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	Hardcover Jacket Text


	Material from Front Flap


	Read this book! If you enjoy fantastic voyages, heroic adventures, clever language, romps through literature, adventurous romances, odysseys of the spirit, stimulating characters, or a story with songs at its heart, then Silverlock is for you.

	This volume brings Silverlock back into print, and includes an extensive reader’s guide along with several biographical, introductory and critical essays, most of which were written for this edition.


	“As heady a mixture of myth, fable, history and allegory as was ever brewed for reader delight is pent within this memory-tickling adventure yarn. It is a novel made to order for the armchair swashbuckler. . . .

	“In it A. Clarence Shandon, a selfish and conceited lad from Chicago, is shipwrecked off the (imaginary) Commonwealth. He acquires a guide and friend who rescues him at once from Circe and pighood. Thereafter he travels across country via Watling Street meeting every well known character: Robin Hood, Beowulf, Don Quixote, Captain Face, Queen Semiramis, Izaak Walton, Manon Lescaut, Horatius, Pegasus, and dozens more.

	“He goes to Xanadu and Thebes and Ilium—there’s a map to the seven rings of Purgatory and the Hippocrene Spring; he rescues maidens in distress, meets sorcerers, witches and alchemists, quaffs mead and sings lusty songs. Within all this wit and satire and derring-do, as an inner theme, is the development of a cocky young know-it-all into Silverlock, the gallant knight.

	“Perhaps you’ll identify all his chance-met companions. Possibly you’ll think of Pilgrim’s Progress and the Odyssey, of Dante and Milton and Virgil. Certainly at the end you’ll agree it must have been gorgeous fun to write because it is chucklesome to read.” —Boston Traveler


	

	Back Cover


	Silverlock is a rousing adventure, a commentary on man’s search for a satisfying vision of life, and a brilliant, amusing excursion into the legends and literature of western culture. Dozens of great and well-known figures crowd these robust pages. Ten are named and described below.

	How many of them can you identify?

	Score five points for each one you recognize and five more for each source you can correctly name. A score of 50 is par, 60 is very good, and 70 or more is excellent. Answers may be found in the Reader’s Guide, or by reading Silverlock!


	
			Brodir Hardsark, who led the luckless expedition against the Commonwealth.

			Golias, called Widsith, Taliesin, Amergin, Demodocus, and Boyan, who showed Silverlock the path to follow.

			Scarlok, whose staff blocked Silverlock’s passage along the forest lane.

			Houston the Raven, of whom Golias sang before Beowulf and the other heroes at Heorot.

			The city of Parouart, where strange happenings befell the three companions.

			The owner of the raft on which Silverlock and his friends escaped the imperious advances of Semiramis.

			The angler in the high-crowned hat, who fished the Long River.

			Virgilio Faustopheles, whom Silverlock followed on a fearful journey toward the truth.

			Anna, who plunged beneath the unseen wheels as a tired baby plunges into sleep.

			The winged white steed whose hoof-blow brought forth the waters of joy.

	


	“Incomparable fun. There are few such glorious romps in all of literature . . . discoveries, achievements, battles, feasts, drinking bouts, lovemaking, unabashed joy, celebration of life—What more do you want? Well, as a matter of fact, you get a great deal more . . . Silverlock is . . . an odyssey of the spirit.”—Poul Anderson (from his Introduction)

	“It belongs to the great tradition of fantastic voyages . . . it roars along with one exciting adventure after another.”—Cleveland News


	

	Back Flap


	
		
			
		
	

	(photo by Charles Connolly)


	John Myers Myers was born on 11 January, 1906 in Northport, Long Island, and died on 30 October, 1988. He was educated at St. Stephen’s (now Bard's) College, Middlebury College, and the University of New Mexico. As an undergraduate he wrote for college periodicals (and even founded one of them), contributed verse to Poetry Magazine, and majored in anthropology. However, his interest in literature, folklore, myth and history proved compelling; and his subsequent writing made use of his great knowledge in these fields. His novels included The Harp and the Blade (“Nothing more readable than this jolly, swashbuckling story has appeared.”—N.Y. Herald Tribune Book Review); Out on Any Limb (“Glorious adventure, gorgeous fun from first to last.”—N.Y. Times Book Review); The Wild Yazoo (“A lusty, colorful, fast-moving novel.”—Struthers Burt); Dead Warrior; I, Jack Swilling; and The Moon’s Fire-Eating Daughter. His non-fiction included The Alamo wherein he wrote straight history in a headlong, colorful fashion (“A great contribution to Texas history and to Americana.”—Houston Press); Doc Holliday; San Francisco’s Reign of Terror; and The Border Wardens.


	Omar & Sheila Rayyan [who produced the jacket painting and the jacket design] were both born somewhere at some time and years later met while they were attending the Rhode Island School of Design as Illustration majors. They moved to the island of Martha’s Vineyard soon after graduation and haven’t left since because neither of them knows how to sail. Luckily with the advent of the Internet and email they have been able to reconnect somewhat with the outside world. They share their studio with a cat, a budgie, and a selection of fish. To view some of their creations, visit their web site at www.studiorayyan.com.
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	A Book Like No Other

	by Karen Anderson

	There’s never been a book like this one.

	Oh, occasionally you come across a tale where a writer drops a character of his own creation into a well-known literary world. Mark Twain put a Connecticut Yankee into King Arthur’s court; Fletcher Pratt and L. Sprague de Camp sent Harold Shea first to the world of the Eddas, later to those of The Faerie Queene, Orlando Furioso, and others; Greg Bear set Dinosaur Summer in Conan Doyle’s Lost World. This book, however, isn’t set in just one world of myth or fiction. It’s set in all of them at once.

	The only thing I can think of in the least like it is a picture in an English children’s book showing a multitude of figures of myth, fairy-tale, and literature, surrounding “our real and royal Bluebeard, Henry VIII.” But that was a static group with no more story to them than a class photograph. Silverlock is an adventure story—and more.

	I speak as a reader who had the good fortune to marry her favorite writer. I can’t bring to this preface the fluency that Poul, along with Jerry Pournelle and Larry Niven, brought to the ones they wrote for the 1979 edition; I haven’t their professional skill and perceptions, just the same enthusiasm. Those prefaces are reprinted in this edition; so is much other work that Silverlock’s admirers have produced.

	The book’s narrator is a mid-twentieth-century American. He was evidently brought up on the theory that any form of storytelling is “escape from reality,” to be strictly avoided by anyone concerned with the Business of Living, and his idea of education is his B. A. in Business Administration. When we meet him, neck-deep in the ocean after a ship has sunk under him, he has found the life this gave him so valueless that he scarcely cares to preserve it. Once he finds flotsam to cling to with a fellow castaway, he identifies himself to the other as A. Clarence Shandon and is answered in the same style: “O. Widsith Amergin Demodocus Boyan Taliesin Golias.” Shandon (later called Silverlock for a white streak in his hair) doesn’t recognize any of the names, let alone guess what O. must stand for. He feels no gratitude or sense of obligation when Widsith helps him get to shore and informs him that he has arrived in the Commonwealth.

	Do not mistake the term Commonwealth for a political designation, like “the Commonwealth of Kentucky.” It is Addison’s Commonwealth of Letters made tangible, with a geography all its own. The region (a huge island plus an archipelago) is replete with war-chiefs, barons, petty kings and an arch-king—but is basically anarchic, except that poets are honored everywhere and a poem can have the force of a spell. It is the wealth that is common to all who enjoy storytelling. And I don’t mean solely Literature with a capital L; it’s also stories told by a hearthside, or around a campfire, or at the feast that follows a victory. The characters we meet tell the stories of others as well as their own. My favorite examples: One, from near the beginning, tells in alliterative skaldic verse of the defense of the Alamo. Another is from the end: Silverlock has joined a group of pilgrims traveling on horseback to a famous shrine, who decide to tell stories to pass the time. Boccaccio’s incomparable Fiametta begins with the story of a T’ang emperor who lost both his throne and his beloved. By that time, Silverlock has been literally to Hell and back, and has learned both why and how to live.

	How can this celebration of literature, this book for bookaholics, have been overlooked by so many for so long? Yes, a novel’s audience can be a chancy thing to find; and perhaps this fourth publication will do the trick at last. But why have the three attempts before it failed? Was it the state of the publishing field at each and every time?

	Fantasy has a far longer and more respectable history than science fiction. A case can be made that the first writing known to have been commissioned and paid for—the first professional writing!—was fantasy, though in context it must be considered mythography: Sin-liqi-unnini was engaged to write down and give a permanent form to the epic of Gilgamesh. Much later, a committee put together the Homeric works— the Iliad and Odyssey, and the Hymns, giving them an agreed-on wording to be a source not only for later generations but for later cultures.

	Gods and lesser supernatural beings were a staple of Classical writing. They were Christianized as the saints of still-holy pools and springs throughout Europe, and under the name of elves or dwarves or fairy godmothers crept into fireside tales. With the Norman conquest of England and the rise of the troubadour culture in Europe, the great tales of knights and wizards were told and re-told. Later, Shakespeare had his Oberon and his Prospero; Mozart his Magic Flute, von Weber his Frau ohne Schatten, Tchaikovsky his Swan Lake. But there came to be a feeling that while such things might be all very well for children, surely adults ought not take them very seriously. When it came to an obviously important literary figure like E. T. A. Hoffmann or Edgar Allan Poe, some argued that the fantastic events through which their characters moved were merely symbolic of the characters’ mental states. This may well be the case with some notable works by M. R. James and Edward Bulwer-Lytton. By the later years of the nineteenth century out-and-out fantasy was the province of adventure-story writers like H. Rider Haggard and thriller-writers like Bram Stoker. Yes, a few respectable folk like James Branch Cabell introduced fantasy elements into their very literary productions; but what Cabell took most seriously was not his story but his manner of telling it.

	In the first half of the twentieth century, then, the place to look for fantasy was in the better children’s books (such as the Oz books) and the magazines. The Century, a high-class magazine which used book paper and had black-and-white illustrations, might run “The Economics of Gonfal,” a chapter from Cabell’s The Silver Stallion; but that was Literature. Also Literature was anything by Lord Dunsany, the Irish poet, playwright, world traveler, and descendant of robber barons. Few of his works are confined to “the fields we know.” The critics who deplored the views of Nobel Prize winner Rudyard Kipling ignored his SF and fantasy. (Look for John Brunner’s collections of them.) Adventure stories appeared in bright-covered magazines like Argosy and Bluebook, or slicks with interior color like Collier’s and The Saturday Evening Post—here you found Tarzan serials, tales of pirates and frontiersmen, yarns about jungle witch-doctors and jinni from the Arabian Nights, Charlie Chan murder mysteries and Horatio Hornblower’s battles against the Napoleonic French. Compared to all that, science fiction was a stepchild that led a miserable existence among the ragged-edged pulps, along with hardboiled mysteries, true crime, confessions, and the likes of Doc Savage and The Shadow—until the Post published Robert A. Heinlein’s “The Green Hills of Earth.”

	Much of this flood of magazine fiction never saw book publication; the general run of books were new material. Here one found To Walk the Night by William Sloane, himself a publisher; The Circus of Dr. Lao by Charles G. Finney; The Virgin and the Swine, Evangeline Walton’s retelling of a portion of the Mabinogion; and a few rare reprints of works by dwellers in the pulp ghetto, such as L. Sprague de Camp and Fletcher Pratt’s Land of Unreason. But Pratt­—historian, wargamer, SF writer and frequent collaborator in the ghetto with de Camp—had earlier felt it proper to publish The Well of the Unicorn and The Blue Star under a pseudonym. It was as though he were invisible in the pulps, but the hardback publication of The Well would cast doubt on the credibility of his military histories.

	By 1949, the year Silverlock was first published, small presses devoted to SF and fantasy had begun to appear. Works by H. P. Lovecraft, Robert E. Howard, C. L. Moore, and Leigh Brackett which had originally appeared in Weird Tales, Famous Fantastic Mysteries, Amazing Stories, and Astounding Science Fiction were reprinted by Arkham House, Gnome Press, Shasta and others. In the short term, they were labors of love, and many broke the bank accounts and hearts of their proprietors. In the long term, their products became collectors’ items, and the larger publishers began to see a possible market.

	Such was the world I entered in my late teens, when I discovered the SF/fantasy community of fans and professionals. I’d enjoyed SF and fantasy for most of my life, and in 1952 discovered and joined the Washington (D. C.) Science-Fiction Society. There I learned about conventions and fanzines. At that year’s Worldcon in Chicago I met a great many people whose work I knew. John W. Campbell Jr., editor of Astounding Science Fiction (now Analog); Anthony Boucher, not only editor of Fantasy and Science Fiction but also a noted mystery novelist and Sherlock Holmes scholar; Willy Ley, rocket experimenter and popularizer of space travel; writers Lester del Rey, Julian C. May, Poul Anderson, Gordon R. Dickson, and many more. I also met more fans of all kinds, including one who recruited me into the National Fantasy Fan Federation with the promise of a copy of the Fancyclopedia. Two months later at Philcon I met L. Sprague de Camp, Bob Tucker, and Lee Hoffman; Bob had only just moved from murder mysteries into SF, and Lee had yet to make a sale. My first fanzine, containing an interview with de Camp, was in the December mailing of the Spectator Amateur Press Society. The SF/fantasy community of fans and professionals was clearly my natural home.

	I absorbed all I could of its culture and history: events, names, slogans (“Yngvi is a louse!”), burning questions (“Is Ray Bradbury’s work really SF?”), and the rest. I was directed to George Friend’s bookstore on 9th Street in Washington, where I spent my babysitting money on used books and magazines and a few precious new books. Oh, those lovely small-press editions, with their covers by Edd Cartier and Hannes Bok! And it was only a couple of blocks from the big Carnegie library on K Street, where I was already checking out such literary classics of fantasy as Cabell’s many-volume history of Manuel of Poictesme and his descendants.

	 In those days any work of interest would be talked about in the SF community, both in person and in fanzines, widely and at length. But it seems Silverlock never had any such notice as, say, Finney’s Dr. Lao. It did not get the attention that a late Stapledon work like The Flames or an Inklings product, say Charles Williams’s Shadows of Ecstasy or C. S. Lewis’s Out of the Silent Planet, automatically received. All these, of course, were mainstream publications; but so was Silverlock. It won favorable notice from mainstream reviewers. Yet few, whether in the mainstream of readership or in the SF community, were aware of it.

	Was it too literary for a general readership? Its writing style was no more elevated than the works of Cabell, Finney, or Williams; rather, like Lewis’s novel, it’s a straightforward telling of what’s basically an adventure story. More than that, it’s grounded in solid dirt; fires are for cooking, knives are for cutting, and liquor is for drinking. Myers knew the physical world as well as the world of make-believe. Was it too crammed with references? Perhaps that was it; Cabell, Finney, and their like invoke only a handful of earlier works in the course of a given novel. Here there’s a cast of characters as numerous as that of the Divine Comedy, but far more diverse in their origins. If you want to know more than the notes to this edition tell you, make a librarian happy by asking for help finding the sources.

	In 1953 I moved to Berkeley and married Poul; when we merged our libraries, one of the books he urged me to read was Silverlock. (A side-note: In the next year our colleague and new neighbor Reg Bretnor recommended a British children’s book to us. We borrowed The Hobbit and enjoyed it so much that we ordered our own copy. It was quite a surprise to find it rewritten and learn Bilbo had lied when he claimed Gollum actually gave him the magic ring.)

	I found Silverlock enchanting, raved about it in my fanzine, and picked up its theme of putting different literary/historical characters together for a series of brief stories. They were set in a drinking establishment I called the Old Ship—named for the refugee public house in one of G. K. Chesterton’s paratemporal novels, The Flying Inn, which takes place in a ’twenties England that never happened. (Poul later transformed my Old Ship into the Inn of the Old Phoenix, the between-all-worlds refuge he put into A Midsummer Tempest and gave its own story in “Losers’ Night.”)

	Most SF and fantasy fans enjoy verse, and if it’s singable, so much the better. The musical repertory of fandom goes far back. The titular song of Robert A. Heinlein’s “The Green Hills of Earth” was already gathering musical settings before the story was adapted for radio. When Poul and Gordon R. Dickson were fellow members of the Minneapolis Fantasy Society, both used to write songs in various styles, and Gordy did the tunes for both of them. I began joining words to existing music when Poul and I were living in Berkeley—Kipling, Tolkien, and of course Myers. I set a song from Silverlock to one of Gordy’s tunes, and another from The Lord of the Rings to “Greensleeves.” I’d sing them at convention parties—see my enlarged version of the afterword I did for the 1979 edition.

	Also, in the early fifties I did the equivalent of dropping a seed crystal into a supersaturated solution: I had already published (pseudonymously) Poul’s parody “Barbarous Allen,” and then in 1955 ran a pseudonymous piece of my own called “How to Write a Filk Song.” The article gave a step-by-step account of constructing “The Wee Writer of Stef,” and elsewhere in the issue was the song “Gostak, I Hardly Knew Ye.” From my use of it, meaning parodies of folk songs, the phrase “filk song” came to mean any song created by a fan for the purpose of singing it to other fans.

	Los Angeles fans Bruce Pelz and Ted Johnstone (a fannish pseudonym; later he wrote “Man from UNCLE” novels under his real name, David McDaniel) dove enthusiastically into Myers. Not only did they write original music for some more songs, they went to Arizona for the purpose of meeting Mr. Myers and singing to him. I forget if Pelz & Johnstone or George Heap did the first original Rings filksongs—Heap distributed a leaflet at the 1959 Worldcon which included “The Orcs’ Marching Song,” to the tune of “Jesse James.” Marion Zimmer Bradley produced her “Rivendell Suite” of original musical settings for Tolkien’s lyrics. Kipling filksongs took off too; by now Leslie Fish has issued CDs of hers. From such beginnings, filk singing grew to become not only a standard part of SF convention programming, but a separate subculture with its own conventions and awards.

	The early Myers filksongs helped spread interest in the book throughout fandom; see Larry Niven’s preface from the 1979 edition. Terry Carr, a former San Francisco area fan who had gone on to writing and editing, bought the paperback rights for Ace Books. That 1966 edition sold for 75¢, and you’d have thought everybody in the SF/fantasy world would have bought it—but you’d have thought wrong.

	Perhaps there were too many new writers about for an older one to draw any notice: that was the time when everybody’s first novel was heroic fantasy, because Tolkien had made it overwhelmingly popular. Perhaps it was simply that “the Sixties” were beginning just then, Playboy was publishing SF, and few cared for a tale devoted to the writings of dead white men when there was sex, drugs, and rock&roll. Some found it—that’s the edition Larry Niven has—but more never saw it. Maybe if Poul and I had written it up in the early publications of the Society for Creative Anachronism? Or if—no, I don’t really see how it could have folded into Star Trek fandom. And soon the Ballantine “Adult Fantasy” series came along, reprinting long unavailable works: William Morris, William Hope Hodgson, Lord Dunsany, Hope Mirrlees, even an early fantasy of Poul’s.

	So Silverlock slipped out of sight again. Then chance brought Poul and me the opportunity to have dinner with Myers and his wife at the 1978 Worldcon in Phoenix. It was the only time we ever met, although there had been a little correspondence. We were as excited as if we’d just met Orpheus himself. For the rest of the evening we kept talking about it to anyone who’d listen.

	One of those who heard was Jim Baen, not yet a publisher, but editing at Ace and present at the party they gave in Phoenix. Like Terry Carr before him, he saw people he knew raving about this book, and said he’d publish it again if Poul, Jerry, and Larry would write prefaces he could use for cover blurbs. But it wasn’t a Star Trek or Star Wars spin-off—I remember being surprised at how many of the fantasy or SF titles on display there at the Ace party had a Darth Vader-like or Princess Leia-like figure on the cover, without having any kind of tie-in. It had nothing to do with computers. It wasn’t imitation Tolkien, and it didn’t have busty swordswomen. Has the trouble been that it is not “in the tradition of” anything else at all? It is purely itself; it is a nonesuch, a marvel, and an enduring delight. So that edition went the way of the other: a few people found it, but it slipped into the landfill abyss of paperbacks left on the rack.

	Now NESFA is bringing out this fourth edition, with the introductions and afternote from the 1979, the music that couldn’t be included then and some that’s newer, and the extensive notes on sources that were begun by fans forty years ago. It will be very good to have it in print again. We can even hope that, since this isn’t a purely commercial edition and it has the SF community itself behind it, every copy printed will sooner or later reach the hands of someone who will appreciate it.

	But just in case, I think I’ll buy a dozen to save for those who never find it.

	Tujunga, California, 2003 [image: Beer Stein]


	A Word of Praise

	by Poul Anderson

	A preface to the 1979 edition.

	The first thing to say about Silverlock is that it’s incomparable fun. There are few such glorious romps in all the world’s literature, and surely none that surpass this one. A galloping narrative, endlessly inventive; people you must love or hate but can never be indifferent to; humor that ranges from the cat-subtle to the uproarious; discoveries, achievements, battles, feasts, drinking bouts, lovemaking, unabashed joy, celebration of life—what more do you want?

	Well, as a matter of fact, you get a great deal more. Life is often stark and, in some sense, ultimately tragic. Good comedy recognizes this truth and draws strength from it. Myers’s hero is neither heroic nor especially likeable when first we meet him. He has suffered shipwreck on the Naglfar, which name belongs to the craft made of dead men’s nails that Loki will steer against the gods at the end of the world. In company with Golias, who makes the tale surge with energy from its beginning, he has experiences terrifying or heart-wrenching as well as pleasurable. Finally he must descend into Hell itself. Throughout, however, he grows; despite occasional backsliding, he becomes more and more a whole human being. That high seriousness is enhanced by the mirth, which culminates in Hell with a marvelous piece of flamboyancy.

	In short, Silverlock is not just a story, it is an odyssey of the spirit. The odyssey happens in the Commonwealth, which is the Commonwealth of Letters; and I don’t know of any other work so erudite yet so utterly unbookish. A lot of the fun lies in recognizing old friends in the new guises they wear here. It’s a safe bet, though, that you won’t identify everybody. Then, if you are like the rest of us Silverlock enthusiasts, you’ll go out into the Commonwealth on your own quest, seeking for them, and have a lovely time.

	I came upon the book by chance, when it was first published thirty years ago, and was instantly enchanted. Afterward I urged it on person after person, and thus may be partly responsible for the popularity it gained in a much too limited circle. What memories now cluster around it! Long bull sessions about the meaning of this or that passage; singing the songs, to excellent tunes which various folk have composed; a party which turned into a reading-aloud spree, including an enraptured Anthony Boucher (myself, I chose “Bowie Gizzardsbane”); perusing something else that was classic and suddenly realizing that here was a character I’d met before and not known at the time— Yes, Silverlock is among those books that become a part of people’s lives.

	John Myers Myers has written others, both fiction and nonfiction. They are very fine and I hope they too can be reissued and reach the audience they deserve. Meanwhile, here in your hand is the stuff of wonder. [image: Beer Stein]


	In Appreciation of the Commonwealth

	by Jerry Pournelle

	A preface to the 1979 edition.

	Credit this book to me.* Not that I had any hand in writing it, nor could I have written any part of it; nor would a masterpiece like this forever have stayed out of print; but you would not hold it now had life not dealt me a mean trick, and though I seldom ask any credit for others’ work, in this case I need the compensation. Explanations follow.

	More years ago than I care to remember, in those heady days that followed sputnik I visited my friends the Andersons; and found Karen marching around the room with pensive look, working madly to match music with as strange and delightful a song as ever I had heard. She would not be interrupted with questions, a curious thing indeed, for Karen is generally as polite and delightful a hostess as the chronic chaos of her household will permit. Finally she paused, more from exhaustion than anything else, and I could ask.

	“It’s Gordy’s tune,” she said, as if that explained anything.

	“Tune, schmune! The words! The poetry! Whose?”

	And a look of joy came across her face, for she had assumed that I knew Silverlock, and now she could have the fun of introducing me to this strange book of marvels. I read the Andersons’ copy, and set on a quest to find a copy of my own though, alas, the book was out of print and finding one took time. I have treasured it ever since, for Silverlock is not the sort of book one reads and puts away forever. You will return to it again and again, and mine is nearly worn out.

	So what is this book? It is, as Poul observes, a passport to the Commonwealth—the Commonwealth of Letters. Yet that sounds dull, and by God’s teeth Silverlock is the furthest thing from dull that I can imagine. It is the sort of book that can take an engineer obsessed with putting man into space and send him to the reference library searching for Manon, or make him remember fondly books that he first read only because his university required students of the sciences to take courses in literature—I know, because it did this for me.

	Enough. I will leave the poetic praise to those better equipped to write it. Suffice it to say that though I have three deadlines, one long past, I am not only writing this appreciation of Silverlock, I am hard pressed to keep from opening my tattered copy and reading it again this moment.

	It was not always so. Though I loved it, in one way Silverlock annoyed me on first reading. All those obscure references! The smug looks of those who knew, my anguish at admitting that I did not! But for reward there was the story itself. One need not know the originals to like them as they appear here. And more than that, one meets them here and there, and remembers meeting them earlier and in a more friendly guise. . . .

	Confusing? Aye, if you’ve not read the book. But imagine yourself, or anyone you know, set loose in the world of the Commonwealth, knowing nothing of its people; living the world of letters and not knowing that; seeing miracles abound. That is Silverlock, and you must read it to know more.

	But I was telling my own story.

	The 1978 World Science Fiction Convention was held in Phoenix, and when I arrived I was asked if I would care to meet John Myers Myers. There could be but one answer to that. I have long admired not only Silverlock, but The Wild Yazoo and a good half-dozen others of Myers’s work. Alas, I was scheduled to autograph books at the time of the reception for Myers, and by the time I could get away Mr. Myers had left the hotel. I never did meet him; but good came of that, for I lamented this cruelty of fate to the Andersons in the hearing of Jim Baen. We fell to discussion of Silverlock. Baen allowed that he had not read it and asked who was the publisher.

	“Why, Ace Books. But it’s long out of print. We don’t understand why Ace hasn’t brought it out again,” said Poul, Karen, Larry Niven and I with one accord.

	“I think we can do something about that,” said Mr. Baen; and thus my opening statement; and thus you can now have the pleasure of Silverlock for the first time. I envy you. [image: Beer Stein]




	* Ed. Note: Mr. Pournelle is talking about the 1979 Ace paperback edition in which this preface first appeared. Credit for the current volume is shared among several members of NESFA, Fred Lerner and the late Bruce Pelz. We too could not have written it.




	Silverlock’s Progress?

	by Larry Niven

	A preface to the 1979 edition.

	I heard about Silverlock long before I saw it. It was a rare book. At the Westercon of 1964 a copy had gone for $30 at auction, to Hank Stine. I heard about that at a meeting of the Los Angeles Science Fantasy Society.

	It roused my curiosity. Fans generally didn’t have much money. I asked, “Huh?” And they told me about the book.

	They sang me the songs. Fans have set many of the songs in Silverlock to music. They’re great drinking songs. Especially Friar John’s interrupted song—which has been completed.

	Silverlock has thousands of references. I learned of the fine old game of reference hunting. It didn’t sound exciting. But people who had read Silverlock acted excited.

	That was it for a while. Not a collector, I wasn’t going to spring for $30 for a book; and anyway, there weren’t any. Nobody was selling their Silverlocks. But when the Ace paperback appeared, I grabbed a copy fast.

	I’ve still got it. I just checked. Remarkable. You’d think I’d have forced it on somebody by now: my brother, for instance. Could it have been returned? Every time?

	There’s no date for this edition; but it’s old. It’s thick, 347 pages, and it sold for 75 cents. I’ve read it twice. I’ve got the plot memorized, I think. We’ll see, because I’m about to read it again.

	And what did it feel like, the first time through?

	This John Myers Myers must be in love with words (as I am). He must roll them around in his mouth (as I do) to get the taste. He seems to love incongruities . . . as when Silverlock sends Don Quixote off to steal the blue ox Babe from Paul Bunyan. (So do I.) His picture of the universe is lifelike, but bigger than life . . . and I went through it like a tourist in Paradise.

	Did Myers teach me to love these things? Damn, I’ll never figure it out now.

	I played the reference-hunting game. So will you. You can’t help it. I recognized about a third of the terrain and the characters, and took the rest for granted. Afterward I went hunting for others. You could make a full time hobby out of that. From Irish and Norse and Greek and Sumerian myths, from Homer, and Tom Jones, and Dante, and Doctor Faustus, and Russian novels, and ancient and modern history they come: from everywhere in the Commonwealth of Letters.

	Why do so many writers try to imitate Pilgrim’s Progress? It’s outdated and kind of dull, as I remember from high school … but the subject, the progress of a human soul through life’s learning experience, is endlessly fascinating. I’ve been tempted myself. I succumbed. Dante’s Divine Comedy was that kind of tale … and so is the sequel that Jerry Pournelle and I wrote. (Inferno, Pocket Books, 1975.)

	And Silverlock is a mundane (with a B. A. in Business Administration!) discovering how to read, and why.

	So here it comes again: an allegory. Go ahead and flinch; but you’re going to have fun. You’ll get drunk on Silverlock. When you finish reading, it will feel like you got monumentally drunk with your oldest friends; you sang songs and told truth and lies all night or all weekend; and you’ll sit there grinning at nothing and wondering why there isn’t any hangover. [image: Beer Stein]
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	Way One: Sea Roads, the
Forest, and a Rendezvous


	
		Way 1      Silverlock

	

	1. The Right Waters

	If I had cared to live, I would have died.

	A storm had come up. While not sick, I found my bunk the most comfortable place, leaving it only to take my meals. Dozing after supper, I learned of disaster when a wave bashed in the door of my deck cabin. The backwash sluiced me out of it and stranded me by a stowage locker.

	While I was still trying to figure out what was going on I caught a glimpse of men trying to lower boats. The ship was low in the water, although through oversight or indifference nobody had given me warning—any more than I would have bothered to take the trouble for them. At that I was first over the side; for before I could get purchase anywhere a following wave put me there.

	As I swirled to leeward, I saw one lifeboat smashed. The next chance I had to look, the ship was going down by the nose. I was then far enough off to be free of the suction. It is my belief that all other hands, feet, heads, and connecting torsos were dragged bottomwards along with every bolt of the craft.

	Whether the Naglfar[*] smashed on a reef, broke its back in the waves, hit a stray mine, or suffered loss of atomic union is something I never knew. Where it foundered is anybody’s guess. There had been a fog for three days, so no bearings for a similar period. The radio failed to function, and a skipper trained to lean on such a gadget was small shakes at dead reckoning. On the fourth day the fog cleared; but the sky did not, and the wind came up. It blew the Naglfar no good, and somewhere, nine days out of Baltimore, down she went.

	Once again: if I had cared to live, I would have died. I would have used myself up fleeing what could not be fled. Panic at being in a sea without a visible shore would have bound my muscles and broken the rhythm of my breathing. Not far from where the ship had vanished, I, too, would have filled with water that stopped my fires.

	As it was, I floundered for just the first minute or so. Then I did what I could, aware that it would not be enough. The seas were high, but negotiable for anyone willing to go the way the waves did. These roughed me as they came up behind; but I could rest when they got their grip and carried me along. It was simpler to keep going than to stop and drown, though that was bound to happen at the end of a mile or so. I was a fair swimmer only.

	I recall thinking that I was stroking toward either the end of all life or the beginning of a new one. Neither possibility stirred me. Every man knows he will die; and nobody believes it. On that paradox stand not only a host of religions but the entity of sane being. I wasn’t able to credit my own non-existence any better than the next man; what I had lost was a healthy abhorrence of the state. It had not dropped from me because of any particular shock or misfortune. It had moulted from me year by year, for all of my thirty-five[*], to leave me naked in apathy.[*]

	When I first saw the chunk of mast I thought it was a shark. The next time I rode high I saw better what it was, and that broke me down. I had been resigned to no hope. More than that, I had achieved indifference to the lack. But seeing something which could help me was more than my loneliness could bear. I nearly scuttled myself, tightening up and beating the water instead of stroking cleanly.

	It was three combers ahead when I first saw it, then only two. Next I topped three waves without finding it, shipping water on the third as I became sure that I had only seen a fish after all. I was in the act of fighting to regain resignation, when I found myself sliding down a trough directly toward the thing.

	There was a man clinging to it, but my mind had no time for him. That piece of wood, my hope and my haven, was rising up again, and I felt that I could not survive the tussle with another wave. With almost the last motion of which I was capable, I reached out and threw an arm over it.

	It might soon have been wrenched away from me, spent as I was, had there been no one to help. While I feebly clung to the slippery wood, the man I had noticed was busy. Certain ropes trailed from the spar, and he looped one of these under my shoulders. When he had made the free end fast, I could ride in the sling so formed, with no immediate problem except to keep from being battered by the mast as the water tossed it and me about.

	I had managed a grunt of relief, which he could take for thanks if he wanted to, but the fellow said nothing until he had reestablished himself on the other side of our buoy. “You must be as fond of swimming as the Great Silkie[*] himself.”

	Without knowing what he was talking about, I could grasp that he spoke banteringly. Unfit to answer in kind, I peered at him through a veil of spindrift. His hair, long for a man, lay on his head and clung around his lean face like tawny seaweed. When the spray thinned, I observed that the big features were jauntily at odds with one another. The eyes were either gray or blue. It was hard to tell that late in the day under a cloudy sky.

	I tried to say something less obvious, but my brain was geared only for facts. “The ship I was on sank, so I had to swim.”

	He nodded. “The one I was on ran afoul of the Maelstrom[*], but I dove for this spar and didn’t get sucked down with the rest. It’s a cylinder, you see.”

	Again I did not follow him. With a shrug I gazed skyward, trying to calculate how much daylight remained. As well as I could judge, it was just before or just after the late sunset of that season. Then I put the inevitable question.

	“Do you know whether or not we’re drifting toward shore; or if there is any shore near enough to count?”

	“Somewhere off the Commonwealth[*] is the best I can tell you. This is my second day as flotsam, and I’ve yet to see any landmarks.” He lifted a hand from the mast in a deprecatory gesture. “I speak figuratively.”

	It made no difference to me how he spoke, or what he called the country I would probably never live to put my feet on. Having recovered from the panic brought on by my efforts to reach the spar, I could view things reasonably. The chances were that all I had achieved was to prolong my misery. Rescue could not be hoped for in the sense that it could be expected. If we did not die of exposure or shark bite, we would perish of hunger and thirst.

	“Even if we’re heading in the proper direction now,” I reminded him, “we can’t count on the wind to stick by us. Land had better be close to do us any good.”

	“I was beginning to think it wouldn’t be close enough,” he admitted. “But now that you’ve come along I feel it in my bones that we’re getting somewhere. It ties things together in right Delian[*] fashion.”

	Half wishing I had been left to drown in my own fashion, I wondered at his heartiness. Whatever was right, I was not. It had been a long while since I had taken pleasure in my own being, and I didn’t expect anybody else to be glad of my company, even under favorable circumstances. I stared at him.

	“You’re pretty chipper for a man that’s been in the soup for a couple of days. Doesn’t it bother you?”

	“Oh, I’ve felt better,” he said, “but you get used to this sort of thing after just so many times. By the way, what’s your name?”

	It seemed ridiculous to be concerned with amenities then. Moreover, it always irritated me to have to report my first and second names, even though I hid the worse one behind an initial.

	“Shandon, A. Clarence Shandon,”[*] I growled. “Or at least I’ll go by that for the next day or two. After that just call me fish food.”

	“Three names,” he commented. “Very fancy.” He was silent for a moment, evidently waiting for me to ask how he was called. When I didn’t, he spoke. “I’ve got my share of names, too, though I don’t commonly assemble them.[*] If I did, I’d be O.[*] Widsith[*] Amergin[*] Demodocus[*]— And let’s see; there are others, of course, but to cut it short I’ll wind up with Boyan[*] Taliesin[*] Golias[*].”

	He looked at me as if he expected to be known. “Not too well informed,” he murmured to himself when he drew a blank. Then he spoke louder. “Where are you from?”

	“Chicago.” I hadn’t liked his crack about my ignorance. “It’s in the United States,” I added by way of being nasty.

	“Probably a good place for it,” he conceded. “A seaport, I take it.”

	Unreasonably, I was annoyed because he had never heard of my home town, or possibly even of my native country. I couldn’t be sure. “I found a railroad conductor who knew his way to a seaport,” I informed him. Abruptly I snickered. “I took one of these tramp steamer cruises to get away from it all, Mr. Golias. By jiminy, I succeeded, too!”

	“All what?” he enquired. I looked to see if he was pulling my leg, but he really seemed interested. “Someone hunting you?”

	“No,” I repudiated the notion. “Just nerves, I guess.” Yet a far worse thing than an attack of nerves had come upon me. I had reached the point where trouble was less of an affliction than the burden of common living. Only the healthy of hope can abide tranquillity.

	A wave broke over our heads, but it did not cause him to lose the trend of our conversation. “Nerves,” he mused when he had snorted the water out of his nose. “Dull stuff. You won’t have much time for those sham battles in the Commonwealth.”

	“A place I never heard of,” I pointed out, glad to be able to match him for his ignorance about my own country.

	“Then that’s what’s the matter with you.”

	Considering what was the matter with me not his concern, I was nettled. “My, my, what local pride! There are no other places of real importance.”

	He fended off my sarcasm with a smile. “There are, now that you mention it. None the less, we had a saying at the Academy[*] that after you had been to the Commonwealth it was unimportant where you went, whereas before you visited it, it was useless to go anywhere.”

	It was not often that I found it worth while to flaunt the old college colors; but in view of his know-it-all attitude I decided not only to bring them out but to stuff them down his throat. “Typical prep-school hokum,” I sneered. “The kids in every academy are taught their school has a site indicated by the finger of God. Forget that stuff. If you’d gone on to the university, you’d have picked up an outlook with more than one peephole.”

	Instead of being crushed, he looked astonished. “Are you a university[*] man?”

	“Oh yes,” I said, changing my tone from the pointed to the casual. “Somewhere under the old hats, dry flies, and dead tennis balls on the top shelf of a certain closet in Chicago you’ll find a sheepskin swearing that the U. of Wisconsin gave me a degree in Business Administration.”

	From the way he looked I might as well have poked him in the solar plexus. Next he worked his mouth over the words “business administration” several times.

	“Are you serious?” he finally demanded.

	“Of course!” I tried to glare at him but some water got in my eyes. “As a matter of fact I was one of the top—”

	It could have been only the cry of a sea bird, yet it was enough like a human voice to stop me in mid-sentence. Then it was unmistakable.

	“The whale, the whale! Up helm, up helm!”

	Climbing a comber, I kept my eyes fixed in the direction of that shriek, telling at once of wild action and tiger terror. Reaching the crest, I saw a ship a short ways off, also riding high in the ocean. A stubby sailing vessel it was, black and ungainly against the darkening horizon. Under the circumstances we might never have been able to see it at all; but a rift in the pall let the afterglow through to pick the ship out of the dusk. For an instant we could see the sails flapping as men tugged on ropes, then we glided down into a watery hollow.

	That shaft of light had faded but still limned the ship when we made the next ascent. The vessel was changing its course, and as the bow swung out of the way I could see what the shout had portended. A monstrous whale was charging the craft, a froth of water, like the slaver of a mad dog, trailing from its partly open mouth. It must have been the wan light which created the illusion, but the beast looked white[*].

	Down and up again. Only a minute separated me from the knowledge of whether the ship had avoided the assault, but it was a hundred times too long. The light was still dimmer, yet I saw. The hunted vessel had been too slow. Just as my eyes focused on what they sought, the monster struck the starboard bow head on and stove in the planking.

	Neither whale nor sail was in sight when we next mounted a wave. I thought, however, I could see an arm stretching toward the skies in entreaty or defiance. Then, even as I gazed, the light ceased to be.

	The impact of the tableau had so stunned my feelings that I had no prompt reaction. I had forgotten Golias, but he had evidently been watching as intently as I. After a second I heard him give a long whistle.

	“Consummate,” he remarked. “Well, that settles it.”

	“It couldn’t be any more settled,” I muttered. “Do you think any of those poor devils are still living to float around like us?”

	“Maybe one,” he replied. “It’s the usual number. But that isn’t what I was talking about. We haven’t been washed out of our course. We’re in the right waters.”

	I had forgotten that I had been on the verge of quarreling with him. Now that I had had time to absorb it, the vision of the disaster I had just witnessed haunted me. In combination with the deepening darkness it magnified the loneliness of our hopeless drifting. Never having looked upon the face of perdition before, I had the unbearable sense of falling and found myself hugging the mast tightly.

	At the same time I knew the men who went down right away to be the lucky ones. They would not have to look forward, as I did, to exposure, privation, and madness. In a moment of prescience I could see myself, witless and poisoned from drinking salt water, raving while sea gulls pecked out my eyes. I wished that I had the courage to start swimming again to meet death on better terms, but that renunciation was beyond me. I clung to my refuge, knowing that it was none at all, and scorned myself for accepting the cheat.

	For my companion’s optimism I had only pity mixed with wonder that anyone could so fool himself. “And what,” I asked, “would happen if we were swept out of our so-called course?”

	“I don’t know what would happen to you,” he confessed. “After we had drowned, that is. I’d have to start from scratch[*] again somewhere. But we’re all right.”

	“You’re easily pleased,” I said, although keeping the derision which belonged to the words out of my tone. By then I was sure that my companion was either out of his head or had a mind with loose parts to begin with. Because of this conviction I smothered his attempts at further discussion.

	It seemed to me the crowning absurdity of a pointless life that I should spend my last hours tied, to all intents and purposes, to a delirious crackpot. I was pleased when it shortly became so dark that his face lost its features. About then he gave up trying to be sociable, leaving me to brood on my desolation.

	Even before I became chilled through, it was thorough-going. Utter darkness crowded to within a few yards of me. There was no sky above the opaque water. In this bleak fold in the elements I had my being all that night. Misery stayed with me, but consecutive thinking was unable to hold up. Finally I began to drowse, waking only when my head fell forward to hit the mast, or lolled back so that I scooped up a noseful. I can’t say how long I was in that purgatory, but at length I emerged from sleep enough to regain control of myself. By then the sky was beginning to lighten.

	Golias must have been going through a similar torture, and for the second night. Yet his eyes still had vitality in them, in contrast to the rest of his face, which looked as if all the blood had been washed out of his veins.

	“We’re not far from land,” he said hoarsely.

	“Not more than a mile, though that’s just a guess.” I found that my voice didn’t work well either. “I haven’t taken soundings.”

	“No. Land to walk on,” he insisted. “When that breeze hit us a moment ago—maybe you haven’t noticed, but what’s left of the wind has swung around—I could smell earth.”

	The thought that this quarter-wit was trying to push straws at me stirred me to peevishness. “Did it smell like the Commonwealth?” I mocked him.

	He grinned, making his face more ghastly than ever. “You’re not going to let anybody talk you out of dying, are you?”

	I disdained to answer, but he had already done his worst. As each wave picked us up and pushed us forward, I found myself staring ahead. Visibility increased, but a stretch of skyline directly in our course did not clear. Glancing at Golias, I found that he was studying that phenomenon also. Behind us the clearing sky reddened, but the mysterious lump on the horizon did not go away.

	My companion drew a huge sigh and turned to me. “I was sure,” he said, “but it helps a lot to see it. You’re not going to be fish food after all, A. Clarence Shandon.”

	“Just Shandon will do,” I snapped. My mind had reached a puerile state when it hated to be proved wrong, no matter on what score. “We aren’t there yet,” I pointed out. “We’ll probably be swept past it or dashed against the rocks.”

	“There are sometimes rocks,” he admitted, “and I’m in no shape to do much swimming. Well, let’s see if we can find out what we’re up against.”

	After saying that, and as promptly as if it had something to do with the case, he startled me by beginning to chant a sort of mad plain song:

	I invoke the Commonwealth![*]

	I know what was in Othroerir[*];

	Othroerir was in it,

	In it, it was hoarded,

	Hoarded, it was stolen,

	Stolen, it was spilled,

	Spilled, I caught it;

	Caught, it was given away,

	Given away, it stays my own,

	My own is the Commonwealth.

	I invoke it!

	The land may not be hidden from its lover.

	As if some cosmic hand was taking off the lid, a bank of mist then lifted to show a bank of greenery. It was not very far off, and we were being impelled directly toward it.

	“We’re in the Archipelago[*],” Golias said when we had washed a little nearer.

	By then I had made the adjustment to take the fact of solid earth for granted. Yet I was so exhausted that the realization hardly dented my emotions. I stared at the land, which looked pleasant enough, although uninhabited.

	“You need more than one island for that,” I objected.

	“There are at least two right in the offing.” He pointed, and I realized that a bank of mist adjacent to what he insisted was an island had stayed put. “There’s one or more tucked away in that fog, which is probably of the natural sort.”

	“Sure,” I said, not thinking it worth while to challenge the observation. “Got any idea which one this island in front of us is?”

	“I could better tell you which ones it is not.” His head was turned away from me, but I could see him shake it. “From the way things are shaping up this could be P’eng Lai[*], Emne[*], or—oh, any one of a dozen others.”

	“Well, if you don’t recognize it,” I protested, “how the devil are you so sure it’s an island at all? It might just as well be a cape.”

	“For one thing, it doesn’t look like we’re going to have any trouble landing,” he told me. “There’s usually somebody waiting to take a swing at you when you hit the mainland. Or if it isn’t that, it’s something else. Once when I thought I had it made, the ship cracked up just where a river ploughed through the ocean[*] as if it had the right of way. Of course, I was in better condition then or I never could have stemmed it.”

	We were close enough to see that there was indeed no obstacle to landing. Between us and a dense woods was a gently shelving beach. Barring an undertow, we had it cinched, and I freed myself from the rope which bound me to the spar.

	We landed as deliberately as driftwood. My legs, as I found when I tried to put them down, would not support me, so I had to stay with the mast after all. Moderate breakers rolled us back and forth in the shallows until we reached a point where we could crawl. Then every time the water flowed seaward we gained a foot or two. Even on all fours I could hardly hold myself up. The effort made me dizzy, so that I could not see where I was going; but in time I felt dry sand.

	“We’ve got to get out of the reach of high tide,” Golias gasped, when I let myself fall on my face. “Out of the sun, too.”

	My physical strength was gone, and I had no other to call upon. It seemed to me that I had made a reasonable effort. More than that was not worth while. If quitting cost me my life, it would not be costing me much that I valued.

	“Go ahead,” I mumbled. “I’m comfortable right here.”

	It angered me to be tugged at, but I was too weak to struggle with him. How he managed it is a mystery. I knew him to be worn out. Yet somehow he dragged me a few yards, while I helplessly cursed him. When he finally let me alone, I slept.
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	2. The Animal Fancier

	The sun was well down when, after several brief awakenings, hunger and thirst fully roused me. Golias was still asleep, which was not surprising. He had had two nights in the water to my one.

	As he wore only a loin cloth I could see that, although not a big man, he was well muscled. He lay prone, just inside the shade to which he had dragged me, his right arm stretched out into the sunlight. It had turned red, but I did not bother to move it for him. A sunburn on him would cause me no discomfort at all.

	Rising, I found myself stiff but otherwise undamaged. What had to be done was as obvious as it was unpleasant. Exploring a strange wilderness in my circumstances did not appeal to me, but it was self-service or none. I hitched up my only garment, a pair of shorts starched with salt, and hobbled into the woods.

	The trees were low-slung and wide-spreading, cluttered with moss and vines. Save for occasional palmetto clumps there wasn’t much underbrush. The fact, coupled with the absence of rocks, made the footing good. The air was woven of sweet odors; but the sweetest to me was the smell of fresh water. Before I had gone fifty yards I found a spring welling up between the mossy roots of a tree. Taking it slowly, I drank until I could all but feel the drying blood in my veins thin enough to flow freely again.

	Next, feeling confident that I wouldn’t lose my bearings as long as I could hear the ocean, I started searching for fruit or berries. I found none, but in the course of my rambling I ran across a little mound and climbed it for a lookout. Golias had been right. Beyond the trees, a short distance in every direction, lay the sea. My view was broken only to the north, where rain or a thick mist still hid the neighboring island. As a last resort I squinted into the low-lying sun. Rising black against it was a column of smoke.

	I eyed it irresolutely. Whoever had lighted that fire in this desolate spot might not be friendly to strangers. On the other hand it might be wiser to look him or them over before he or they discovered my presence. In the end the position of the sun decided me. The temperature had been pleasant, but the night air might not be so gentle to a bare hide. If there was shelter, or at least warmth, handy, it would be foolish to shiver all night because I was afraid to try my luck.

	Walking about had unknotted my muscles, and, except for being light-headed from hunger, I did not feel bad. My unshod feet considered, I made fair progress, though I was careful to watch ahead at all times. I was prepared for anything from a tribal village to a farm house; but not for what I eventually saw. The trees abruptly gave way to make room for a clearing with a villa in it. The sun was right behind it, but as nearly as I could make out the building was of polished marble.

	This was more than reassuring. Without pausing to reconnoiter farther, I strolled into the clearing. I was halfway to the house before I saw how the sun had betrayed me. Walking with my head down to shield my eyes from the rays, I felt an animal rub against me. Set to give an ingratiating pat to the watch dog of the premises, I found myself caressing a lion. He was not a solitary lion, for there were quite a few in the herd of animals frisking toward me.

	Mingled with them were leopards, wolves, and creatures I took to be hyenas, though it had been years since I had visited a zoo. Besides thinking it wiser to stand my ground, I was trembling so that I couldn’t proceed. Not that they threatened; they were even less hostile than I found pleasant, what with licking my hands and other familiarities. They failed to win me with their fawning, yet in the end they gave me new assurance. It was senseless to fear where no harm threatened, and I pushed gingerly through them.

	While engaged with the menagerie, I had been more or less aware of a woman singing inside the villa, but nobody showed him or herself until I banged on a bronze door. It opened then, and I beheld a person I took to be the singer.

	Her sleeveless dress, if it was a dress, seemed to be her only garment. Taking swift inventory, I raised my eyes to see if her face was also attractive. Her features were framed in red hair, which she wore bound up with a fillet. They were lovely and in cool contrast to her tresses.

	Although her lids drooped demurely, she had an eye for a man. Complacently I stood her inspection. I was six-foot-two and stripped well. If I was unshaven, I had a long face that, I was confident, looked good in the tan I had picked up aboard the Naglfar. As more than one woman had noticed, my dark hair had been, since late adolescence, cut in two by a streak of pure white. Some women had professed to think this made me look distinguished, and, in the days when I still cared enough to give it a thought, I had been inclined to agree with them. My blue eyes had long, dark lashes, though this particular girl hadn’t had a chance to find that out yet.

	To give her an opportunity of making this discovery I stepped nearer and bowed. “Pardon the intrusion and the lack of clothes, but I’m a shipwrecked mariner.”

	To my satisfaction she responded in my own language. “You poor man,” she said with a luscious throatiness. “Were you the only one tossed ashore here?”

	Hungry as I was, there was the future to think of. So far no husband or what have you had put in his appearance, and I certainly wasn’t going to introduce a third party. Golias would have to do his own foraging.

	“The only one I know of,” I said sorrowfully. She didn’t look frightened, but I thought it well to give the gentlemanly touch. “I hope I haven’t alarmed you, breaking in on you this way.”

	“On the contrary,” she said. “When one lives all alone, as I do, a visit is a kindness. You’re starved, aren’t you? Come in and let me fix you something.”

	It was as simple as that. There was no fake hesitation, no pretence of wondering whether it would be the correct thing to do. She didn’t even bother to introduce herself. Well, if she wanted things on an informal basis, that exactly fitted in with my plans. I swaggered a bit as I stepped inside.

	The room into which she led me was foreign-looking but spacious. Its chief articles of furniture were chairs, a number of chaise longues, and a large dining-room table. All in all it did not suggest a solitary spinster, and I wanted to be sure.

	“So you live all by yourself,” I murmured. “Don’t you get lonesome?”

	“Oh, people drop in from time to time.” She hesitated a moment. “And then I have my animals.”

	“An unusual collection.” I seated myself on the chair to which she waved me. “Did you train them yourself ?”

	For the first time she smiled a little. “Yes. Why don’t you lean back and be comfortable? I won’t be long.”

	My jaws ached with the knowledge that food was at hand, but it felt good to rest. Stretched out, I no longer felt light-headed, and I began to figure the possibilities more exactly. As far as I was concerned, I had found a home until the next ship called at the island. With this lion tamer to entertain me it would be all right, if the steamer wasn’t too long in coming. Of course, Golias would probably show up in the morning, but by then I expected to be master pro tem of the household. Unless or until I happened to get tired of the redhead there would be no room under the roof for any other man. If Golias ran short of companionship, he could try the hyenas.

	While the woman worked at her cooking, she had started to sing again, which I took for a good sign. The song was an odd one, though not especially so for an animal trainer.

	Some go and hunt their prey,[*]

	Some let it come their way—

	That’s for the spider.

	Some snag with bait and hook,

	Some hold with but a look—

	That’s for the adder.

	The habits of adders were not too clear to me, but I found amusement in the part about spiders. As she would soon learn, I was not bad at spinning a web myself.

	Some can both stalk and wait,

	Transfix or trap with bait—

	That’s for my—

	She broke off, “It’s all ready,” she called out. A second later she appeared, carrying a loaded tray. “I do hope you like it.”

	The fragrance of the food was almost more than my hunger could stand. “Let’s find out,” I said, taking the place she had set for me. She had forgotten the fork, but I didn’t bother to remind her. Grabbing spoon and knife, I went at it.

	The food was not only good but made me feel exceptionally fine, and ready to take up new business. After the meal we both reclined on chaise longues, not side by side, but not far apart either, drinking wine. Or rather I sipped and talked while she watched me and listened.

	Nothing in her conduct made her seem approachable except the fact that she would never quite meet my eyes. It had been my experience that timidity was apt to be as much a help as a hindrance. Your bold girl is inclined to pick whom she wants, and it may well not be you, while your bashful one waits for someone who will take trouble. My hostess was either overawed in the presence of a man from one of the great cities of the world, or she was inexperienced. In due time I would determine which was the case and campaign accordingly.

	I could summon that much detachment because no friendliness marred the purity of my motives. Having found it unnecessary to like women—a discovery I had made early enough to save me from ever having proposed marriage—I never traded my emotions for what I wanted of them. As to what they might think of me, I cared not at all. Some, to be sure, would have none of me on my terms, but there were enough who would. Here, in spite of the absence of overt encouragement, I felt I had knocked at the right door.

	In this case I had a double stake, for I wanted bed and board as well as body. So while letting her see from the way I looked at her that I was willing to work for my living, I put myself out to be agreeable much more than I usually did. Incidentally I managed to tell her what an important fellow she was entertaining, stretching a point here and there after I learned she had never been to Chicago.

	She made a good listener, another fact that encouraged me. While I chatted, slipping in pertinent biographical data when convenient, she lay still, watching me from beneath lowered lids and hardly saying a word. After a while she commenced toying with an object which looked not unlike a large golden knitting needle.

	Her purpose, I reasoned, was to show off her hands, which were as sightly as the rest of her; but I also saw that the thing was unusual enough to make a suitable opening. When the right time came, that is to say when my supper felt comfortably digested, I rose.

	“That’s a fascinating-looking dingus,” I remarked, walking lazily over to her. “I’d like to see just what it is.”

	She held it to her bosom in her first sign of archness, but just the same she shifted her legs to make room for me to sit down. “Are you sure you want to?”

	This was working out as planned. “Oh, very sure,” I nodded, making my eyes big and looking very solemn. Already my hands were aware of how her body would feel beneath that filmy dress, but I was willing to play the game a little longer. I leaned toward her. “Please, darling.”

	“Very well,” she said, and her voice was suddenly hard. With the words she at last let me look into her eyes. Far from being those of a woman inviting seduction, they were so brightly fierce that I blinked. Confused, I drew back—but not far enough.

	“You wanted to know. Find out!” she cried. Without changing her position, she reached out and tapped me with the little golden stick.

	Experiencing something between an electric shock and a convulsion, I fainted. When I came to, I rose to my feet, only to find that the movement left my hands on the floor. I tried to look at them but found it difficult, because my eyes did not seem to be in the right location. While I was trying to get them to focus, I heard my hostess’ voice, shrill with disgust.

	“Outside, you nasty pig; shoo!”

	As she spoke, a broomstick or something like it poked me in the ribs. Trying to turn on her, I found myself skidding on all fours on the marble floor.

	“Get out!” she shrieked, poking me again.

	In my wrath and dismay I stumbled, panting. I meant to tell her that as soon as I could pull myself together I would give her saddle sores, but my voice was on strike. While I was scrambling to get my balance, she walloped me. Catching me over the backbone, the blow hurt like the devil, and articulation returned to me in a rush.

	“Oink!” I protested, trotting forward.

	Utterly routed then, I made no further efforts to resist. I only wanted to get out of her way and skidded along at my best speed, as she hazed me out through the kitchen. Once on the ground outside I found the going easier, but I still couldn’t outfoot her. Rapping me first on one side, then on the other, she steered me well away from the villa until, what with the night and my confusion, I butted into a wooden fence. There she poked me once more—with the golden thingamajig, I believe, for it was too sharp to be the end of a broomstick—and over the fence I went.

	I landed up to my knees and elbows in ooze. It was dark, but there was no question as to where I was. Once encountered, and I had lived in Chicago most of my life, the smell of live pork is never forgotten.

	For a long while I stood as I had fallen, trembling, straddle-legged in the stinking slime. Accepting facts was a habit of mine on which I had always prided myself, and I tried to bring what had happened to me into comprehension. Reason was stumped, though, until a slice of moon cleared the trees around the clearing. Turning my head to look at it, I was aware of a long-snouted shadow moving, too. I tried to lose that shadow but could not. First I walked, then I trotted, then I plunged madly through the slop, but it came with me. Reaching the other side of the pen, I threw myself at it with a cry of despair. The squeal of a terrified pig broke the night’s silence.

	Madness is a distrust of reason. The bitter faith that I had in mine kept my brain from cracking. Yet it also shut out comfort. A mad man can ease his griefs by outlawing facts. There was in my case no use in telling myself that such a thing could not happen to a man, because I knew it had happened to me.

	Nevertheless, comfort of a sort was at hand. My squeals awakened other inmates of the sty to come snuffling and grunting around me. At first I scorned their overtures, but when I had worn myself out trying to avoid them, they gathered about me again. Having worked myself into a sweat, I was cold when I gave up. Their bodies pressed against mine felt good. We spent the night heaped together, hog-fashion, and by morning I had made terms with my new life. What was to be gained by arguing with reality? I still had fits of melancholia, but the business of being a pig was absorbing most of my time. All my associates were swine, too, so it didn’t seem so bad.

	Just the same my philosophy failed me when I heard human voices. Ashamed, I slunk into a far corner of the pen; warily, too, for I recognized the tones of my hostess of the night before. She was accompanied by Golias, whom she was apparently taking on a tour of the premises.

	“And these are my swine,” she was saying. “Wait; I’ll bring them nearer.”

	With his help she dumped a huge basket of acorns into the sty, and I heard myself giving a grunt of satisfaction. Fear, hatred, and shame made me loth to get closer, but my stomach was master. In a jiffy I was shouldering my way through the dozen or so hogs which had quickly gathered.

	The woman laughed delightedly. “Aren’t they beauties?”

	Keeping an eye on them as I champed, I saw that Golias’ face was drawn. “Your animals are very interesting,” he said, “but I’m looking for a man.”

	“H-m-m, so am I,” she responded. She was not the quiet housebody she had been with me. Now she was playfully arch, canting her head as she laughed at him. “Have you seen one about?”

	Trying to give a grunt of warning while I chewed, I choked on my acorns; but Golias inched away. “I’ve been on Aeaea[*] before,” he said huskily.

	Instantly her face hardened, and her eyes blazed at him as they had so dreadfully at me. “What are you doing here, if you know better?”

	Golias was nervous, but he stood his ground. “A fellow was cast ashore with me, Circe[*]. I tracked him here.”

	I remembered how I had lied to cheat him out of her hospitality, and she did, too. “He didn’t share your feeling of comradeship,” she informed him. “He would have let you die.”

	“But I wouldn’t let him die,” Golias told her. “I took it upon me to save him in spite of himself, and now I’m bound to him. Where is he?”

	“Not far away, if that’s any comfort to you.”

	“One of these! Why?”

	She met his look of horror with a cold smile. “I don’t really change men very much, you know. All I do is bring about conformity between a state of being and the skin which holds it. Your friend cared only for food and fornication, so I did him a favor. As a swine he’ll have no distracting influences.”

	“But he couldn’t help desiring you,” Golias smoothed his voice as he spoke. “It can be no news to you that you’re lovely.”

	“Then I want to be loved in the way of my lions; or to meet with a lust I can take personally, in the way of my wolves. But he—” She bared white teeth and clicked them. “He looked at me as if I were an oyster he was about to slide past his palate. If I’d thought faster, I would have made him something lower.”

	“You weren’t able to,” he asserted.

	Thinking about me, she had worked herself into a bad humor. His remark brought it to a boil.

	“Oh, you think I wasn’t? I tell you he got off easy, and as for you—”

	“What?” He wasn’t happy about the change of subject, yet he looked at her steadily. “I haven’t touched your damned doped food.”

	“Maybe I can do nothing with you,” she conceded; but the admission made her more furious than ever. “But I could have turned your friend into something a pig would look down on, and I still can.”

	“You’re bragging,” he insisted.

	I listened anxiously, wishing Golias wouldn’t aggravate her. About then, however, I lost track of the dispute. The acorns had been thinned out, and the competition was getting stiff. I nipped a hog that was trying to beat me to a small pile of them, but while I was gobbling the prize, he counter-attacked. Squealing with rage, I rushed him to the fence and pinned him there. I had just got my teeth set in his ear when I felt myself being hoisted by one of my own. Before I knew what was happening I was grabbed by a hind leg and dragged over the top rail of the pen.

	“Come on!” Golias cried as he dumped me in free territory. “Start running!”

	No doubt he meant well, but there was no sense to it that I could see. As long as I remained a hog the best place for me was the sty. Hearing the other pigs still grubbing acorns was more than I could stand, and I made a clumsy attempt to jump back over the fence. Once again Golias took me by the ear, lifting my forelegs from the ground as he turned me to face the other way.

	“Damn it, get moving!” he roared. “She’s gone for her wand! She’ll turn you into a bug or a dirt-eating worm!”

	That reached me both as a man and a pig. As a man, the thought of further degradation was revolting. As a pig, the thought of lowering my eating standard was equally horrifying. I started to run, but he grabbed me by the tail.

	“Not that way! Follow me!”

	A lean boar, I was gratified to discover, can run fast. I had need of foot speed that day. When we reached the forest, I slowed down in spite of Golias’ urgings. We seemed out of danger, and I wanted to keep my eye out for some food. I lost interest in foraging, though, when a conglomerate howling reached us.

	“She’s fired their natures against us,” Golias gasped. “The whole menagerie will be on our trail.”

	The last words had to catch up with me. He didn’t have to tell a pig what to do when wolves howled and lions gave the hunting roar. I scuttled along, never deviating for anything less than a palmetto. At first I distanced Golias, but I found myself a sprinter only. Soon the knowledge that the hunting cries were nearer was all that kept my hoofs working.

	Golias took the lead, panting occasional words of encouragement. “We’ll make it. Keep coming! It can’t be much farther.”

	I didn’t know what ‘it’ was, though I assumed he knew of a place to hide. Unable to see far ahead or to look over my shoulder, I doggedly worked my legs, kicking up leaves in a treadmill of terror.

	Because of my short range of vision we were almost at the ocean before I was aware of it. Golias was already in the water, and I saw my doom. There was no refuge but the sea, which for me was no refuge at all. My strength exhausted with running, I knew I could not swim far enough to do any good.

	Slowing, I looked up and down the beach. Finding nothing helpful, I peered behind me. Somewhere in the rear I could hear wolves, but in this short run the cats were having the best of it. The leading pair of leopards, one a pace behind the other, were not fifty yards away.

	That was all I needed to see. A man might reason that the sea was a sure death trap, but a pig had to save his meat from the hunters while he could. Groaning, I gathered myself for a plunge into the water. I didn’t move. Frantically I churned the sand with my feet, but I got no traction.

	I could hear the soft thudding as the leopards bounded toward me. It seemed to me that I could hear their jaws snapping. My flesh winced in advance from the pain of their rending talons. Still I made no progress, and I knew myself lost. Throwing all the rest of my life into a cry of protest, I shut my eyes and squealed.

	When I felt a grip on my ears I thought it was one of my pursuers until I felt fingers grip one of my legs. “Close,” Golias panted as he waded into the sea with me. “I’d forgotten you couldn’t leave under your own power while she had her spell on you.”

	If he added anything to that remark, I didn’t catch it. For the second time in two days I blacked out.
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	3. A Map of the Commonwealth

	When I came out of it I was human again, but I wasn’t glad of that or anything. After I had finished vomiting acorns, I was still sick. Yet physical malaise was but a small part of my grief. The complacence around which I had been moulded had been torn from me, leaving me propless.

	My only philosophy, if you could call it that, had been a contempt for life backed by a pride in that contempt. Now even those cold allies had deserted me. It had not been contempt for life which had made me run so hard and which had squeezed that scream out of me when I thought my case hopeless. Every labored breath I had drawn through my snout had seemed precious to me, and I still shook from relief at my escape.

	As for my pride, it bled from too many wounds to make any of them seem worth staunching. One alone was enough to be mortal. The cynic’s vanity—the one which gives him license to be scornful where other men delight—is the assumption that he knows the inner workings of things. The fact was that I had reached a region where I didn’t know the score at all.

	“How do you feel?” Golias asked, when I finally pushed myself up to a sitting position.

	I peered to get my bearings. We were obviously on the other island, a hilly one in contrast to flat Aeaea, which was again capped with mist. Then I glanced at my companion out of the corner of my eye. He was lying down, still breathing hard from the effort of towing me across the intervening channel. His right arm, the one I hadn’t troubled to move into the shadow for him while he slept, must have pained him with every stroke he took. It was an angry red.

	“Oh, all right for an ex-pig, I guess.” I neither turned my face toward him nor offered a hook on which to hang further conversation. Instead I lay down, closing my eyes, and to my relief he let me alone.

	Better yet, he soon murmured something about taking a look around and walked off along the shore. As soon as he was out of sight, I also left the spot, heading in the opposite direction. He had seen me exposed too completely as a skunk and a fool to make the idea of association tolerable.

	The island turned out to be little else than a mountain jutting out of the ocean. Near the sea the slopes were free of timber here and there, but for the most part they were hidden by jungle. The chief visible inhabitants were goats, a variety of birds, and sundry sea creatures. Ready to serve were clams, crabs, and turtle eggs, though I would have preferred the last two cooked. Enough streams and runlets twisted down from the mountain to solve the problem of obtaining fresh water.

	I learned that much the first day. It took me several more, picking my way along the rocky shore in my bare feet, to walk around the island. It would have been simpler to make a survey from the top of the mountain, but I was leery of entering woods whose livestock was an unknown quantity. If I had learned nothing else on Aeaea, I had learned caution.

	What I was seeking was human society—any society except that of Golias’, that is—but when I did find a footprint in a patch of moist sand[*], it scared me. The print was a huge one, much too big to be made by the man I was sulkily dodging. If the foot had been shod, I would not have been alarmed; but it wasn’t. Notwithstanding my own shoelessness, bare feet represented savagery. This was fitting to a jungle-covered mountain; and where there was one such man there might be hundreds. It was only mid-afternoon when I made the discovery. Nevertheless, I holed up at the next possible hiding place while I thought things over.

	I spent a bad night, caused only in part by the footprint. For one thing my mind was fighting with my vanity. The issue was whether I should eat crow. My reason for considering the diet was that I could tell from the relative position of Aeaea that I had nearly circled the island. Meanwhile I had found no sign of civilized residents, nor any indication that ships called there. As things stood, my only possible companion, or ally in the event of trouble, was Golias—if he was still willing to put up with me.

	Breakfasting moodily on raw turtle eggs, I suddenly saw that it was perhaps too late. A man who knew the ropes as well as Golias did might have found a way to get off the island. Alarmed, I set out in search of him. My feet had toughened somewhat, so it was no longer hard for me to make time.

	He was not far from where we had landed, just emerging from a dip in the sea, when I came upon him. Making it easy for me, he greeted me as if he had seen me within the hour. Yet I couldn’t take his fellowship again with nothing said. I scowled at him.

	“By the way, thanks for helping me the other day. I wouldn’t have done it for you.”

	He shrugged. “We’ll see when the time comes.”

	This man whom I had once scorned as a pipe dreamer held the upper hand in every respect, but I wasn’t going to let him think it mattered to me. “With one chance to double-cross you I batted a thousand,” I reminded him. He made no comment, and I reluctantly asked a question to which I had to know the answer. “Of course, it’s nice to be recognized, but how did you pick me out from that bunch of hogs?”

	The skin crinkled around his eyes, though he didn’t quite grin. “There was only one that was dark-haired with a patch of silver on his noggin. It had to be you.”

	I fingered the white streak in my hair. “Well, I’m glad it wasn’t a special smell or something.” Desperately as I hoped he wouldn’t refuse, I meant to show him I wasn’t tagging after anybody. “Look; I might not let you down again—or I might. Do we stick together?”

	“Why do you think I came after you? The indications are plain that the Delian’s given us to each other for a while, for whatever may come of it.” Before I could comment, he was speaking again. “You walked all around the island?”

	“Yes,” I nodded. “And I didn’t see anything good.”

	“Anything bad?”

	He listened with interest while I told him about the footprint. “I thought it possible when I took a look from the peak; but it’s been so long since I was in this part of the Archipelago I’d forgotten where this isle stood from Aeaea.” He gazed up at the mountain thoughtfully. “I’m inclined to think that the footprint was left behind by a transient.”

	I gave a grunt of relief. “Then from what I’ve seen, we could have the place, if we wanted it.”

	“It’s got us,” he corrected me. “No matter what island you’re on, the trick is to get off it, and it’s never an easy trick.”

	While I watched in mild astonishment he removed his loin cloth. In one of its folds was a knife in a brine-cracked leather sheath. Drawing the blade, he cut the simple garment in two and handed me half.

	“A man,” he observed, “can carry almost everything he really needs in his mind except food and pants.”

	My shorts hadn’t followed me through my transformations, a fact which had increased my sense of helplessness. A little of my self-confidence returned when I had rigged myself a sort of diaper.

	“Speaking of food,” I said, as I knotted it in place, “have you found anything to eat here except raw sea food?”

	“Cooked sea food, for one thing.” Unable to tuck his knife away again in his reduced loin cloth, Golias pointed with it to indicate a grove of palms not far back from the shore. “Come on over to my camp, and I’ll show you.”

	We didn’t get that far. Crossing an intervening stretch of meadow, we heard a snort. A young goat which had been taking it easy in the high grass jumped to its feet and returned my look of surprise. Possibly it had never seen a man before, and certainly it never saw one again. Golias’ hand snapped back in a motion which shook the sheath from the blade. When his hand snapped forward again, the knife sped through the air to land in the kid’s throat. The animal only made about thirty yards before dropping at the edge of the beach.

	“Lunch,” my companion remarked. “We ought to have something to go with it, though. How about going up hill and bringing in some grapes—I saw lots of them when I was reconnoitering—while I take this fellow out of his hide?”

	“Shall I bring them to your camp?” That seemed an unnecessary question, but I wanted to stall a minute. I still thought it likely that things which would feed on me were as common in the jungle as anything I might consider edible.

	“No use in going any farther, when we have everything to hand here.” Golias nodded to where a runlet dribbled out of the meadow, then looked at me enquiringly.

	Afraid he would guess why I hesitated, I started the ascent. I didn’t walk very far into the jungle, but that wasn’t necessary. Among the vines which swarmed among the trees I discovered wild grapes, just coming ripe. Delighted at making good so easily, I picked half a dozen huge bunches and hastened back to the edge of the meadow. There delight gave way to soberer feelings.

	In that section of the mountain the jungle began well up the slope. Emerging from the trees higher up than my point of entry, I found myself on a ridge falling away to the ocean on both sides. My hope that we might be near a sea lane died as I looked. Around either shore swept an immensity of water, barren of ships. Moreover, the very notion that a ship could come from those empty horizons seemed untenable.

	When I had been lost in the ocean, it had not daunted me; but I was daunted now. The shock of my recent experience was still with me. Having worn lesser garments, I could feel my humanity around me and knew its needs. Those needs could not be serviced in solitary confinement, which was the sentence I read on those otherwise blank waters. In an unguarded moment I opened my mind to the promised years. My reason raced down them and threatened not to come back.

	As I fought with horror, I caught sight of Golias, still busy where I had left him on the beach. I stopped sweating, and my heart ceased to pound. At least my solitude was not complete. Unwontedly eager for companionship, I hurried downhill.

	The kid was gutted and skinned. Golias had gathered driftwood also, and was in the act of laying a fire when I rejoined him. I had forgotten to ask him what he was going to do about a fire, but he had an answer. With a chip of flint he made sparks against the back of his knife. One of them caught in the tinder he had gathered, and careful breathing turned the glow into a flame. Salted with sea water, a haunch was soon roasting above it.

	In the presence of such competence I was glad I had something to offer. The grapes were good, and we ate a quantity while waiting for the meat to be cooked. It was cozy enough lounging in the shade of the boulder. Nevertheless, I still felt subdued.

	“Just how do you figure the chances of getting away from here?” I asked, after reflecting on what I had seen on the ridge.

	Golias spit a grape seed at a crab six feet away, scoring a hit. “Not good,” he said, helping himself to another cluster.

	Coming from someone I regarded as a fourflusher who always filled his hand, this pessimism startled me. On the verge of expostulating, I shut my mouth. He was right.

	“I didn’t get a four-way view. Barring the one we came from, are there any islands fairly near?”

	“One or two, but as I told you, and even if we could reach them, they’re all tough to get away from. Unless caught in a squeeze the way we were on Aeaea, it’s better to take the dice as they fall. We might run into one of these jobs where you’re held in dalliance for anywhere from seven years to a couple of parrots’ lifetimes.” He gave the wooden spit a quarter turn. “Dalliance is good fun in easy doses, but I’ve got other things to do.”

	“Like cooking goats?”

	“Like finding a way to get off the island.” He grinned at me. “The chances aren’t good, figured as odds, but that doesn’t mean it can’t be done.”

	Such vague reassurance failed to comfort me. In the course of two brief conversations we had explored the dimensions of our life. On the one hand was the problem of escape. On the other was food, representing the problem of how to live until we could leave. The larder now being full, I concentrated on ways of making a getaway. Golias was doubtless busy with similar thoughts, for he, too, was silent until the goat roast—the meat was somewhat flat and stringy but far superior to raw crab meat—was done and eaten.

	“Did you put a marker where you found that footprint?” he enquired when we were through.

	“Not necessary,” I told him. “It’s just beyond a promontory a couple of miles back. I’ll recognize the spot.”

	“We’d better look the vicinity over,” he decided, “to see if there are any signs of a regular landing place.”

	“Could we build a raft?” I asked, when we had walked in silence for a while. “Burn the logs instead of chopping them, say, and bind ’em with vines.”

	He shook his head. “Probably the most marvelous craft that ever floated was a raft, but it cruised a river. In the ocean there’d be no steerage way.”

	“We could paddle. No, we couldn’t either,” I agreed, when he gave me a satirical look. “But a sail, then.” I was silent, following this new lead. “Maybe we could get enough goat skins to make one.”

	“The sail’s a possibility,” he assented. “Now all we need is something to put it on. A wind strong enough to push a raft would kick up sea enough to flip it over.”

	I could see that, but I had another idea. “That mast drifted to the other island with us, because the wind sent the waves that way. Why wouldn’t the raft drift to the mainland when the wind was right? What’s the direction from here?”

	“West,” he said. “Everything always comes from the east and goes west.”

	“All right,” I said. “Suppose, for the sake of argument, we shoved off with a steady east wind at our tail. We ought to make two or three miles an hour, I should think. How far is it anyhow?”

	“I could say a hundred miles, but it might be twice that—doubled again the way we’d travel. Forget that idea. I’m not leaving here on any craft I can’t move or guide.”

	He was being practical, but I felt stubborn about giving up the only means of escape I could imagine. “Before we forget it,” I persisted, “let’s calculate the odds. Or if you don’t want to bother, give me a chance to.” The promontory we were seeking was just ahead, but we had come to one of the rare stretches of sand along the rocky shore. “How about making me a map, so I can visualize just what we’re up against?”

	“All right, though, even allowing for the medium, drawing isn’t what I get paid for.” He picked up a stick. “These dots are the Archipelago. You’ll have to make your own guess as to which one we’re on, but in any case the nearest point of the mainland is this long peninsula, more or less due west. If we could disregard ocean currents and drift and could count on the wind to take us where we wanted to go, we might do all right. But it’s damned hard to hit a target when you can’t see it and haven’t got any sights. If we slide past the peninsula either to the north or south, it doubles both the time for the trip and the chance of running into storms. Or we could be becalmed for weeks and die that way.”

	He looked up to see if I was convinced. I was, but I thought it as good an opportunity as any to learn something about a country I was perforce so anxious to visit.

	“Finish your map,” I suggested.

	“Deryabar[*] at the tip of Ever After[*] Peninsula,” he said, as he began to extend the lines he had made, “is not only the nearest place to us but the most easterly point of the entire coast. Laterally, then, the Commonwealth extends from there to—” he stretched as far as he could “—the western bulge of Pike County[*]. North of the peninsula, after a sweep around the Boss of Arden[*] here, the shoreline runs jaggedly to Utgard[*]. South it is somewhat less irregular but ends with a jolt at Adamastor’s Haunt.[*]

	“And so north again.” He completed the line to indicate that the country was entirely sea-bound. “To locate some of the cities, here are Ilium[*], Carlion[*], Thebes[*], Valentia[*], Parouart[*], Argos[*], Troynovaunt[*], and Gotham[*]. There are any number of others, though it often happens that a single building like the Red Branch[*], Swallow Barn[*], or Headlong Hall[*] will overshadow the towns of a district.”

	I pondered that information. “What do they do for a living there?”

	“They do better than that, Shandon; they live.” Following that pronouncement he commenced drawing again. “Watling Street[*], running west from Deryabar, is the only highway which cuts completely across the country in either direction. The most extensive natural feature it pierces is Broceliande Forest[*], which floods all unsettled areas from the Boss of Arden to the Warlock Mountains[*] on the other side of Long River[*], which more or less, as you see, bisects the land north and south. Between the Warlocks and this generally parallel range to the west, the Titans[*], is an inland sea known as the Midwater[*] or Gitche Gumee[*]. It—”

	He stopped, because we heard voices, half shouting, half singing. The sounds died away, then came again, as Golias and I looked at each other.

	“They’re on the other side of the point,” I whispered. “Right where I saw the footprint.”

	“We’d better look ’em over,” he decided. “If they look friendly, good. If not, the only way to stay hidden is to stay where you can keep an eye on whatever you’re hiding from.”

	Leaving the beach, he began slithering through the tall grass of the meadow. I wriggled along the swathe he left. It was hot, hard work. I was soon lapped in sweat, most of my muscles ached, my knees and elbows were rubbed raw; and there were insects whose bite was an agonizing itch.

	The racket made by the people we were stalking was a help, for it covered the sounds of our progress as well as guiding us. Nevertheless, Golias signaled to me to halt when we reached a certain point. Glad to oblige, I watched him crawl ahead. Then he motioned me to come on.

	When I was stretched out beside him I gently pushed a tuft of grass aside and peered down at the beach. A dozen or so savages[*], naked as ourselves, were prancing about in circular follow-the-leader. All were men, and though they lacked the costume which movies had taught me to expect of redskins, I took them to be Indians. As center piece for their activities, the hot sunlight notwithstanding, there was a large fire. A seated savage was furnishing the only music for the dancers, beating a makeshift drum with both hands. His efforts could only be heard, however, when the others stopped shouting. This wasn’t often, though every now and then their voices would drop to a murmur. Then the fellows would reverse their field, hunching their bodies, showing plenty of knee action, waving clubs, and bellowing again.

	None of them cracked a smile, and I didn’t find it amusing myself. There is something frightening about solemnity where mirth belongs. The only thing pleasurable in the scene was the presence of two big wooden canoes drawn up on the sand. They suggested that these might be only temporary visitors.

	I looked to see how Golias was taking it, but I didn’t have to meet his eyes. The hand which gripped his knife was white about the knuckles. Shortly after I resumed watching, the dancing stopped. Several of the performers made for the canoes, and my tension eased. I thought they were getting ready to leave until I saw them remove another Indian from the nearest dugout.

	He was tied hand and foot. I believe he was gagged, too, but it soon made no difference. One of his captors jerked his head back, and a second cut his throat with a stone knife. They held him up then, like a beheaded chicken, to let the blood drain out of him. Even then I didn’t get what they were up to until they ripped him up the middle.

	After that they weren’t the only killers there, for I was one in my mind, balked only by my impotence. It was not just the murder; it was the use to which they were going to put their victim. Only a few days before I had learned what a miracle a man’s body is. To think that all its mastery of skills should end as gobbets of chewed flesh was unendurable. I had not known the meaning of sacrilege and profanation. Here were both. There should have been something I could do about it. There was nothing. Hate fizzed up in me so that I had to chew my arm to keep from crying out.

	When they had hacked the body apart and skewered it for roasting, Golias signaled for me to follow him away. “No use watching the end of it,” he said, when we were out of hearing.

	My head hanging, I didn’t say anything. It was bad enough to have watched without talking about it.

	“We’ve got a chance of getting away from here now,” he went on. “If you’re willing to risk it, that is.”

	Both the hope and the challenge brought my head up. “With the canoes? But how?”

	“If they run true to form, they’ll gorge on that redskin they’re barbecuing, then sleep it off. It’s not as simple as that,” he cautioned me, as my face brightened. “They landed, being sea-wise, after the tide started to go out. The canoes are high and dry and won’t be launched until the water reaches them again. That’s our margin of time, but it’s no use to us if they wake before the water gets to the dugouts. We could move them a little way—I hope—but not far without kicking up a fuss. Should we wake those lads—” He shrugged. “If we hit the same stomach, a horn of mead says I’ll beat you to the pylorus.”

	He looked at me steadily as he said that, and I made myself stare back at him. At the same time I didn’t hurry my decision.

	“We might not get another chance,” I muttered.

	“If we do, it’s apt to be the same one. It seems probable that these fellows make regular stops here. The odds for us will be unchanged, though.”

	Still I looked from the island to myself, then at the empty waters. “Let’s go back for the goat meat and cut ourselves a couple of clubs,” I said finally.

	Even though we took our time, we were too prompt. The sands about the feasters were scattered with freshly gnawed bones, but the meal was still in progress. Bleakly we watched them as they tore at the flesh. Their bellies were swollen, but they ate everything except the feet and the head. The latter, stuck on a pole, watched the gorging with drooping lids.

	Well before the last bite was bolted, Golias showed himself a prophet. The heat and the overeating brought on sleep. One by one, like bloated slugs, they sought the shade of rocks or shrubbery and commenced snoring. Only one man stayed on guard.

	From then on there was nothing to do but watch the tide, which was already setting in. It did not inch up the beach. It would surge to a point, then let that mark stand for minutes before it pushed on again. Meanwhile one or more of the sleepers would grunt and shift position.

	The water got to within a yard of the canoes, and I touched Golias’ arm. He shook his head, and again when the distance was halved. By the time foam touched the nearest dugout a savage was sitting up, yawning and scratching his chest. I was convinced we had missed our time, but Golias still looked from the cannibals[*] to the water and back like a cat watching two mouse holes.

	Three men had rejoined the sentry near the remains of the fire by the time Golias rose to a crouching position. He looked in my eyes, and I knew he wanted to see what I hoped was there. At his nod I drew my knees up under me.

	“Now!” he whispered.

	We were halfway to the canoes before one of the Indians shouted the alarm. We had reached them before they had collected themselves enough to see what we were after. Simultaneously I was making a discovery of my own. Golias had known what he was talking about when he had waited for the water to get well up under the craft we were trying to launch. The big canoe was heavy and moved grudgingly.

	“Try the other one!” Golias gasped. “It might sit lighter.”

	That proved so. We shoved it two feet. Then I almost fell on my face, for the vessel started to slide. We got no farther. I had dropped my club to push, but I caught up a paddle as the cannibals rushed us. Bending to do so saved my life, for a spear zinged past my ear.

	As I sprang to join Golias, the lead savage fell away from his knife, trying to hold his guts in place. Four others were a jump behind, and I swung my paddle. Catching one on the jaw, it felled him. Of the remaining three, two ducked back. The third was tripped by the man I had downed. Unluckily for him he stumbled forward, and Golias slit his throat.

OEBPS/image/npress-2023-black-epub.jpg





OEBPS/image/Silverlock-cover.jpg
Lsver OCE |

INCLUDING THE SILVERLOCK COMPANION

JOHN MYERS MYERS

a g g

%

"Nl
o .

S

. &~ s

Y s LA »
P "*?; ~ ;

‘—.,;f.“"#‘ s -

s B






OEBPS/image/greystein.jpg





OEBPS/image/map_full.png
Iy
&

& T
§7 Where Brian died ®
T *Seven Cross Roads

«Rosalette’s
Cabin

A A A AN AN AN AN AN AN DN A AN

ﬁﬁ! MaP of The —
A Commonwealth

Adamastor’s Haunt:

ANANANANAAA A A NANANANAAAANANA_NA_NANANAA_A_A_NA_NA_NA_NA_A





OEBPS/image/JMMphoto.jpg





OEBPS/image/flourish9.png





