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Lost Elysium

mid-Atlantic. Black clouds were
boiling up across the western sky,
and alrcady the screamning wind was pil-
ing up great waves thal battered at the
little auxiliary yawl
Brian Cullan, sole occupant of the little
yawl, stood at its wheel and watched the
gathering tempest in an agony of inde-
cision and dread. Not dread for his per-
sonal safety, but fcar that the storm
might end the weird quest that had
brought him to this lonely ocean waste.
“This storm will sink me unless I run
before it,” he muttered. *‘But if I stay, it
might open the way Lo the Shining Land
as it did before!”

S TORM gathered arinously over the

Cullan’s dark, lean young face was
haggard as he looked down with tense
hope at the ring oo his finger. It was a
strange ring, a2 worn, massive hoop of
gold set with a curious prismatic crysial.
But what he prayed for had not hap-
pened. The jewel was still dull, dead.

The storm was coming on with giant
strides. Even under bare spars, the stout
motor of the yawl could hardly keep it
from swinging broadside to the climbing
waves. He must flee at once if he were
to escape the full fury of the tempest.
But Cullan's agony of indecision sud-
denly #nded in desperate resolve.

“P’ll take the gamble! It's my only
chance of entering Tir Sorcha again.




By EDMOND HAMILTON

I've tried everything else and failed.”

And boldly he opened the Dicsel’s
power and kept the little craft bucking
directly into the storm, to maintain his
position.

Brian Cullan had been cruising around
this position in the lonely mid-Atlantic
for days. Vainly he had been trying to
force entrance back into the strange, alien
world that by chance he had entered two
years before.

The other time, just after the war
ended, he had been flying back across
the Atlantic to America and home. He
had flown into a raging thunderstorm
and a strange thing had happened. The

crystal of the old ring upon his finger
hzd begun to glow weirdly with sparkling
force, )

The ring was an ancient heirloom in
Brian Cullan's family. For his descent
was suppused to be from the great Cuchu-
lain, the legendary Celtic warrior-hero of
two thousand years ago. And from
Cuchulain had come down that strange
ring which had alwayw becen called “The
Unlocker.”

The ring was a key, that under certain
circumstances could unlock the gateway
into an alien world. A world congruent
with Earth but existing on a different
plane of vibration, a world of uncarthly

Somewhere was that lost, golden land and a love worth the
hideous danger of returning
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beauly and horror that long ago Cuchulain
and others had entered and had called Tir
Sorcha, the Shining Land.

Flung into that weirdly different world,
Brian Cuilan had found that time in it
was different. A year on Earth was but a
day in the Shining Land. So that the
twenty centurics since Cuchulain visited
to those who dwelt on it.
that other world seemed but a few years

And the dwellers in Tir Sorcha were
those whom the ancient Celts had wor-
shiped as gods! The Tuatha De, the
great race whose chieftains, Lugh and
Dagda and others, had been deified long
ago by men of Earth, and who still lived
and reigned in that other world of far
slower time,

And among them — Cullan's heart
yearned at the memory—was that Prin-
cess Fand, whom the great race had made
guardian of the Gateway between worlds

Long ago, Fand had loved Cuchulain but’

hzd iet him relurn to Farth. And when
Brian Cullan came, to her he was Cuchu-
lain returned for a trick of inheritance
had made him the double of his long-
dcad ancestor.

Cullan’s eyes filled with tears that the
howling wind and spray of the storm
whipped from his cheeks.

“Fand, I swore to come back to you
or die trying!” he cried into the roar of
wind and waves. “And it's one or the
other, now !”

For he had loved Fand, as he had loved
no woman of Earth. In her faery-beauti-
ful city Ethne, he had fought for her
against her estranged husband Mannanan
when that traitorous lord of the great
race had sought to seize the Gateway to
Earth for his own evil purposes.

He had fought and won, for Man-
nanan lad died in the battle that wrecked

his plot. But Cullan had Jost too, had been
exiled from the Shining Land and thrust
back to his own world by the great
Tuatha rulers who had decreed that
none should come and go between the
worlds.

He had come back to the drab, war-
wearied Earth, but haunted by memory
of that lost, golden elysium and the love
he had Icft there. He had sworn to return
to Fand despite the stern decree oi the
Tuatha lords.

NOW, after two years of preparation,

Brian Cullan had come in the yawl
to that spot in mid-ocean whence former-
ly his plane had been snatched into the
other world, For days, he had vainly
tried by the scientific means he had pre-
pared to open that strange channel be-
tween the worlds of varying vibration.
And all his attempts had failed.

This, now, was his last gamble, The
way had been opened that other time by
the unleashed electric forces of storm.
It might happen again. If it did, the
subtle scientific powers of the ancient
ring upon his finger would take him
through.

Cullan, clinging to the wheel of the
bucking yawl, peered tensely at the
crystal on his finger. “It must happen
again!”

But the crystal of the Unlocker re-
mained dead, mocking him. The jewel
itself was not a door between worlds,
It was only a talisman which could take
him through if the door were opened.

The sky was now night-black, the
howling gale raising mountainous waves
that tossed the struggling yaw! like a toy
on their raving crests. Lightning had be-
gun to spear blindingly across the heavens.

Blinded by flying spray, deafcned by
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the roar of tempest, Brian Cullan fought
fiercely to keep the yawl against the
storm. Despair closed icy fingers around
his heart, for now that the full power
of the gale was unlcashed, the little craft
could not long survive.

Each time it dropped dizzyingly into
the trough of the great waves, he man-
aged miraculously to keep it from swing-
ing broadside and foundering. But mir-
acles could not go on forever. Cullan's
hair bristled as he saw huger waves pil-
ing blackly and leaning forward (o crush
him.,

Colossal hands seemed to snatch the
yawl skyward, and as it hung for a me-
ment on the crest with screw racing wild-
1y, he knew this was the end. The whole
heavens flared in that moment with daz-
zling lightning—

“The sign!” yelled Brian Cullan wild-
ly. “The sign of the Gateway I”

The lightnings had whirled into a flam-
ing, blinding circle in the sky over his
head. A circle that seemed whirling
down upon him.

And the crystal of the Unlocker on his
finger was suddenly [laming! Scintillat-
ing with blazing rays of force that spun
in a circle which was miniature match o
the descending hoop of lightning above
him.

Storm-lightning had  momentarily
opened the Gateway between the worlds
of varying vibration, and the Unlocker's
subtle aura of force would take him and
his eraft through if—

Crash! The yawl had dropped from
the towering wave-crest to the surface of
the sea, with a smashing shock that
wrenched its beams to shrieking protest,
and that flung Brian Cullan hard against
the rail.

He was half stunned, but he struggled

to his knees. Then he froze, looking
around him with wild surmise on his
haggard face.

Golden, glowing mists were about him,
a strange, sprawling haze. The yawl
floated placidly on a smooth yellow sea,
amid that unearthly radiance. Black sky,
hewling storm, raving waves, had all
vanished.

Wild joy, exultation in hope long-
deferred but now at last fulfilled, ham-
mered in Brian Cullan's heart.

“Tir Sorchal The Shining Land !’

CHAPTER II

COLDEN, dreamy stretched the mists

¥ around him, stirred by the soft,
warm wind into little twists of shining
vapor that slowly swirled above the yel-
low sea. Forever hidden above the aurcate
haze was whatever sun lit this world, But
througl: the sparkling, shrouding vapors
there dimly bulked the outline of a dis-
tant island.

Brian Cullan fclt a singing joy that
thrilled his every nerve. He had fought
fate and death and storm to rcturn o this
world, and his wild attempt had suc-
cecded.

“Fand! Fand” he whispered, and
the name was like a jubilant prayer upon
his lips.

He steered the yawl, its motor throb-
bing, toward the dim shape of the distant
island.

This was a world of islands, he re-
membered. A strange, ocean world whose
golden mists shrouded countless scat-
tered isles that held wonders of beauty
and terror unknown to Earth save in
legend.

Cullan soon perceived that over the
island ahead vast-winged shadows hov-
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ered, Then he saw them more clearly as
incredible, roc-like birds that were plan-
ing to a landing on the low green land.

“The island of Great Birds!” he ex-
claimed, “I remember, now. And over
there—"

Over there farther in the shining haze
showed another isle that seemed covered
by tall trees. But the trees were flowers,
colossal blooms nodding and waving
gently in the breeze.

The two remembered isles gave him
his bearings. He turned the yawl and
sent it throbbing away 1n a direction that
was north by his gyro-compass. It was
the way to the isle of the Waterspout
where was Fand's dty, Ethme, whose
beauty had haunted his memory these two
years.

“Two years?’ thought Cullan. “But
only two days have passed in this world,
since Lugh forced me back to Earth.”

Bitter had been that memory of the
hour when he had been exiled from this
world and from Fand by stcrn decrce of
Lugh, lord of the Tuatha. But now the
bilterness was dissolved in the joy of
return,

Not even his knowledge that he was re-
turmng into Tir Sorcha in direct defiance
of the warning of mighty Lugh, not even
the penalty of doom he risked, could tem-
per his joy. Somewhere here he and
Fand would find chance for happiness,
however brief.

Cullan could not measure the passage
of time as the yawl sped north and north.
It might be near nightfall but he had no
means of guessing. Almost tremulously,
his eyes strained into the mists ahead.
Then at last the island of his hopes took
slow shape.

It was the Isle of the Waterspout, a
low green hill rising from the yellow sea-

A deep bay indented its southern coast,
and above timt bay climbed the shimmer-
ing structures of the faery dty, Ethne.

Most wonderful was the giant geyser
of water that gave this isle its name. Tt
was a colossal waterspout that sprang
perpetually from a pit on the north shore
and curved obliquely across the whole
island to thunder down in a ceaseless
cataract into the bay below the city.

“Ethne at last! And Father there,
hoping and waiting for me—"

Briap Cullan’s pulse hammered as he
sent the yawl speeding into the bay. Loud
in his ears now was the unending, boom-
ing thunder of the falling waterspout,
whose maelstrom of currents he gave
wide berth.

The battered little yawl] glided into the
bay on throttled motor. Ahead lay the an-
cient yellow stone docks of Ethne, and
from them climbed the streets and elfin
buildings of Fand’s City.

Cullan saw that remembered beauty
through blurred cyes. Poised bencath the
rushing rainbow of water that arched
the sky, Ethne was a city of dream. Its
buildings were shimmering spheres like
iridescent bubbles, rising in breathtaking
loveliness to the highest cluster of bubble-
domes that was Fand's palace.

Suddenly, Cullan’s wild elation chec-
ed a little. The city was strangely still,
strangely silent. There was no sound
but the distant boom of the falling water-
sprout, and no figures moved in the
streets of shimmering spheres, He could
see none of the fair-haired Tuatha lords
and ladies, none of the dark slaves who
had served them.

Fear grew swiftly in Brian Cullan’s
heart as he brought the yawl to the docks
of worn yellow stone. He moored it
hastily between the alim, burnished metal
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boats that floated here. Then he leaped
quickly up onto the dock.

“Good God!” His exclamation came
from lips stiffened by horror.

HE dock was littered with slain men.

Most of them were Tuatha warriors,
tall, fair-haired men in silver mail and
helmets, lying with their glittering flame-
swords still shining in their hands, their
bodies blasted and blackened where enemy
swords had touched them.

But among them lay also many of those
enemy warriors who had dred fighting
them. These were dark, stocky, brutal-
looking men in black armor, men like the
dark slaves whom the Tuatha had owned.
There had been an invasion and battle
here in Ethne!

“Fand!” ecried Cullan agonized. He
ran up the sloping streets toward the
‘highest bubble-palace.

Lost now on him were the beauty of
shimmering domes and gorgeous gardens.
Faery Ethne was a silent city of the dead.
There were corpses everywhere in the
streets, moslly Tuatha but no small num-
ber of the dark warriors.

Cullan remembered as he ran what
Fand had mentioned, that their slaves
were prisoners taken in war with the
dark, deadly enemies of the Tuatha, the
Fomorians who dwelled far northward
in this world.

The Tomoriaus? The mysterious,
malign race whose memory lived in
Celtic legend as lords of evil who strug-
gled against the Tuatha gods? They had
been here in Ethne, had slain every soul.
But Fand?

Wild with dread, Brian Cullan reach-
ed the palace and burst inside. In here,
in the great central hall that was like
the interior of a white pearl, the dead

Tuatha warriors were thickest. And out
on the terrace where Fand and he had
declared their love, and in the wondrous
gardens below it, other dead bodies of
the handsome Tuatha folk lay sprawled.

Cullan searched frantically through the
silent halls of death, but could not find
Tand’s body. He stood, wild with doubt
and dread, feeling a ghastly loneliness in
this still city of death.

Cullan whispered through dry lips.
“If those dark devils killed Fand—"

He stopped and whirled. A slight
sound had reached his ears. Were there
still some of the Fomorians here?

Cullan stooped quickly azd snatched up
a flame-sword from a dead warrior. He
knew the wecapon from previous use. As
his fingers closed on its hilt, its slim
blade glowed with shining force—force
released from the condenser-chamber in
the hilt, that would blast any living thing
touched by the blade.

He listened again, standing ready with
the [laring sword in his hand, his lean,
dark face taut and terrible. Then he went
toward the heap of dead on the great
stair. From there had come the sound.

A man in that heap of corpses was
stirring feebly. It was a tall Tuatha
warrior, whose face was on one side
blackened and scorched by the grazing
touch of a flame-sword.

Brian Cullan knew this man. It was
Goban, captain of Fand's guards, a man
at whose side he had fought against
Mannanan's plotters two years — two
days, herel—ago.

With fierce impatience, he raised
Goban to sitling position and sought to
revive hisn. The Tuathan, be saw, had
been stunned by the glancing touch of a
flame-sword and left for dead.

Now, he opened his eyes.
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“Cuchulain” cried Goban looking
wildly up into Cullan’s face, and calling
him by the name all the Tuatha had call-
ed him because of his resemblance (o his
long-dead ancestor. “Cuchulain, you've
come back! But too late!”

He choked the last words out in a groan,
looking around the corpse-littered palace.

“Goban, what bhas happened here?’
cried Cullan hoarseiy. “Where is Fand?*

He spoke in the Tuatha language, so
like the ancient Gaelic, that he had learned
here before time,

“The Fomorians have her — Tethra’s
dark warriors have taken her to black
Mruun in the north!” .groaned Goban.
“They slew all here but me, and I should
have died, too.”

Cullan’s bloed iced with dread. Fand
a prisoner of the dealiest enemies of the
‘l'uatha, the dark Fomorians whose evil
had been legend even in Earth for ages?

“It was that traitor Mannanan's do-
ing,” said Goban thickly. “The cursed
one who was once Fand's husband.”

“Mannanan ?” cried Cullan. “But he
was killed two years ago—two days ago,
by your time—when we smashed his plot
to seize the Gateway.”

“Aye,” said Gohan, “but it seems now
that Mannanan's plot was not really his
own. He was but a pawn in the bands
of the Fomorians. Those black devils
were the ones who really coveted the
Gateway, so that they could go through
into your Earth.

“And when Mannanan's plot failed,
Tethra's black horde acted quu:kly They

we sought to defend Fand.”

Goban’s eyes lighted fiercely. “You
should have seen her, wielding sword
with us like a tigress against the swarm-
ing dark ones. And as she fought, she
cried, “If Cuchulain were but with us
still!” That was all I heard before a
sword grazed my face, and I fell stun-
ned.”

Brian Cullan’s heart was burstiag with
wild emotion. And from his lips there
broke a sound of rage that was almost
a snarl.

THAT strange resurgence of ancestral

personality, of ancestral memory, that
once before had made him Cuchulain re-
born, was waking in him again.

“We’ll not stay here wailing her loss I”
he cried. “We'll follow northward after
them, even to Mruun!”

The red rage was creeping eves
stronger across his brain, the terrible
personality of the ancient Ilound be-
ginning again to dominate his maddening
mind.

To have lost IFand, by merely hours!
To have spent those long months of toil
and danger and deadly risk to win back
to the Shining Land and her, only to find
himself too latet

“Wait, Cuchulain!” pleaded Goban.
“We two could do nothing against all
the Fomorians in black Mruun. The
Tuatha of all the isles must be told of
this. 1 must call, Lugh, lord of the
Tuatha”

“Why didn’t you call when danger first

came to seize the G
and Fand, who is its guardlan and knows
the secret of its opening. They poured
into Ethne last night from hundreds of
boats and slew all in the city.” They
pressed the last of us into the palace ag

thr d?’ Cullan d ded savagely.
“There was no time!" Goban protested.
“The Fomorians burst in upon Ethne like
a flood, a wave of death that rolled upon
us in moments.”
Goban rase unsteadily to his feet with
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Cullan’s help, and staggered unsteadily
across the hall to a pedestal on which
was mounted a nest of coencentric crystal
globes. He peered intently into the
globes.

Light grew inside the coencentric crys-
tals, Cullan knew he was witnessing
some of the alien science of the Tua-
thans, ar ancient science transcending the
younger one of Earth.

“My thought is reaching through now
to Lugh and Dagda,” Goban whispered.
“They will use the shape-sending to come
here at once.”

Suddenly, magically, two men appeared
there 1n the death-littered hall beside
them. Two tall Tuathao lords, onc of
them a giant.

The older man was Lugh, king of the
Tuathar race, he whom the Celts of old
had deemed greatest of gods—a man
grave and gray with age. with somber,
wrinkled face and piercing eyes. The
other man, a huge, ficrce-eyed giant, was
burly Dagda, warrior-lord of the race.

Cullan knew that he was not really see-
ing the two Tuatha lords. These were but
images of them, hurled across distance by
the ‘“shape-sending” science of Lugh,
images that could see and speak and wield
certain powers.

“What reason for this urgent all—"
Lugh began ta Goban, and then checked
himself as he saw Rrian Cullan. His face
grew stern with wrath. “You have re-
turned, outworlder? Did I not warn you
the penalty was death if you violated my
decree and came back into this world?”

“Lord Lugh, look at these dead!”
boomed the startled voice of giant Dagda,
who had glanced across Lhe corpse-strewn
hall. ‘

Goban spoke hastily. “The Fomorians
have becn herel They have taken the

princess Fand and slain all others here
but myself.”

Lug{'s face stiffened, almost as though
in dread, as he heard Goban's swift tale,
He cried, “What of the Gateway mech-
anism?”

“I do not know but I fear they have
taken it also,” stammered Goban. “] was
struck down here, and Cuchulain revived
me when he came.”

Lugh and Dagda—or their images—
glided swiftly up the stair to the roof
of the bubble palace. Cullan followed
hastily with Goban.

He had been up here before. In the
recess on this roof, he remembered, was
situated that strange mechanism of other-
world science which could be uced to
open the Gateway to Earth at will, and of
which Fand was guardian.

BUT the mechanism was gone. That

wonderlul device «f spinning crys-
tals had becen lifted from its bed, which
now gaped empty.

“The Gateway in the hands of Teihra's
Fomorians |” whispered Lugh. “It is
what we have always feared and guarded
against.”

“They cannot operate it without know-
ing its secret,” pointed out big Dagda
“And only Fand, beside yourself,
knows that secret.”

“Aye, but they have Fand,” Lugh said
somberly. “And Tethra’s craft and tor-
tures will surely win it from her in
time.”

He brooded for 2 moment. Then he
told Goban, “Come at once to our citadel
in Thandara. Great things impend, for
now I think our lmmg struggle with the
dark ones of the north is rushing toward
its climax.”

He added, locling sternly at Brian
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Cullan, “Come you too, outworlder. It
may be that fate itself has brought you
back to this world against my decree, to
play a part in our final war with dark-
ness.”

“Hell take all your wars and orders!”
blazed Cullan. “I'm going after Fand!”

Lugh's eyes fixed him freezingly. "It
may be that you will go, but it will be as
I direct. Obey me, outworlder!”

He and Dagda, or their images, abrupt-
ly vanished. Cullan stood torn with in-
decision as Goban begged him to obey
the order.

“Alone you could not even find black
Mruun of the north,” Goban insisted.
“The lord Lugh's power only can recover
Fand now.”

‘That consideration was what impelled
Brian Cullan finally to obey, despite his
wild impatience, He followed Goban out
of the palace and down through the silent
deathly city to the docks.

Hc was moving toward the yawl, when
Goban objected. “That outworld craft of
yours looks far too slow. We go in one
of our own boats.”

Cullan knew the tremendous speed of
the slim, undecked metal boats of the
Tuatha. He dropped into one after
Goban, who went to the stern and touch-
ed the controls of the box-like generator
of atomic power.

White fire jetted back under water
from the stern, and the slim craft leap-
ed out through the harbor like a fright-
ened horse. Avoiding the thunderous fall-
ing water-spout by a swift turn of the
tiller, Goban sent the boat skimming the
yellow swells due westward through the
golden mists.

The Tuathan captain seemed feverish
with excilaneut over Lugh’s promise of

final war. But Cullan’s mind could hold
only gne thought—memory of Fand in
that last moment when she had clung to
him and he had promised to rcturn.

He had no eyes, in his agony of spirit,
for the islands that took form in the
golden mists and dropped behind them.
The Isle of Silver with ils argent rocks
and burnished beaches, the strange Isle
of Fire whose uprushing red flames
glowed infernal through the haze, the
other, farther isles that he vaguely recog-
nized—he was blind now to their wonder.
The golden mists darkened as night be-
gan to tall. The slim boat rushed on and
on over the smooth vcllow swells. Then
far ahead in the dusking mists there
loomed a larger island” The bubble-like
domes of ils city surrounded the shim-
mering, lofty spires of a mighty citadel
nghts were shining there, many boats
moving, in feverish activity. --

“Thandara, citadel of the Tuatha lords
and heartland of our race!” Goban was
crying t¢ him. “It wzkes for the last war
with the Fomorians.”

Thandara, fabled citadel of the old
Celtic gods! Cullan, crushed by his
dread, could feel only a numbed wonder
as they rushed toward it,

CHAPTER 1III

MPYUATHAN  warriors were already
coming from other islands, as was
evidenced by the many boats speeding
into the harbor of the city. But Goban
steered their own racing craft past the
harbor, directly toward the point where
the sheer, shimmering outer wall of
the great citadel rose from the water
edge.
There in the face of the wall was &
water-gate opening directly into the cita-
del. In the decpening dusk, Goban deftly
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maneuvered their craft through the open-
ing and down a water tunncl into a little
interior harbor beneath the great struc-
ture. Here a sourceless yvellow light il-
luminated a dozen other metal boats
chained (o a slone quay.

On the quay waited a giant figure in
silver mail and helmet. Cullan instantly
recognized Dagda’s craggy, massive face
and fierce eyes.

“The lord Lugh awaits you,” he
boomed. “Already word has gonc out to
every island of our folk, and soon all will
have gathered here.”

“To go after Fand?” Cullan asked with
feverish hope.

Dagde looked at him solemnly. *“You
may sec her sooner than you think, out-
worlder.”

They followed the burly giant up coil-
ing silver stairs through shining irides-
cent corridors and chambers of soft,
sourceloss light.  Fverywhere in the cita-
del they heard running feet, babel of ex-
cited voices, stir of intense activity,

The Tuathan giant led them at last into
@ high chamber that was not large.
Around its pale rose-tinged walls stood
implements and instruments of the Tua-
than science, their purpose ungucssable to
Cullan. And here stood Lugh, straight
and spare in his mail, his somber face
darker than ever as he listened to Goban’s
quick elaboration of his tale,

“Aye, it is plain enough,” Lugh said,
finally. “Tethra has long coveted the
Gateway. And when his plot to gain it
through Mannaman failed, he struck
directly and took both it and its gmar-
dian.”

“What will they do with her? Theyll
not kill her? Cullan asked tensely.

“Not until they have wrung the secret
of the Gateway from her,” Lugh seid

darkly. “And then—then at last Tethra
and his evil horde will be free to go
through into youx Earth.”

His voice deepened as he coatinued. It
is why we Tuatha long ago closed the way
between worlds.  Your people would be
defenseless against the dark science of
the Fomorians. Once before, ages ago
in your time, they broke through into
Earth under Tethra and began conquer-
ing your primitive races.

“We Tuatha forced the Fomorians that
time to return to this world. And soon
after, when the men of Larth revolted
against our own wise rule, we returned
ourselves into this world and closed the
Gateway so that the Fomorians could not
again invade your world”

Lugh's face was heavy with memory.
“Since then, for many years of our time
and for many ages of yours, we have
kept the Gatcway closed. Only a few
times, when the forces of nature hap-
pened to open the Gateway rnomenlarily,
have any from Earth come through.
Your ancestor Cuchulain was one such,
ard it was because Fand gave him that
ring you wear that you in turn were
drawn into our world by such a chance
opening of the way.

“But now the nechanism of the Gate-
way is in Tethra’s hands. And when he
forces its secret from Fand, he and his
evil race will invade your world. I tell
you that your folk of Earth will be de-
fenseless before them! Your weapons
of crude material science will be in vain,
and the Fomorians will fasten an evil and
hideous tyranny on all your race!”

Brian Cullan was chilled. He felt a
fear such as he had not felt on that
former ion when M had

plotied for the Gateway.
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ANNANAN'’S traitorous followers

had been few, and whatever their
powers he had not felt that so few cculd
represent real danger to Earth. But these
dark hordes of whom Lugh spoke, armed
with inhuman powers and sciences, pour-
ing through into an Earth already bat-
tered Ly war--—

“Then the oniy means of averting that
disaster is to get Fand away from Ueth-
ra's grasp before he can sccure her sce-
ret!” he argued.

Lugh looked at him steadily. “You
fove Tand, do you not? It is why you
returned to this world against my de-
cree P”

Cullan answered boldly, “I do love
her, and it is why I returned. You can
kill me, I know, but I'll not go back
again to Earth !

Dagrla, the giant, uttered booming ap-
preciation. “This outworlder has courage,
Lugh! Let him stay, we can use him in
this fight.”

Lugh was looking str-ngely at Cullan.
“Yes, we can use him,” he =mid slowly.
“Fate itself has browght him back to use
against T'ethra. But let him not complain
later when he learns all the tricks of
fate.”

To Brian Cullan there seemed some-
thing hidden, something ominous, in
Lugh's words. But he was past caring
for premonitions now.

“I'l complain at no risk or danger,
if a can stay and fight my way to Fand!”
he cried.

“We are going to Fand now,” Lugh
said unexpectedly. “In a few minutes you
shall see and speak to her again, aye and
to Tethra too in his castle in dark
Mruun.”

Cullan was astounded. “In 2 few min-

utes? But Goben says that Mruun lies
far in Lhe'cold mists of the north?’

“We shall not go by ordinary means,
this time,” Lugh said. “You go with me,
for I have a reason. But first, put on
Tuathan mail”

Mystified, Brian Cullan discarded
his clothes and donned the silver mail and
helmet that were ready. When he had
done so, lie glimpsed himself in a mirror.
His helmeted, dark head and mailed fig-
ure looked strangely different to him,
from his former self.

“It is well,” muttered Lugh, eyeing
him. “You are indeed exact counterpart
of your ancestor Cuchulain.”

He led Cullan toward a looming de-
vice in a corner, a hollow copper tube
atop which were mounted queer, shielded
instruments.

Cullan began to understand. “Then
only our images are to go? As you and
Dagda canie to Ethine?’ b

Lugh nodded. “Yes, we go by the
shape-sending. This machine can fling a
simulacrum of our physical bodies far
and fast across any distance, and so we
shall enter Mruun. And then—we shall
see.””

Cullan sensed again that hidden pur-
pose in the Tuathan king's words, that
miysterious purpose that somehow con-
cerned himself, But he was too desperate-
ly anxious to sec Fand again to ques-
tion. .

He followed Lugh inside the hollow
copper tube. The Tuathan king touched
and turned a gnurled knob upon the wall.
Then from walls and floor and roof of
the cube, blinding light seemed to ex-
plode upon them.

Brian Cullan reeled. He o longer felt
the floor under his feet, but felt as though
he were being burled headlong through
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“howling darkmess. Vaguely, he felt
Lugh's arm steadying him.

“We approach Mruun!” Lugh's voice
reached him. “Now keep close behind
me, and speak not until I have spoken.”

Cullan scemed to himself to be hurt-
ling behind Lugh swifter than thought,
through cold, mist-shrouded night over
lieaving ocean. He knew that it was ouly
his image ‘that was so traveling, only a
simulacrum of himself flung out by the
Tuathan’s deep mastery of atomic science.

Yet it seemed he, the real Drian Cul-
lan, who was thus rushing at nightmare
speed over the night-shrouded sea. And
ahead of them, looming up with inered-
ible swifiness, towered a great island.

HROUDED in cold nerthern mists,
the stupendous crags of this island
rose like black battlements of giants. Up
there on the heights was a squat, dark,
~aitient city of vast extent, dominated by
the massive, ebon castle that perched on
the highest cliffs.

“Black Mrunn, the chief isle of the Fo-
morian race,” came Lugh’s voice. “Re-
member, keep behind me as we enter
Tethra's castle.” .

‘They were rushing up through mist
and night toward the black and massive
pile. Cullan glimpsed dark, mailed For-
morian warriors on its walls, warriors
who cried out and pointed at them,

Then he and Lugh were rushing

through the thick stone walls of the
castle, as though they did oot exist. He
had flashing glimpses of a labyrinth of
dusky corridors and levels, as they drove
through them.

Then, suddenly, their rush slowed and
stopped as he and T.ugh entered a vast,
vaulted black room filled with strange,
ochre light,

“The throne-chamber of Telhra,” whis-
pered Lugh, from in front of Cullan,
“Aye, and there is he, and Fand.”

At the far end of thc room upon a
throne of carven black stone flanked by
mailed guards, sat Tethra. He was a
man past middle age, dark like all the
Formorians but handsomec and with

“something in his mocking [ace that seem-

ed vaguely familiar to Cullan.
Tacing the taunting gaze of the Fo-
morian ruler stood a slim, erect white

' figure at sight of whom Brain Cullan’s

heart jumped.

“Fand!” he whispered chokingly.

It was Fand as he remembered her,
slender in her starwoven white gown, her
dark hair bare. Her green eyes were bril-
liant with defiance, her dynamic white
face stiff with loathing, as she faced
Tethra.

Bul a moment that tableau held for
Cullan to witness, before it was inter-
rupted.

Into the throne-chamber
morian guards.

“Lugh and another have come! Their
images rushed through the wall into the
castle—"

But Tethra was on his feet hefore they
could finish, glaring swiftly around the
throne-chamber. He becamec rigid as he
glimpsed Lugh gliding forward wilh
Cullan close behind him.

“Lugh’s shape-sending science!” ex-
claimed the Fomorian king. “Fear not,
my men! I expected it and have pre-
pared against it.”

As he spoke, Lugh was swiftly moving
his hand. From a heavy bracelet-instru-
ment on his wrist, bolts of shining force
like living lightning darted toward Teth-
ra.

But those dazzling Dbolts withered,

raced Fo-
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faded and vanished in the strange ochre
radiance that filled the room. And Teth-
ra laughed, his dark, mocking face tri-
umphant.

“Said I not I was prepared ?” he taunt-
ed. “Not thus easily do you catch me,
Lugh. The shape-sending trick will not
avail you now.”

“The Tuatha know other tricks,” Lugh
said ominously. **You hover an the brink
of an abyss. Tethra. Send Fand and
the Gateway back to us or it is war
between Tuathans and Formorians that
means your death.”

TETHRA laughed mockingly. “Will

threats win that war for you? You
are alrcady defeated and you know it,
Lugh. Long have you kept us barred
out of that Earth from which you drove
us. Now we go back there, for now we
have the Gateway and soon we will have
its secret.”

Tand spoke softly in her silver voice.
“They will never have it, lord Lugh!
Fear not that any torture can force it
from me.”

“There are tortures of the mind that
can transcend the terrors of the [lesh,”
Tethra said smoothly. “And I know how
to wield them, Fand.”

“Aye,” said Lugh darkly, “there are
tortures of the mind. But two can play
at using them, Tethra.”

“Bring on your forces and weapons if
you so dare,” Tethra challenged con-
temptuously. “My warriors have long de-
sired to slay you and your lords, including
that hulking Dagda who now skulks be-
hind you.”

“It is not Dagda who is behind me,”
said Lugh quietly. “It is one who is not
of the Tuatha at all.”

And Lugh’s image suddenly moved

aside, revealing Brian Cullan’s mailed
figure to their gaze.

Tethra leaped up like a man stricken
by appalling force. For a moment, as
he stared at Cullan, his face was livid.

“Cuchulain!”  he cried hoarsely.
“Cuchulain, here from the outerworld P’

And from Fand came a glad, silver
ery. “Cuchulain returned! I kuez you
would come back!”

She ran forward with wild gladness in
her face, as Tethra still stood rigidly,
stunnedly staring at Cullan’s image.

Lugh made a sudden movement. To
Cullan, the whole throne-room seemed
suddenly to vanish as he was withdrawn
from it with incredible swiltness. He felt
himself whirled back through darkness,
and suddenly was standing again in the
copper cube in Lugh's chamber at
Thandara.

He stood unsteadidly, still wild with
emotion at his glimpse of Fand and-hé&
peril, as Lugh briefly told Dagda and
the other of their glimpse of her.

Cullan interrupted, his voice heoarse.
“We've got to do something to get her
out of there, quickly!”

“We will,” Lugh said quietly. “Tethra
knows now that I have weapons against
him.”

“That devil didn’t fear your weapons,”
Cullan said harshly. He added, puzzledly,
“Though Tethra seemed almost to fear
when he saw me, sccmed to know me.
Yet he has never seen me before.”

“He mistook you for your ancestor
Cuchulain—and he knew Cuchulain long
ago when he and his Fomorians invaded
Earth,” said Lugh. The Tuatha king add-
ed, broodingly. “And seeing you made
Tethra fear, indeed.”

Cullan was too agonized by apprehen-
sion for Fand to pander the dark mystery

3
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that he scnsed again behind Lugh's
words.

“We go to Mruun at once, physically
and with weapons?” he cried tensely.

Lugh shook his head. “Not yet. The
hosts of the Tuatha arc not yet gathered.
And I have still a2 weapon to use against
Tethra before we join final batile. But
it will take time.”

“Time? There is no time ! Cullan re-
torted passionately. “If you and your
wartiors won't go, I'm going to Mruun
alone!”

He turncd to leave the chamber. But
giant Dagda grasped him, and held him
like a child despite his raging

“Lock him up,” Lugh ordered curtly.
“And you guard him, Goban. He is valu-
able to us for he is part of my plan
against Tethra.”

Struggling furiously, Cullan was car-
ried bodily out of the chamber and down
woorridor. Dagda tossed him into a small
room, not unkindly.

“Be not so impatient, outworlder,”
boomned the giant as he shut and locked
the door. “There'll be battle enough for
all of us, soon.”

Brian Cullan heard the huge Tuathan
stride away, leaving Goban on guard out-
side the locked door. He stood in the
small, ycllow-lit room, trembling with
frustrated rage and dread.

There was a tiny window, He went to
it looked out feverishly into the might.
Diffused silver radiance now streamed
down through the mists, from moons
somewhere ahove the haze. The unreal
light washed the gardens and bubble-
buildings below this high citadel of
Thandara.

Out in the harbor of the city he could
see slim boats streaming in through the
haze, in numbers. The Tuathan warriors

=2

were gathering from all their isles for
war,

Cullan gained 1o hopc from the sight.
By the time this host was ready to go
northward, it would be too late to save
Fand from torture and death.

CHAPTER 1V

ULLAN turned back from the win-
dow, his fists clenched and his dark
face savage in the soft yellow light.

“T'll not be locked here like a child
while Lugh spins mysterious plots, If
they won't go to Mruun, T will

But how ? IHow escape {rom this roon:,
from the citadel? The window was too
small, the door locked. There was only
one possibility.

He went to the door and called through
it. “Goban, I want you to come inside.
I give my word not Lo try to overpower
you.”

Goban'’s voice came doubtfully, “1 do
no doubt your word, Cuchulain. But—""

“Man, the princess Fand's lifc hinges
on it!” Cullan cried.

That swept aside Goban’s doubts, as he
had known it would. The captain of
Fand’s guards, like ali hei warriors, had
been fanatically devoted to her. Goban
unlocked the door and entered the rooin.

Cullan spoke rapidly. “Lugh told you
that we had seen land a prisoner in
Mruun. But he did not tell you of all
her peril.”

Goban's face blanched as he listened
to Cullan’s tale of hearing Tethra threaten
the Tuathan princess with imminent tor-
ture. ’

“The devils of Fomorial” raged the
captain. “If they do that before we get
there—"

“They will have done it before your
host arrives,” pressed Brian Cullan.
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‘“‘Unless a few men, unless you and I,
go ahead with all speed to Mruun and
snatch Fand away from them first”

Goban gasped. “You and I go alone to
black Mroun? It would be useless, mad"

‘“We would have a chance,” Cullan in-
sisted.  “Tecthra was startled, shaken,
when he saw me. I think he fears me,
or rather, Cuchulain. And I think we
could secretly enter his castle. I saw all
its intcrior ways as I went through it with
Lugh in image.”

The Tuathan captain hesitated, torn by
his throbbing loyalty to Fand and his
larger fealty to Lugh.

“The lord Lugh would slay me for
breaking his command,” Goban mutlered.
“But I will do it, Cuchulain! Better that
thanr to let the princess die without at-
tempt to save her!”

His decision made, Goban planned
swiftly. “We can leave the citadel only
by the way we came—the boats bclow.
‘Wait, while I see if the road is clear.

Brian Cullan waited in tense impatience
for minutes before Goban returned. The
Tauthan captain handed him a flame-
sword

Sheatking Lhe weapon, Cullan (ollowed
the other out of the room.” Goban had
chosen a way down narrow, little-used
stairs end passages. As they hastened
downward, they could hear from else-
where in the citadel the echo of excited
voices, of hasty preparations.

Without challenge they reached the
quay of the little inner harbor beneath
the citadel, in which yellow light glistened
off the dozen swift metal boats moored
here.

“Dagda’s craft is the fastest by far,
but it s chained and locked,” whispered
Goban. *“We must take the onc in which
we came.’t

The Tuathan again took the helm,
starting the atomic mechanism purring
and steering the slim boat quickly out
the water-tunnel.

They emerged from the citade! into the
silver mists. At once, Goban swung their
craft im a wide dircle to avoid the en-
trance to the main harbor of Thandara.

Looking back toward that harbor,
Brian Cullan saw in it many boats gath-
ered along the massive docks. Under

the flare of brilliant lights, Tuathan war- -

riors were loading heavy, spouted mech-
anisms into the boats,

“They prepare the instruments of our
science that will loose destruction,” said
Goban. “The battle that comes will be
terrible.”

NO\V they were clear of the island and
= ' the Tuathan swung their cralt north-
ward. At its highest speed it skimmed

over the smooth swalls of the sea, Culefl™ -

peering tautly from its bows.

Silver mists as of dreamlike moonlight
shrouded all the world. Wisps and curls
of the whitely radiant haze caught at their
faces as their craft rushed on. Like dim
ghost-iands vaguely bulked the islands
through which they were passing.

Cullan felt an ever-ficrcer impatience,
born of his dread for Fand. That dread,
and the rage against the Fomorians it
engendered, brought stronger imto his
mind that wild, ruthless baitle-passion
that he believed was inheritance from
long-dead Cuchulain. He told himself
desperately that he must keep his head
clear, must be Brian Cullan, not Cuchu-
lain,

Goban was feeling something of that
same fierce excilement. For the Tuathan
called to him above the rush of the wind,
his voice high.
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“I am glad, now! I was the only v.:-
ror in Lihne who did mot die fighting
for the princess, and now I redeem that
shame.”

Silver moon-mists and vague islands
rushed past, as they sped on and on
toward the north. Soon there were no
more islands to be glimpsed, only the
spectral sea over whose low wave-crests
the slim bLoat ran headlong.

Hours passed, Cullan saw the Tuathan
c ly consult instr in the
stern and gucssed that Goban was correct-
ing and checking their course toward
Mruun, They had alrcady come a great
distance, he knew.

The mists began to grow thicker, dark-
er, colder. A chill that he had not be-
fore expericnced on this world entered
Brian Cullan's flesh from the wind. And
ever darker, heavier, became the shroud-

_ing haze.

“We draw near toward Mruun!" Go-
ban called finally. “Soon we may glimpse
the cursed island.”

Cullan’s hopes flared up exultant. But
the Tuathan added warning. “By now,
they’ll have missed us at the citadel. And
Lugh can follow swiftly.”

A bare few minutes laler, there came
such a sharp and startled cry from
Goban, that Cullan whirled quickly
around.

Tall and somber in his silver mail and
helmet, staring at them in stern accusa-
tion, Lugh stood in the speeding boat
with them.

Cullan suddeunly understood. “Lugh’s
image| The shape-sending—"

“Avye, it is how I have followed you,”
Lugh said harshly. He threateningly
raised his arm, on which glitlered the

bracelel-shaped weapon that could loose

ligh:ning destruction. “Turn back at once
toward Thandara!’

“I’ll not turn back!” flamed Brian Cul-
lTan. “You can kill me, but while T live,
T'm going on to Fand.”

Lugh slowly lowered his arm. “I shall
not kill you, for you are vaiuable in our
struggle against Tethra in a way you
do not know.”

He added sternly, “But you shall not
reach Mruun, I thought you would defy
mc, and so when we missed you I
sent Dagda after you.”

The image of Lugh vanished abruptly
with that ominous warning, withdrawn by
that shape-sending science he had used
to overtake them.

Goban's voice was-appalled. “Dagda
and his warriors pursuing us? And their
craft is far faster than this one!”

“They'll not dare pursue us into Mruoun
itself,” Cullan encouraged. “If we can
reach the Fomarian city in time—"

HEIR Tuathan boat could not go

faster, since already it was racing
over lhe sea at its highes: speed. Anxi-
ously each few minutes now they peered
back into the darkeming mists, but saw
no pursuers.

Another hour passed thus, and another,
Then far aud ligh in the cold, dark mists
ahead, Cullan descried gleamns of dull
ocher light. Beneath those lights bulkad
vaguely the black baltlements of lofty
cliffs. -

“Dlack Mruun at last!” he exulted.
“We'll steal in below the cliffs and
then—"

“Dagda comes!” yelled Goban, point-
ing backward.

Out of the mists behind themn was
emerging the speciral shape of a rushing
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‘Tuathan boat larger than their own. It
held hall a dozen warsiors, with giant
Dagda himself crouched at its prow.
“Turn and try to lose them in the
mists I cried Brian Cullan, desperale at
the last-minute menace to his hopes.
Gohan obeyed, swerving their racing
craft so sharply that its gunwhale dip-
ped up sea, But turn and twist as they
might, the other cralt and Dagda's angry,
booming voice hung close behind them.
“No use, Cuchulain!’ cried Goban
lhopelessly. “They’ll board us in a mo-

ment. And we cannot fight our own—"" .

He suddenly stopped, his face for a
moment wild and startled as he peered
through the mist beyond Cullan.

“The Fomorians|”

A dozen sharklike metal craft were
rushing out of the mists upon them from
the direction of Mruun. Cullan glimpsed
them, loaded with dark Fomorian war-
riors in black helmets and mail, yelling
now in savage joy.

Therc was no chance for either Cullan's
nor Dagda’s craft to escape the ring
that suddenly closed upon them. Flame-
swords flared and clashed, men screamed
and died in the mist, as the boats came
together.

Cullan had his own sword out, trigger-
ing the deadly force into its blade as he
struck across the gunwales at the wolfish,
brutal figures looming through the mist.
Ile saw Fomorian faces twist in agony
as his blade touched bodies and loosed
the destroying force on them.

“Slay not the outworlder Cuchulaint”
yelled a captain in the Fomorian boat at-
wacking them. “Remember Tethra’'s or-
ders|”

Take him alive to torture with Fand?
Cullan struck fiercely at the dark war-
riors who now were piling into his boat

Iy

A

He glimpsed Dagda’s craft rammed
and sinking, the bellowing Tuathan giant
pitched into the sea. Then, from his un-
guarded side, a Fomorian sword-hilt
crashed against the base of his neck, And
Brian Cullan felt himself sliding ioto
blackmess.

He awoke, bis head aching violeatly;
to a silence that seemed amazing transi-
tion from the roar and shock of battle,

"Cullan opened his eyes. He was in a
dark stone chamber, windowless but chull
with icy mists, lighted by a pulsing ocher
radiance.

“Goban, what happened?” he stammer-
ed to the man supporting him. Then he
saw that it was not Goban but huge
Dagda, his shock head bare.

“Goban died a warrior's death in the
fight,” boomed the giant. “So did my
men—but the cursed Fomorians picked
me out of the water like a helpless fish
as I sank in my mail.” -

Brian Cullen felt a pang, at the news
of the brave Tuatha captain's death.
Then he looked wonderingly around the
dank room.

“We're in the castle of Tethra?” he
husked.

“Aye, that we are,” said Dagda grim-
ly. His massive face was black with rage.
“Captured like. children by Tethra's dark
devilst Outworlder, your crazy expedi-
tion hither has led us into a trap where
I'll die without cver fighting in the last
grand battle.”

He strode the room f{uriously. “See
how this ocher radiance shrouds all the
castle? It is no more light, but a shield
of force that Tethra's science has flhung
forth to ward the lightning-loosing
weapons of my people, Yes, the struggle
will be bitter. And I to take no part in
it
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He was still growling curses when the
door was unlocked. Black-mailed Fomor-
ian guards with flame-swords entered the
room. )

“You go before Tethra now,” smap-
ped their officer. And as Dagda started
ominously toward him, he added, “Resist,
and you die here.”

Brian Cullan made no resistance. He
walked amid the alert guards with the
swearing giant, with desperate hope that
at least cach stride might take him nearer
Fand

Dank and cold, flooded with the weird
ocher radiance, were the Dblack stone
carridors of the castle Mruun. They came
{inally into a vast, vaulted room that
Cullan well remembered — Tethra's
throne-room.

Tethra himself stood by his throne,
amid guards and captains, but Cullan
gave him mo second glance. For running
towaru him flashed the slim white figurc
of Fand,

“Cuchulain, you've thrown your life
awazy by following me here!” she cried,
in his arms.

Tears blurred her Lrilliant green eyes
and wet her white face. As he crushed
her close he felt the shiver of dread in
her pliant bedy, and knew that it was
dread for him.

But Cullan felt an incredible, soaring
joy.

He had won back to her through the
dangers of two worlds, and somehow he
would hold her.

“Fand! FandI”

“They have us both, now,” she whis-
pered. “And they have the Gateway
mechanism, down in the lowest level of
this castle. And now—"

Cullan turned his head, and felt the

raw red anger creep back into his mind 2s
he met Tethra's gaze.

The Fomorian king stood, tall and dark
in his black mail, eyeing Cullan’s face
with strange intentness, Again, it scemed
to Cullan there was something vaguely
familiar in Tethra’s dark, strong, aging
face.

“Cuchulain, in very truth!” whispered
Tethra, incredulously. “But how can it
be? Long ages have passed in the out-
world since Cuchulain was borg there.”

Cullan answered harshly, fearlessly. “1
am not the Hound. But he was my an-
cestor, long ago.”

A strange, throbbing emotion showed
in Tethra’s eyes. His dark, sardonic face
was not mocking now. It was ycarning,
glad. :

“Now I wunderstand!” he exclaimed.
“Yes, you are Cuchulain reborn. In your
veins flows his blood—and mine.”

“Your blood?” Cullan cried, astound-
ed. “Do you mean—"

“I was Cuchulain’s father, long ago
on Earth,” said the Fomorian king.
“Your forefather, my son!”

CHAPTER V

ULLAN was stunned, numbed. He

saw shock and horror in Fand's

white face as she looked up at him. He
strove to open his mouth to deny.

But Tethra was speaking quickly, al-
most eagerly, his burning eycs ¢linging
1o Cullan’s face as he spoke.

“It was half my lifetime ago, centuries
ago in your time, that I led my Fomor-
ians to invasion and conquest in your
Earth. There I loved an Earth maiden
and to us was born a son, that Setanta
who later won for himsclf the namec
Cuchulain.

“When Lugh and his Tuathans drove
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us back into this world, my son was left
on Earth. But I yearned for him, and
left command for him to seek me in this
world when he reached manhood. And
Cuchulain came, hut he never found me.
For he tarried with Fand until Lugh
discovered his presence and forced him
to return to Earth.

“For Lugh knew that he was my son|
And Lugh knew when he saw you that
you are the son of my blood reborn.
That is why the Tuathan king showed
you to me, by the shape-sending. Lugh
meant to bargain with me, to exchange
you to me for Fand.”

Fand had shrunk out of Cullan’s arms
and the shade of horror and loathing on
her face was stronger as she looked at
him. And giant Dagda was glaring at
him.

“It can’t be true!” Cullan exclaimed.
“I’ve no Fomorian blood, none of Tcth-
ra’s blood, in me!"

“Tt is true!” Tethra affirmed. “Lugh
rcturned later in image to offer me the
exchange. Hec kept you ignorant of it all,
of course.”

Fatal conviction gripped Cullan, as he
remembered Lugh's “mysterious hints.
And now, too, Brian Cullan realized why
it was that Tethra's dark face was
vaguely [amiliar. It was a mirror of his
own face!

Tethra uttered a ringing laugh. “And
now Lugh has been tricked for all his
wily ways. I have Fand and the Gateway,
and also T have you, the son I longed
for.”

He raised his voice. “Captains of
TFomoria, hail my son Cuchulain, reborn
and returned to me!”

From the black-mailed Fomorian lords
came a roar of welcauing shouts. But

Cullan was dcaf to them as he turned
wildly to the girl.

““Fand, this has not changed me! Even
if T have Tethra’s blood, my heart is
with the Tuatha and with youl”

Clouded by the horror of a deep and
ancient racial hate, Fand’s white face
looked up at him. Then that cloud van-
ished, and her green eyes flamed love
and loyalty, as slie stepped back toward
him.

“I believe you, Cuchulain!” she whis-
pered.

Angry murmurs rose from the I'omor-
ian captains. And Tethra strode forward,
astounded.

“You know not what you say, Cuchu-
lain! You are my son, heir now to my
power. Not only power over Fomoria’s
misty isles but power also soon over that
Farth from which you came.”

HIS dark eyes glowed and bumed.

“Once we pour through the Gate-
way, our science will crush all there who
resist us. The batle will be great, but
with a world as stakes. Surely such
battle, such empire, must allure you if
you have blood of mine.”

Cullan, despite himself, did feel that
tempting strike a slrange, responsive
chord within him. A chord of that sav-
age ancestral personality that more than
once had dominated him, he knew it to
be.

Wild, dark blood of long-dead Cuchu-
lain, blood of this ruthless king before
him, running strong in his own vcins—
that was what he had to fight against.

“No, Tethral” he said harshly. “My
loyalty is to Larth and to the Tuatha
who protects it from you.”

Tethra’s dark eyes blazed anger. “Has
this white witch-girl made you a milk-
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sop? Will you turn against me when—"

Terrible interruption prevented him
from finishing, A thunderous shock and
roar shook the castle Mruun to its
foundations. Qutside the windows flared
blinding light that dimmed the ocher
radiance within to dullness.

Again and again came the flashes and
rocking shocks. Cries were raised, and
Tethra spun around with sword [laming
in his hand as a Fomorian warrior rush-
ed into the thronechamber.

“The Tuatha fleet has comel Lugh’s
weapons loose their forces against the
castle!” .

Tethra’s strong, undaunted voice rose
to dominate the uproar. “To the defense,
all! Lugh’s warriors cannot enter here
unless his weapons sharter our shield of
fcree, and that they cannot do.”

Answering with fierce yells, the
Fomorwr captains raced out of the
throne-room. Tethra delayed to shout
an order to the guards of the room.

“Bind them to the pillars, all three of
them !” he ordered, pointing to Cullan and
Fand and Dagda. “But see that none
harms them.”

As the order was hastily obeyed, as the
three were bound to three of the pillars
along the wall of the vaulted chamber, the
alert flame-swords of the guards pre-
venled possibility of resistance.

Tethra lingered a moment, his power-
ful face dark with unguessable emotions
as he looked into Cullan’s eyes.

“You should be standing by my side in
this battle, Cuchulain,” he said. ‘Dut
when we have beaten the Tuatha back,
we will talk again of that.”

He hastened out, a martial, mail-clad
figure, followed by all but a few of the
guards. Agin, and again, the terrific

lightning-flares of rcleased forces blazed
outside the castle and rocked it wildly.

But Cullan saw that the shielding ocher
radiance now was burning stronger all
through and around the castle. And other
outleaping flares of force outside the
windows told that the Fomorians were
striking back at the Tuathan attackers.

Dagda, wild with fury, strained at his
bonds. “To be tied here like a cal f while
the fate of all is decided " bellowed the
giant.

Fand, princess of a warrior race, cried
to Cullan wnafraid. “Cuchulain, if
Lugh’s great powers can force a way, all
may yet be saved!”

Hell of other-world cornbat was raging
now on the cliffs of Mruun, Cullan knew,
Thunder and flare of titanic weapons
seemed to sct all the island shuddering
as it reached terrible intensity.

And strongly, strongly, within him
stirred that dark, wild battle-passion that
was inheritance from the Hound. Why
was he not out there in that mad fight?

“The shield of Mruun is failingl”
IFand cried, " her silver voice exultant.
“See, the radiance dies!”

WAS true. The other glow of subtle
force that had protected the castle was
dimming, going out.

Crash on crash of thunderous, blazing
force now smote unapposed into the mas-
sive pile. Walls began to crack and
crumble, great blocks of stone to hurtle
down int¢ the quaking throne-room.

Cullan heard wild, exultant shouting
somewhere out on the fringes of that
stunning conflict. And Dagda’s palc cycs
flared.

“The Tuatha sweep into Mruunl
Lugh’s powers have breached a way for
them[*
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Into the throne-room now eerily lit by
the coutinuous flares outside, came pour-
ng a battered, disorganized remnant of
the Fomorians.

Tethra, dusty, bloody and disheveled
but with lion-courage blazing in his face,
strode toward Cullan.

“The battle here is lost to Lugh's secret
science-weapons, my son | But our plan is
not yet lost if we can escape. And the
ouly escape now for us and our warriors
is through the Gateway to Earth. The
mecharusm of the Gateway is below, and
with it are the boats and weapons we pre-
pared. This girl can operate it to take us
through.

“Tell her to do it, Cuchulain! She
loves you and will cbey. Once in Earth,
we can soon find way to bring through
all the rest of our Fomorians, and so we
will have snatched victory from Lugh.”

Cullan, bound to the pillar, shook his

head. “No! Do not do what they ask,
Fand! ‘They must not go through into
Earth.”

A l'omorian captain sprang raging for-
ward witl shining sword uplifted to
strike a* Cullan.

“This Cuchulain the king calls son is
traitor to us!” he roared. “He dics with
the other two now."”

Tethra whirled and stabbed, his sword
like a living brand of hght., Its pomnt
ripped into the throat of the charging
Fomonan and the man staggered aud fell
with his whole head blasted and black-
ened.

“No man kills the son of my blood,
even though he f{ights against us!”
flamed Tethra to the furious Fomorians.

“Then you can die with him !’ bowled
voices, and his followers rushed with up-
lifted swords toward him.

Tethra's sword flashed with incredible

speed, to cut through the bonds that held
Cullan to the pillar. And then that ter-
rible blade sang to blast down the two
foremost of his attackers.

Brian Cullan, freed, swiftly stooped
and snatched up the sword of the dead
Fomorian at his feet. Triggering its force
into its blade he sprang to Tethra’s side
to hold back the attackers from Dagda
and Fand.

Tethra, striking and stabbing at the
black-mailed onrush, shouted with fierce
voice. “We two are match enough for
these snarling wolves of mine, Cuchu-
lain I”

UCHULAIN? Yes, Cullan felt he

was all Cuchulain in this red moment

as he fought beside the tall Fomorian

king. For the last and most terrible time,

as he fought to protect Fand, there domi-

nated him the wild, dark epirit of the
ancient Hound.

Brutal faces went down, blasted before
the shining, stabbing blades of Tethra
and himsclf. Fomorians maddcned by
rage tripped over their fellows’ bodies
and could not rise again beforc death
smote them. Mad battle-passion of a
dark and ancient blood roared ent in the
fierce war-shout that Cullan could not
reccgnize as his own voice.

Tethra staggered suddenly, his whole
side blasted where ¢ sword had finally
touched him. But as he toppled, the ex-
ultant wolf-cry of the maddened Fo-
morians changed to shouts of fear,

“The Tuatha !’

They were bursting into the throme-
room, silver-mailed Tuatha warriors
whose flame-swords cut into the dark Fo-
morians.

In moments, there were no black-mail-
ed warriors left standing in that bloody,
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shattered room. And a great silence
seemed suddenly to descend upon cap-
tured Mruun,

RBrian Cullan had stumbled to the pil-
lars, to free I'and and Dagda. The girl
clung sobbing to him. He turned, as Lugh
entered the throne-room with more of
his silver host.

But it was loward prostrate Tethra
that Cullan turned. He bent over the IFo-
morian king, whosc strong face lookced up
ai him dark and proud even as it stiffen-
¢d with the approach of death.

‘Tethra whispered, “You fought beside
me as I dreamed once of my son fight-
ing. Blood answers the call of its own,
Cuchulain.”

He was dead, with the whisper.
Queerly, Cullan felt a stinging in his
eyes. And he rose to see Giant Dagda
make a gesture of salute toward the dead,
black-mailed figure.

“Whatever elsc Tethra was, he was a
warrio1 I boomed the big Tuatha.

Lugl, his face still somber, was speak-
ing to Cullan. “You proved this day that
you were no enemy to our race despite
vour blood, outworlder. You can stay
now in this world, if you wish.”

1f he wished? To stay here in this
world of wonder and of beauty with
IFand? Cullan took her in his arms for
answer.

Golden mists, golden day, glowed
warmly over the smiling yellow ocean as
the fleet of ‘J'uatha boats neared the end
of its long journey homeward.

Lugh’s craft drove beside that im which
Brian Cullan sat with FFand.

The Tuatha lord called to them across
the water.

“We ge to Thandara. But you will to
Lithne, rfor there is Fand's home as
guardian of the Gateway. It has been
cleared of its dead and others of my
folk will re-people it.”

Thus the fleet split, the smaller portion
bearing FFand and Cullan and the re-
covered Gateway easiward through the
remembered islands.

Through the golden mists, Ethoe rose
in all its bubble beauty beneath that
cternal rainbow of water across the sky.
Cullan, with Fand in his arms, looked
raptly. He had found his lost elysium,
had awakened from the drab dream of
Farth. He was coming home at last.
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