. "I wonder if any object can cure the
Wrld of its Pain. It must be nore than that. Wuld you say that your Master is desperate,
captai n?"

"H's layers of defiance and rationalisation seemto fall away," | told the hermt, "to revea
little el se but desperation. But can an angel fall so lowin spirit?"

"There are entire nonasteries, vast schools, debating such issues." Goot |aughed. "I would not
dare to speculate, Sir Knight. The Nature of Angels is not a branch of philosophy which captures
my imagination nuch. Lucifer, | would say, cannot actually deceive an omiscient God, so therefore
God nust already know that the Grail is sought. If Lucifer has another purpose than the one He has

told you, then God already knows it and continues, to sonme degree at |least, to permt your Quest.
This is the sort of talk which idle scholars prefer. But it is not for ne."

"Nor for me," | said. "If | find the Gail and redeemny soul, that will be enough. | can only
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pray that Lucifer keeps Hs bargain."

"To whom do you pray?" asked Groot, with another smile. The question was rhetorical. He shook his
hand to show that he was not serious.

"You seem an unusual subject of Queen Xionmbarg," | said. "Or perhaps | msjudge her and this
I and. "

"You probably m sjudge the Queen and her country," he said, "but whether you do or you don't | can
assure you that is all of Mttelmarch there is no nore tranquil a valley, and tranquillity, at
present, is what | seek above anything else, at this stage of ny life."

"And do you understand the nature of Mttelmarch?" | asked him
He shrugged. "I do not. Al | knowis that Mttel march could not survive without the rest of the
wor | d—but the rest of the world can survive without Mttelnarch. And that, | suspect, is what its

deni zens fear in you, if they fear anything at all."
"You are not, then, fromMttelmarch originally?"

"I amfrom Al satia. Few who dwell here were born here. This valley and one or two other places are
exceptions. Sone exist here as shadows. Some exist as shadows in your world. It is very puzzling,

captain. | amnot brave enough to |look at the problemwi th a steady eye. Not as yet. | have a
feeling that if I did, | should die. Now, you will be wanting to be gone fromdie Valley of the
CGol den d oud, eh? And on your way. | wll escort you to the Western Gate. Atrail will lead you

through the mountains and onto a good road out of Mttel march."
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"How shall | know which road it is?"

"There are not many roads in these parts, captain.”

We had returned to the gl ade where a frowning Sedenko awaited us. "I believed you nmurdered or
ki dnapped, Captain von Bek."

I felt al nost Hghthearted. "Nonsense, Gigory Petro-vitch! Master Groot has been of considerable
help to ne."

Sedenko sniffed at the strong odour of Hungary VWater. "You trust hinP"
"As nmuch as | can trust nyself."
Groot beckoned. "Pack your goods, gentlermen. | will walk with you to the Western Gate."

VWhen we were ready to ride, the little dandy renoved a | acy kerchief fromhis sl eeve and nopped
his brow beneath his hat. "The day grows warm" he said. Wth his tall cane held at a gracefu
angl e, he began to stroll back to the road. "Come, ny friends. You'll be out of here by nightfal
if we hurry.”

We wal ked our horses in Goot's wake as he noved rapidly along, nore |ike a dancing master than
anything el se, hunmng to hinself and comrenting on the beauties of the fields and cottages we
passed on our way, until at length we reached the far side of the valley and a gatehouse very
simlar to that by which we had entered. Here, Groot hailed the guard

"Friends are leaving," he said. "Let them pass."

The guard, in the same livery as we had seen before, noved his horse aside and the portcullis was
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rai sed. At the gate Philander G oot paused, |ooking out at the trail, which wound up and up unti
it reached the golden mist. H's expression was hard to read. | thought for a nonment his eyes were
those of a prisoner or an exile yearning to go honme, but when he turned his face to ne he had the
sane control |l ed, anused expression. "Here we are, captain. | will w sh you good |luck and good

j udgenent on your Quest. It would be pleasing if we could neet again, in the fullness of tine. 1
shal |l follow your adventure, as best | can, fromhere. And | shall followit with interest."

"Why not cone with us?" | said inpulsively. "W should be encouraged by your conpany and | for one
woul d be gl ad of your conversation."

"It is tenpting, captain. | say that with all sincerity. But

it is my decision to remain here for a while and so remain | shall. But know that | go with you in
spirit.”

A final el aborate bow, a wave, and Phil ander G oot was stepping backwards to let us ride through
the gate. The portcullis closed behind us. A scented kerchief fluttered.

Soon we were engul fed again in golden mst and once nore resorted to our cloaks as the weather
grew col der.

By the time we were out of the mst, night had cone and we canped upon the trail, there being no
other suitable place. By norning we were able to | ook down at the far foothills of the nountains
and know that very soon we should be on | evel ground again. W had not gone nore than half an hour
al ong our way before we heard the poundi ng of hooves and, | ooking back, observed some twenty
arnoured men coning up at a gall op.

Their | eader was not armoured. | saw black and white. | saw a purple plune. | recogni sed Sedenko's
former master and ny sworn enemy, the warrior-priest Kl osterheim

We spurred our horses forward, hoping to outrun the arnoured pack. There was sonething nysterious
about them Their arnmour glowed. Indeed, it seemed to bum though only with black fire. Wsps of
m st escaped the helns, and the mst was a terrible grey colour, as if the lungs which breathed it
were in some way polluted

"What can the Knight of Christ be doing with that conpany?" Sedenko gasped to ne. "If ever
creatures bore the stanp of Hell it is they. How can they be serving God's Purpose?"

I wanted to retort that if | served the Devil's then perhaps they could serve God's, but | bit
back the comment and concentrated on doing ny best to control ny horse's descent of the trail. H's
hooves were slipping and twi ce he al nbst went over—ence where a chasm | ooned.

"We shall perish if we maintain this speed!" | said. "Yet Klosterheimneans us harmfor certain.
And we cannot hope to defeat arnmoured knights."

We sought escape. There was none. W could go forward, or we could stand and wait for

Kl osterheim s devilish troop. As the trail widened | spied ahead that it entered a cleft in the
rock, hardly space enough for one man to pass. It would be there, if anywhere, we coul d defend
ourselves. | pointed, pulling at ny reins. My horse reared. Sedenko saw

142

The War Hound and the Vtferid' s Pain
The War Hound and (be World's Pain
143

my neani ng and nodded. He dashed past ne into the cteft, then turned his horse cautiously, inch by
inch. | threw himone of ny pistols and a pouch of shot and powder, backing my own horse round.
Wth the cleft on both sides of us we could command our front without risk of attack from any

ot her quarter.

Kl osterhei m scarcely realised what we had done as he raced forward. | ained ny pistol at him drew

file:/lIG|/rah/Michael%20Moorcock/Michael%20...War%20Hound%20and%20the%20World's%20Pain.txt (90 of 131) [2/6/2004 5:35:31 PM]



file://IG)/rah/Michagl %20M oorcock/Michaegl %20M oorcock%20-%20V o...%6201%20-%20T he%20War%20H ound%20and%20the%620Worl d's%20Pain.txt

back the hammer and then di scharged. The shot went wide of him but it served to halt himof a
sudden. He shouted, glared, shortened his rein and held up a stilling hand to his pack. They
stopped with unnatural discipline.

"Klosterheim" | called, "what do you want with us?"

"I want nothing from Sedenko, who can continue on his way without fear," said the thin-faced

priest. "But it is your life |l want, von Bek, and nothing less."

"Can | have given you so nuch offence?"

It was then that | realised we were still in Mttebnarch. | began to chuckle. "Ch, Klosterheim
what terrible things you have done in God's name! Were our Master still the creature He was, He
woul d be nore than pleased with you. You are as dammed as the rest of us! And you are one of those
who fears that nmy Quest shall bring an end to everything, nmat you will have no hone, no master, no

future, no identity. Is that why you fear ne so, Kl osterhein"

Johannes Kl osterheimal nost growed in reply. H s eyes darted fromside to side of the trail. He
| ooked upwards. He was seeking a neans of outranking us. There was none. "You reckon wi thout ny
power," he said. "That has not been taken fromme. Arioch!"

He cried the nane of one of Lucifer's Dukes, perhaps his patron. He noved his hand as if he flung
an invisible ball at the cliff. Something cracked high overhead. It m ght have been lightning. A
di sgusting snell cane into ny nostrils.

"Try the pistol, Sedenko," | rmurnured.

The gun booned from behind ne and | felt its flash. The ball went wi de of Klosterheim and | heard
it strike a glowing black breastplate and then bounce agai nst a rock

"Arioch!"

Again the lightning and | glinpsed a huge piece of rock as it fell away fromthe outer wall of the
crevice and dropped hundreds of feet into the chasmon the other side.

"You are a powerful magus, Klosterheim" said |I. "And one wonders why you posed for so long as a
holy priest.”

"I amholy," said Klosterheimthrough his teeth. "My cause is the noblest there has ever been. |

| eagued nyself with Lucifer to destroy God! | have been about the world showi ng, in the nane of
God, what horrors can exist. There was no cause nobler than Lucifer's—and now He seeks to
capitulate, to abandon us, to let Hell and all it stands for be swept away. As Lucifer defied God,
so it is ny right to defy Lucifer. W are threatened with betrayal. He is ny Master, von Bek, as
well as yours. And | have served Hmwel I!"

"But you do not serve Hmnow. He will be angered with you."

"VWhat of it? He has no allies worth the name. H s own Dukes are against Hm Wat will happen to
themif Cod takes Hi m back?"

"I's Hell in rebellion?" | said in surprise.

"So it could be said. Lucifer |oses authority by the hour. Your Master is weaker now, von Bek,
than even the sinpering Christ who first betrayed humanity! And 1 will not tol erate weakness!
Arioch!"

Anot her crack of lightning. The burning black helnms | ooked up as if in appreciation. Fragnents of
rock began to fall down on Sedenko and myself. "Ride fast, Sedenko," | cried. "Away from here. It
is our only hope."

Sedenko hesitated. | insisted. "Ride! It is a command!"”

From over head the sl abs of granite began to groan, and snow poured down the sides of the crevice
until | thought | would be buried.
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"Now you are alone, von Bek," said Klosterheimwith relish. "I owe you nmuch and would like to
repay it slowy. But mbe satisfied with taking your life and returning your failed soul to our
Master."

"You deny that He is your Master," | remnded the warrior-priest. "And yet you know that He is. He
wi || punish you, surely, Johannes Kl osterheim You cannot escape Hm"

"Then why should Lord Arioch lend nme twenty of his knights?" said Klosterheimwi th a sneer. "There
is Cvil War in Hell, Captain von Bek. You shall be a victimof that War, not I."

He cried out the nane of his patron again. Again |ightning cracked.
144
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I did not wait, but turned my horse about and galloped along the crevice in Sedenko's wake, as
rock tunbl ed down fromabove. | recalled sonething | had read in one of the grinoires and as
rode | leant into nmy saddl ebag to find the book. | came out onto a clear part of the trail. The
foothills were less than half an hour's ride ahead. There we shoul d have nore of a chance of
escaping Kl osterheim s hellish force.

| | ooked back.

The knights in their fiery black arnmour were riding their black horses over the rubble. | glinpsed
a purple plunme. | sensed that ny own horse was weakening, that before long he nust turn a |l eg and
throw ne. | reined himhi and shortened his stride. He was panting. | could feel his heart
thunping against my leg. | found the grinmoire, took ny reins in nmy teeth and sought the page
renenbered. Here, in cranped letters, | discovered what | needed: Wrds of Power Against the
Servants of Duke Arioch. Had Lucifer anticipated the treachery of H's Dukes? The words thensel ves
were neaningless to ne but | brought ny horse about, knowi ng | possessed no other weapon agai nst

t he knights.

I cried out: "Rehoim Farach Nyadah!" in as loud a voice as | could nuster.
I saw the knights begin to slow their pace, only to be urged on by a yelling Kl osterheim
"Rehoi m Farach Nyadah! Gushnyet WMaradai Karag!"

The kni ghts drew up suddenly. Klosterheimenerged fromthe press, still galloping. He was glaring
at me, his blade in his hand, and | dropped the grinpire back into the saddl ebag as | drew nmy own
sword, just intime to meet a fierce and accurate bl ow which, had it |anded, woul d have renoved ny
arm

I thrust, was parried and bl ocked Klosterheims retaliation. | saw that the knights were begi nni ng
to stir. They seemed confused.

Kl osterheimwas snarling like a beast as he fought. H's very hatred m ght have been enough to

destroy nme. He struck and struck again. | defended nyself. Then | heard hoofbeats behind ne and
Sedenko was riding up to ny aid. A pistol exploded. Kl osterheims horse shouted and went down. The
kni ghts were beginning to nove forward. Klosterheimstruggled to his feet, his sword still in his

hand. He ran at me, mindless with fury.
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"Best | eave now, captain," called Sedenko.

I took his advice. Even as we fled down the trait | saw Kl osterheimstunbling towards Arioch's
sol di ers and pushing one of themfromhis steed so that he collapsed in a heap of blazing bl ack
met al .
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We reached relatively flat ground at about the sane tinme the sun canme out and rmade the snow
glitter. W heard Kl osterheimand his nen behind us. The sun grew warner and warmer, threatening
to nelt the snow, by the time we dared to | ook back and see that they were al nost upon us. | tried
to recall the exact words | had used fromthe grinbire and | shouted them But our pursuers did
not this tine stop

Even as they gained on us the riders in black armour spread out in a widening semcircle to
surround us.

The sun was unconfortably hot. The road was dusty and so disturbed that it inpaired ny vision. |
coul d see Sedenko ahead of ne but | could only hear our enenies.

I was drenched in sweat as | caught up the young Miuscovite and cried that we had no choice but to
fight, though it was alnost certain we were dooned. | fished for the grinoire and found the words
of power again.

We set our horses back to back, peering through the dust and trying to see the riders as they
closed in. "Rehoi m Farach Nyadah!" | shouted with desperate authority.

The dust began to settle. Qur pursuers were upon us. ! saw Klosterheimis purple plune. | saw dark
shapes advanci ng.

A long blade darted at me and | blocked it. | struck back, expecting to connect with plate arnour.
Instead ny sword-point entered flesh and | heard a grunt of pain.

| saw the face of ny attacker. It was swarthy, unshaven, cross-eyed.
It had beconme the face of a common brigand.
Chapter Xl

THE SUN WAS i nprobably hot. Qut of the dust cane a press of nounted ruffians clad in all manner of
crude finery. Kloster-heira still directed them | alnost lost nmy guard in my astoni shrment,
wonderi ng how t he knights of Arioch had turned into these far |ess inpressive creatures. But there
were yet a good many nore of themthan could be easily dealt with. | coughed as the dust found mny
throat and nostrils. Sedenko and | were surrounded by what seenmed a veritable forest of steel, and
our horses and ourselves were cut with a myriad of minor wounds. Yet we had killed five or six
within alnmost as many mnutes and this caused the rest to proceed nore warily. Behind them!| could
hear Kl osterheim s voice, high with tenper and eager bl oodl ust, urging them on

I had a strong sense that ny grinmpires would be of no use here and that we had passed out of the
M ddl e Marches and into our own world. Overhead the sun was strong and | glinpsed small trees and
dry grass which rem nded ne of ny journeys through Spain.

The rogues were pressing us hard. | saw Kl osterheim s face now He was relishing our defeat. W
were being forced slowy off the road towards a precipice with a drop of sone
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fifteen feet—quite enough to break our bones and those of our horses.

Sedenko shouted sonething to me but | did not catch it. The next nonent he had vani shed and | was
fighting on my own. | could not believe he had abandoned nme in order to save hinself and yet it
was the only sensible concl usion

The snapguzzlers closed in tighter and I was nonents from death when | heard Kl osterheinms
strangl ed tones from behind nme. Suddenly my enemi es had fallen away.

"Stop!"

Sedenko had Kl osterheimby the throat. The witch-seeker's face withed with anger and frustration
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"Stop, you oafs!"

The Kazak's steel was agai nst Kl osterheim s adani s-apple and had already drawn a thin |ine of
bl ood. "Onh, Sedenko," he swore, "you m ght have been spared. But not now. Not if | can come back
fromHell to destroy you."

I was laughing. I amnot sure that | knew ny reasons for mrth. "Wat? |Is Duke Arioch not here to
save you?" said I. "Wiy are his nen all vani shed?"

I kept nmy sword out as | rode up to Sedenko. Klosterheinis eyes had that nad, inturned | ook |I had
seen on nore than a few denizens of Hell.

"Kill one of us," | said, "and we kill your master. |If he dies, as you well know, you are dooned,
every one. Go back up the road until you are out of sight."

The survivors becane shifty, but another touch of the Kazak sabre had Kl osterheimraving at them
to obey. He knew what death neant for him It was worse than anything he had threatened for ne. He
woul d hold onto life while there was the faintest chance. Pride and honour nust be di scarded, but
anything was better than giving up his black soul to H mwho owned it.

"Cbey them " called Klosterheim

The survivors began to drag thensel ves away. | saw nountai ns behind them but they were not the
hi gh peaks of the Mttel march. These were grassy and | ow.

Li nping, leading their nounts, swearing at us, nursing wounds, the bew | dered rogues retreated. W
wat ched. When they were a good distance fromus we saw that their breath began to steam and they
showed signs of cold, shivering and stanping their feet, |ooking about themin sone surprise. They
had gone into the Mttel march. Then they vani shed.
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"Duke Arioch's warriors could not follow us,"” | suggested. "And you had those nmen waiting if we
succeeded in returning to this world. The dammed can no nore enter the Earth than the innocent can
enter the Mttel march."

Kl ost erhei m was shaking. "Are you going to kill ne, Von Bek?"
"I would be wise to kill you,” | said. "And all ny better judgenent tells ne to do so. But | am
aware of what killing you nmeans, and unless | amfighting you | cannot easily bring nyself to kil

you, Klosterheim?"

He found ny charity disgusting, it was plain, but he accepted it. He feared death nore than anyone
| had ever seen.

"Where are we now?" | asked him
"Wy should I tell you?"

"Because | could still sunmon enough anger, perhaps, to do what | know should really be done to
cl eanse the world of an obscenity."

"You are in Italy," he said. "On the road to Venice."
"So those mountai ns behind us woul d be the Venetian Al ps?"
"What el se?"

"W nust go west," | said to Sedenko. "Towards Mlan. Goot said that our goal ties in the west."

Kl osterheim s pale features became tense as Sedenko wrenched the sword fromhis fingers and threw
it away.
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"Di smpunt," | said. "Your horses are fresher than ours."

We tied Klosterheimto a tree by the side of the road and transferred our saddles to his beast and
anot her whi ch had bel onged to a dead ruffian. W kept our own horses and packed the renmai nder of
our gear on them

"We should not |eave himalive," said Sedenko. "Shall | cut his throat, captain?"

I shook ny head. "I have told you that | cannot easily consign any soul to the fate which
inevitably awaits Kl osterheim"”

"You are a fool not to kill me," said the solder-priest. "I amyour greatest eneny. And | can
conquer yet, von Bek. | have powerful allies in Hell."

"Not as powerful, surely, as mne," | said. Again | spoke in H gh Gernman, which Sedenko coul d not
under st and.

Klosterheimreplied in the same tongue. "Indeed they
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could now be nore powerful. Lucifer has |lost Hi nself. Mst of H s Dukes do not want Reconciliation
with Heaven."

"There is no certainty that it will come about, Johannes Klosterheim Lucifer's plans are

mysterious. God's WII is equally nmysterious. How can any of us judge what is actually taking
pl ace?"
"Lucifer plans to betray His own," said Klosterheim "That is all | know It is all that is

necessary to know. "

"You have sinplified yourself," | said. "But perhaps that is how one nust be if one foll ows your
vocation."

"W are betrayed by God and Lucifer both,"” said Kl osterheim "You should understand that, von Bek
We are abandoned. W have nothing we can trust—even damation! W can only play a gane and hope to
win. "

"But we do not know the rules."”
"W nmust invent them Join ne, von Bek. Let Lucifer find Hs owmn Gail!"
We got up onto our horses.

"I have given ny word," | said. "It is all | have. | hardly understand this talk of ganes, of

|l oyalties, of betrayals. | have promised to find the Cure for the Wrld's Pain if | can. And that
is what | hope to achieve. It is your world, Kl osterheim which is a world of noves and

count ernmoves. But such ganmesmanship robs life of its savour and destroys the intellect. I'Il have
as little part of it as | can."

As we rode away Kl osterhei mshouted fiercely at ne:

"Be warned, war hound! Al that is fantastic |eagues against you!"

It was a chilling threat. Even Sedenko, who did not understand the words, shuddered.
Chapter XH

VWE RCDE NOW across conparatively flat country which was broken by the | ow white buildings of farns
and vi neyards, yellow and |ight green under the heavy sun

At the first good-sized town we cane to | sought a doctor for our wounds. | had Satan's elixir,
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but preferred to keep it for nore urgent purposes. By dint, however, of a little of Satan's silver
we were able to get the doctor to tend to our horses as well. The nan nmade a fuss but | argued
that he had probably killed nore nen than horses in his career and that here was his opportunity
to try to even up his score. He saw no hunour in ny jest, but he did his work skillfully enough

We took the road to Mlan, falling in with a m xed group of pilgrims, nmost of whom were returning
to France and sonme to Engl and. These nen and wonmen had visited the Holy City, bought all sorts of
benefices, observed all the wonders, both ancient and nodem and seemed thoroughly satisfied that
they had gai ned nuch fromthe hardshi ps of travel. They had stories of naguses, of mracle-working
priests, of visions and revel ations. Many di spl ayed the usual sorts of gincrackery still sold as
the bones of this or that saint, the feather of an angel, pieces of the True Cross and so on. At

| east three separate people | net had the real Holy Grail but considered
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thensel ves too sinful, still, either to perceive its actual beauty (these things were pewer got
up to look like silver, nostly) or to be allowed to witness its nmagical properties. Naturally, |
neither informed them of ny Quest nor attenpted to persuade themthat the artefacts they had
purchased were fal se

When we got to that lovely city of Verona, we found the place in a bustle. Some Catholic knight,
doubtless tired of the War in Germany and believing the Cause w thout much worth anyway, had
aroused a group of zealous young nmen to join himin a Crusade. The object of the Crusade, it
seemed, was to attack Constantinople and free it fromthe Turks. This idea appealed greatly to
Sedenko, whose people lived to take the city they called "Tsargrad" out of Islams chains. Wen he
saw t he | eader of the Crusaders, however, a near-senile baron evidently eaten with syphilis, and
the tiny force he had gathered, Sedenko decided to wait "until all the Kazak hosts can ride at
once to Saint Sophia and destroy the crescent which profanes her altar.”

Near Brescia we witnessed the trial and burning of a self-professed Anti-Christ: a gigantic man
with wild black hair and a bl ack beard, wearing a red robe and a crown of roses. He called upon
the people to give up their false pride, their presunption that they were the children of Christ,
and admt that as sinners they were followers of his. The Final War nust cone, he preached, and
those who were with himwould be triunphant. The Bible, he said, lied. It was plain that he
bel i eved every word he spoke and that his concern for others was sincere. He died at the stake,
pl eading with themto save thenselves by following him During his burning a thunderstorm began
sone mles away. The priests chose to see this as a sign of God's pl easure. The people, however,
pl ai nly expected the begi nning of Arnageddon and knelt to pray. In the main they prayed to Chri st,
though | believe | heard several praying to the charred bones of the Anti-Christ. And in Crema |
was taken to neet another mad creature, sone hermaphroditic nonster, who claimed that it was an

angel, fallen to Earth and, having lost its wings, unable to return to Heaven. The angel lived on
what it could beg fromthe people of Crema. They were kind to it. Sone of themhal f-believed it.
However, | had net an Angel, albeit a Dark One, and | knew what they were |ike. But when this

angel of Crema begged ne, as a holy traveller and a Goodly Knight, to confirmthat he had truly
pl utmet ed from Heaven, | told all
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those who would listen that, to the best of nmy limted know edge, this was what an angel | ooked
like and that it was quite possible that this one had lost its wings. | suggested it be given all
possi ble confort during its stay on Earth.

Five mles past Crema we saw an entire village destroyed by brigands clad in the hoods of the Holy
I nqui sition of Spain. They went off with the contents of the church, with all goods of value, with
wonmen and with children whomthey plainly intended to sell as staves. And those who survived
bel i eved, many of them that they had been visited by Christ's servants and that what had been
given up by them had been given up in support of Christ's Cause.
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I net few good nen on that road. | nmet nany whose honour had turned to pride yet who were
contenptuous of nme for what they saw as ny cynical pragmatism Bit by bit | had told Sedenko nobst
of my story, for 1 thought it fair to let himknow whom he served. He had shrugged. After what he
had wi tnessed of late, he said, he did not think it nattered a great deal. At |east the Quest was
holy, even if the men upon it were not.

Beyond Crema we passed again into the Mttelmarch. Save that the seasons were, of course,

reversed, the | andscape was not greatly different. W were in a kingdom we discovered, which was
the vestige of a Carthaginian Enpire which had beaten Rome during Hanni bal's fanbus canpai gn,
conquered all of Europe and parts of Asia and had converted to the Jewi sh religion, so that the
whol e worl d had been rul ed by Rabbinical Knights. It was a |l and so horrifying to Sedenko that he
bel i eved he was bei ng punished for his sins and was already in Hell. W were treated hospitably
and ny engi neering experience was called into play when the Chief Judge of this Carthaginian |and
pronounced a sentence of death upon a Titan. A gallows had to be built for him In return for aid
and sone extra gold, | was able to design a suitable scaffold. The Titan was hanged and | received
the gratitude of those people forever.

Shortly after this we entered a great, conplicated city maintained by an infinite series of

bal ances and rel ati onshi ps whose acute harnony was such that | could not then tolerate it. It was
a place of divine abstractions and the citizens were scarcely aware of us at all. Sedenko was not
as badly affected as was |, but we were both glad to | eave and find ourselves soon in a famliar
France near Saint-Etienne where, for sone
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weeks, we were inprisoned as suspected nurderers and heretics, released only through the
intercession of a priest who had di scovered several eyew tnesses. The priest was paid with the
Cart hagi ni an gold and we went on our way gladly. Both our own world and the world of the
Mttel march seened to have increased in peril, but we noved steadily westward through bot h,
crossing the sea, at last, to England, where we did not fare particularly well.

In Engl and we were regarded by al nost everyone with deep suspicion. The nation was full of

di scontent and any stranger was considered either a Puritan traitor or a Catholic agitator, so we
were pleased to | eave that country and set sail for Ireland, where there were various small wars
af oot. We found ourselves drawn into two such canpai gns, once on the side of the Irish and once on
the side of the English; Sedenko fell in love and killed the woman's husband when di scovered. Thus
we left Ireland in sone haste and fromthere set foot, once nore, in the Mttel march.

We had been on the Quest for alnost a year and seened no closer to the blue-green Forest at the
Edge of Heaven, while | had seen much of the world but learned little, | thought, that | had not
known already. | longed for ny Lady Sabrina, whom!| had in no way forgotten. My |ove for her was
as strong as it had ever been.

Sonetimes | believed | had caught sight of Klosterheimor that he had reveal ed his hand in severa
attacks on our persons, but | could not be sure. It did seemthat his warning had been accurate.
Fewer and fewer of the |ands we visited would wel come us. We began to feel like crimnals. The
hospitality of even common fol k declined. The struggl e between Heaven and Hell, the struggle which
was taking place in Hell alone, the wars which shook the lands of the Mttelmarch, were all
reflected in the strife which tore Europe. There was no end to it. Death and Pl ague continued to
spread. W wondered, should we continue our way west and cone at last to the New World, if we
shoul d di scover any better there. Young Sedenko had taken on a haggard | ook and seened ten years
ol der than when we had net. |, apparently, had not nuch changed in ny appearance. 1 had becone
famliar with many of the spells in the grinmpires and had on occasions used them O late, their
use had becone nore frequent. And of late, also, they seemed to have becone |ess effective. |
wondered if Hell's Dukes were
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massi ng and gai ning strength over their Master. In which case, | thought, ny Quest and all ny
efforts were absolutely w thout meaning.

It was raining in the Mttel march, one spring day, at noon. Sedenko and | were drenched and our
horses were beginning to steam W were crossing a wide plain of cracked earth. At intervals on
the plain we saw tall pyres burning, sending black smoke low into the sky. The rain pattered on
our cl oaks and made puddles in the nud. W& had encountered and defeated four or five nisshapen nen
who | suspected were Klosterheims, and | was follow ng nmy conpass which directed us to the way
out of Mttelmarch. | was beginning to know a deeper despair than any I had known before, for I
suspected my journey had no ending, that a terrible trick had been played upon ne.

The pyres were closer together. No nourners stood near them but upon each one was a heavily

wr apped corpse. | wondered if the occupants of those pyres had died of disease. Then | saw a
nmovi ng figure which was obscured by the snobke and | pointed it out to Sedenko, but the Miscovite
coul d see not hing.

So long had it been since our |last encounter with Kl osterheimthat we had begun to think himgone
directly fromour sphere, but now | was al nost certain that the shadow hi the snoke was the witch-
seeker hinself. | drew up, raising a cautionary hand to Sedenko, who followed nmy exanple. The rain
and the snoke continued to make it all but inpossible to see any distance.

Eventually we decided to ride on as the rain began to lift and the sun emerged, dark red and huge
in the eastern sky.

The snoke gave way to mist rising fromthe broken earth and we | eft the pyres behind us, though
the plain continued to stretch for mles in all directions.

Sedenko saw the village first. He gestured. Distant nmetal glittered in the heavy evening |light.
The houses seened to be rounded, topped by tittle spires. Coming closer, | saw that they were in
actuality leather tents nounted on wheels and decorated with all nmanner of synbols. The glitter
came fromtheir roof-spikes, of gold, bronze and silver inlay.

Sedenko drew in his breath. "Those yurts are a fanmliar sight!" Hs hand went to the httt of his
sabr e.

"What ?" said |I. "Are they Tatars?"

"By all the signs, aye.
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"Then perhaps we should skirt that canp?" | suggested.

"And | ose the chance of killing some of theml" he said, as if | were insane.

"There are likely to be rather nore of them friend Sedenko, than there are of us. | do not think

my Master would be pleased if | diverted ny tine to the cause of genocide

Sedenko scowl ed and nmuttered. He was |like a hound restrained fromhunting its natural gane.

"Besides," | added, "they are showing a keen interest in ourselves."
A score of horsenen were riding towards us. | spurred ny steed into a trot, but Sedenko did not
follow nme. "I cannot run froma Tatar," he wail ed.

I went about and got hold of his reins, dragging himand his horse after ne. But the Tatars were
nmovi ng wi th astoni shing speed and within mnutes we were surrounded, staring at their nounts,

whi ch were not creatures of flesh at all, but were fashioned frombrass. They had dead, staring
eyes and creaked a little as they noved. The Tatars, however, were evidently flesh and bl ood.

"Those horses are nmechanical ," | said. "I have never heard of such a wonder!"

file:/lIG|/rah/Michael%20Moorcock/Michael%20...War%20Hound%20and%20the%20World's%20Pain.txt (98 of 131) [2/6/2004 5:35:31 PM]



file://IG)/rah/Michagl %20M oorcock/Michaegl %20M oorcock%20-%20V o...%6201%20-%20T he%20War%20H ound%20and%20the%620Worl d's%20Pain.txt

One of the Asiatics pulled at his | ong noustache and stared at nme for several nonents before
speaking. "Yours is the tongue of Philander Goot."

"It is German," | said. "Wat do you know of G oot ?"

"Qur friend." The Tatar chief |ooked suspiciously at the glaring Sedenko. "Wy is your conpani on
so angry?"

"Because you chased us, | suppose,” 1 told him "He is also a friend of Philander G oot. W saw
himless than a year hence, in the Valley of the Golden O oud."

"It was said that he would go there." The Tatar nade a sign to his nmen. Pressing on either side of
us, they began to steer us towards their village. "It was Groot who made our horses for us, when
the Pl ague cane, which destroyed all nmares and | ost us our herds.”

"I's that what burns yonder?" | asked him pointing back at the pyres.

He shook his head. "Those are not ours." He would say no nore on the subject.

My opinion of Groot was even higher now that | had seen an exanple of his skill. | found it
difficult to understand
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why the dandy had chosen to live the life of a hermit when he was capabl e of so nuch.

The nechani cal horses clattered as we noved. Sedenko said to ne: "They are not true Tatars, of
course, but are creatures of the Mttelmarch, and so | suppose are not necessarily ny natura
bl ood- enemni es. "

"I think it would be politic, if nothing el se, Sedenko,'* said |, "if you held to that |ine of
reasoning. At least for the next little while."

He | ooked suspiciously at ne, but then nodded, as if to say he would bide his time for my sake.

The village was full of dogs, goats, wonen and children and it stank. The Tatars brought their
mechani cal nounts to a halt and the creatures stopped, still as statues, where they stood. Fires
and cooking pots, half-cured skins, w zened elders: all at odds with the sophistication of Goot's
i nventi ons.

W were led into one of the larger yurts and here the stench was nore intense than anything we had
experienced outside. | was alnost driven out by it, but Sedenko took it for granted. | gathered
that his own people had borrowed nmany Tatar custons and that, to a stranger, Kazaks would not be
easily distinguishable fromtheir ancient enem es.

"W are the Guardians of the CGenie," said the Tatar chief as he bade us sit upon piles of exotic

but uncl ean cushions. "You rmust eat with us, if you are Goot's friends. W shall kill a dog and a
goat . "
"Pl ease," said |, "your hospitality is too nuch. A sinple bow of riceis all we need to eat."

"You nust eat neat." The chief was firm "W have few guests and woul d hear your news."

I was anmused, wondering what he woul d make of our real story. | had teamed in such circunstances
to be a little vague, since oftenti mes we had not even journeyed from any nei ghbouring ki ngdom
and thus could be unfanmiliar with geography, custonms and politics which mght be the only
experience of our hosts. W had become used to saying that we were upon a pilgrimge, hi quest of
a holy thing; that we were vowed not to nention it, nor the name of the Deity we worshipped. This
way |, at least, was able to identify this fictitious god of mne with the gods of those we net.
Sedenko, being still somewhat nore pious than nyself, preferred to say not hing.

The War Hound and the Wrld' s Pain
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As best J could, | described sone of ny adventures in the Mttel march and sone of our experiences
in our journey across Europe. There was quite enough for the Tatar chief to hear, and by the tine
we were setting to about the dog and the goat (both of which were stewed in the same pot, with a
few vegetables) | think we had paid nore than anply for our food and it was tine for ne to ask the
chi ef:

"And what is this Genie which you guard?”

"A powerful creature," he said soberly, "which resides in a jar. It has been inprisoned there for
eons. Philander G oot gave it to us. In return for the gift of horses, we guard the CGenie."

"And what did you do before you became Guardi ans of the Genie?" | asked.

"W nade war on other tribes. W conquered them and took away their horses, their livestock, their
wonen. "

"You no | onger make war on then®"

The Tatar shook his head. "W cannot. Even by the tine Philander Groot cane to us we had destroyed
everyone but ourselves."

"You wi ped out every other tribe?"

"The Pl ague weakened them W considered attacki ng Baki nax, but we are too few. Philander G oot
said that with the power of the Genie we should not have to fear the Plague. And this seens to be
so."

"And what is Baki nax?" asked Sedenko.

"The City of the Plague," said the Tatar chief, "It is where the Plague cane fromin the first
place. It is created by a denpn the citizens have with them | have heard that they try to destroy
the denon but that it feeds on the souls of nen and beasts and that is why it sends the Plague to
them It sits in a sphere at the centre of Bakinax, eating its fill."

"Yet your souls are untouched."
"Quite. W have the Genie."
"Of course.”

After we had eaten, the Tatar chief caused a brand to be Iit and he took us to the outskirts of
the canp where a little wooden scaffol ding had been erected. Fromit, hanging by plaited
horsehair, was a decorated jar of dark yellow glass. The Tatar held the brand cl ose and | thought
I saw sonething stirring within, but it mght have been nothing nore than reflected |ight.

"If the jar is broken," said the chief, "and the Genie is
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released, it will growto i Mmense proportions and weak a horrible destruction throughout
Mttel march. The denon knows this and the fol k of Baki nax know this and that is why we are |eft
untroubl ed. "

He took a woven bl anket and with sonme reverence draped it over the scaffolding, hiding the jar
fromour sight. "W cover it at night," he said. "Now | wll show you to our guest yurt. Do you
requi re wonen?"

I shook ny head. | had known no ot her woman since | had taken the Lady Sabrina's ring. Sedenko
considered the offer a little longer than did |I. But then he al so decided not to accept. As he
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murnmured to ne: "To sleep with a Tatar wonan woul d be tantanount to heresy anmpbngst the Kazak
peopl e. "

The yurt in which we were to sleep was relatively clean and had sweet straw upon the floor. W
stretched out on mats and were soon asl eep, although not before Sedenko had grunbl ed that he had

| ost considerable pride by mssing the opportunity to kill a Tatar or two. "At very least | should
have stol en sonmething fromthem"

When | awoke at dawn Sedenko had al ready been out, to relieve hinself, he said. "It's stopped
raining, captain. One of the children said that it is only about a day's ride to Baki nax, due
west. It lies directly on our way. What do you think? W're | ow on provisions."

"Are you anxious to visit a place known as the Cty of the Plague?”
"l am anxious to eat something other than dog or goat," he said feelingly.
I laughed at this. "Very well. W shall take the risk."

| arose and washed nyself in the bow of water provided us, breakfasted off the rice brought by a
shy Tatar nmi den and stepped out of the yurt. The canp was only just beginning to wake. | strode
through it to the yurt of the chieftain. He greeted ne civilly.

"Shoul d you cone upon our friend Philander G oot,"
again, to do himhonour for the honour he does us."

he said, "tell himthat we long to see him

"It is unlikely," said |, "but I wilJ renenber your nessage."

We departed on good terms. Sedenko seenmed overeager to reach Baki nax and | suggested, after about
hal f an hour,
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that he slow his pace. "Do the fleshpots becone so attractive to you, ny friend?"

"I would feel nore confortable with a city wall between nyself and the Tatars," he adnmitted.
"They plainly nean us no harm™"

"They m ght w sh us harmnow," he said. He | ooked back in the direction of the canp. It was no
| onger visible. Then he reached behind himinto a saddl ebag and wi t hdrew sonet hi ng whi ch he
di splayed in his gloved hand.

It was the jar containing the Tatars' Cenie.

"You are a fool, Sedenko," | said grimy. "That was a treacherous action to perform upon those who
treated us so kindly. You nust return it."

"Return it!" He was amazed. "It is a question of honour, captain. No Kazak could | eave a Tatar
vill age without sonething they val ue!"

"Qur friend Philander Groot gave that to them and they gave us their hospitality in the name of
Groot. You nust take it back!" | drew rein and reached out for the jar.

Sedenko cursed ne and pulled on his horse's head to nove out of range. "It is mne!"
| sprang frommy horse and ran towards him "Take it back or let ne!"
"No! "

I junmped for the jar. His horse reared. He tried to control it and the jar slipped fromhis hand.
I flewforward in an effort to save the thing, but it had already fallen to the hard earth.
Sedenko was yelling something at ne in his own barbaric tongue. | stopped to pick the jar up,
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noticing that the stopper had cone | oose, and then Sedenko had struck ne from behind with the flat
of his sword and | nonentarily |lost my senses, waking to see himclasping the jar to his chest as
he ran back for his horse.

"Sedenko! You have gone nad!"

He turned, glaring at ne. "They were Tatars!" he cried, as if reasoning with a fool. "They were
Tatars, captain!”

"Take the jar back to them" | clanbered to nmy feet.

He stood his ground defiantly. Then he shouted wildly, as | canme up: "They can have their damed
jar, but they shall not have their Genie!" He dragged forth the stopper of the jar.

| stopped in horror, expecting the creature to energe.
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Sedenko began to laugh. He tossed the jar at ne. "It's enpty! It was all a deception. G oot
tricked them™

This seenmed to please him "Let themhave it, if you wish, captain." He | aughed harder. "What a

spl endid joke. | knew Philander G oot was a fellow after ny own heart."
Now, as | held the jar, | saw tiny, pale hands clutching at the rim | |ooked down into it. There
was a small, helpless, fading thing. As the air reached it, it was evidently dying. It was manlike

in form but naked and thin. Atiny, mew ing noise escaped its wi zened lips and | thought I
detected a word or two. Then the mniature hands slipped fromthe rimand the creature fell to the
bottom of the jar where it began to shiver.

There was nothing for it but to replace the stopper. | |ooked at Sedenko in disgust.

"Enmpty!" He guffawed. "Enpty, captain. Oh, let nme take it back to them | threatened to ruin
Groot's joke."

| forced the stopper down into the jar and held the thing out to Sedenko. "Enpty," said |I. "Take
it back then, Kazak."

He dropped the jar into his saddl ebag, nounted his horse and rode away at that breakneck pace he
and his kind preferred.

I waited for sone forty minutes, then | continued on westward, towards Baki nhax, not much caring at
that nmonment if Sedenko survived or not. | had consulted my maps. Bakinax |lay not nuch nore than a
week's ride fromthe Forest at the Edge of Heaven

My foreboding grew, however, as | cane closer to the city.

Sedenko, grinning all over his face, soon caught ne up.

"They had not noticed its disappearance," he said. "lIs not Philander G oot a wily fell ow,
captai n?"
"Ch, indeed," said I. It seemed to ne that Groot had had his own reasons for deceiving the Tatars.

By nmeans of that Genie, alive or dead, they survived and the peopl e of Baki nax dared not attack
them G oot had given the Tatars life and a reason, of sorts, for living. My admiration for the
dandy, as well as ny curiosity about him continued to increase.

The vast plain was behind us at long | ast when we cane to a land of dry grass and hill ocks and
thousands of tiny streans. It had begun to rain again.

The War Hound and the World's Pain
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| reflected that the Mttel march appeared to have beconme bl eaker in the year of our journey. It
was as if less could grow here, as if the soul of the Real mwere being sucked fromit. | told
myself that all | witnessed was a difference of geography, but | was not in my bones content with
that at all.

In the evening we saw a city ahead of us and knew that it nust be Baki nax.

We rode through the streets in the noonlight. The place seened very still. W stopped a nman who,
with a burning torch in each hand, went drunkenly homeward. He spoke a | anguage we coul d not

under stand, but by nmeans of signs we got directions fromhimand found for ourselves a | odging for
the night: a small, ill-snelling inn

In the norning, as we breakfasted from strange cheeses and nysterious neats, we were interrupted
by the entrance of five or six nmen in identical surcoats, bearing hal berds, with nmorion hel nets
decorated by feathers, their hands and feet both mailed. They made it plain that we were to go
with them

Sedenko was for fighting, but | saw no point. Qur horses had been stabled while we slept and we
had no know edge of their exact whereabouts. Moreoever, this whole country was alien to us. | had,
as had becone ny habit, all Lucifer's gifts about ny person and ny sword was at ny side, so that I
did not feel entirely vulnerable as | rose, wiped ny |lips and bowed to the soldiers as an

i ndication that we were ready to acconpany them

The streets of Bakinax, seen in daylight, were narrow and none too clean. Ragged children with
thin, hungry faces stopped to | ook at us as we passed and old people, in rags for the nost part,
gaped. It was not an unusually despondent place, this city, conpared to nmany | had seen in Europe,
but neither did it seema cheerful one. There was an atnosphere of gl oom hanging over it and
thought it well-nanmed the Gty of the Pl ague.

We were escorted through the nmain square where, upon a great wooden dais, stood a huge gl obe of
dull, unpl easant netal, guarded by soldiers in the sane uniformas those who now surrounded us.
The square was ot herwi se enpty of citizens.

"That nust be the house of the devil the Tatar nentioned,"” whispered Sedenko to nme. "Do you really
think it Iives on the souls of the people hereabouts, captain?"
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"l do not know," said I, "but | would cheerfully feed it yours, Sedenko." | was not yet prepared
to forgive himfor his foolishness concerning the stolen jar. He, for his part, was absolutely
unrepentant. He took my remark, as he had taken others, as a joke, craning his head to | ook again
at the sphere as we were marched up stone steps and through the portal of what was evidently sone
i mportant public building.

W were taken into a roomlined on both sides with pews. Not one of the pews, however, was
occupied. At the far end of the roomwas a | ectern and behind the lectern, where a priest m ght
stand, was a tall, thin man with a bright red wig, dressed in a gown of black and gol d.

Said he in the Latin | anguage: "Speak you Latin, nen?"

"I speak a little,” I told him "Wy have we been brought here so roughly, Your Honour? W are
honest travellers."

"Not so honest. You seek to avoid the tolls. You have ridden through our sacred Burning G ounds
and desecrated them You have entered Baki nax by the East Gate and placed no gold in the plate.
And those are only your nmain crines. Do not offer ne your hypocrisy, sir, as well as your

of fences! 1 amthe G eat Magistrate of Bakinax and it was | who ordered you arrested. WIIl you
speak?"

file:/lIG|/rah/Michael%20Moorcock/Michael%20...War%20Hound%20and%20the%20World's%20Pain.txt (103 of 131) [2/6/2004 5:35:31 PM]



file://IG)/rah/Michagl %20M oorcock/Michaegl %20M oorcock%20-%20V o...%6201%20-%20T he%20War%20H ound%20and%20the%620Worl d's%20Pain.txt

"W cannot know your laws," | said, "for we are strangers here. If we had been aware that your
Burni ng Grounds were sacred we should have ridden clear of them | assure you. As for the gold
whi ch nust be placed in the plate, we will willingly pay it now. None challenged us as we
entered.”

"Too late to pay in gold," said the Great Magistrate. He cleared his nose and glared at us. "You
cannot claimthat nobody told you of Bakinax as you journeyed here, for it is a fanous place, this
City of the Plague. Did no one nention our denon?"

"A denon was nentioned, aye." | shrugged. "But nothing was said of tolls, Your Honour."
"Wy come here?"
"For fresh supplies.™

"To the City of the Plague?" He sneered. "To this awful City of the Denon? No! You came to cause
us distress!"

"But, sir, how can we two cause a whole city distress?" | asked. The nman was nad. | believed,
reluctantly, that probably all Bakinax was nmad. | regretted nmy decision to
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conme here and felt in agreenent with the Great Magi strate when he suggested that only a fool would
seek out Baki nax.

"By being what you are. By seeing what you see!" replied the Magistrate. "W shall not be nocked,
travellers! W shall not be nocked."

"We do not nock," | told him "W prom se that we shall not ever nention Baki nax again. Only, good
sir, let us continue on our way, for we have a holy mission to perform"

"Aye, indeed you have," said the old man with sone relish. "You nust pay for your stupidity and
your contenpt for us with your souls. You will be given to our denmon. Two of us shall thus be
saved for a little longer and you will receive fitting punishnent for your crines. Your souls wll
go to Hell."

At this |I laughed. Sedenko had no idea what had passed between us. | told himroughly what had
been sai d.

He was not as anused as !. Perhaps he did not really believe that his soul was already destined
for Lucifer's Realm

Chapter XIH

"You, SIR," SAID the Great Magistrate, addressing nme, "shall be the first to fight our dermon. None
has ever beaten him Should you, however, manage to kill him the door of the sphere shall be

rel eased and you will be free. If you have not energed in an hour, your friend will be sent to
join you."

"I amto be allowed to carry ny sword?" said I.
"Al'l you possess you rmay take with you," he told ne.
"Then | amready," | said.

The Great Magistrate spoke to his soldiers in their own tongue. One stood guard over Sedenko,
while the rest escorted ne fromthe Court and back into the square where the rain had again begun
to fall.

We nounted steps onto the platform The sphere had set in it a small round door which one of the
guards approached. He was nervous. He put his pal magai nst the handl e and hesitat ed.
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| saw a figure enter the square

I f anything, Kl osterheimwas even nore gaunt than when last | saw him He was grinning at nme now.
He was al nost trenbling with pleasurable anticipation. H's black garnents were stai ned and
negl ected; the purple feathers in his hat were matted and stringy and he had devel oped a peculi ar,
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al nost undet ectabl e stoop. H's eyes had that sanme inturned insanity. He renoved his hat in a nock
salute as the door groaned open and the sol diers pushed ne forward.

"Was this your doing, KlosterheinP" | asked.

The wi tch-seeker shrugged. "I ama friend," he said, "to Bakinax."
"I's this denon your gift to the city?"

He ignored me, signing casually to the guards.

Wth a wave to him| bent and entered the foul -smelling darkness, salty and danp, of the sphere.
Crouching there, | blinked, peered, but saw nothing. The round door clanked shut behi nd ne.
Gradually | began to see. The light cane froma peculiar substance washing the floor of the
sphere. It was white and it was viscous and it was obviously, too, the source of the snell
Sonething emerged fromit at the farthest point fromme. The fluid at the bottom of the sphere
made sucki ng sounds. There was no colour here. Al seened grey, black and white. The thing which
moved through the liquid was larger than I. It had scales. It had a great, sad, m sshapen head
which had fallen to one side and alnbst rested on its left shoulder. Its long teeth were broken
and its lips were ragged, as if they had been chewed to destruction. Fromone |large nostril came a
little vapour. The nonster squeaked at me, al nost a question

"Art thou the Denpn of the Sphere?" | asked him

The head lifted a fraction. Then, after sone while, a voice came fromthe back of its throat.

"l am"

"Thou nust know," said |, "that ny soul is not for eating. It already belongs to our Master,
Lucifer."

"Lucifer." The word was distorted. "Lucifer?"

"He owns it. | can offer you no sustenance, therefore, Sir Denon. | can only offer you death."

"Death?" It licked its torn lips with a ruined tongue. A snile seened to appear on its features.
"Lucifer? | wish to be free. | want to eat nothing nore. Wiy do they feed ne so nuch? Al they
have to do is release ne fromthe pact and | will fly straight back to Hell."

"You do not want to be here?**

"l have never wanted to be here. | was tricked. Through ny own greed | was tricked. | know your
soul is not for me, nortal. | could snmell it if it were mne. | cannot snell your soul."
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"Yet you will still kill ne, eh?"

The denon sat down in the fluid. He splashed at it with his taloned fingers. "Children and yout hs.
This stuff is all that remains. There is not one soul in Baki nax—ot one adult soul, that is—which
is not already clainmed. | will not kill you, nortal, unless you grow bored and want to fight. You
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are one of the few who has wished to tal k. Myst of them scream The children, the youths and the
mai dens, | eat. It silences them It entertains me. It feeds nme for a little while. But | have
nmore than enough. Mre than enough.”

"But you will not release me fromyour lair?"
"How can 1? | amtrapped here nyself. A pact. It seened worthwhile all that tine ago."
"Who was the magus who trapped you?"

"He was called Philander G oot. A cunning man. | roamed free before, across this whol e ki ngdom
Now | amlimted to Bakinax and this cage. Oh, | amso tired of the flavourless souls of the
young." He took some of the fluid up on his finger and sucked. He sighed.

"But they fear you," | said. "It is why they keep you here. They believe you will escape if they
do not placate you."

The denon said: "lIs that not always the way with Men? What nust | represent to them | wonder?"

I leaned, as best | could, against the wall of the sphere. | was growing used to the snell. "Wll,
they will not release you and they will not release me unless | kill you. You have food. | have
not. | nust starve to death, it seens, or destroy you."

The denon | ooked up at ne. "I have no desire to kill you, nortal. It would give offence to our

Master, would it not? Your tune is not yet arrived."
"I believe that," | said. "For | amupon a nission directly instructed by Lucifer."
"Then we have a dilemm," said the denon

I thought for a nmonent. "I could attenpt to exorcise you," | told him "That would at |east
rel ease you fromthe sphere. Wiere would you go?"

"Directly back to Hell."
"VWhere you would wi sh to be."

"I never want to |eave Hell again," said the denon feelingly.
"I am no expert at exorcism"
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"They have attenpted to exorcise ne, but those already pledged to Hell, whether they know it or
not, cannot bid nme |eave."

"Therefore | cannot exorcise you either.”

"It would seem so."

"W have reached inpasse again," | said.

The denon | owered its head and sighed a deeper sigh than the first. "Aye."
"What if | killed you?" | said. "Were would your own soul go?"

"Cblivion. | would rather not die, Sir Knight." 'Yet | was told the door will open only after |
have slain you.'

' Since nobody has slain nme, how are they to know that?" 'Perhaps Philander Goot told them"

| brooded on the problemfor a while. "The door nust be opened eventually, to admt ny conpanion,
who is to be your next victim Wy cannot we escape when his turn cones?"
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"I't might be possible for you to escape,"” said the denon. ''"But | amtrapped by nore than netal
There is the pact, you see, with the magus. Were | to break it, | would be destroyed instantly."
"Therefore only Philander Groot can rel ease you."
"That is so."
"And Phil ander Groot has becorme a hermit, dwelling in a far kingdom"
"l have heard as nuch."

"Inevitably I amled to the logic," | said, "that ny only neans of escape is by killing you. And
know that ny chances of doing so are virtually nothing."

"I amvery strong," said the denmon, by way of confirmation, "and al so extrenely fierce."

"I think that ny only hope," | told him "is to wait until the hour is up and, when ny friend is
sent to join us, attenpt to | eave by the door."

"I't woul d seem so," agreed the denon. "But they would kill you anyway, would they not?"

"That is a strong likelihood."

The denon brooded for a nmonent. "I amtrying to think of another solution, one which would benefit
us both."

"Not to nmention the remaining children and virgins of Bakinax," | said.
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"OfF course," said the denon. He becane nostalgic. "Are there any Tatars left, do you know?"
"A few. They are protected against you by a Genie they have."

"The one in the jar?"

"That's the one."

"Aha." He frowned. "I was fond of Tatars."

It was beginning to seemto ne that the supernatural creatures of this | and were sonewhat

i neffectual beings. | wondered if not only the Mttelmarch but the whole of Hell was in decline.
O perhaps the powers had been marshalled to cope with the CGvil War which Kl osterheimhad said
was ragi ng between Lucifer and H s Dukes.

1 thought | detected a novenent overhead. | stretched out nmy hand to the denon. He placed his own
scaly fingers in nine. "Wuld you oblige nme," | asked him "by allowing ne to stand upon your
shoul ders so that when the door is opened | will be able to escape?"

"By all means," said the denon, "if you will agree one thing: should you escape and find Phil ander
Goot again, tell himthat | guarantee that if he will break the bond I will go honme i medi ately
and never venture into the regions of the Earth again."

"The likelihood," | said honestly, "of ny seeing Groot is slender. However, | give nmy word that if
I should neet himagain, or be in a position to get a nessage to him | will tell himwhat you
have told ne."

"Then | wish you Lucifer's luck," said the denon, bending so that | mght clinb upon his back
"And | hope that you kill that Great Mgistrate who has caused ne so nuch boredom "

The door was opening. | heard guards |aughing. | heard Sedenko cursing.

file:/lIG|/rah/Michael%20Moorcock/Michael%20...War%20Hound%20and%20the%20World's%20Pain.txt (107 of 131) [2/6/2004 5:35:31 PM]



file://IG)/rah/Michagl %20M oorcock/Michaegl %20M oorcock%20-%20V o...%6201%20-%20T he%20War%20H ound%20and%20the%620Worl d's%20Pain.txt

Hi s face appeared above nme. | put ny finger to ny lips. H s eyes wi dened in anmazenent. |
whi spered: "Draw your sword now. We are going to try to fight our way clear . . ."

"But — began Sedenko.
"Do not question ne," | said.
The Kazak shrugged and call ed back. "Wait, fellows, white | free nmy bl ade!"

The sabre was in his hand. | drew ny own sword as the denon began to lift ne higher towards the
door. | took hold of the sill and jumped through, past Sedenko, |unging at the
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nearest guard and taking himin the heart. Two nore fell to nme before they realised what had
happened. The remaining three set upon ne and Sedenko and woul d have been finished easily, had
not been distracted by Sedenko's agitated gesturing. | turned to glance in the direction he
poi nt ed.

Kl osterheimwas there, nounted on a heavy black charger. At his back were twenty nounted suits of
arnmour, glowing with eery black fire. Here were the denons-at-arns of Arioch, Duke of Hell.

For a nmonent | was tenpted to scranble back into the sphere.
Kl ost erhei mwas | aughing at ne as he waited for the fight to end.
I killed one nore guard and Sedenko sliced apart the other two.

Behi nd us, out of the open sphere, came the stench of rotting souls. Before us was the face of a
tri umphant Kl osterheimand his inmpassive m nions.

"W are certainly doomed," nurnured Sedenko.

I had by now nenorised the spell which held back these riders. | dismssed Sedenko's fears.
rai sed ny hand:

"Rehoi m Farach Nyadahf"

Kl ost erhei m conti nued to | augh. Then he stopped and raised his own hand: "N ever Gahr Shuk
Arnjoijaf" H's expression was challenging. "I have neutralised your spell, von Bek. Do you think I
have wasted the past year in wondering how you stopped ny nmen the | ast tine?"

"So you have us," | said.
"l have you. | knew your destination. | knew you nust cone through this land, for you are seeking
the Holy Grail in the Forest at the Edge of Heaven. You will never see that forest now, von Bek."

"How goes the War in Hell?" | said.

Kl osterheim sat back in his saddle. "Well enough,” he told nme. "Lucifer is weakening. He retires.
He will not fight. Qur allies increase. You were a fool not to join me when 1 offered you the
chance. "

"I accepted a task," ! said. "I knewthat | had little hope of achieving it. But a bargain is a
bargain. And Lucifer holds ny soul, not you, Kl osterheim"

A shadow fell suddenly across the whole town. | | ooked up and saw the strangest sight | had yet
met in Hell or the Mttelmarch. A huge bl ack cat was | ooking down on us. If he
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had noved one paw or flicked his tail, he could have destroyed the entire city. | thought at first
that this was another of Kl osterheims allies, but it becane plain that the wi tch-seeker was as
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surprised as were we.

"What have you conjured now, von Bek?" he said. He was disconcerted. Then he cursed at sonething
he had seen behi nd us.

Sedenko turned first, yelling in astonishnent. There was a great twittering: the kind of sound
starlings make in the evening. | |ooked back

A chariot, of bronze and silver, was drifting down through the sky towards us, drawn by thousands
of small gol den birds

"Attack them " cried Kl osterheim He drove his horse towards the platform the black riders a nass
of glowi ng metal in his wake.

As the chariot settled onto the platform Kl osterheimleapt his horse onto it and cane riding
directly at me. | parried his first blow. The arnoured mnions of Duke Arioch were di smounti ng,
| unbering up the steps towards us. W were driven back rapidly.

| heard a voice fromthe chariot. It was a gentle, chiding, half-nocking voice. It said:

"Dermon of the Sphere, | release thee fromthy bondage on the condition thou hast made and on the
further condition that you fight these enem es of your Master's, for they conspire against
Lucifer."

In spite of the danger | turned my head. The Htle man in the chariot tugged at his beard and

bowed to nme. | caught the odour of Hungary Water. | saw | ace and velvet. It was Philander G oot
hinself. "WIIl you join nme, gentlenen?" he asked politely. "I think that Bakinax is about to
becone a battlefield and it will be no sight for sensitive nen."

Sedenko needed no further invitation. He was running hell-bent-for-|eather towards the chariot. |
foll owed him

From out of the sphere, blinking and snarling, cane the denon. He screanmed his exultation. His
scal es cl ashed and began to glow. He |aughed in hideous joy. And | saw a snarling Klosterheim
still riding at us, still determined to kill ne, even as we clinbed into Goot's chari ot.

Now t he Denon of the Sphere and the Knights of Duke Arioch were joined in battle. It seemed to nme
an unequal match, but the demon was accounting well for hinself.
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Kl osterheim s horse reared beneath us as we rose into the air, pulled by the little birds. H's
teeth were bared. He cried out alnost as a child might cry out when it has been deprived of somne
favourite food.

The last | saw of the witch-seeker, he had | eapt his horse fromthe platformand was ridi ng away
fromthe terrifying carnage taking place on the platform | saw two arnoured knights flung so far
that they crashed into the Court. Bricks and stone collapsed. A horrible fire began to flicker
wher ever Duke Arioch's knights fell.

Then, beneath the tranquil stare of that great black cat, we passed beyond Baki nax and over the
red plain.

"I planned none of this,"” said Philander Goot, as if he apologised to us. "But | knew that the
state of bal ance which ! had achieved could not last. | amglad to see that you are well,
gentl enen. "

I was speechl ess. The dandy rai sed an eyebrow. "You are doubtless wondering why | am here. Well, |
spent some tinme contenplating your story, Captain von Bek, and contenplating ny old decision to
renove nyself fromthe affairs of Men, Qods and Denons. Then | considered the nature of your Quest
and, you nust forgive ne this, | decided that | would Iike a part init. It seened nonentous."
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"I had no idea that you were so great a magus,"” | told him

"You are very kind. | have had the sense, of late, that inportant events are taking place
everywhere. Vain creature that | am and growing a little bored, | nust admt, with the Valley of
the Golden Coud and its decent noderation, | thought | mght once again see if | could nmake use

of ny old powers, though | regard them as | am sure do you, as childish and vul gar."
"I regard them as Heaven-sent," | told him
He was anused. "Well, they are not that, Captain von Bek. They are not that."

The dandy was silent for a little while as we continued on our journey through the upper air. Then
he spoke nore seriously than was his wont. "At present," he said, "no soldier of the Dukes of Hell
can pass into the ordinary Real mof Earth. But should Lucifer be defeated, there will be a wild
carel essness conme upon Creation and it will be the end of the world, indeed. There will be no
single Anti-Christ, though Kl osterheimcould be said to represent themall. There will be
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open warfare, in every region, between Heaven and Hell. It will be Arnageddon, gentlenen, as has
been predicted. Mankind will perish. And | believe, no matter what the Christian Bible predicts,
that the outcome will be uncertain."

"But Lucifer does not wish to nmake war on God," | said.

"The decision could be Lucifer's no |longer. Nor God's. Perhaps both have lost their authority."”

"And the Grail?" said |I. "Wiat part can the Grail play in all this?"
"Perhaps none at all," said Goot. "Perhaps it is no nore than a diversion."
Chapter XIV

PHI LANDER GROOT'S CHARI OT cane to earth eventually on a quiet hillside overlooking a valley which
rem nded ne very nuch of ny own | ost Bek.

In the valley a village was burning and | could see black snmoke rising fromfarmsteads and mlls.
Dark figures with brands marched across the | andscape, setting fire to anything which woul d
ignite. It was fam liar enough to nme. | had ordered such destruction many tinmes nyself.

"Are we still in the Mttelmarch?" | asked the dandy. "Or have we returned to our own Real n?"

"It is the Mttelmarch," he said, "but it could as easily be the ordinary Earth, you know. There
is very little now which is not destroyed or threatened."”

"And all this," | said, "because Lucifer sent me upon a Quest for the Gail!"

"Not quite." Groot notioned with his hand and the chariot ascended again into the air. He said as
an aside: "That will be the |l ast we shall see of that, | fear. Mstly such things are | eased by
the Powers of Darkness, even if not used in their work. Did you know that, Captain von Bek?"

"l did not."

"Now that | amno |longer of the Gey Lords, as those of
174
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us who are neutral are naned by Hell, | do not expect to conjure things so easily." He paused,
snoot hing back his little noustache. "You are an unusual man, captain, but your Quest has not
brought all this about. Lucifer's decision to attenpt peace with His Creator is what has
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exacerbated a crisis which has been in the naking since at least the Birth of Christ. The |ines
have becone confused, you see. The pagan faiths are all but destroyed. Buddha, Christ and Mahomet
have seen to that. To many the death of pagani sm heral ded the comi ng decay of the world (and

will not elaborate, for it is a sophisticated thenme, though it does not sound it). W have given
up responsibility, either to God or to Lucifer. | amnot sure that God demands that of us, nor am
| sure that He wishes it. Nothing is certain in the universe, captain.”

"Nothing will be gained if 1 discover the Cure for the Wrld' s Pain?"

"I do not know. Perhaps the Grail is no nore than a bartering tool in a gane so mysterious that
not even the two main participants understand its rules. But there again, | could be utterly
wong. Know this, however: Klosterheimis now nore powerful than you begin to realise. Do not

thi nk, because his pride made himbring the same twenty knights who | ost you before, that he can
command only twenty. He is now one of the main generals of rebellious Hell. Your Quest, you wll
recall, is the ostensible cause of that rebellion. They will stop you if they can, Captain von
Bek. Or they will take the Grail fromyou if you find it."

"But with you to help, nmagus," said Sedenko, "we stand a better chance."

Goot snmled at him "Do not underestinmate Kl osterheim gentlenen. And do not overestimate ne.
What little |I know has been worked for. It has been wested away fromothers, the power itself.
They can cl ai m much back, whenever they wish. My conjuring tricks with genies and denons are snall
things. They are pathetic in the eyes of Hell. Now | have not nmuch left. But I will travel with
you, if I may, for ny curiosity is great and | would know what befalls you. W are a day or two
farther on in the journey towards the Forest at the Edge of Heaven, and | fancy we shall see
little of Klosterheimfor a while. He nust have | ost some val uable knights in that braw at

Baki nax. But when he conmes again into our ken he will cone with far nore power than he has ever
possessed in the past."
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"Everything that is fantastic | eagues against ne," | said, repeating Kl osterheims warning.

"Aye. Everything that is fantastic is threatened. Some believe all these marvels you have
wi tnessed to be productions of the Wrld' s Pain. Wthout that Pain, some say, they would not be
necessary. They woul d not exist."

"You suggest that mankind's needs create thenf"

"Man is a rationalising beast, if not a rational one," said Philander Goot. "Cone, there are
horses waiting for us in yonder spinney."

We followed himdown the hill alittle way, and sure enough the horses were there. As we nounted,
G oot chatted urbanely, telling anecdotes of people he had known and pl aces he had visited, for

all the world as if we went on a nmerry holiday. W rode along the crown of the hills, avoiding the
soldiers in the valley below, and continued through the night until we were well past it. Only
then did we think of resting. We came to a crossroads in the nmoonlight. Philander G oot considered
the signs. "There," he said at last. He pointed to the post which said: To Wl fshaben, 3 mles.

"Do you know Wl f shaben, captain? Herr Sedenko?"
We both told himthat we did not.

"An excellent town. If you take pleasure in wonen you will want to visit the harlotry they have
there. I will entertain nyself at the harlotry, where the beds are anyway nore confortable.”

"I''"l'l gladly join you," said Sedenko with sone eagerness.
"If 1 can have a good bed and no harlot," said |, "I'll cheerfully keep you conpany."

My friends were entertained royally at Wl fshaben's wonderful harlotry (which is quite fanous, |
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gather, anongst the travellers in the Mttelmarch) and | slept |like a dead nman until norning.

The spring norning was fresh as we rode away from Wl fshaben, and there was dew on the |ight-green
grass and a touch of rain upon the | eaves of the trees so that everything smelled sweet.

Phi | ander Groot, riding ahead of nyself and Sedenko, sniffed at the air, for all the world |ike
one of Versailles's courtiers on a frolic, and cried: "A beautiful day, gentlenen. Is it not
wonderful to be living?"

The road descended to another valley, as green as the last, and this was deserted of soldiery,
apparently conpletely
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unt ouched by War of any kind. But as we took a turn we cane upon a great procession of nmen, wonen
and children, on horseback, in carts, with bundles on their backs and a | ook of terror about their
eyes. They were fromall walks of life. Philander Groot hailed themnerrily, as if unaware of what
they signified. "What's this? Pilgrins seeking Rone?"

A man in half-arnour, which had been hastily strapped about his person, rode up urgently. "W are
fleeing an arny, sir. You would be warned not to go any farther in this direction."

"I"'mgrateful for the warning, sir. Wiwose arny is it?" "W do not know," said a wetched worman
with a cut across her brow. "They canme upon us suddenly. They killed everything. They stole
everything. They did not speak a word."

"Nothing justified. No threats. No chivalry," said the man in hal f-arnour.

"I think, sir," said Groot, glancing at us for confirmation, which we readily gave, "that we wll
travel with you for a while."

"You woul d be wise, sir.

And so it was in the conpany of nore than a thousand people that we took another road than the one
we had originally hoped to follow, though we did not go back the way we had conme. W& were with
them for alnbst two days. For the nobst part they were educated nen and wonen: priests and nuns,
astrononers, mathenaticians, surgeons, lords and | adies, scholars, actors. And not one of them
coul d understand why they had been attacked or who had attacked them though there were many
theories, sonme of them exceedingly farfetched. We could only conclude that these were nortal

sol diers serving the Dukes of Hell, but even that was by no neans certain, particularly since a
few of the clerics had conme to the fanm liar conclusion that their community had comritted sone
dreadful sin against God and that God had sent the soldiers to punish them

We departed fromthis concourse eventually and found upon our maps a fresh road to take us
westward. But arm es were galloping everywhere. W hid frequently, being too faint-hearted to
offer battle to anyone who m ght be a ninion of a Duke of Hell.

Yet now all the world seened to be afire. Wole forests
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burst into flame; whole towns burnt as fiercely as ever Magdeburg had burnt.
"Ah," said Philander Goot, "it could be the End, after all, ny friends."

"And good riddance to it," |I said. "It is a poor world, a bad world, a decadent world. It expects
tove without sacrifice. It expects immediate gratification of its desires, as a child mght, as a
beast might. And if it does not receive gratification it becomes pettish and destroys in a
tantrum What's the use of seeking a Cure for its Pain, Philander Goot? Wuat's the use of
attenpting, by any neans, to divert it fromits well-earned doonP"
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"Because we are alive, | suppose, Captain von Bek. Because we have no choice but to hope to nake
it better, through our own designs.” Philander G oot seened anused by ne.
"The world is the world," said Sedenko. "We cannot change it. That is for God to do."

"Perhaps He thinks it is for us to do," said Goot quietly. But he did not press this point. "Oh,
| ook ahead! Look ahead! Is that not beautiful, gentlenmen?"

It was a tall structure which reached to the sky, all curves and angles of crystal. A great
bui l di ng of glass and quartz such as | had never seen before.

"It's gigantic," said Sedenko. "Look inside. There are trees growing there. It is like a jungle."

Phil ander Groot put fingers to lips and drew his brows together. Then his face cleared. "Wy, it
is the fanmous aviary of Count Oto of CGerantz-Holffein. Shall we go through it, gentlenmen? You
will see that the road passes directly into the aviary and out the other side. 1 did not realise

it was so close. | have heard of it, but never seen it before. Count Oto is dead now. His
obsession was with exotic birds. He had the aviary built by a friend of mine many, many years ago.
That is why it is full of trees, you see. Trees for the birds. And it still stands! It was a

mracle of architecture. O are you nervous? Should we skirt the place?"
"We'll go through,"” said Sedenko.

"I should like to see it," | agreed. | felt that | would be glad of any rel axati on, however
t enporary

"Count Oto was so proud of his aviary and his collection of birds that he insisted on al
travellers visiting it," said

17+
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Phi | ander Groot, "which is why he had the road going through it." He seemed genui nely delighted.

As we cane closer | saw that the entrance to the vast aviary was overgrown and neglected; it
seenmed to have been abandoned for years. | listened for birdsong. | heard a noise, a kind of
chattering and murmuring, like the inner nusings of a disconsolate giant.

"Count Oto had at | east one exanple of every known bird," said Philander G oot as he |led the way
into the mniature jungle. Branches tangl ed over our heads, but the road was fairly clear. "Wen
he di ed his nephew woul d have nothing to do with the aviary. That is why it is nowas it is."

There was a strong odour of mould and anci ent undergrowh and far ahead of us, through soft,
di ffused, greenish sunlight, | sawthe glitter, | thought, of bright feathers.

"It's a large enough bird," said Sedenko. He gl anced about him "A perfect place for Kl osterheim
to set an anbush . "

"He's behind us,” | rem nded the Miscovite.

"He has hellish aid," said Philander Groot. "He is now one of Arioch's chief generals. He is not
constrai ned by the considerations of nortals; not at present. But no one place is any nore
dangerous to us than another, given the powers Kl osterhei m commands. "

"I's that why you seem so insouciant. Philander Groot?" 1 asked the dandy-magus.
He turned to ne with a smle and was about to speak when it cane crashing out of the foliage.

It was at |least four tines the size of a horse and linping on three of its |legs. The other, the
right foreleg, was lifted above the ground and had plainly been wounded a long while. Its scales
were what | had seen and m staken for feathers: primarily glowi ng reds and yellows. Its gaping

jaws were full of silvery teeth, and its heavy tail thrashed behind it Iike the tail of an angry
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cat .

It cane at us with incredible speed. G oot went one way, Sedenko the other, and | had drawn mny
sword and was |eft facing the | ane dragon

I had no experience of dragon-fighting. Until now | had not believed that such creatures exi sted.
This one did not breathe fire, but its breath stank mghtily. And it neant us harm There was no
doubt of that.
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My horse was shrieking with terror and trying to escape, but | knewthat | could not flee and
live. | struck at the beast's snout with the point of ny sword and drew blood. It roared and
snapped, but it slowed its progress. | struck again. It half-reared on its hind | egs, unable to
strike with its single front leg without toppling forward. | rode past it, |eaping over the
thrashing tail and forcing it to turn, its passage hanpered by the heavy tree-trunks. Silver teeth
snapped at ny sl eeve and caught sonme flesh. | cried out, but | was not seriously hurt. | glinpsed
Phi | ander G oot and Sedenko riding up behind the dragon, striking at it with their own swords

I was being forced farther and farther back into the undergrowth until | came to a great wall of
gl ass and was trapped. Again the dragon's head darted down and the teeth narrowy nissed ne,
fasteni ng on the neck of ny horse which screaned. | fell backwards out of the saddle as the horse
was lifted clear of the ground. | |anded heavily, anpbngst branches, and began to get to ny feet at
once.

The horse was dead, hanging twitching in the dragon's jaws. It sniffed at the air for a nmonent
bef ore dropping the beast, which crashed down a few yards fromnme. The dragon plainly had ne for
its prey and would be satisfied with nothing else. |I had only ny sword for protection. | tried to
crawl into the cover of a large tree-trunk, but | knew there was nowhere | could find safety in
that ruined aviary.

A ass cracked as the dragon's tail struck it. Fromthe roof cane a strange chining and then, as if
awakened, a flock of varicoloured birds went flapping upwards, twittering and crying. Then they
began to descend upon the corpse of the horse. They ignored the fight and the dragon ignored them
They began to feed.

The long snout sniffed at the air again and found ny scent. Hobbling, the dragon continued in
pursuit of me, while behind it Philander Goot and Gigory Petrovitch Sedenko yell ed and struck,
to no effect. My strength was fast going. Shards of crystal began to fall all around ne, one of
t hem al nost inpaling ne.

Again the teeth found me and | felt ny left armraked. It was as if the dragon had shredded the
whole linb in a single novenent. | becane faint, but continued to flee.

Phi | ander Groot was calling to ne, but | could not distinguish the words. | struck again at the
dragon's nout h,
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driving my sword up into its palate. It grunted and lifted its head, taking nmy sword with it, then
spitting it out. |1 was totally w thout defence now.

| fell. | began to drag myself al ong the ground, hoping to find sonme tenporary sanctuary. A claw
found nmy right leg and pain sang up to ny spine and suffused ny whol e body. Yet | continued to
nmove, grasping |ow branches to pull mnyself al ong.

Then ny hand fell upon sonething snmooth and cool. Through fading eyes | |ooked and saw that it was
one of the shards fromthe broken roof. It was like a long icicle. | sawthat it tapered to a
sharp point. Wth one hand | attenpted to lift it, using nmy good leg as a lever, until it was
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braced on the ground between two roots, the thin, jagged edge jutting towards the dragon

The beast reared again and tottered forward on its hind legs. Saliva ran fromthe jaws. The silver
teeth snapped. | rolled behind the huge shard of crystal even as the dragon dropped down upon ne.

The point caught it in the chest, just below the throat, and went straight through. The dragon
roared and bellowed, glaring down at ne as if it recognised nme as the source of its pain.

Bl ack bl ood burst fromthe body as the dragon struck with its good leg at the shard, and every
bl ow had the effect of forcing the wound wi der so that nore blood came. | was covered fromhead to
foot with the horrible liquid, but | fancy | was grinning, too.

Phi | ander G oot and Sedenko had di smounted. They came running towards ne, ducking under the
branches. G oot had anot her spear of crystal in his arns. He drove this with all the strength of
his tiny body into the side of the dragon

The beast groaned and turned towards this new source of pain. Aterrible coughing began to sound
inits throat.

Then it had heel ed over against one of the walls, already cracked, and smashed through. For a
monent it seemed that it would try to rise as it |ay anobngst |eaves, bits of broken tree, the
fallen fragments of glass and crystal. It snorted and bl ew bl ood through its nostrils for severa
feet. The birds were rising fromthe body of ny horse. They had picked its bones conpletely clean
Agai n the awful, al nbst pathetic coughi ng began to sound fromthe dying dragon
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One last, long sigh and it had expired.

The bright birds began to settle on the scales until the dragon was conpletely buried under a wave
of bustling feathers and bl oody beaks.

Phi | ander Groot and Gigory Sedenko cane to ny aid. Their faces were full of concern. | turned ny
head and | ooked at my arm It was torn to the bone. My I eg had fared scarcely any better

| gestured towards the skeleton of ny horse. My saddl ebags were untouched. "The little bottle."
gasped as the pain began to manifest itself.

Sedenko knew the bottle | meant. He ran to the saddl ebags and found it. It was dented and buckl ed,

but still in one piece. It took himsone while to tear the cork free and put it to nmy lips. |
drank sparingly. The pain gave way to sonething akin to a kind of cold ecstasy and then there was
oblivion. | dreamt that | was a youth again in Bek and that this adventure had, itself, been

not hi ng nmore than a ni ght mare.

When | awoke, ny friends had cl eaned ny body and changed ny clothes. | wondered, for a nonent, if,
like Siegfried, I would be made i mmune by dragon's blood. My left armwas a nmass of scars, but |
could nove it and there was only a soreness and a stiffness toit. Simlarly, ny |leg had heal ed.

Phi |l ander Groot was sniling at ne, tugging at his little beard. He appeared as conposed as ever
Hi s dress was perfect, as was his poise. "Now you are a true Knight of Chivalry, Captain von Bek,"
he said. "You have slain a dragon in pursuit of the Holy Gail!"

From his sash he withdrew his scabbarded sword. He offered the beautifully wought hilt to ne.
"Here," he said, "you cannot be a knight w thout a blade."

I did not hesitate in accepting his gift. | amstill unsure why he made the gesture or why | so
readily responded to it.

"I amgrateful to you," | said.
I was sitting upright in a corner of the great aviary. Through the foliage | could see the

shattered wall and the bones of the dragon beyond it. There was no | onger any sign of those birds.
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It was as if they awoke only when they snelled death.
I clinbed to ny feet.

"You have been insensible for a full day,"
bel t.

Phil ander Groot told ne as | strapped his sword to ny
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"Precious hours,"” said |, "lost to Klosterheim™"
"Perhaps," said the nagus.

Sedenko cane forward, |eading the two remaining horses. "I have ridden ahead," he said. "There is
a great plain beyond us. And beyond that is a blue-green forest which reaches to the sky. | think
that we have found the edge of the world, captain.”

Chapter XV

"I'T is JUST like ny honeland," said Grigory Petrovitch Sedenko with considerable joy, "just |ike
the steppes of Ukrainia."

Beyond this rolling grassland the world seenmed to curve upwards so that it was possible to see the
hazy bl ue-green of a great, tranquil forest.

We were crossing a snmall stone bridge which appeared to have been built for a town no longer in
exi stence. "Count Oto loved to live here, by all accounts,"” said Philander Goot. "It is said
that he built his castle within sight of Heaven and that when he died not only did he rise up to
Heaven, but that the castle was taken with him Certainly there is no sign of it in these parts.”

"Well," | said, "it should be only a little while now before | amat the end of nmy Quest."

"The Grail really lies yonder?" said Sedenko.

"I shall know soon." | hesitated. "I shall knowif all these adventurings, att these ordeals, have
been nmeani ngl ess or not. Man struggles in the belief that he can, by dint of perseverance, affect
his own destiny. And all those efforts, | think, lead to nothing but ruin."
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"You remain a fatalist, then," said Philander G oot

quietly.
"I know that Man is nortal,"” | said. "That fam ne and di sease are not his to control. | sought to
becone a man of action in response to what | experienced. And all | brought to the world was

further Pain."

"But now you could be in reach of its Cure." Philander Groot's tones were kindly. "It mght be
possible to free Man fromhis captivity, his dependency on either God or Lucifer. W could see the
dawni ng of a New Age. An Age of Reason."

"But what if Man's Reason is as inperfect as the rest of hin?" | said. "Wiy should we praise his
poor logic, his penchant for creating | aws which only further conplicate his |ot?"

"Ah, well," said Philander Goot. "It is all we have, perhaps. And we must |earn, nust we not,
through trial and error."

"At the expense of our natural humanity?"

"Sonetimes, perhaps." Philander G oot shrugged. "You nust take nmy horse now, Sir Knight. | shal
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follow on foot as best | can."
"You have no further magic to aid you in your journey?" | asked.

"It is all used up, as | said. The Dukes of Hell are recalling every scrap of power they have

|l eased to the likes of ne. Let them have the fantastic and the sensational. | had rejected it once
and now reject it again. Though I do not believe | have the choice, as | once had. However, since
when | had the choice | nade the same decision, | have no great sense of |loss. And ny need for it

di sappeared many years ago."

Sedenko cried out suddenly: "Look! Look back!"

W turned our heads.

Beyond the bridge, beyond the hills, a great, dark cloud had gathered and was novi ng.

"It is Klosterheimand the Forces of Hell,"
Captai n von Bek. They pursue only you."

sai d Philander Groot sinply. "You nust nake haste now,

"So many?" | said

He smiled quietly. "Are you not flattered?"

"They will kill you, Philander Groot," said Sedenko. "I insist that you ride pillion with ne."
The War Hound and the World's Pain
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"I love life," said the magus. "I will accept your offer, Miscovite."

And so we continued our journey, with Philander G oot clinging to Scdenko's back. We travelled far
more slowy than our urgent hearts demanded, with the black cJoud |oonming larger, it seemed, with
every step. And soon we felt the ground trenbling beneath us, as though an earthquake had begun,
yet we ignored it as the far horizon becane filled with blue-green haze.

Soon it seemed that half the world was dark and half was |ight. Behind us were the Forces of Hel
and Kl osterheinm ahead |ay Heaven, which we could not enter. W were in a kind of tineless Linbo,
the last three nortals caught between adversaries in a nysterious and meani ngl ess War which
threatened to destroy all the Realns of Earth.

W were still several mles fromthe forest when we heard shouts in our rear and saw about a dozen
riders bearing down on us. Qutriders from Kl osterhenVs main arny.

These were fearfully hideous |ooking warriors with distorted, disease-racked faces—sone with half
the flesh missing fromtheir bones. Al of themgrinned the familiar grins of the deconposing
dead.

Qut came our swords and we were at once in battle, our effectiveness inpaired by the fact that
Groot not only was a passenger but was now unarmed. Neither were our spirits inproved by the awf ul
gi ggl i ng noi ses which escaped the lips of our attackers whenever our swords struck them

Round and round us they gall oped, naking it inpossible for us to progress, while | racked ny
menory for a spell to hanper them Goot it was who succeeded, wth:

"Brot hers! Way do you not pursue von Bek? He will destroy you if he succeeds. See—there he is now,
al rost at the forest!"

As they turned lustreless eyes in the direction he pointed, he nurnured to ne: "I find that the
dead are in the main a dull-witted breed.”

The riders ceased their giggling and began to confer anpbngst thensel ves, whereupon we were again
spurring our horses towards the bl ue-green haze. Behind us we could see an arny stretching the
| ength of the horizon and above themthe bl ackness which now crept towards the sun. Soon it would
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be blotted fromview
A col dness cane fromthe east now, like a wind yet with
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no power. It was nore remnminiscent, | thought, of a vacuum which threatened to suck us in. W
shivered as we | aboured on, the Hell-creatures once nore in pursuit.

"Duke Arioch spreads his wings," said G oot of the black cloud. "He has put his entire arny at
KJosterheim s di sposal . "

Dead fl esh stank in our nostrils; dead hands reached out for us. And nore canme up behind the first
riders: running things, half-ape, half-man, in knotted | eather with spears and hardwood cl ubs,
their teeth like tusks. And behind them cane thin-faced, |ong-bodied warriors with waving grey
hair, in green-and-white livery and no arnour. These carried great two-handed bl ades and gui ded
their thick-bodied nounts with their thighs. And to one side of them were denons, all horns and
warts, on denon-horses, and there were wonen with filed teeth, and wonmen with the snouts of pigs,
and apparitions whose flesh ran liquid on their bodies, and there were |izards bearing nonkey-
riders, and ostriches carrying lepers in arns, and hooded things which cawed at us—and still we
gal l oped, barely in front of them while Sedenko set up a wailing and a crying out to God, the
Tsar and Saint Sophia for their aid and G oot was pale, exhausted, no |l onger able to naintain his
poi se.

The gabbling, squeaking and giggling din filled our ears. It atone m ght have driven us mad, just
as the snmell brought us close to fainting. Qur horses were tiring. | saw Sedenko stunble once and
al most di sl odge the magus. It seenmed to ne that Philander G oot was as frightened as | was, that
he had spent all his resources. Yet now he had no option but to run with us in the faint hope that
the forest might offer at | east sone tenporary sanctuary.

We were not far enough ahead of our pursuers. Little by little they caught up with us again and
began to surround us.

"O God, have nmercy on ne. | repent! | repent!" shouted Sedenko, even as he slashed with his sword
at a denmon and took off its head. "I confess that | ama sinner and a rogue!" Another head went
clear of a body. Blood spattered the Kazak's face. He was weeping, pale with fear, scarcely
consci ous, | guessed, that he prayed even as he killed. "Mther of God, take ne to thy bosom "

The stinking press grew tighter and tighter. Yet not a single sword had cut at us. Not one bl ow
had | anded on us.

The War Hound and (be World's Pain
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real i sed that Kl osterheimhad ordered that we be taken alive. H's nature was such that he woul d be
gratified only if he could supervise our deaths.

"The grinmoire!" cried Sedenko to me. "There nust be something in the grinoire!"

I drew out first one and then another. | called out words of power. | chanted the spell which had
previ ously commanded Duke Arioch's forces. But nothing affected those Hell-creatures now. It spoke
much for Arioch's growing strength and for Lucifer's waning authority. |I flung the grinoires at

| aughi ng, hideous faces. | flung nmy maps at Kl osterheimeven as his horse parted the ranks and he
rode slowy, stiff-backed, towards us, a little snile upon his thin lips, a slight swagger to his
shoul ders. He reached out a hand and caught the nap-case, enptying it onto the ground. He
shrugged. "Now you are mine, von Bek," he said.

It was then that Philander Groot quietly disnounted and pl aced hinself between me and ny old
eneny.
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"Klosterheim" he said in a quiet, small voice which nonethel ess carried enornous wei ght, "thou
art the personification of intellectual poverty."

Kl osterhei m sneered. "Yet here | am Philander Goot, in the ascendant, while all you can hope for
is a merciful death. Perhaps you would argue that there is no justice. | would argue that the
strong make their own justice, through action and through the gathering of power to thenselves."

"You have been granted power, Johannes Kl osterheim because Duke Arioch finds it worth his while
to grant it. But when you have no further use, Johannes Kl osterheim you will be discarded."”

"I command all this!" Klosterheimswept his hand to indicate the endl ess ranks of the damed.
"Lucifer Himself trenbles. See! W have reached the borders of Heaven itself. Wen we have done
with you, we shall march upon the Holy City, if we so decide. We lay siege to the feeble, decadent
old God residing there. W lay siege to His idiot Son. Duke Arioch uses ne, it is true, but he
uses nme as Lucifer uses von Bek. For ny courage. For ny nortal courage!"

"In von Bek it is courage," said Philander Goot. "In you, Johannes Kl osterheim it is madness."
"Madness? To seek power and to hold it? No!"

"Despair leads to many fornms of thought," said the
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magusT "and many kinds of action. Despair drives sone to greater sanity, towards an anal ysis of
the world as it is and what it might be. Ohers it drives to deep and dangerous insanity, towards
an inposition of their own desires upon reality. | synpathise with your despair, Johannes Kl oster-
hei m because it has no solace, in the end. Your despair is the worst there is to know. And yet
men often | ook upon the likes of you and envy you, as you doubtl ess envy Duke Arioch, as Duke
Arioch doubtless envies his master Lucifer, whom he would betray, and perhaps as Lucifer envied
CGod. And what does God envy, 1 wonder? Perhaps he envies the sinple nortal who is content with his
| ot and envies nobody."

"I''l'l not listen to this drivel," said Kl osterheim "You becone boring, Philander Goot. | shal
kill you all the sooner if you bore ne!"

Phi | ander Groot had strai ghtened his back. He seened far nore relaxed now. He struck one of his
ol d poses and tweaked for a nonent at his nmoustache. "Fa! This is crude, even for you, Johannes
Klosterheim If you denmand entertainnent in others, you should at | east be prepared to offer sone
yoursel fI*"

Al'l around us the Forces of Hell were snuffling and snorting, growling and drooling. They were so
hungry for our deaths.

"I's this—= G oot continued, waving a fastidious hand at the dempons and the m sshapen |iving-dead,
"is this all you can offer? Mere sensation? Terror is the easiest of all human passions to arouse.
D d you know?"

Kl ost erhei mwas not cowed by the magus. He shrugged. "But you will admt that terror is nost
effective in winning one's goals. By far the nost economical of enotions, eh, philosopher?"

"l suppose that we are tenperanentally opposed,"” said Philander Goot, for all the world as if he
pl ayed host to a guest at dinner, "and that we shall never quite understand the other's notives or
anbi tions. "

He reached up into the air and appeared to pull on something, an invisible cord. Then in his hand
there was a ball of blazing gold. The gold flared brighter and brighter until his whol e body
seemed to burn with it. H's calm sonmewhat bored face continued to | ook out at us as the hordes of
Hell fell back, muttering and di smayed. He noved

The War Hound and the Wrld' s Pain
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one of his hands and a swath of fire spread across the nearest group of denbns. Instantly they
began to burn, howl ing and stanping and beating at their bodies. Another novenent and severa
score nore nonsters were afire.

Kl ost er hei m st agger ed backwards, shielding his face fromthe heat. "Wat? You have tricked ne.
Kill him"

Phi | ander G oot spoke to me in a conversational tone. "l shall be dead within nonments, | think.
woul d advi se both of you to flee while you can.”

"Conme with us!" | said.
"No. | amcontent."”

I 1 ooked westward and there was the bl ue-green haze, my goal

"Here!" | threw himthe flask containing the last of Lucifer's elixir. He took it with a nod of
gratitude and put the rimto his |ips.

"Sedenko!" | shouted to ny conpanion. Then | |ashed at my horse and was away.
"Ch, you nust kill themnow" | heard Kl osterhei mshout.
We broke out onto the grass again. | |ooked back. Everything was shadow save for the golden fire

whi ch seared through the ranks of the dammed. Sedenko was white. He was clutching at his back,
even as he rode. He seened to be weeping.

| saw Philander Groot nove. | saw fire spring between us and the Hell-horde. The stink of that
army gave way to purer air and there was softness ahead of us.

As we reached the forest and entered the first clunps of trees, Sedenko fell forward on his
horse's neck. Hi s breathing was ragged. Small sounds canme fromhis |ips.

| saw that he had a gash in his back which stretched fromhis shoulders to his hip. He continued
to weep. "They have killed me. Ch, by all that is holy, they have killed ne, captain."”

The gol den fire was out now. The black army was on the nove again. Then it stopped.

I knew that it would not come into the Forest at the Edge of Heaven, but that it would be waiting
for me should | ever energe again.

I jurmped fromnmy weary horse and went to tend to Sedenko. | supported his body as it slid fromits
saddl e. Bl ood
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fl owed over ny arns and ny chest. He | ooked up at ne and his face was now i nnocent and pl eadi ng.
"Am | truly dammed, captain? Am | bound for Hell?"

| could not reply.

VWhen he was dead | raised nyself to ny feet and | | ooked about ne. Everything was stilt. A
| onel i ness had cone upon ny soul

There was dar kness everywhere now but in the forest. And evea here there were wi sps of grey, as if
evil crept in.

I lifted nmy head to the sky and | shook nmy fist. "Oh, | reject you. | reject your Heaven and
reject your Hell. Do as you wish with ne, but know that your desires are petty and your anbitions
have no neani ng!"
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| addressed no one. | addressed the universe. | addressed a void.
Chapt er XVi
A SILENCE HAD fallen over the worl d.

The plain now seened filled fromend to end by Kloster-heims arny, a frozen, waiting gathering.
The forest itself was |ike the forest | had first entered when | discovered Lucifer's castle. No
animals, no birds, nothing noving; only the sweet scent of the flowers and the grass.

| gathered | eaves and wild tulips and covered Sedenko's body with them | did not have the
strength to bury him | left his horse to guard himand nounted ny own beast, striking due west
into the depths of the blue-green forest. My mind and ny body both were consuned by a curious
nunbness. Perhaps they were incapable of accepting any nmore terror or grief.

I knew, too, that | had changed as nuch since | had left Lucifer's castle as | had since | had
| eft Bek on the road to Magdeburg. The changes were subtle. There had been no strong sense of

revelation. My bitterness was of a different order. | bl aned nobody, not even God, for the woes of
the world. Neither did | blanme nyself too hard for past crines. However, | was deternmined to
follow a path that was entirely ny own. Should | ever return to the world | had left, | would

F
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not serve Protestant or Catholic. | would use ny soldier's skills to protect nyself and mine, if
need be, but | would not volunteer to go a-warring. | nourned for Sedenko and for Phil ander G oot
and | told nyself that should | have the chance to avenge their deaths, | would probably take it,

though | felt no special anger, now, towards the wetched Johannes Kl osterheim who daily
increased his own terror as he increased his power.

The ground began to rise upwards, alnost follow ng the curve | thought | had detected froma

di stance. And now, away fromthe influence of Klosterheims forces, | heard a wen's voice, then
the sound of bl ackbirds and magpies. Small animals moved hi the undergrowth. Al was natura
agai n.

I rode for many hours before | realised that night did not fall in this forest. The sky was

cloudl ess and still and the sun was benign. And eventually | heard the sound of children |aughing
as | breasted a rise and | ooked down into a little glade, with a thatched cottage and a few

out bui l dings, a cow and a plough-horse. Three little boys were playing in the yard and at the door
stood a grey-haired wonan with a strai ght back and clear, youthful skin. Even fromthat distance
saw her eyes. They were as blue-green as the forest and they were steady. She snmiled and gestured.

I rode down slowy, savouring this scene of peace.
"I must warn you," said |, "that a great arny out of Hell besieges your forest."
"I know," said the wormman. "Wat are you called, nman?"

"I amcalled Urich von Bek and | amupon a Quest. | seek the Holy Gail so that the Wrld's Pain
m ght be cured and Lucifer taken back into the Kingdom of Heaven."

"Ah," said she, "at last you are here, Urich von Bek. | have it for you."

I disnpbunted. | was astoni shed. "You have what, |ady?"

"l have what you would call the Gail. It is a cup. It is what you seek, | think."

"Lady, | cannot believe you. | think that up to now | never did truly believe that I would find
the Grail, and never so easily as to be offered it by one such as you."
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"Ch, the Grail is a sinple thing. And it has a sinple function, really, Urich von Bek."
My legs were weak. | felt faint. | had not realised how exhausted | had becone.
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The wonman signed to one of the boys to take ny horse. She put her arm about ny waist. She was
extrenmely strong.

She led nme into the cool peace of her parlour and sat ne down upon a bench. She brought ne mlKk.
She gave ne bread with honey on it. She took off ny helnet and she stroked ny head and rurnured
soothingly to ne so that | wept.

I wept for an hour. And when | had finished | |ooked up at the lady and | said: "All that | |ove
is threatened or is lost forever."

"So h nust seem" she sai d.

"My friends are dead. My true love is in Satan's thrall, as am|. And | cannot trust nmy Master to
keep H's bond."

"Lucifer cannot be trusted," she agreed.
"He offered to return ny soul,"” | told her.

"Aye. It is the only thing He can offer, Urich von Bek, which has any value to a nortal. He can
of fer power and know edge, but they are worthless if the price is one's soul. Many have cone to
me, at the Forest at the Edge of Heaven. Many sol di ers and many phil osophers.”

"Seeking the Gail?"

"Aye. "

"And you have shown it to thenP"

*To sone, yes, | have shown it."

"And they have taken it forth into the worl d?"

"One or two have taken it forth, aye."

"So it is all atrick. There is no special power to the Gail."

"I did not tell you that, Urich von Bek." She was al nost chiding. She poured me nore mlk froma
pitcher. She spread honey on the good bread. "But nost of them expected nagic. Mst expected at
very | east sone heavenly music. Myst were so pure, Urich von Bek, and so innocent, that they
coul d not bear the truth.”

"What ? The Grail, surely, is not a deception of Satan's. If so, the inplications of what | have
been doi ng . "

She | aughed. "You expect worse, for your experience has |led you to expect worse. Ch, | have seen
great-hearted nen and wonen kneeling in worship of the cup. | have seen them pray for days,
awai ting its nmessage, sone sign. | have seen themride fromhere in disappointnent, claimng that
they have been offered a false Grail. | have even been threatened with death, by that sane

Kl ost er hei m who now commands Helt*s armes."”
I
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"Kl ost er hei m has been here? Wen?"

"Many years since. | treated himno differently. But he expected too nuch. So he got nothing. And
he went away. He stabbed me here"-she indicated her left breast—with his sword."

"And yet he did not kill you, plainly."
"Of course not. He was not strong enough.”
"He has strength with himnow "

"That he has! But he has refused to learn," she said, "and it is a great shane. He had character
Johannes Klosterheim and J liked him for all that he was naive. He refused to | earn what Lucifer
refused to learn. Yet | believe you have teamed it, Urich von Bek."

"Al'l | have learned, lady, is to accept the world's attributes as they are. | have | earned, |
suppose, an acceptance of ray own self, an acceptance of Man's ability to create not sensations
and marvels but cities and farns which order the world, which bring us justice and sanity."

"Aha," she said. "lIs that all you have |earned, then, young man? |Is that all?"

"I think so," | said. "The marvellous is of necessity a lie, a distortion. At best it is a
met aphor which leads to the truth. | think that | know what causes the Wrld's Pain, lady. O at
least | think I know what contributes to that Pain."

"And what would that be, Urich von Bek?"

"By telling a single lie to oneself or to another, by denying a single fact of the world as it has
been created, one adds to the Wrld's Pain. And pain, |ady, creates pain. And one nmust not seek to

becone saint or sinner, God or Devil. One must seek to becone human and to |ove the fact of one's
humanity. "

| becanme enbarrassed. "That is all | have | earned, |ady."

"It is all that Heaven demands," she sai d.

I 1 ooked out through her window "Is there such a place as Heaven?"

"I think so," she said. "Cone, we shall wal k together, Urich von Bek."

I was much refreshed. She took ny hand and led ne fromthe cottage and t hrough the forest behind
it until we stood upon a precipice, whence issued the blue-green haze. | felt a sudden soaring of
the mind and senses, such as | had never before experienced. 1 felt a joy and a peace, previously

The War Hound and the World's Pain 195

unknown. | wanted to plunge fromthat place and into the cool haze, to give nyself up to whatever
it was | felt. But the wonman tugged at nmy hand and | had to turn nmy back on Heaven

Even now | cannot be sure if | experienced a hint of what Heaven might be. It seemed a kind of
clarity, a kind of understanding. Can Hell and Heaven be nmerely the difference between ignorance
and know edge?

| turned nmy back on Heaven.

I turned ny back on Heaven and wal ked with the lady to her cottage. The children had di sappeared
and only the cow and the horse were there, placid.

| sat at the table and she poured nme nilk from her pitcher
"Where is this?" | asked her. "Were does Heaven |ie?"

"That nust be obvious to you by now. " She went to the wooden dresser behind her and she opened a
drawer. Fromthe drawer she took a small clay pot and she placed it on the table before ne.
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"Here. Take this back to your Master. Tell H myou have found the Gail. And tell Hmthat it was
fashi oned by the hands of an ordinary woman."

"This?" | could not touch it. "This is the Holy Gail ?"

"This is a production of that which you believe inhabits the Gail," she said. "And it is holy, |
think. And it was made by me. And all it brings is Harmony. It rmakes those who are in its presence
whole. Yet, ironically, it can be handled only by one who is already whole."

"I, whose soul is in Lucifer's charge, can be called whole, |ady?"

"You are a man," she said. "A nortal. And you are not innocent. Neither are you destroyed. Yes,
von Bek, you are whol e enough.”

I reached fingers towards the little clay pot. "My Master will not believe in this."

She shrugged. "Your Master is a fool," she said. "Your Master is a fool."

"Well," | said, "I will take it to Hm And | will tell H mwhat you have told ne. That | bring
the Cure for the Wrld's Pain."

"You bring H m Harnony," she said. "That is the Cure. And the Cure is within every one of us."
196
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"Has this cup no other power, |ady?"

"The Power of Harnony is power enough," said she quietly.

"But difficult to denpnstrate,” said | in sone amusenent.

She sm | ed. Then she shrugged and woul d say no nore on the subject.

"Well,"” | told her, "I thank you for your hospitality, lady. And for this gift of the Holy Gail.
Must | believe in it?"

"Bel i eve what you like. The cup is what the cup is," she said. "And it is yours to take."

| picked up the cup at last. It was warmin ny hand. | felt alittle of what | had experienced as
she and | | ooked into the abyss beyond her house. "I thank you for your gift," | said.

"It is nogift," she told me. "It is truly earned, Urich von Bek. Be sure of that."

"I have a scroll," | said, "which | nust open if | amto return to nmy Master."

"You cannot open it here," she said. "And even if you did open it, you could not return to Hel
fromhere, nor any part which Hell conmands. It is the rule.”

"Ah, but madam | have cone so far! Am| to be cheated now?"

"You are not cheated," she said kindly, "but it is the rule. Use your scroll once you are out of
the forest again. It will serve you then."

"Kl ost er hei m and Duke Arioch's horde await me there."
"That is true," she said. "I know."

"So | amto be dooned just as it seens | achieve ny goal ?"
"I'f you think so."

"You nmust tell me!" | was close to weeping. "Ch, madam you nust tell me!"
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"Take the Grail," she said. "And take your scroll. They will both serve you well. Show Kl osterheim
the Grail and renenber that he has seen it before."
"He will nock ne."

"OfF course Klosterheimw Il nmock you if he has any chance at all. O course he will, Urich von
Bek. He is all arnmour, that Klosterheim"

"And then he will kill ne," | said.
"Then you nmust have courage."
The Wi- Hound and the Wirld's Pain 197

She rose fromthe table and | knew she neant ne to | eave.

One of the little boys was holding ny horse for me as | went out into the yard. Another sat on the
punp, watching ne. The third was unconcerned. He was studying the chickens.

| sat down upon ny horse and set ny feet in ny stirrups. | felt the clay pot in ny purse, together
with Lucifer's scroll

"There will be no legend told of you," said the grey-haired woman, "yet you are ny favourite
anongst all those who have conme to ne."

"Mother," | said, "will you tell me your nane?"

"Ch," she said, "I amjust an ordinary woman who nmade a clay pot and who dwells in a cottage in
the Rarest at the Edge of Heaven."

"But a nane?"

"Call nme what you will," she said. She smled and her smle was warm She put a hand upon m ne
"Call nme Lilith, for some do."

Then she had struck ny horse upon his flank and | was riding east again. Back to where Kl osterheim
and all his horrid arny awaited ne.

Chapt er XVH

I KNEWTHAT it was a foolish hope, yet |I deliberately went to where | had | eft Sedenko's body. |
recal l ed a | egend concerning one of the properties of the Grail, that it could bring the dead back
tolife. | held out the little clay pot over the corpse of ny poor dammed friend, but his eyes did

not nicker and his wounds did not magically heal, though his face seened nore at peace than when
had covered himwi th flowers and | eaves.

This dream | thought, has no neaning. This clay pot is nothing nore than a clay pot. | have
| earned not hing and | have gai ned nothing. Yet | rode on, out of the blue-green Forest at the Edge
of Heaven, and | stood al one against all the ranks of rebellious Hell, reaching for ny parchnent

even as Klosterheimrode out fromthe infinite black cloud and canme slowy towards ne.

"1 give you the opportunity to join in this adventure,*' he said. He was frowning. He pursed his
lips. "You and 1 have great courage, von Bek, and together we could storm Heaven and take it.
Thi nk what woul d be ours!"

"You are nad, Johannes Klosterheim" | said. "Philander Groot has already told you that. He was
right. How can Heaven's gifts be taken by stornP*'
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"The way | take Hell's, fool!"

"I have found the Gail," | said, "and would ask you to let ne pass, for | amon ny way to ny
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Master. | have been successful in ny Quest."
"You have been deceived. You are not the first to be so deceived."

"l know that you have | ooked upon the Grail and have rejected it," | said, "but | have not
rejected it, Klosterheim Do not ask ne why, for | could not tell you, though |I am sure you have
many reasons as to why you would not accept it."

"I would not accept it," he said, "because it was a trick. There were no miracles. Either God
deceived us or He had no power. It was then that | decided to serve Lucifer. And now | serve
mysel f agai nst even Lucifer."

"You serve nothing," | said, "save the Cause of Dissension."

"My Cause has far nore neaning! Von Bek, | offer you all that you desire."

"You offer nme nore than ever Lucifer offered,” | said. "Do you believe that H s power is already
your s?"

"I't shall be!"

He signalled and the black weight of Hell canme noving in on ne. | snelted the stink. | heard the
gi bbering and the other noises. | saw the hideous, nmalforned faces. Rank upon rank upon rank of
them "This is what rules now," said Klosterheim "Death and terror are the neans by which al
power is maintained. | nmake ny justice for nyself. Ajust world is a world in which Johannes

Kl ost erhei m has everything he desires!"”
| took the little clay pot frommy purse. "lIs this what you rejected?"

The ground began to tremble again. It seenmed the whole Earth swayed. Fromthe ranks of Hell came a
nmonst rous ul ul ati on

Kl osterhei m | ooked hard at it. "Aye. It's the sane. And you've been deceived by the sane trick,
von Bek, as | told you."

"Then | ook upon it," | said. "Let all your forces |ook upon it. Look upon it!"

I hardly know why | spoke thus. | held the Grail up high. No shining cane out of it. No nusic cane
out of it. No great event took place. It remained what it was: a small clay pot.

Yet, here and there in the ranks of Hell, pairs of eyes
200
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becane transfixed. They | ooked. And a certain sort of peace cane upon the faces of those who
| ooked.

"It is a Cure," | cried, following ny instincts, "a Cure for your Pain. It is a Cure for your
Despair. It is a Cure."

The poor dammed w etches who had known nothing but fear throughout their existence, who had faced
no future but one of terror or oblivion, began to crane to see the clay pot. Wapons were | owered.
The gruntings and the gi gglings ceased.

Kl ost erhei m was stunned. He nade no protest as | noved towards his arny.
"It is a Cure," | said again. "Look upon it. Look upon it."

They were falling to their knees. They were disnmounting fromtheir beasts. Even the nost grotesque
of themwas transfixed by that clay pot. And still no special radiance came out of it. Still no
mracle occurred, save the miracle of their salvation
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And thus it was, with Kl osterheimcomng beside nme, that | rode through the ranks of Hell and was
unharmed. Kl osterheimwas the only one who was not affected by the Gail. Hs face withed with a
terrible torment. He was fascinated by what happened, but did not wish to believe it. He coughed.
He began to groan. "No/* he said.

We passed together through his entire arny. And that arny lay upon the ground. It lay upon the
ground and it seened to be sleeping, though it mght al so have been dead; | did not know.

And Kl osterheimand | were now the only two who were conscious, just then

Kl ost erhei m was shaki ng. He noved his head fromside to side and he bit at his Iip and he glared
at me and the little clay pot. And he coul d not speak. And he had tears in his tornented eyes.

"No," said Klosterheim

"It is true," | told him "You might have had the Grail. But you rejected it. You rejected your
own salvation as well as the salvation of your fellow nmen. You m ght have had this Gail, Johannes
Kl osterheim ™"

And he put fingers to his wetched Iips. And now tears ran down his gaunt, pale cheeks. And he
said again: "No."

He said: "No."

"It is true, Klosterheim Yes, it is true."
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"It cannot be." This last was a terrified shout. He stretched gl oved hands towards the Gail, as
if he still believed he m ght be saved.

Then he fell forward fromhis horse. Hs soul had been taken out of him Duke Arioch had cl ai ned
hi m

| disnpbunted. Klosterheimwas quite dead.

Duke Arioch's forces either continued to sleep on or were beginning to rise and disperse. Those
who had awakened wandered off, perfectly at peace with thensel ves. Not only was the Forest at the
Edge of Heaven no | onger threatened, but Lucifer would be victorious in Hell.

I wondered at the significance of ny Quest and of the cup itself. Sonehow it had served both God
and the Devil. And then |I renmenbered the wonan's words. She had spoken of Harnony.

Fromout of nmy purse | took the scroll and opened it. | read the words that had been witten
there, and even as | read them| found nyself in the library of the castle where | had | ast seen
my Master, Lucifer.

The library was enpty, save for its books and its furniture. Morning |light cane in through the
great wi ndows. Qutside, the trees were noving in a breeze. Birds perched in them Birds sang in
t hem

| realised that this place was no |longer within the domain of Hell.
Chapter XvVm

| WONDERED NOW i f Lucifer had been defeated and if, in Hs defeat, He had taken Sabrina' s sou
with Hmand would continue to clai mmne.

For sonme tinme | stood by the wi ndow, |ooking out on that ordinary and conforting beauty. | placed
the little clay pot upon the table at which Lucifer had been sitting. Then | left the library and
I went into the cool hall and clinbed the staircase to Sabrina's room | did not expect her to be
t here.

| opened the door.
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She was lying in her bed. Her expression was so full of peace that nonentarily | believed her to
be dead. Her face was as lovely as ever and her wonderful hair flooded the pillows. She was
breathing softly as | stooped to kiss her brow. Her eyes opened. She | ooked at nme without
surprise. She smled and she opened her arms to ne. | bent to enbrace her.

"You have brought the Grail with you," she said

"You know?" | sat beside her. | stroked her shoul der
"Of course | know. " She kissed me. "W are free."

"I thought | had l|ost everything," |I said. "Everyone."
"No," she said. "You have gai ned nuch and you have
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gained it for all. Lucifer is grateful. You achieved your goal and in so doing you defeated Hi s
wor st eneny. "

"And He is no | onger our Master."

"No longer." She looked at ne with intelligent eyes. "He has gone back to Hell. He clains no part
of Earth for Hs Realm™

"We shall never see H m agai n?"

"W shall see Hm In the library. At noon." She rose fromthe sheets and sought her gown.
handed it to her. It was white, |ike a wedding dress.

"And God?" | asked. "Does He still parley with God?"

"I do not know. " She glanced out the window. "It is alnost noon. Lucifer asked us to come
t oget her. "

We enbraced again, nore passionately now Then we |eft the room and wal ked down the staircase to
the library.

Once nore, as she had done a year before, Sabrina opened the huge doors of the library. And once
nmore Lucifer sat at the table. But He was not reading. He was holding the clay cup in H's hands.
He turned beautiful eyes upon us. Sone of the terror, | thought, had gone out of Hm sone of the
defi ance.

"Good norrow to thee. Captain von Bek," He said.
"Good norrow, Prince Lucifer." | bowed.

"You would wish to know," He said, "that your friends do not reside in Hell. | have released their
souls as | have rel eased yours."

"Then Hell still exists," | said.
He | aughed Hi s ol d, nelodious |laugh. "Indeed it does. The antidote for the Wrld' s Pain cannot
abolish Hell, any nore than it can bring i mediate surcease to all that ails Man."

He repl aced the cup gently upon the table and He got to His feet. H's naked skin gl owed |ike
silver fire and His fiery copper eyes still contained that el ement of nelancholy | had seen
before. "I had sought to have no nore to do with your Earth," He told us. Gacefully He noved
towards us and | ooked down on us. There seened to be love in H's eyes, too, or at |east a kind of
affection. | still did not knowif He lied. | stiU do not know He reached out H's marvel |l ous
hands and touched us. | shivered, sensing that strange ecstasy which, to nmany, could be a
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conmpel ling drug. | gasped. He withdrew his hands. "I have spoken with God," said Lucifer
204
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"And He has refused you, Your Mjesty?" Sabrina spoke softly.

H s sweet, vibrant voice was alnost as |ow as hers when He replied. "I do not think it is a
refusal. But | hoped for nore." The Prince of Darkness sighed and then He snmiled. It was a bitter
and it was a very sad smle.

"I am not accepted into Heaven," Lucifer continued. "Instead, Heaven has put the world into ny
sol e charge. | am comm ssioned to redeemit, in the fullness of tine. If | help mankind to accept
its own humanity, then I, Lucifer, shall be all that | was before | was cast down from Heaven."

"Then you are now the Lord of this Earth, Your Majesty?" | said. "God no |onger rules here?"

"l do not rule, as such. | amcharged to bring Reason and Humanity into the world and thus
di scover a Cure for the Wrld's Pain. | amcharged to understand the nature of this cup. Wen
understand its nature and when all mankind understands its nature, we shall both be redeened!"

Lucifer raised H s head and He | aughed. The sound was nusical and full of irony as well as hunour.
"How t hings turn, von Bek! How things turn!"
"So you are still our Master," said Sabrina. She was frowning. She had conme to be afraid again.

"Not so!" Lucifer turned, alnpbst in rage. "You are your own nasters. Your destiny is yours. Your
lives are your owmn. Do you not see that this nmeans an end to the mracul ous? You are at the
begi nning of a new age for Man, an age of investigation and analysis."

"The Age of Lucifer," | said, echoing sone of H's own irony.
He saw the joke in it. He smled.

"Man, whet her he be Christian or pagan, nust learn to rule hinself, to understand hinself, to take
responsibility for hinself. There can be no Arnageddon now. If Man is destroyed, he shall have
destroyed hinsel f."

"So we are to live without aid," said Sabrina. Her face was cl earing.

"And w thout hindrance,"” said Lucifer. "It will be your fellows, your children and their children
who will find the Cure for the Wrld' s Pain."

"Or perish in the attenpt,"” said |

"It is a fair risk," said Lucifer. "And you nust renenber, von Bek, that it is in ny interest that
you succeed. | have

The War Hound and the World's Pain
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wi sdom and know edge at your disposal. | always had that gift for Man. And now that | may give it
freely | choose not to do so. Each fragnent of wi sdomshall be earned. And it shall be hard-
earned, captain.”

This time Lucifer bowed to us. Hs glowing body seened to flare with brighter fire and the library
was suddenly enpty.

He had taken the clay cup with Hm

| reached out for Sabrina' s hand.
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"Are you still afraid?" | asked her
"No," she said, "I amthankful. The world has been threatened too | ong by the extraordi nary, the
supernatural and the nonstrous. | shall be happy enough to snmell the pines and hear the song of

the thrush. And to be with you. Captain von Bek."

"The world is still threatened,”" | said to her, "but perhaps not by Lucifer." | held her hand
tightly.
"Now we can go hone to Bek," | said

Sabrina and | were married in the old chapel in Bek. My father died soon after we returned and he
was pl eased that | was there, to maintain the estates as he would have wi shed. He said that | had
"grown up" and he loved Sabrina, | think, as nuch as did |I. She bore us two girls and a boy, al

of whomlived and all of whomare now well. W continued with our studies and cane to entertain
many great nmen, who were inpressed with Sabrina's grasp of Natural Philosophy in particular,
though | think they sometinmes found nmy own speculations a trifle obscure.

I was not to neet Lucifer again and perhaps | never shall.

| continue to remain unclear, sonetines, as to whether nmy soul is my owmn. It is stfll possible
that Lucifer lied to us, that God did not hear Hm that God did not speak to HHm Has Lucifer
claimed the whole Earth as His donain in defiance of God? O did God ever exist at all?

These are not thoughts | express to anyone, of course, save now, when | believe nyself to be

dying. The world is unsafe for a man who utters such heresies. | see little evidence that Reason
is triunphant or that it ever shall be triunphant. But if | have Faith, it is in the faint hope
that mankind will save itself, that Lucifer did not, after all, lie.

I have entered into Hell and know that | should not |like to spend Eternity there. And | believe
that | have been pernitted a taste of Heaven

206
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We cane to be happy in Bek. W sought Harnony, but not at the expense of nuscul ar thought and
passi onate argunent, and | believe that we achieved it in a small neasure. Harnony is hard-won, it
seens.

The War eventual |y subsided and did not touch us nuch. And as for the War which had threatened the
supernatural Real ns, we heard no nore of it. The Plague never visited Bek. Wthout deliberately
pursui ng commerce we becane wel |l -to-do. Misicians and poets sought our patronage and returned it
with the productions of their talents, so that we were consistently and nost narvellously

ent ertai ned.

In the year 1648, through no particular effort of goodwill and chiefly on account of their

weari ness and grow ng poverty, both of nmoney and of men, the adversaries in our War agreed a
peace. For several years afterwards we were to receive men and wonen at our estates who had known
not hi ng but War, who had been born into War and who had lived by War all their lives. W did not
turn them away from Bek. Many of them continue to |ive ampngst us, and because they have known so
much of War, they are anxious to maintain a positive Peace.

In 1678 ny wife Sabrina died of natural causes and was buried in our famly crypt, nourned by all
As for nyself, | amalone at present. Qur children are abroad; our son teaches Mdicine and

Nat ural Phil osophy at the University of Prague, where he is greatly honoured; ny elder daughter is
in London as an anbassadress (there, 1 gather, her salon is fanobus and she enjoys the friendship
of the Queen), and ny younger daughter is married to a successful physician in Lflbeck

To ny subjective eye, the Pain of the Wrld is a degree less terrible than it was sonme thirty
years ago, when our Gerrmany was left in ruins. If Lucifer did not lietonme, | pray to Hmwth
all ny heart and soul that He can | ead mankind to Reason and Humanity and towards that Harnony
which nmight, with great efforts, one day be ours.
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| pray, in short, that God exists, that Lucifer brings about H s own Redenption and that nankind

therefore shall in tine be free of themboth forever: for until Man makes his own justice
according to his own experience, he will never know what true peace can be.

Wth this, ny testanent, | consign ny soul to Eternity, offering it neither to God nor to Lucifer
but to Humanity, to use or to discard as it will. And | urgently beg any man or
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worman who reads this and who believes it to continue that which my wife and nyself began: Do you
the Devil's work.

And | suspect that you will see Heaven sooner than ever shall your Master.
Signed by nmy own hand in this Year of Qur Lord Sixteen Hundred and Ei ghty;
BEK
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