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SAMUEL R. DELANY considers Captives of the Flame to be the first of a
trilogy dealing with the same epoch and characters. It is, however, his second
published novel, his first being The Jewels of Aptor, which has received
considerable acclaim.
A young man, resident in New York City, Delany is a prolific and talented
writer, whose work in poetry and prose have won him many awards. Asked
for comment on his literary ambitions, he preferred to quote one of the
characters from one of his works:
"I wanted to wield together a prose luminous as twenty sets of headlights
flung down a night road; I wanted my words tinged with the green of
mercury vapor street lamps seen through a shaling of oak leaves in the park
past midnight. I needed phrases that would break open like thunder, or leave
a brush as gentle as willow boughs passed in a dark room.... The finest
writing is always the finest delineation of surfaces."



 
 

PROLOGUE
 

The green of beetles' wings ... the red of polished carbuncle ... a web of silver
fire. Lightning tore his eyes apart, struck deep inside his body; and he felt his
bones split. Before it became pain, it was gone. And he was falling through
blue smoke. The smoke was inside him, cool as blown ice. It was getting
darker.
He had heard something before, a ... voice: the Lord of the Flames.... Then:
Jon Koshar shook his head, staggered forward, and went down on his knees
in white sand. He blinked. He looked up. There were two shadows in front of
him.
To his left a tooth of rock jutted from the sand, also casting a double shadow.
He felt unreal, light. But the backs of his hands had real dirt on them, his
clothes were damp with real sweat, and they clung to his back and sides. He
felt immense. But that was because the horizon was so close. Above it, the
sky was turquoise—which was odd because the sand was too white for it to
be evening. Then he saw the City.
It hit his eyes with a familiarity that made him start. The familiarity was a
refuge, and violently his mind clawed at it, tried to find other familiar things.
But the towers, the looped roadways, that was all there was—and one small
line of metal ribbon that soared out across the desert, supported by strut-work
pylons. The transit ribbon! He followed it with his eyes, praying it would lead
to something more familiar. The thirteenth pylon—he had counted them as he
ran his eye along the silver length—was crumpled, as though a fist had
smashed it. The transit ribbon snarled in mid-air and ceased. The abrupt end
again sent his mind clawing back toward familiarity: I am Jon Koshar
(followed by the meaningless number that had been part of his name for five
years). I want to be free (and for a moment he saw again the dank, creosoted
walls of the cabins of the penal camp, and heard the clinking chains of the



cutter teeth as he had heard them for so many days walking to the mine
entrance while the yard-high ferns brushed his thighs and forearms ... but that
was in his mind).
The only other things his scrambling brain could reach were facts of
negation. He was some place he had never been before. He did not know how
he had gotten there. He did not know how to get back. And the close horizon,
the double shadows ... now he realized that this was not Earth (Earth of the
Thirty-fifth Century, although he gave it another name, Fifteenth Century
G.F.).
But the City.... It was on earth, and he was on earth, and he was—had been—
in it. Again the negations: the City was not on a desert, nor could its dead,
deserted towers cast double shadows, nor was the transit ribbon broken.
The transit ribbon!
No!
It couldn't be broken. He almost screamed. Don't let it be broken, please....
The entire scene was suddenly jerked from his head. There was nothing left
but blue smoke, cool as blown ice, inside him, around him. He was spinning
in blue smoke. Sudden lightning seared his eyeballs, and the shivering after-
image faded, shifted, became ... a web of silver fire, the red of polished
carbuncle, the green of beetles' wings.
 



 
 

CHAPTER I
 
Silent as a sleeping serpent for sixty years, it spanned from the heart of
Telphar to the royal palace of Toromon. From the ashes of the dead city to
the island capital, it connected what once had been the two major cities, the
only cities of Toromon. Today there was only one.
In Telphar, it soared above ashes and fallen roadways into the night.
Miles on, the edge of darkness paled before the morning and in the faint
shadow of the transit ribbon, at the edge of a field of lava, among the
whispering, yard-high ferns, sat row on row of squat shacks, cheerless as
roosting macaws. They stood near the entrance of the tetron mines.
A few moments before, the light rain had stopped. Water dribbled down the
supporting columns of the transit ribbon which made a black band on the
fading night.
Now, six extraordinarily tall men left the edge of the jungle. They carried two
corpses among them. Two of the tall men hung back to converse.
"The third one won't get very far."
"If he does," said the other, "he'll be the first one to get through the forest
guards in twelve years."
"I'm not worried about his escaping," said the first. "But why have there been
such an increase in attempts over the past year?"
The other one laughed. Even in the dull light, the three scars that ran down
the side of his face and neck were visible. "The orders for tetron have nearly
doubled."
"I wonder just what sort of leeches in Toron make their living off these
miserable—" He didn't finish, but pointed ahead to the corpses.
"The hydroponic growers, the aquarium manufacturers," answered the man
with the scars. "They're the ones who use the ore. Then, of course, there's the



preparation for the war."
"They say that since the artificial food growers have taken over, the farmers
and fishermen near the coast are being starved out. And with the increased
demand for tetron, the miners are dying off like flies here at the mine.
Sometimes I wonder how they supply enough prisoners."
"They don't," said the other. Now he called out. "All right. Just drop them
there, in front of the cabins."
The rain had made the ground mud. Two dull splashes came through the
graying morning. "Maybe that'll teach them some sort of lesson," said the
first.
"Maybe," shrugged the one with the scars.
Now they turned back toward the jungle.

Soon, streaks of light speared the yellow clouds and pried apart the billowing
rifts. Shafts of yellow sank into the lush jungles of Toromon, dropping from
wet, green fronds, or catching on the moist cracks of boulders. Then the dawn
snagged on the metal ribbon that arced over the trees, and webs of shadow
from the immense supporting pylons fell across the few, gutted lava beds that
dotted the forest.
A formation of airships flashed through a tear in the clouds like a handful of
hurled, silver chips. As the buzz from their tetron motors descended through
the trees, Quorl, the forest guard, stretched his seven-foot body and rolled
over, crushing leaves beneath his shoulder. Instinctively his stomach tensed.
But silence had returned. With large, yellow-brown eyes, he looked about the
grove in which he had spent the night. His broad nostrils flared even wider.
But the air was still, clean, safe. Above, the metal ribbon glinted. Quorl lay
back on the dried leaves once more.

As dawn slipped across the jungle, more and more of the ribbon caught fire
from beneath the receding shadows, till at last it soared above the yellow
crescent of sand that marked the edge of the sea.
Fifty yards down the beach from the last supporting pylon whose base still sat
on dry land, Cithon, the fisherman, emerged from his shack.



"Tel?" he called. He was a brown, wiry man whose leathery face was netted
with lines from sand and wind. "Tel?" he called once more. Now he turned
back into the cottage. "And where has the boy gotten off to now?"
Grella had already seated herself at the loom, and her strong hands now
began to work the shuttle back and forth while her feet stamped the treadle.
"Where has he gone?" Cithon demanded.
"He went out early this morning," Grella said quietly. She did not look at her
husband. She watched the shuttle moving back and forth, back and forth
between the green and yellow threads.
"I can see he's gone out," Cithon snapped. "But where? The sun is up. He
should be out with me on the boat. When will he be back?"
Grella didn't answer.
"When will he be back?" Cithon demanded.
"I don't know."
Outside there was a sound, and Cithon turned abruptly and went to the side of
the shack.
The boy was leaning over the water trough, sloshing his face.
"Tel."
The boy looked up quickly at his father. He was perhaps fourteen, a thin
child, with a shock of black hair, yet eyes as green as the sea. Fear had
widened them now.
"Where were you?"
"No place," was the boy's quietly defensive answer. "I wasn't doing
anything."
"Where were you?"
"No place," Tel mumbled again. "Just walking...."
Suddenly Cithon's hand, which had been at his waist jerked up and then
down, and the leather strap that had been his belt slashed over the boy's wet
shoulder.
The only sound was a sudden intake of breath.



"Now get down to the boat."
Inside the shack, the shuttle paused in Grella's fist the length of a drawn
breath. Then it shot once more between the threads.

Down the beach, the transit ribbon leapt across the water. Light shook on the
surface of the sea like flung diamonds, and the ribbon above was dull by
comparison.
Dawn reached across the water till at last the early light fell on the shore of an
island. High in the air, the ribbon gleamed above the busy piers and the early
morning traffic of the wharf. Behind the piers, the towers of the City were
lanced with gold, and as the sun rose, gold light dropped further down the
building faces.
On the boardwalk, two merchants were talking above the roar of tetron-
powered winches and chuckling carts.
"It looks like your boat's bringing in a cargo of fish," said the stout one.
"It could be fish. It could be something else," answered the other.
"Tell me, friend," asked the portly one, whose coat was of cut and cloth
expensive enough to suggest his guesses were usually right, "why do you
trouble to send your boat all the way to the mainland to buy from the little
fishermen there? My aquariums can supply the City with all the food it
needs."
The other merchant looked down at the clip-board of inventory slips.
"Perhaps my clientele is somewhat different from yours."
The first merchant laughed. "You sell to the upper families of the City, who
still insist on the doubtful superiority of your imported delicacies. Did you
know, my friend, I am superior in every way to you? I feed more people, so
what I produce is superior to what you produce. I charge them less money,
and so I am financially more benevolent than you. I make more money than
you do, so I am also financially superior. Also, later this morning my
daughter is coming back from the university, and this evening I will give her
a party so great and so lavish that she will love me more than any daughter
has ever loved a father before."



Here the self-satisfied merchant laughed again, and turned down the wharf to
inspect a cargo of tetron ore that was coming in from the mainland.
As the merchant of imported fish turned up another inventory slip, another
man approached him. "What was old Koshar laughing about?" he asked.
"He was gloating over his good fortune in backing that hairbrained aquarium
idea. He was also trying to make me jealous of his daughter. He's giving her a
party tonight to which I am no doubt invited; but the invitation will come late
this afternoon with no time for me to reply properly."
The other man shook his head. "He's a proud man. But you can bring him to
his place. Next time he mentions his daughter, ask him about his son, and
watch the shame storm into his face."
"He may be proud," said the other, "but I am not cruel. Why should I move to
hurt him? Time takes care of her own. This coming war will see."
"Perhaps," said the other merchant. "Perhaps."

Once over the island city of Toron, capital of Toromon, the transit ribbon
breaks from its even course and bends among the towers, weaves among the
elevated highways, till finally it crosses near a wide splash of bare concrete,
edged with block-long aircraft hangars. Several airships had just arrived, and
at one of the passenger gates the people waiting for arrivals crowded closely
to the metal fence.
Among them was one young man in military uniform. A brush of red hair,
eyes that seemed doubly dark in his pale face, along with a squat, taurine
power in his legs and shoulders; these were what struck you in the swift
glance. A close look brought you the incongruity of the major's insignia and
his obvious youth.
He watched the passengers coming through the gate with more than military
interest.
Someone called, "Tomar!"
And he turned, a grin leaping to his face.
"Tomar," she called again. "I'm over here."
A little too bumptiously, he rammed through the crowd until at last he almost



collided with her. Then he stopped, looking bewildered and happy.
"Gee, I'm glad you came," she said. "Come on. You can walk me back to
father's." Her black hair fell close to broad, nearly oriental cheekbones. Then
the smile on her first strangely, then attractively pale mouth fell.
Tomar shook his head, as they turned now, arm in arm, among the people
wandering over the field.
"No?" she asked. "Why not?"
"I don't have time, Clea," he answered. "I had to sneak an hour off just to get
here. I'm supposed to be back at the Military Ministry in forty minutes. Hey,
do you have any bags I can carry?"
Clea held up a slide rule and a notebook. "I'm traveling light. In a week I'll be
back at the university for summer courses, so I didn't bring any clothes. Wait
a minute. You're not going to be too busy to get to the party Dad's giving me
tonight, are you?"
Tomar shrugged.
Clea began a word, but pushed her tongue hard against the roof of her mouth.
"Tomar?" she asked after a moment.
"Yes?" He had a rough voice, which, when he was sad, took on the
undertones of a bear's growl.
"What's happening about the war? Will there really be one?"
Again he shrugged. "More soldiers, more planes, and at the Ministry there's
more and more work to do. I was up before dawn this morning getting a fleet
of survey planes off for a scouting trip to the mainland over the radiation
barrier. If they come back this evening, I'll be busy all night with the reports
and I won't be able to make the party.
"Oh," said Clea. "Tomar?"
"Yes, Clea Koshar?"
"Oh, don't be formal with me, please. You've been in the City long enough
and known me long enough. Tomar, if the war comes, do you think they'll
draft prisoners from the tetron mines into the army?"
"They talk about it."



"Because my brother...."
"I know," said Tomar.
"And if a prisoner from the mines distinguished himself as a soldier, would
he be freed at the end of the war? They wouldn't send him back to the mines,
would they?"
"The war hasn't even begun yet," said Tomar. "No one knows how it will
end."
"You're right," she said, "as usual." They reached the gate. "Look, Tomar, I
don't want to keep you if you're busy. But you've got to promise to come see
me and spend at least an afternoon before I go back to school."
"If the war starts, you won't be going back to school."
"Why not?"
"You already have your degree in theoretical physics. Now you're only doing
advanced work. Not only will they conscript prisoners from the mines, but all
scientists, engineers, and mathematicians will have to lend their efforts to the
cause as well."
"I was afraid of that," Clea said. "You believe the war will actually come,
don't you, Tomar?"
"They get ready for it night and day," Tomar said. "What is there to stop it?
When I was a boy on my father's farm on the mainland, there was too much
work, and no food. I was a strong boy, with a strong boy's stomach. I came to
the City and I took my strength to the army. Now I have work that I like. I'm
not hungry. With the war, there will be work for a lot more people. Your
father will be richer. Your brother may come back to you, and even the
thieves and beggars in the Devil's Pot will have a chance to do some honest
work."
"Perhaps," said Clea. "Look, like I said, I don't want to keep you—I mean I
do, but. Well, when will you have some time?"
"Probably tomorrow afternoon."
"Fine," said Clea. "We'll have a picnic then, all right?"
Tomar grinned. "Yes," he said. "Yes." He took both her hands, and she



smiled back at him. Then he turned away, and was gone through the crowd.
Clea watched a moment, and then turned toward the taxi stand. The sun was
beginning to warm the air as she pushed into the shadow of the great transit
ribbon that soared above her between the towers.

Buildings dropped bands of shadow across the ribbon, as it wound through
the city, although occasional streaks of light from an eastward street still
made silver half-rings around it. At the center of the city it raised a final two
hundred feet and entered the window of the laboratory tower in the west wing
of the royal palace of Toron.
The room in which the transit ribbon ended was deserted. At the end of the
metal band was a transparent crystal sphere, fifteen feet in diameter which
hovered above the receiving platform. A dozen small tetron units of varying
sizes sat around the room. The viewing screens were dead gray. On a control
panel by one ornate window, a bank of forty-nine scarlet-knobbed switches
pointed to off. The metal catwalks that ran over the receiving platform were
empty.
In another room of the palace, however, someone was screaming.
"Tetron!"
"... if your Highness would only wait a moment to hear the report," began the
aged minister, "I believe...."
"Tetron!"
"... you would understand the necessity," he continued in an amazingly calm
voice, "of disturbing you at such an ungodly hour ..."
"I never want to hear the word tetron again!"
"... of the morning."
"Go away, Chargill; I'm sleeping!" King Uske, who had just turned twenty-
one though he had been the official ruler of Toromon since the age of seven,
jammed his pale blond head beneath three over-stuffed pillows that lay about
the purple silken sheets of his bed. With one too-slender hand he sought
feebly around for the covers to hide himself completely.
The old minister quietly picked up the edge of the ermine-rimmed coverlet



and held it out of reach. After several half-hearted swipes, the pale head
emerged once more and asked in a coldly quiet voice, "Chargill, why is it that
roads have been built, prisoners have been reprieved, and traitors have been
disemboweled at every hour of the afternoon and evening without anyone
expressing the least concern for what I thought? Now, suddenly, at—" Uske
peered at the jewel-crusted chronometer by his bed in which a shimmering
gold light fixed the hour, "—my God, ten o'clock in the morning! Why must I
suddenly be consulted at every little twist and turn of empire?"
"First," explained Chargill, "you are now of age. Secondly, we are about to
enter a war, and in times of stress, responsibility is passed to the top, and you,
sir, are in the unfortunate position."
"Why can't we have a war and get it over with?" said Uske, rolling over to
face Chargill and becoming a trifle more amenable. "I'm tired of all this
idiocy. You don't think I'm a very good king, do you?" The young man sat up
and planted his slender feet as firmly as possible on the three-inch thick fur
rug. "Well, if we had a war," he continued, scratching his stomach through
his pink sateen pajama top, "I'd ride in the first line of fire, in the most
splendid uniform imaginable, and lead my soldiers to a sweeping victory." At
the word sweeping, he threw himself under the covers.
"Commendable sentiment," stated Chargill dryly. "And seeing that there may
just be a war before the afternoon arrives, why don't you listen to the report,
which merely says that another scouting flight of planes has been crippled
trying to observe the enemy just beyond the tetron mines over the radiation
barrier."
"Let me continue it for you. No one knows how the planes have been
crippled, but the efficacy of their methods has lead the council to suggest that
we consider the possibility of open war even more strongly. Isn't this more or
less what the reports have been for weeks?"
"It is," replied Chargill.
"Then why bother me. Incidentally, must we really go to that imbecilic party
for that stupid fish-peddler's daughter this evening? And talk about tetron as
little as possible, please."
"I need not remind you," went on the patient Chargill, "that this stupid fish-



peddler has amassed a fortune nearly as large as that in the royal treasury—
though I doubt if he is aware of the comparison—through the proper
exploitation of the unmentionable metal. If there is a war, and we should need
to borrow funds, it should be done with as much good will as possible.
Therefore, you will attend his party to which he has so kindly invited you."
"Listen a minute, Chargill," said Uske. "And I'm being serious now. This war
business is completely ridiculous, and if you expect me to take it seriously,
then the council is going to have to take it seriously. How can we have a war
with whatever is behind the radiation barrier? We don't know anything about
it. Is it a country? Is it a city? Is it an empire? We don't even know if it's got a
name. We don't know how they've crippled our scouting planes. We can't
monitor any radio communication. Of course we couldn't do that anyway
with the radiation barrier. We don't even know if it's people. One of our silly
planes gets its tetron (Pardon me. If you can't say it, I shouldn't say it either.)
device knocked out and a missile hurled at it. Bango! The council says war.
Well, I refuse to take it seriously. Why do we keep on wasting planes
anyway? Why not send a few people through the transit ribbon to do some
spying?"
Chargill looked amazed.
"Before we instituted the penal mines, and just after we annexed the forest
people, the transit ribbon was built. Correct? Now, where does it go?"
"Into the dead city of Telphar," answered Chargill.
"Exactly. And Telphar was not at all dead when we built it, sixty years ago.
The radiation hadn't progressed that far. Well, why not send spies into
Telphar and from there, across the barrier and into enemy territory. Then they
can come back and tell us everything." Uske smiled.
"Of course your Majesty is joking." Chargill smiled. "May I remind your
Majesty that the radiation level in Telphar today is fatal to human beings.
Completely fatal. The enemy seems to be well beyond the barrier. Only
recently, with the great amount of tetron—eh, excuse me—coming from the
mines have we been able to develop planes that can perhaps go over it. And
that, when and if we can do it, is the only way."
Uske had started out smiling. It turned to a giggle. Then to a laugh. Suddenly



he cried out and threw himself down on the bed. "Nobody listens to me!
Nobody takes any of my suggestions!" He moaned and stuck his head under
the pillows. "No one does anything but contradict me. Go away. Get out. Let
me sleep."
Chargill sighed and withdrew from the royal bedchamber.



 
 

CHAPTER II
 
It had been silent for sixty years. Then, above the receiving stage in the
laboratory tower of the royal place of Toromon, the great transparent crystal
sphere glowed.
On the stage a blue haze shimmered. Red flame shot through the mist, a net
of scarlet, contracting, pulsing, outlining the recognizable patterning of veins
and arteries. Among the running fires, the shadow of bones formed a human
skeleton in the blue, till suddenly the shape was laced with sudden silver, the
net of nerves that held the body imprisoned in sensation. The blue became
opaque. Then the black-haired man, barefooted, in rags, staggered forward to
the rail and held on for a moment. Above, the crystal faded.
He blinked his eyes hard before he looked up. He looked around. "All right,"
he said out loud. "Where the hell are you?" He paused. "Okay. Okay. I know.
I'm not supposed to get dependent on you. I guess I'm all right now, aren't I?"
Another pause. "Well, I feel fine." He let go of the rail and looked at his
hands, back and palms. "Dirty as hell," he mumbled. "Wonder where I can
get washed up." He looked up. "Yeah, sure. Why not?" He ducked under the
railing and vaulted to the floor. Once again he looked around. "So I'm really
in the castle. After all these years. I never thought I'd see it. Yeah, I guess it
really is."
He started forward, but as he passed under the shadow of the great ribbon's
end, something happened.
He faded.
At least the exposed parts of his body—head, hands, and feet—faded. He
stopped and looked down. Through his ghost-like feet, he could see the rivets
that held down the metal floor. He made a disgusted face, and continued
toward the door. Once in the sunlight, he solidified again.
There was no one in the hall. He walked along, ignoring the triptych of silver



partitions that marked the consultant chamber. A stained glass window
further on rotated by silent machinery flung colors over his face as he passed.
A golden disk chronometer fixed in the ceiling behind a carved crystal face
said ten-thirty.
Suddenly he stopped in front of a book cabinet and opened the glass door.
"Here's the one," he said out loud again. "Yeah, I know we haven't got time,
but it will explain it to you better than I can." He pulled a book from the row
of books. "We used this in school," he said. "A long time ago."
The book was Catham's Revised History of Toromon. He opened the
sharkskin cover and flipped a few pages into the text.
"... from a few libraries that survived the Great Fire (from which we will date
all subsequent events). Civilization was reduced beyond barbarism. But
eventually the few survivors on the Island of Toron established a settlement,
a village, a city. Now they pushed to the mainland, and the shore became the
central source of food for the island's population which now devoted itself to
manufacturing. On the coast, farms and fishing villages flourished. On the
island, science and industry became sudden factors in the life of Toromon,
now an empire.
"Beyond the plains at the coast, explorers discovered the forest people who
lived in the strip of jungle that held in its crescent the stretch of mainland.
They were a mutant breed, gigantic in physical stature, peaceful in nature.
They quickly became part of Toromon's empire, with no resistance.
"Beyond the jungle were the gutted fields of lava and dead earth, and it was
here that the strange metal tetron was discovered. A great empire has a great
crime rate, and our penal system was used to supply miners for the tetron.
Now technology leaped ahead, and we developed many uses for the power
that could be released from the tetron.
"Then, beyond the lava fields, we discovered what it was that had enlarged
the bodies of the forest people, what it was that had killed all green things
beyond the jungle. Lingering from the days of the Great Fire, a wide strip of
radioactive land still burned all around the lava fields, cutting us off from
further expansion.
"Going toward that field of death, the plants became gnarled, distorted



caricatures of themselves. Then only rock. Death was long if a man ventured
in and came back. First immense thirst; then the skin dries out; blindness,
fever, madness, at last death; this is what awaited the transgressor.
"It was at the brink of the radiation barrier, in defiance of death, that Telphar
was established. It was far enough away to be safe, yet near enough to see the
purple glow at the horizon over the broken hills. At the same time,
experiments were being conducted with elementary matter transmission, and
as a token to this new direction of science, the transit ribbon was
commissioned to link the two cities. It was more a gesture of the solidarity of
Toromon's empire than a practical appliance. Only three or four hundred
pounds of matter could be sent at once, or two or three people. The
transportation was instantaneous, and portended a future of great exploration
to any part of the world, with theoretical travel to the stars.
"Then, at seven thirty-two on an autumn evening, sixty years ago, a sudden
increase in the pale light was observed in the radiation-saturated west by the
citizens of Telphar. Seven hours later the entire sky above Telphar was
flickering with streaks of pale blue and yellow. Evacuation had begun
already. But in three days, Telphar was dead. The sudden rise in radiation has
been attributed to many things in theory, but as yet, an irrefutable explanation
is still wanted.
"The advance of the radiation stopped well before the tetron mines; however,
Telphar was not lost to Toron for good, and ..."
Jon suddenly closed the book. "You see?" he said. "That's why I was afraid
when I saw where I was. That's why ..." He stopped, shrugged. "You're not
listening," he said, and put the book back on the shelf.
Down the hallway fifty feet, two ornate stairways branched right and left. He
waited with his hands shoved into his pockets, looking absently toward
another window, like a person waiting for someone else to make up his mind.
But the decision was not forthcoming. At last, belligerently he started up the
stairway to the left. Halfway up he became a little more cautious, his bare feet
padding softly, his broad hand preceding him wearily on the banister.
He turned down another hallway where carved busts and statues sat in niches
in the walls, a light glowing blue behind those to the left, yellow behind those
to the right. A sound from around a corner sent him behind a pink marble



mermaid playing with a garland of seaweed.
The old man who walked by was carrying a folder and looked serenely and
patiently preoccupied.
Jon waited without breathing the space of three ordinary breaths. Then he
ducked out and sprinted down the hall. At last he stopped before a group of
doors. "Which one?" he demanded.
This time he must have gotten an answer, because he went to one, opened it,
and slipped in.

Uske had pulled the silken sheet over his head. He heard several small clicks
and tiny brushing noises, but they came through the fog of sleep that had
been washing back over him since Chargill's departure. The first sound
definite enough to wake him was water against tile. He listened to it for
nearly two minutes through the languid veil of fatigue. It was only when it
stopped that he frowned, pushed back the sheet, and sat up. The door to his
private bath was open. The light was off, but someone, or thing, was
apparently finishing a shower. The windows of his room were covered with
thick drapes, but he hesitated to push the button that would reel them back
from the sun.
He heard the rings of the shower curtain sliding along the shower rod; the
rattle of the towel rack; silence; a few whistled notes. Suddenly he saw that
dark spots were forming on the great fur rug that sprawled across the black
stone floor. One after another—footprints! Incorporeal footprints were
coming toward him slowly.
When they were about four feet away from his bed, he slammed the flat of
his palm on the button that drew back the curtains. Sunlight filled the room
like bright water.
And standing in the last pair of footprints was the sudden, naked figure of a
man. He leaped at Uske as the King threw himself face down into the mound
of pillows and tried to scream at the same time. Immediately he was caught,
pulled up, and the edge of a hand was thrust into his open mouth so that when
he bit down, he chomped the inside of his cheeks.
"Will you keep still, stupid?" a voice whispered behind him. The King went



limp.
"There, now just a second."
A hand reached past Uske's shoulder, pressed the button on the night table by
the bed, and the curtains swept across the window. The hand went out as if it
had been a flame.
"Now you keep still and be quiet."
The pressure released and the King felt the bed give as the weight lifted. He
held still for a moment. Then he whirled around. There wasn't anyone there.
"Where do you keep your clothes, huh? You always were about my size."
"Over there ... there in that closet."
The bodiless footprints padded over the fur rug, and the closet door opened.
Hangers slid along the rack. The bureau at the back of the closet was opened.
"This'll do fine. I didn't think I was ever going to get into decent clothes
again. Just a second."
There was the sound of tearing thread.
"This jacket will fit me all right, once I get these shoulder pads out of it."
Something came out of the closet, dressed now: a human form, only without
head or hands.
"Now that I'm decent, open up those curtains and throw some light around the
place." The standing suit of clothes waited. "Well, come on, open the
curtains."
Slowly Uske reached for the button. A freshly shaven young man with black
hair stood in the sunlight, examining his cuffs. An open brocade jacket with
metal-work filigree covered a white silk shirt that laced over a wide V-neck.
The tight gray trousers were belted with a broad strip of black leather and
fastened with a gold disk. The black boots, opened at the toe and the heel,
were topped with similar disks. Jon Koshar looked around. "It's good to be
back."
"Who ... what are you?" whispered Uske.
"Loyal subject of the crown," said Jon, "you squid-brained clam."
Uske sputtered.


