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With the noise of battle fading behind him down the wind,
Northwest Smith staggered into the west and the twilight, stum-
bling as he went. Blood spattered brightly behind him on the
rocks, leaving a clear trail to track him by, but he knew he would
not be followed far. He was headed into the salt wastelands to the
westward, and they would not follow him there.

He urged his reluctant feet faster, for he knew that he must be
out of sight in the gray waste before the first of the scavengers
came to Joot the dead. They would follow—that trail of blood
and staggering footsteps would draw them like wolves on his
track, hot in the hope of further spoils—but they would not
come far. He grinned a little wryly at the thought, for he was
going into no safety here, though he left certain death behind. He
was stumbling, slow step by step, into almost as certain a death,
of fever and thirst and hunger in the wastelands, if no worse
death caught him first. They told tales of this gray salt desert . . .

He had never before come even this far into the cold waste
during all the weeks of their encampment. He was too old an
adventurer not to know that when people shun a place com-
pletely and talk of it in whispers and tell little half-finished, fear-
ful stories of it over campfires, that place is better left alone.
Some might have been spurred by that very reticence into inves-
tigation, but Northwest Smith had seen too many strange things
in his checkered carcer to doubt the basis of fact behind folk tales
or care to rush in heedlessly where others had learned by experi-
ence not to tread.

The sound of battle had dwindled to a faint murmur on the
evening brecze. He lifted his head painfully and stared into the
gathering dark ahead with narrowed eyes the no-color of pale
steel. The wind touched his keen, scarred face with a breath of
utter loneliness and desolation. No man-smell of smoke or byre
or farmstead tainted it, blowing clear across miles beyond miles
of wastelands. Smith’s nostrils quivered to that scent of unhu-
manity. He saw the grayness stretching before him, flat and fea-
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tureless, melting into the dark. There was a sparse grass growing,
and low shrub, and a few stunted trees, and brackish water in
deep, still pools dotted the place at far intervals. He found him-
self listening . . .

Once in very long-ago ages, so campfire whispers had told him,
a forgotten city stood here. Who dwelt in it, or what, no man
knew. It was a great city spreading over miles of land, rich and
powerful enough to wake enmity, for a mighty foe had come at
last out of the lowlands and in a series of tremendous battles
razed it to the ground. What grievance they had against the
dwellers in the city no one will ever know now, but it must have
been dreadful, for when the last tower was laid to earth and the
last stone toppled from its foundation they had sown the land
with salt, so that for generations no living thing grew in all the
miles of desolation. And not content with this, they had laid a
curse upon the very earth wherein the city had its roots, so that
even today men shun the place without understanding why.

It was very long past, that battle, and history forgot the very
name of the city, and victor and vanquished alike sank together
into the limbo of the forgotten. In time the salt-sown lands
gained a measure of life again and the sparse vegetation that now
clothed it struggled up through the barren soil. But men still
shunned the place.

They said, in whispers, that there were dwellers yet in the
saltlands. Wolves came out by night sometimes and carried off
children straying latec; sometimes a new-made grave was found
open and empty in the morning, and people breathed of ghouls.. . .
late travelers had heard voices wailing from the wastes by night,
and those daring hunters who ventured in search of the wild
game that ran through the underbrush spoke fearfully of naked
werewomen that howled in the distances, No one knew what
became of the adventurous souls who traveled too far alone into
the desolation of the place. It was accursed for human feet to
travel, and those who dwelt there, said the legends, must be less
than human.

Smith discounted much of this when he turned from the
bloody shambles of that battle into the wastelands beyond.
Legends grow, he knew. But a basis for the tales he did not
doubt, and he glanced ruefully down at the empty holsters hang-
ing low on his legs. He was completely unarmed, perhaps for the
first time in more years than he liked to remember; for his path
had run for the most part well outside the law, and such men do
not go unarmed anywhere—even to bed.

Well, no help for it now. He shrugged a little, and then grim-
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aced and caught his breath painfully, for that slash in the shoul-
der was deep, and blood still dripped to the ground, though not
so freely as before. The wound was closing. He had lost much
blood—the whole side of his leather garment was stiff with it, and
the bright stain spattering behind him told of still greater losses.
The pain of his shoulder stabbed at him yet, but it was being
swallowed up now in a vast, heaving gravness. . .

He drove his feet on stubbornly over the uneven ground,
though the whole dimming landscape was wavering before him
like a sea—swelling monstrously—receding into the vague dis-
tances . . . The ground floated up to meet him with surprising
gentleness.

He opened his eves presently to a gray twilight, and after a
while staggered up and went on. No more blood flowed, but the
shoulder was stiff and throbbing, and the wasteland heaved still
like a rolling sea about him. The singing in his ears grew loud,
and he was not sure whether the faint echoes of sound he heard
came over gray distances or rang in his own head—Ilong, faint
howls, like wolves wailing their hunger to the stars. When he fell
the second time he did not know it, and was surprised to open his
eves upon full dark with stars looking down on him and the grass
tickling his cheek.

He went on. There was no great need of it now—he was well
bevond pursuit, but the dim urge to keep moving dinned in his
wearyv brain. He was sure now that the long howls were coming
to him over the waste stretches, coming nearer. By instinct his
hand dropped to clutch futilely at the empty holster.

There were queer little voices going by overhead in the wind.
Thin, shrill. With immense effort he slanted a glance upward and
thought he could see, with the clarity of exhaustion, the long,
clean lines of the wind streaming across the sky. He saw no more
than that, but the small voices shrilled thinly in his ears.

Presently he was aware of motion beside him—life of some
nebulous sort moving parallel to his course, invisible in the star-
light. He was aware of it through the thrill of evil that prickled at
the roots of his hair, pulsing from the dimness at his side—though
he could see nothing, But with that clarity of inner vision he felt
the vast and shadowy shape lurching formlessly through the grass
at his side. He did not turn his head again, but the hackles of his
neck bristled. The howls were nearing, too. He set his teeth and
drove on, unevenly.

He fell for the third time by a clump of stunted trees, and lay
for a while breathing heavily while long, slow waves of oblivion
washed over him and receded like waves over sand. In the inter-
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vals of lucidity he knew that those howls were coming closer
over the grayness of saltlands.

He went on. The illusion of that formless walker in the dark
still haunted him through the grass, but he was scarcely heeding
it now. The howls had changed to short, sharp yaps, crisp in the
starlight, and he knew that the wolves had struck his trail. Again,
instinctively, his hand flashed downward toward his gun, and a
spasm of pain crossed his face. Dcath he did not mind—he had
kept pace with it too many years to fear that familiar visage—but
death under fangs, unarmed . . . He staggered on a little faster,
and the breath whistled through his clenched teeth.

Dark forms were circling his, slipping shadowily through the
grass. Thev were wary, these beasts of the outlands. They did
not draw near enough for him to see them save as shadows glid-
ing among the shadows, patient and watching. He cursed them
futilely with his failing breath, for he knew now that he dared
not fall again. The grav waves washed upward, and he shouted
something hoarse in his throat and called upon a last reservoir of
strength to bear him up. The dark forms started at his voice.

So he went on, wading through oblivion that rose waist-high,
shoulder-high, chin-high—and receded again before the indom-
itable onward drive that dared not let him rest. Something was
wrong with his eyes now—the pale-steel eyes that had ncver
failed him before—for among the dark forms he was thinking he
saw white ones, slipping and gliding wraithlike in the shadow . . .

For an endless while he stumbled on under the chilly stars
while the carth heaved gently beneath his feet and the grayvness
was a sca that rosc and fell in blind waves, and white figures
weaved about his through the hollow dark.

Quite suddenly he knew that the end of his strength had come.
He knew it surely, and in the last moment of lucidity left to him
he saw a low tree outlined against the stars and staggered to
it—setting his broad back against the trunk, fronting the dark
watchers with lowercd head and pale eyes that glared defiance.
For that ont moment he faced them resolutely—then the tree-
trunk was sliding upward past him—the ground was rising—he
gripped the sparsc grass with both hands, and swore as he fell.

When he opened his eyes again he stared into a face straight
out of hell. A woman’s face, twisted into a diabolical smile,
stooped over him—glare-eyved in the dark. White fangs slavered
as she bent to his throat.

Smith choked back a strangled sound that was half oath, half
praver, and struggled to his feet. She started back with a sound-
less leap that set her wild hair flving, and stood staring him in the
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face with widce slant eyves that glared greenly from the pallor of
her face. Through dark hair, her body was white as a sickle
moon, half-veiled in the long, wild hair.

She glared with hungry fangs adrip. Bevond her he sensed
other forms, dark and white, circling restlessly through the
shadows—and he began to understand dimly, and knew that there
was no hope in life for him, but he spread his long legs wide and
gave back glare for glarc, pale-eyved and savage.

The pack circled him, dim blurs in the dark, the green glare of
cyes shining alike from white shapes and black. And to his dizzied
eves it seemed that the forms were not stable, shifting from dark
to light and back again with only the green-glowing eves holding
the same glare through all the changing. They were closing in
now, the soft snarls rising and sharp vaps impatiently breaking
through the guttural undernotes, and he saw the gleam of teeth,
white under the stars.

He had no weapon, and the wastcland reeled about him and the
carth heaved underfoot, but he squared his shoulders savagely
and fronted them in hopeless defiance, waiting for the wave of
darkness and hunger to come breaking over him in an over-
whelming tide. He met the green desire of the woman’s wild cyes
as she stooped forward, gathering herself for the lunge, and sud-
denly something about the fierceness of her struck a savage chord
within him, and—facing death as he was—he barked a short,
wild laugh at her, and velled into the rising wind, “Come on,
werewoman! Call vour pack!”

She stared for the briefest instant, half-poised for leaping—
while something like a spark seemed to flash between them, sav-
ageness calling to savageness across the barriers of everything
alive v she flung up her arms, the black hair whirl-
ing, and tossed back her head and bayed to the stars, a wild, long
ululating vell and tossed it from voice to voice across the saltlands
until the very stars shivered at the wild, exultant bayving.

And as the long vell trembled into silence something inex-
plicable happened to Smith. Something quiverced in answer within
him, agonizingly, the gray oblivion he had been fighting so l()ng
swallowed him up at a gulp—and then he leaped within himself in
a sudden, ccstatic rush; and while one part of him slumped to its
knees and then to its face in the grass, the living vital being that
was Smith sprang free into the cold air that stung like sharp
wine.

The wolf pack rushed clamorously about him, the wild, high
vells shivered delightfully along every nerve of his suddenly
awakened body. And it was as if a muffling darkness had lifted
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from his senses, for the night opened up in all directions to his
new eves, and his nostrils caught fresh, exciting odors on the
strcaming wind, and in his ears a thousand tiny sounds took on
sudden new clarity and meaning.

The pack that had surged so clamorously about him was a swirl
of dark bodies for an instant—then in a blur and a flash they were
dark no longer—rose on hind legs and cast off the darkness as
they rose—and slim, white, naked werewomen swirled around
him in a tangle of flashing limbs and streaming hair.

He stood half-dazed at the transition, for even the wide salt-
moor was no longer dark and empty, but pale gray under the
stars and peopled with nebulous, unstable beings that wavered
away from the white wolf pack which ringed him, and above the
clamor of wild voices that thin, shrill chattering went streaming
down the wind overhead.

Out of the circling pack a white figure broke suddenly, and he
felt cold arms about his neck and a cold, thin body pressing his.
Then the white whirl parted violently and another figure thrust
through—the fierce-eved woman who had called him across the
barriers of flesh into this half land of her own. Her green-glaring
eyes stabbed at the sister wolf whose arms twined Smith’s neck,
and the growl that broke from her lips was a wolf’s guttural. The
woman fell away from Smith’s embrace, crouching at bay, as the
other, with a toss of wild hair, bared her fangs and launched
herself straight at the throat of the interloper. They went down
in a tangle of white and tossing dark, and the pack fell still so that
the only sound was the heavy breathing of the fighters and the
low, choked snarls that rippled from their throats. Then over the
struggle of white and black burst a sudden torrent of scarlet.
Smith’s nostrils flared to the odor that had a new, fascinating
sweetness now—and the werewoman rose, bloody-mouthed,
from the body of her rival. The green-glowing cyes met his, and
a savage cxultation flowing from them met as savage a delight
wakening in his, and her keen, moon-white face broke into a
smile of hellish joy.

She flung up her head again and baved a long, triumphant cry
to the stars, and the pack about her took up the vell, and Smith
found his own face turned to the sky and his own throat shouting
a fierce challenge to the dark.

Then they were running—jostling one another in savage play,
flying over the coarse grass on feet that scarcely brushed the
ground. It was like the rush of the wind, that effortless racing, as
the earth flowed backward under their spurning feet and the
wind streamed in their nostrils with a thousand tingling odors.
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The white werewoman raced at his side, her long hair flying
behind her like a banner, her shoulder brushing his.

They ran through strange places. The trees and the grass had
taken on new shapes and meanings, and in a vague, half-realized
way he was aware of curious forms looming round him—build-
ings, towers, walls, high turrets shining in the starlight, yet so
nebulous that they did not impede their flight. He could see these
shadows of a city very clearly somectimes—sometimes he ran
down marble streets, and it seemed to him that his feet rang in
golden sandals on the pavement and rich garments whipped be-
hind him in the wind of his speed and a sword clanked at his side.
He thought the woman beside him fled in bright-colored sandals
too, and her long skirts rippled away from her flying limbs and
the streaming hair was twined with jewels—yet he knew he ran
naked beside a moon-bare wolf-woman over coarse grass that
rustled to his tread.

And sometimecs, too, it scemed to him that he fled on four legs,
not two—fleetly as the wind, thrusting a pointed muzzle into the
breezc and lolling a red tongue over dripping fangs. ..

Dim shapes fled from their sweeping onward rush—great,
blurred, formless things; dark beings with eyes; thin wraiths
wavering backward from their path. The great moor teemed
with these half-scen monstrosities; fierce-eved, some of them,
breathing out menace, and evil, angry shapes that gave way re-
luctantly before the werepack’s sweep. But they gave way. There
were terrible things in that wasteland, but the most terrible of all
were the wercwomen, and all the dreadful, unreal beings made
way at the bay of those savage voices. All this he knew intu-
itively. Only the thin chattering that streamed down the wind did
not hush when the werevoices howled.

There were many odors on the wind that night, sharp and
sweet and acrid, wild odors of wild, desolate lands and the dwell-
ers therein. And then, quite suddenly on a vagrant breeze, lashing
their nostrils like a whip—the harsh, rich, blood-tingling scent of
man. Smith flung up his head to the cold stars and baved long and
shudderingly, and the wild wolf vell rang from throat to throat
through the pack until the whole band of them was shaking the
very air to that savage chorus. They loped down the wind
stream, nostrils flaring to that full, rich scent.

Smith ran at the forefront, shoulder to shoulder with the wild
white creature who had fought for him. The man smell was
sweet in his nostrils, and hunger wrenched at him as the smell
grew stronger and faint atavistic stirrings of anticipation rose in
his memory . .. Then they saw them.



o4 C. L. Moore

A little band of hunters was crossing the moorland, crashing
through the underbrush, guns on their shoulders. Blindly they
walked, stumbling over hummocks that were clear to Smith’s
new eyes. And all about them the vague denizens of the place
were gathering unscen. Great, ncbulous, cloudy shapes dogged
their footsteps through the grass, lurching along formlessly. Dark
things with cyes flitted by, turning a hungry glare unseen upon
the hunters, White shapes wavered from their path and closed in
behind. The men did not sce them. They must have sensed the
presence of inimical beings, for now and then one would glance
over his shoulder nervously, or hitch a gun forward as if he had
almost seen-—then lower it sheepishly and go on.

The very sight of them fired that strange hunger in Smith’s
new being, and again he flung back his head and yelled fiercely
the long wolf cry toward the frosty stars. At the sound of it a
ripple of alarm went through the unclean, nebulous crowd that
dogged the hunters’ footsteps. [yes turned toward the approach-
ing pack, glaring angrily from bodies as unreal as smoke. But as
they drew nearer the press began to melt away, the misty shapes
wavering off reluctantly into the pallor of the night before the
sweep of the wolves.

They skimmed over the grass, flving feet spurning the ground,
and with a rush and a shout they swooped down around the
hunters velling their hunger. The men had huddled into a litte
knot, backs together and guns bristling outward as the were-
pack eddied round them. Three or four men fired at random into
the circling pack, the flash and sound of it sending a wavering
shudder through the pale things that had drawn back to a safe
distance, watching. But the wolf-women paid no heed.

Then the leader—a tall man in a white fur cap—shouted sud-
denly in a voice of panic terror. “No usc to fire! No use—don’t
vousce? These aren’t real wolves. ..

Smith had a fleeting realization that to human eves they must,
then, scem wolf-formed, though all about him in the pale night
he saw clearly only white, naked women with flving hair circling
the hunters and baving hungrily with wolf voices as they ran.

The dark hunger was ravaging him as he paced the narrowing
circle with short, nervous steps—the human bodics so near, smell-
ing so richly of blood and flesh. Vagucly memories of that blood
running swectly eddied through his mind, and the feel of teeth
mecting solidly to flesh; and beyond that a deeper hunger, inex-
plicably, for something he could not name. Only he felt he would
never have peace again until he had sunk his teeth into the throat
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of that man in the white fur cap; felt blood gushing over his
face . ..

“Look!” shouted the man, pointing as his eyes met Smith’s
ravenous glare. “See—the big one with white eyes, running with
the she-wolf . . .” He fumbled for something inside his coat.
“The Devil himself—all the rest are green-eyed, but—white eyes
—see!”

Something in the sound of his voice lashed that hunger in
Smith to the breaking point. It was unbearable. A snarl choked
up in his throat and he gathered himself to spring. The man must
have seen the flare of it in the pale eves meeting his, for he
shouted, “God in heaven! " and clawed desperately at his
collar. And just as Smith’s feet left the ground in a great, steel-
muscled spring straight for that tempting throat, the man ripped
out what he had bcen groping for and the starlight caught the
glint of it exposed—a silver cross dangling from a broken chain.

Something blinding exploded in Smith’s innermost brain.
Something compounded of thunder and lightning smote him in
midair. An agonized howl ripped itself from his throat as he fell
back, blinded and deafened and dazed, while his brain rocked to
its foundations and long shivers of dazzling force shuddered
through the air about him.

Dimly, from a great distance, he heard the agonized howls of
the werewomen, the shouts of men, the trample of shod fect on
the ground. Behind his closed eyes he could still see that cross
upheld, a blinding symbol from which streamers of forked light-
ning blazed away and the air crackled all around.

When the tumult had faded in his ears and the blaze died away
and the shocked air shuddered into stillness again, he felt the
touch of cold, gentle hands upon him and opened his eves to the
green glare of other eyes bending over him. He pushed her away
and struggled to his feet, swaying a little as he stared round the
plain. All the white werewomen were gone, save the one at his
side. The huntsmen were gone. Even the misty denizens of the
placc were gone. Empty in the gray dimness the wastcland
stretched away. Even the thin piping overhead had fallen into
shocked silence. All about them the plain lay still, shuddering a
little and gathering its forces again after the ordeal.

The werewoman had trotted off a little way and was beckon-
ing to him impatiently over her shoulder. He followed, instinc-
tively anxious to lcave the spot of the disaster. Presently they
were running again, shoulder to shoulder across the grass, the
plain spinning away under their flving feet. The scenc of that
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conflict fell behind them, and strength was flowing again through
Smith’s light-footed body, and overhead, faintly, the thin, shrill
chattering began anew.

With renewed strength the old hunger flooded again through
him, compellingly. He tossed up his head to test the wind, and a
little whimper of eagerness rippled from his throat. An answering
whine from the running woman replied to it. She tossed back her
hair and sniffed the wind, hunger flaming in her eves. So they ran
through the pale night, hunter and huntress, while dim shapes
wavered from their path and the earth reeled backward under
their spurning feet.

It was pleasant to run so, in perfect unison, striding effortlessly
with the speed of the wind, arrogantly in the knowledge of their
strength, as the dreadful dwellers of the acon-cursed moor fled
from their approach and the very air shuddered when they
baved.

Again the illusion of misty towers and walls wavered in the
dimness before Smith’s eves. He seemed to run down marble-
paved strects, and felt again the clank of a belted sword and the
ripple of rich garments, and saw the skirts of the woman beside
him moulded to her limbs as she fled along with streaming, jewel-
twined hair. He thought that the buildings rising so nebulously
all around were growing higher as they advanced. He caught
vague glimpses of arches and columns and great domed temples,
and began, somehow uneasilv, to sense presences in the streets,
unseen but thronging.

Then simultancously his feet seemed to strike a vielding resis-
tance, as if he had plunged at a stride knee-deep into heavy water,
and the woman beside him threw up her arms wildly in a swirl of
hair and tossed back her head and screamed hideously, humanly,
despairingly—the first human sound he had heard from her lips—
and stumbled to her knees on the grass that was somehow a
marble pavement.

Smith bent to catch her as she fell, plunging his arms into
unseen resistance as he did so. He felt it suck at her as he
wrenched the limp body out of those amazing, invisible wavelets
that were lapping higher and higher up his legs with incredible
swiftness. He swung her up clear of them, feeling the uncontrol-
lable terror that rippled out from her body course in unbroken
wavelets through his own, so he shook with nameless panic, not
understanding why, The thick tide had risen mufflingly about his
thighs when he turned back the way he had come and began to
fight his way out of the clinging horror he could not see, the
woman a weight of terror in his arms.
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It seemed to be a sort of thickness in the air, indescribable,
flowing about him in deepening waves that lapped up and up as if
some half-solidified jellv were swiftly and relentlessly engulfing
him. Yet he could see nothing but the grass underfoot, the dim,
dreamlile marble pavement, the night about, the cold stars over-
head. He struggled forward through the invisible thickness. It
was worse than tryving to run through water, with the retarded
motion of nightmares. It sucked at him, draggingly, as he strug-
gled forward through the deeps of it, stumbling, not daring to
fall, the woman a dead weight in his arms.

And very slowly he won free. Very slowly he forced his way
out of the clinging horror. The little lapping waves of it ceased to
mount. He felt the thickness receding downward, past his knees,
down about his ankles, until only his feet sucked and stumbled in
invisibility, the nameless mass shuddering and quaking. And at
long last he broke again, and as his feet touched the clear ground,
he leaped forward wildly, like an arrow from a bow, into the
delightful freedom of the open air. It felt like pure flving after
that dreadful struggle through the unseen. Muscles exulting at the
release, he fled over the grass like a winged thing while the dim
building reeled away behind him and the woman stirred a little in
his arms, an unconsidered weight in the joy of freedom.

Presently she whimpered a little, and he paused by a stunted
tree to sct her down again. She glanced round wildly. He saw
from the look on her bone-white face that the danger was not vet
past, and glanced round himself, seeing nothing but the dim moor
with wraithlike figures wavering here and there and the stars
shining down coldly. Overhead the thin shrilling went by
changelessly in the wind. All this was familiar. Yet the were-
woman stood poised for instant flight, seeming unsure in just
what direction danger lay, and her eyes glared panic into the
dimness. He knew then that dreadful though the werepack was, a
more terrible thing haunted the wasteland—invisibly, frightfully
indeed to wake in the wolf-woman’s eyes that staring horror.
Then something touched his foot.

He leaped like the wild thing he was, for he knew that feel—
even in so short a time he knew that feel. It was flowing round
his foot, sucking at his ankle even as he poised for flight. He
seized the woman’s wrist and twisted round, wrenching his foot
from the invisible grip, leaping forward arrow-swift into the pale
darkness. He heard her catch her breath in a sobbing gasp, clo-
quent of terror, as she fell into stride beside him.

So they fled, invisibility ravening at their heels. He knew,
somehow, that it followed. The thick, clutching waves of it were
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lapping faster and faster just short of his flying feet, and he
strained to the utmost, skimming over the grass like something
winged and terror-stricken, the sobbing breath of the woman
keeping time to his stride. What he fled he could not even guess.
It had no form in any image he could conjure up. Yet he felt
dimly that it was nothing alien, but rather something too horribly
akin to him . . . and the deadly danger he did not understand
spurred on his flying feet.

The plain whirled by blurrily in their speed. Dim things with
cves fluttered away in panic as they neared, clearing a terror-
stricken way for the dreadful werepeople who fled in such blind
horror of something more dreadful yet.

For eternities they ran. Misty towers and walls fell away be-
hind them. In his terror-dimmed mind it seemed to him in flashes
that he was the other runner clad in rich garments and belted
with the sword, running beside that other flecing woman from
another horror whose nature he did not know. He scarcely felt
the ground underfoot. He ran blindly, knowing only that he
must run and run untl he dropped, that something far more
dreadful than any death he could die was lapping hungrily at his
heels, threatening him with an unnamable, incomprehensible
horror—that he must runand run and run . . .

And so, very slowly, the panic cleared. Very gradually sanity
returned to him. He ran still, not daring to stop, for he knew the
invisible hunger lapped yet not far behind—knew it surely with-
out understanding how—but his mind had cleared enough for
him to think, and his thoughts told curious things; half-realized
things that formed images in his brain unbidden, drawn from
some far source beyond his understanding. He knew, for in-
stance, that the thing at their heels was unescapable. He knew
that it would never cease its relentless pursuit, silent, invisible,
remorseless, until the thick waves of it had swallowed up its
quarry, and what followed that—swhat unimaginable horror—he
somehow knew, but could not form even into thought pictures.
It was something too far outside any experience for the mind to
grasp it.

The horror he felt instinctively was entirely within himself.
He could see nothing pursuing him, feel nothing, hear nothing.
No tremor of menace reached toward him from the following
nothingness. But within him horror swelled and swelled ballon-
like, a curious horror akin to something that was part of him, so
it was as if he fled in terror of himself, and with no more hope of
cver escaping than if indeed he fled his own shadow.

The panic had passed. He no longer ran blindly, but he knew
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now that he must run and run forever, hopelessly . . . but his
mind refused to picture the end. He thought the woman’s panic
had abated, too. Her breathing was evener, not the frantic gasp-
ing of that first frenzy, and he no longer felt the shaking waves of
pure terror beating out from her against the ephemeral substance
that was himself.

And now, as the gray landscape slid past changelessly and the
thin shapes still wavered from their path and the piping went by
overhead, he became conscious as he ran of a changing in the
revulsion that spurred him on. There were little moments when
the horror behind drew him curiously, tightening its hold on that
part of his being so strangely akin to it. As a man might stare
over a precipice edge and feel the mounting urge to fling himself
over, even in the face of his horror of falling, so Smith felt the
strong pull of the thing that followed, if thing it might be called.
Wi ithout abatement in his horror the curious desire grew to turn
and face it, let it come lapping over him, steep himself in the
thick invisibility—even though his whole being shuddered vio-
lently from the very thought.

Without realizing it, his pace slackened. But the woman knew,
and gripped his hand fiercely, a frantic appeal rippling through
him from the contact. At her touch, the pull abated for a while
and he ran on in an access of revulsion, very conscious of the
invisibility lapping at their heels,

While the access was at its height he felt the grip of her hand
loosen a little and knew that the strange tugging at something
within was reaching out for her. His hand tightened over hers
and he fele the little shake she gave to free herself of that blind
pull.

So they fled, the strength in each bearing the other up. Behind
them relentlessly the something followed. Twice a forward lap-
ping wave of it brushed Smith’s heel. And stronger and stronger
grew the blind urge within him to turn, to plunge into the heavy
flow of what followed, to steep himself in invisibility until—
until— He could form no picture of that ultimate, but each time
he reached the point of picturing it a shudder went over him and
blankness clouded his mind.

And ever within him that thing akin to the follower strength-
ened and grew, a blind urge from his innermost being. It grew so
strong that only the grip of the werewoman’s hand held him
from turning, and the plain faded from about him like a gray
dream and he ran through a curving void—a void that he some-
how knew was bending back upon itself so that he must eventu-
ally, if he ran on, come round behind his pursuer and overtake it,
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wade head-on into the thick deeps of invisibility . . . vet he dared
not slacken his running, for then it would catch him from be-
hind. So he spun in the treadmill, terror ahead, terror behind,
with no choice but to run and no hope for all his running.

When he saw the plain at all it was in dim flashes, unaccount-
ably blurred and not always at the correct angles. It tilted with-
out reason. Once he saw a dark pool of water slanting before him
like a door, and once a whole section of landscape hung mirage-
like above his head. Sometimes he panted up steep inclines, some-
times he skimmed fleetly down steeper slopes—vet he knew the
plain in reality lay flat and featureless from edge to edge.

And now, though he had long ago left those misty towers and
walls far behind, he began to be aware that his flight had some-
how twisted and they loomed once more, shadowily, overhead.
With a sickening sense of futility he fled again down the dream-
vague marble pavements between rows of cloudy palaces.

Through all these dizzy metamorphoses the pursuer flowed
relentlessly behind, lapping at his heels when he slowed. He
began to realize, very dimly, that it might have overtaken him
with ease, but that he was being spurred on thus for some vast,
cloudy purpose—perhaps so that he might complete the circle he
was so vagucly aware of and plunge of his own effort headlong
into the very thing from which he fled. But he was not fleeing
now, he was being driven.

The dim shapes of buildings reeled past. The woman running
at his side had become something cloudy and vague too, a panting
presence flying from the same peril—into the same peril—but
unreal as a dream. He felt himself unreal too, a phantom fleeing
hand in hand with another phantom through the streets of a
phantom city. And all reality was melting away save the unreal,
invisible thing that pursued him, and only it had reality while
everything clse faded to shapes of nothingness. Like driven ghosts
they fled.

And as reality melted about them, the shadowy city took
firmer shape. In the reversal evervthing real became cloudy, grass
and trees and pools dimming like some forgotten dream, while
the unstable outlines of the towers loomed up more and more
clearly in the pale dark, colors flushing them as if reviving blood
ran through the stones. Now the city stood firm and actual
around them, and vague trees thrust themselves mistily through
unbroken masonry, shadows of grass waved over firm marble
pavements. Superimposed upon the unreal, the real world seemed
vague as a mirage.
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It was a curious architecture that rose around them now, so old
and so forgotten that the very shapes of it were fantastic to
Smith’s eyes. Men in silk and steel moved down the streets, wad-
ing to their greave-clad knees in shadowy grass they did not seem
to see. Women, too, brushed by in mail as fine-linked and shining
as gowns of silver tissuc, belted with swords like the men. Their
faces were set in a strained stare, and though they hurried they
gave an impression of aimlessness, as if moved by some outer
compulsion they did not understand.

And through the hurrying crowd, past the strange-colored
towers, over the grass-shadowed strects, werewoman and wolf-
man fled like the shadows they had become, pale wraiths blowing
through the crowds unseen, the invisible follower lapping at their
feet when they faltered. That force within which had urged
them to turn and meet the pursuer now commanded them irre-
sistibly to fleec—to flee toward that same ending, for they knew
now that they ran toward what they fled, roundaboutly, yet
dared not stop running for deadly fear of what flowed along
behind.

Yet in the end they did turn. The werewoman ran now in
blind submission, all the strength dissolved that at first had car-
ried her on. She was like a ghost blowing along on a gale, unre-
sisting, unquestioning, hopeless. But i Smith a stouter spirit
dwelt. And something strong and insistent was urging him to
turn—an insistence that had no relation to the other urge to wait.
It may have been a very human revolt against being driven; it
may have been a deeply ingrained dislike of running from any-
thing, or of allowing death to overtake him from behind. It had
been bred in him to face danger when he could not escape it, and
the old urge that every fighting thing knows—even a cornered
rat will turn—drove him at last to face what followed him and
dic resisting—not in flight. For he felt that the end must be very
near now. Some instinct stronger than the force that harried
them told that.

And so, ignoring the armored crowd that eddied round them,
he gripped the werewoman’s wrist hard and slackened his speed,
fighting against the urge that would have driven him on, choking
down the panic that rose involuntarily as he waited for the thick
waves to begin their surging round his feet. Presently he saw the
shadow of a tree leaning through the smooth stone of a building,
and instinctively he chose that misty thing he knew to be real for
a bulwark to set his back against, rather than the unreal wall that
looked so solid to his eves. He braced his shoulders, holding a firm
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grip on the woman’s wrist as she struggled and whimpered and
moaned in her wolf voice, straining to break the hold and run on.
Abour, the mail-clad crowd hurried by heedlessly.

And very soon he felt it—the lapping wavelets touching his
toes. He shuddered through all his unreal body at the feel, but he
stood steady, gripping the struggling wolf-woman in a resolute
hold, feeling the thick waves flowing around his feet, creeping up
to his ankles, lapping higher and higher round his legs.

For a while he stood at bay, feeling terror choke up and up in
his throat as the waves rose round him, scarcely heeding the
woman’s struggles to be free. And then a further rebellion began
to stir. If die he must, let it be neither in headlong flight nor in
dazed and terrified quiescence, but violently, fighting against it,
taking some toll, if he could, to pay for the life he was to lose. He
gasped a deep breath and plunged forward into the quaking, un-
seen mass that had risen almost to his waist. Behind him at arm’s
length the werewoman stumbled unwillingly.

He lurched forward. Very swiftly the unseen rose about him,
until arms and shoulders were muffled in thickness, until the
heavy invisibility brushed his chin, his closed mouth, sealed his
nostrils. . . closed over his head.

Through the clear deeps he forged on, moving like a man in a
nightmare of retarded motion. Everv step was an immense effort
against that flow, dragged through resisting depths of jellylike
nothingness. He had all but forgotten the woman he dragged
along behind. He had wholly forgotten the colored city and the
shining, armored people hurrving past. Blinded to evervthing but
the deep-rooted instinct to keep moving, he forced his slow way
onward against the flow. And indescribably he felt it begin to
permeate him, seeping in slowly through the atoms of his
ephemeral being. He felt it, and felt a curious change coming
over him by degrees, yet could not define it or understand what
was happening. Something urged him fiercely to go on, to strug-
gle ahead, not to surrender—and so he fought, his mind whirling
and the strange stuff of the thing that cengulfed him soaking
slowly through his being.

Presently the invisibility took on a faint body, a sort of clear
opaqueness, so that the things outside were streaked and blurred a
little and the splendid dream city with its steel-robed throngs
wavered through the walls of what had swallowed him up.
Everything was shaking and blurring and somehow changing.
Even his body no longer obeyed him completely, as if it trembled
on the verge of transition into something different and unknown.
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Only the driving instinct to fight on held clear in his dazed mind.
He struggled forward.

And now the towered city was fading again, its mailed people
losing their outlines and melting into the grayness. But the fading
was not a reversal—the shadow grass and trees grew more
shadowy still. It was as if by successive steps he was leaving all
matter behind. Reality had faded almost to nothing, even the
cloudy unreality of the city was going now, and nothing but a
gray blankness remained, a blankness through which he forged
stubbornly against the all-engulfing flow that steeped him in
nothingness.

Sometimes in flashes he ceased to exist—joined the gray noth-
ing as part of it. The sensation was not that of unconsciousness.
Somehow utter nirvana swallowed him up and freed him again,
and between the moments of blank he fought on, feeling the
transition of his body taking place very slowly, very surely, into
something that even now he could not understand.

For gray eternities he struggled ahead through the clogging
resistance, through darknesses of nonexistence, through flashes of
near normality, feeling somehow that the path led in wild loops
and whorls through spaces without name. His time sense had
stopped. He could hear and see nothing, he could feel nothing
but the immense effort of dragging his limbs through the stuff
that enfolded him, and the effort was so great that he welcomed
those spaces of blankness when he did not exist even as an uncon-
sciousness. Yet stubbornly, unceasingly, the blind instinct drove
him on.

There was a while when the flashes of nonexistence crowded
closer and closer, and the metamorphosis of his body was all but
complete, and only during brief winks of consciousness did he
realize himself as an independent being. Then in some unaccount-
able way the tension slackened. For a long moment without in-
terludes he knew himself a real being struggling upstream
through invisibility and dragging a half-fainting woman by the
wrist. The clarity of it startled him. For a while he could not
understand—then it dawned upon him that his head and shoulders
were free—free! What had happened he could not imagine, but
he was free of it.

The hideous gray nothingness had gonc—he looked out
over a plain dotted with low trees and low, white, columned
villas like no architecture he had ever seen before. A little way
ahead a stone slab no higher than himself leaned against a great
boulder in a hollow fringed with trees. Upon the slab an inde-
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scribable symbol was incised. It was like no symbol of any writ-
ing he had ever seen before. It was so different from all the
written characters men make that it scarcely seemed akin to
writing at all, nor traced by any human hand. Yet there was a
curious familiarity about it that did not even puzzle him. He
accepted it without question. He was somehow akin to it.

And between him and the engraved slab the air writhed and
undulated. Streamers of invisibility flowed toward him, mounting
as they flowed. He struggled forward, exultation surging within
him. For—he knew, now. And as he advanced the thick resis-
tance fell away from him, sliding down his shoulders, ebbing
lower and lower about his struggling body. He knew that what-
ever the invisibility was, its origin lay in that symbol on the
stone. From that it flowed. Half-visibly, he could see it. And
toward that stone he made his way, a dim purpose forming in his
brain.

He heard a little gasp and quickened breathing behind him, and
turned his head to see the werewoman, moon-white in the undu-
lating, almost-visible flow, staring about with wakened eyes and
incomprehension clouding her face. He saw that she did not re-
member anything of what had happened. Her green-glowing
eyes were empty as if they had just opened from deep slumber.

He forged on swiftly now through the waves that lapped fu-
tilely around his waist. He had won. Against what he did not yet
know, nor from what cloudy terror he had saved himself and her,
but he was not afraid now. He knew what he must do, and he
struggled on cagerly toward the slab.

He was still waist-deep in the resisting flow when he reached i,
and for a dizzy instant he thought he could not stop, that he must
wade on into the very substance of that unnamable carving out of
which came the engulfing nothingness. But with an effort he
wrenched round and waded cross-stream, and after a while of
desperate struggle he broke free into the open air.

It was like a cessation of gravity. In the release from that
dragging weight he felt he must scarcely be touching the ground,
but there was no time now to exult in his freedom. He turned
purposefully toward the slab.

The wercwoman was just floundering clear of the stream when
she saw what he intended, and she flung up her hands with a
shriek of protest that startled Smith into a sidewise leap, as if
some new terror were coming upon him. Then he saw what it
was and gave her an amazed stare as he turned again to the stone,
lifting his arms to grapple with it. She reeled forward and seized
him in a cold, desperate embrace, dragging backward with all her
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might. Smith glared at her and shoolk his shoulders impatiently.
He had felt the rock give a little. But when she saw that, she
screamed again piercingly, and her arms twined like snakes as she
struggled to drag him away.

She was very strong. He paused to unwind the fierce clasp and
she fought savagely to prevent it. He needed all his strength to
break her grip, and he pushed her from him then with a heavy
shove that sent her reeling. The pale eyes followed her, puzzling
why, though she had fled in such a frenzy of terror from what
flowed out of the stone, she still strove to prevent him from
destroying it. For he was quite sure that if the slab were broken
and the symbol destroyed that stream would cease to flow. He
could not understand her. He shook his shoulders impatiently and
turned again to the stone.

This time she was on him with an animal spring, snarling low
in her throat and clawing with frantic hands. Her fangs snapped
just clear of his throat. Smith wrenched free with a great effor,
for she was steel-strong and very desperate, and gripped her by
the shoulder, swinging her away. Then he set his tecth and drove
a heavy fist into her face, smashing against the fangs. She yelped,
short and sharply, and collapsed under his hand, sinking to the
grass in a huddle of whiteness and wild black hair.

He turned to the stone again. This time he got a firm grip on it,
braced his legs wide, heaved. And he felt it give. He heaved
again. And very slowly, very painfully, he uprooted its base from
the bed where for ages it must have lain. Rock ground protest-
ingly against rock. One edge rosc a little, then scttled. And the
slab tilted. He heaved again, and very deliberately he felt it slip-
ping from his hands. He stood back, breathing heavily, and
watched.

Majestically, the great slab tottered. The stream flowing invis-
ibly from its incised svmbol twisted in a streaked path through
the air, long whorls of opacity blurring the landscape beyond.
Smith thought he felt a stirring in the air, a shiver as of warning.
All the white villas dimly scen through the dark wavered a little
before his eyes, and something hummed through the air like a
thin, high wailing too sharp to be heard save as a pain to the ears.
The chattering overhead quickened suddenly. All this in the slow
instant while the slab tottered.

Then it fell. Deliberately slow, it leaned outward and down. It
struck the ground with a rush and a splintering crash. He saw the
long cracks appear miraculously upon its surface as the great
fantastic symbol broke into fragments. The opacity that had
flowed outward from it writhed like a dragon in pain, flung itself
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high-arching into the shivering air—and ceased. In that moment
of cessation the world collapsed around him. A mighty wind
swooped down in a deafening roar, blurring the landscape. He
thought he saw the white villas melting like dreams, and he knew
the werewoman of the grass must have recovered consciousness,
for he heard a wolf vell of utter agony from behind him. Then
the great wind blotted out all other things, and he was whirling
through spacc in a dizzy flight.

In that flight understanding overtook him. In a burst of illumi-
nation he knew quite suddenly what had happened and what
would happen now—realized without surprise, as if he had al-
ways known it, that the denizens of this wasteland had dwelt here
under the protection of that mighty curse laid upon the land in
the long-past century when the city fell. And he realized that it
must have been a very powerful curse, laid down by skill and
knowledge that has long since vanished even from the legends of
man, for in all the ages since, this accursed moor had been safe
haven for all the half-real beings that haunt mankind, akin to the
evil that lay like a blanket over the moor.

And he knew that the curse had its origin in the nameless
symbol which some sorcerer of forgotten times had inscribed
upon the stone, a writing from some language which can have no
faintest kinship with man. He knew that the force flowing out
from it was a force of utter evil, spreading like a river over the
whole salt waste. The stream of it lapped to and fro in changing
courses over the land, and when it neared some dweller of the
place the evil that burnt for a life force in that dweller acted as a
magnet to the pure evil which was the stream. So, evil answering
to evil, the two fused into one, the unfortunate dweller swal-
lowed up into a nirvana of nonexistence in the heart of that slow-
flowing stream.

It must have worked strange changes in them. That city whose
shapes of shadow still haunted the place assumed reality, taking
on substance and becoming more and more actual as the reality of
the captive waned and melted into the power of the stream.

He thought, remembering those hurrying throngs with their
strained, pale faces, that the spirits of the people who had died in
the lost city must be bound tenuously to the spot of their death.
He remembered that young, richly garmented warrior he had
been one with in fleeting moments, running golden-sandaled
through the streets of the forgotten city in a panic of terror from
something too long past to be remembered—the jeweled woman
in her colored sandals and rippling robes running at his side—and
wondered in the space of a second what their story had been so
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many ages ago. He thought that curse must somchow have in-
cluded the dwellers in the city, chaining them in earthbound
misery for centuries. But of this he was not surc.

Much of all this was not clear to him, and more he realized
without understanding, but he knew that the instinct which
guided him to turn upstream had not been a false one—that some-
thing human and alien in him had been a talisman to lead his
staggering feet back toward the source of his destroyer. And he
knew that with the breaking up of the symbol that was a curse,
the curse cecased to be, and the warm, swect, life-giving air that
humanity breathes swept in a flood across the barrens, blowing
away all the shadowy, unclean creatures to whom it had been
haven for so long. He knew—hce knew . . .

Grayness swooped round him and all knowledge faded from
his mind and the wind roared mightily in his ears. Somewhere in
that roaring flight oblivion overtook him.

When he opened his eves again he could not for an instant
imagine where he lay or what had happened. Weight pressed
upon his entire body suffocatingly, pain shot through it in jagged
flashes. His shoulder ached decply. And the night was dark, dark
about him. Something muffling and heavy had closed over his
senses, for no longer could he hear the tiny, sharp sounds of the
plain or scent those tingling odors that once blew along the wind.
Even the chattering overhead had fallen still. The place did not
even smell the same. He thought he could catch from afar the
odor of smoke, and somchow the air, as nearly as he could tell
with his deadencd senscs, no longer breathed of desolation and
loneliness. The smell of life was in the wind, very faintly. Little
pleasant odors of flower scent and kitchen smoke seemed to tinge
it.

“~—wolves must have gone,” someone was saying above him.
“They stopped howling a few minutes ago. Notice? First time
since we came into this damned place. Listen.”

With a painful effort Smith rolled his head sideways and
stared. A little group of men was gathered around him, their eyes
lifted just now to the dark horizon. In the new density of the
night he could not sec them clearly, and he blinked in irritation,
striving to regain that old, keen clarity he had lost. But they
looked familiar. One wore a white fur cap on his head. Someone
said, indicating something bevond Smith’s limited range of vision,
“Fellow here must have had quite a tussle. See the dead she-wolf
with her throat torn out? And look—all the wolf tracks every-
where in the dust. Hundreds of them. I wonder ...”

“Bad luck to talk about them,” broke in the fur-capped leader.
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“Werewolves, I tell you—I've been in this place before, and 1
know. But I never saw or heard tell of a thing like what we saw
tonight—that big white-eyed one running with the she-wolves.
God! I'll never forget those eyes.”

Smith moved his head and groaned. The men turned quickly.

“Look, he’s coming to,” said someone, and Smith was vaguely
conscious of an arm under his head and some liquid, hot and
strong, forced between his lips. He opened his eyes and looked
up. The fur-capped man was bending over him. Their eyes met.
In the starlight, Smith's were colorless as pale steel.

The man choked something inarticulate and leaped back so
suddenly that the flask spilled its contents half over Smith’s chest.
He crossed himself frankly with a hand that shook.

“Who—who are you?” he demanded unsteadily.

Smith grinned wearily and closed his eyes.



