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The Power

by MURRAY LEINSTER

So Earth’s never been visited by people from ectra-solar planetst
Well—let’s consider what would have happened, just a few years
back, when historical records were fairly accurate.

ilustrated by Kramer

(Memorandum  irom  Professor
Charles, Latin Department. Hav-
erford University, to Professor
McFarland, the same faculty:

Dear Professor McFarlaud:

Tu a recent batch of filteenth-cen-
tury Latin documents from abroad,
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we found three which seem to fit
together. Our interest is in the
Latin of the period, but their con-
tents seems to bear upon your line.
1 send then to you with a free
translation. Would you let me
know your reaction?
Charles.)



To Johannus Hartmannus, Licenti-
ate in Philosophy, Living at the
house of the Goldsmith Grote,
Lane of the Dyed Fleece, Leyden,
the Low Countries.

Friend Johannus:

1 write this from the Goth’s Head
Inn, in Padua, the second day after
Michaelmas, Anno Domini 1482,
I write in haste because a worthy
H der here journeys t d
and has promised to carry mails
for me. He is an amiable lout, but
ignorant, Do not speak to him of
mysteries. He knows nothing. Less
than nothing. Thank him, give him
to drink, and speak of me as a
pious and worthy student. Then
forget him,

I leave Padua tomorrow for the
realization of all my hopes and
yours. This time I am sure. I
came here to purchase perfumes
and mandragora and the other
necessities for an Operation of the
utmost  imaginable  importance,
which I will conduct five nights
hence upon a certain hilltop near
the village of Montevecchio. I have
found a Word and a Name of in-
calculable power, which in the place
that I know of must open to me
knowledge of my mysteries. When
you read this, I shall possess powers
of which Hermes Trismegestus only
guessed, and which Albertus Mag-
nus could speak of only by hearsay.
I have been deceived before, but
this time I am sure. I have seen
proofs!

I tremble with agitation as I
write to you. I will be brief. I
came upon these proofs and the

Word and the Name in the village
of Montevecchio. I rodeinto the
village at nightfall, disconsolate be-
cause I had wasted a month search-
ing for a learned man of whom I
had heard great things. Then I
found him—and he was but a silly
antiquary . with no knowledge of
mysteries! So, riding upon my
way I came to Montevecchio, and
there they told me of a man dying
even then because he had worked
wonders. He had entered the vil-
lage on foot only the day before.
He was clad in rich garments, yet
he spoke like a peasant, At first he
was mild and humble, but he paid
for food and wine with a gold piece,
and villagers fawned upon him and
asked for alms. He flung them a
handful of gold pieces and when
the news spread the whole village
went mad with greed. They clus-
tered about him, shrieking pleas, and
thronging ever the more urgently as
he strove to satisfy them. It is
said that he grew frightened and
would have fled because of their
thrusting against him. But they
plucked at his garments, screaming
of their poverty, until suddenly his
rich clothing vanished in the twin-
kling of an eye and he was but an-
other ragged peasant like themselves
and the purse from which he had
scattered gold became a mere coarse
bag filled with ashes.

This had happened but the day
before my arrival, and the man was
yet alive, though barely so because
the villagers had cried witchcraft
and beset him with flails and stones
and then dragged him to the village
priest to be exorcised.
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I saw the man and spoke to him,
Johannus, by representing myself
to the priest as a pious student of
the snares Satan has set in the form
of witchcrait. He barely breathed,
what with broken bones and pitch-
fork wounds. He was a native of
the district, who until now had
seemed a simple ordinary soul. To
secure my intercession with the
priest to shrive him ’ere he died,
the man told me all. And it was
much!

Upon this certain hillside where
I shall perform the Operation five
nights hence, he had dozed at mid-
day. Then a Power d to

priest, wryly, laid upon it the cruci~
fix he wears upon a small iron
chain about his waist. Instantly it
vanished, leaving behind a speck of
glowing coal which cooled and was
a morsel of ash.

This I saw, Johannus! So I
came speedily here to Padua, to
purchase perfumes and mandragora
and the other mnecessitites for an

tion to pay great honor to
this Power whom I shall call up five
nights hence, He offered wisdom
to the peasant, who desired only
gold. But I desire wisdom more
than gold, and surely I am learned
i ies and Powers!

him and offered to instruct him in
mysteries. The peasant was stupid.
He asked for riches instead. So
the Power gave him rich garments
and a purse which would never
empty so long—said the Power—
as it came not near a certain metal
which destroys all things of mys-
tery. And the Power warned that
this was payment that he might
send a learned man to learn what
he had offered the peasant, because
he saw that peasants had no under-
standing. Thereupon I told the
peasant that I would go and greet
this Power and fulfill his desires,
and he told me the Name and the
Word which would call him, and
also the Place, begging me to in-
tercede for him with the priest.
The priest showed me a single
gold piece which remained of that
which the peasant had distributed.
It was of the age of Antonious
Pious, yet bright and new as if
fresh-minted. It had the weight
and feel of true gold. But the
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I do not know any but yourself who
surpasses me in true knowledge of
secret things. And when you read
this, Johannus, I shall surpass even
you! But it may be that I will gain
knowledge so that I can transport
myself by a mystery to your attic,
and there inform you myself, in
‘advance of this fetter, of the re-
sults of this surpassing good for-
tune which causes me shake with
agitation whenever I think of it.
Your friend Carolus,
At the Goth’s Head
Inn in Padua.

« . . Fortunate, perhaps, that an
opportunity has come to send a sec-
ond missive to you, through a crip-
pled man-at-arms who has been dis-
charged from a mercenary band
and travels homeward to sit in the
sun henceforth. I have given him
one gold piece and promised that
you would give him another on
receipt of this message. You will
keep that promise or not, as pleases



you, but there is at least the value
of a gold piece in a bit of parch-
ment with strange symbols upon it
which I inclose for you.

Item: I am in daily communica-
tion with the Power of which I
wrote you, and daily learn great
mysteries.

Item: Already I perform mar-
vels such as men have never before
accomplished, by means of certain
sigils or talismans the Power has
prepared for me.

Item: Resolutely the Power re-
fuses to yield to me the Names or
the incantations by which these
things are done so.that I can pre-
pare such sigils for myself. In-
stead, he instructs me in divers sub-
jects which have no bearing on the
accomplishment of wonders, to my
bitter impatience which I yet dis-
semble.

Item: Within this packet there
is a hit of parchment. Go to a
remote place and there tear it and
throw it upon the ground. In-
stantly, all about you, there will ap-
pear a fair garden with marvelous
fruits, statuary, and pavilions. You
may use this garden as you will,
save that if any person enter it, or
you yourself, carrying a sword or
dagger or any object however small
made of iron, the said garden will
disappear immediately and never-
more return.

This you may verify when you
please. For the rest, I am like a
person trembling at the very door
of Paradise, barred from entering
beyond the antechamber by the fact
of the Power withholding from me
the true essentials of mystery, and

granting me only crumbs—which,
however, are greater marvels than
any known certainly to have been
practiced before. For example, the
parchment I send you. This art I
have proven many times. I have
in my scrip many such sigils, made
for me by the Power at my entreaty.
But when I have secretly taken
other parchments and copied upon
them the very symbols to the utmost
exactitude, they are valueless, There
are words or formulas to be spoken
over them or—I think more likely
—a greater sigil which gives the
parchments their magic property.
I begin to make a plan—a very dar-
ing plan—to acquire even this sigil.

But you will wish to know of the
Operation and its results. I re-
turned to Montevecchio from
Padua, reaching it in three days.
The peasant who had worked won-
ders was dead, the villagers having
grown more fearful and beat out
his brains with hammers. This
pleased me, because 1 had feared
he would tell another the Word and
Name he had told me. I spoke to
the priest, and told him that I had
been to Padua and secured advice
from high dignitaries concerning
the wonder-working, and had been
sent back with special commands to
seek out and exorcise the foul fiend
who had taught the peasant such
marvels. -

The next day—the priest himself
aiding me!—I took up to the hill-
top the perfumes and wax tapers
and other things needed for the
Operation. The priest trembled,
but he would have remained had I
not sent him away. And night fell,
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and I drew the magic circle and the
pentangle, with the Signs in their
proper places. And when the new
moon rose, I lighted the perfumes
and the fine candles and began the
Operation, I have had many fail-
ures, as you know, but this time I
knew confidence and perfect cer-
tainty. When it came time to use
the Name and the Word I called

them both loudly, thrice, and
waited,
Upon this hilltop there were many

grayish stones. At the third call-
ing of the Name, one of the stones
shivered and was not. Then a
voice said dryly:

“Ah! So that is the reason for
this stinking stuff? My messenger
sent you here?”

There was a shadow where the
stone had been and I could not see
-But I bowed low in that

“Most Potent Power,” I said, my
voice trembling because the Opera-
tion was a success, “a peasant work-
ing wonders told me that you de-
sired speech with a learned man.
Beside your Potency I am ignorant
indeed, but I have given my whole
life to the study of mysteries.
Therefore I have come to offer wor-
ship or such other compact as you
may desire in exchange for wis-
dom.”

‘There was a stirring in the shad-
ow, and the Power came forth.
His appearance was that of a crea-
ture not more than an ell and a
half in height, and his expression in
the moonlight was that of sardonic
impaflence, The fragrant sthoke
seemed to cling about him; to make

THE POWBR

a cloudiness close about his form.

“I think,” said the dry voice,
“that you are as great a fool as the
peasant I spoke to. What do you
think I am?”

“A Prince of Celestial Race, your
Potency,” I said, my voice shaking.

There was a pause. The Power
said as if wearily:

“Men! Fools forevet! Oh, man,
I am simply the last of a number of
my kind who traveled in a fleet
from another star, This small
planet of yours has a core of the
accursed metal, which is fatal to
the devices of my race. A few of
our ships came too close. Others
strove to aid them, and shared their
fate. Many, many years since, we
descended from the skies and could
never rise again. Now I alone am
left.”

Speaking of the world as a planet
was an absurdity, of course. The
planets are wanderers among the
stars, traveling in their cycles and
epicycles asexplained by Ptolemy
a thousand years since. But I saw
at once that he would test me. So
I grew bold and said:

“Lord, I am not fearful. It is
not needful to cozen me. Do I not
know of those who were cast out
of Heaven for rebellion? Shall I
write the name of your leader?”

He said “Eh?” for all the world
like an elderly man. So smiling, I
wrote on the earth the true name of
Him whom the vulgar call Lucifer.
He regarded the markings on the
earth and said:

“Bah! It is meaningless. More
of your legendry! Look you, Man,
soon I shall die. For more years

o7



than you are like to believe T have
hid from your race and its accursed
metal. I have watched men, and
despised them. But— I die. And
it is not good that knowledge should
perish. It is my desire to impart
to men the knowledge which else
would die with me. It can do no
harm to my own kind, and may
bring the race of men to some de-
gree of civilization in the course of
ages.”

1 bowed to the earth before him.
1 was aflame with cagerness.

“Most Potent One,” I said joy-
fully. “I am to be trusted. 1 will
guard your sccrets fully. Not one
jot nor tittle shall ever be di-
vulged!”

Again his voice was annoyed and
dry.
“I desire that this knowledge be
spread abroad so that all may learn
it.” Then he made a sound which
I do not understand, save that it
seemed to be derisive. “But what
1 have to say may serve, even gar-
bled and twisted. And I do not
think you will keep sccrets inviolate !
Have you pen and parchment ?”

“Nay. Lord!”

“You will come again, then, pre-
pared to write what I shall tell
you.”
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But he remained, regarding me.
He asked me questions, and I an-
swered eagerly. Presently he spoke
in a meditative voice, and I listened
eagerly. His speech bore an odd
similarity to that of a lonely man
who dwelt much on the past, but
soon I realized that he spoke in
ciphers, in allegory, from which
now and again the truth peered out.
As one who speaks for the sake of
remembering he spoke of the home
of his race upon what he said was
a fair planet so far distant that to
speak of leagues and even the span
of continents would be useless to
convey the distance. He told of
cities in which his fellows dwelt—
here, of course, I understood his
meaning perfectly—and told of
great fleets of flying things rising
from those cities to go to other fair
cities, and of music which was in
the very air so that any person, any-
where upon the planet, could hear
sweet sounds or wise discourse at
will. In this matter there was no
metaphor, because the perpetual
sweet sounds in Heaven are mat-
ters of common knowledge. But he
added a metaphor immediately
after, because he smiled at me and
observed that the music was not
created by a mystery, but by waves
like those of light, only longer.
And this was plainly a cipher, be-
cause light is an impalpable fluid
without length and surely without
waves!

Then he spoke of flying through
the emptiness of the empyrean,
which again is not clear, because all
can see that the heavens are fairly
crowded with stars, and he spoke
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of many suns and other worlds,
some frozen and some merely bar-
ren rock. The obscurity of such
things is patent. And he spoke of
drawing near to this world which is
ours, and of an error made as if it
were in mathematics—instead of
in rebellion—so "that they drew too
close to Earth as Icarus to the sun.
Then again he spoke in metaphors,
because he referred to engines,
which are things to cast stones
against walls, and in a larger sense
for grinding corn and pumping
water. But he spoke of engines
growing hot because of the ac-
cursed metal in the core of Earth,
and of the inability of his kind to
resist Earth’s pull—more metaphor
—and then he spake of 2 screaming
descent from the skies. And all of
this, plainly, is a2 metaphorical ac-
count of the casting of the Rebels
out of Heaven, and an acknowledg-
ment that he is one of the said
Rebels.

When he paused, I begged hum-
bly that he would show me a mys-
tery, and of his grace give me pro-
tection in case my converse with
him became known.

“What happened to my messen-
ger?” asked the Power.

I told him, and he listened with-
out stirring. I was careful to tell
him exactly, because, of course, he
would know that—as all else—by
his powers of mystery, and the
question was but another test. In-
deed, I felt sure that the messenger
and all that had taken place had
been contrived by him to bring me,
a learned student of mysteries, to
converse with him in this place.



“Men!” he said bitterly at last.
Then he added coldly. “Nay! I
can give you no protection. My
kind is without protection upon this
earth. If you would learn what I
can teach you, you must risk the
fury of your fellow-countrymen.”

“But then, abruptly, he wrote
upon parchment and pressed the
parchment to some object at his
side. He threw it upon the ground.

“If men beset you,” he said
scornfully, “tear this parchment and
cast it from you. If you have none
of the accursed metal about you, it
may distract them while you flee.
But a dagger will cause it all to
come to naught!”

Then he walked away. He van-
ished. And I stood shivering for
a very long time before I remem-
bered me of the formula given by
Appolonious of Tyana for the dis-
missal of evil spirits. I Ventured
from the magic circle. No evil be-
fell me. I picked up the parchment
and examined it in the moonlight.
The symbols upon it were meaning-
less, even to one like myself who
has studied all that is known of
mysteries. 1 returned to the vil-
lage, pondering.

T have told you so much at length,
because you will observe that this
Power did not speak with the pride
or the menace of which most au-
thors on mysteries and Operations
speak. It is often said that an
adept must conduct himself with
great firmness during an Opera-
tion, lest the Powers he has called
up overawe him. Yet this Power
spoke wearily, with irony, like one

approaching death. And he had
spoken of death, also. Which, were
of course, a test and a deception, be-
cause are not the Principalities and
Powers of Darkness immortal?
He had some design it was not his
will that I should know. So I saw
that I must walk warily in this
priceless opportunity.

In the village I told the priest
that 1 had had encounter with a
foul fiend, who begged that I not
exorcise him, promising to reveal
certain hidden treasures once be-
longing to the Church, which he
could not touch or reveal to evil
men because they were holy, but
could describe the location of to
me. And I procured parchment,
and pens, and ink, and the next day
1 went alone to the hilltop. It was
empty, and I made sure I was un-
watched and—leaving my dagger
behind me—I tore the parchment
and flung it to the ground.

As it touched, there appeared
such a treasure of gold and jewels
as truly would have driven any man
mad with . There were bags
and chests and boxes filled with
gold and precious stones, which had
burst with the weight and spilled
out upon the ground. There were
gems glittering in the late sunlight,
and rings and necklaces set with
brilliants, and such monstrous
hoards of golden coins of every
antique pattern.

Johannus, even I went almost
mad! 1 leaped forward like one
dreaming to plunge my hands into
the gold. Slavering, I filled my gar-
ments with rubies and ropes of
pearls, and stuffed my scrip with

ASTOUNDING SCIENCE-FICTION



gold pieces, laughing crazily to my-
self. I rolled in the riches, I wal-
lowed in them, flinging the golden
coins into the air and letting them
fall upon me. I laughed and sang
to myself.

Then I heard a sound. On the
instant I was filled with terror for
the treasure. I leaped to my dag-
ger and snarled, ready to defend
my riches to the death.

Then a dry voice said:

“Truly you care naught for

iches!”

It was savage mockery. The
Power stood regarding me. I saw
him clearly now, yet not clearly be-
cause there was a cloudiness which
clung clearly to his body. He was,
as I said, an ell and a half in height,
and from his forehead there pro-
truded knobby feelers which were
not horns but had somewhat the
look save for bulbs upon their ends.
His head was large and— But I
will not attempt to describe him, be-
cause he could asume any of a thou-~
sand forms, no doubt, so what does
it matter?

‘Then I grew terrified because I
had no Circle or Pentangle to pro-
tect me. But the Power made no
menacing move.

“It is real, that riches,” he said
dryly. “It has color and weight
and the feel of substance. But your
dagger will destroy it all.”

Didyas of Corinth has said that
treasure of mystery must be fixed
by a special Operation before it
becomes perminent and free of the
power of Those who brought it.
They can transmute it back to leaves
or other rubbish, if it be not fixed.

THE POWBR

“Touch it with your dagger,”
said the Power.

I obeyed, sweating in fear. And
as the metal ‘iron touched a great
piled heap of gold, there was a sud-
den shifting and then a little flare
of heat about me. And the treas-
ure—all, to the veriest crumb of a
seed pearl!—vanished before my
eyes. The bit of parchment reap~
peared, smoking. It turned to
ashes. My dagger scorched my
ﬁngers. It had grown hot.

“Ah yes,” said the Power, nod-
ding. “The force-field has energy.
‘When the iron absorbs it, there is
heat.” Then he looked at me in a
not unfriendly way. “You have
brought pens and parchment,” he
said, “and at least you did not use
the sigil to astonish your fellows.
Also you had the good sense to
make no more perfumish stinks. It
may be that there is a grain of wis-
dom in you. I will bear with you
yet a while. Be seated and take
parchment and pen. Stay! Letus
be comfortable. Sheathe your dag-
ger, or better cast it from you.”

I put it in my bosom. And it
was as if he thought, and touched
something at his side, and instantly
there was a fair pavillion about us,
with soft cushions and a gently
playing fountain,

“Sit,” said the Power. “I learned
that men like such things as this
from a man I once befriended. He
had been wounded and stripped by
robbers, so that he had not so much
as a scrap of accursed metal about
him, and I could aid him. I learned
to speak the language men use
nowadays from him. But to the



end he believed me an evil spirit and
tried valorously to hate me.”

My hands shook with my agita-
tion that the treasure had departed
from me. Truly it was a treasure
of such riches as no King has ever
possessed, Johannus! My very soul
lusted after that treasure! The
golden coins alone would fill your
attic solidly, but the floor would
break under their welght, and the
jewels would fill 1 Ah,

are able to form these fields in la-
tent fashion; and to fix them to
organic objects as permanent fields
which require no energy for their
maintenance, just as magnetic fields
require no energy-supply to con-
tinue. Our fields, too, may be pro-
jected as three-dimensional solids
which assume any desired form and
have every property of substance
c‘«ept chemical affinity.”

! Is it not

believabl

Johannus! That treasure!

“What I will have you write,”
said the Power, “at first will mean
little. I shall give facts and theories
first, because they are easiest to re-
member. Then I will give the ap-
lications of the theories. Then you
men will have the beginning of such
civilization as can exist in the neigh-
borhood of the accursed metal.

“Your Potency!” I begged ab-
jectly. “You will give me another
sigil of treasure?”’

“‘Write!” he ded.

that words could be put together,
dealing with mysteries, which are
so devoid of any clue to their true
mystic meaning? I write and I
write in desperate hope that he will
eventually give me the key, but my
brain reels at the difficulty of ex-
tracting the directions for Opera-
tions which such ciphers must con-
ceal! I give you another instance:
“When a force-field generator has
been built as above, it will be found
that the pulsatory fields which are

I wrote. And, Johannus, I can-
not tell you myself what it is that
I wrote. He spoke words, and
they were in such obscure cipher
that they have no meaning as I
con them over. Hark you to this,
and seek wisdom for the perform-
ance of mysteries in it! “The civil-
ization of my race is based upon
fields of force which have the prop-
erty of acting in all essentials as
substance. A loadestone is sur-

rounded by a field of force which is.

invisible and impalpable. But the
fields used by my people for dwell-
ings, tools, and even for

serve perfectly as
controls. One has but to visualize
the object desired, turn on the
generator’s auxiliary control, and
the generator will pattern its output
upon the pulsatory consciousness-
field—"

Upon this first day of writing,
the Power spoke for hours, and 1
wrote until my hand ached. From
time to time, resting, I read back
to him the words that I had writ-
ten. He listened, satisfied.

“Lord!” I said shakenly. “Mighty

‘lord! Your Potency! These mys-

teries you bid me \»n(e——they are
beyond h

are perceptible to the senses and
act physically as solids. More, we

But he said scornfully:
“Write! Some will be clear to
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someone. And I will explain a little and think, and then press them
by a little until even you can com- against his side before he lays them
prehend the heginning.” Then he upon the ground for me to pick up.
added. “You grow weary. You He has explained amusedly that the
wish a toy. Well! [ will make wonder in the sigil is complete, vet
you a sigil which will make again latent. and is relcased by the tear-
that treasure you played with. I ° ing of the parchment, but absorbed
will add a sigil which will make a and destroyed by iron. In such
boat for you, with an engine draw- fashions he speaks in ciphers, but
ing power trom the sea to carry you otherwise sometimes he jests!
wheresoever vou wish without need It is strange to think of it that
of wind or tide. [ will make others T have come a little by a little to
s0 vou may create a palace where accept this Power as a person. It
you will, and fair gardens as you is not in accord with the laws of
please—" mystery. I feel that he is lonely.
‘These things he has donc, Johan- He seems to find satisfaction in
nus, It seems to amuse him to speech with me. Yet he isa Power.
write upon scraps of parchment, one of the Rebels who was flung to

i
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earth from Heaven! He speaks of
that only in vague, metaphorical
terms, as if he had come from an-
other world like the world, save
much larger. He refers to himself
as a voyager of space, and speaks
of his race with affection, and of
Heaven—at any rate the city from
which he comes, because there must
be many great cities there—with a
strange and prideful affection. If
it werc not for his powers, which
are of mystery, I would find it pos-
sible to believe that he was a lonely
member of a strange race, exiled
forever in a strange place, and
grown friendly with a man because
of his loneliness. But how could
there be such as he and not a
Power? How could there be an-
other world?

This strange converse has now
gone on for ten days or more. I
have filled sheets upon sheets of
parchment with writing. The same
metaphors occur again and again.
“Force-fields"—a term without lit-
eral meaning—occurs often. There
are other metaphors such as “coils”
and “pri ” and “secondary”
which are placed in context with
mention of wires of copper metal.
There are careful descriptions, as
if in the plainest of language, of
sheets of dissimilar metals which
are to be placed in acid, and other
descriptions of plates of similar
metal which are to be separated by
layers of air or wax of certain
thicknesses, with the plates of cer-
tain areas! And there is an explana-
tion of the means by which he
lives. “T, being accustomed to an at-
mosphere much more dense than

o .

that on Earth, am forced to keep
about myself a field of force which
maintains an air-density near that
of my home planet for my breath-
ing. This field is transparent, but
because it must shift constantly to
change and refresh the air I breathe,
it causes a certain cloudiness of out-
line next my body. It is maintained
by the generator I wear at my side,
which at the same time provides
energy for such other force-field
artifacts as I may find convenient.”
Ah, Johannus! I grow mad with
impatience! Did I not anticipate
that he would some day give me
the key to this metaphorical speech,
so that from it may be extracted the
Names and the Words which cause
his wonders, I would give over in
despair.

Yet he has grown genial with
me. He has given me such sigils
as I have asked him, and I have
tried them. many times. The sigil
which will make you a fair garden
is one of many. He says that he
desires to give to man the knowl-
edge he possesses, and then bids me
write ciphered speech without
meaning, such as: “The drive of
a ship for flight beyond the speed
of light is adapted from the simple-
drive generator already described,
simply by altering its constants so
that it cannot generate in normal
space and must create an abnormal
space by tension. The process is—"
Or else— “I choose at randem,
Johannus—" The accursed metal,
iron, must be eliminated not only
from all circuits but from nearness
to apparatus using high-frequency
oscillations, since it absorbs their
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energy and prevents the function-
ing—"

I am like a man trembling upon
the threshold of Paradise, yet un-
able to enter because the key is
withheld. “Speed of light!” What
could it mean in metaphor? In
common parlance, as well speak of
the speed of weather or of granite!
Daily I beg him for the key to his
speech. Yet even now, in the sigils
he makes for me is greater power
than any man has ever known be-
fore!

But it is not enough. The Power
speaks as if he were lonely beyond
compare; the last member of a
strange race upon Earth; as if he
took a strange, companionlike pleas-
ure in merely talking to me. When
1 beg him for a Name or a Word
which would give me power beyond
such as he doles out in sigils, he is
amused and calls me fool, yet
kindly. And he speaks more of his
metaphorical speech about forces of
nature and fields of force—and
gives me a sigil which should I use
it will create a palace with walls
of gold and pillars of emerald!
And then he amusedly reminds me
that one greedy looter with an ax
or hoe of iron would cause it to
vanish utterly!

I go almost mad, Johannus! But
there is certainly wisdom unutter-
able to be had from him. Gradu-
ally, cautiously, I have come to act
as if we were merely friends, of
different race and he vastly the
wiser, but friends rather than
Prince and subject. Yet I remem-
ber the warnings of the most
authoritative authors that one must

THE POWER

be ever on guard against Powers
called up in an Operation.

I have a plan. It is dangerous, I
well know, but I grow desperate.
To stand quivering upon the thres-
hold of such wisdom and power as
no man has ever dreamed of be-
fore, and then he denied—

The mercenary who will carry
this to you leaves tomorrow. He
is a cripple, and may be months
upon the way. All will be decided
ere you receive this. I know you
wish me well,

‘Was there ever a student of mys-
tery in so maddening a predica-
ment, with all knowledge in his
grasp yet not quite his?

Your friend,
Carolus.
‘Written in the very bad
inn in Montevecchio—

Johannus! A courier goes to
Ghent for My Lord of Brahant and
I have opportunity to send you
mail. I think I go mad, Johannus!
1 have power such as no man ever
possessed before, and I am fevered
with bitterness. Hear me!

For three weeks I did repair daily
to the hilltop beyond Montevecchio
and take down the ciphered speech
of which I wrote you. My scrip
was stuffed with sigils, but I had
not one Word of Power or Name
of Authority. The Power grew
mocking, yet it seemed sadly mock-
ing. , He insisted that his words
held no cipher and needed but to
be read. Some of them he phrased
over and over again until they were
but instructions for putting bits of
metal together, mechanic-wise.



Then he made me follow those in-
structions. But there was no Word,
no Name—nothing save bits of
metal put together cunningly. And
how could inanimate metal, not im-
bued with power of mystery by
Names or Words or incantations,
have power to work mystery?

At long last I became convinced
that he would never reveal the wis-
dom he had promised. And I had
come to such familiarity with this
Power that I could dare to rebel,
and even to believe that I had
chance of success. There was the
cloudiness about his form, which
was maintained by a sigil he wore
at his side and called a “generator.”
Were that cloudiness destroyed, he
could not live, or so he had told me.
It was for that reason that he, in
person, dared not touch anything of
iron. This was the basis of my
plan,

I feigned illness, and said that 1
would rest at a peasant’s thatched
hut, no longer inhabited, at the foot
of the hill on which the Power
lived. There was surely no nail of
iron in so crude a dwelling. If he
felt for me the affection he pro-
tested, he would grant me leave to
be absent in my illness. If his
affection was great, he might even
come and speak to me there. I
would -be alone in the hope that
his friendship might go so far.

Strange words for a man to use
to Power! But I had talked daily
with him for three weeks. I lay
groaning in the hut, alone. On the
second day he came. I affected
great rejoicing, and made shift to
light a fire from a taper I had kept

burning. He thought it a mark of
honor, but it was actually a signal.
And then, as he talked to me in
what he thought my illness, there
came a cry from without the hut.
It was the village priest, a simple
man but very brave in his fashion.
On the signal of smoke from the
peasant’s hut, he had crept near and
drawn all about it an iron chain
that he had muffled with cloth so
that it would make no sound.” And
now he stood before the hut door
with his crucifix upraised, chanting
exorcisms. A very brave man, that
priest, because I had pictured the
Power as a foul fiend indeed.

The Power turned and looked at
me, and I held my dagger firmly.

“I hold the accursed metal,” I
told him fiercely. “There is a ring
of it about this house. Tell me
now, quickly, the Words and the
Names which make the sigils oper-
ate! Tell me the secret of the
cipher you had me write! Do this
and I will slay this priest and draw
away the chain and you may go
hence unharmed. But be quick,
or—" .

The Power cast a sigil upon the
ground. When . the parchment
struck carth, there was an instant’s
cloudiness as if some dread thing
had begun to form. But then the
parchment smoked and turned to
ash. The ring of iron about the
hut had destroyed its power when
it was used. The Power knew that
1 spoke truth.

“Ah!” said the Power dryly.
“Men! And I thought one was my
friend!” He put his hand to his
side. “To be sure! I should have
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known. [ron rings me about. My
engine heats—"

He looked at me. I held up the
dagger, fiercely unyielding.

“The names!" I cried. “The
Words! Give me power of my own
and [ will slay the priest!”

I tried,” said the Power quietly,
“to give you wisdom. And you will
stab me with the accursed metal if
I do not tell you things which do
not exist. But you need not. I
cannot live long in a ring of iron.
My engine will burn out. My force-
field will fail. I will stific in the
thin air which is dense enough for
you. Will not that satisfy you?
Must you stab me also?” ~

1 sprang from my pallet of straw
to threaten him more fiercely. It
was madness, was it not? But I
was mad, Johannus!

“Forbear,” said the Power, “I
could kill you now, with me! But
I thought you my friend. I will go
out and see your priest. I would
prefer to die at his hand. He is
perhaps only a fool.”

He walked steadily toward the
doorway. As he stepped over the
iron chain, I thought I saw a wisp
of smoke begin, but he touched the

THR POWBE

thing at his side. The cloudiness
about his person vanished. There
was a puffing sound, and his gar-
ments jerked as if in a gust of
wind. He staggered. But he went'
on, and touched his side again and
the cloudiness returned and he
walked more strongly. He did not
try to turn aside. He walked di-
rectly toward the priest, and even
T could see that he walked with a
bitter dignity.

And— I‘saw the priest’s eyes
grow wide with horror. Because
he saw the Power for the first time,
and the Power was an ell and a half
high, with a large head and knobbed
feelers projecting from his fore-
head, and the priest knew instantly
that he was not of any race of men
but was a Power and one of those
Rebels who were flung out from
Heaven,

T heard the Power speak to the
priest, with dignity. I did not hear
what he said. I raged in my disap-
pointment. But the priest did not
waver. As the Power moved to-
ward him, the priest moved toward
the Power. His face was filled
with horror, but it was resolute.
He reached forward with the cruci-



fix he wore always attached to an
iron chain about his waist. He
thrust it to touch the Power, cry-
ing, “In nomini Patri—"

Then there was smoke. It came
from a spot at the Power’s side
where was the engine to which he
touched the sigils he had made, to
imbue them with the power of mys-
tery. And then—

I was blinded. There was a
flare of monstrous, bluish light, like
a lightning-stroke from heaven.
After, there was a ball of fierce yel-
low flame which gave off a cloud of
black smoke. There was a mon-
strous, outraged bellow of thunder.

Then there was nothing save the
priest standing there, his face ashen,
his eyes resolute, his eyebrows
singed, chanting exorcisms in a
shaking voice.

I have come to Venice. My scrip
is filled with sigils with which I
can work wonders. No man can
work such wonders as I can. But
I use them not. I labor daily,
nightly, hourly, minute by minute,
trying to find the key to the cipher
which will yield the wisdom the
Power possessed and desired to
give to men. Ah, Johannus! I
have those sigils and I can work
wonders, but when I have used
them they will be gone and I shall

be powerless! I had such a chance
at wisdom as never man possessed
before, and it is gone! Yet I shall
spend years—aye!—all the rest of
my life, seeking the true meaning
of what the Power spoke! Iam the
only man in all the world who ever
spoke daily, for weeks on end, with
a Prince of the Powers of Dark-
ness, and was accepted by him as a
friend to such a degree as to en-
compass his own destruction. It
must be true that I have wisdom
written down! But how shall I
find instructions for mystery in
such metaphors as—to choose a
fragment by chance— “Plates of
two dissimilar metals, immersed in
an acid, generate a force for which
‘men have not yet a name, yet which
is the basis of true civilization.
Such plates—"

I grow mad with disappointment,
Johannus! Why did he not speak
clearly? Yet 1 will find out the
secret. ’

(Memorandum from Professor
McFarland, Physics Department,
Haverford University, to Pro-
fessor Charles, Latin, the same
faculty:

Dear Professor Charles:

My reaction is, Dammnation!

Where is the rest of this stuff?

McFarland.)

THE END.
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