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BOOK ONE
The Face Under the Fur
PROLOGUE: FEBRUARY 2, 1802

"Tho' nuch is taken, nuch abides; and tho

We are not now that strength which in old days
Moved earth and heaven, that which we are, we
are...."

—Al fred, Lord Tennyson

FROM BETVWEEN TWO trees at the crest of the hill a very old man
wat ched, with a nostalgic |onging he thought he'd | ost all
capacity for, as the last group of picnickers packed up their
baskets, nmounted their horses, and rode away sout h—they

moved a little hastily, for it was a good six mles back to Lon-
don, and the red sun was already sil houetting the branches of
the trees along the River Brent, two niles to the west.

When they'd gone the old man turned around to watch the
sun's sl ow descent. The Boat of MIIlions of Years, he thought;

the boat of the dying sungod Ra, tacking down the western sky
to the source of the dark river that runs through the under-
world fromwest to east, through the twelve hours of the night,
at the far eastern end of which the boat will tonorrow reap-
pear, bearing a once again youthful, newly reignited sun

O, he thought bitterly, renmoved fromus by a distance the

uni verse shoul dn't even be able to enconpass, it's a vast no-
tionl ess gl obe of burning gas, around which this little ball of a
planet rolls like a pellet of dung propelled by a kephera beetl e.

4 TI M PONERS

Take your pick, he told hinself as he started slowy down the
hill.... But be willing to die for your choice.

He had to wal k carefully, for his Japanese clogs were
awkward on the uneven dirt and grass.

Fires were already lit among the tents and wagons, and a
weaving of wild odors whirled up to himon the cool evening
breeze: a sharp, earthy reek fromthe tethered donkeys, wood
snoke, and the aroma of roasting hedgehog, a dish his people
particularly relished. Faintly, too, he thought he caught a

whi ff of stale breath fromthe crate that had arrived that after-
noon—a nusty fetor, as of perverse spices neant to elicit aver-
sion rather than appetite, alnobst shockingly incongruous

when carried on the clean breezes of Hanpstead Heath. As he
approached the cluster of tents he was nmet by a couple of the
canp dogs; as always, they backed away from hi m when they
recogni zed him and one turned around and | oped purpose-

fully to the nearest tent; the other,, with evident reluctance,
escorted Anenophis Fikee into the canp.

Responding to the dog's sunmons, a dark man in a striped
corduroy coat stepped out of the tent and strode across the
grass toward Fi kee. Like the dogs, he halted well short of the
old man. "Good evening, rya," he said. "WII| you eat sone

di nner? They've got a hotchewitchi on the fire, snmells very
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kushto. "

"As kushto as hotchew tchi ever does snell, | suppose,"
Fi kee muttered absently. "But no, thank you. You all help
your sel ves. "

"Not |, rya—ny Bessie always | oved cooked hotchew tchi;
so since she mullered | don't eat it anynore."

Fi kee nodded, though he obvi ously hadn't been |istening.
"Very well, Richard." He paused as though hoping for an in-
terruption, but none canme. "Wen the sun is all the way
down, have sonme of the chals carry that crate down the bank
to the tent of Doctor Ronmany."

The gypsy scratched his oil ed noustache and shifted doubt -
fully. "The crate that the sail or chat brought today?"

"Which crate did you think | neant, Richard? Yes, that
one."

"The chals don't like it, rya. They say there's something in
it mullo dusta beshes, dead nany years."

Amenophi s Fi kee frowned and pulled his cloak closer about
hinself. He had left the last rays of sunlight behind him at
the top of the hill, and anpbng these shadows his craggy face

THE ANUBI S GATES 5

seenmed to possess no nore vitality than a stone or tree trunk

At | ast he spoke: "Well, what's in it has seen dusta beshes,
certai nl y—\wany many years." He gave the tinorous gypsy a

smle that was like a section of hillside falling away to expose
old white stone. "But it's not mullo, I'm... | hope. Not quite
mul [ o."

This did nothing to reassure the gypsy, who opened his

mouth to voi ce anot her respectful objection; but Fikee had
turned away and was stal king through the clearing toward the
riverbank, his cloak flapping behind himin the wind like the
Wi ng-case of sone gigantic insect.

The gypsy sighed and sl ouched away toward one of the

tents, practicing a linp that woul d, he hoped, earn hima
di spensation fromactually having to help carry the dreadfu
crate.

Fi kee slowy picked his way al ong the darkening riverbank
toward Doctor Romany's tent. Except for the hoarse sighing

of the breeze the evening was oddly silent. The gypsies seened
to realize that something nonmentous was in the wi nd tonight,
and were slinking about as silently as their dogs, and even the
i zards had stopped hoppi ng and spl ashing anmong the river-

si de reeds.

The tent stood in a clearing, at the focus of enough |ines and
rigging—slung fromevery nearby tree—for a good-sized ship.

The angling ropes, assisted by a dozen upright poles, sup-
ported the flapping, bulging, many-layered randomess of
Romany's tent. It |ooked, thought Fikee, |ike sonme huge nun

in a particularly col d-weather habit, crouched beside the river
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in obscure devotion

Ducki ng under a couple of ropes, he nade his way to the en-
trance and lifted aside the curtain, and stepped through into
the central room blinking in the brightness that the dozen

| anps cast on the draped carpets which formed the walls, floor
and ceiling.

Doct or Romany stood up froma table, and Fikee felt a

wave of hopel ess envy. Wiy, Fikee asked venonously, hadn't
it been Romanelli who picked that short strawin Cairo |ast
Sept enber? Fikee pulled off his drab cloak and hat and flung
themin a corner. His bald head gleaned |ike inperfectly
polished ivory in the |anplight.

Romany crossed the room bobbing grotesquely on his high,
spring-sol ed shoes, and gripped himby the hand. "It's a great
thing we—you—attenpt tonight," he said in a deep nuted

S TI M PONERS
voice. "I only wish | could be here with you in person.”

Fi kee shrugged, a little inpatiently. "W are both servants.
My post is England, yours is Turkey. | conpletely understand
why it is that you can be present tonight only"-he waved
vaguel y—=in replica."

"Needl ess to say," Romany intoned, his voice beconi ng

deeper as though trying to wing an echo out of the surround-
ing carpets, "if it happens that you die tonight, rest assured
you wi Il be enbal med and entonbed with all the proper cere-
moni es and prayers."

"If I fail," Fikee answered, "there won't be anybody to
pray to."

"I didn't say fail. It could be that you will succeed in open-
ing the gates, but die in acconmplishing it," the unruffled
Romany pointed out. "In such a case you'd want the proper
actions taken."

"Very well,"’
added.

said Fikee with a weary nod. "Good," he

There was a sound of shuffling feet fromthe entry, and then

an anxi ous voice. "Rya? Were would you like the crate?

Hurry, | think spirits are comng out of the river to see what's
i nk!"

"Not at all unlikely," muttered Doctor Romany as Fikee in-
structed the gypsies to carry the thing inside and set it down on
the floor. This they hastily did, nmaking their exit as quickly as
respectful deportnent would pernit.

The two very old nen stared at the crate in silence for a
time, then Fikee stirred and spoke. "I've instructed ny gypsies
that in ny ... absence, they are to regard you as their chief."

Romany nodded, then bent over the crate and began

wrenching the top boards away. After tossing aside sone
handful s of crunpled paper he carefully lifted out a little
wooden box tied up with string. He set it on the table. Turning
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back to the crate, he knocked away the rest of the | oosened
boards and, grunting with effort, lifted out a paper-w apped
package which he laid on the floor. It was roughly square,
three feet on each side and six inches thick

He | ooked up and said, "The Book," unnecessarily, for
Amenophi s Fi kee knew what it was.

"If only he could do it, in Cairo," he whispered.

"Heart of the British kingdom" Doctor Romany reni nded
him "O nmaybe you imagi ne he could travel ?"

Fi kee shook his head, and, crouched beside the table, lifted
THE ANUBI S GATES 7

fromunder it a glass globe with a slide-away section in its side.
He set it on the table and then began undoing the knots on the
smal | wooden box. Romany nmeanwhil e had stripped away the
package' s paper covering, exposing a black wooden box with

bits of ivory inlaid to form hundreds of AOd Ki ngdom Egyp-

tian hieroglyphics. The latch was | eather, and so brittle that it
crunbl ed to dust when Romany tried to unfasten it. Inside

was a bl ackened silver box with simlar hieroglyphic characters
inrelief; and when he'd lifted away the |lid of that one a gold
box | ay exposed to view, its finely worked surface blazing in
the | amplight.

Fi kee had gotten the little wooden box open, and held up a
cork-stoppered glass vial that had been nested in cotton inside.
The vial contained perhaps an ounce of a thick black fluid that
seemed to have sedinment init.

Doct or Romany took a deep breath, then lifted back the Iid
of the gold box.

At first Doctor Romany thought all the |anps had been

si mul t aneousl y extingui shed, but when he gl anced at them he

saw that their flanes stood as tall as before. But nearly all the
I'ight was gone—t was as though he now viewed the room

through many | ayers of snoked glass. He pulled his coat

cl oser about his throat; the warnth had di m ni shed too.

For the first time that night he felt afraid. He forced hinself
to | ook down at the book that lay in the box, the book that

had absorbed the room s Iight and warnth. Hieroglyphic

figures shone from anci ent papyrus—shone not with |ight but
with an intense bl ackness that seemed about to suck out his
soul through his eyes. And the neanings of the figures darted
clearly and forcefully into his mnd, as they woul d have done
even to someone who couldn't read the primeval Egyptian

script, for they were witten here in the world's youth by the
god Thoth, the father and spirit of |anguage itself. He tore his
gaze fearfully away, for he could feel the words burning marks
on his soul like a baptism

"The bl ood," he rasped, and even the capacity of the air to
carry sounds seened weakened. "Qur Master's blood," he
repeated to the dimy seen figure that was Amenophi s Fi kee.
"Put it into the sphere.”

He coul d just see Fikee thunb aside the hatch in the side of
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the gl obe and hold the vial to the opening before uncorking it;
the black fluid spilled inside, falling upward, staining the top
8 TI M PONERS

of the glass globe. The noon nust be up, Romany realized. A
drop fell up onto Fikee's palm and nust have burned, for he
hi ssed sharply between his teeth.

"You're ... on your own," croaked Doctor Romany, and

lurched blindly out of the tent into the clearing, where the
evening air felt warm by conparison. He bl undered away up

the riverbank, yaw ng and pitching on his peculiar shoes, and
finally crouched, panting and bobbing, on a slight rise fifty
yards upstream and | ooked back at the tent.

As his breathing and heartbeat decel erated he thought about
his glinpse of the Book of Thoth, and shuddered. If any

evi dence were needed to document the inversion of sorcery
during the | ast eighteen centuries, that prehistoric book pro-
vided it; for though he'd never actually seen it before,
Romany knew that when the Prince Setnau Kha-em Uast had,
thousands of years ago, descended into the tonmb of Ptah-

nef er-ka at Menphis to recover it, he had found the buria
chamber brightly illumnated by the Iight that radiated from
t he book.

And this spell, he thought unhappily, this trenmendous effort
toni ght, woul d have been al nost prohibitively dangerous even
in those days, before sorcery becane so nmuch nore difficult
and personally costly to the sorcerer, and, despite the nost
rigid control, unpredictable and twisted in its results. Even in
those days, he thought, none but the bravest and nost trans-
cendently conpetent priest would have dared to enploy the
hekau, the words of power, that Fikee was going to speak
tonight: the words which were an invocation and an invitation
to possession addressed to the dog-headed deity Anubi s—er
what ever m ght remain of hi mnowwho, in the tine of

Egypt's power, presided over the underworld and the gates
fromthis world to the other.

Doctor Romany let his gaze break away fromthe tent and

drift across the river to the heathery | andscape that rolled
beyond it up to another rise crested with trees that seened to
himtoo tall for their girth, waving their enaciated branches in
the breeze. A northern | andscape, he thought, stirred by a

wind that's like flowing gin, sharp and clean and snelling of
berries.

Reacting to the alien qualities of these things, he thought of
the voyage to Cairo, he and Fi kee had taken four nonths
before, summoned by their Master to assist in the new crisis.

Though prevented by a startling disorder fromever |eaving
THE ANUBI S GATES 9

his house, their Master had for quite a while been using a

secret arny of agents, and an unchartably vast fortune, in an
effort to purge Egypt of the Mdslem and Christian taints and,
even nore difficult, to throw out the governing Turkish Pasha
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and his foreign nmercenaries, restoring Egypt as an indepen-
dent world power. It was the Battle of the Pyramids four years
ago that provided the first real breakthrough for him though
at the time it had seened the final defeat—for it had let the
French into Egypt. Romany narrowed his eyes, renmenbering

the rippling crackle of the French nuskets echoing fromthe
Nile on that hot July afternoon, underscored by the drumrol
of the charging Manel uke cavalry ... by nightfall the arnies
of the Egyptian governors |braheem and Mirad Bey had been
broken, and the French, under the young general Napol eon,
were in possession

A wild and agoni zed how brought Doctor Romany to his

feet; the sound rebounded anmong the trees by the river for
several seconds, and when it had died he could hear a gypsy
fearfully nmuttering protective cantrips. No further sounds
issued fromthe tent, and Ronmany |et out his breath and
resuned his crouching position. Good |uck, Amenophis, he
thought +'d say "may the gods be with you," but that's what
you' re deciding right now He shook his head uneasily.

When the French cane into power it had seened |like the

end of any hope of restoring the old order, and their Master

had, by hard-w ought sorcerous manipul ati on of wi nd and

tides, lent subtle aid to the British admiral Nel son when he
destroyed the French fleet |ess than two weeks later. But then
the French occupation turned to their Master's advantage; the
French curtailed the arrogant power of the Manel uke Beys,

and in 1800 drove out the Turkish nercenaries who' d been
strangling the country. And the general who took command of

Cai ro when Napol eon returned to France, Kleber, didn't in-
terfere with their Master's political intrigues and his efforts to
lure the Mosl em and Coptic popul ati on back into the old pan-
theist worship of OGsiris, Isis, Horus and Ra. It |ooked, in fact,
as though the French occupati on would do for Egypt what

Jenner's cowpox was evidently doing now for human bodi es:

substituting a manageabl e i nfection, which could be easily
elimnated after a while, for a deadly one that would rel ent
only upon the death of the host.

Then, of course, it began to go wong. Some lunatic from
Al eppo stabbed Kl eber to death in a Cairo street, and in the
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ensui ng nmonths of confusion the British took up the slack; by
Sept enber of 1801 Kl eber's inept successor had capitulated to
the British in Cairo and Al exandria. The British were in, and a
singl e week saw the arrest of a dozen of the Master's agents.
The new British governor even found reason to close the

tenples to the old gods that the Master had had erected out-
side the city.

In desperation their Master sent for his two ol dest and nost
powerful |ieutenants, Amenophis Fikee from Engl and and

Doct or Monboddo Ronmnelli from Turkey, and unveiled to

themthe plan that, though fantastic to a degree that suggested
senility in the ancient man, was, he insisted, the only way to
scorch England fromthe world picture and restore Egypt's
eons-1 ost ascendancy.
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They had met himin the huge chanber in which he |ived,

al one except for his ushabtis, four life-size wax statues of
men. From his peculiar ceiling perch he had begun by pointing
out that Christianity, the harsh sun that had steaned the life-
juices out of the now all but dry husk of sorcery, was at pres-
ent veiled by clouds of doubt arising fromthe witings of
people like Voltaire and Di derot and Godw n.

Romanel l'i, as inpatient with the anti que magician's ex-
tended net aphors as he was with nost things, broke in to ask
bluntly how all this mght aid in evicting the British from

Egypt .

"There is a magi cal procedure— the Master began

"Magic!" Romanelli had interrupted, as scornfully as he

dared. "These days we'd get headaches and doubl e vi si on—

not to nention |osing about five pounds—f we tried to charm

a pack of street dogs out of our way; and even then as likely as
not it'd go awmy and they'd all sinply drop dead where they
stood. It's easier to shout and wave a stick at them 1'msure
you haven't forgotten how you suffered after playing with the
weat her at the Bay of Aboukeer three years ago. Your eyes
withered up like dates left too long in the sun, and your

| egs—t"

"As you say, | haven't forgotten," said the Master coldly,

turning those partially recovered eyes on Romanelli, who in-
voluntarily shivered, as always, before the alnpst inbecilic
hatred that burned in them "As it happens, although I'll be
present by proxy, one of you nust performthis spell, for it has

to be sited very near the heart of the British Enpire, which
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woul d be the city of London, and ny condition forbids travel
Though 1'Il provide you with all the strongest remaining wards
and protective anmulets, the working of it will, as you suggest,

consunme quite a bit of the sorcerer. You will draw straws from
the cloth on that table, and the man with the short straw will
be the one to do it."

Fi kee and Romanelli stared at the two stubs of straw pro-
truding frombeneath a scarf, then at each other.

"What is the spell?" queried Fikee.

"You know our gods are gone. They reside now in the

Tuaut, the underworld, the gates of which have been hel d shut
for eighteen centuries by some pressure | do not understand

but which I amsure is linked with Christianity. Anubis is the
god of that world and the gates, but has no |longer any formin
which to appear here." His couch shifted a little, and the
Master closed his eyes for a nonent in pain. "There is a
spell," he rasped finally, "in the Book of Thoth, which is an

i nvocation to Anubis to take possession of the sorcerer. This
will allowthe god to take physical formyours. And as you

are speaking that spell you will sinultaneously be witing
another, a magic | nyself have conposed that is calculated to
open new gates between the two worl ds—gates that shal

pierce not only the wall of death but also the wall of time, for
if it succeeds they will open out fromthe Tuaut of forty-three
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centuries ago, when the gods—and |—ere in our prine."

There was a silence | ong enough for the Master's couch to
move anot her pai nful couple of inches. At |ast Fikee spoke.
"And what wi |l happen then?"

"Then," said the Master in a whisper that echoed round the
spherical chanber, "the gods of Egypt will burst out in
nmodern England. The living Gsiris and the Ra of the norning
sky will dash the Christian churches to rubble, Horus and
Khonsu wi Il disperse all current wars by their own tran-
scendent force, and the nonsters Set and Sebek wi |l devour all
who resist! Egypt will be restored to supremacy and the world
wi Il be nmade cl ean and new again."

And what role could you, or we, thought Romanelli bit-
terly, play in a clean new worl d?

"Is," Fikee said hesitantly, "is it still possible, you re cer-
tain? After all, the world already was young that way once,

and an old man can't be made into a boy again any nore than

Wi ne can go back to grape juice." The Master was getting very

12
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angry, but he pressed on desperately, "Wuld it be conpletely
out of the question to ... adapt to the new ways and new
gods? What if we're clinging to a sinking ship?"

The Master had gone into a fit of rage, drooling and gab-
bling hel plessly, and so one of the wax ushabti statues

twi tched and began working its jaws. "Adapt?" shouted the
Master's voice out of the wax throat. "You want to get bap-
tized? Do you know what a Christian baptismwould do to

you? Negate you—dnmake you-salt on a snail, noth in a

fire!" The furious speaking was causing the wax lips to crack
"A sinking ship? You stinking, fearful body-vermn of a

di seased whore! What if it should sink, is sinking, has sunk

W'll ride it down. |I'd rather be at the helmof this sunken
ship than in the ... cattle pen! ... of that new one! Shall
l—ack . . . ack . . . kha—= The tongue and lips of the wax
statue broke off and were spat out by the still driving breath.

For several nmonents Master and ushabti gi bbered together,
then the Master regained control of hinself and the statue fel

silent. "Shall 1," asked the Master, "rel ease you, Anmeno-
phi s?"
Romanel I'i renmenbered, with unwel cone clarity, once see-

ing another of the Master's very old servants suddenly made

i ndependent of the Master's magical bonds; the nan had,
within the space of a few minutes, withered and broken down
and dried and split apart and finally shaken hinself to dust;

but worse than the fact of death and dissolution was his
menory that the man had retained consci ousness through the
entire process. . . . And it had seemed to be an agony worse
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t han bur ni ng.

The silence in the chanber | engthened, unbroken except for
the faint slapping sound of the ushabti's tongue on the floor
tiles. "No," said Fikee at last. "No."

"Then you are one of ny crew, and will obey." The Master
waved one of his crippled, driftwod arnms. "Choose a
straw. "

Fi kee | ooked at Ronanelli, who just bowed and waved after
you toward the table. Fikee stepped over to it and drew out
one of the straws. It was, of course, the short one.

The Master sent themto the ruins of Menphis to copy from

a hidden stone the, hieroglyphic characters that were his rea
nane, and here too a shock awaited them for they had seen
the Master's name stone once before, nmany centuries ago, and

the characters carved on it were two synbols like a fire in a
dish followed by an ow and the | ooped cross: Tchatcha-em
Ankh, it spelled, Strengths in Life; but now different
characters were incised in the ancient stone—now there were
three unbrella shapes, a small bird, an ow, a foot, the bird
again and a fish over a slug. Khaibitu-em Betu-Tuf, he read,
and nentally translated it: Shadows of Abom nation

Despite the baking desert heat the pit of his stonmach went

cold, but he remenbered a thing that had whi npered and

rolled about as it fell apart into dust, and so he only pursed his
lips as he obediently copied down the nane.

Upon their return to Cairo the Master delayed Romanelli's
return to Turkey | ong enough to fashion a duplicate of him

out of the magical fluid paut. The ani mated duplicate, or ka,
was ostensibly made to travel to England with Fi kee and assi st
himin perform ng the Anubis sunmoning, but all three knew
that its main task would be to serve as a guard over Fi kee and
prevent any dereliction of duty. Since the odd pair would be
living with Fikee's tribe of gypsies until the arrival of the Book
and the vial of their Mster's blood, Fi kee dubbed the ka Doc-
tor Romany, after the word the gypsies used for their |anguage
and cul ture.

Anot her howl broke fromthe tent downstream this one

sounding nore |ike pieces of netal being violined against each
other than an issue fromany organic throat. The sound rose in
vol unme and pitch, drawing the air as taut as a bowstring, and

for a nonent, during which Romany nunbly noted that the

river was holding still like a pane of rippled glass, the ringing,
grating peak note held, filling the dark countryside. Then

sonet hing seened to break, as if a vast bubbl e over them had
popped, silently but pal pably. The ghastly how broke too,

and as the shattered bits of sound tunbled away in a nad,
despai ri ng sobbi ng, Romany could feel the air spring back to

its usual pressure; and as though the nol ecul es of the bl ack
fabric had all abruptly relaxed even their usual clench, the tent
burst into bright yellow flane.

Romany sprinted down the bank, picking his footing with
ease in the glare of the fire, and with scorching fingers flicked
the burning entry curtain aside, and bounded into the snoky
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interior. Fikee was a huddl ed, sobbing bulk in the corner
Romany sl anmed the Book of Thoth shut and put it in the
gol d box, tucked that under his arm and stunbl ed outside
agai n.

14 TI M POVNERS

Just as he got away fromthe intense heat, he heard a bark-

i ng, whinpering sound behind him and turned. Fikee had
crawl ed out of the tent and was rolling on the ground, presum
ably to put out his snol dering clothes.

"Amenophi s!'" Romany call ed over the roaring of the fire.

Fi kee stood up and turned on Ronmany a gl ance devoid of
recognition, then threw his head back and how ed |ike a jacka
at the noon.

Instantly Romany reached into his coat with both hands and
drew out two flintlock pistols. He ained one and fired it, and
Fi kee folded up in mdair and sat down hard several feet
behi nd where he'd been standing; but a nonent |ater he had
roll ed back up on his hands and knees and was scuttling away
into the darkness, now on two | egs, now on all fours.

Romany ai med the other pistol as well as he could and fired
again, but the | oping shape didn't seemto falter and soon he
|l ost sight of it. "Damm," he whispered. "Die out there,
Amenophis. You do owe us that."

He | ooked up at the sky—there was no sign of any gods
breaki ng through; he stared toward the west |ong enough to
satisfy hinmself that the sun wasn't going to reappear. He
shook his head in profound weari ness.

Li ke nobst nodern magics, he thought bitterly, while it
probably did sonething, it didn't acconplish what it was sup-
posed to.

Finally he tucked the pistols away, picked up the Book and
bobbed sl owy back to the gypsy canp. Even the dogs had

hi dden, and Romany nmet no one as he nade his way to Fikee's
tent. Once inside, he put down the gold box, lit a lanp, and
then far into the night, with pendulum Ilevel, a tel escope and a
tuning fork and reans of conplicated cal cul ati ons geonetrica

and al chemical, worked at deternmining to what extent, if any,
the spell had succeeded.

CHAPTER 1

"In this flowing stream then, on which there is
no abi ding, what is there of the things which
hurry by on which a man woul d set a high price?
It would be just as if a man should fall in |ove
with one of the sparrows which fly by, but it has
al ready passed out of sight."

—Marcus Aurelius

WHEN THE DRI VER swung the BMNVin to the curb, braked to a
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qui ck but snooth stop and clicked off the headlights, Brendan

Doyl e hunched forward on the back seat and stared at the rub-

bled, fenced-in lot they'd arrived at. It was glaringly lit by
electric lights on poles, and he coul d hear heavy machi nery at
wor k cl ose hy.

"Wy are we stopping here?" he asked, a little hopel essly.

The driver hopped ninbly out of the car and opened

Doyl e's door. The night air was cold. "This is where M. Dar-
rowis," the man explained. "Here, I'Il carry that," he added,
taki ng Doyl e's suitcase.

Doyl e hadn't spoken during the ten-mnute ride from

Heat hrow ai rport, but now nervousness overcane his rel uc-
tance to adnit how little he knew about his situation. "I, uh,
gathered fromthe two nen who originally approached ne in
Fullerton—alifornia, that is—that this job has sonmething to
do with Sanuel Taylor Coleridge," he said diffidently as the

15

16 TI M PONERS

two of them plodded toward the gate in the chain link fence.
"Do you know ... what it is, exactly?"

"M. Darrow will explain it fully, I"'msure," said the

driver, who seemed nuch nore rel axed now that his own part
inthe relay race was al nost over. "Something to do with a |ec-
ture, | believe."

Doyl e stopped. "A lecture? He rushed me six thousand

m | es overnight, to London"—and offered nme twenty thou-
sand dollars, he added nentally—just to give a |ecture?"

"I really don't know, M. Doyle. As | say, he will ex-
pl ai n—=

"Do you know if it has anything to do with the position he

recently hired Steerforth Benner for?" pressed Doyl e.

"I don't know of M. Benner," said the driver cheerfully.
"Do cone along now, sir, this is all scheduled rather tightly,

you know. "
Doyl e sighed and resuned wal ki ng, and he wasn't reassured

when he noticed the coils of barbed wire strung along the top
of the fence. Looking nore closely, he saw little scraps of
scri bbl ed-on paper, and sprigs of what m ght have been

m stletoe, tied on at intervals along the wire strands. It was
beginning to seemlikely that the runors he'd read about Dar-
row I nterdisciplinary Research Enterprises—bl RE—wnere

true. "I probably should have nentioned it before," he called,
only half joking, to the driver, "but | can't work a Quija

board. "
The man put the suitcase down on the dirt and pressed a
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button on the gatepost. "I don't think that will be necessary,
sir, "he said.

On the other side of the fence a uniformed guard was hurry-

ing toward them Well, you're in it now, Doyle told hinself.
At | east you get to keep the five thousand dollar retainer check
even if you decline his offer ... whatever it turns out to be.

Doyl e had been grateful, an hour earlier, when the steward-

ess woke himto tell himto fasten his seat belt, for he'd been
dreani ng about Rebecca's death again. Always in the first

part of the dream he was a stranger with foreknow edge, try-

i ng desperately to find Brendan and Rebecca Doyl e before

they got on the bike, or at |east before Doyle could gun the
ol d Honda up the curling onranp from Beach Boul evard onto

the Santa Ana Freeway—and al ways he was unsuccessful,

screeching his car around the last corner only in time, torment-

THE ANUBI S GATES 17

ingly, to see the old bike speed up, lean into the curve and
di sappear around the | andscaped bend. Generally he was able
to force hinself awake at that point, but he'd had severa
scotches earlier, and this tinme he mght not have been

He sat up and blinked around at the spaci ous cabin and the
people in the other seats. The lights were on, and only
speckl ed bl ackness showed beyond the little w ndow+t was

ni ght again, though he renenbered seeing dawn over icy

plains only a few hours ago. Jet air travel was disorienting
enough, it seened to Doyle, without doing it in over the pole
junps that left you unable to guess what day it was. The | ast
time he'd been to England there had been a stopover in New
York, but of course DIRE was in too nmuch of a hurry for that.

He stretched as well as he could in his seat, and a book and
some papers slid off the fold-down tray in front of himand
thunp-fluttered to the floor. A lady across the aisle junped,
and he smiled in enbarrassed apol ogy as he | eaned over to
pick the stuff up. Sorting it out and noting the many bl anks
and question marks he'd scraw ed, he wondered bleakly if

even in Engl and—for he was certainly going to take advant age
of this free trip to try and pursue his own researches—he
woul d be able to dig up sone data on the poet whose definitive
bi ography he'd been trying to wite for two years. Coleridge
was easy, he thought as he tucked the papers back into the
brief case between his feet; WIIliam Ashbl ess'is a goddamm

ci pher.

The book that had fallen was Bailey's Life of WIliam

Ashbl ess. It had | anded open and several of the age-browned
pages were broken. He laid themback in carefully, closed the
book gently and brushed dust off his fingers, then stared at the
unhel pful vol une.

It would be an understatenent, he reflected disconsol ately,

to say that Ashbless' life was scantily docunented. WIliam
Hazlitt had witten a brief evaluation of his work in 1825, and
incidentally provided a few details about the man, and

Ashbl ess' close friend Janmes Bailey had witten the cautious

bi ography that was, for |lack of anything else, considered the
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standard account. Doyl e had managed to suppl enent the nar-

rative with a fewillumnating letters and journals and police
reports, but the poet's recorded life was still flawed by many
gaps.

Which town in Virginia was it, for exanple, that Ashbless
lived in fromhis birth until 1810? Ashbless at one tine

18
TI'M POAERS THE ANUBI S GATES 19

claimed R chnond and at another Norfol k, but no records of
himhad so far turned up at either place. Doyle was goi ng on
the assunption that the troubl esone poet had changed his

name when- he arrived in London, and he had unearthed the

nanes of several Virginians who di sappeared in the sumer

of 1810 at about the age of twenty-five. Ashbless' years in
London were fairly easy to trace—though the Bail ey biog-

raphy, being Ashbl ess' own version, was of dubious val ue—

and his brief trip to Cairo in 1811, 'while inexplicable, was at

|l east a matter of record.

VWhat's mi ssing, Doyle thought, is all the detail s—and some

of the undetail ed areas tornented Doyle's curiosity. There
was, for exanple, his possible connection with what Sheridan
had | astingly dubbed the Danci ng Ape Madness: the surprising
nunber —by sober accounts six, by extravagant three hun-
dred—ef fur-covered creatures that appeared one at a tinme in
and around London during the decade between 1800 and

1810; evidently human beings, they outdid even the shock of
their sudden, agonizedly capering appearances by falling

qui ckly to the ground and dying in violent convul sions.
Madane de Stael noted that Ashbl ess once, when drunk, told
her that he knew nore about the peculiar plague than he'd
ever dare say, and it was fairly certain that he had killed one of
the creatures in a coffee house near Threadneedle Street a
week after his arrival in London. . . . But there, to Doyle's
chagrin, the trail ended. Ashbless apparently never got drunk
enough to tell de Stael the story—for she'd certainly have
passed it on if he had—and of course the Bail ey biography
didn't refer to the matter at all

And what, precisely, were the circunstances of his death?

God knows, Doyl e thought, the man nade many enem es dur-

ing his lifetime, but which one was it that caught up with him
on, probably, the twelfth of April in 18467 H s body was

found in the marshes in May, deconposed but verifiably his,
also verifiably killed by a sword thrust through the belly.

Hel I, thought Doyle, dejectedly staring at the book in his

| ap, nore is known about the |life of Shakespeare. And

Ashbl ess was a contenporary of such appal lingly thoroughly
chronicl ed people as Lord Byron! Granted, the nan was a

m nor poet, whose scanty and difficult work would, if not

for sone derogatory remarks made about it by Hazlitt and
Wordsworth, be absolutely forgotten instead of just reprinted

rarely in notably conplete anthol ogies—still, the man's life
ought to have |l eft nore marks.
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Across the aisle, through the wi ndows on that side of the

pl ane, he saw the twinkling Iights of London rise as the huge

pl ane banked, and he deci ded the stewardess woul dn't bring

hi m anot her drink so near disenbarking time. He gl anced

around, then surreptitiously drew his flask out of his inside

j acket pocket, unscrewed the top and poured an inch of

Laphroaig into the plastic cup his last drink had arrived in. He
put the flask away and rel axed, w shing he could also clip and
I'ight one of the Upmann cigars waiting in the opposite pocket.

He took a sip of the warm scotch and sm | ed—taphroaig

was still damm good, if not quite the wonder it had been when
it was being bottled at 91.4 proof. In fact, he thought, these
new Uprmann cigars fromthe Dom nican Republic aren't

nearly what they were when they were being rolled in the
Canary | sl ands.

And none of the young ladies |I've gone with since Rebecca
have been interesting at all.

He flipped open the old book and stared at the frontispiece
engraving, a portrait done fromthe Thorwal dsen bust: the
sunken-eyed, startlingly bearded poet stared back at himfrom
the picture, his massive height and breadth of shoul der clearly
inplied by the sculptor's skill. And how was it in your day,

Wl lian? Doyl e thought. Wre the cigars and scotch and

worren any better?

For a nonent Doyl e i magi ned that Ashbl ess' fant sardonic

grin was directed at him .. . Then, in a nonent of vertigo so
strong that he nearly dropped his cup and grabbed the arns of
the seat, it seened that Ashbless really was |ooking at him
through a picture and across a hundred and fifty years, in
scor nful anusenent.

Doyl e shook his head sharply and cl osed the book again.
That's how you know you're tired, he told hinself: when a
guy a century dead seens about to wink at you out of a pic-
ture. Never happened with Col eridge.

He tucked the book into his briefcase next to the book he'd
brought along to serve as his credential s—+t was The N gh-

Rel ated Guest, a bi ography of Samuel Tayl or Col eridge by

Brendan Doyl e. He had wanted to followit with a | engthy

study of the Lake Poets, but the reviews of the Guest, and its
sal es, had caused his editor at the Devriess University Press to

20
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suggest he pursue, as the editor had put it, "a nore uncharted
sort of territory. I've admired," the editor had gone on, "your
two articles in the PMLA that attenpted, with some success,
to nake sense of the nmurky verse of WIIliam Ashbl ess. Per-
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haps a bi ography of that odd poet would strike the critics—
and the college librarians!—as a nore ground-breaki ng piece

of work."

Wel |, thought Doyle as he closed his briefcase, unless
resort to outright fiction, it looks like it will be a damed short

pi ece of work.

« The plane was descendi ng, and when he yawned his ears
popped. Forget Ashbless for now Whatever Darrow i s paying
you twenty thousand for, it has to do with Col eri dge.

He had another sip of the scotch, and hoped fervently that

the job didn't also have to do with planchettes or Quija boards
or any such stuff. He'd once seen a book of poens supposed

to have been dictated by the ghost of Shelley, through a

medi um and he hal f-suspected that this DIRE job night be a
simlar enterprise. He wondered, too, whether twenty thou-

sand dol l ars m ght be enough to nmake hi m abandon his pro-
fessional integrity and participate. He drained the cup, as the
pl ane seened to be about to touch down.

It was certainly an odd coinci dence to be hearing so nmuch of
DIRE |ately. A nonth ago they'd offered a job to Steerforth
Benner, the nost brilliant English Literature graduate student
Doyl e had ever had. Doyl e renenbered being mldly surprised

to hear from Benner that DIRE was still in existence. Doyle
knew of the conpany, of course—from snall beginnings in

the 1930s, it had become, under the shrewd gui dance of its col -
orful founder, a pillar of American scientific industry rivalling
| BM and Honeywel | . They'd been very big in things like the
space program and undersea exploration, and during the 60s,
Doyl e recal |l ed, they were always sponsori ng Shakespeare

pl ays on television without comrercial interruptions. But the
conpany had withdrawn fromthe public eye during the 70s,

and Doyl e had read somewhere—n the National Enquirer, he
believed it was—that J. Cochran Darrow had | earned he had
cancer, and after exhausting all the scientific possibilities of a
cure, had tried to turn the resources of D RE toward the oc-
cult, in the hope of finding a cure in the dubi ous annal s of
magi c. Newsweek had only noted that DI RE was |aying off

nmost of its personnel and cl osing down their production
centers, and Doyle renenbered a Forbes article, titled some-

thing like "DIRE Straits," about the sudden worthl essness of
their stock.

And then Benner was approached by them and offered a

hi gh- payi ng, though unspecified, position. Over a pitcher of
beer one night Benner had told Doyl e about all the tests he was
taking in order to qualify: tests for alertness under fatigue and
di straction, physical endurance and agility, quick conpre-
hensi on of conplicated |logic problens . . . and even a few
tests which struck Doyl e as distasteful, the purpose of which
seenmed to be to nmeasure Benner's capacity for ruthl essness.
Benner had passed themall, and though he did tell Doyle
afterward that he'd been accepted for the position, he com
pletely, though aniably as ever, evaded all questions about the
job itself.
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Vel |, Doyl e thought as, sounding distant through the in-
sul ation, the wheels yel ped agai nst the runway, nmaybe |I'm
about to | earn what Benner wouldn't tell ne.

The guard unl ocked the gate and took Doyl e's suitcase from
the driver, who nodded politely and wal ked back toward the
purring BMN Doyl e took a deep breath and stepped through,
and the guard | ocked the gate behind him

"Good to have you with us, sir," the man recited, his voice
rai sed to be heard over the roaring of diesel engines. "If you'l
foll ow e, please.”

The | ot was nore expansive than it had | ooked fromthe

street, and the guard | ed himon a | ooping course to stay out of
the way of intimdating obstacles. Big yell ow earth-noving
tractors lurched and shifted from place to place, popping
head-si zed stones to dust under their mll wheel tires and send-
ing up an unholy clattering roar as they pushed quantities of
rubble i.nto big heaps and then pushed these away sonewhere

out in the darkness; the rubble, Doyle noted, was fresh, the
broken edges of stone still white and sharp-snelling. And

there were busy people hurrying about on foot, too, |aying out
thi ck power cables and peering through surveying instrunments
and calling nunbers to each other over wal kie-tal kies.. The
ring of bright spotlights cast a hal f-dozen shadows from every
obj ect .

The guard was six feet tall and taking long strides, and the
shorter Doyle, having to jog occasionally to keep up, was soon
puf fing and wheezing. What's the goddam hurry, he

wondered angrily; though at the sane tine he prom sed him

self that he'd start doing sit-ups and push-ups in the nornings

agai n.
A battered old alumnumtrailer stood at the periphery of

the glare, noored to the activity by cables and tel ephone Iines,
and this proved to be their destination. The guard hopped up
the three steps to the door and knocked, and when soneone

i nside shouted, "Cone in!" he stepped down and waved

Doyl e ahead. "M . Darrow will speak to you inside."

Doyl e wal ked up the steps, opened the door and went in.

The inside of the trailer was littered with books and charts,
some | ooking old enough to belong in a nuseum and ot hers
obviously brand new, all were clearly in use, the charts
covered with penciled notes and col ored pins, and the books,
even the ol dest and nost fragile, propped carel essly open and

marked up with felt-pen ink
An ol d man stood up from behind one of the taller book

stacks, and Doyle was inpressed in spite of hinself to recog-
nize, froma hundred pictures in nagazi nes and newspapers
over the years, J. Cochran Darrow. Doyl e had been prepared
to hunor a wealthy but sick and al nost certainly senile old
man, but all such thoughts evaporated before the man's pierc-
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ing and frostily hunorous gaze.

Though the hair was whiter and scantier than recent photo-
graphs had shown, the cheeks a little holl ower, Doyle had no
difficulty in believing that this was the man who had pi oneered
more fields of scientific research than Doyl e coul d probably

even spell, and, out of a small-town sheet-netal factory, built
a financial enpire that made J. Pierpont Mrgan | ook nerely
successful. "You're Doyle, | hope," he said, and the fanous

deep voice had not deteriorated at all

"Yes, sir."
"Good." Darrow stretched and yawned.

' Scuse. ne, |ong

hours. Sit down, any space you can find. Brandy?"

"Sounds fine to me." Doyle sat down on the fl oor beside a
knee- hi gh stack of books on which Darrow a nonment |ater set

two paper cups and a pear-shaped bottle of Hennessey. The

old man sat down cross-1egged on the other side of the stack,
and Doyle was nortified to note that Darrow didn't have to
suppress a grunt in lowering hinmself to the floor. Lots of push-
ups and sit-ups, he vow, ed.

"l imagi ne you' ve specul ated on the nature of this job,"
Darrow said, pouring the cognac, "and | want you to ditch
THE ANUBI S GATES 23

what ever concl usions you've conme up with. It's got nothing to
do with any of them Here." He handed Doyle a cup. "You
know about Col eri dge, do you?"

"Yes," Doyl e answered cauti ously.

"And you know about his tinmes? Wiat was going on in
London, in England, in the world?"

"Reasonably well, | think."

"And by know, son, | don't mean do you have books at

hone on these things or would you know where to | ook 'em up
in the UCLA library. | nean know 'emin your head, which is
nmore portable. Answers still yes?"

Doyl e nodded.

"Tell nme about Mary Wbl | stonecraft. The nother, not the
one who wote Frankenstein."

"Well, she was an early femnist, wote a book called, let's
see, A Vindication of the Rights o/ Wnen, | think, and—

"Who' d she marry?"
"Godwi n, Shelley's father-in-law. She died in childb—
"Did Col eridge really plagiarize Schl egel ?"

Doyl e blinked. "Unh, yes. Cbviously. But | think Walter
Jackson Bate is right in blaming it nore on—=

"When did he start up on the opiun®"
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"When he was at Canbridge, | think, early 1790s."

"Who was the— Darrow began, but was interrupted by

the ringing of a tel ephone. The old man swore, got up and

went over to the phone and, lifting the receiver, resunmed what
was obviously an argunent in progress about particles and

| ead sheat hi ng.

Both from politeness and | ack of interest, Doyle nmade a
show of being curious about a nearby book stack—-and a no-
ment |ater his interest becane w de-eyed genui ne, and very
carefully he lifted the top vol une.

He opened it, and his hal f-incredul ous suspicion was con-
firmed—t was the Journal of Lord Robb, which Doyle had

been vainly begging the British Miseum for a xerox copy of

for a year. How Darrow coul d have got actual possession of it
was unguessabl e. Though Doyl e had never seen the vol une,

he'd read descriptions of it and knew what it was. Lord Robb
had been an amateur crimnol ogist, and his journal was the

only source of sone of the nost colorful, and in many cases

i mpl ausible, crime stories of the 1810s and 20s; anong its
tales of kill-trained rats, revenges from beyond the grave, and

24 T/ M PONERS

secret thief and beggar brotherhoods, it contained the only
detail ed account of the capture and execution of the semi-

| egendary London nurderer known as Dog- Face Joe, popu-

larly believed to have been a werewol f, who reputedly could
exchange bodi es with anyone he chose but was unable to | eave
behi nd the curse of |ycanthropy. Doyle had wanted to link this
story sonmehow wi th the Dancing Ape Madness, at least to the
extent of the kind of speculative footnote that's mainly meant
to show how t horoughly the author has done his homewor k.

When Darrow hung up the phone Doyl e closed the book

and laid it back on the stack, nmaking a nental note to ask the

old man later for a copy of the thing.
Darrow sat down agai n beside the book stack with the cups

and bottle on it, and picked up right where he'd left off. For
the next twenty mnutes he fired questions at Doyle, hopping
fromsubject to subject and rarely allowing himtine to

anpl i fy—though occasionally he woul d demand every det ai

Doyl e knew about some point; questions on the causes and
effects of the French Revolution, the love Iife of the British
Prince Regent, fine points of dress and architecture, differ-
ences in regional dialects. And what with Doyle's good nmem
ory and his recent Ashbl ess researches, he nanaged to answer

nearly all of them
Finally Darrow | eaned back and fished a pack of unfiltered

cigarettes out of his pocket. "Now, " he said as he Iit one and
drew deeply on it, "I want you to fake an answer."

"Fake one?"
"Right. W're in a roonful of people, let's say, and severa

of 'em probably know nore about literature than you do, but
you're being billed as the resident expert, so you' ve got to at
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| east | ook like you know everything. So sonebody asks you,
uh, 'M. Doyle, to what extent, in your opinion, was Wrds-
worth influenced by the phil osophy expressed in the verse
plays of, | don't know, Sir Arky Ml arkey?' Quick!"

Doyl e cocked an eyebrow. "Well, it's a mistake, | think, to
try to sinplify Ml arkey's work that way; several phil osophies
emerge as one traces the maturing of his thought. Only his
very late efforts could possibly have appeal ed to Wrdsworth,
and as Fl etcher and Cunni ngham point out in their Concord-
iumthere is no concrete evidence that Wrdsworth ever ac-
tually read Mal arkey. | think when trying to determi ne the

phi | osophies that affected Wrdsworth it woul d be nore pro-
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ductive to consider— He stopped, and grinned uncertainly at
Darrow. "And then |I could ranble indefinitely about how
much he was influenced by the Rights of Man business in the
French Revol ution."

Darr ow nodded, squinting through the curling snoke. "Not

too bad," he allowed. "Had a guy in here this afternoon—
Nostrand from Oxford, he's editing a new edition of Cole-
ridge's letters—and he was insulted at the very idea of faking
an answer."

"Nostrand's evidently nore ethical than | am" said Doyle
alittle stiffly.

"Evidently. Wuld you call yourself cynical ?"

"No." Doyl e was beginning to get annoyed. "Look, you

asked ne if-1 could bluff nmy way out of a question, and so off
the top of ny head | had a try at it. I'"'mnot in the habit,

t hough, of clainming to know things | don't. In print, or in

class, I'malways willing to adnmit—
Darrow | aughed and raised a hand. "Easy, son, | didn't
mean that. Nostrand's a fool, and | |iked your bluff. Wat I

meant was, are you cynical? Do you tend to reject new ideas if
they resenbl e i deas you' ve al ready deci ded are nonsense?"

Here cone the Quija boards, Doyle thought. "I don't think
so," he said slowy

"What if somebody cl ained to have incontrovertible proof

that astrology works, or that there's a lost world inside the
earth, or that any of the other things every intelligent person
knows are inpossible, was possible? Wuld you |isten?"

Doyl e frowned. "It'd depend on whowas claining it. Prob-
ably not, though.” Ch well, he thought— still get five thou-
sand and a return ticket.

Darr ow nodded, seem ngly pleased. "You say what you

think, that's good. One old fraud | talked to yesterday woul d
have agreed that the noon is one of God's stray golf balls if
I'"d said it was. Hot for the twenty grand, he was. Well, let's
give you a shot. Tine is short, and |'mafraid you're the
|ikeliest-looking Coleridge authority we're going to get."

The ol d man sighed, ran his fingers through his thinning
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hair, and then gave Doyle a hard stare. "Tine," he said

solemmly, "is conparable to a river flow ng under a | ayer of

ice. It stretches us out |like water weeds, fromroot to tip, from
birth to death, curled around whatever rocks or snags happen
tolie in our path; and no one can get out of the river because
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of the ice roof, and no one can turn back against the current
for an instant." He paused to grind his cigarette out on an an-
ti que Moroccan bindi ng.

Doyl e was distinctly disappointed to get vague platitudes

when he' d expected to have his credulity strained by wild
revel ati ons. Apparently there were a few stripped gears in the
old man's head after all. "Uh," he said, feeling that sone
response was expected fromhim "an interesting notion, sir."

"Notion?" Now it was Darrow that was annoyed. "I don't

deal in notions, boy." He |lit another cigarette and spoke
quietly but angrily, alnpbst to hinself. "My God, Jirst | ex-
haust the entire structure of nodern science—try to grasp
that!—and then | spend years winging the drops of truth out
of ... certain ancient witings, and testing the results and
systemati zing them and then | have to browbeat, coerce, and
in two cases even blacknmail the boys at my chrono labs in
Denver —the Quantum Theory | ads, for God's sake, supposed

to be the nost radically brilliant and el astic-m nded scientists
at work today— have to force themto even consider the
weird but dammit enpirical evidence, and get themto whip it
up into sone practical shape—they did it, finally, and it re-
quired the synthesis of a whol e new | anguage, part non-
Eucl i dean geonetry, part tensor cal culus and part al chenica
synbol s—and | get the findings, the goddamm nopst i nportant

di scovery of ny career, or anyone's since 1916, | get the
whol e thing boiled down to one sentence of plain English .
and do sone pissant coll ege teacher the favor of letting him
hear it ... and he thinks |'ve said '"Life is but a dream' or
"Love conquers all.' " He exhaled a lungfull of snoke in a

| ong, disgusted hiss.
Doyl e could feel his face getting red. "I've been trying to be

polite, M. Darrow, and—=
"You're right, Doyle, you're not cynical. You re just

stupid."
"Why don't you just go to hell, sir?" said Doyle in a tone
he forced to be conversational. "Skate there on your goddamm

ice river, okay?" He got to his feet and tossed back the |ast of
his brandy. "And you can keep your five thousand, but ['Il]|

take the return ticket and a ride to the airport. Now " Darrow
was still frowning, but the parchnment skin around his eyes was
beginning to crinkle. Doyle, though, was too angry to sit down
again. "Cet old Nostrand back here and tell him about the
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wat er weeds and the rest of your crap,"”

Darrow stared up at him "Nostrand would be certain | was
i nsane. "

"Then do it by all neans—t'lIl be the first tine he was cor-
rect about anything."

The old man was grinning. "He advised ne agai nst ap-
proaching you, by the way. Said all you were good for was
rearrangi ng other people's research.”

Doyl e opened his nmouth to riposte furiously, then just
sighed. "Ch, hell," he said. "So calling you crazy woul d be
his second correct statenment."

Darrow | aughed delightedly. "I knew | wasn't w ong about
you, Doyle. Sit down, please.”

It woul d have been too rude to | eave now t hat Darrow was
refilling Doyl e' s paper cup, so he conplied, grinning a little
sheepi shly. "You do manage to keep a person off bal ance,"

he remarked.

"I"'man old man who hasn't slept in three days. You should
have met me thirty years ago." He lit still another cigarette.
"Try to picture it, now, if you could stand outside the tine
river, on sone kind of bank, say, and see through the ice, why
then you could wal k upstream and see Rone and N neveh in

their heydays, or downstream and see whatever the future

hol ds. "

Doyl e nodded. "So ten miles upstreamyou' d see Caesar be-
ing knifed, and eleven niles up you' d see himbeing born."

"Right! Just as, swinmming up a river, you conme to the tips
of trailing weeds before you cone to their roots. Now-pay
attention, this is the inportant part-sonetine sonething
happened to punch holes in the netaphorical ice cover. Don't
ask ne how it happened, but spread out across roughly six

hundred years there's a ... shotgun pattern of gaps, in which
certain normal chemcal reactions don't occur, conplex

machi nery doesn't work.... But the old systens we call nmgic
do." He gave Doyle a belligerent stare. "Try, Doyle, just
try."

Doyl e nodded. "Go on."

"So in one of these gaps a television won't work, but a

properly concocted | ove potion will. You get me?"
"Ch, | follow you. But wouldn't these gaps have been
noti ced?"

"OfF course. Those binders by the window are full of news-
paper clippings and journal entries, dating back as far as 1624,
that nention occasi ons when nagi ¢ has seened actually,
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docunentably, to work; and since the turn of the century
there's usually sonme note, in the sanme day's issue, of a power
failure or blanket radio interference in the sane area. Wy,
man, there's a street in Soho that sonme people still call the
Auto Graveyard, because for six days in 1954 every car that
drove into it conked out and had to be towed away—by

horses! —and then started up fine in the next street. And a
third-rate part-time nediumthat lived there staged the |ast of
her Saturday afternoon tea and seance sessions during that
week—no one will ever know what happened, but the | adies

were all found dead, ice cold after having been dead | ess than
an hour in a warmroom and stanped on every face was,

under stand, the nost astoni shing expression of dismayed ter-
ror. The story was downplayed in the press, and the stalling of
the cars was blaned on a, quote, accunul ation of static elec-
tricity, unquote. And there are hundreds of simnilar exanples.

"Now | cane across these when | was ... well, trying to ac-
compl i sh sonething science had failed to do, and | was trying
to find out if, when and where magic m ght work. | found that
these magi c-yes-nmachinery-no fields are all in or around Lon-
don and are scattered through history in a bell curve pattern
whose peak extends roughly from 1800 to 1805; there were
evidently a ot of themduring those years, though they tended
to be very brief in duration and small in area. They becone

wi der and less frequent farther away fromthe peak years. Still

with me?"
"Yes," said Doyle judiciously. "As far back as the sixteen

hundreds, you say? So the gaps then woul d have been rare,

but | ong when they did show up. And they qui ckened and
shortened until they nmust have been banging by like clicks
froma geiger counter in 1802, say, and then they slowed down
and broadened out again. Do they seemto danp out entirely

at either end of the curve?"
"Good question. Yes. The equations indicate that the

earliest one occurred in 1504, so the curve reaches about three
hundred years in each direction, call it six hundred years al
told. So anyway, when | began to notice this pattern, | nearly
forgot about ny original purpose, | was so fascinated by this
thing. | tried to get ny research boys to work on the puzzle.
Hah! They knew senility when they saw it, and there were a
couple of attenpts to have ne commtted. But | ducked out of
the net and forced themto continue, to programtheir com
puters with principles from Bessonus and M dorgi us and
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Ernestus Burgravius; and in the end | did | earn what the gaps
were. They were—are—gaps in the wall of tine."

"Holes in the ice that covers the river." Doyl e nodded.

"Ri ght —picture holes in that ice roof; nowif part of your
lifetime, sone section of the seventy-year-long trailing Wed
that's you, should happen to be under one of the holes, it's
possible to get out of the time streamat that point."
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"To where?" Doyl e asked guardedly, trying to keep any
tone of pity or derision out of his voice. Wiy, to Oz, he
t hought, or Heaven, or the Pure Vegetabl e Ki ngdom

"Nowhere," answered Darrow i npatiently. "Nowhen. Al
you can do is enter again through another gap."

"And wind up in the Ronan Senate watchi ng Caesar being
assassinated. No, sorry, that's right, the holes only extend as
far back as 1500; okay, watching London burn down in

1666. "

"Ri ght —+f there happens to be a gap then. And there. You
can't reenter at arbitrary points, only through an existing gap

And," he said with a note of discoverer's pride, "it is possible
to aimfor one gap rather than another—t depends on the
anount of ... propulsion used in exiting fromyour own gap

And it is possible to pinpoint the | ocations of the gaps in tine
and space. They radiate out in a mathematically predictable
pattern fromtheir source-whatever that can have been—n

early 1802."

Doyl e was enbarrassed to realize that his pal ns were danp.
"This propul sion you nention," he said thoughtfully, "is it
sonet hing you can produce?"

Darrow grinned ferociously. "Yes."

Doyl e was begi nning to see a purpose in the denolished | ot
outside, all these books, and perhaps even his own presence.
"So you're able to go voyaging through history." He smled
uneasily at the old nman, trying to imagi ne J. Cochran Darr ow,
even old and sick, at large in sone previous century. "l fear
t hee, ancient mariner."

"Yes, that does bring us to Col eri dge—and you. Do you
know where Col eri dge was on the evening of Saturday, the
first of Septenber, in 1810?7"

"CGood Lord, no. WIIliam Ashbless arrived in London only
about a week later. But Coleridge? | know he was living in
London then...."

"Yes. Well, on the Saturday evening | nentioned, Cole-
ridge gave a lecture on MIton's Aereopagitica at the Crown
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and Anchor Tavern in the Strand.'

"Ch, that's right. But it was Lycidas, wasn't it?"
"No. Montagu wasn't present, and he got it wong."

"But the Montagu letter is the only nention anywhere of
that lecture." Doyle cocked his head. "Uh... isn't it?"

file:/lIF|/rah/Tim%20Powers/Powers,%20Tim%20-%20The%20Anubis%20Gates%20UC.txt (23 of 329) [7/17/03 11:44:52 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Tim%20Powers/Powers,%20Tim%620-%20T he%20A nubi s%20Gates%20U C.txt

The old man smiled. "Wen DI RE undertakes to do a job

of research, son, we're thorough. No, two of the men who at-
tended, a publisher's clerk and a school master, left journals
whi ch have cone into ny hands. It was the Aereopagitica. The
school t eacher even nanaged to get a fair anmpbunt of the |lecture
down in shorthand. "

"When did you find this?" Doyle asked quickly. An un-
publ i shed Col eridge | ecture! My God, he thought with a surge
of bitter envy, if I'd had that two years ago, nmy Ni gh-Rel ated
Guest woul d have got a different sort of review

"A month or so ago. It was only in February that | got con-
crete results fromthe Denver crew, and since then D RE has
been obtai ning every avail abl e book or journal concerning
London in 1810."

Doyl e spread his hands. "Why?"

"Because one of these tinme gaps is just outside Kensington,
five mles fromthe Strand, on the evening of the first of
Sept enber, 1810. And unli ke nbst gaps that close to the 1802
source, this one is four hours long.'

Doyl e | eaned forward to help hinself to another cupful of

the brandy. The excitement building in himwas so big that he
tried to stifle it by rem nding hinself that what was being

di scussed here was, though fascinating, inpossible. Stick with
it for the twenty thousand, he advised hinself, and maybe the
possibility of getting your hands on Robb's journal or that
school t eacher's notebook. But he wasn't fooling hinsel f—he
wanted to participate in this. "And there's another gap here
and now, of course."

"Here, all right, but not quite now. W' re"—barrow

| ooked at his watch—=still several hours upstreamof it. It's of
a typical size for one this far fromthe source—the upstream
edge is tonight, the downstream edge at about dawn of the day
after tonmorrow. As soon as Denver pinpointed this gap |

bought the entire area the field would cover, and got busy
levelling it. W don't want to take any buil dings back with us,
do we?"

Doyl e realized his own grin nust have | ooked as con-
spiratorial as Darrow s. "No, we don't."

Darrow sighed with relief and satisfaction. He picked up the
phone just as it started to ring. "Yes? ... Get off this |ine and
get me Lament. Quick." He drained his cup and refilled it.

"Been living for three days on coffee, brandy and candy

bars," he remarked to Doyl e. "Not bad, once your stomach
gets—Tin? Drop the efforts for Newnan and Sandoval . Well,

radio Delnotte and tell himto turn around and take himright
back to the airport. W' ve got our Coleridge man."

He repl aced the phone. "l've sold ten tickets, at one mllion
doll ars apiece, to attend the Coleridge |lecture. W'll make the
junp tonorrow evening at eight. There'll be a catered briefing

session at six-thirty for our ten guests, and naturally for that
we ought to have a recogni zed Col eri dge authority."
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"Me. "
"You. You'll give a brief speech on Col eri dge and answer

any questions the guests may have concerning himor his con-
tenporaries or his tines, and then you'll accompany the party
through the junp and to the Crown and Anchor Taver n—

along with a few conpetent guards who'll make sure no ro-

mantic soul attenpts to go AWDL—take notes during the | ec-
ture and then, back home again in 1983, conmment on it and
answer any further questions." He cocked an eyebrow sternly

at Doyle. "You're being paid twenty thousand dollars to see
and hear what ten other people are paying a mllion apiece for.
You should be grateful that all our efforts to get one of the
nmore prom nent Col eridge authorities failed."

Not too flatteringly phrased, Doyle thought, but "Yes," he

sai d. Then a thought struck him "But what about your

original purpose, the thing science failed to do, the reason you
found these gaps in the first place? Have you abandoned

t hat ?"

"Ch." Darrow didn't seemto want to discuss it. "No,
haven't abandoned it. I'mworking on it froma couple of
angl es these days. Nothing to do with this project."

Doyl e nodded thoughtfully. "Are there any gaps, uh
downstream of us?"

For no reason Doyle could see the old man was beginning to
get angry again. "Doyle, | don't see—eh, what the hell. Yes.
There's one, it's forty-seven hours long in the sumer of
2116, and that's the last one, chronologically."

"Well." Doyle didn't nmean to provoke him but he wanted
to know why Darrow apparently didn't intend to do what
seened to Doyle the obvious thing. "But couldn't this
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thing you want done ... be done very easily, probably, in that
year? | nean, if science could alnost do it in 1983, why by

2116..."

"It's very annoying, Doyle, to give soneone a cursory

gl ance at a project you' ve been working hard at for a I ong
time, and then have them brightly suggest courses which, as a
matter of fact, you considered and dism ssed as unwor kabl e

| ong ago." He bl ew snoke out between cl enched teeth. "How
could I know, before | got there, whether or not the world in
2116 is a radi oactive cinder? Hah? O what sort of awful
police state m ght exist then?" Exhaustion and brandy nust
have undernmined a |lot of Darrow s reserve, for there was a
glisten in his eyes when he added, "And even if they could and
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would do it, what would they think of a man fromnore than a
century in the past?" He crunpled his paper cup, and a trickle
of brandy ran down his wist. "What if they treated me like a
chil d?"

Enbarrassed, Doyl e instantly changed the subject back to
Coleridge. But that's it, of course, he thought—-Barrow s

been the captain of his own ship for so long that he'd rather
sink with it than accept the condescension of a life preserver
tossed from sonme Good Sanmaritan vessel, especially a grander
one than his own.

Darrow t oo seened eager to steer the conversation back to
busi ness.

The sky had begun to pale in the east when Doyl e was

chauffeured by another driver to a hotel nearby, and he sl ept
until, late in the afternoon, a third driver arrived to take him
back to the site.

The ot was now planed flat as a griddle, and all the tractors
were gone; several nen were at work with shovels and broons

cl eaning up horse dung. The trailer was still there, |oo0king
adrift now that its tel ephone and power cables had been
renoved. Another trailer, big enough to be called a nobile
honme, was pulled up alongside it. As Doyle got out of the car
he noticed pulleys and lines at intervals along the fence top
and a coll apsed tarpaulin lying at the base of the fence all
around the perimeter. He grinned. The old man's shy, he

t hought .

A guard opened the gate for himand led himto the new
trailer, the door of which stood open. Doyle went inside. At
the far end of the wal nut-panelled and carpeted room Darr ow,

| ooking no nore tired than he had | ast night, was talking to a
tall blond nan. Both nen were dressed in the pre-Regency
style: frockcoats, tight trousers and boots; they wore them so
naturally that Doyle nmonentarily felt ridiculous in his

pol yester-cotton suit.

"Ah, Doyle," said Darrow. "I think you already know our
chief of security."”

The bl ond man turned around and after a norment Doyl e

recogni zed Steerforth Benner. The young man's once-| ong

hair had been cut short and curled, and his w spy noustache,
never very evident, was now shaved off.

"Benner!" Doyl e excl ai ned, pleased, as he crossed the

room "l suspected you nust be connected with this project."
H s friendship with the young man had cool ed off in the |ast
month or two, since Benner's DIRE recruitnment, but he was
delighted to see a famliar face here.

"Col | eagues at | ast, Brendan," said Benner with his
characteristic wide smle.

"We junp in alittle less than four hours," resuned Dar-

row, "and there are a lot of things to get done first. Doyle,
we've got a period suit for you, and those doors at that end are
changing roons. |'mafraid you'll be supervised, but it's im
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portant that everyone dress the role fromthe skin out."

"We're only going to be staying four hours, aren't we?"
Doyl e asked.

"It's always in the real mof possibility, Doyle, that one of

our guests mght run off, despite the efforts of Benner and his
boys. If one does, we don't want himto be carrying any

evi dence that he's from another century." Darrow snapped

hi s hand up, as though physically fielding Doyle's next ques-
tion. "And no, son, our hypothetical escapee wouldn't be able

to tell people howthe war will turn out or howto build a
Cadill ac or anything. Each guest will swallow a capsule, just
before we go, of sonmething | think I'lIl call Anti-Transchrono
Trauma. ATCT. Wiat it will actually be, and pl ease don't

start yelling yet, Doyle, is a fatal dose of strychnine in a cap-
sul e set to dissolve after six hours. Now when we get back
they'll have their entire @ tracts punped full of an activated
charcoal solution." He smiled frostily. "Staff is exenpt, of
course, or | wouldn't be telling you this. Each guest has agreed
to these conditions, and | think nost of them have guessed

what they nean."

And maybe they haven't, Doyl e thought. Suddenly the
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whol e project |ooked like |lunacy again, and he inagined
hinself in court, sonme day soon, trying to explain why he
hadn't informefl the police about Darrow s intentions.

"And here's a speech you can make at the briefing," Dar-

row went on, handing Doyl e a sheet of paper. "Feel free to
change it or rewite it entirely—and if you could have it
menorized by then 1'd be very pleased. Now | inagine you

two would like to conpare notes, so |'Il get busy in ny trailer
Staff won't be permitted to drink at the briefing, but | don't
see any harmif you have a couple right now" He smiled and
strode out, looking piratically handsone in the archaic

cl ot hes.

When he was gone Benner opened a cupboard that proved

to be a liquor cabinet. "Aha," he said, "they were ready for
you." He pulled down a bottle of Laphroaig, and in spite of
his worries Doyle was pleased to see that it was the old 91.4
proof kind, in the clear glass bottle.

"God, pour ne sone. Neat.'

Benner handed hima glass of it and m xed a Kahlua and

mlk for hinself. He sipped it and grinned at Doyle. "I think a
bit of liquor is as essential as the | ead sheathing; you woul dn't
catch ne standing in the path of all that radiation w thout

sone hooch under ny belt."
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Doyl e had been about to denmand a phone to call the police
with, but this brought himup short. "What?"

"The tachyon conversion process. Didn't he explain how
the junp will work?"

Doyle felt hollow "No."

"Do you know anyt hi ng about Quantum Theory? O
subat om ¢ physi cs?"

Wt hout conscious volition Doyle's hand Iifted the glass and
poured sone scotch into his nouth. "No."

"Well, | don't know nearly enough about it nyself. But

basically what's going to happen is we'll all be lined up in the
path of a blast of insanely high frequency radiation, way up
above gama ray frequenci es—photons haven't got any nass,

you know, so you can send one phal anx of 'emout right after
anot her without them stepping on each other's heel s—and

when it hits us, the odd properties of the gap field will prevent
what ever woul d ordinarily occur. |I'mnot sure what would or-
dinarily happen, though it'd certainly trash us." He sipped his
drink cheerfully. "Anyway, since we'll be in the gap, what will
happen—the only way nature can reconcile the inequities in-

vol ved—+s that we'll becone, in effect, honorary tachyons."
"Christ," exclainmed Doyle hoarsely, "we'll beconme ghosts.
We'l|l see Coleridge, all right—se'll see himin Heaven." A car

horn bl ared past on the street, sounding nore distant than
Doyl e knew it nust be, and he wondered where sone innocent
soul was driving to, and what trivial difficulty had made him
honk his horn. "Benner, listen to ne—we've got to get out of
here and get to the police. My God, nan—=

"It really is perfectly safe,” Benner interrupted, still sml-
i ng.

"How can you possibly know that? The man is probably a
certifiable lunatic, and—

"Take it easy, Brendan, and listen. Do | look all right? Is
the fence still standing? Then stop worrying, because | nmade a
solo junmp to a brief gap in 1805 two hours ago."

Doyl e stared at hi m suspiciously. "You did?"

"Cross ny heart and hope to die. They dressed nme up

| i ke—eh, picture a Ku Klux Kl ansman who favors netallic
"*robes and doesn't need eyehol es—and then had nme stand on a
platformby the fence while they lined up their inferna
machi nery on the other side of the fence. And then

whoosh! —ene minute | was here and today, the next I was in a
tent in a field near Islington in 1805."

"In a tent?"

Benner's smile took on a puzzled quirk. "Yeah, itl was
weird, | landed in sone kind of gypsy canp. The first thing
saw when | ripped off the hood was the inside of this tent, and
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it was all funmy with incense and full of Egyptian-|ooking
stuff, and there was a cadaverous ol d bal d- headed guy staring
at me in extrene surprise. | got scared and ran outside, which
wasn't easy in that robe, and it was English countryside | saw,
and no hi ghways or tel ephone poles, so | guess it really was
1805. There were a lot of horses and tents and gypsy types
around, and all the gypsies were staring at nme, but the gap
came to its end just then—thank God | hadn't run outside the
field—and the nobil e hook snatched nme back to here and

now. " He chuckled. "I wonder what the gypsies thought

when | just disappeared, and the robe fell enpty without ne in
it."

Doyl e stared at himfor several |ong seconds. Though

al ways am abl e, Benner had never been trustworthy—but this
wasn't how he lied. The nman wasn't a good actor, and this
story, especially the note of puzzlement about the old man in
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the tent, had been told with effortless conviction. He realized
dizzily that he believed it.

"My God," he said in an envi ous near-whi sper, "what did
the air smell Iike? What did the ground feel I|ike?"

Benner shrugged. "Fresh air and grassy ground. And the

horses | ooked |i ke horses. The gypsies were all fairly short, but
maybe gypsies always are." He cl apped Doyl e on the back

"So stop worrying. The charcoal enenas will keep the guests
healthy, and I'mnot going to |l et any of them get away. You

still want to call the cops?

"No." No indeed, Doyle thought fervently. | want to see
Col eri dge. "Excuse ne," he said, "l've got to get busy on this
speech. "

At twenty after six Doyle decided he had his new speech
menori zed. He stood up in the little office Darrow had |let him
use, sighed, and opened the door to the main room

A nunber of well-dressed people were nilling around at the

far end of the room separated fromhimby a dozen or so

enpty chairs and a big central table. The hundreds of candl es

in the chandeliers were lit, and the soft, gracious illumnation
gl eaned of f the polished panelling and the rows of glasses on
the table; faintly on the warmair he caught a snell of bel
peppers and grilling steak

"Benner," he called softly, seeing the tall young man | ean
tiredly against a wall near the table and, in perfect harnony
with the way he was dressed, flip open a snuffbox and bring a
pi nch of brown powder up to his nose

Benner | ooked up. "Damm it, Brendan—hatchoo.'—damm

it, staff's supposed to be all dressed by now. Never mnd, the
guests are in the dressing roons, you can change in a few

m nutes." Benner put away his snuffbox and frowned i npa-
tiently at Doyl e's clothes as he wal ked over. "You' ve got your
nmobi | e hook on, at |east?"
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"Sure." Doyle pulled back his shirt sleeve to show himthe
| eat her band, drawn tight and secured with a little I ock,
around his shaven forearm "Darrow hinself put it on an
hour ago. Come listen to ny speech, will you? You know
enough about —=

"l don't have tinme, Brendan, but I'msure it's fine. These
damm peopl e, each one of themthinks he's the naharajah of

the world."

A man hurried up to them dressed, like Benner, in the early
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ni neteenth century style. "It's Treff again, chief," he said

quietly. "We finally did get himto strip, but he's got an Ace
bandage on his leg and he won't take it off, and it's obvious
he's got sonething under it."

"Hell, 1 knew one of themwould pull this. Rich people!
Cone al ong, Doyle, you've got to head in this direction any-
way. "

As they strode across the roomthe inposing figure of Dar-

row entered through the main door and their paths converged
just as a stout, hairy man wearing nothing but an elastic band-
age around his thigh stornmed out of one of the dressing

r oons.

"M. Treff,"” said Darrow, raising his thick white eye-
brows, and his deep voice undercut and silenced all the others,
"you have evidently m sunderstood the dress requirenents."”

At this several people |laughed, and Treff's face went from
red to dark red. "Darrow, this bandage stays on, understand?
It's ny doctor's orders, and |I'm paying you a goddam
mllion dollars, and no fugitive froma nut hatch is going
to-"

Only because he happened to smile nervously just then at
Benner did Doyle see himwhip a thin knife out of his sleeve;

but everyone saw hi m when he kicked forward in a gracefu

full -extension fencer's lunge and slipped the flat of the bl ade
under the disputed bandage, paused for a theatrical nonent,

and then flicked it out sideways, cleanly slicing the | ayers of
cloth through fromtop to bottom

A good fistful of heavy, gleam ng netallic objects thudded

onto the carpet. In a quick glance Doyl e recogni zed anong

thema Colibri Beam Sensor lighter, a Seiko quartz watch, a

tiny notebook, a .25 caliber automatic pistol and at |east three
one-ounce plates of solid gold.

"Pl anni ng on buying the natives with gl ass beads, were

you?" Darrow said, with a nod of thanks to Benner, who had
strai ghtened back up to his position beside Doyle and slipped
the knife away. "As you know, this violates the terms of our

agreenment —you' || be getting a fifty percent refund, and right
now the guards will escort you to a trailer outside the |ot,
where you'll be held in luxurious captivity until dawn. And in

a spirit of friendly concern,” he added, with the coldest snile
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Doyl e had ever seen, "I do strongly advise you to | eave here
quietly."

"Well, one good result of all that," said Benner lightly as
38
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Treff was |ed, naked, out the door, "is that a dressing roomis
now free. In you go, Brendan."

Doyl e stepped forward and, muttering "Excuse ne" to

several people, went into the newy vacated dressing room
There was a guard on a stool inside, and he | ooked relieved
that this wasn't Treff com ng back in.

"Doyl e, aren't you?" the man said, standing up
"Yes."
"Right, then, off with your clothes."

Sucking in his belly alittle, Doyle obediently shed his
clothes and hung his suit carefully on a hanger the guard
handed him There was a door in the back of the dressing
room and the guard bustled away through it, taking Doyle's
things with him

Doyl e | eaned against the wall, hoping they woul dn't forget
about him He tried to scratch under the | eather band on his
forearm but it was drawn too tight for himto get a finger
under it. He gave up, resolving just to ignore the way the
carved bit of green stone under the | eather nmade his shaved
skin itch. A nobile hook, Darrow had called it, and he'd |let
Doyl e 1 ook at the thing before it was covered by the strap that
would hold it tightly against him Doyle had turned the snall
| ozenge of green stone in his fingers, noting the synbols
carved on it—they seemed to be a mix of hieroglyphics and
astrol ogi cal notations.

"Don't | ook at it so disapprovingly, Doyle," Darrow had

said. "lIt's what will bring you back to 1983. Wen the 1810

gap cones to an end, this thing will pop back to the gap it

came from which is here and now, and as long as it's in con-
tact with your flesh it'll take you back with it. If you were to
lose it, you' d see us all disappear and you'd be marooned in
1810; which is why it's to be | ocked onto you."

"So we'll all just disappear fromthere after four hours?"
Doyl e had asked as Darrow soaped and shaved his forearm
"What if you've miscalculated the length of the gap, and we
all disappear in the mddle of the | ecture?"

"W woul dn't," Darrow had said. "You' ve got to be

within the gap as well as touching the hook, and the gap is five
mles away fromthe tavern we're going to." He laid the stone

on Doyle's armand w apped the w de | eather band around it.

"But we haven't'm scal cul ated, and we have a confortable
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margin of tine to get back to the gap field after the lecture,
and we're bringing two carriages, so," he had said as he drew

the strap tight and snapped the little lock onto it, "don't
worry."

Now, | eani ng naked agai nst the wall of the dressing room
Doyl e smled at hinself in the mirror. Wat, nme worry?

The guard cane back and gave Doyl e a set of clothes that
presumably woul dn't raise any eyebrows in 1810; he al so gave
hi m directions on how to put themon, and had actually to
assist himin tying the little bow at the front of the cravat.
"Your hair doesn't need cutting, sir, the fashion in length is
about the sane again, but | will just brush it down a bit in
front here, so; a bald spot's nothing to be ashanmed of. That's
it precisely, senmi-Brutus style. Have a | ook at yourself now "

Doyl e turned to the mirror, cocked his head and then

| aughed. "Not bad," he said. He was wearing a brown frock-

coat with two rows of buttons; in the front it came down only
to belt level, but in back it swept in a long tail that reached to
the backs of his knees. He had on tight tan trousers and knee-
hi gh Hessian boots with tassels, and the white silk cravat visi-
bl e between the high wings of the coat's collar gave him he
thought, if not an air of rakish handsoneness, at |east one of
dignity. The cl othes had none of the stiffness of brand new
garnments; though clean, they had clearly been worn before,

and this had the effect of nmaking Doyle feel relaxed and com
fortable in them and not as though he'd been shoehorned into
some costume for a party.

When he stepped back into the main roomthe guests were
anbling toward the table, on which a colorful profusion of
plates and platters and bottles had appeared. Doyle filled a
pl ate and, renmenbering that he was "staff," forced hinself

not to ook at the selection of wines and beers but to grab a
cup of coffee instead.

"Here you go, Doyle," spoke up Darrow, indicating an
enpty chair next to hinself. "Doyle," he explained to the
nearest several people, "is our Col eridge expert."

They nodded and sniled as Doyl e sat down, and one white-
hai red man wi th hunorous eyes said, "I enjoyed The N gh-
Rel ated Guest, M. Doyle."

"Thank you." Doyle smled, pleased for the few seconds it
took himto realize that the man was Ji m Thi bodeau, whose
massi ve, multi-volunme History of Mankind—awitten with his

wi fe, who Doyle now noticed sitting on the other side of

hi mhad refl ected even just in the chapter on the English
Romantic poets a depth of research and a rel axed style Doyle
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could only admre and envy. But their presence here rein-

forced the hopeful excitenent he'd been feeling ever since
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heari ng Benner describe junping to 1805. If the Thi bodeaus
are taking it seriously, he thought, there's got to be a good
chance of it working.

The tabl e and food had been cl eared away and the ten chairs
were now arranged in a semicircle before a podium Doyle em
barrassedly told Benner to take the podi um away, and he
replaced it with the chair Treff would have got.

Doyl e sat down in it and nmet the gaze of each guest in turn.

O the nine of them he recognized five: three, including the
Thi bodeaus, were prom nent historians, one was a distin-

gui shed British stage actor, and one, he was fairly sure, was a
famous spiritualist and nedium She'd better watch her tricks
here in the gap, he thought uneasily, renenbering Darrow s
story about the seance on Auto Graveyard Street in 1954

He took "a deep breath and began. "You are probably

famliar with the life and works of the nan who was the father
of the Romantic novenent in English poetry, but our outing

this evening certainly calls for a review. Born in Devonshire on
Cct ober 21, 1772, Coleridge early on exhibited the precocity

and wi de range of reading that he maintained all his life and
that made him anbng so nany other things, the nost

fasci nating conversationalist of an age that included such peo-
pl e as Byron and Sheridan...."

As he went on, touching on the poet's scholastic career, his
addiction to opiumin the formof |audanum his unfortunate
marriage, his friendship with WIliam and Dorothy Wrds-

worth, and the extended trips abroad occasi oned by his horror
of his wife, Doyle carefully watched his audi ence's response.
They seened satisfied on the whole, frowning doubtfully or
nodding fromtine to tine, and he realized that his presence
here was a gracious detail, like the fine china dishes on which
the food had been served when paper plates woul d have done

just as well. Darrow could probably have delivered a talk on
Col eridge at | east as effectively, but the old man had wanted a
sure enough Col eridge authority to do it.

After about fifteen minutes he drewit to a close. Questions
foll owed, all of which Doyl e nmanaged to answer confidently,

and at | ast Darrow stood up and wal ked over to stand beside

Doyl e's chair, effortlessly replacing himas the focus of atten-
tion. He was carrying a |antern, and he waved it in the direc-
tion of the door. "Ladies and gentlenen," he said, "it is now
five mnutes to eight, and our coaches await us outside."
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In a tense silence everyone got to their feet and put on hats
and bonnets and greatcoats. A hundred and seventy years,
Doyl e thought, is the distance to 1810. Can | get there by
candl el i ght? Yes, and back again. He noted al nost disinter-
estedly that his heart was pounding and that he didn't seem
able to take a deep breath.

They all filed out onto the packed dirt of the lot. Two
broughans, each with two horses harnessed to it, had been

drawn up to within a few yards of the trailer, and by the |ight
of the flickering coach | anps Doyl e could see that the vehicles,
like the period clothes they were all wearing, were clean and in
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good repair but obviously not new.

"There's roomfor five in each vehicle with a bit of
crowdi ng, " Darrow said, "and since Treff couldn't attend,
I"ll take his place inside. Staff rides up top."

Benner took Doyle by the el bow as the guests, with a good

deal of hat dropping and shawl tangling, began clinbing in.
"We've got the back of the second coach," he said. They

wal ked around to the rear of the farther coach and clinbed up
totwo little seats that projected fromthe back at the sane
hei ght as the driver's. The night air was chilly, and Doyl e was
glad of the heat fromthe left rear |anp bel ow his el bow. From
his perch he could see nore horses being led in fromthe north
end of the lot.

The carriage rocked on its springs when two of the guards

hoi sted thensel ves up onto the driver's seat, and hearing netal
clink close by, Doyle glanced toward Benner and saw the butts
of two pistols sticking out of a |eather pouch slung near Ben-
ner's left hand.

He heard reins snap and hooves clop on the dirt as the first
carriage got noving. "\Were are we goi ng?" he asked as their
own carriage got under way. "Spatially speaking, | nean."

"Over to the fence there, that section where the curtain isn't
up. Do you see that | ow wooden platforn? There's a truck
pulled up right to the edge of the fence just outside."

"Ah," said Doyle, trying not to sound as nervous as he felt.
Looki ng back, he saw that the horses he'd noticed being led up
were now harnessed to the two trailers and were pulling them
away toward the north end.

Benner followed his glance. "The lot, the gap field, has to
be completely cleared for every junp," he explai ned.
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"Anything that's within it goes back with us."

"So why didn't your tents and gypsies cone back here?"

"The whole field doesn't cone back on the return, just the
hooks and what ever they're touching. The hook works |ike the
rubber band on one of those paddl eball things—energy's re-

quired to swat the ball away, and if a fly's in the way he'll go
too, but only the ball comes back. Even these coaches will stay
there. In fact," he added, and there was enough light fromthe

| anps for Doyle to see his grin, "I noted on ny own jaunt that

even one's clothes stay there, though hair and fingernails
somehow stay attached. So Treff got in on at |east part of the
fun." He laughed. "That's probably why he's only getting a

fifty percent refund.”

Doyl e was gl ad now of the tarpaulin curtain around the |ot.
The two coaches drew up to the fence, and through the
chain links Doyle could see the truck, its w de side panel slid
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all the way open. A wooden stage, only about a foot high but
nmore than a dozen yards |long and wi de, had been set up on the
patch of dirt next to the truck but just inside the fence, and
it boomed and rattled |like a dozen druns when the drivers
goaded the horses to pull the coaches up onto it. A nunber of
men, already | ooking anachronistic in 1983 junpsuits, quickly
set up al um num pol es and draped a stiff and evidently heavy
cloth over them so that the two coaches were in a |arge cubica
tent. The fabric of the tent gleaned dully in the contained

| anpl i ght, and Doyl e | eaned way out of his seat to brush it

with his fingers.
"A nmesh of woven steel strands sheathed in | ead," Benner

sai d, his voice sounding louder in the enclosed space. "The
sanme stuff ny robe and hood were made of this afternoon,™
he added nore quietly. "The truck's tented too, on three

si des."
Doyl e was trying not to | et Benner see his hands trenbling.

"I's there an actual blast?" he asked, forcing his voice not to

quaver. "WII we feel any concussion?"
"No, you don't really feel anything. Just... dislocation."
Doyl e coul d hear people whispering in the carriage bel ow

him and fromthe other one he heard Darrow s |augh. One of

the horses echoingly stanped a hoof.
"VWhat are they waiting for?" Doyl e whispered.
"CGot to give those'nen tine to make it to the gate and get

outside."
Even though the coaches were halted, Doyle still felt sick,
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and the oil and nmetal smell of the peculiar tent was becomn ng
unbearable. "I hate to say it," he whispered, "but that snel
i S- n

Abruptly sonething shifted, violently but w thout notion,

and the sense of depth and space was extingui shed from every-
thing he could see, leaving only a flat dimmess in front of his
eyes splashed with patches of neaningless light; the roof rai
he was clutching was the only bearing he had—there was no

north and south, or up and down, and he found hinsel f back

in the dreamthe stewardess had awakened himfrom | ast

night, feeling the old Honda shift horrifyingly sideways on the
wet pavenent and then spill himinto a horizontal tunble of
shocki ng velocity, hearing Rebecca's screamend instantly at
the first punching inpact of the asphalt....

The wooden pl atform had dropped away from beneath

them a short distance, and it shattered when the four horses
and two coaches cane down on it. The ground was no | onger
flat, and the poles toppled i nward, burying everything a no-
ment | ater under the heavy folds of the | ead-sheathed fabric.

Doyl e wel comed t he pain when one of the falling poles re-
bounded fromthe coach roof and banged his shoul der, for it
established the here and now for him If it hurts it's got to be
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the real world, he thought dazedly, and he shook off the vivid
menory of the nmotorcycle crash. The snell he so disliked was
very intense, for a section of the collapsed tent was pressing
hi s head down onto the coach roof. And, he thought, prob-

ably nothing unites you with surrounding reality nore thor-
oughly than being wingingly sick

Just when he thought he had gathered the energy, though,

the lead curtain was hauled off him and the fresh night air he
found hinsel f breathing nade the whole idea of vomiting

seem sel f-i ndul gent and affected. He | ooked around at the
moonlit field the coaches stood in, bordered by tall trees.

"You okay, Brendan?" Benner said for, Doyle realized, the
second tine.

"Yeah, sure, I'mfine. Jesus, what a junp, huh? Is every-
body el se okay? How about the horses?" Doyl e was proud of
hi msel f for asking such unruffled, businesslike questions,
t hough he wi shed he could talk nore quietly and stop bobbing

hi s head.

"Take it easy, will you?" Benner said. "Everything' s fine.
Here—drink." He unscrewed the top of a flask and handed it
to Doyl e.

44
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A nmoment | ater Doyle was reflecting that |iquor was even
more effective than pai n—er, probably, throw ng up—n
reconciling one to reality. "Thanks," he said nore quietly,

handing it back.

Benner nodded, pocketed the flask, vaulted to the broken
platform and strode off it to where four of the six other
guards were spading up a patch of earth and, with gl oved
hands, folding up the lead tent cloth; in so short a tine that
Doyl e knew they nust have practiced it they had buried the

fol ded-up bal e of fabric and scranbl ed back up to their places

on the coaches.
"You should see the platform" Benner renmarked, hardly

panting. "A good three inches was sheared of f the bottom of
it when we junped. If we hadn't been up on it the horses
woul d have | ost their hooves and the wheel s woul d each have a

section gone."

The drivers snapped the reins and the coaches noved
unevenly forward off the crunpl ed boards and onto the grass.
At a slow pace they began to nake their way across the field.

In a few mnutes they had reached a stand of w Il ows that
screened them fromthe road, and one of the guards junped to
the ground and sprinted ahead. Crouching, he glanced right
and left, and nade a patting, keep-your-head-down gesture; a
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few nonents |later an open carriage rattled past fromleft to
right, headed for the city. Doyle stared after it in fascination,
awed to think that the cheery-looking couple he'd glinpsed
through the willow branches would very likely be dead a cen-
tury before he was born

The reins flapped and harnesses jingled as the horses ad-
vanced to the ditch and, with sone effort and backsli di ng,
pul l ed the coaches across it and onto the road. Wheeling
around to the right they set off, and in a minute were rocking
al ong at a good speed east, toward London. The coach | anps,
which had fluttered and flickered during the jiggling passage
across the ditch, settled down now to a regular back and forth
sway on their hooks, casting yellow highlights on the horses
backs and the brightwork on the coaches, but otherw se dim
med by the noonlight that frosted the trees and made the road

glow like a track of pal est ashes.
If your heels be ninble and light, Doyle thought, you may

get there by candle-Ilight.

CHAPTER 2

"I am borne darkly, fearfully afar..."
—Percy Bysshe Shel | ey

ABOVE THE CROWNDED si dewal ks the wi ndows of the stately,

" bal coni ed buildings of Oxford Street were all aglow with

| anplight on this young Saturday evening; elegantly dressed
men and wonen were to be seen everywhere, wandering arm

in arm silhouetted by shop wi ndows and open doorways,
stepping into or alighting fromthe hansom cabs that jostled
one another for positions at the curb. The air was cl anmorous
with the shouting of the cab drivers, the whirring clatter of
hundreds of coach wheels on the cobbl estones, and, a little
more pleasantly, the rhythm c chanting of street vendors who
had strayed west fromthe weekly fair in Tottenham Court
Road. From his perch Doyle could snell horses, cigar snoke,
hot sausages and perfume on the chilly night breeze.

When they turned right onto Broad Street Benner pulled

one of his pistols—a four-barrelled thing, looking all spidery
with its multiple flintcocks and flashpan covers—onpl etely
out of the | eather sack and | eaned his el bow on the coach roof
with the gun very evident, pointed at the sky. Looking up
front, Doyle saw that all the guards had done the sane.

"We're entering the St. G les rookery," Benner expl ai ned.
"Some very rough types about, but they won't interfere with a
body of arned nen."

45

46
TI M POAERS

THE ANUBI S GATES

file:/lIF|/rah/Tim%20Powers/Powers,%20Tim%20-%20The%20Anubis%20Gates%20UC.txt (37 of 329) [7/17/03 11:44:52 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Tim%20Powers/Powers,%20Tim%620-%20T he%20A nubi s%20Gates%20U C.txt

47

Doyl e | ooked around with a wary interest at the narrow

all eys and courts that snaked away fromthe street, nost of
themdark, but a fewlit by reflections of sone snoky |ight
around a corner. There was nuch nore street-selling here, on
the main street at |east, and the coaches passed dozens of cof-
fee stalls, old clothes stands, and crates of vegetabl es watched
over by form dable ol d women who puffed clay pipes and

wat ched the crowd through narrowed eyes. A nunber of peo-

pl e shouted things at the two coaches, in so thick an accent
that- Doyl e could catch only an occasional "dam" or

"bl cody," but their tone seenmed nore jocular than threaten-

i ng.
He | ooked behi ndhand then touched Benner's arm "Didn't

mean to startle you," he said quickly. "That wagon back
t here—behind the potato cart—the thing that |ooks |like a
Conest oga wagon. It's been behind us ever since we got onto

t he Bayswat er Road."

"For God's sake, Brendan, we've only nade one turn since

then," Benner hissed inpatiently. He did turn around,
though. "Hell, that's just . . ." Suddenly he | ooked
thoughtful. "I believe it'sa gypsy wagon."

"Gypsies again," said Doyle. "They didn't use to—+ nean
they don't usually cone into big cities nmuch, do they?"

"l don't know," Benner said slowy. "I'mnot even sure it
is a gypsy wagon, but I'Il nmention it to Darrow "

The street narrowed and darkened as they rattled down St
Martin's Lane and passed the tall old church, and the groups
of men that watched their passage fromlow, dinmy lit door-
ways made Doyl e gl ad of Benner's weapons; then it broadened
out into light and festivity again when they cane to the w de
boul evard that was the Strand. Benner worked his com
plicated gun back into its sack

"The Crown and Anchor's just around the corner," he
said. "And | haven't seen your gypsy wagon for the |ast

several bl ocks."

Bet ween two buil di ngs Doyl e got a quick view of the river

Thames, glittering in the noonlight. It seemed to himthat a
bridge wasn't there that he'd seen there on his 1979 visit, but
before he had tine really to orient hinself they'd turned into a
little street and squeaked to a halt in front of a two-storied
hal f-ti nmbered building with a sign swi nging over the open
doorway. The Crown and Anchor, Doyl e read.

Drops of rain began pattering down as the guests stepped

out of the coaches. Darrow noved to the front, his hands
buried in a furry muff. "You," he said, nodding at the man
who' d driven the forward coach, "park the cars. The rest of
us'll be inside. Conme on, all." He led the party of seventeen
into the warmh of the tavern
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"Good God, sir," exclaimed the boy who hurried up to

them "all of you for dinner? Should have | et us know in ad-
vance, they'd have opened the back banquet room But see if
there's enough chairs to settle on in the taproom and—

"We haven't cone for dinner," said Darrow inpatiently.
"We've cone to hear M. Coleridge speak."

"Have ye?" The boy turned and shouted down a hall, "M.
Law ence! Here's a whole | ot nore people that thought it was
this Saturday that the poet fellow was to speak here!"

Every bit of color left Darrow s face, and suddenly he was a

very old man dressed up in ludicrous clothes. The nuff fell off
hi s hands and t hunped on the hardwood floor. No one spoke,

t hough Doyl e, beneath his shock and di sappoi ntnent, could

feel a fit of hysterical laughter building up to critical nass in-
si de hinsel f.

A harried-1ooking man, followed by a pudgy old fellow with

long gray hair, hurried up to them "I'm Law ence, the man-
ager," he said. "M . Mntagu set up the |ecture for next

Sat urday, the eighth of October, and | can't help it that you' ve
all cone tonight. M. Mntagu isn't here, and he'd be upset

if-"

Doyl e had gl anced, and was now staring, at the chubby, ill-
seeni ng man besi de Lawence, who blinked at themall apol o-
getically while the manager was speaking. In his mounting
excitenment Doyle raised a hand so quickly that the manager
halted in nid-sentence, and he | eaned forward and said to the
man beside Lawence, "M . Coleridge, | believe?"

"Yes," the man said, "and | do apol ogize to you all for—=

"Excuse nme." Doyle turned to Lawence. "The boy in-
dicated that there is a banquet roomnot in use."

"Well, yes, that's true, but it hasn't been swept and there's
no fire... and besides, M. Mntagu—

"Montagu won't mnd." He turned to Darrow, who was

recovering his color. "I'msure you nust have brought suit-
abl e cash to cover energencies, M. Darrow," he said. "And
imagine that if you give this fell ow enough of it he'll have a

fire built and provisions brought to us in this banquet room
After all, M. Coleridge clearly thought it was to be this even-
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ing, and so did we, so why should we listen to himout on the
street when there are taverns about with unused roons? |'m
sure,”" he said to Lawence, "even M. Mntagu can't fault

the logic of that."

"Wl l," said the manager reluctantly, "it will mean taking
several of our people away fromtheir proper duties... we wll
all have to take extra pains ..."
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"A hundred gold sovereigns!" cried Darrow wildly.

"Done," choked Lawrence. "But keep your voice down,
pl ease. "

Col eridge | ooked horrified. "Sir, | couldn't permt—=

"I"'ma disgustingly wealthy man," Darrow said, his poise
regai ned. "Money is nothing to ne. Benner, fetch it fromthe
coach while M. Lawence here shows us to the banquet

room" He clapped one arm around Col eri dge's shoul ders

and the other around Doyle's and foll owed the bustling, eager
figure of the manager.

"By your accents | surnmise you are American?" said Col -

eridge, a little bew |l dered. Doyle noted that the man pro-
nounced his r's; it nust be the Devonshire accent, he thought,
still present after all these years. Sonmehow that added to the
i mpression of vulnerability Col eridge projected.

"Yes,
mond. "

Darrow answered. "W're fromVirginia. Rich-

"Ah. |'ve always wished to visit the United States. Sone
friends and | planned to, at one tinme."

The banquet room on the far side of the building, was dark

and very cold. "Never m nd sweeping," said Darrow, ener-
getically flipping chairs off the long table and setting them
upright on the floor. "Get sonme light in here, and a fire, and a
|l ot of wine and brandy, and we'll be fine."

"At once, M. Darrow," said Lawence, and rushed out
of the room

Col eri dge had another sip of the brandy and got to his feet.
He | ooked around at the conpany, which now nunbered
twenty-one, for three men who'd been dining in one of the
ot her roons had heard what was goi ng on and decided to join
the group. One had flipped open a notebook and held a penci
expectantly.

"As you all *know doubtl ess at |least as well as |I," the poet
began, "the entire tone of English literature was altered,
dropped into a m nor and sonber key, at the accession of

Cromwel | 's Parlianent party, when the popularly styled
Roundheads succeeded, despite the 'divine right of kings,' in
beheadi ng Charles the First. The Athenian splendors of Eliza-
beth's reign, or rather her age, for her years enbraced a com
bined glory of all disciplines that our nation has not at any
other time seen, gave way to the austerity of the Puritans, who
eschewed ali ke the extravagances and the bright insights of
their historical predecessors. Now John MI|ton was already
thirty-four years old when Cromael| cane into power, and

t hus, although he supported the Parlianent party and wel -
conmed the new enphasis on stern discipline and self-control,
hi s nmodes of thought had been fornmed during the twlight of
the previous period..."

As Col eridge went on, losing his apologetic tone and begi n-
ning to speak nore authoritatively as he warmed to his sub-
ject, Doyle found hinself glancing around at the conpany.
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The stranger with the notebook was busily scribbling away in
sonme sort of shorthand, and Doyle realized that he nust be the
school t eacher Darrow nmentioned |last night. He stared en-
viously at the notebook; if luck's with ne, he thought, | may
be able to get ny hands on that, a hundred and seventy years
fromnow. The man | ooked up and caught Doyle's eye, and
sm | ed. Doyl e nodded and quickly | ooked away. Don't be

| ooki ng around, he thought furiously—-keep witing.

The Thi bodeaus were both staring at Col eridge through

hal f-cl osed eyes, and for a noment Doyle feared the old

coupl e was dozing off; then he recognized their blank expres-
sion as intense concentration, and he knew they were record-

ing the lecture, in their own mnds, as conpletely as any video-
tape machi ne coul d.

Darrow was wat ching the poet with a quiet, pleased smle,

and Doyl e guessed that he wasn't even listening to the |ecture,
but was sinply glad that the audi ence seened satisfied with the
show.

Benner was staring down at his hands, as though this was
just an interlude, a rest period before some great effort to
conme. Could he be worrying, Doyle wondered, about the

return trip through that slumarea? He didn't seemvery con-
cerned on the ride down.

"Thus MIton refines the question dowmn to a matter of

faith," said Coleridge, bringing the lecture to a close, "and a
kind of faith nore independent, autononobus—nore truly

strong, as a matter of fact—than the Puritans really sought.
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Faith, he tells us, is not an exotic bloomto be |aboriously
mai nt ai ned by the exclusion of nbst aspects of the day to day
worl d, nor a useful delusion to be supported by sophistries
and half-truths like a child' s belief in Father Christnmas—not,
in short, a prudently unregarded adherence to a constructed
creed; but rather nust be, if anything, a clear-eyed recognition
of the patterns and tendencies, to be found in every piece of
the world's fabric, which are the |lineanments of God. This is
why religion can only be advice and clarification, and cannot
carry any spurs of enforcenent—for only belief and behavior
that is independently arrived at, and then chosen, can be

prai sed or blanmed. This being the case, it can be seen as a
crimnal abridgnment of a person's rights willfully to keep him
in ignorance of any facts or opinions—no pi ece can be judged

i nadm ssible, for the nore stones, both bright and dark, that
are added to the nosaic, the clearer is our picture of God."

He paused and | ooked over. his audience; then, "Thank
you," he said, and sat down. "Are there any questions or
anplifications or disagreenents?" Doyle noticed that as the
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fire of oratory |eft himhe becane again the plunp, npdest
old fellow they had met in the entry hall—during the |lecture
he'd been a nore inpressive figure.

Percy Thi bodeau geni ally accused Col eri dge of having read

his own convictions into MIlton's essay, quoting in support
sonme of his own essays, and the obviously flattered poet
replied at some |length, pointing out the nany points on which
he differed with MIton; "But when dealing with a nan of
Mlton's stature," he said with a snmile, "vanity pronpts ne to
dwel | upon the opinions | share with him"

Darrow fished a watch from hi s wai stcoat pocket, glanced

at it and got to his feet. "I'mafraid our party will have to be
on our way now," he said. "Time and tide wait for no nan,

and we've got a |ong voyage ahead of us."

Chairs rutched noisily back fromthe table and people got to
their feet and began funbling arns through coat-sl eeves.
Nearly everyone, including Doyle, nade a point of shaking
hands with Col eri dge, and Percy Thi bodeau ki ssed hi mon the
cheek. "Your Sara could hardly Chject to a kiss froma

worman ny age," she said.

The wonman Doyl e suspected to be a celebrity spirituali st
had, sure enough, begun to go into some kind of trance, and
Benner hurried over and, smiling, whispered sonething to her.

She canme out of it instantly, and allowed herself to be |ed by
the el bow out of the room

"Benner," said Darrow. "Ch, sorry, carry on. M. Doyle
—woul d you please go tell Citheroe to bring the coaches
around front?"

"Certainly." Doyle paused in the doorway to take a | ast

| ook at Col eri dge—he was afraid he hadn't pai d enough atten-
tion, hadn't got as much out of the evening as, say, the Thibo-
deaus—and then he sighed and turned away.

The hall was dark, and the floor uneven, and Benner and

the unhappy medi um were not in sight. Doyle groped his way
around a corner, but instead of the entry hall found hinsel f at
the foot of a staircase, the bottomfew steps of which were lit
by a candle in a wall cresset. It must be the other way, he

t hought, and turned around.

He started violently, for a very tall man was standi ng di-
rectly behind him his face was craggy and unpl easantly |ined,
as if froma long lifetinme of disagreeable expressions, and his
head was as bald as a vulture's.

"God, you startled ne," Doyle exclainmed. "Excuse ne, |
seemto have—

Wth surprising strength the nan sei zed Doyl e's hand and,
whirling himabout, wenched it up between his shoul der

bl ades, and just as Doyl e gasped at the sudden pain a wet cloth
was pressed over his face so that instead of air he inhaled the
sharply aromatic funes of ether. He was off bal ance anyway,

so he kicked backward with the strength of total panic, and he
felt the heel of his boot collide hard with bone, but the power-
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ful arns that held himdidn't even flinch. H's struggles nmade
himgulp in nore of the fumes in spite of his efforts to hold his
breath. He could feel a warm bul k of unconsci ousness swelling

in the back of his head, and he wondered frantically why

sonmeone, Darrow, Benner, Coleridge even, didn't round the

corner and shout an alarm

Wth his last flicker of bew | dered consciousness it occurred
to himthat this nust be the "cadaverous ol d bal d- headed

guy" that Benner had startled in his tent in Islington in 1805,
five years or a few hours ago.

The evening's ride, which Damabl e Ri chard had been en-
joying as a respite fromthe sweaty | abor of nelting down
nore of an apparently endl ess supply of Britannia netal
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spoons, had now been spoiled for himby WIbur's description
of how their quarry had appeared in that field. "I sneaked out
and followed the old man," W/I bur had whi spered to him as

they waited on the driver's bench of the wagon for their chief
to return, "and he went through the woods slow, by stops and
starts, carrying a couple of his weird toys—he had that clay
pot with acid and lead in it, you know, that stings you if you
touch the two netal buttons on top? He kept stopping to

touch it, the Beng only knows why, and | could see his hand
junp back every tine when it stung him And he had that

tel escope thing with rutter pictures init." Richard knew he
meant the sextant; W/ bur could never understand that it was
not called the sex-tent, and so he'd al ways assuned the chief
was | ooking at dirty pictures when he peered through it. "And
he stopped a ot of tinmes to ook through it—+o keep his bl ood

flowi ng quick, | judge. So | watched himfrombehind a tree as
he started out across that field, looking at his tit pictures and
then stinging hinmself, |ike maybe he was sorry. Then one tine

he touched the pot and his hand didn't junp back. He | ooked

at it and shook it and touched it again, and he didn't jerk, so
knew it was broken. Right after that he ran back to the trees
qui ck, no stops this time, and | flattened out, afraid he'd see
me. He didn't, though, and when | peeked up he was behind

a tree maybe fifty yards away fromne, staring hard at the
enpty field. So | did too, nore than a little scared, because
what ever he was up to had even himacting junpy."

As W bur paused for breath, Richard had reached into his

shirt and held his finger and thunb over the ears of his little
wooden nonkey, for he always suspected scary talk would

upset it. "Well," WIbur had gone on, "we stayed there for a
few mnutes, and | didn't dare | eave for fear he'd hear ne.

And, all of a sudden there was a |oud thunp sound, and a

qui ck gust of wind in the treetops, and | |ooked out just in
time to see a big black tent collapsing in the mddle of the
field." He had squeezed Damabl e Ri chard's shoul der at this
point. "And it wasn't there when | peeked out a few seconds
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before! It just appeared there, you see? | made wardi ng signs
and said 'Garlic!' about a dozen tines, for anybody could see
this was the Beng's work. Then a couple of fancy-dressed
chals conme crawling out fromunder the tent and pull it away,
and what do you think? There were two coaches inside, with
their lanmps burning and all! And people in both of them and
horses harnessed up all ready to go. And one of these bengo

chal s says, real loud, 'What a junp! |Is everybody all right?
How about the horses?' Another one shushed him Then a

couple of themfolded up their tent and buried it, and the two
coaches headed for the road. That's when the chief ran back

to canp, me right behind, and got us into this wagon to foll ow
them"

W bur had now retired to the back of the wagon and was,

to judge by his |oud, slow breathing, seizing the opportunity
to take a short nap. Damable Richard envied himthe ability
sinmply to stop thinking about upsetting things. The old gypsy
shifted uneasily on the driver's bench and stared at the back
door of the Crown and Anchor. Even being in the city nade

hi m nervous, what with all the gorgios staring at him and the
prast amengros al ways eager to clap a Romany chal into

prison, but to learn that there was sorcery afoot toamade his
head ache with the danger of it all. Richard had an un-
gypsylike ability to conpare past and present situations, and
he wi shed forlornly that old Arenophis Fi kee hadn't disap-
peared, eight years ago; the picking had been rich enough

when he was their chief, and life had been a | ot |ess stressful
He put his hand into his shirt again and petted the nonkey's
head reassuringly with his thunb.

The tavern's back door squeaked open and Doct or

Romany, carrying a |linmp body over his shoul der, bobbed
across the alley toward the wagon. "Up, WIlbur," R chard
hi ssed, a nonment before their chief appeared at the back
openi ng.

"Help ne get this fellowin, WIbur," said Romany softly.
"Avo, rya," said the instantly alert WI bur.

"Carefully, you idiot. Don't bang his head— need what's

init. Avo, on the blankets, that's kushto. Now bind and gag
him" The old chief drew the back opening shut, laced it up,
and then, surprisingly agile in his spring-soled shoes, hurried
around and clinbed up on the driver's bench beside Ri chard.
"They're evidently about to | eave here," he said. "I netted
one, but let's follow the rest."

"Avo, rya," acknow edged Richard. He clicked his tongue

at the horses and the wagon surged forward, the canvas cover
flappi ng as the high iron hoops rocked back and forth. They
turned onto the Strand two bl ocks east of the Crown and
Anchor, and then drewin to the curb

They waited nearly half an hour, during which tine a
nunber of pedestrians wandered up, attracted by the ornately
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pai nted letters that spelled out DOCTOR ROVANY' S
TRAVELLI NG EGYPCI AN FAI R across the canvas si des of
the wagon. Then Romany's eyes narrowed. "Richard! There

they go at |ast—after them™

The reins snapped and the wagon swung out into traffic.

The street was crowded with carriages and hansons, the two
coaches were receding quickly, and the old gypsy had to stand
up on the foot board and use every bit of his horse-handling
skill even to keep their quarry in sight.

Doctor Romany pulled a watch from his pocket as they

careened to the right into St. Martin's Lane, am d angry and
scared yells fromother drivers, and he eyed it and then thrust
it away. "They nust intend to get back to the gate before it
closes," Richard heard himsay to hinself.

The three hastening vehicles, two together and one trailing,
retraced the course they'd followed earlier in the evening, and
by the time they were clattering west on Oxford Street Richard
was sure that the lone man perched at the rear of the second
coach had noticed that there was a wagon behi nd them mat ch-

ing their speed. And as soon as Hyde Park had swung past on

the left and they were surrounded by dark fields, there was a
muzzl e flash and a hol |l ow knocki ng sound fromthe second

coach, and a pistol ball spanged off the iron hoop over

Ri chard' s head.

"Pre nmy mullo dados!" the old gypsy exclainmed, instinc-
tively reining in alittle. "The bugger's shooting at us!"

"Dam your dead father and speed up!" shouted Romany.
"I'"ve got a bullet-deflecting spell working."

Richard gritted his teeth and, shielding his poor wooden
nmonkey with one arm whi pped the horses up to their forner
speed again. The air was danp and chilly, and he w shed
unhappily that he was back in his tent, |aboring over the hot

nmol ds and nelting pots.

"They're definitely going back to that field on the road side
of the trees," Romany told him "Pull off on this next path
and we'll 1 oop around to our camp."”

"I's that why you had us set up where we did, rya?" asked
Ri chard as he gratefully reined in and |l et the two speeding
coaches recede along the road. "Did you know t hese peopl e

woul d be coni ng?"

"l knew somebody ni ght cone,” Romany muttered
The wagon lurched and rocked along the rutted track that
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| ed away fromthe Bayswater Road and around to the south of

the belt of trees. There was no one standing by the tents and
snol deri ng canpfires, but the wagon was net by several dogs,
who stared at the new arrivals and then trotted to the tents to
let their masters know, by tail-waggi ng and prancing, that the
arrivals were fell ow gypsies. A nonent |later a couple of nmen
appeared and approached the halted wagon.

Romany junped to the ground, wincing as the springs on

the bottons of his shoes clacked shut and the ground jarred
him "Take our prisoner to your tent, Richard," he said,
"and nmake sure he's neither hurt nor allowed any opportunity
to escape.”

"Avo, rya," the old gypsy called as their chief sprinted

away, springing and bobbing crazily, toward the trees that
divided this field fromthe one where, according to WIbur, the
mur der ous strangers had materialized.

Recalling Wl bur's bold spying, R chard suddenly resol ved

not to be outdone. "Take himto ny tent, WIbur," he said,
"and bind himup like an old shoe—+'Il be back." He gave the
gratifyingly goggl e-eyed gypsy a big wink, and then set off in
pursuit of the chief.

He slanted a bit to the left, so as to reach the trees a few
hundred feet west of where Romany had—he coul d hear the

old man picking his way quietly, though not as quietly as a
gypsy, between the trees off to his right, and by the tine
Romany had positioned hinself behind a wide trunk at the
edge of the field Richard was already prone behind a hum
nock, having made no noise at all

The coaches were huddl ed next to each other in the niddle

of the field, and everyone had got out of them and gathered in
a group a few yards away. Richard counted seventeen of them
and several were wonen.

"WIIl you listen to me?" one old man said loudly, clearly
upset. "We couldn't have | ooked for himany longer. As it is
we cut our safety margin dangerously slim Hell, we've only
just got here, and there are only a few seconds left until the
gap cl oses. Doyl e evidently deci ded—=

There was a nmuted thunp, and they all fell linply to the
ground. Then Richard noticed that the huddl ed piles were just
cl ot hes—the people who'd worn them were gone. The horses
and coaches stood unattended in the enpty nmoonlit field.

"They were nullo chals," Richard whispered, horrified.
"CGhosts! Garlic garlic garlic." He could see Doctor Romany
hurryi ng out across the field, so he got to his feet and pulled
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the nonkey out of his shirt. "You don't even have to tell ne,
he whispered to it. "W're going." He hurried back through
the trees to the canp.

file:/lIF|/rah/Tim%20Powers/Powers,%20Tim%20-%20The%20Anubis%20Gates%20UC.txt (46 of 329) [7/17/03 11:44:52 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Tim%20Powers/Powers,%20Tim%620-%20T he%20A nubi s%20Gates%20U C.txt

Though Doyl e couldn't work up the strength to open his

eyes at first, the awful antiseptic taste and snell that filled his
head | et him know he was back at the dental surgeon's office,

in the recovery room He felt around the inside of his nouth

with his tongue, trying to figure out which teeth they'd pulled
this tinme. It occurred to himthat it was a damn | unpy couch

they'd laid himon—-and where, he wondered petulantly, is the

nurse with nmy hot chocol ate?

He opened his eyes and was annoyed to see that he wasn't in

the dental office at all, and therefore probably woul dn't be
getting any hot chocolate. He was in a tent, and by the |ight of
a lantern on a nearby table he could see two dark men with

moust aches and earrings staring at him for sone reason, fear-
fully. One of them the one with a good deal of gray in his
curly hair, was panting as if he'd just run a distance.

Doyl e couldn't seemto work his arns and | egs, but he sud-
denly renmenbered that he was in England, to give a | ecture on
Col eridge for mad old J. Cochran Darrow. And he told ne

there was a hotel roomfor nme, he thought angrily. Is that
what he calls this goddanm tent? And who are these cl owns?

"Where is he?" he croaked. "Were's Darrow?" The two

men just stepped back a pace, still staring rudely. Conceivably
they didn't work for Darrow. "The old man | was with," he

said inpatiently. "Were is he?"

"CGone," said the one who' d been panti ng.

"Well call himup," Doyle said. "The nunber's probably in
t he book. "

The nen gasped, and one yanked a tittle wooden nonkey

out of a pocket and apparently squeezed its head between
thunb and forefinger. "We'll be calling up no gorgi o ghosts
for you, you chal of the Beng!" he hissed. "Aye, though the
nunmber of the beast is indeed in the gorgio Bible!"

At that noment a dog canme into the tent, wal ked in a quick
circle with its tail between its legs, and scuttled out.

"The rya is back," said the one with the nonkey. "Go out
through the back, WIbur.""'

"Avo," said W/ bur heartily, and crawl ed out under a flap
of the tent.

Doyl e was staring at the tent flap. Wen the dog had
THE ANUBI S GATES 57

knocked it aside coming in, he' d glinpsed open night outside,
and there had been a breath of cold air scented with trees and
grass. His nenory had at |ast shaken off the ether funmes and
clicked into gear, and he was anxi ously replaying the evening
in his head. Yes, the junp had worked, and then the city, and
that slum area, and yes, Coleridge! And Ms. Thi bodeau

kissed him. . . suddenly Doyl e's abdonen went holl ow and
cold, and he could feel cold sweat pop out on his forehead,
for he remenbered the bald man seizing him Ch ny God, he
thought in horror, | mssed the return junp, | was outside the
field when the gap ended!
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The flap was pulled open, and the bald man who' d ab-

ducted himfromthe Crown and Anchor entered the tent,
bouncing wildly as he noved. He took a cigar out of a pocket
and crossed to the table, bent down over the lantern and
puffed it alight. Moving to the cot, he grabbed Doyle's head in
one powerful hand and held the Iit end of the cigar toward
Doyl e's left eye. In panic Doyle arched his body and thunped
hi s bound heels up and down, but in spite of the most strenu-
ous struggling his head was held notionless. He could feel the
heat on his eye through his clenched shut eyelid; the coa
couldn't have been nore than a half inch away. "Ch ny God,
stop it!" he burst out. "Help, stop it, get himaway from

me!"

After a noment the heat went away and his head was re-

| eased. He rolled his head fromside to side, blinking tears out
of his left eye. When he could | ook at things again he saw the
bal d man standi ng over the cot, puffing thoughtfully on the
cigar.

"I will knowit all," the bald man remarked. "You will tel

me where you people cane from how you use the gates for
travel, how you discovered the gates— will know all of it. Do
I make nysel f plain?"

"Yes," wail ed Doyle. God damm J. Cochran Darrow, he
t hought furiously, and may his cancer eat himalive. It wasn't

my job to go fetch the coaches! "Yes, I'Il tell you everything.
In fact, I'll nmake you a wealthy man if you'll do me a favor."
"A favor," repeated the old man wonderingly.

"Yes." Doyl e's cheek itched where tears had run across it,

and it was driving himmad that he couldn't scratch it. "And
I'"'mnot kidding about nmaking you wealthy. | can tell you
property to buy, things to invest in ... | can probably even tell
you where to find hidden treasure if | can have tine to think
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about it ... gold in California ... the tonb of Tutank-
hanmen ..."

Doct or Romany cl utched a couple of the | oops of rope over

Doyl e's chest and lifted himhalf off the cot, bending down so
that his face was only inches from Doyle's. "You peopl e know

that ?" he whi spered. "Were it is?"
Doyl e's hal f dangling position was nmaking the rope bite into

his sides and shoul ders so painfully that he felt near |osing
consci ousness again, but he could see that he had sonehow

di spl eased this nurderous old man. "Wat," he choked,

"where King Tut's tonb is? Yes—put me down, | can't

breat he!l "
Romany opened his hand and Doyl e sl amred back onto the

cot, his already dizzy head rebounding fromthe canvas.
"Where is it, then?" asked Romany in a dangerously qui et

Voi ce.
Doyl e | ooked around wildly. The only other person in the
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tent was the old gypsy with the nonkey, and he was staring at
Doyl e fearfully and nmuttering some word over and over again.
"Well," Doyle said uncertainly, "I'll nake a bargain with—

A few nonents later he realized that the reason his ear was
ringing and his cheek felt both hot and nunmb was that the old
man had gi ven him a hard open-handed blow to the side of the

head.
"Where is it, then?" Romany repeated gently.

"Jesus, man, take it easy!" Suddenly he was certain that his
tornentor somehow al ready knew where it was, and was in ef-
fect calling his bluff. He saw Romany's hand draw back
again. "In the Valley of Kings!" he blurted, "under the huts
of the worknmen who built sone other pharaoh's tonb!

Ranses or sonebody."
The old man scow ed, and for several |ong seconds did

not hing but puff on his cigar. Then, "You will tell nme
everything," he said. He dragged a chair over and sat down,
but at that monment the dog trotted in again and, turning

around toward the tent opening, grow ed softly.
"CGorgios," whispered the old gypsy. He peered through the

tent flap. "Duvel save us, rya, it's prastanengros!"”

Doyl e took a deep breath, feeling |ike soneone about to
junp from a dangerous hei ght, and shouted, "He-e-e-elp!"
with all the volume he could wing out of his lungs and throat.

Instantly the old gypsy whirled and | aunched a flying kick at
the lantern, which shattered and sprayed burning oil across
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one wall of the tent; Romany had sinultaneously clapped a

hand over Doyl e's nouth and w enched his head around so

that he was staring at the dirt floor; and Doyle heard the old
gypsy vyell, "Help! Fire!" a nonent before Doctor Ronany's

fist landed just behind his left ear, propelling himonce again
i nto unconsci ousness.

A couple of tents were burning, and it annoyed Doyl e t hat

he couldn't get his eyes to focus; he wanted to postpone
worryi ng about the wooly-tasting gag stuffed in his nmouth and
the ropes that pressed his wists against his hips, and these
fires seemed like they'd be a first-rate distraction if he could
just manage to see them He vaguely renmenbered being

propped in a sitting position at the base of this tree by the
al arm ng bald man, who had paused to take Doyl e's pul se and
thunb open his eyelids to peer intently into each eye before
hurrying back to where all the fire and shouting were. That
was what had really awakened hi mthe pain of the man's
callused thunb on his burned eyelid.

Tilting his head back, he was startled to see two noons in
the sky. His brain was working like a car that badly needs a
tune-up, but he quickly deduced that this neant he was seeing
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doubl e, and that therefore there was only one tent burning.
Wth a physical effort he nade the two noons coal esce into
one. He brought his head back down, and saw one fire. A

wave of cool air seened to sluice through the hot nurkiness of
his mnd, and he was suddenly aware of things—the grass and
pebbl es under him the rough treetrunk agai nst his back and
the pai nful constriction of the ropes.

Wth no warning, a surge of nausea brought Darrow s el e-

gant snacks up to the back of his throat, and he rigidly over-
rode the reflex and swal |l owed them back down. The ni ght

breeze was chilly on the sweat that had suddenly nisted his
face and hands, and he forced hinself not to think about what
woul d have happened if he'd thrown up while still uncon-

scious with the gag in his nouth. He set to work on getting rid
of it, tonguing it forward and then holding it between his teeth
so that his tongue could nove back and push again. At |ast he
had forced it out of his nmouth, under the | eather |oop that had
held it in place, and he shook his head until it spun away onto
the grass. He breathed deeply through his open nouth and

tried to collect his thoughts. He couldn't renenber what had
led up to himbeing dunped out here to watch the fire, but he
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did renenber the old man's cigar, and one good belt across
the face. Al npbst without conscious decision he hiked hinself
away fromthe tree, flopped flat on the ground, and began

rolling away.
He was getting dizzy and losing his newwon clarity of

t hought, but he kept it up across the dark grass, pressing him
self up with one heel, rocking hinself over with a heave of his
shoul der, and then letting the nomentum of the roll help set
himup for the next one. He had to stop twice to be violently
sick, and he was profoundly thankful that he'd managed to

get rid of the gag. After a while he'd conpletely forgotten why
he was engaging in this peculiar formof |oconotion, and he

i magi ned he was a pencil rolling toward the edge of a desk, or
alit cigar rolling off the armof a chair—but he didn't want to

t hi nk about cigars.

Suddenly he was rolling in mdair, and he tensed convul -
sively a nonent before plunging into icy rushing water. He
bobbed up to the surface but couldn't nake his col d-shocked
lungs take in any air, and then he was under again, his arms
and | egs straining usel essly against the ropes. Here's where |
di e, he thought—-but he kept kicking, and the next time his

head was out of water he gasped a deep breath.

After he got his initial panic under control he discovered
that it wasn't too difficult to float along feet forenpst and
jackknife up every half mnute or so to take a breath. This
stream probably shall ows out sonetine before it reaches the
Thanmes, he thought, and when it does |I'I|l sonmehow flop ny

way to shore
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Hi s heel caught agai nst sonething, sw nging himaround to

thunp his shoul der agai nst a rock, and he yelped in pain. The
next rock caught him across the mddle, and he forced his tor-
tured stomach nmuscles to keep himcurled around it while he
got his breath back. The flow ng water at his back was hel pi ng
him stay on the rock, but he could feel hinself slipping off—
the nails of one hand scrabbled ineffectually against the wet
stone—and all at once he had | ost confidence in his ability to

get to shore unai ded
"He-e-elp!" he yelled, and the effort of yelling both

| oosened his grip on the rock and brought back the other tine
that night that he'd shouted the sanme thing. Duvel save us,
rya, it's prastanmengros! he thought as he bobbed away
downstream again, nearly all of his strength gone

He shouted for help twice nore as he was carried al ong,
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spi nning hel plessly now, his head to the front as often as his
feet, and when he'd despairingly realized that he could man-
age only one nore yell, and porpoised hinself well out of the
water, lungs filled to make it a good | oud one, sonething cold
and sharp ni pped through his coat and yanked hi m back

agai nst the current.

He expelled the breath in a wild ululating scream of sur-
pri se.

"CGood Lord, man," exclainmed a startled voice from near -
by. "give o' er, you' re being rescued!"

"I think you broke his spine. Dad," said a girl's voice
eagerly.

"Sit down, Sheila, |I've done nothing of the sort. Over on
the far side, there, we don't want the boat to capsize when |
drag this wetch aboard."

Doyl e was being pulled jerkily backward through the water,
and | ooki ng over his shoul der he saw several people in a
rowboat with bul ging sides; an older man was drawing in the

| ong, hooked pole that he'd snagged himwi th. Doyl e gave his
weight to the hook and let hinself relax totally, leaning his
head back in the water and staring at the noon while he
gasped great, unhindered lungfuls of the cool night air.

"My God, Meg, will you look at this," said the man's voice

as the pole clattered on the gunwal es and two hands gri pped
Doyl e's shoul ders, "your man's tied up |ike a bloody top
before the string's yanked."

A woman nuttered sonething Doyle didn't hear

"Well," the man went on, "we can't just let himdrift past
with a wave and a nod, now, can we? Besides, |'msure he ap-
preciates the fact that we're poor hard-working merchants,

and even a Good Sanmaritan delay like this is costing us noney.
Stands to reason.” There was a locking click and then a knife
bl ade was sawi ng and snappi ng through the ropes with busi-
nessli ke ease. "That's it, feet up now, may as well get themall
Good, that's got it. Nowdam it, Sheila, didn't | tell you to
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sit over there?"

"I wanted to see if he'd been tortured,"” said the girl.
"Torture enough, 1'd call it, to be bound hand and foot and
pitched into the Chel sea Creek and then be fished out only to
have to listen to an idiot girl. Sit down."

The man lifted Doyle up by the collar, then reached out over
his shoul der and, flipping the sopping coattails aside and grab-
bi ng the wai stband of his pants, haul ed himover the gunwal e
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and onto the forward thwart. Doyle tried to cooperate, but
was too weak to do nore than brace his hands agai nst the gun-
wale as it went by under him He lay notionless on the thwart,

still absorbed with the pleasures of rel axi ng and breat hi ng.
"Thank you," he managed to gasp. "l couldn't have ... kept
afl oat... sixty nore seconds."”

"My husband saved your life," said a potato-faced old
woman sternly, leaning into his field of vision

"Now, Meg, he's as aware of that as you are, and |'m cer-
tain his gratitude will be handsonely expressed. Now |l et me
get us nmoving again, we're drifting in toward the bank," He
sat down on the center thwart and Doyl e heard the oarl ocks

rattle as he took up the oars. "I'lIl have to set to rowing with a
passion to make up for the time we've |lost, Meg," he said,

more |l oudly than necessary. "And we'll still probably be too

|late to get our usual spot at Billingsgate." He paused a no-

ment, and then the boat shuddered, and surged forward, as he

| eaned into the work.
The girl Sheila | eaned curiously over Doyle. "Gentlemanly

ni ce, those clothes was, before they got spoiled," she re-
mar ked.
Doyl e nodded. "Put '"emon for the first tine tonight," he

sai d hoarsely.

"Who was it tied you up and threw you in the creek?"
Havi ng regai ned his breath and sonme of his strength, Doyle

sat up dizzily. "Gypsies," he answered. "They, uh, robbed

me, too. Didn't |leave nme a cent— mean a si xpence."
"Ch God, Chris," the old woman interrupted, "he says he

hasn't got any noney. And he sounds |ike sone kind of

foreigner."”
The rhythmic clacking of the oars ceased. "Were do you

hail from sir?" Chris asked;

"Calif—uh, America." The breeze on his soaked cl ot hes
had set him shivering, and he clanped his teeth to keep them
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fromchattering
"Well then, Meg, he's got noney for travelling, hasn't he?

Stands to reason. Were's your hotel, sir?"

"Actually, I—dam, it's cold, have you got anything
could wap up in?—actually, | had just arrived. They took
everything: all ny noney, ny |luggage, ny, uh, passport....'

"In other words, he's a shivering pauper,"” stated Meg. She
turned a righteous stare on Doyle. "And just how do you ex-
pect to repay our kindness in saving your life?"
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Doyl e was getting angry. "Wy didn't you tell ne your

rates before you pulled nme out of the river? | could have told
you then that | can't afford them and you could have gone on
and | ooked for a nore affluent person to rescue. | guess

never read the last part of that parable—the part where the
Thrifty Samaritan serves the poor devil with an itemzed bill."

"Meg," said Chris, "the poor man's right, and we woul dn't

accept money fromhimeven if he had any. | know he'll be

happy to work of f the debt—for that's what it is, you know,

sir, in the eyes of man and God—by hel ping us set up at the

mar ket, and carrying the baskets when Sheil a goes the rounds

with her bunts." He eyed Doyle's coat and boots. "And now

fetch hima blanket to change out of his wet clothes under. W
can let himhave a suit of Patrick's old work things in ex-
change for his ruined clothes, which we'll have to try to sell as
rags."

Doyl e was tossed a bl anket that reeked of onions, and from
sonme sort of |ocker in the bow Meg dug out a heavy coat and a
pair of pants, both of worn and nmuch-nended dark corduroy,

a once-white shirt, and a pair of old boots that | ooked |ike
they might have graced old Chris' feet when he was Doyle's
age. "Ah!" she exclainmed, producing last a dirty white scarf.
"Patrick's third-best kingsman."

The chill nmade Doyl e eager to change into these wetched

but dry clothes, and when he'd kicked his wet things out from
under the blanket Meg gathered themall and stowed them so
carefully that he knew they hoped to get a good price for

t hem

He scrubbed his hair fairly dry with the blanket, then, feel-
ing warm and restored, noved to the end of the thwart away
fromthe puddl e he'd been sitting in. He wi shed he had a pipe
or cigar, or even a cigarette. The boat, he noticed, was filled
with |idded wooden tubs and | umpy burlap sacks. "I snel

onions and ... ?"

"Pea soup,"” said young Sheila. "The fishernmen and
fishnongers get so cold at Billingsgate that they' |l fork out
tuppence for a plate of it. Thruppence in winter."

"Onions ... is the main enterprise," panted Chris. "The
soup's just... a courtesy, like ... we scarcely get for it...
what it costs us to nake."
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1"l bet, thought Doyle sourly.

The noon was | ow on the horizon, |ooking big and gold and
blurry, and its faery radiance on the trees and fields and creek
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ripples wasn't di nmed when Meg | eaned out to unhook the
bow | antern, flint-scratch it alight, and replace it on its hook
The wat er course w dened out, and Chris heel ed the boat

around to port. "On the Thanes now, we are," he said

quietly.
A coupl e of other boats, tethered together, were visible out

on the broad expanse of the river; they were ponderous, |ow
riding things, each with a huge cubical canvas-covered burden

vi si bl e under the tangles of rigging.

"Hay boats," said Sheila, crouched beside Doyle. "W saw
one burning out there once, and nen on fire were junping
fromthe top of the bale down into the water. That was a

show-better than the penny gaffs, and free."

"I hope the ... perforners enjoyed it," said Doyle. He
reflected that this little voyage woul d nmake an interesting story
to tell over brandy at the Boodl es or Wite's club sone day,

once he'd nmade his fortune.
For he wasn't in any doubt about that. The first few days

woul d certainly be difficult, but the advantage of all his twen-
tieth century know edge couldn't help but turn the scales in his
favor. Hell, he could get a job for a while on a newspaper, and
maybe make sonme startling predictions about the outcone of

the war, and current literary trends; and Ashbl ess was due to
arrive in London in only about a week, and he could easily
strike up a friendship with him and in two years Byron woul d

be returning to England, and he could get an introduction

before Childe Harold made hima superstar. Wy, he thought,

and | could invent things—the light bulb, the internal conbus-
tion engine, |atakia tobacco, flush toilets ... no, better not do
anything to change the course of recorded history—any such
tanpering mght cancel the trip | got here by, or even the cir-
cunst ances under which ny nother and father net. 1'Il have

to be careful. . . but | guess | could give Farraday and Lister
and Pasteur and the gang a few snug suggestions. Ho ho.

He renenbered asking the portrait of WIIiam Ashbl ess

whet her the girls, scotch and cigars had been better in his

day. Well, I"'mby God going to find out, he told hinself. He
yawned and | eaned back agai nst a sack of onions. "Wke ne

up when we get to the city," he said, and let the boat rock him

to sl eep.

CHAPTER 3
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" Shanmef ast he was to cone to Towne,
But nmeet with no one save a C owne."

-add Ball ad

THOUGH THE ACTUAL fish market of Billingsgate was the big

shed on the river side of Lower Thames Street, the carts of
costernongers, heaped with turni ps and cabbage and carrots

and onions, were jamed wheel hub to wheel hub al ong the

| ength of Thanmes Street fromthe Tower Stairs in the east, by
the white nedieval castle with flags flying fromits four
towers, west past the Grecian facade of the Custonms House,

past the eight crowded quays to Billingsgate Market, and past
that to just west of London Bridge; and the clanobrous, nmlling
comrerce filled the entire street, fromthe alleys in the north
face of Thanes Street to where the pavenent dropped away to
the river ten feet below, and the ranked oyster boats noored
to the tinbered wharf, with planks laid across their jostling
gunwal es, formed a narrow, bobbing | ane the costernongers
called Oyster Street.

Doyl e, | eani ng agai nst an outside corner of the fish barn,

was certain he'd wal ked over every foot of the whole scene
during the course of the norning. He | ooked down with

di staste at his basket of scrawny onions, and w shed he hadn't
tried to allay his considerabl e hunger by eating one of them
He patted his pocket to make sure he hadn't |ost the four pen-
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nies he'd earned. Everything you nmake above one shilling you
can keep, Chris had told himthe last tinme Doyle and Sheil a
had stopped by the boat; by now you nust know the way of it,
and you can do a few rounds all by yourself. And then he had
handed Doyl e a basket filled with what had to be the poorest-
| ooki ng onions in the whol e boatl oad, and sent himoff in one
direction and Sheila in another. The norbid girl hadn't been

the best conpany, but he nissed her now And a shilling is
twel ve pennies, he thought hopelessly; I'll never even nake
that nuch with these wetched vegetables, much | ess any
nmore, any bunt, as they call it, for mnyself.

He | evered hinself away fromthe wooden wall and pl odded

away in the direction of the Tower again, holding his basket in
front of him "Onions!" he called half-heartedly. "Wo'l

buy these fine onions?" Sheila had taught himthe litany.

A coster's wagon, its bed enpty, was runbling past, and the
evidently prosperous old fellow on the driver's seat | ooked
down at Doyl e and | aughed. "Onions you call those things,

mate? |'d call "emrat turds.”

This brought merriment fromthe nearby nmenbers of the

crowd, and a tough-faced boy ran up and ni nbly kicked the
bott om of Doyl e's basket so that it flew up out of his hands
and the vegetabl es in question showered down around him

One thunped himon the nose, and the |aughter doubl ed.
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The coster on the cart pursed his lips, as though he hadn't
quite intended to provoke all this. "You're a pitiful sod, ain't
you?" he said to Doyle, who was just standing there dazedly

wat chi ng the inpronptu soccer with onions gane the street

boys had started up. "Here—take twi ce what they were worth.
Here, damm you, wake up!" He dropped two pennies into the

hand Doyl e automatically held out, then goaded his horse for-
war d.

Doyl e pocketed the coins and | ooked around. The crowd

had | ost interest in him The onions—even the basket —were
nowhere to be seen. No point going any further, he thought,
and began trudgi ng back toward the river in defeat.

"Ah, there's one of the Dol orous Brethren!" piped a weird
hi gh voice |like Mckey Muse's. "Just had his onions stonped
i nto Pavenent Soup, haven't you now, sir?"

Startled and enbarrassed, Doyle |ooked up and saw that he

was bei ng addressed by a gaudily painted puppet in a tal

booth that had even gaudi er pictures of dragons and little nen
all over the front of it. There was a scanty audi ence of ragged
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boys and a few old bunms squatted in front of it, and they
| aughed when the puppet crooked its arm beckoningly at
Doyl e.

"Come over and let old Punch cheer you up," it squeaked.
Doyl e shook his head, feeling hinmself blush, and kept wal k-
ing, but the puppet added, "Maybe | could tell you howto
earn sonme real money, eh?" and Doyl e stopped.

Eyes of sone kind of gleam ng crystal nade the puppet ac-

tually seemto be staring at him It beckoned again. "Wat

have you got to lose, yer lordship?" it asked inits bird-whistle
voice'. "You've already been | aughed at—-and Punch never

tries for an effect sonebody el se just got."

Doyl e strode over to it, careful to keep a sceptical expres-
sion. Could the conceal ed puppeteer really be offering him
enpl oynent? He couldn't afford not to check. Standing a
couple of yards in front of the booth, he crossed his arns.
"What have you got in mnd, Punch?" he asked | oudly.

"Ah!" excl ai nred the puppet, clapping its wooden hands,

"you're a foreigner! Excellent! But you can't talk to Punch til
after the show Sit down, please, your lordship." It waved at
the paving stones. "Your box has been held for you and your
compani on. "

Doyl e gl anced around. "My conpani on?" he asked, feeling
like the straight man in a conedy routine.

"Ch yes,
Rui n. HnP"

chirped the thing, "I think | recogni ze Lady

Doyl e shrugged and sat down, pulling his cap | ower over his
eyes. \Wat the hell, he thought, |I'mnot supposed to be back
at the boat until eleven, and it can't even be ten-thirty yet.
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"Very well then!" exclained the puppet, straightening up

and darting its lifelike gaze around the sparse and tattered
assenbly. "Now that his lordship has finally arrived, we wll
commence The Domi ni on of Secret d anor, or Punch's New

Opera. "

A mel ancholy crank organ started up inside the narrow

boot h, wheezing and clattering as it tortuously rendered sone
tune that m ght have been a cheery dance step once, and Doyl e
wondered if there was nore than one man in the booth, for
now a second puppet had appeared on stage, and presumably

a hand was still needed to crank the organ

The newly arrived puppet was, of course, Judy, and Doyl e
wat ched, stupefied with hunger and exhaustion, as the two of
them alternately exchanged endearnents and cudgel -t hunps.
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He wondered why this had been called Punch's New Opera,

for it seemed to be the sane old pointlessly savage story

I i ne—here was Punch left to take care of the crying baby,
singing to it to quiet it down, and finally just slammng its
head against the wall and pitching it out the set's little wn-
dow. He next confessed the deed to Judy, and then killed her
when she hit himfor it. Doyle yawned profoundly, and hoped
the show woul dn't be too long. The sun had finally burned its
way through the gray overcast, and was begi nning to bake old
fish snells out of his shiny corduroy coat.

The next puppet to appear was Joey the C own, though in

this version his nane was sonething Doyle didn't catch that
sounded like "Horrible," and he was on stilts. Topical satire,
evi dently, thought Doyl e—for he'd seen a clown on stilts
several tinmes during the course of the norning, here and there
around the market, and this puppet was a duplicate of him
right down to the sonewhat nightmarish patterns of face

paint. The clown, with a sort of nbcking sternness, was asking
Punch what he intended to do about the nurder of his poor

wi fe and chil d.

"Why, | expect 1'll go to the constable and have nysel f

| ocked up," said Punch sadly. "A nurdering blackguard |ike
mysel f ought to be hanged."” Wat's this, thought Doyle, a
Punch with nmoral s? That's an innovati on.

"And who says so?" inquired the clown, sonehow freeing

one armfroma stilt to point at Punch. "Wo says you ought
to be hanged? The police? A crusher-lover, are you?" Punch
shook his head. "The mmgi strates? Are they anything nore
than a bunch of fat old fools that want to stop you having
your fun?" On reflection Punch had to admt they were not.
"Is it God, then? Some bearded giant that lives in the clouds?
Have you ever seen Hm or heard H msay you nustn't do as
you pl ease?"

"Well-no."

"Then come with nme."

The two puppets began wal king in place, and after a few
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monents a beadl e puppet appeared, and announced that he

had a warrant "to take you up, M. Punch." Punch | ooked
abashed, but the clown pulled a tiny gleam ng knife out of a
sl eeve and stuck it into the beadle's eye. The boys sitting
around Doyl e cheered as the beadle fell.

Punch danced a hornpipe, clearly pleased. "M . Hor-
rabin," he said to the clown, "can you get us sone di nner?"
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The show went back to the standard story |ine and Punch

and the clown stole a string of sausages and a frying pan from
a public house | andlord, though Doyle didn't renmenber the

| andl ord being actually killed.

Punch, feeling frolicsone, was doing a whirling dance with
the string of sausages when a headl ess puppet entered, also
dancing, the stunp of its neck bobbing up and down to the
beat of the accel erated organ nmusic. Punch was terrified by
this apparition until Horrabin explained that it was only his
pal Scaranouche, "and isn't it fun to be pals with things
everybody el se is afraid of ?" Punch pondered this, knob chin
on his fist, then |laughed, nodded, and resuned his dance.
Even the Horrabin puppet was dancing on its stilts, and Doyl e
was awed to think of the contortions the puppeteer nust have
been going through to keep three puppets dancing and the
musi ¢ goi ng too.

Now a fourth puppet whirled on stage—+t was a woman,

with the sort of exaggeratedly voluptuous figure that little
boys chal k on walls, but her white face, dark eyes and | ong
white veils made it clear that she was neant to be a ghost.
"Judy, my sweet creature!" exclainmed Punch, still dancing,
"you're ever so much nore beautiful now"

Punch jigged to the front of the stage, and all at once the
nmusi ¢ stopped and a curtain dropped behind him isolating
himfromthe others. He did a few nore hesitant steps and

then halted, for a new puppet had appeared—a sonber figure

in a black hood, and it was pushing along a gallows with a lit-
tl e noose swinging fromit. ,

"Jack Ketch!" said Punch

"Aye, Jack Ketch," said the newconer, "or M. Gaball,

or the Gimy Reaper. It don't nake no difference what you
call me, Punch. |I've come to execute you, by order of the
Law. "

Horrabi n's head popped out for a nmonent fromthe wi ngs.
"See if you can kill him" he said, and withdrew.

Punch cl apped his hands. Then with a | ot of double talk he
got Jack Ketch to put the noose around his own neck, just to
show how it's done, and Punch pulled the rope, hoisting the
executioner puppet into the air, its |egs sonmehow ki cki ng
realistically. Punch | aughed and turned to the audience with
spread, wel coming arns. "Hooray!" he cried in his cartoon
character voice. "Now Death is dead, and we can all do as we
pl ease! "
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The curtain behind himsnapped back up and the nusic

came on with a crash, very fast and wild now, and the puppets
were all dancing around the gallows, Punch hand in hand with
Judy' s ghost. A couple of the boys and one of the old nmen got
up fromthe pavenent and wal ked away, the old man shaking

his head in disgust.

Punch and the Judy ghost danced up to the front, so that
when the curtain dropped again and the nusic ceased they
were alone at the front of the stage. "That, |adies and
gentl enen, " piped Punch, "was the new and corrected
Punch's Opera." Punch slowy | ooked round his audience
—hinned down to only two old buns, three boys and Doyl e.
Then he did a quick jig and pinched the ghost puppet ob-
scenely. "Horrabin did your hunble servant a good turn or
two, lads," he said. "And any of you that's interested can
come talk to me backstage." He gave Doyle a stare that was
surprisingly intense for glass eyes, and then the outer curtains
swept in fromthe sides. The show was over.

One ol d man and one boy wal ked around with Doyle to the
back of the narrow booth, and the Punch puppet, | ooking
very small away fromthe scal ed down stage, waved at them
fromover the top of the curtain that served as a stage door

"My admirers!" the puppet squeaked. "One at a tine-
Lord Foreigner |ast."

Feeling like a fool, Doyle stood behind the evidently im
becilic boy while the old man shuffled into the booth. It's as
though we're waiting to get into a confessional, he thought
glumy. The image was reinforced by the nurnured questions

and answers he could hear fromi nside.

Doyl e soon noticed that certain nmenbers of the nmlling

mar ket crowd were | ooking at himin peculiar ways; a well-
dressed man leading a child by the hand glanced at himwith a

m xture of pity and contenpt, one stout old fellow stared with
obvi ous envy, and a policeman—to Doyl e's al armgave him

a squinting, tight-lipped stare as though half resolved to arrest
himon the spot. Doyle stared down at the sprung, bag-like

shoes Chris and Meg had | et himhave in exchange for his

el egant boots. Whatever it is, he thought, if there's noney in it
and it's not too illegal, I'll take it—for a while, anyway, just
till I get on nmy feet in this dammed century.

The ol d man pushed the curtain aside and wal ked away
wi thout a glance at the boy or Doyle, and Doyl e, watching him
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recede into the crowd, was unable to guess whether the old
fell ow was pl eased or di sappointed. The boy had stepped in-
side, and could soon be heard | aughing delightedly. He was
outside again in a nonment, skipping away with a bright new
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shilling in his hand—and, Doyl e noticed, a chalked cross in a,
circle, which definitely hadn't been there before, on the back
of his oversized coat.

He | ooked back at the booth and met the cunningly worked
gaze of the vol uptuous Judy puppet peering around the cur-
tain at him "Cone play in ny pint pot," she whispered, and
wi nked.

The kid got a shilling, he rem nded hinself as he stepped
forward—and 1'Il check ny coat afterward for chal k marks

The puppet disappeared inside a nonent before Doyl e
swept the curtain aside and edged in. The interior was dark,
but he could see a little stool, and he sank onto it.

He coul d just make out the silhouette, a foot or two away,

of a head in a tall, pointed hat and an upper torso in a coat
with grotesquely padded shoul ders; the form noved, | eaning
forward, and he knew it was his host. "And now the ruined
foreigner," cane a fluty voice, "trying to | ook at ease in an
alien | and. Where do you cone fronP"

"Uh ... Anerica. And | am broke—penniless. So if you do
have sone kind of job offer, 1'll be—gaah!"

The sliding panel of a dark lantern had been cl anked open,

and the silhouette was abruptly revealed to be a clown, its face
hi deously pied with red and green and white paint, its in-
flamed eyes wi de open and crossed, and a startlingly |ong

tongue protrudi ng from between puffed-out cheeks. It was the
same clown he'd seen stunping about the nmarket on stilts
earlier, the nodel of the Horrabin puppet.

The tongue withdrew and the face rel axed, but even in

repose the face paint made it inpossible to guess its expres-
sion, or even nuch of its form The clown was perched cross-
| egged on a stool a little higher than Doyle's. "I perceive
you' ve nearly used up your woodpile," the clown said, "and
are about to start shoving the chairs and curtains, even the
books, into the fireplace. Lucky |I came across you today-
tomorrow or the day after | don't think there' d have been
much left of you."

Doyl e cl osed his eyes and | et his heartbeat slow down. He
was alarnmed to note that even this scanty synpathy made him
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feel ready to burst into tears. He sighed deeply and then
opened his eyes. "If you have an offer," he said quietly,

"state it."
The clown grinned, revealing a set of yellowed teeth that

poi nted every which way, |ike tonbstones in an old and shift-

ing graveyard. "Haven't quite ripped up the floorboards yet,"

he noted approvingly. "Good. You have, milord, a sensitive

and intelligent face; it's clear that you' ve been well brought up
and that garbage clothes |ike these aren't what you're ac-
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custoned to. Have you ever been interested in the dramatic

arts?"
"Well . .". no, not particularly. | was in a play or two in

school . "
"Do you think you could learn a part, gauge an audi ence

and alter your role to suit their tastes, becone whatever sort of
character they'd be npbst synpathetic toward?"

Doyl e was nystified, but timdly hopeful. "I suppose so. If
I could just get some food and a bed first. |I know for a fact

that | don't get stage fright, because—

"The question," interrupted the clown, "is whether you're
susceptible to street fright. |I'mnot tal king about caperings in

a pl ayhouse. "

"Ch? What, then, street perforning? Well—=

"Yes," said the clown patiently, "the subtlest of street per-
formances—begging. W'll wite you a role, and then depend-
ing on what... sacrifices you're willing to nake, you can earn

up to a pound a day."
The realization that what he'd thought was flattery was just

a clinical evaluation of his ability to evoke pity struck Doyl e
like a slap across the face. "Beggi ng?" Anger nade himdizzy.
"Wel |, thank you," he said tightly, getting to his feet, "but

I've got honest enploynent, selling onions."

"Yes, | observed your aptitude for the job. On your way,
t hen—but when you change your mnd, ask anyone in the East

End where Horrabin' sPunch show is playing."

"I won't change ny nmind," said Doyle, |eaving the booth.

He wal ked away, and didn't | ook back until he had reached
the edge of the long wharf paralleling the street. Horra-
bin, once again on stilts, was striding away, pulling behind
hi ma wagon that was apparently the booth itself, collapsed
and fol ded up. He shuddered, and turned away to his left,
toward the quays, looking for Chris and Meg's row

boat .
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It was gone. There were fewer boats now al ong the quays

that projected out into the river, and the water was dotted with
boats sailing away east and west—what's the problem Doyle

t hought worriedly, the market can't be closing, it's only md-
nmor ni ng—and he coul d see a rowboat several hundred yards

out that m ght have been the one with Chris and Meg and

Sheila init.

"Hey!" he tried to yell, and was instantly enbarrassed at
how weak his voi ce was—even on the next quay over they
coul dn't have heard him

"All right, what's the difficulty?"
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Doyl e turned around and saw the policeman who'd given

himthe unfriendly eye a few m nutes before. "Wat's the
time, please, sir?" he asked the policeman, trying to swall ow
his vowel s the way everyone el se was doi ng.

The of ficer yanked a watch on a chain out of his waistcoat
pocket, cocked an eyebrow at it and put it away. "Coning
hard on el even. Wy?"

"Wy are they all |eaving?' Doyle waved a hand at the
boats scattered across the face of the river.

"It's nearly eleven o' clock, isn't it," the officer answered,
speaking very clearly as though he thought Doyl e mi ght be
drunk. "And it's Sunday, you'll be interested to learn.”

"The market closes at el even on Sundays, is what you're
sayi ng?"

"You've stated the case. Were are you fronf? That's no
Surrey or Sussex accent."

Doyl e sighed. "I'mfrom America—Virginia. And though

I"—he dragged a hand across his forehead—though | wll be
doing fine as soon as a friend of mne arrives inthe city, I'm
destitute now. Where is there a charitable institution that

m ght give ne food and a bed until | can get ny .. . affairs in
order?"

The policeman frowned. "There's a workhouse by the
sl aught erhouses in Witechapel Street; they'll give you food
and | odging for hel ping tan hides and drag out the offal bins.

"A wor khouse, you say." Doyl e renenbered the way
D ckens was to portray the places. "Thanks." He started to
sl ouch away.

"Just a nmonent," called the policeman. "If you've got any
nmoney on your person, let nme see it."

Doyl e dug into his pocket for the six pennies and held them
out on his palm
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"Very well, | can't take you up for vagrancy now. But
perhaps 1'll see you about this evening." He touched his

hel met. "Good day."

Returning to Thanmes Street, Doyl e expended half his for-

tune on a plate of vegetable soup and a trowel ful of nashed
potatoes. It tasted wonderful, but left himat |east as hungry as
before, so he spent his last three cents on another order of the
same. The vendor even |l et himhave a cup of cold water to

wash it down.
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Pol i cemen were wal ki ng up and down the street, calling,
"Close "emup now, day of rest, eleven o'clock it is, close
up," and Doyl e, a genuine vagrant now, was careful to stay

em

out of their way.

A man of about his own age was striding along with a bag of

fish in one armand a pretty girl on the other, and Doyle, tell-
ing hinmself just this once, forced hinself to step into the
man' s path.

"Excuse nme, sir,"'
di stressi ng—

he said hastily. "I find nyself in a

"Get to the point, fellow " interrupted the man i npa-
tiently. "You' re a beggar?”

"No. But | was robbed last night, and | haven't a penny,
and—+' m an Anerican, and all ny |uggage and papers are
gone, and ... I'd like to solicit enploynent or borrow sone

noney. "

The girl | ooked synpathetic. "G ve the poor man
somet hing, Charles," she said. "Since we're not going to

church. "

"What ship did you arrive on?" Charles asked sceptically.
"That's no American accent | ever heard."

"The, uh. Enterprise," Doyle answered. In his confused
fumbling for a name he'd al nost said Starship Enterprise

"You see, ny dear, he's a fraud," said Charles proudly.

"There may be an Enterprise, but no such ship has | anded

here lately. There could conceivably be a stray Yankee stil
about fromthe Bl ayl ock | ast week, but then," he said, turning
cheerfully to Doyle, "you didn't say the Blaylock, did you?
You shouldn't try aline like that on a man in the shipping
trade." Charles | ooked around the thinning crowmd. "Plenty of
constabl es about. I've half a mind to turn you in."

"Ch, let himbe," sighed the girl. "We're | ate anyway, and
he's clearly in sone sort of distressed circunstances."

Doyl e nodded gratefully to her and hurried away. The next

person he approached was an old man, and he was careful to
say that he'd arrived on the Bl ayl ock. The old man gave hima
shilling, and added an adnonition that Doyle should be
simlarly generous to other beggars if he ever found hinself
wi th noney. Doyle assured himthat he woul d.

A few nonents | ater, when Doyl e was | eaning agai nst the

brick wall of a public house, debating whether he dared drown
hi s enbarrassnent and apprehensi on by spending sone of his
newwon wealth on a gl ass of beer, he was startled to feel a tug
at his pant leg; and he nearly cried out when he | ooked down

and saw a ferociously bearded nan, |egless and sitting on a lit-
tle cart, staring up at him
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"What dodge are you working and who are you with?" the
man demanded in an operatically deep voice

Doyle tried to nove away, but the man tightened his clutch

on the corduroy pants and the cart rolled after Doyle for a
pace or two like a little trailer. \When Doyl e halted—for people
were staring—the man repeated his sentence.

"I"'mnot working any dodge and |I'm not w th anybody,"
Doyl e whi spered furiously, "and if you don't let go of ne I'|
run off the wharf into the river!"

The bearded nman | aughed. "Go ahead, |'ll wager | can
swimfarther than you can." Seeing the breadth of shoul der
under the man's bl ack coat, Doyl e despairingly guessed that
was true. "Now | saw you hit up those two, and you got

sonet hing fromthe second one. You night be a new recruit of
Captain Jack's, or you night be one of Horrabin's crew, or
you mi ght be freelance. Wiich is it?"

"l don't know what you're tal king about—Get away

fromme or I'll shout for a constable.” Once again Doyle felt

ready to burst into tears, for he could imagine this creature

never letting go, but rolling angrily al ong behind himfor the
rest of his life. "I"mnot with anyone!"

"That's what | thought." The | egl ess man nodded. "You're
apparently newto the city, so I'll just give you sone ad-

vi ce—freel ance beggars can take their chances east or north of
here, but Billingsgate and Thanes Street and Cheapside are
staked out for either Copenhagen Jack's lads or the vermn
Horrabin runs. You'll find the same sort of arrangenents west

of St. Paul's. Now you've been warned off by Skate Ben-

jamn, and if you're seen freelancing in the East End's nain
streets again you'll be ... well, frankly, pal," Skate said, not
unkindly, "you'll be rendered unfit for any enpl oynent save
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begging. So go on, | saw silver and | should take it from
you—and if you say | couldn't 1'Il be forced to prove
coul d—but you do look like you need it. Go!"

Doyl e hurried away west, toward the Strand, praying that

newspaper offices didn't close down as early as Billingsgate
mar ket, and that one of them m ght have a position needing
filling, and that he'd be able to shake his dizzy feverishness

wel | enough to convince an editor that he was literate and
educated. He rubbed his jaw-he' d shaved | ess than twenty-
four hours ago, so that was no problem but a conb would
have been handy.

Oh, never mind |ooks, he told himself, a little deliriously

—+'11 win a position by sheer eloquence and force of personal -
ity. He squared his shoulders and put a bit of spring into his
st ep.

CHAPTER 4

"The fruit that was to grow upon this Tree
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of Evil would be great, for it should be fit to be
served to Don LuciJer's table as a new banqueting
di sh, sithence all his other neats, though they
fatted himwell, were grown stale."

—Thomas Decker

IT WAS A subterranean grotto fornmed by the col |l apse, God
knew how | ong ago, of roughly twelve levels of sewers, the
debris of which had all |ong since been carried away by the
scavengers and fl oods of other seasons. It formed a huge hall
roof ed by the massive beans that supported the paving stones
of Bainbridge Street—for the collapse hadn't extended quite
all the way up to the surface—and floored with stones laid by
the Romans in the days when Londiniumwas a mlitary out-
post in a hostile Celtic wilderness. Hammocks on | ong ropes
wer e suspended at various heights across the cathedral dim
ness, and ragged nen were already crawing |ike spiders out
along the lines to pouch thensel ves confortably in the sw ng-
ing sacks. Lights were beginning to be Iit, snoky red grease
| anps hung fromthe tinbers exposed in cross section at the
many open sewer-nouths in the walls. Arill of water ran
steadily fromone of the higher nouths, losing its solidity as it
arched down through the dimair to splash in a black pool off
to the side.
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A long table was set up on the stone floor, and a m sshapen
white-haired dwarf was standing on tiptoe to set fine porcelain
and silver on the linen cloth; he snarled softly whenever a bit
of crunbl ed shoe-leather or a few spilled drops froma pocket
flask fell onto the table fromthe beggar |ords overhead.
Chairs were set along the sides of the table, and a | arge

hi ghchair, as if for sone huge infant, stood at the foot, but
there was no chair at the head of the table—nstead there was a
sort of harness, at which the dwarf kept darting fearfu

gl ances, hung on a long rope fromthe very top of the vast
chanmber to swing in the sewer breeze only six feet above the

floor.
The thief lords were filing in now, their foppishly el egant

clothes striking a nmacabre note in this setting, and taking their
pl aces at the table. One cuffed the dwarf out of his way.

"Take it fromone who can see the top of the table," he said
absently, "you've finished setting it. Go get the food."

"And the wi ne, Dungy!" called another of the lords to the

dwarf. "Quick, quick!"

The dwarf hurried away down a tunnel, clearly glad of an
excuse to leave the hall even for a few m nutes. The |ords pro-
duced cl ay pipes and tinderboxes, and soon a haze of opium

and tobacco funes was whirling up, to the delight of the beg-
gar lords, who set their hammobcks swi ngi ng back and forth
across the abyss to catch as much of the snoke as possible.

The space around the table was beginning to fill up too,
with shabbily clad nen and boys who called greetings to each
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other. Beyond them and studiously ignored by them were
groups of nen far gone in poverty and psychic and. physica
devastation. They squatted on the flagstones in the dark cor-
ners, each one alone despite their proximty, nuttering and
gesturing fromhabit rather than fromany desire to com

nmuni cat e.

The dwarf reappeared, hunching |l anely al ong under the

wei ght of a fishnet sack full of bottles. He set the burden down
on the floor and began twisting a corkscrew into their necks

and poppi ng out the corks. A spaced knocking, as of wood on
stone, becane audible fromone of the larger tunnels, and he

wor ked faster as the sound echoed | ouder and cl oser.

"What's the hurry. Dungy?" asked one of the thief |ords,
wat ching the dwarf's haste. "Shy of neeting the host?"

' Course not, sir," gasped old Dungy, sweating as he drew
the last cork, "just wants to do nme work pronpt-Ilike."
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The knocki ng sound, havi ng becone very | oud, now ceased,

and two white-painted hands appeared gripping the upper
stones of the tunnel mouth's arch, followed a nmonent |ater by
a pai nted head that bobbed just under the keystone, twelve
feet above the ancient pavenent. Horrabin grinned, and even
the arrogant thief lords |ooked away uneasily. "Tardy again,
Dungy?" piped the clown merrily. "All the setting-up's sup-
posed to be done by now. "

"Y-yes, sir," said old Dungy, nearly dropping a bottle. "It
just—ust keeps getting harder to get the table set, sir. Me old
bones—

"-WIl be fed to the street dogs one of these days,"

finished Horrabin, skillfully poling his way into the hall on his
stilts. His conical hat and colorful coat with high, pointed
shoul ders lent an air of carnival to the scene. "M/ sonmewhat
younger bones aren't in the best of shape either, it mght inter-
est you to know. " He halted, swaying, in front of the dangling
harness. "Get ny stilts," he conmmanded.

Dungy hurried over and held the stilts while Horrabin

poked his arns through the harness straps and then jackknifed
his legs into the two bottom | oops. The dwarf carried the stilts
to the nearest wall and | eaned them agai nst the bricks, |eaving
the clown swinging free a dozen feet off the ground.

"Ah, that's better," sighed Horrabin. "I think malign vi-
brations begin to travel up the poles after a few hours. Wrse
in wet weather, of course. Price of success." He yawned,
opening a great red hole in the colorful surface of his face.
"Whew! Now then! To make it up to the assenbled lords for
being late with their dinner, perhaps you'd care to sing us a
little song."

The dwarf wi nced. "Please sir—the dress and wig i s down
innm cell. It'd take—=
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"Never mnd the props tonight," said the cl own expan-
sively. "W won't stand on cerenony. Tonight you can sing it
wi t hout the costunme." He | ooked up toward the distant ceil-
ing. "Music!"

The dangling beggar lords pulled a variety of instrunents,
rangi ng from kazoos and Jew s-harps to, in a couple of cases,
violins, out of cloth bags tied to their hammocks, and set up a
din that was, if not nusical, at |east rhythm c. Echoes pro-

vi ded a counterpoint, and the ragged nen and boys crouched

on the floor around the table comrenced keeping time with
hand- cl aps.
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"Put an end to this idiocy," spoke a new voice, pitched so
deeply that it cut through the cacophony. The nusic and cl ap-
ping faltered to a stop as the assenbly becane aware of the
newconer—a very tall, bal d-headed man wapped in a cl oak

He stepped into the hall with a weirdly bouncing gait, as

t hough he were wal ki ng across a tranpoline instead of the

solid stone fl oor.

"Ah!'" excl ai med Horrabin, his voice, at |east, expressing
del i ght —his facial expression, as always, was inpossible to
read under all the paint—Qur wandering chief! Well, this
is one neeting in which your honorary chair won't stand

enpty!"
The newconer nodded, whirled the cloak off his shoul ders

and tossed it to Dungy-who gratefully scuttled out of the
roomwth it—and stepped up to the highchair at the foot of
the table. Now that the cl oak was gone everyone coul d see the
spring-sol ed shoes that he bobbed up and down on

"My various lords and commoners," said Horrabin in a
ringmaster's voice, "may | present our overlord, the Gypsy
Ki ng, Doctor Romany!" There were a few hal f-hearted cheers
and whistles. "Wat business induces you to grace our table,

Your Mpj esty?"

Romany didn't reply until he had clinbed up into the
hi ghchair and, with a sigh of relief, removed his spring-shoes.
"Several matters have brought ne to your throne-sewer, Hor-

rabin," he said. "For one thing, |'ve personally brought this
mont h' s coi n shi pnent —gol d sovereigns in fifty-pound sacks
in the corridor back there, probably still hot fromthe nolds."

Thi s news brought on a racket of nore sincere cheering from
the congregation. "And some new devel opnents in the matter
of manhunting." He accepted a glass of red wi ne from one of
the thief lords. "Sonmehow you still haven't found for nme the
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man you call Dog-Face Joe."

"A goddam werewol f is a dangerous sort of man to find,
mate," came a call, and there were nurnurs of assent.

"He's not a werewol f," said Doctor Ronmany without turn-

ing around, "but I'lIl agree he is very dangerous. That's why
I'"ve nade the reward so big, and advised you all to bring him
to ne dead rather than alive. In any case, the reward has in-
creased now to ten thousand pounds cash and passage on one

of nmy nerchant ships to any spot on the gl obe. There is now,

t hough, another man | want you to find for me—and this one

must be captured alive and undamaged. The reward for

bringing nme this man will be twenty thousand pounds, and a

wi fe of any description you care for, guaranteed to be as affec-
tionate as you please, and of course passage to anywhere you
I'ike." The audi ence shifted and nuttered ampong thensel ves,

and even one or two of the ruined derelicts, who'd only
shanmbl ed down the ranps and stairs for the traditional con-
cluding food fight, seemed to be showing interest. "I don't
know this man's nanme," Doctor Romany went on, "but he's

about thirty-five years old, with dark hair beginning to go
bald, he's tending to fat around his mddle, pale, and he
speaks with sone sort of colonial accent. | lost himlast night
in a field near Kensington, by the Chel sea Creek. He was
tightly bound, but apparently— Romany paused, for Hor-

rabi n had begun swi nging back and forth in excitenment. "Yes,
Hor r abi n?"

"Was he dressed as a costernonger?" the clown asked.

"Not when | ast seen, but if he escaped by way of the creek,
as | suspect he did, he'd certainly have wanted a change of
clothes. You've seen hin®? Were, man, when?"

"l saw a man just |ike what you' ve described, but in a
coster's old corduroy, trying to peddle onions in Billingsgate
this nmorning, just before the market closed. He sat for mny
Punch show, and | offered hima begging job, but he got all
insulted and wal ked away. He said he was American. | did tel

hi m t hat when he changed his nmi nd—and you never saw a man

| ess able to fend for himself—+to ask where Horrabin's Punch
show is playing, and to talk to me again."

"I think that is probably him" said Doctor Romany with
controll ed excitenent. "Thank Anubis! | was afraid he m ght
have drowned in the creek. Billingsgate, you say—very well, |
want your people to scour the entire area fromSt. Paul's and
Bl ackfriar's Bridge east to the rookery above London Dock,
and fromthe river north to Christ's Hospital, London Wall
and Long Alley. The man who brings himto ne alive will live
the rest of his life in sunny luxury;" Romany did turn around
now, and swept the entire conpany with his cold gaze, "but if

anyone should kill him his ot will be"-he seened to search
for an appropriate i mage—such that he'd bitterly envy old
Dungy. "

Fromthe crowd canme nmutters to the effect that there were
worse things than setting tables and doing idiot dances for a
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living, but the men around the table, several of whom had sat
there when Dungy was their chief, frowned doubtfully, as
t hough wonderi ng whet her capturing this man would be worth

the risk.

"Qur international affairs," Romany went on, "are pro-

ceedi ng smoothly, and there should be a couple of fairly
dramatic results in about a nonth if all continues going well."
He allowed hinmself a brief smle. "If | didn't know it would be
di scounted as wild hyperbole, |1'd observe that this at present
underground parliament nay, before winter sets in, be the
Parliament that governs this island.”

Suddenly a burst of lunatic |aughter erupted out of one

flock of the shadow huddling derelicts, and a thing that was
evidently a very old man hopped with insect-1ike ninbleness
into the light. H s face had | ong ago suffered sone trenen-
dous injury, so that one eye, his nose and half of his jaw were
gone, and his tattered clothes were so baggy and fl appi ng that
there hardly seened to be any body inside them "Not nuch
left," he gasped, trying to control the laughter that pumell ed
him "not nuch left of ne, hee hee, but enough to tel

you, you-smug fool ! -what your high-perbolee is worth,

Murph!" A |l oud bel ch nearly knocked hi m down, and set the

crowd | aughi ng.
Doctor Romany stared angrily at this ruinous intruder

"Can't you put this wetch out of his nisery, Horrabin?" he
asked quietly.

"You can't because you didn't!" cackled the ancient man.

"Wth your permssion, sir," said Horrabin, "I"'Il just have
himcarried out. He's been around forever, and the Surrey-
side beggars call himtheir Luck. He rarely speaks, and when
he does there's no nore neaning to it than a parrot's chatter

"Well, do it then," said Romany irritably.

Horrabi n nodded, and one of the nmen who'd been | aughing
strode over to the Luck of Surrey-side and picked himup, and
was visibly startled at how light the old nan was.

As he was being briskly carried away, the old man turned

and wi nked his one eye at Doctor Ronmany. "Look for ne

| ater under different circunmstances," he stage-whispered, and
then was again seized with the crazy | aughter, which dimn-
ished into weird echoes as his bearer hurried down one of the

tunnel s.
"Interesting sort of dinner guest you cater to," said Doctor
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Romany, still angry, as he pulled his spring-shoes back on
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The cl own shrugged—a weird effect with his already tower-

i ngly padded shoul ders. "Nobody is ever turned away from
Horrabin's hall," he said. "Some are never permitted to

| eave, or they leave by the river, but everybody's wel cone.
You're | eaving al ready, before dinner?"

"Yes, and by the stairs, if it's all right with you. I've got a

lot of things to do—+'ve got to contact the police and offer

thema big reward for this man, too. And |'ve never cared for
the kind of pork you serve." The expression on the

clown's face could have been a warning | ook; Romany sml ed,

then clinbed back down to the floor, wincing a little when his

odd shoes cane in contact with the flagstones. Dungy hurried

up with his cloak, which Romany unfol ded and put on. Just

before striding away down one of the tunnels, he turned to the

congregation and let his gaze roll across the uncharacteristi-

cally qui et conpany-he even took in the airborne beggar

| ords—and every eye was on him "Find ne that American,"”

he said quietly. "Forget about Dog-Face Joe for nowfetch

me the American, alive."

The | ow sun was sil houetting the done of St. Paul's behind
Doyl e as he trudged back down Thanmes Street toward Bil -

I ingsgate. The pint of beer he'd bought ten m nutes before had
rid himof nost of the bad taste in his mouth and some of his
appal I i ng enbarrassnent.

Though not as crowded as it had been this norning, the
street was still anply popul ated—hil dren were ki cking a bal
around, an occasional carriage rattled past, and pedestrians
had to step around a wagon from whi ch workmen were

unl oadi ng barrels. Doyl e was watching the passersby.

After a few m nutes he saw a nman wal ki ng toward hi m

whi stling, and before he went past Doyle asked him a little
wearily, for this would be the fourth person he'd approached,
"Excuse nme, sir, but could you tell me where Horrabin's
Punch show i s playing tonight?"

The man | ooked Doyl e up and down and shook his head
wonderingly. "That bad, is it? Wll, mte, |'ve never seen it
pl ay at night, but any beggar ought to be able to take you to
him ' Course there's never but a couple of beggars around on
Sunday evenings, but | believe | saw one or two down by Bil-
lingsgate."
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"Thanks." The vernmin Horrabin runs, he thought as he
wal ked on, a little faster now On the other hand, Up to a

pound a day i/ you're willing to nake some sacrifices. Wat
ki nd of sacrifices, | wonder? He thought about his interview
with the editor of the Mrning Post, and then forced hinself
not to.

An old man was sitting by a wall at the corner of St.-Mary -
at-Hi Il, and as Doyle drew up to himhe saw the placard hung
on his chest: ONCE A DI LI GENT TAILOR, it read, | AM

NOW DI SQUALI FI ED FOR THAT TRADE BY BLI ND-
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NESS, AND | MJST SELL PEPPERM NTS TO SUPPCRT

My W FE AND Al LI NG CHI LD. CHRI STI AN, BE

GENEROUS. He held a tray of dirty-1ooking | ozenges, and
when Doyl e paused over himthe old man pushed the tray for-
ward, so that if Doyle had not stopped he couldn't have

hel ped spilling them

The old man | ooked a little disappointed that Doyl e hadn't,
and gl anci ng around Doyl e guessed why; there were a numnber

of well dressed people out strolling in the early evening, and
they' d doubtl ess have been noved by pity to see the old man's
candies spilled on the pavenent. "Wuld ye purchase some

fine mnties froma poor blind man?" he whined, rolling his
eyes inploringly at the sky.

"No, thank you," said Doyle. "I need to find Horrabin.
Horrabin," he repeated when the beggar cocked his head with
a | ook of earnest inquiry. "I think he's sone kind of beggar
master."

"I'"ve got minties to sell, sir," the beggar pointed out. "I

couldn't turn ny attention fromthemto trying to renmenber
fol ks without a penny to pay for ny tinme."

Doyl e pressed his |ips together, but dropped a penny into
the old man's hand. N ght was coning on, and he desperately
needed a place to sleep

"Horrabi n?" said the beggar nore quietly. "Aye, | know
him And this being a Sunday evening, he'll be in parlia-
ment . "

"Parliament? What do you nean?"

"l could take you there and show you, sir, but it'd mean

losing at least a shilling's worth of mnties sales."
"A shilling?" Doyle said despairingly. "All 1've got is ten
penni es!"

The beggar's hand darted out, pal mup. "You can owe ne
the tuppence, sir."
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Doyl e hesitated. "WII he be able to give nme food and a

bed?"

"Ch, aye, no one is ever turned away from Horrabin's

hal | . "

The trenbling palmwas still extended, and Doyl e sighed,

dug in his pocket and carefully laid his sixpence and four pen-
nies in the old man's hand. "Uh ... lead the way."

The old man swept the coins and peppernints into a pocket

and stuffed the tray under his coat, then picked up a stick
fromthe pavenent behind himand poled hinself up. "Cone

on, then," he said, and strode away briskly west, the way
Doyl e had just conme, swinging his stick in an al nost perfunc-
tory way in front of him Doyle had to take |long steps to keep
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up.

Di zzy with hunger, for he'd lost his soup and mashed

pot at oes lunch at the Mrning Post office, Doyle was blinking
agai nst the sunset glare and concentrating on keeping up with
the beggar, and so despite being vaguely aware of a loud rat-
tling nearby he didn't notice the person pacing himuntil a
wel | -remenbered hand clutched his pant |eg. He was off

bal ance, and went down painfully onto his hands and knees on
t he cobbl est ones.

He turned his head angrily and found hinmself |ooking up in-
to the bearded face of Skate Benjanin. The |legless man's cart
had come to a halt by colliding hard with Doyl e' s ankl e.
"Dam it," Doyl e gasped, "let go. |I'mnot begging and | need
to follow that—=

"Not with Horrabin, man," said Skate, an earnest urgency
in his | ow whisper. "You' re not bad enough to thrive with that
crew. Come with-—=

The ol d beggar had turned around and was hasteni ng back,
staring so directly at Skate that Doyle belatedly realized that
his blindness was a fraud. "What are you interferin' for, Ben-
jam n?" the old man hissed. "Captain Jack needs to go
recruiting these days?"

"Gve it over, Bugs," said Skate. "He ain't your sort. But
here's your finder's fee anyway, courtesy of Copenhagen
Jack." He fished two sixpences out of his waistcoat pocket

and tossed them Bugs snatched them both out of the air with

one hand.

"Very well," he said, dunping themin with his mnties.

"On a basis like that you can interfere any tinme." He cackl ed
and set off back toward Billingsgate, beginning to tap his cane
86
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ahead of hi mwhen he was a hundred feet away. Doyl e stood
up, gingerly trying his weight on his ankle.

"Before he disappears,"” Doyle said, "you' d better tell ne
whet her this Copenhagen Jack of yours can give ne food and
abed. "

"Yes, and a nore whol esone sort of each than you'd have
got from Horrabin. God, you are a hel pl ess one, aren't you?
This way, cone along."

The di ni ng room of the beggars' house in Pye Street was
Il onger than it was wide, with eight big w ndows, each a
checkerboard of squares of warped gl ass | eaded together, set
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at intervals in the long street-side wall. A street |lanp out front
threw a few trickles of light that were caught in the whirl poo
patterns of the little panes, but the rooms illunination came
frombright oil |anps dangling on chains fromthe ceiling, and

the two candl es on each of the eight Iong tables. The narrow

east end of the hall was raised four feet above the floor |eve

and accessible by four steps in the mddle of its width; a railing
ran to the wall fromeither side of the steps, giving the room
the 1 ook of a ship's deck, with the raised area as the forecastle.

The beggars who were assenbl ed at the | ong wooden tabl es
presented a parody of contenporary dress: there were the for-

mal frockcoats and white gl oves, nended but inpeccably

cl ean, of the Decayed Gentlenmen, the beggars who evoked pity

by claimng, sonetimes truthfully, to be wellborn aristocrats
brought to ruin by financial reverses or alcohol; the blue shirt
and trousers, rope belt and black tarpaulin hat, bearing the
nane of sonme vessel in faded gold letters, of the Shipwecked
Mari ners, who even here spiced their speech with nautica

terns | earned from dance shows and penny ball ads; and there

were the turbans and earrings and sandal s of Distressed Hi n-
doos; and bl ackened faces of mners supposedly disabled in

subt erranean expl osi ons; and of course the anonynous tat-

tered rags of the general practitioner beggars. Doyle noticed as
he took a place at the end of one of the benches that there were
even several dressed like hinmself as costernongers.

The nost inpressive figure of all, though, was the tall nan

wi th sandy hair and noustache who had been | ounging in a

hi gh- backed chair on the rai sed deck, and now stood up and

| eaned on the railing,” |ooking out across the conpany. He was
extravagant| y—not quite ludicrously—attired in a green satin

frockcoat, with clusters of airy lace bursting out at wist and
throat, tight white satin knee breeches and white silk stock-

ings, and little shoes that, if shorn of their gold buckles, would
have | ooked |ike ballet punps. The babbl e of conversation

had ceased when he got to his feet.

"That's Copenhagen Jack hinsel f," proudly whispered
Skat e, who had positioned his cart on the floor beside Doyl e,
"captain of the Pye Street beggars."

Doyl e nodded absently, his attention suddenly caught by the
roasting turkey snell on the warmair.

"CGood evening, friends," said the captain. He was twirling

a |l ong-stemmed wi ne glass in one hand.

"Eveni ng, captain," chorused the conpany.

Still looking across the dining hall, he held the glass out to
the side, and a boy in a red coat and high boots hurried up and
spl ashed some red wine into it froma decanter. The captain
tasted it and then nodded. "A dry Medoc with the roast

beef," he announced as the boy scanpered away, "and with
the fowm we'll probably exhaust the sauternes that arrived |ast
week. "

The conpany appl auded, Doyle as energetically as any of
t hem

"Reports, disciplines and the consideration of new mem
bers will be conducted after supper." This announcenent too
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seened agreeable to the beggars, and as soon as the captain sat
down at his own el evated tabl e a door swung open fromthe
kitchen, and nine nen issued fromit, each carrying a whole
roasted turkey on a platter. Each table got one, and the nan at
the head was given a long knife and fork to carve with. Doyle
happened to be sitting at the head of his table, and he man-
aged to summon up enough Christmas and Thanksgi vi ng ski |

to do an adequate job. Wien he'd sl apped sone onto all the

pl ates presented to him including the one Skate held up from
bel ow the tabl e edge, he forked some onto his own and set to it
with vigor, washing it down with liberal sips of the chilled
sauternes that a small arnmy of kitchen boys kept pouring into
any glass less than half full. The turkey was foll owed by roast
beef, charred and chewy at the ends and blood-rare in the

m ddl e, and an apparently endl ess supply of hot rolls and
butter, and bottles and bottles of what Doyle had to adnmt was
a wonderfully dry and full-bodi ed Bordeaux. Dessert was hot

pl um puddi ng and a cream sherry.
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When the di shes had been cleared away and the diners were
sitting back, many of them to Doyle's envy, stuffing clay

pi pes and dextrously lighting themfromthe candl es on the
tabl es, Copenhagen Jack dragged his tall chair to the front of
the raised section and cl apped his hands for attention. "Busi-
ness," he said. "Were's Fairchild?"

The street-side door opened and a young nan hurried in-

side, and for a nmonment Doyl e thought that this nust be Fair-
child, but a surly, unshaven man had stood up from one of the

rear tables and said, "Here, sir." The boy who'd just entered

unl ooped a nuffler fromaround his neck and, crossing to the

front of the hall, sat down on the steps that led up to the raised

deck.

The captain nodded to the new arrival and then | ooked back

at Fairchild, who was nervously wenching at an old cloth cap
in his hands. "You were seen to hide five shillings in a drain-
pipe this norning, Fairchild."

Fairchild kept his head down, but |ooked up at Copenhagen
Jack through his bushy eyebrows. "Seen by who, sir?"

"Never mnd who. Do you deny hiding then"

The man considered. "Uh . . . no, sir," he said at |ast.
"Only I wasn't . . . hiding '"emfrom Marko, see, but there
were these kids bothering me and | was afraid they'd rob ne."

"Then why did you tell Marko when he canme by at one in
the afternoon that you' d only made a few penni es?"

"I forgot," said Fairchild. "About themshillings."
The young man perched on the steps was scanning the
crowd as though he was expecting to nmeet soneone here.
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Doyl e wondered who he was. He seened young, |ess than

twenty, in spite of his little noustache, and Doyle reflected
that the original owner of that coat he was wearing, who had
probably been dead twenty years, had been a much bi gger nman

than its present wearer.

"You're not the only forgetful one around here, Fairchild,"
said the captain gently. "It seens to me | agreed to forget two
simlar offences of yours during these past several nonths."

The young man on the steps had let his gaze stop on Doyl e;

he stared at himspeculatively, then with sonething |ike anx-
iety. Just when Doyl e was beginning to be worried by it, the

young nman | ooked away.

"I"'mafraid," Copenhagen Jack went on, "that we'll have
to forget sonme nore things: we'll forget you were ever a

menber of our company, and you can oblige me by forgetting
the way to ny house.’

"But Cap'n," gasped Fairchild, "I didn't nmean it, you can
have the five shillings—
"Keep them You'll need them Now go." Fairchild left so

qui ckly that Doyl e knew the captain nust have had some bri sk
way of ejecting people that didn't want to | eave as they were
told. "And now," said Captain Jack, smling, "to pleasanter
tasks. Are there any petitioners for adm ssion?"

Skat e waved his hand as high as he could, which was no

hi gher than the candles on the table. "I've brought one, cap-
tain," he roared, and his cup-rattlingly deep voice made up
for the ineffectiveness of his waving.

The captain peered curiously dowmn at the table. "Let him
stand up then."

Doyl e got to his feet and faced Copenhagen Jack

"Well, Skate, he's certainly pitiful-1looking enough. \Wat's
your name?"

"Brendan Doyle, sir.

When Doyl e had voiced no nore than the first two syllables

of his reply, the young man who'd been staring at himwhirled
and | eaped ninbly to the deck and whi spered urgently to the
capt ai n.

Captain Jack | eaned to the side and cocked his head, and a
few monents | ater straightened up and stared at Doyl e
somewhat incredul ously; then he whispered to the boy a few
wor ds whi ch, though inaudi ble, were obviously sonething |ike
Are you sure? The young man nodded vigorously and told him
somet hi ng nore.

Doyl e vi ewed t hese proceedings with nounting al arm
wondering if this noustached youth could be working for the
bal d- headed gypsy chief. He eyed the street door, and noticed
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that it hadn't closed quite all the way. He thought, if they
make any attenpt to seize me, |'lIl be out that door before
these boys can get up fromthe tables.

The captain shrugged and turned toward the increasingly
curious diners. "Young Jacky tells ne that our new friend
Brendan Doyl e has just arrived in town fromBristol, where
he's done very well in the past at pretending to be a sinple-
m nded deaf-mute. Under the nane of, uh, Dunb Tom he's

m | ked the sympathy of the folks at Bristol for the last five
years, but he's been forced to | eave there because-what was it
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agai n, Jacky? Ch, | renenber—he saw a friend of his com ng

out of a whorehouse, and the girl the chap had been with was

| eaning out of an upstairs windowwith a ... a solid rmarble
chanmber pot she was going to fling down onto the poor man's

head when he wal ked by underneath, as he was just about to

do. Seens there'd been a di sagreenent about the fee, and the

girl felt she'd been cheated. In any case, Doyle called to his pa
fromacross the street: 'Look out!' yells Doyle. 'Back away,

my friend, the tart's fixing to brain you!'" Well, his friend' s life
was saved, but poor Doyl e was overheard by everyone on the
street, and in no tinme everyone realized he could talk as well as
any of them and he had to | eave town."

The beggars near Doyle told himhe was a fine fell ow, and
Skate said, "You should have told me your story this norn-
ing, lad.”

Doyl e, concealing his surprise and suspicion, opened his
mouth to reply to Skate, but the captain raised his hand so
suddenly and inperiously that all eyes were on himagain, and

Doyl e didn't speak.

"And Jacky points out that since Doyle hopes to take up the
beggi ng trade here in London, and since he prospered so when

he didn't speak and suffered exile the first time he uttered a
word, he ought to get back into the habit of relying on gestures
to comuni cate with. You need practice at being Dunb Tom

again, M. Doyle. Don't you agree?"

Everybody turned to Doyl e, and he saw one of the captain's
eyelids flutter slightly. The purpose of all this nust be to con-
ceal ny accent, Doyle realized. But why? And how did that
boy know I'd have one? He smiled uncertainly and nodded.

"You're a wi se man. Dunb Tom " sai d Copenhagen Jack

"Now Jacky tells ne you and he used to be great pals in

Bristol once, so l'll let himrob us of your conpany for a while
so he can explain our ways to you. And in the neantinme |']I
consider the rest of the candidates for recruitment. Stand up,
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anot her of you!"

As a bleary-eyed old man struggled to stand up at anot her
tabl e, Jacky hopped down fromthe platformand hurried over

to Doyl e, his oversized coat flapping around his thin formlike
the wings of a bird. Still wary, Doyle stepped back from him

and gl anced agai n at the door.

"Brendan," said Jacky, "come on now. You know |'m not
one to hold a grudge—and | understand she |left you for

anot her bloke only a week later." Skate let out a runbling
chuckl e, and Jacky wi nked and nout hed sonet hi ng that
m ght have been trust ne.

Doyl e let hinmself relax. You' ve got to trust sonebody, he
t hought —and at | east these peopl e appreciate a good
Bor deaux. He nodded and | et hinself be | ed away.

Fairchild gently pushed the door closed, and then stood
troubl ed by thought on the pavenent outside the dining room
The air was getting chilly afcthe last gray |light faded out of the
sky, and he frowned—then took cheer fromthe nenory of

the five shillings in the drainpipe, for that would buy hima
coupl e of days of leisurely living, graced with beer and beef
pi es and skittles. But—and he frowned again as much at the
abstractness as at the bl eakness of the thought—+there would

be days after the five shillings were gone. Wat would he do
then? He could ask the captain what to do ... no, that's right,
the captain had just thrown himout, which was why he had to
think of what to do.

He whinpered a little as he hurried down Pye Street, and
sl apped hinself across the face a fewtines in an effort to
rouse his brain to constructive thought.

"You knew |'d have an accent." Doyle pulled the corduroy
coat closer about hinmself, for the little roomwas cold in spite
of the snoldering coals in the grate.

"Cbviously," said Jacky as he piled bl ocks of wood onto

the old enmbers and arranged themto produce a good draft. "I
told the captain that you nustn't be allowed to speak, and he
improvised a story to arrange for it. Cose those w ndows, will
you? And then sit down."

Doyl e pulled the wi ndows shut and | atched them "So how

did you know? And why shoul dn't peopl e hear nme?" There

were two chairs, one on either side of the small table, and he
t ook the one nearest the door

Havi ng got the fire going to his satisfaction, Jacky got up
and crossed to a cupboard. "I'Il tell you as soon as you answer
sonme questions of mne."

Doyl e's eyes narrowed with resentnent at being talked to so
perenptorily by a kid who was younger than nost of his stu-
dents—and his resentnment was only slightly appeased by the
bottle the young man had lifted down froma shelf.
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A muted racket of applause and whistling sounded from
downstairs, but neither of themremarked on it.

Jacky sat down, and gave Doyle a | ook that was both
puzzl ed and stern as he splashed brandy into two snifters and
pushed one across the table to him

"Thanks," Doyle said, picking it up and swirling it under
his nose. It snelled as good as any he'd ever had. "You people
do live well," he adm tted grudgi ngly.

Jacky shrugged his narrow shoul ders. "Begging's a trade
like everything else," he said, alittle inpatiently, "and
Copenhagen Jack's the best organizer of it." He took a gulp
fromhis own glass. "Tell me the truth now, Doyl e—what

have you done to nmake Doctor Ronany so anxious to get hold

of you?"

Doyl e blinked. "Wo's Doctor Romany?"
"He's the chief of the nobst powerful band of gypsies in

Engl and. "

Gnhost fingers tickled the hair at the back of Doyl e's neck
"A tall, bal d-headed old guy? That wears spring-shoes?"

"That's the man. He's got every beggar and thief in Hor-
rabin's warren looking for a ... a man of your description
with a foreign, possibly Anerican accent. And he's offering a
big reward for your capture.”

"Horrabi n? That clow? My God, | net himthis norning,
saw t hat damm puppet show of his. He didn't seemto—=

"It was only this evening that Doctor Ronmany told every-
body to | ook for you. Horrabin mentioned having seen you at

Billingsgate."

Doyl e hesitated, trying to sort out the different interests in
all this. If a truce could be enforced, he wouldn't mind talking
to Doctor Romany, for the man obviously knew-somehow—

the tinmes and pl aces where the gaps woul d show up; and Doyl e
still had his nobile hook strapped to his arm |f he could | earn
the location of a gap and be standing inside its field when it
closed, he'd reappear in that lot in London in 1983. He felt a
wave of honesick | ongi ng when he thought about California,

Cal State Fullerton, the Ashbl ess biography.... On the other
hand, this Doctor Romany hadn't given the inpression of be-

ing an accomodating sort of person, what with his cigar and
all. And what was this boy's interest in the whole thing? Prob-
ably the "big" reward.
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Doyl e must have given Jacky a wary | ook, for the boy shook

his head in disgust and said, "And no, |I'mnot planning on
turning you over to him | wouldn't deliver a mad dog into the
hands of that creature . . . even if he kept his word about the

reward, which is unlikely. The real reward woul d probably be
the opportunity to check the bottom of the Thames for | ost
coins."

"Sorry," said Doyle, taking a sip of the brandy. "But it
sounded |i ke you had been to a neeting of these people.”

"I was. Captain Jack pays nme to wander around and keep
track of what the ... conpetition is doing. Horrabin holds
meetings in a sewer under Bainbridge Street, and I'ma fre-
quent visitor. But stop dodgi ng the questi on—why does he
want you?"

"Well ..." Doyle held his glass up and absently adm red

the way the flames shone through the dark topaz of the |iquor.
"I"'mnot conpletely sure nyself, but I know he wants to | earn
something fromme." It occurred to himthat he was begin-

ning to get drunk. "He wants to know. . . how !l arrived in a
field near Kensington."

"Wel | ? How did you arrive? And why does he care?”
"Il tell you the truth, Jacky ny boy. | traveled by magic."

"Yes, it would have to be sonmething Iike that. Wat sort of
magi c? And where did you conme fron®"

Doyl e was di sconcerted. "You don't find that hard to
bel i eve?"

"I"'d find it hard to believe that Doctor Ronany coul d get

this excited by anything that didn't involve nagic. And I'm
certainly not so ... inexperienced as to claimit doesn't exist.'
He smiled with such bitterness that Doyl e wondered what sort

of thing the boy night have seen. "Wat sort of nagic?"

Jacky repeat ed.

"I don't know, actually. | was just part of a group, and the
magi cal mechani cs of the whol e thing was sonebody el se's
departnent. But it was a spell or something that permtted us
to jump fromone . . . place to another without traversing the
di stance between."

"And you junped all the way from America that way?"

Why not, thought Doyle. "That's right. And this Doctor

Romany nmust have seen us appear in that field—2 think he

was wat ching the place, for you can't just junp fromhere to
there as you please, you see, you' ve got to take off and |land at
certain places, what the man in charge called gaps, and
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bel i eve Romany knows where all the gaps are—and he nust
have foll owed us fromthere, because he grabbed nme when
was just for a nonment away fromthe others, and he took ne
to sonme™gypsy canp." Doyl e gul ped sone brandy, for telling
the story was reawakening his fear of the bal d- headed ol d

man.
"And what happened to the other people, the ones you

cane with?"
"l don't know. | guess they nmamde it back to the gap and

j unped back to, uh, Anerica."
"Why did you all cone?"
He | aughed. "It's a long story, but what we cane for was to

hear a | ecture.”
Jacky cocked an eyebrow. "A |l ecture? What do you

mean?"

"Have you ever heard of Sanuel Tayl or Col eridge?"
"Of course. He's supposed to speak on MIton at the Crown

and Anchor next Saturday."

Doyl e raised his eyebrows. This beggar boy was begi nni ng

to inpress him "Right. WlIl, he got the dates m xed up and

came to give it last night, and we were all there, so he delivered
it then. Very interesting talk, as a matter of fact."

"Ch?" Jacky finished his brandy and thoughtfully poured
hi nsel f another inch. "And how di d you people know he'd get

the dates m xed up?"
Doyl e spread his hands. "The man in charge knew. "

Jacky was silent for a few nonents, gingerly scratching
under his noustache, then he | ooked up and grinned. "Wre
you just a hireling brought along to m nd the horses or
sonet hing, or were you interested in the | ecture?"

Doyl e was tenpted to tell this arrogant boy that he'd

publ i shed a bi ography of Col eridge. He contented hinself

with saying, as loftily as possible, "I was brought along to ex-
plain to the guests who Coleridge ... is, and to answer ques-
tions about himafter we'd got back home."

Jacky | aughed with pleasure. "So you're interested in
nodern poetry! There's nore to you than neets the eye,

Doyl e. "
The door at Doyl e's back opened and Copenhagen Jack

entered, |ooking even taller and broader-shoul dered in the
small room "Two new nmenbers,” he said, perching hinself
on the corner of the table and picking up the brandy bottle.

"A good Decayed Gentlenman, and the best shaker |'ve seen in
year s—you shoul d have seen the fit he threw to show us his
style. Astonishing. And how fares Dunb TonP"
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Doyl e winced. "Am| really stuck with that?"

"If you stay you are. What's this story about Horrabin
bei ng after you?" The captain tilted the bottle up and took a
|iberal swig fromthe neck of it.

Jacky spoke up. "It's Horrabin's naster, Doctor Romany.

He thinks Dunb Tom here knows a | ot of sorcerous stuff, and
he's m staken, but he's offered a huge reward, and so every
mongrel from Horrabin's rat-warren will be | ooking for Bren-
dan Doyle." He turned to Doyle. "Face it, man, your Dunb
Tomrole is purely a survival tactic."

The captain | aughed. "And be grateful | don't conduct mny
busi ness the way Horrabin's father did."

Jacky | aughed too, and then seeing Doyl e's unconprehend-

ing | ook, explained. "The clowmn's father was a St. Gl es beg-
gar naster too, and he wouldn't run a fake—all of his blind
men really were blind, and his crippled children didn't carry
crutches just for effect. Al very commendabl e, one would
say, until you learn that he'd recruit healthy people and then
alter themfor the trade of begging. He had a hospital in
reverse under London sonewhere, and devel oped techni ques

for turning robust nen, wonen and children into creatures
tailored to evoke horror and pity." The smle had worn off
Jacky's face during his speech.

"So if old Teobal do Horrabin had deci ded you ought to be

Dunb Tom" said the captain, "why he'd cut out your tongue

and then have a gane try at maki ng you genuinely sinpl e-

nm nded by knocking in one corner of your head or snothering

you just | ong enough for your brain to die. Like Jacky said, he
was an expert at it." He sucked sone nore brandy out of the
bottle's neck. "They even say he went to work on his own son,
and that Horrabin wears those baggy clothes and that face

paint to conceal the deformities his father gave him"

Doyl e shuddered, remenbering the startling appearance of
the clown's face as he'd seen it in the back of the puppet
booth. "So what happened to Horrabin pere?"

Jacky shrugged. "It was all before ny tine."

"Some said he died and then Horrabin fils took over," said
the captain. "Ohers said he killed old Teobaldo in order to

take over. |'ve even heard that old Teobaldo is still alive down
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there . . . and I'"'mnot sure he wouldn't rather be dead." He
caught Doyl e's questioning |ook. "Ch, old Horrabin was very
tall, and any tight places, even a crowded corridor, used to
upset him™
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"One loss we suffer in running this lad as a nute," said
Jacky, snagging the bottle fromthe captain | ong enough to
refill the two glasses, "is that he can read."

The captain glanced at Doyle with nore interest than he'd
shown in anything all evening. "Can you really? Affluently?"

Quessing that he nmeant fluently, Doyl e nodded.

"Excellent! You can read to me. Literature is perhaps ny
main interest inlife, but |I've never been able to wing the sense
out of the marks on the pages. Do you know any poens? By

heart ?"
"Ch, sure."

"G ve us one."
"Uh ... all right." He cleared his throat, and then began,

"The curfewtolls the knell of parting day,
The I owi ng herd winds slowy o'er the |ea,

The pl owran honeward pl ods his weary way,

And | eaves the world to darkness and to ne..."

The captain and Jacky both sat raptly |istening during
Doyl e's recitation of the entirety of Gray's El egy. Wen he
finished the captain appl auded, and hinself |aunched into

verse, a section from Sanson Agoni st es.
Jacky was next. "Tell me what you think of this," he said,

and then recited,

"These cold and tangled streets, that once were gay
Wth light and drink, now echo to ny tread

As | pass by alone. N ght breezes thread

Thr ough dusty roons their solitary way

and carry out, through broken w ndowpanes,

Into the street, old thoughts and nenories."

Jacky paused, and Doyl e autonatically conpleted the oc-
tave:

"The lad is far away who cherished these,
And not hing of his spirit now remains."

After he'd recited it Doyle tried to renenber where he'd

read it. It was in a book about Ashbless, but it wasn't by him
. Got it, he thought—+t's one of the dam few works of
Colin Lepovre, who was engaged to Elizabeth Tichy before

she becanme WIliam Ashbl ess' wife. Lepovre di sappeared in,
let's see, 1809 it was, a few nonths before the wedding was to
have occurred; he was twenty, and left behind himonly a thin
book of verses that got few and unsynpathetic reviews.

He gl anced at Jacky and saw that the young nman was star-
ing at himw th surprise and, for the first tine, something |like
respect. "My God, Doyle, you' ve read Lepovre?"

"Ch yes," said Doyle airily. "He di sappeared, uh, |ast
year, didn't he?"

file:/lIF|/rah/Tim%20Powers/Powers,%20Tim%20-%20The%20Anubis%20Gates%20UC.txt (82 of 329) [7/17/03 11:44:53 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Tim%20Powers/Powers,%20Tim%620-%20T he%20A nubi s%20Gates%20U C.txt

Jacky | ooked grim "That's the official story. Actually he
was killed. | knew him you see."

"Did you really?" It occurred to Doyle that, rf he ever got
back to 1983, this story m ght nmake a good footnote in the
Ashbl ess bi ography. "How was he killed?"

The young man drained his brandy again and reckl essly
poured hinself a lot nore. "Maybe sone day I'I|l know you
wel | enough to tell you."

Still determined to get something publishable out of the
boy, Doyl e asked, "Did you know his fiancee, Elizabeth
Ti chy?"

Jacky | ooked startled. "If you're from Anerica, how do

you know all this?"

Doyl e opened his nmouth to voice a plausible reply, couldn't
think of one, and had to nake do with, "Sone day, Jacky, 1
may know you well enough to say."

Jacky raised his eyebrows, as if considering taking offense;

then he smled. "As | said, Doyle, there's certainly nore to
you than meets the eye. Yes, | knew Beth Tichy—quite well. |
knew her years before she met Lepovre. | still keep in touch.”

"Evidently | was nearly correct in saying that you two were

old pals," said Copenhagen Jack. "Doyle, you cone with ne.

A d Stikeleather has got ne hal fway through Dal |l as' Aubrey,

but the way he reads he'll be at |east another year finishing it.
Let's see if you can read a little nore quickly."

The | owceilinged kitchen of The Beggar in the Bush was
crowded, but nost of the people were hanging over the table

98 TI' M POAERS

where a card gane was going on, and Fairchild, nursing his

cup of ginin a dark corner, had roomto | ean back and put his
feet up against the bricks of the wall. Long ago he'd | earned
not to ganble, for he could never understand the rules, and
regardl ess of what sort of cards he was dealt, somehow peopl e
al ways took his noney away and told himhe'd | ost.

He had taken only one of the shillings fromthe drainpipe in
the alley off Fleet Street, for he had figured out a plan: he
woul d join Horrabin's beggar arny and keep the shillings just

for special things |ike neat and gin and beer and—he gul ped
sone gin when he thought of it—a girl every now and then.

Hi s gin gone, he decided not to have another, for if he

m ssed signing up with the stilted cl own tonight he'd have to
spend some of his noney on nere | odging, and that wasn't

part of his plan. He stood up and made his way through the
shouting and | aughing press to the front door of the place and
st epped out si de.

The flickering | anplight seemed to fall with reluctance
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across the overhangi ng housefronts of Buckeridge Street, |ay-
ing only the faintest of dry brush touches on the black fabric
of the night—here an open wi ndow high in one wall was
underlit, though the room beyond was in darkness; there the
mouth of an alley with another |anp sonewhere along it was
discernible only by a line of yellowy glistening wet cobbl e-
stones, like a procession of toads only nonentarily notionless
in their slow crossing of the street; and ragged roofs and

pat ches of scaling walls were occasionally visible when the
vagrant breeze blew the lanmp flane high

Fairchild groped his way across the street to the opposite
corner, and as he hunched al ong toward the next street he
coul d hear snoring from behind the boards nailed up over the
ungl assed wi ndows of Modther Dowl ing' s boardi ng house. He
sneered at the oblivious sleepers who, as he knew from ex-
peri ence, had each paid three pennies to share a bed with two
or three other people and a roomw th a dozen nore. Paying
money to be packed like bats in an old house, he thought,
smug in the know edge that he had other plans.

A nmonent | ater, though, he was uneasily wondering just

what sort of sleeping arrangenents Horrabin m ght provide.
That clown was scary; he nmight have everybody sleep in cof-
fins or sonmething. The thought made Fairchild halt, gaping
and crossing hinself .'Then he remenbered that it was getting
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| ate, and whatever he intended to do he'd better do soon. At
| east Horrabin's is free, he thought, noving forward again.
Everybody's wel cone at Horrabin's.

The sewer parliament woul d have adjourned by this tinme, so

i nstead of turning right on Maynard toward Bai nbridge Street

he followed the wall that brushed his left shoul der, around the
corner to face the north, where on the far side of Ivy Lane
stood the dark warehouse-like structure known in the neigh-
borhood as the Horrabin Hotel, or Rat's Castle.

Now he was worrying that they mght not take himin. After

all, he was not smart. He reassured hinself with the reflection
that he was a good beggar, at |least, and that's what was im
portant here. It also occurred to himthat Horrabin night be
interested to |l earn that Copenhagen Jack's newest deaf-mnute

was a fake, and could be tricked into talking.

Yes, Fairchild decided, I'lIl have to be sure to put nyself on
the clown's good side by telling himabout that.

Jacky stood for quite a while beside the wi ndow Doyl e had

shut, just |ooking out over the indistinct rooftops, pinpricked
here and there with the snoky red dot of a lantern or the

anber | ozenge of an uncurtained wi ndow. | wonder what he's
doing this mnute, Jacky thought, what dark court he nmay be
silently treading, in what gin den he nay be buying sone un-
suspecting poor devil a drink. O is he asleep in sone garret
out there . .. and what sort of dreams could he have? Does he
steal those too, | wonder?
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Jacky turned away and sat down at the table where the
paper, pen and ink were waiting. Lean fingers picked up the
pen, dipped the nib in the ink and, after sone hesitation,
began to wite:

Sept. 2, 1810
My dear Mot her—

Wiile | amstill not able to give you an address

at which | can be reached, | can assure you that |
amwell, & getting enough to eat, & sleeping with a
roo/ over ny head. | know you consider it a
dangerous and affected Lunacy, but | am naking

sone progress at finding the man—/ he can be
called a nan—that killed Colin; and although you
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have told ne repeatedly that it is a task for the
police, I will ask you once nore to take ny word
for it that the police are not equi pped to dea

wi t h—even acknow edge t he exi stence of +the sort
of man this is. | intend to kill himwith the

M ni mum of Risk to nmyself, as soon as it may be
Feasi bl e, and then return hone, where | trust |

shall still find a Welcone. In the neantinme | am
anong Friends, and amin far | ess danger than you
probably inmagine; and if you will, despite ny pre-

sent very regretful disobedience to your W shes,
keep for nme the warnth and | ove you have so

bountifully shewn me in the past, you will very
deeply gratify your nost |oving and affectionate

daught er,
El i zabet h Jacquel i ne Tichy.

Jacky waved the letter in the air until the ink was dry, then
folded it up, addressed it, and dripped candle wax on it for a
seal . She | ocked the door, got out of her baggy clothes and,
just before swinging the hinged bed down out of the wall,
peel ed the noustache off, scratched her upper |ip vigorously,
and then stuck the strip of gunmed, canvas-backed hair onW
the wal |

CHAPTERS

"Most persons break the shells of eggs, after
they have eaten the neat. This was originally
done to prevent their being used as boats by
witches."

—Francis G ose

COVENT GARDEN ON Sat urday ni ght displayed an entirely dif-
ferent character than it had shown at dawn—t was nearly as
crowded, and certainly no | ess noisy, but where twelve hours
ago ranks of coster's wagons had lined the curb, there now
gracefully rolled the finest phaeton coaches, drawn by ponies
carefully matched in size and col or, as the West End
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aristocracy arrived fromtheir houses in Jernyn Street and St
Janmes to attend the theatre. The paving stones were now being
frenziedly swept every couple of minutes by ragged crossing
sweepers, each jeal ously working his hard-won section of
pavenent, ahead of any pedestrian | adies and gentlenen that

| ooked likely to tip; and the Doric portico of the Covent
Garden Theatre, newy rebuilt only last year after burning to
the ground in 1808, reared its grand architecture far nore

el egantly by lanmplight and the gold glow of its interior
chandeliers than it had in the hard brightness of the sunlight.

The crossing sweepers nade at | east a token gesture of per-
form ng a service for the pence and shillings they received, but
al so present were people who sinmply begged. One of the nost
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successful was a tubercular wetch who shanbl ed about the
square, never soliciting alns, but hopel essly gnawing at a
mud- caked chunk of stale bread whenever anyone was watch-

ing him And if a pity-struck | ady goaded her escort to ask this
unfortunate soul what ailed him the sunken-eyed derelict
woul d only touch his nouth and ear, indicating that he could
neit her hear nor speak, and then return his attention to the
ghastly piece of bread. Hi s plight seened nore genuine for not
bei ng flaunted or explained, and he coll ected so many

coi ns—ncl udi ng a nunber of five-shilling crowns and one un-
precedent ed gol d soverei gn—+that he had to go enpty his
pockets into Marko's bag every ten or twenty m nutes.

"Ah, Dunmb Tom" exclained Marko softly as Doyl e once

again sidled into the alley where he waited. He held out his
sack and Doyl e dug handfuls of change out of his pockets and
tossed theminto it. "Yer doin' splendid, lad. Now listen, I'm
movin' over to Malk Alley by Bedford Street this tine, and ||
be there for the next half hour. CGot it?"

Doyl e nodded.

"Keep up the good work. And cough sometines. You do a
stunni ng cough."

Doyl e nodded agai n, wi nked, and noved back out into the
street.

This was his sixth day of begging, and he was still surprised
at how good at it he'd proved to be, and howrelaxed a life it
was. He was even conming to terms with the idea of getting up
at dawn and wal ki ng a dozen miles a day—overing both sides

of the river west of London Bridge—for the appetite he

wor ked up was always | avishly sated by the dinners at
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Copenhagen Jack's house in Pye Street, and the captain had

no objection to his beggars stopping at public houses for the
occasi onal pint, or taking short naps on disused street to street
rooftop bridges or between coal barges on the shore by

Bl ackfriar's Bridge.

The nmake-up around his eyes was making his skin break

out, though. It had been Jacky's idea to exaggerate Doyle's

al ready pal e conplexion to the point of |ooking consunptive

by having himwear a white cloth around his head |ike a

toot hache sling, with a black cap above and a red scarf around
his neck—+to make his face seem very bl anched by con-

trast—and appl yi ng sone pi nk nmake-up around his eyes.

"Makes you |l ook 'nore smitten," Jacky had said as he'd

snmeared the snelly stuff into Doyle's eye sockets, "and if

Horrabi n shoul d happen to see you, let's hope it'll keep him
fromrecogni zi ng you."

Jacky puzzl ed Doyl e. The boy sonetimes struck himas ef-

fem nate in certain spontaneous gestures and word choi ces,

and he certainly had no apparent interest in young |adies, but
Wednesday after dinner, when a floridly handsome Decayed
Gent | eman beggar had cornered Jacky in the hall, calling him
his little hot cross bun and trying to kiss him Jacky had
reacted not just with a firmrefusal but with disgust, as if he
considered all that sort of thing distasteful. And Doyl e

coul dn't understand why a young man of Jacky's intelligence
woul d settle for begging as a means of earning a living, even in
such a relatively pleasant operation as Captain Jack's.

Doyl e hinself certainly didn't intend to stay with it for very
| ong. Three days from now, on Tuesday the el eventh of

Sept enber, WIIliam Ashbl ess was going to arrive in London,

and Doyl e had resolved to neet him strike up a friendship
with the poet and then sonehow get Ashbl ess—who had never

been noted as hurting for noney—to help set himup with

sonme decent sort of job. He knew that the man would arrive at
the London Dock on the frigate Sandoval at nine in the norn-
ing, and at ten-thirty would wite the first draft of his best-
known poem "The Twel ve Hours of the Night," in the front
room of the Jammi ca Cof fee House. Doyle intended to save

sonme beggi ng noney, buy a passable suit, and neet Ashbl ess
there. Having studied the man so thoroughly Doyl e al ready

felt that he knew himpretty well

He wasn't letting hinself consider the possibility that
Ashbl ess m ght be unable, or unwilling, to help him

"My God, Stanley, will you |l ook at that poor creature!"
said a |l ady as she stepped to the pavenent from a hackney
cab. "Gve hima shilling."

Acting as if he hadn't heard, Doyle resuned gnaw ng the
piece of dirty bread Captain Jack had equi pped himwi th six
days ago; Stanley was conplaining that if he gave Doyle a
shilling he woul dn't have enough for a drink before the show.

"You val ue your filthy liquor nore than the sal vation of
your soul, is that it? You make me sick. Here, you with the
bread or whatever that thing is! Buy yourself a decent dinner
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Doyl e was careful to wait until she'd approached cl oser, and
then he | ooked up sharply as if startled, and touched his
mout h and ear. She was hol ding a bracel et out toward him
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"Ch, will you |look at that, Stanley, on top of it all he can't
hear nor speak. Low as a dog the poor fellowis."

She waved the bracelet at Doyle, and he took it with a
grateful smile. The couple noved on toward the theater
Stanl ey grunbling, as Doyl e dropped the heavy bracelet into

hi s pocket.

And then, he thought as he shanbl ed on, once Ashbl ess has

hel ped me get on ny feet in this damed century, if |

decide—as | imagine 1 will—that |1'd rather go hone to the

time when there are paranedi cs and anesthetics and health in-
spectors and novies and flush toilets and tel ephones, |'1|
cautiously get in touch with the fearsone Doctor Ronany and
work out sone sort of a deal whereby he'll tell me the |ocation
of one of the upconming tinme gaps. Hell, | could probably trick
himinto letting me be within the field when the gap closed! |'d
have to be sure he wouldn't find and take away the nobile

hook, though. | wonder if it's too big to swall ow.

The tickling itch had been building in his throat over the |ast
few m nutes, and an el egantly dressed coupl e was approaching

at an unhurried pace, so he unleashed his nuch adnired

cough; he tried not to let hinmself do it too often because it
tended quickly to change froma sinulated ordeal into a genu-

i ne | ung-w enchi ng paroxysm and in the last few days it had
been getting worse. He supposed glumy that he had picked it

up fromhis mdnight dip in the chilly Chel sea Creek a week

ago.
"Holy Mot her of God, Janes, that wal ki ng corpse is about

to cough his livers right out onto the pavenent. Gve him

something to buy hinself a drink with."
"' Be wasted onthatsod. He' || be dead before dawn."
"Well. . . perhaps you're right. Yes, you certainly seemto

be right."

Two nen | eaned against the iron palings of the fence that
flanked the wings of the theatre. One of themtapped ash from
a cigar and then drew on it, making a glowing red dot in the

shadows. "I asked sonmebody," he said softly to his partner
"and this boy is a deaf-nute called Dunb Tom You're sure
it's hinP"
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"The boss is sure.”

The first man stared across the street at Doyle, who had
pul I ed hinsel f together and was | urching away, again pretend-
ing to gnaw the bread. "He sure doesn't |ook |like a nenace.”

"Just the fact of himis a nenace, Kaggs. He's not supposed
to be here."

"l guess so." Kaggs slipped a long, slimknife fromhis
sl eeve, absently tested the edge with his thunb and then
slipped it away again. "How do you want to do it?"

The ot her man thought for a monent. "Shoul dn't be hard.

I"1'l bunmp himand knock himdown, and you can act |ike

you' re hel ping himup. Let your coat hang forward so

nobody' || see, and then slip the knife all the way in just behind
hi s col | arbone, bl ade perpendicular to the bone, and rock it

back and forth a little. There's a big artery down there that

you can't mss, and he ought to be dead in a few seconds.”

"Al'l right. Let's go." He tossed his cigar onto the street and
they both pushed away fromthe fence and strode after Doyl e.

Red-ri mmed eyes peered out of the face colorful with grease
pai nt, and Horrabin took two knocking steps forward. "They
were watching him and now they' re going after him" he said
inagrowing whisper quite different fromhis fluty voice
"You're certain they're not ours?"

"I've never clapped eyes on 'em before, yer Honor," said
one of the nen standing on the pavenent bel ow him

"Then never mnd waiting until this crowd's inside," hissed
the clown. "Get Dunb Tom now." As the three nen sprinted
away after Doyle and his two pursuers, Horrabin pounded a
white-gloved fist against the brick wall of the alley and
whi spered, "Damm you, Fairchild, why couldn't you have
renenber ed yest erday?"

AN

I"ve got to get back to 1983 before this cough kills me,

Doyl e thought unhappily. A shot of penicillin or something
would clear it up in a couple of days, but if I went to a doctor
here the bastard woul d probably prescribe | eeches. He felt the
throat tickle building up again, but resolutely resisted it. |
wonder if it's developed into full-blown pneunonia yet. Hell

it doesn't even seemto be good for business anynore. Nobody
wants to give anything to a beggar who | ooks like he'll be dead
inten mnutes. Maybe the captain woul d—

Soneone thrust a leg in his way and before he could step

asi de he was heavily shoul der-bunped, and he pitched straight
forward onto the cobbl estones, abrading the palns of his
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hands. The person who'd tripped hi mwal ked on, but someone
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el se crouched beside him "Are you all right?" the newconer
asked.

Dizzily Doyle started to make his deaf-nute gesture, but al

in an instant the man sl apped one hand over Doyl e's face,

hol ding his jaw shut with the heel of his hand, and with the
other drove a bl ade down at Doyl e's shoul der. Doyl e caught a
glinpse of the knife and thrashed backward, so that it cut
through his coat and skin but was deflected outward by his

coll arbone. He tried to yell but could only produce a sort of
loud humw th his mouth still held shut; his assailant knelt on
Doyl e's free armand drew the knife up for another try.

Suddenly sonething from behind collided hard with the

man and he oonphed! and did a quick forward sonersault as
his knife clattered away across the cobbles. Three nmen now
stood above Doyl e, and two of them quickly hooked hands
under his arns and hoi sted himup. "Saved yer life. Tommy,"
panted one. "Now you conme with us."

Doyl e al l owed hinself to be narched at a trot back the way
he' d come, for he assunmed these were sonme of Copenhagen
Jack's beggars who had conme to his rescue; then he saw the
upri ght grasshopper figure of Horrabin waiting in the alley
ahead, and realized that Doctor Romany had found him

He extended one arm and then slanmed the el bow back into

the stomach of the man who held his left arm and as the nman
crunpl ed Doyl e drove his left fist into the throat of the nman
on his right. He too went down and then Doyl e was runni ng

south with the boundl ess energy of pure panic, for he renem
bered Romany's cigar so well that he could al nost feel the

heat of it on his eye. He could hear the footsteps of the third
man poundi ng cl ose behind him

He was off the main street and pelting down an alley now,

and the racing pursuer's footsteps echoed terrifyingly close, so
when he saw a stack of boxes full of vegetabl e peelings against
one wall he reached out as he ran past and yanked the stack
out; Doyle spun with the nonentum of the action, lost his
footing and fell heavily, skidding on his hip and then on his
cut shoul der, but the boxes had toppled directly into the path
of Horrabin's man and he had tangled his feet in them and

done a resounding belly-flop onto the round stones of the
pavenent. He lay notionless face down, the wi nd and maybe

the life knocked' out of him and Doyle got to his feet,

whi npering, and |inped as fast as he could on down the alley.

He crossed two narrow streets and followed his alley

t hrough one nore bl ock and then found hinself on the

brightly lanplit sidewalk of the Strand, only a few bl ocks east
of the Crown and Anchor. Al the running had started him
coughi ng agai n, and he nmade a shilling and fourpence from

the awed passersby before he got it under control. Wen he
could get a breath again he began wal ki ng west on the Strand,
for it had suddenly occurred to himthat this was the Saturday
ni ght Col eri dge had been schedul ed to speak, and that Cole-
ridge, while not nowin any position to grant substantial aid to
anyone, mght at |east be able to help Doyle get back to Cap-
tain Jack's house unseen. Hell, Doyle thought, he night even
remenber me froma week ago.
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olivious to the bright store and restaurant w ndows he

passed, he hurried down the sidewal k, hunched over to relieve
the pain of the stitch in his side, linmping, and breathing with
fast asthmatic wheezes. He saw a worman recoil fromhimin
actual fear, and it cane to himhow grotesque he nust | ook

with his make-up, tattered clothes and crippl ed cockroach

gait; abruptly self-conscious, he straightened up and wal ked
nmore slowy.

The crowd that parted hastily in front of him seened no

mor e conposed of individuals than a plywood theatrical flat
representing a bus-line, but he did notice when a startlingly tal
figure stepped out of an alley into his path. A white conica

hat topped a head |ike a decorated Easter egg, and Doyl e

gasped, spun around and ran, hearing the knocking of the
pursuing stilts on the pavenent.

Horrabin ran easily on the stilts, taking bobbing ten foot
strides even as he wove through the sidewal k traffic, and as he
ran he emtted a succession of piercing high-1ow high-Iow
whistles. To the terrified Doyle it sounded |ike the Nazi Ges-
tapo sirens in old novies about World Var Two.

The whi stle was rousing certain beggars and draw ng them

out of alleys and doorways; they were silent, powerful-Iooking
creatures, and two of them pl odded toward Doyl e while

anot her was working his way over from across the street.

Looki ng over his shoul der, Doyle caught a freeze frane
glinpse of Horrabin only a giant pace away, his face grin-
ning mani acally |like a Chinese dragon and one white cl aw
ext ended. Doyl e | eaped sideways into the street; he tunbl ed,
rolling with only inches to spare out from under the hamer-
i ng hooves of a cab horse, and then he scranbled to his feet
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and sprang up onto the step of a carriage and braced hinsel f
there with one hand on the wi ndow sill and one on the roof
rail

The carriage's occupants were an old man and a young girl
"Pl ease speed up," Doyl e gasped, "I'm being chased by—*

The old man had angrily picked up and poised a | ean wal k-

ing stick, and nowwith all the force of the first breaking shot
of a pool ganme drove the blunt end at Doyl e's chest. Doyl e

flew off his perch as if he'd been shot, and though he nanaged
to land on his feet he instantly fell onto his hands and knees
and then rolled over a couple of tines.

The ruin-faced, one-eyed old creature huddled in a doorway

gi ggl ed and cl apped his papi er-mache hands silently. "Ah, yes
yes! Now into the river, Doyle—there's sonmething | want to
show you on the other side," chittered the Luck of the Surrey-
si de beggars.
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"CGod save us, he's been shot!" shouted Horrabin. "Get
himwhile he's still got any breath in him you dung beetles!"

Doyl e was on his feet now, but every breath seened to

spread a crack in his chest, and he thought that if he started
coughing now he'd die of it. One of his pursuers was only a

few paces away, advancing with a confident smle, so Doyle

dug into his pocket, fetched out the heavy bracel et and pitched
it with all his strength into the man's face, then without paus-
ing to see what effect it had he turned and hobbled to the far
curb, crossed the sidewal k and di sappeared into an alley.

"Tonmorrow night's dinner you all are unless you bring him

to ne!" shrilled Horrabin, froth flying fromhis vermllioned
lips as he did a woodpecker tap dance of fury on the north

si dewal k.

One of his beggars hurried forward but had m sjudged the
velocity of a Chaplin Conpany coach and went down under

the hooves, and one of the front wheels had cut across his md-
dl e before the driver was able to wench the horses and vehicle
to a halt. By now all traffic had come to a stop in this section
of the Strand, and drivers were shouting at each other and, in

a few cases, |ashing at one another with their whips.

Horrabi n stepped off the curb and began poling his way
through the confusion toward the opposite side of the street.
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Doyl e energed from between two buil dings and clattered

down an ancient set of wooden stairs to a sort of boardwal k
that ran along the top of the glistening riverbank. He hurried
down to the end of one of the piers and crouched behind a

hi gh wooden box, and his breathing gradually slowed to the
poi nt where he could close his nouth. The river air was col d,
and he was gl ad Copenhagen Jack didn't insist that his beg-
gars appear half-clad in cold weather—though it was an effec-
tive touch. He pulled his jacket and shirt away fromhis collar-
bone—the knife cut was still bleeding pretty freely, though it
wasn't deep.

I wonder who the hell that was, he thought. It couldn't have
been one of Doctor Romany's people, or Horrabin's, for

Jacky told ne they definitely want me alive. Maybe it was

some rival of theirs... or even just a solo lunatic hobo-killer,
some prototype Jack the Ri pper. Doyle gingerly touched the

Il ong cut. Thank God, he thought, that Horrabin's man

arrived when he did.

He rubbed his chest and then inhal ed experinentally, filling
his lungs. Though his breastbone stung, and he was doubt -

| essly devel oping the major bruise of his |ife—so far—there
was no grating sensation; the vicious old nan's cane had
probably not broken anything. He exhal ed and | eaned wearily
agai nst the box, letting his feet dangle over the water.

The yel |l ow dots of |anterns on passing boats, and their
reflections, stippled the blackness of the river |ike a Mpnet
pai nting, and the lights of Lanbeth were a gl owi ng chain on

the close horizon. The noon, a faint orange crescent, seened

to be balanced on the railing of Blackfriars Bridge half a nmile
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east. Behind and above himto his right were the lights of the
Adel phi Terrace, looking |like sone fantastic pleasure ship
viewed fromwater |evel, and he could hear faint nusic from
there when the breeze sl ackened.

He coul d feel another coughing fit building up in his throat
and chest, but fear gave himthe strength to suppress it when
he heard a sl ow, heavy knocki ng coming his way al ong the

boar dwal k behi nd him

Jacky was gl ad the water was flowi ng fast enough in the

subt erranean canat to nake the rudder usel ess in downstream
travel, for if it was swung very far to port it would hit her in
the head; and if the people in the boat had been exerting any
nmore control over the craft than just using barge poles to push
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it away fromthe walls whenever the current swung it too close,
they'd have felt the drag of their secret passenger. The water
swirling around her neck was beconi ng even col der as they ap-
proached the river, and it was all she could do to keep her
teeth fromchattering. She was careful to keep her head out

of the water, for she had a small flintlock pistol wapped up
in her turban, and she wanted to keep the flashpan dry. The
torches at bow and stern of the boat flickered in the sul phury
breeze, sonetimes casting only a dimred gl ow and at others
flaring up to illum nate starkly every stone of the arched ceil -
i ng passing by cl ose overhead.

Five m nutes ago she had been dry and warm cooking a

panful of sausages over the fire in the kitchen of Horrabin's
Rat's Castle on Maynard Street. She'd been dressed in her
Ahred t he Hi ndoo Beggar outfit, with a turban, sandals, and

a robe made froma chintz bedspread, with wal nut stain on her
face and hands and a fal se beard suppl enenti ng her customary
fal se moustache, for she'd seen the exiled Fairchild at the |
Rat's Castle, and didn't want to be recogni zed as one of
Copenhagen Jack's people. Doctor Romany had arrived a half
hour earlier, and had perched in one of Horrabin's sw ngs,
taken his weird shoes off and absorbed hinself with a stack of
shi ppi ng reports.

Then one of Horrabin's beggars, a sturdy red-faced old
fellow, had burst in, out of breath from running but gasping
out a nessage al nost before he was in the room "Doctor
Romany ... hurry ... the Strand, and noving south toward

the river... a man's been shot..."

"Who? Who's been shot?" Romany hopped down fromthe

swing without putting his spring-shoes back on, and his old
face twisted with agony; quickly he clinbed back into the
swing and pulled the shoes on. "Wo, damm you?" he rasped.

"I don't know. .. Simmons saw it and ... sent ne to fetch
you. He said it's the man you've... offered a reward for."

Romany had his shoes on and laced by this tine, and he had
agai n junped down fromthe swing, and was bobbing agilely
now on the powerful springs. "Wich one? But it must be
Dog- Face Joe. They'd never dare to shoot the Anmerican
Well, where is he? The Strand, you say?"
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"Yes, sir. And moving south, by the Adelphi. It'd be

qui ckest, yer Honor, to take a boat down the underground
canal straight to the Adel phi Arches. All the waterways are
runni ng strong, what with the rains..."
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"Lead the way—and hurry. | knew old Joe for years, and if
they haven't outright killed himhe'll get away fromthem™

Wien the two nen hurried down the cellar stairs Ahmed the

H ndoo Beggar was only a few paces behind, the sausages

forgotten. This sounds like it, Jacky had thought, her heart

poundi ng as she forced herself to hang back far enough so

they wouldn't see or hear her following. God, let himbe stil

alive; and let me get close enough to put a pistol ball through

his brain. And if | could sonehow have a nmonment to whi sper

to himfirst, explain who | amand why I'mgoing to kill him
and then at last, she had thought longingly, | could go

home.

When they had reached the old stone dock in the under

basenent there cane a nonent when two beggars were unty-

ing the boat and lighting the torches, and Doctor Romany was
staring inpatiently down the dark tunnel, and Jacky had been
abl e to pad across the stone floor and slip noiselessly into the
cold black water. The boat, which the two nmen dragged and
bunped al ongsi de the dock for Doctor Romany to get into,

had rings along the outside of the gunwal e so that a tarpaulin
could be | ashed over it, and Jacky | ooped two fingers through
one of themand let herself be towed al ong when the boat was
poled out into the strong current.

"Ha ha?" cane the high, birdy voice of the clown. "Now
where's ny old pal Dunb TonP" There was a sl ow knocki ng

of wood on wood as Horrabin noved back and forth on the
boardwal k. The only other sounds were the fitful breeze in the
rigging of the fishing boats noored nearby, and the | apping of
the water around the pier pilings.

Doyl e, sitting behind the box at the end of the pier, didn't
even breathe, and he wondered how | ong he could hol d out

before leaping to his feet and shouting, Get it over with, here
am as you very well know For there was a teasing note in the
clown's voice, as if it did know.

He heard nore slow thunping as the clown noved this way

and that. My God, Doyle thought, if that thing starts stunp-
ing down this pier toward me I'Il be into the water and swi m
m ng for Lanbeth before he's three steps out. Then he imag-
ined the clown following himinto the bl ack water, inmagined
seeing over his shoul der that grinning painted face novi ng at
himw th inpossible speed as he tried to swmwth his stiffen-
ing shoul der. Hi s heartbeat seened to be shaking himapart,
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like the inpacts of a wecking ball on an old building.

"Horrabin!" cane a cry fromaway to Doyle's right.
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"Where is he?" Doyle realized with horror that it was Doctor
Romany' s voi ce

The cl own giggled, a sound |ike a hundred manic crickets,
and then called, "R ght here." The knocking of the stilts

nmoved out onto the pier.
Wth an expl osive shriek that appall ed even hinself, Doyle

dove off the pier end, barely getting a breath before plunging
into the cold water. He thrashed to the surface and began

swiming frantically.
"What was that?" Romany's voice carried clearly across

the water. "Wat's goi ng on?"

Horrabin had | adder-wal ked to the end of the pier. "He's in
the river. 1'll show you where." He whistled, a shriller and
nmore conplicated whistle than the one he'd sumoned the
beggars with in the Strand, and then he waited, |ooking up and

down the river shore

As soon as the boat had energed fromthe tunnel, and just
before it passed through the Adel phi Arches and out into the
river, Jacky unhooked her nunbing fingers and | et the craft
recede away fromher. Just in tinme, she had told herself, for

a nonent | ater one of the beggars had stepped back and

grabbed the tiller and the other had lifted a pair of oars from
the bottom of the boat and begun fitting the thole pins into the
oarl ocks. Doctor Romany had shouted a question, and she'd

heard a faint answer, but she'd been sw mm ng hal f under-

wat er and hadn't caught any of the words. Then there had

come a scream short but so |oud that nobody within a mle
could have missed it. Faintly she'd heard Horrabin's voice

say, afterward, "He's in the river. I'll show you where."

She heard the first clattering stroke of the oars just as she
reached the bank and pulled herself out of the water.

Doyl e, forty feet out now, calmed down a little and began to
dog paddle silently. If anything, he thought, any boat or

swi mmer comes near ne, |'Il surface dive and go as far as

can under water, and then try to let nmy head energe sl ow and
breathe quietly. Hell, with any luck |I should be able to el ude
them .. . And, with ,a good deal nore |luck, get back to shore
somewhere before ny strength gives out. The current was
carrying himto his left, away from Doctor Romany.
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He heard a new sound—ear! ocks cl acking rhythmcally
behind himto his right.

Horrabin smled, for a dimglow had appeared under the

second pier to his left, and as it noved out from under the
overhang it could be seen to be a shotgun pattern of dozens of
" tiny lights whirling across the face of the dark water. The
clown pointed out toward where he'd | ast heard Doyl e

spl ashing, and the cluster of tiny lights scudded out into the
river as quick as the wi nd-blown petals of some | um nous
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"Follow the lights, Doctor Romany!" Horrabin called
merrily.

What |ights? Qoyl e wondered. The nearest |lights are across
the river. Sure, Doctor Romany, follow themwhile |I drift
east .

He quietly treaded water with his legs and right arm giving
his left shoulder a rest. Staying afloat was no problem he had
di scovered that by taking turns with his dog paddle, floating
on his back and slowy treading water he was able to keep his
face out of water with no strenuous use of any one set of

muscl es. The current was taking himtoward Bl ackfriars

Bri dge, and he was cautiously confident that he'd be able to
climb up on one of the pilings and, once his pursuers had

deci ded he'd drowned, nake a segnented swmfrompiling to
piling to the shore.

Suddenly he | earned what |ights Horrabin had nmeant, for
what seened to be a couple of dozen little floating candles
wer e skimm ng across the surface straight toward him He
yanked his head under water and, with just a kick-splash to
mar k where he'd been, swam away under water in a direction
at right angles to the course the lights had been taking.

Hi s tenuous confidence was gone. This reeked of

sorcery—hadn't Jacky said Doctor Romany was a nagi ci an?
Evidently Horrabin was too—and he felt |ike a man who,
linbering up for a fistfight, sees his opponent snap the | oaded
cylinder closed on a revol ver

He frog-kicked along as far as he could and still expect to
surface wi thout gasping, and then he let his head float up and
break the surface of the water. Slowy he lifted a hand and
pushed the soaked flap of hair away from his eyes.

For a monent he just hung stunned in the water, for the
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lights had foll owed himand now surrounded him and staring

at the nearest couple he saw that they were eggshell hal ves,

equi pped with tiny torches, straw masts and fol ded paper

sails, and—and it didn't even occur to himto ascribe it to
fever delirium-a tiny man, no bigger than his little finger,
crouched in each one, twisting the toy mast deftly in the breeze

to hold his dimnutive craft in position

Doyl e screanmed and flung his armaround in an arc to cap-
size them then without waiting to see the effect drew a sob-
bi ng breath and dived again.

When his lungs were heaving at his clenched shut throat and

he t hought he must be about to crack his head agai nst the

stones of the bridge pilings, Doyle again let hinself bob to the
surface. The tiny eggshell nmariners were again grouped in a

ring around hi mwhen he surfaced. They didn't approach

nearer than two arms lengths, and in spite of the kal unk .
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kal unk . . . kalunk of Doctor Romany's boat draw ng ever
cl oser he paused, thrashing weakly in the water, to get his

breat h back.
Sonet hi ng sl apped the water, hard, an inch fromhis left

cheek, and the spray stung his eye. A nonent |ater he heard
the boom of a gunshot roll across the water fromthe shore. It
was instantly foll owed by a shot from Romany's boat, but
because the boat was noving the shot was badly ai ned and

ki cked up spray anong the |ighted eggshells, sending one spin-
ning through the air.

God, |I'mbeing shot at fromall sides, Doyle thought
despairingly as he once nore filled his |lungs and pushed
hi nsel f under. They don't even want ne alive anynore.

Horrabi n had gl anced down to his | eft when a gunshot

went off down there anong the fishing boats, then his head
snapped back up when there was a shot from Doct or

Romany's boat. The clown saw the tiny light spring up from
the surface and go out when it came down again, and he real -
i zed the gypsy chief was shooting at the nman in the water.

Horrabi n qui ckly cupped his hands around his nouth and
yelled, "I thought you wanted himalive!"

There was a nonent's silence, and then Romany's voice
echoed across the water. "Isn't this Dog-Face Joe?"

"It's the American.”

"Apep eat ne. Then why did you shoot at him you dooned
sod?"

Jacky had al ready snatched a cl ose-nmesh fishing net out of a
nearby boat, flung it into one of the canoes and was pushing
the narrow craft out into the water when she heard Horrabin

yell, in a voice nmade even shriller by fear, "It wasn't ne,
damm it, your Worship, | swear! It's sonebody down anong

the boats here—there he goes now, in a canoe, heading toward
you! "

Jacky handl ed the single oar with speed and grace, and pro-
pell ed the canoe rapidly out toward the ring of little lights,
whi ch was shifting even further east, toward the bridge. Cod,
she thought as she panted with the effort, I'msorry Tom+
mean Doyle. | was just too eager to kill Dog-Face Joe. |I'm
sorry, please don't be killed

She felt hollow and cold with horror, though, for it had felt
li ke a good shot, and she'd been aimng directly at the center
of the dimy seen head.

Her canoe was noving faster than Doctor Romany's | arger

boat, and she'd started well to the east of him so when
Doyl e' s head burst up out of the water again—again right in
the middle of the infallible ring of |ights—she was al nost a
hundred yards closer to himthan Romany was.

"Doyl e!l" she called, profoundly relieved to see himstil
alive. "It's Jacky. Wit for nme."
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Doyl e was so exhausted that he was al nost annoyed to hear
Jacky's voice. He'd resigned hinself to being captured, and
this rescue attenpt of Jacky's sounded as if it would involve
further exertions, and likely avail nothing but to anger Doctor
Romany.

"Sink straight down as deep as you can, and then cone
back up," cane Jacky's voice again, closer now.

Doyl e turned his head and, by the |ight of the candles of his
Lilliputian retinue, saw a bearded nman in a canoe.

H s eyes widened with surprise, but before he could duck
under water again the figure in the canoe said, "Wit!" and,
reachi ng up, yanked off the beard. "It is me, Doyle. Now do
what | said, and hurry!"

I guess you can't relax yet, Doyle told hinself wearily as he
slid under the surface again and obediently let half the air in
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hi s 1 ungs bubbl e out through his nose, so that he sank easily
through the cold black water; then he halted his descent with a
sci ssors-kick when it occurred to himthat there wasn't going
to be a pool floor to kick upward from What if |I've sunk so
deep, he thought, that | can't thrash ny way back to the sur-
face before my lungs nutiny and suck in river water? He in-
stantly began cl awi ng and ki cking his way up, and he felt a
rope | oop brush the back of his hand a monent before he

burst out into the air.

There was a wild chittering nearby, like a cageful of excited
birds, and Jacky, |eaning out over the side, was bundling up
the wet weight of a fishing net, in anong the tangles of which
afewlittle lights still burned. "Get in," Jacky snapped.

"Cl anber over the side up front, I'll balance you fromthe
back. Stay away fromthat net—those little bastards carry

knives. And hurry."

Doyl e took a nonent to | ook upstream-he could see

Romany' s boat perhaps fifty yards off, the synchronized
knocki ng of the oars very | oud now-and then he heaved

hinself up and rolled into the canoe. Jacky was crouched in
the rear, rigidly holding the oar straight down into the water.

As soon as the canoe had stopped wobbling, Doyl e panted,
"Step on the gas."

Jacky began plying the oar desperately. Having conme to a
full stop and taken on nore wei ght, though, the canoe was

reluctant to nove.
"I've got one nore pistol," called Doctor Romany. "Drop

the oar and I won't fire it."
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"Wbul dn't dare," gasped Jacky, her arns quivering as she
dragged the oar through the motionless water. "Wants you

...alive."
"Not anynore," said Doyle, sitting up carefully. "A

m nute ago they were all shooting at ne."
"Thought you ... were soneone else."

The canoe was noving now, but slowy. Doyle could
di stinguish three heads in silhouette in the boat bearing down
on them "Is there a spare oar?" he asked desperately.

"Ever paddled ... canoe?"
"No. "
"Shut up then."

Doyl e noticed a long tear in Jacky's trousers on the outside
of the left thigh, exposing a |ong, rough cut. He opened his
mouth to ask about it, then noticed a round hole punched in
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the fabric of the canoe, toward the stern. "CGood God, Jacky,
you' ve been shot!"

"I know." Even by the dimlight of the rising crescent noon
Jacky's face was visibly dark with effort and glistening with
sweat, but the canoe was now matching the speed of Doctor
Romany's boat. For a minute or two both craft maintained
their interval as they knifed and | unbered through the water,
and the oarl ocks clacked in the same rhythm as Jacky's
desperate panting; then the canoe put on a little nore speed
and began to | eave the clunsier boat behind.

Bl ackfriars Bridge was |ooning close in front of them and
when it was clear that they would | ose the pursuing boat Jacky
sat back and stared ahead at the great stone arches they were
being relentlessly propelled toward. "North mddle arch,"” she
gasped, and stabbed the oar into the water on the starboard
side. The rocketing canoe heel ed over and began cutting a
wide arc to starboard across the face of the river

When they were nearly in line with the arch she'd indicated,
and so close that Doyle could see the expl osive splashi ng where
the river pounded against the stone pilings, she whipped the
oar out of the water and plunged it in on the other side; the
craft straightened out, and there was an instant of bl ackness
and roaring water and the awareness of hard stone rushing
past on all sides—and a fast rise and drop that al nost |anded
Doyle in the water agai n—and then they were out on the broad
river, on the east side of the bridge now, and Jacky was

sl ouched back, eyes shut and hands hanging |inp over the
sides, devoting her energy to getting her breath back as the
canoe gradually | ost speed.

Doyl e | ooked back, and realized that Doctor Romany
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woul d not have been able to duplicate the sharp turn to the

wi der niddle arch, and would not dare try shooting the bridge
through the narrow arch that lay ahead of him If he wanted

to continue the pursuit he'd have to heel around to a halt and
then row to the one the canoe had darted through. "You | ost
"em Jacky," he said wonderingly. "By God, you left 'em

behi nd. "

"Gewup ... on a river," Jacky panted after a while.
"Handy . . . with boats." After a few nore nonents of pant-
i ng, and pushi ng back sweat-danp hair, Jacky went on, "I

t hought the Spoonsize Boys were a nyth."

Doyl e knew that Jacky nmust be referring to the little egg-
shell mariners. "You've heard of thenf"
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"Ch, sure, there's even a song about 'em 'And the Spoon-

size Boys steal the doll house toys when the cat by the fire is
curled, then away they floats in their eggshell boats down the
drains to the underground world.' Goes on and on, blam ng

all sorts of things on 'em People say Horrabin nade the
creatures—and the things certainly seenmed to be obeying him
tonight, marking your location all the tinme. They say he made
a bargain with the devil to | earn how "

Doyl e' s eyes wi dened as a thought struck him "Did you
ever see his Punch show?"

"COfF course. He is dammed clev—eh! Yes. . . yes, | daresay
you're right. Good God. But the Punch puppets are bigger."

"The pocketsize boys."

"And here | was admiring his puppet-working skill." Jacky
pi cked up the oar and began row ng again. "Better keep nov-
i ng—he wants you badly.'

"The way everybody was shooting at ne—uds—t | ooked
like they just wanted ne dead. You saved ny life, Jacky.

How s your | eg?"

"Ch, it stings, but it just tore across the surface. He shot at
me three times while you were underwater and | was throw ng

the net over your little escorts. First tine inmnmy life |I've been
shot at. Don't like it."

Doyl e was shivering. "I don't like it either. Horrabin's shot
m ssed ny eye by maybe an inch."

"Well... that's why | had to row out and get you. You see,
it wasn't Horrabin that shot at you. He knew who you were. It

was ne."

Doyl e's first inpulse was to get angry, but the sight of
Jacky's wound extinguished it. "Who did you—and Doct or
Romany, | guess—think | was?"
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Jacky rowed in silence for a few monents, then answered
reluctantly, "I guess at this point you' ve earned the right to
hear the story. W thought you were a man known as Dog-

Face Joe. He—

"Dog- Face Joe? The nurderer who's supposed to be a

wer ewol f ?"
He coul d see Jacky's eyes widen in surprise. "Wo could

have tol d you about hinP"
"Ch, I'mjust a good listener. So what have you or Ronmany

got agai nst hinP"

"He killed a friend of mne. Hell. He—he tricked ne into

killing a friend of mine. He—+'ve never . . . talked to anyone
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about this, Doyle. Not this part of it. God damm it all anyway.
You' ve read Colin Lepovre's poetry—well, Colin was ... a

close friend, and ... do you know how Dog- Face Joe stays
alive?"

"I heard he could switch bodies with people."

"You do know |l ots nore than you let on, Doyle. | wouldn't
have thought there were a hal f-dozen people in London who
knew that. Yes, that's what he does. | don't know how, but he

can switch with anyone he can nanage to spend sone tinme

with. And he has to do it fairly frequently, because as soon as
he gets into a new body it starts to grow fur ... all over it. So
after a few days it's a choice of shave his whole body or go
find a fresh one." Jacky took a deep breath. "Last year he

took Colin's. | think Dog-Face Joe must have poi soned the

old body just before he left it. Colin came to nme, evidently in
great pain"—Jacky's voice was clearly being controlled only
with great effort, and though he was staring toward the done

of St. Paul's, Doyle could see peripherally the sheen of tears
on the youthful cheek—and it was in the mddle of the night.

I was in ny parents' house, readi ng, when he opened the door
and hurried toward ne, groaning like, | don't know, a big dog
or sonething, and he was bleeding terribly fromthe nouth.

Dam it, Doyle, he was in the cast-off body, the one Joe had

just vacated, and it was covered with fur, like an ape! You
understand nme? In the mddle of the goddam ni ght! How

was | to ... possibly . . . knowit was Colin? God damm it to
hel | 2"

"Jacky," said Doyle helplessly, baffled by the inpossible
story but recognizing genuine suffering. "You couldn't have
known. "

London Bridge was |ess than half a nile ahead, and Doyl e
could see the hul ks of grounded coal barges on the Surrey-side
shore to his right. Jacky began angling in that direction
"There was a gun," Jacky went on in a flat voice, "a flintlock
pistol—that's it there, by your foot—t was on the nmantle, and

when this furry thing cane rushing into the house, | |eaped up,
grabbed the pistol and fired right into its chest. The thing
dropped, bleeding all over the place. | went and stood over it,
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not too close, and it... |looked at ne for a nonent before it
sort of shuddered a few tines and went linp. There was a

mess. But when it | ooked at ne | recognized hi m+ knew it

was Colin. The color of the eyes was different, of course, but |
recognized the . . . not expression, exactly ... | recognized

120 TI M PONERS

himin there." Past the easternnpst of the barges was a pier

bel ow a i ghted house, and Jacky seened to be heading for it.

The glow fromthe narrow wi ndows glittered warmgold on the

oily black water. "After that | just slept through two weeks.
Nobody el se coul d—day and ni ght | was scream ng, throw ng

food and jabbering obscenities so foul that ny innocent

nmot her didn't even understand nost of them. . . but | was

asl eep. And after | cane out of it |I set out to kill Dog-Face Joe
with the sane gun that killed—wth which | killed—olin."

Jacky grinned sourly. "Follow all that?"

"Yes." Doyl e wondered how nmuch of this Lovecraftian

fantasy coul d be true—perhaps one of the nysterious Dancing
Ape creatures had broken into Jacky's house at roughly the
same time that Lepovre decided to hit the road—and he

wondered too whether he was correct in suspecting that this
was nore than grief for the death of a close friend. Could his
first suspicions about Jacky have been correct? "It's trite to

say, Jacky, but | nmean it—+'msorry."

"Thanks." Jacky had been sl ow ng the canoe by draggi ng

the oar in the water, and now it slid, hardly noving at all

al ongsi de the pier, and Jacky stopped it by grabbing a rope
dangl i ng between the pilings and hanging onto it when the
canoe's wei ght cane onto her arm "Pull your end around

there, Doyle—there's a | adder that starts about four feet over

your head."
When they'd both clinbed up to the narrow pier, Jacky

said, "Now we've got to figure out what to do with you. You
can't come back to Copenhagen Jack's house—Horrabin wll

have a dozen spies there watching for you." They were wal k-
ing slowy toward the building, which seened to be sonme ki nd
of riverfront inn, and Jacky, feet bare, was picking her way
.carefully over the ragged old tinmbers. "When does this friend
of yours arrive in town? Wat's his name, Ashbin?"

" Ashbless. |I' 11 neet himthis Tuesday."

"Wel |, the innkeeper here, old Kusiak, has a stable off to
the side, and he's always needi ng hel p. Can you shovel horse

dung?"
"If there are people who can't, I'd hate to think | was one

of them"
Jacky pul | ed open the inn's docksi de door and they stepped

into a small roomwith a fireplace, and Doyle hurried over to
it.

A girl in an apron appeared, and her welcom ng snile
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faltered a little when she noticed that both guests had evidently
fallen into the river, and one was still dripping wet.

"It's all right, nmiss," Jacky said, "we won't sit on the
chairs. Wuld you tell Kusiak, please, that it's Jacky from
across the river, and a friend, and we'd |ike two hot bat hs—n
i ndi vi dual private roons—

Doyl e grinned. Mdest little chap, this Jacky.

"—And sone clean dry clothes, it doesn't much matter

what sort," Jacky went on. "And after that two pots of your
excel lent fish chowder in the dining room Ch, and sone hot
coffee with rumin it while we wait."

The girl nodded and hurried away to check all this with the
i nnkeeper.

Jacky squatted down beside Doyle at the fireplace. "You're
pretty sure this Ashbin character will get you set up in sone
decent sort of position?

Doyl e wasn't sure, and was trying to convince hinself nore
than Jacky when he said, a little defensively, "He's not
hurting for noney, | believe. And | do know him pretty dam
wel | . "

And he's got friends and influence, Doyle added to hinself,
and he might just be able to get ne an audi ence—n enforced
imunity!—aith old Romany, in which we could bargain on

my terms: |'11 let himhave certain harm ess bits of inforna-
tion—er even outright lies; yes, that would be safer—n ex-
change for a gap location. If | could have the right sort of
friends waiting outside the tent he wouldn't dare do any nore
things like his cigar in the eye trick. And it would take me
nmont hs, or years, to build up that kind of influence unaided,
and Darrow said the gaps decrease in frequency after 1802,
and in any case | don't think |I have nmonths—this cough was
already killing me before tonight's swim It nmay now choose
to develop into real pneunpnia. |'ve got to get back, soon, to
where there are hospitals.

Al so, Doyle wanted to interview Ashbless in detail about his
early years and then stash the informati on somewhere where it
woul dn't be disturbed until he could "discover” it when he
got back to 1983. Schliemann and Troy, he thought fatuously,
George Smith and G | gamesh, Doyl e and the Ashbl ess

Docunent s

"Well, good luck with him" said Jacky. "Maybe next

month at this tinme you'll have a job at the Exchange and
roons in St. Janes. And you'll hardly renenber your days as
122
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a. beggar and a stabl ehand— She smiled. "Ch yes, and your
morning as a | ess than successful costernmonger . . . what el se
have you done?"

The rum | aced coffee arrived then; and the girl's smle, and
her assurances that their baths were being drawn even now,
showed t hat Kusi ak had acknow edged Jacky as a good credit

ri sk. Doyle sipped his coffee gratefully. "Nothing nmuch," he
answer ed.

The structure known throughout the St. G les rookery as
Rat's Castle had been constructed on the foundati ons and
around the rermains of a hospital built in the twelfth century;

the hospital's bell-tower still survived, but over the centuries
the various owners of the site had, |argely for warehousing

pur poses, steadily added new floors and walls around it, unti
now its arched Norman w ndows | ooked, instead of out across

the city, into narrow rooms fronted right up against them and
moored to the ancient stone; the cap of the tower was the only
bit of the structure still exposed to the open air, and it would
have been hard to find in the rooftop w |l derness of chi mey
pots, airshafts and wildly uneven architecture.

The bellropes had rotted away centuries ago, and the pulleys
plummeted to the floor to be carted away as scrap netal, but
the ancient cross tinbers still spanned the shaft, and new ropes
had been | ooped over these in order to hoist Horrabin and
Doctor Romany sone fifty feet off the floor, roughly three-
quarters of the way up the enclosed tower. Since it allowed
themto converse at a confortable distance fromthe ground, it
was their preferred conference chanber. G| |anps had been

set on the sills of the old stone wi ndows at the very top, and
Damabl e Richard attended this evening's council, sitting on
the sill of a window one | evel down fromthe | anps, which put
hinonly a foot or two above the heads of the dangling chiefs.

"l have no idea who those two nen were, your Honor,"
Horrabi n was saying, and his already weird voi ce echoed with
a sort of nightmare ululation in the stone shaft. "They were
certainly none of nmy crew. "

"And they really did mean to kill hin®"

"Ch, yes. Dennessen says when he knocked the second man
of f our Anerican he had al ready stabbed hi monce, and was
cocki ng another thrust."

Doct or Romany swung neditatively for a few nonments
back and forth, kicking off gently fromthe concave

stonework. "I can't understand who they could be. Somneone
wor ki ng agai nst ne, obviously, who either already knows
what the American has to tell... or sinmply doesn't want nme to

learn any of it. It couldn't be the people he came with, because
| saw them all disappear when the gate ceased to exist, and |I've
moni tored all gates since and nobody has come through them

And the Antaeus Brotherhood hasn't been a threat to us for

more than a century, | gather.”

"They're a bunch of old nen," Horrabin agreed, "who
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have forgotten the original purpose of their organization."

"Well, tell your man Dennessen that if he could recognize
the man who tried to kill the American, and bring that man to
me alive, the reward will be the same as if he'd killed Dog-Face

Joe." He flapped his arms to stop sw nging. "The bearded
man who shot at the American and then picked himup may be
of the sane group. You say you recogni zed the daring
canoei st ?"

"l believe so, yer Wirship. He wasn't wearing his usual tur-
ban, but it |ooked |like a beggar who sonetines hangs around
here, called Ahned. A fake H ndoo. |'ve got an order and
reward out now for his capture.”

"Good. We'll wing the story out of one of these birds, Set
willing, even if we have to peel himdown to nothing but |ungs
and a tongue and a brain."

Damabl e Ri chard carefully reached for his wooden

monkey, whom he'd set on the wi ndow | edge so as to be able

to see the prodigy of two sorcerers hung up like hams in a
snokehouse, and put his thunb and forefinger over its ears,

for savage talk tended to upset it. And Richard hinself wasn't
pl eased. He'd been in town for a full week now, confined to
Rat's Castle and the hall under Bainbridge Street, while Doc-
tor Romany at |east got to travel around in order to be at each
gate when it appeared, which involved going out into the
country a good deal of the tine.

"I can't hel p thinki ng-wondering whether—this inter-
ference may be pronpted by ny ... partner's efforts in
Turkey, " said Doctor Ronany.

"But nobody knows what they are," pointed out Horrabin.

He added nore softly, "Even | know only that your twn
brother has found a young British |ord, sojourning abroad
al one, who you two seemto think you can make some use of.
It seenms to nme | should be nore fully acquainted with your
pl ans."
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Romany seened not to have heard him He said thought-

fully, "I don't believe there's been any breach of secrecy at
this end, sinply because I'mthe only one that knows anyt hing
important. But | don't know nuch about what may be going

on at Doctor Rommnelli's end of things, back in Turkey;
understand this young lord is fond of witing letters. 1 just
hope ny . . . brother hasn't allowed sone unobtrusively im

portant bit of information to find its way, in one of these
letters, to certain people in this island."

Horrabi n | ooked surprised. "Where'd you say this trouble-
some young peer is?"

"A few days out of Athens, obediently headi ng back up the

@l f of Corinth to Patras; for sone reason milord is very
vul nerabl e psychically when he's in that little area: Patras,
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the @ulf of Patras, M ssolonghi. So when he was | ast there, in
July, Ronmanelli had the inperial consul, an enployee of his,

put mlord to sleep by having himconcentrate on the opera-
tion of a nusical clock, and while he was asl eep ny brother

pl aced a conmand in milord' s nind, under the thinking | eve

so he wouldn't be aware of it—a comand to return to Patras

i n md-Septenber, by which tinme things should be warned up

here so that everything will cone to a boil at once. And his

|l ordship is even now carrying out the order, blithely supposing
that the decision to return to Patras is his own."

Horrabi n was nodding inpatiently. "The reason | asked

was, well, for a letter of his to have incited trouble here, it
woul d have to have been sent... when? Months ago, | should

think. Aren't there about a dozen wars goi hg on between here

and there? So even if he'd witten to sonebody right at first, in
July, there hasn't been tine for the letter to arrive here and for
somebody here to find out who you are and what you want."

Romany rai sed his eyebrows and nodded. "You're right—4
hadn't consi dered the sl ow pace of international mail these
days." He frowned. "Then who in hell were those nen, and

why are they interfering with nme? "

"l couldn't say," answered the clown, slowy stretching and
bending his linbs |ike sone sort of huge, painted spider. Dam
nabl e Richard covered his nmonkey's eyes. "But," added Hor-
rabin, "they're interfering with ne too. Four dozen of ny
tiniest homunculi were drowned out there toni ght by that

bl oody Hi ndoo,. You need to nake your Master in Cairo send

more of that stuff-what's it called?"
"Paut," said Doctor Ronmany. "That's dammed hard stuff
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to produce nowadays, nmagic being as strangled as it is." He
shook hi s head dubi ously.

Horrabin's painted face clenched in what was probably a

scow , but he continued his slow exercises. "I need it—to work
for you | need it—to nake nmore honunculi," he said evenly.
"Dwarves and such | can warp down from human stock, but

for boys that can overhear conversations while hidden in a
teacup, follow a man by crouching in a fold of his hat," the
clown's voice was rising, "sneak into a bank through the
drai ns and replace good gold sovereigns with your gypsy
fakes—and he tilted over so that his head was near Romany

and his | egs pointed away, and he added, in a whisper, "or if
you want sone | ads that can enter a nonarch's chanmber con-
cealed in a nurse's dress, and put mnd-rot drugs in his soup
wi t hout being seen, and then, dressed up as anything from
bugs to the twelve apostles, do dances on a table top out of his
reach, just to give his ravings added col or—for work |ike that
you need mny Spoonsi ze Boys."

"W won't have to do that very much longer, if things work
out as planned in Patras," said Romany quietly. "But your
creatures have their uses, | admit. I'll explain the situation to
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my Master, and | et you know tonorrow what he says."

"You communi cate by nmeans of something faster than the
mai |l ," observed Horrabin, his orange eyebrows inquiringly
rai sed hal fway to his hat.

"Ch yes," said Ronany with a deprecatory shrug. "By
sorcerous neans ny col |l eagues and | can converse directly at
any tinme, across any distance, and even send objects through
space instantly. Such perfect comruni cation ensures that our
stroke, when we deal it, will be flaw essly ained, tinmed and
coordi nat ed—unanswerable." He permtted hinself a snile.

"I'n our hand is the King of Sorcerers, and that beats any of
the cards John Bull may have in his hand."

Damabl e Ri chard | ooked at his nonkey and rolled his eyes

and shook his head. What a crock, eh, nonkey? he thought.

He just doesn't want this terrible clown to know how nuch he
needs him How many times, nonkey, have you and | seen

hi m shouting at that silly candle of his with Egypt-witing on
it, and after a couple of hours just get a faint voice saying,
"What ? What ?" coming out of the round flame . .. and how

about the tines he's tried to send or get objects fromhis pals
in the far off |ands? Remenber the tinme his Master tried to
send hima little statue, and all that showed up was a handfu
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of red hot gravel ? Hah! This to sorcery!

He spat disgustedly, earning an angry yell from Doctor
Romany. "Sorry, rya," Richard said hastily. He scow ed at
the monkey. Don't start ne chatting with you, he told it. You

see what you did? Got ne in trouble.

"In any case," Doctor Romany went on, w ping the top of

his bald head, "we flushed the Anerican out of cover, and

want a serious search for himtonight, while he's still running
scared. Now the three of us here—are you paying attention,

Ri chard? Very well —the three of us here know him by sight,

so each of us should |lead a search party. Horrabin, you'l
nmobi | i ze your wetches and search the area fromSt. Martin's
Lane to St. Paul's Cathedral —and check with all | odging

house owners; | ook into pubs; eye closely all beggars. Richard,
you will lead a search of the south shore, from Bl ackfriars
Bridge to past the granaries bel ow Wapping. |'Ill take sone of
my docksi de boys southeast from St. Paul's through the Care
Mar ket rookery and the Tower and Docks and Wit echapel

area. Frankly, that's where | expect to find him he'll have
made friends on the north side of the river, and when we | ast
saw him he was being carried east, away fromthe area you'l

have, Horrabin."

Two hours after dawn Dammabl e Richard trudged back up

the stairs, stepping softly, for he believed the wooden nonkey
in his pocket was asl eep. Wien he wearily took his place in the
wi ndow the two sorcerers were already dangling fromtheir

ropes, though Doctor Romany was swi ngi ng back and forth as
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if only recently drawn up.

"I presune,” said the gypsy chief, turning up toward hima
face haggard with exhaustion, "that you had no better |uck on
the Surrey-side than we did on the north."

"Kek, rya."
"Means no," Romany told Horrabin.

There was a | arge stone missing fromthe tower's done, and

as the spot of bright sunlight slid by slow inches down the
sunlit wall, and the costernongers in Hol born Street could be
faintly heard shouting the virtues of their vegetables, the two
sorcerers discussed strategi es, and Dammabl e Ri chard had

tucked his awakened nonkey into his shirt collar and was hav-
ing along talk with it in the faintest of whispers.

CHAPTER 6

"The other night upon the stair
I met a man who wasn't there..."

—ad Rhyne

TUESDAY MORNI NG, two days later, was overcast and threaten-

ing rain—but in the coffee houses around the Royal Exchange
the brokers and auctioneers were conducting business as

vi gorously as ever. Doyle, stupefied by hunger and | ack of

sl eep, sat in a corner of the Janmica Coffee House and

wat ched a dozen nerchants bidding for a shipnment of tobacco

sal vaged from sonme ship that had nmanaged to founder in the
Thanmes; the auction was by Inch of Candle, whereby the |ast

bi d made before a short candl e went out was the one taken,

and the candl e was now very | ow and the bidding quick and

| oud. Doyl e took another sip of his | ukewarm coffee, forcing
hinself to take only a snmall one, for if he finished it he'd have
to buy another to keep his table, and the purchase of his pres-
ent set of clothes—brown trousers and jacket, a white shirt

and bl ack boots, all secondhand but cl ean and whol e—had

left himonly a shilling, and he wanted to be able to buy Ash-
bl ess a cup of coffee when he arrived.

H s shoul der burned with a hot ache, and he was afraid the
brandy wi th which he'd soaked his bandage hadn't killed the
infection in the knife cut. | should just have drunk the brandy,
he reflected. H s eyes were watering and his nose tingled, but it
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seenmed his body had forgotten how to sneeze. Hurry up,

Wl liam he thought. Your biographer is evidently dying. He
hunched around to gl ance at the clock on the wall +twenty
mnutes after ten. Ashbless was due in ten m nutes.

At least | nade it to here and now alive, he told hinself.
There were nonments when it | ooked like I wouldn't. Knifed,
shot at and nearly drowned on Saturday evening, and then
captured by that gypsy later that night.

file:/lIF|/rah/Tim%20Powers/Powers,%20Tim%20-%20The%20Anubis%20Gates%20UC.txt (108 of 329) [7/17/03 11:44:53 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Tim%20Powers/Powers,%20Tim%620-%20T he%20A nubi s%20Gates%20U C.txt

He smiled a little bewilderedly into his coffee as he remem
bered the encounter. He'd thanked Jacky and bi dden the boy
farewel | -havi ng agreed to neet at high noon on Friday at the

m ddl e of London Bridge—and was being introduced to

Kusi ak' s stabl e boss when the gypsy had hurried in, denmand-
ing to exchange three spent horses for three fresh ones. The
stable boss had initially refused, but reconsidered when the
gypsy inpatiently produced a handful of gold sovereigns from
a pouch and offered to throw themin. Doyle's idle interest
had turned to hollow bellied fear when he recogni zed the nan
—+this was the sane gypsy that had watched wi th no synpathy
when Doctor Romany had tortured hima week ago; Doyl e

qui etly stepped back out of the circle of lanplight and turned
to | eave, but by the time he got to the side door the recognition
had becone mutual. Doyle ran down an alley and then dashed
east along a sidewal k toward London Bridge, but the old

gypsy was faster, and the running footsteps behind Doyl e
sounded | ouder and | ouder until a hand had cl anped on his
collar and he'd been thrown to the ground.

"Speak the first word of any spell, dog of the Beng, and |']I
bounce your head off this pavenent," the gypsy had said,
crouching over himand hardly panting at all

"Go ahead," Doyl e had gasped. "Christ, why can't you

peopl e | eave ne al one?" He slowy got his breath back. "And
if I knew any spells do you think I'd have run from you? Hel
no, I'd have conjured up some dam kind of ... w nged
chariot or sonething. And changed you into a pile of horse
dung so |'d have had the pleasure of shovelling you onto a
manure cart."

To Doyl e's surprise the gypsy had grinned. "Hear that,

monkey? Man wants to turn us to horse manure. Mst of

these magical chals try to turn things to gold, but old Weezy
here thinks small." He'd yanked Doyle to his feet. "Cone on
now, Bengo, there's a man wants to talk to you."

A coupl e of people were | eaning out of a back door Doyl e
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had fl ed past, and one called an angry question, so the old
gypsy had |l ed himdown a street away fromthe river and then
turned right again so that they were approaching Kusiak's
front entrance. Doyl e was wal ki ng ahead.

When they were passing the open door of a public house

two buildings away from Kusi ak's, Doyl e stopped. "If you're
taking nme back to that lunatic who tried to burn ny eye out
last tine," Doyle said, alittle unsteadily, "then | need two
beers first. At least two. And since you' ve got all that gold,
sport, you can buy 'em"

There was silence behind himfor a nonment, then the gypsy
said, "lIt's a kushto idea. Adree we go."

They entered and wal ked t hrough the high-ceilinged room
where the bar was, to a snaller chanber two steps up where
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a lot of tables were set randomly across the wood floor. The
gypsy rolled his dark eyes toward a table in the corner, and
Doyl e nodded and crossed to it and, sitting down, warmed his
hands over the candle that sat on it.

When a girl had appeared and taken their order—beer for
Doyl e, wine for the gypsy—boyle's captor said, "They cal
me Dammabl e Richard. "

"Ch? Well, pleased to—no. Uh, |I'mBreridan Doyle."

"And this is ny partner,"” the gypsy said, pulling fromhis
pocket a nonkey carved out of wood. Doyl e renenbered see-

ing Richard with it |ast Saturday night. "Mnkey, this is
Doyl e. Doyle is the gorgio the rya has been so anxious to find,
and the rya will be very pleased with us for netting him" He
smled quite cheerfully at Doyle. "And this tinme we'll take you
to sonepl ace where there are no prastanmengros to hear you
yell."

"Li sten, uh. Damable," said Doyle with quiet urgency,

"if you'll pretend ypu didn't catch me, I'lIl make you a rich
man. | give you my word— He rocked violently back in his
seat then, for the gypsy had noved as fast as a striking
mousetrap and rapped a knuckl e hard agai nst the bridge of
Doyl e' s nose.

"You gorgios all think the Romany, the gypsies, are
stupid," Richard remarked.

The wi ne and beer arrived at this point, and Doyl e nade the
girl wait while he finished his beer in two |ong, |aboring,
throat-burning drafts, and then gasped out an order for
anot her pint.

Ri chard was staring at him "l guess it's no harmif | bring
130
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you to himdrunk." He | ooked after the girl wistfully, "A bit
of cool beer would sit well after all that running." He sipped

his wi ne without enthusiasm
"It's not bad. Have sone."
"No—beer was ny Bessie's favorite drink, and since she

mullered |'ve not had a drop of it." He drained the wine in
one long gul p, shuddered, and then when the girl brought
Doyl e' s second beer he ordered anot her glass of w ne.

Doyl e gul ped sone nore beer and pondered this. "M
Rebecca," he said carefully, "loved nearly every kind of |i-
quor, and since she ... mullered, |'ve drunk enough for the

two of us. At least."
Ri chard pondered this, frowning, for a few nonments, then

nodded. "It's the sane idea," he pronounced. "It's to keep
them from being forgotten."” Wien the girl cane to their table
this tinme she denmanded sonme noney, got it, and then left a
pitcher and a bottle on the table. The two nen thoughtfully
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filled their glasses. "Here's to dead | adies," said Damabl e

Ri chard.

Doyl e rai sed his glass. There was a nonent of silent gul p-

ing, and then both gl asses bunped back down on the table

enpty. They were cerenpniously refilled.

"How long ago ... did Bessie die?" asked Doyl e

Ri chard drank half his glassful before answering. "Seven-

teen years ago," he said quietly. "She was thrown from a

horse near Crofton Wod. She was al ways kushto with horses

but we were running at night from prastanengros and her

horse put his foot in a hole. The fall . . . just. . . broke her

head. "
Doyl e refilled his own glass and then reached across to the

wine bottle and refilled the gypsy's. "Here's to dead | adies,"
Doyl e said softly. Again they drained the glasses and refilled

t hem
Doyl e found that he could still speak clearly if he spoke

slowy and chose his words as carefully as a golfer selecting the
right iron to use for a difficult stroke. "Rebecca al so had her
head broken," he told the gypsy. "In spite of the hel net—the

hel met broke too—she hit a freeway pillar head-first. | was
riding, she was behind." The gypsy nodded synpathetically.

"W were on an old 450 Honda, and the streets were too wet

toride on if you were carrying a passenger. | even knew t hat
then, but we were in a hurry and, hell, she had on a hel net,
and 1'd been riding bikes for years. | was changi ng | anes,
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' cause when you get onto the Santa Ana Freeway from Beach
Boul evard you wind up in the fast lane, and | wanted to get to

a slower one; and as | leaned it to the right and went across
those | ane divider bunps | felt the bike . . . shift sideways.
Horri bl e sensation, |ike an earthquake, you know? A ..

deadly and unexpected notion. And the old 450's were top-
heavy anyway, w th those overhead cans, and it—ust—aent
—down. " He swal |l owed a massive gulp of beer. "Rebecca

tunmbled off to the right and | slid on straight ahead. Burned
nmy | eather jacket paper-thin on the pavenment—f it had been
dry it would have sanded me down to the bare ribs. The cars
all nmanaged to stop without running over nme, and I got to ny
feet and hopped back—+'d broken ny ankl e, anpong ot her

t hi ngs—back to where she was. Her ... head was—

He was pulled out of his menories by the clink of the
pitcher-lip on the rimof his glass. "No need to say it," said
Ri chard, lifting the pitcher away when the glass was full again.
"l too saw what you saw." He raised his own glass. "Here's

to Rebecca and Bessie."

"May they rest in peace," said Doyle.

When the gl asses had clunked to the table again Damabl e
Ri chard stared hard at Doyle. "You're not a sorcerer, are
you?"
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"God, | wish | was."

"Somebody you were with nust have been, though—+ saw
the two carriages disappear fromthat field like fleas fromthe
back of your hand."

Doyl e nodded norosely. "Yes. Left without ne."

The gypsy got to his feet and threw a sovereign onto the

table. "Take that," he said. "I'lIl tell them| took off chasing a
chal that | thought was you, and knocked hi m down, but it

was the wong man and | had to buy hima drink to keep him
fromgoing to the prastanengros." He turned to | eave.

"You're— Doyle blurted. The gypsy paused and gave him

an unreadable stare. "You're letting ne go? After only having
a drink with me?" He knew he should just shut up, but he felt
he couldn't live with this mystery. "Did you think nmy offer to
make you rich was a bl uff?"

"It's you gorgios that are stupid," said Dammabl e Ri chard.
He smled, turned and wal ked out of the room

The candl e flickered out in a puddle of nelted wax—the
auction was over. The wi nner stood up to deal with the paper-
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bi d had been the last of all
Doyl e gl anced at the clock, and felt a tiny cold quiver in his

chest—+t was thirty-five mnutes after ten. H s glance darted
around the room but there was no giant bl ond man present,
with or without the fierce beard Ashbl ess was evidently never
wi thout. Damm it, Doyle thought; the son of a bitch is |ate.
Could I have mssed himduring the last few nminutes? No, he's
not supposed to just duck in and out; he's supposed to sit
down and wite the damed "Twel ve Hours of the N ght."

That's what, a couple of hundred |ines |ong?

H s face was hot and his nouth tasted feverish. Reasoning

that he nust at all costs keep from passing out here, he
ordered a pint of stout for two precious pennies. Wen it ar-
rived the clock said twenty m nutes of eleven, and though he
tried to drink it slowy, as befitted a restorative, when the
clock pinged the third quarter-hour his glass was enpty, and
he coul d feel the al cohol pressing outward agai nst the walls of
his skull —for he hadn't eaten in twenty-four hours—and

Ashbl ess still hadn't arrived.
Get hold of yourself, he thought. Coffee, no nore beer. So

he's a little late; the accounts of his arrival were nore than a
century old when you read them-and t hose were based on

Ashbl ess' recollections, as recorded by Bailey in the 1830s. A
bit of inaccuracy is hardly surprising. It mght very well have
been eleven-thirty actually. It has to have been el even-thirty.
He settled down to wait. Three carefully nursed cups of coffee

| ater the clock bonged el even-thirty and there had been no sign
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of WIIliam Ashbl ess.
The stock and shi ppi ng busi ness continued to be lively, and

at one point a portly gentleman who'd sold a Baham an pl an-
tation at a trenmendous profit ordered up a glass of rumfor
everyone present, and Doyle gratefully poured the stuff down

his feverish throat.
And he began to get angry. This really did, it seened to him

show a carel essness on the poet's part, a lack of regard for bis
readers. Arrogant—+to claimhe'd been here at ten-thirty when
actually he hadn't bothered to arrive until at least . . . let's
see—getting on for noon. \What does he care if he's kept peo-

pl e waiting? thought Doyle blurrily. He's a fanbus poet, a
friend of Coleridge and Byron. Doyle visualized himin his

m nd, and fever and exhaustion gave the picture an al nost

hal l uci natory cl arity—the broad shoul ders, the craggy face
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I'i on-maned and Vi ki ng- bearded. Before, that face had

seenmed, |ike Hem ngway's, basically hunorous and sociabl e
in a hard-bitten way, but nowit only | ooked cruel and unap-
proachabl e. He's probably outside, Doyle thought, waiting
for me to drop dead before he'll condescend to conme in and
wite his damm poem

An idea struck him and he stopped a boy and asked him for

a pencil and sonme sheets of paper. And when it arrived he

began to wite out, fromnenory, the entire text of "The

Twel ve Hours of the Night." In conposing the origina

PMLA article on Ashbless' work, and |ater while witing the

bi ography, he had read the poem hundreds of tines, and in

spite of his sick dizziness he had no difficulty in remenbering
every word. By twelve-thirty he was scribbling the sonewhat
awkward final eight |ines

He whi spered, "And a river lies

Bet ween t he dusk and dawni ng ski es,

And hours are di stance, neasured wi de

Al ong that transnocturnal tide—

Too dooned to fear, lost to all need,
These voyagers bl ackward fast recede
Wher e darkness shines |ike dazzling |ight
Thr oughout the Twel ve Hours of the Night."

There, he thought, letting the pencil clatter to the table.
Now when the bastard finally gets around to keeping his

hi storical appointnents 1'll just hand himthis—and I'll say, 1}
you're curious about this, M. WIlliamHell-of-a-fell ow Ash-

bl ess, | can be reached at Kusiak's, Fickling Lane, Southwark.
Ho ho.

He fol ded up the sheets of paper and sat back smugly, con-
tent now to wait.

When the gargling screanms started, Jacky broke into a run
down the narrow alley toward Kenyon Court, the old flintlock
i n her shoul der pouch bouncing painfully against her |eft
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shoul der bl ade. She swore, for it certainly sounded |ike she
was too |ate. Just as she burst out of the alley into the littered
court a gunshot echoed between the dil api dated buil di ngs.

"Dam it," she panted. Under the ragged curtain of her
bangs her eyes darted this way and that, trying to spot
anyone—froma toddler to an old wonan—eaving the court,
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especially with a too nonchalant air; but the entire popul ation
of the area seened to be hurrying toward the house from

whi ch the shot had sounded, and shouting questions to the
people that lived there, and cupping their faces against the

dust-frosted w ndows.

Jacky sprinted, ducked and el bowed her way ninbly

through the noisy crowd to the house's front door, and just
pressed down the latch, swung the door open and stepped in-
side. She shut the door behind her and shot the bolt.

"And just who the bloody hell are you?" canme a voice with
more than a hint of hysteria in it. A heavy-set man in a
brewer's apron stood on the first |anding of the stairway on
the other side of the front room The snoking gun in his right
hand seened to be sonething he hadn't noticed yet, like a
fleck of nustard on one's moustache, and right nowit only
served as a weight, keeping that hand from flying about in

ai m ess gestures as the left was doing.

"l know what you just killed," Jacky panted, her voice
urgent. "I've killed one nyself. But never mind that for now.
Are any people, any nenbers of your family, not here? D d
anyone | eave the house in the |ast few m nutes?"

"What ? There's a goddamm ape upstairs! | just shot it! My
God! None of my famly are at hone, thank all the saints! My

wife will go mad. | may go mad."

"Very well, what was ... the ape doi ng? Wen you shot

it?"

"Was it yours? You son of a bitch, I'll have you clapped in

jail for letting that thing run wild!'" He began cl unpi ng down

the stairs.
"No, it wasn't mne,"

Jacky said loudly, "but I've seen
another like it. Wat was it doing?"

The nman waved wi th both hands, clanking the gun agai nst

the wall. "It was—Jesus!—scream ng |ike sonebody on fire,
and spitting pints of blood out of its nouth, and trying to
crawl into ny son Kenny's bed. Dam nme, it's still there—the
mattress will be—=

"Where is Kenny right now?" Jacky interrupted.
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"Ch, he won't be hone for hours yet. I'Il have to—
"God damm it, where's Kenny?" Jacky shouted. "He's in

terrible danger!”

The man gaped at her. "Are the apes after Kenny? | knew
sonething like this would happen."” Seeing Jacky open her
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mout h for another outburst, he said hastily, "At the Barking
Ahab, around the corner in the Mnories."

As Jacky sped out the door and ran back toward the alley

she t hought, you poor bastard, it's a blessing you'll never find
out that it was probably your Kenny you shot, as, crowbarred
into an unfam liar and fur-covered and poi soned body, he

tried to crawl into his bed.

The M nories was bl ocked by a |ine of wagons carrying

bales of clothing fromthe A d d othes Exchange in Cutler
Street toward London Dock, and Jacky ran to the nearest one,
scranbl ed up the sideboards and fromthis vantage point

| ooked up and down the street. There it was—a swi nging sign
with an O d Testanent-| ooking man painted on it, his head
tilted back and his mouth an 0. She swung down fromthe
wagon just as the driver behind was begi nning to shout about
t hi eves, and she nade a beeline for the Barking Ahab

Though the door was open and a breeze fluttered the
snoke-yel l owed curtains in the wi ndows, the place snelled
strongly of cheap gin and nmalty beer. The owner | ooked up ir-
ritably from behind the counter when Jacky came clattering

and panting in, but changed his expression to a doubtful smle
when t he pop-eyed, out-of-breath newconer slapped a half-
crown onto the polished wood.

"There's a | ad naned Kenny drinking here?" Jacky gasped.
"Lives over in Kenyon Court." Be here, Joe, she thought.
Don't have left yet.

A voi ce sounded froma table behind her. "You a Charlie,
Jack?"

She turned and | ooked at the four poorly dressed young

men around the table. "Do | look like a Charlie, nmate? This
isn't alaw matter—his father's in sone trouble, and sent ne
after him"

"Ch. Well, maybe Kenny heard of it; he got up and dashed
out of here five mnutes ago |like he'd remenbered sonet hing
left on the fire."

"Aye," said another, "1 was just comng in, and he shoved
by me without a glance, nmuch less a '"hullo' for a chap he's
been pals with nigh a decade."

Jacky sagged. "Five minutes ago?" He could be half a mle
away by now, she thought, in any direction, and |I could never
get a good enough description of Kenny to be sure of himeven
if I found him And even if | was sure I'd found him |
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couldn't shoot himjust because |I'm al nbost certain that Kenny
was shot in his own bed, and that his body is now occupi ed by
ol d Dog-Face Joe. |I'd hive to question him trick him
sonehow get himto betray hinself. Maybe once | could have
killed himon the alnbst certainty, but not anynore—not after
havi ng al nost punched a hole through the skull of poor old

Doyl e.
She got a fair description of Kenny anyway-short, fat, red

hair—and then left the place. Well, that's what he'll |ook |ike
for the next week or two, she thought. Judging by the areas
where the "apes" have tended to show up, he likes the East
End—pr obabl y because di sappearances are not uncomon

here, and it's easier to evade pursuit among the mazy alleys
and courts and rooftop bridges of the rookeries, and any crazy
stories comng out of the area would be nore likely to be dis-
counted as products of drink, opiumor |unacy-so for the

next couple of weeks I'll search the | ow | odgi ng houses of

Wi t echapel and Shoreditch and Goodman's Fields for a

short, fat, red-haired young man who'll have no cl ose friends,
be a bit sinple-mnded and talk about immortality to anybody
who' Il listen, and maybe need a shave on his forehead and
hands—for evidently the thick fur begins to grow all over a
body as soon as he gets into it. | wonder what sort of creature
he is, she thought, and where he came from

She shuddered, and slouched away east toward a public

house she knew of in Crutchedfriars Road where she could sit
qui etly over a double brandy for a while—for this had been
the cl osest she'd ever cone to her prey, and the ravings of
poor Kenny's father had vividly brought to mind her own en-
counter with one of Dog-Face Joe's cast-off bodies. This one
was bl eeding fromthe nmouth too, she noted. | wonder if they

all do, and if so, why.
She stopped, suddenly pale. Well of course, she told herself.

ad Joe wouldn't want the person he shoves into his discarded
body to be able to say anything before the poison finishes him
Before he ... exits a body he nust, in addition to drinking a
fatal dose of poison, chew up his tongue to the extent that the
new tenant won't be able to speak with it...

Jacky, who had read and admred Mary Wl | stonecraft,
and despi sed the fashion of fluttery hel pl essness in wonen,
felt, to her own annpyance, close to fainting.

The Jamai ca Cof fee House closed at five o' clock, and

Doyl e found hinself ordered out onto the pavement, and not

very politely. He shuffled aimessly out of the alley and stood
for a while on the Threadneedl e Street sidewal k, staring
absently at the inpressive facade of the Bank of England

across the still-crowmled street, the manuscript pages fl apping
forgotten in his hand.
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Ashbl ess had not appear ed.

A hundred times during the | ong day Doyl e had mentally
reviewed the historical sources of his certainty that Ashbless
woul d arrive: the Bailey biography clearly stated that it was
the Jamai ca Coffee House, at ten-thirty in the norning, Tues-
day the el eventh of Septenber 1810—but of course the Bail ey

bi ography was based on Ashbl ess' years-old recollections; but
Ashbl ess submitted the poemto the Courier in early Cctober,
and Doyl e had not only read but actually handl ed the cover
letter. "I wote 'The Twel ve Hours of the N ght' on Tuesday
the Eleventh of last nonth," Ashbless had witten, "at the
Jamai ca of f Exchange Alley, and the Mtif was occasi oned by

my recent long voyage. . . ." Dam it, Doyle thought, he

m ght have remenbered the date incorrectly ten or twenty

years later, but he could hardly have been m staken after |ess
than a nonth! Especially when he was so precise about the day
and the dat e!

A portly little red-haired fellow was staring at himfromthe
corner by the Royal Exchange, so Doyl e, having devel oped a
wari ness of the scrutiny of strangers, wal ked purposefully
away east, toward Gracechurch Street, which would | ead him
down to London Bridge and across the river to Kusiak's.

Coul d Ashbl ess have been intentionally Iying? But why on
earth should he want to? Doyl e | ooked furtively behind, but
the red-haired lad wasn't following him You' d better rel ax,
he told hinsel f—every tinme sonebody | ooks at you directly

you assune it's one of Horrabin's beggar agents. Well, he

t hought, resum ng the puzzle, the next event | think |I'msure
of in the Ashbless chronology is that he's seen to shoot one of
the Danci ng Apes in one of the Exchange All ey coffee houses
on Saturday the twenty-second of this nonth. But | can't wait
a week and a half. 1'd be too far gone with pneunpnia to
benefit fromeven twentieth century nedicine, probably. 1"l
have t o—&od hel p ne! —approach Doctor Ronany. The

t hought nade himfeel sick. Maybe if 1, | don't know, strap a
138
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pi stol around ny neck, and keep ny finger near the trigger,
and tell him W bargain or 1'll blow ny own head off, and
you won't learn one thing ... Wuld he dare to call nmy bluff?

Wuld | dare let it be a bluff?

He was passing a narrow street off Al dgate, and sonebody
crossing one of the rooftop bridges was whistling. Doyle

slowed to listen. It was a famliar tune, and so nel ancholy and
nostalgic that it al nbst seened chosen as a fitting acconpani -
ment for his lonely evening wal k. What the hell is the nane of
that, he wondered absently as he wal ked on. Not Geen-

sl eeves, not Londonderry Air...

He froze and his eyes widened in shock. It was Yesterday,
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the Beatl es song by John Lennon and Paul MCart ney.

For a nmonent he just stood there, stunned, |ike Robinson
Crusoe staring at the footprint in the sand.

Then he was runni ng back. "Hey!" he yelled when he was

below the little bridge, though there was nobody on it now
"Hey, come back! I'"'mfromthe twentieth century too!" A
coupl e of passersby were giving himthe warily entertained

| ook people save for street lunatics, but nobody peered down
fromthe rooftop level. "Damm it," Doyl e yelled despairingly,
"Coca Cola, dint Eastwood, Cadillac!"

He ran into the building and bl undered his way upstairs and
even nmanaged to find and open the roof door, but there was

no one in sight up there. He crossed the little bridge and then
descended through the other building, panting, but singing
Yesterday as |loudly as he could, and shouting the lyrics down
all cross corridors. He drew many conplaints but didn't get
anyone who seened to know what the song was.

"Il give you a place to hide away, nate," shouted one

furious old man who seened to think Doyl e's behavi or had

been specifically calculated to upset him "if you don't get out
of here this instant!" He shook both fists at Doyl e.

Doyl e hurried down the last flight of stairs and opened the
door out to the street. By this time he was beginning to doubt
that he'd even really heard it. | probably heard somet hing that
sounded like it, he thought as he drew the door shut behind
him and wanted so much to believe somebody el se had found

a way back to 1810 that | convinced nmyself it was the Beatl es

tune.

The sky was still a gray |um nescence behind the rooftops,
but it was darkening. He hurried on southward, toward Lon-

don Bridge. | don't want to be late for the six-thirty shift at
Kusi ak's stable, he reflected wearily—+ need that job.

The remaining | eaves on the trees in Bloonsbury Square

shone gold and red in the sunlight on Thursday afternoon as
Ahred t he Hi ndoo Beggar stepped out of Paddy Corvan's,

stared with honesickness for a nmonent at the trees and the
grass, then carefully wi ped beer-foamfromthe artificial beard
and noustache and turned resolutely to the left, down
Buckeridge toward Maynard Street and the Rat's Castle. The
breeze was from ahead, out of the heart of the St. Gles
rookery, and the snells of sewers, and fires, and things being
cooked that ought to be thrown away, shattered the frai

syl van charm of the square.

Jacky hadn't been to Rat's Castle since the night five days
ago when she'd hurried down the stairs to the underground
dock, right behind Doctor Romany, intent on killing Dog-
Face Joe; and she was checking in nowto see if anyone el se
had made any progress toward finding the furry shape-
changer.

When she turned right into the dark chasm narrow at pave-
ment | evel but narrower still at the top, that was Maynard
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Street, alittle boy | eaned out of an inperfectly boarded-up
| oadi ng dock on the third floor of an abandoned warehouse

on the corner. Under a piratical and oversized three-cornered
hat his fish-blank eyes foll owed the shanmbling figure of
Ahred t he Hi ndoo Beggar, and the nearly toothless slash of a
mouth turned up in a smle. "Ahmed," the boy whispered,
"you're mne."

A rope still hung fromthe rusted pulley under the overhang-
ing roof three floors above—enly because it hung too far away
fromthe wall to be snagged by |eaning out fromthe docks on
each floor and its ends swung too far above the pavenent to
be reached even by a man on anot her man's shoul der s—and
goaded by the imrensity of the reward Horrabin had offered,
the child hopped up onto the board his hands had been resting
on, and then sprang out across two yards of enpty space and
clutched the ol d rope.

The pulley had rusted alnost to immobility, and fortunately

for the boy the rope ran through it haltingly, so that though he
collided hard with the brick wall on the way down he didn't
break his | egs when he | anded on the pavenent three floors
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bel ow. He wound up sitting down, with | oops of stiff,

weat hered rope sl apping the cobbles around hi mand t hunp-

ing his hat down over his eyes. The child sprang to his feet and
scurried after Ahned as a trio of old wonen energed froma
cellar stairway and began to fight about who' d get the rope.
Ahrmed was wal ki ng beside a low wall, and the boy clinbed up

onto it, ran along the coping and then sprang onto the H ndoo
Beggar's back, screeching |ike a nmonkey. "G 've goat

Ahm d!" he shrilled. "Fetch "Or'bin!"

Drawn by the echoing racket, several nmen stepped out of the
recessed front doorway of Rat's Castle, stared for a few
monents at the prodigy of a lurching H ndoo flapping about
with a shrieking child perched on his back and clawing at his
throat, then they sprinted up and seized the H ndoo's arns.
"Ahmed! " said one, fondly. "The clown is ever so anxious to

chat wyth you."

They tried to pry the boy | oose, but he only dug his finger-
nails deeper into Ahned and bit at every reachabl e hand.
"Hell, Sam" one said finally, "take "emas is. He won't give

the reward to no infant."

Jacky was trying not to panic. She thought, if |I could get a
hand to ny turban |I coul d—+aybe—snatch the pistol out and
kill one of these nmen and maybe club this nightmare child off
me. The reeling knot of people was only a few steps fromthe
bui I di ng now, and she reached up under the turban, found the
butt of the pistol and yanked it down—the turban came down
too, tangled around the barrel —and she pressed it against the
ribs of the man on her right and yanked the trigger.
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The hanmmer canme down on a fold of cloth, knocking open

the flashpan cover but producing no sparks. Desperately she
wrenched away the cloth and, as the man was shouti ng,

"Christ, a gun, grab him" she cocked it one-handed and

again pulled the trigger. There was a spray of sparks but all the
powder had spilled out of the open pan and the gun didn't

fire, and an instant later a hard fist slamred into Jacky's
stomach and a ni nbl e boot kicked the gun out of her hand.

The gun cl anked on the paving stones, and the piggyback
child, evidently deciding to take the cash in hand and wai ve
the rest, hopped to the ground, seized the pistol and
scanpered away. The two nmen picked up the jackknifed,
gaspi ng Hi ndoo Beggar—Li ght wei ght bugger, ain't he?"—

and carried her inside.
Horrabin had returned to the Castle only a few m nutes
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earlier, and he had just relaxed in his swi ng—bungy was
wheel i ng away t he fol ded-up Punch stage-when they carried
Ahmed into the room "Ah!" exclained the clown. "Good

work, ny | ads! The fugitive H ndoo at last." They set Jacky
down on the floor in front of the swi ng, and Horrabin | eaned
forward and grinned down at her. "Where did you take the
Ameri can on Saturday night?"

Jacky could still only gasp.

"He pulled a pistol on us, yer Honor," one of the nen ex-

plained. "I had to give hima thunp in the turn."
"I see. Well, let's—bungy! Bring me my stilts!l—et's |ock
himup in the dungeon. It's Doctor Romany that'll have the

most questions for him and," the clown added with a giggle,
"the nost notivating questioning techniques."”

It was an odd little parade that descended four flights of
stairs and wal ked a hundred yards down a subterranean cor-
ridor that could have been pre- Roman—the hunched dwarf

Dungy linping along in the lead, carrying a flaring torch over
his head, followed by the two men who frog-marched between
them the chintz-curtain-robed Ahned, whose face behind the

fal se beard and noustache and wal nut stain was gray with

fear, and Horrabin, bent way over forward to avoid brushing
hi s hat agai nst the roof stones, bringing up the rear on his
stilts.

Eventual | y they passed through an arch into a w de

chanmber; Dungy's torch illum nated the ancient, wet stones of
the ceiling and near wall, but the far wall, if indeed there was
one, was lost in the absolute blackness. To judge by the

echoes, the chanmber was very large. The procession paused

after a few paces into it, and Jacky coul d hear water dripping
and, she was certain, faint but excited whispering.

"Dungy," said Horrabin, and even the clown sounded a lit-
tl e uneasy, "the nearest vacant guest room-hoist the lid. And
hurry."

The dwarf |inped forward, |eaving the others in darkness.
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Twenty feet away he stopped and lifted a little netal plate

away froma hole in the floor, and squatted down, trying to

get his head and the torch both next to the hole without setting
his greasy white hair on fire. "Nobody home." He set the

torch upright in a hole between the stones, hooked the fingers
of both hands around a recessed iron bar in the floor, care-
fully rearranged his feet, and then tugged upward. A whole

stone slab lifted up, evidently on hinges, exposing a circular
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hole three feet across. The slab came to rest at a bit nore than
a ninety degree angle and Dungy stepped back, w ping his

br ow.
"Your chanber awaits, Ahned," said Horrabin. "If you

hang by your hands and then drop, it's only six feet to the
floor. You can do that or be pushed in."

Jacky's captors led her forward and, when she was standi ng
in front of the hole, let go of her and stepped back. She forced
herself to smile. "Wien's dinner? WIIl | be expected to

dress?"
"Make any preparations you please," said Horrabin coldly.

"Dungy will drop it in on you at six. Get in now"

Jacky eyed the two nen who'd escorted her, calculating

whet her she coul d break away between them but they caught

the | ook and stepped back, nmoving their arns out fromtheir
sides a little. Her gaze fell hopelessly back to the hole at her
feet, and to her own humiliation she felt close to tears.

"Are— she choked, "are there rats . . . down there? O

snakes?" I'mjust a girl! she wanted to yell, but she knew that
revealing that would only add to the ordeals in store for her

"No, no," Horrabin assured her. "Any rats and snakes
that make their way down here are devoured by other sorts of
creatures. Sam he doesn't want to do it hinself; push him

in."
"Wait." Jacky carefully crouched and sat down on the edge

of the hole, her sandalled feet dangling in the darkness. She
hoped the others wouldn't see how badly her |egs were shaking
under the chintz robe. "I'mgoing, | don't need your .. . kind
hel p." She | eaned forward and gri pped the opposite edge. She
paused to take a deep breath, then hiked her runp off the rim
and swung down into the hole so that she hung by the grip of
her hands. She | ooked down and coul d see nothing, just the

nmost solid bl ackness she'd ever stared into. The floor could
bel i evably have been three inches bel ow her toes, or three hun-
dred feet.

"Kick his hands," said Horrabin. She |l et go before anyone

coul d.
After a long second of free fall she | anded on flexed knees

on rmuddy ground, and rmanaged not to |l et either kneecap clip

file:/lIF|/rah/Tim%20Powers/Powers,%20Tim%20-%20The%20Anubis%20Gates%20UC.txt (121 of 329) [7/17/03 11:44:53 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Tim%20Powers/Powers,%20Tim%620-%20T he%20A nubi s%20Gates%20U C.txt

her chin as she sat down hard. Sonething scurried away from
her across the nud floor. Looking up, she saw the underside
of the stone slab appear for one instant lit by the red torch-
light, and then, with a shocking, eardrumbattering crash, fal
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back into place; for a few nore nonents there was a tiny
square of dimred |ight above her, but then soneone replaced
the nmetal plate over the peek-hole and she was in featurel ess,
di sorienting darkness.

Though as tense as an over-wound cl ock, she didn't nove,

just breathed silently through her open nouth and |i stened.

When she'd dropped in, the close echoes of her fall had con-

vi nced her that the sunken room could be no nore than fifteen
feet across, but after a thousand silent breaths she was certain
that it was far wider, in fact not a roomat all but a vast subter-
ranean plain. She seened to hear wind in faraway trees, and
every now and then a faint echo of distant singing, sone sad
chorus wandering far out across the plain. . . . She grew
doubtful of her nmenory of the stone roof above her—surely it

was just the eternal black sky, in which any stars seen

wer e—per haps had al ways been—ust neani ngl ess fl ashes on

the individual retina...

She was just beginning to wonder whether the sound of the

surf had always sinply been the soft roar of her own breathing
projected onto a certain sort of agitation of water—and she
knew that there were even nore fundanmental doubts and

| osses to be di scovered-when an actual noise brought her out

of her downward spiralling introspection. The noise, only a
tiny grating and a clink, was startlingly loud in that hitherto
silent abyss, and it brought the dinensions of her cell back to
her original estimate of about fifteen feet across.

It had sounded |i ke the peek-hol e cover being renoved, but
when she | ooked up she couldn't see anything, not even a
square of |esser darkness. After a nonment, though, she could
hear breathing, and then sibilant but indistinct whispering.

"Who's there?" asked Jacky cautiously. It's got to be only
Dungy with my dinner, she insisted to herself.

The whi spering becane quiet, aspirated giggles. "Let us in,
darling," canme the whisper clearly. "Let my sister and ne
in."

Tears were runni ng down Jacky's cheeks and she crawled to
a wall and braced her back against it. "No," she sobbed. "Get
out of here."

"We've got gifts for you, darling—gold and di anonds t hat

peopl e | ost down the sewers since the |long ago tinmes. They're
all for you, in exchange for two things you won't ever need
again, like yer dollies after you growed up into a young |ady."

"Your eyes!" came a new, harsher whisper.
144
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"Yes indeed," hissed the first speaker. "Just your eyes, so
that ny sister and | can each have one, and we'll clinb up all
the stairs there are and take a ship to the Haymarket and
dance right under the sun."

"Soon," croaked the other.

"Ch yes, soon, darling, for the darkness is hardening, like
thick nud, and we want to be away when it turns as solid as

the stones.”
"Not init,"” put in the harsh voice.

"No, not init, we nustn't have ny pretty sister and ne
caught forever in the stones that are hardened night! So open

the door."

Jacky crouched in her corner weeping alnost silently, and
hopi ng that when the stone slab had fallen into place it had
jamred solidly, and couldn't ever be opened.

Then there was a faint shuffling fromfar away, and the two
voices chittered in consternation. "One of your brothers
cones," said the first voice. "But we'll be back ... soon."

"Soon," assented the other gravelly whisper. There fol -

| owned a sound like | eaves scuttering across pavenent, and then
Jacky coul d see, through the uncovered peek-hol e, a waxing

red gl ow, and she coul d hear Dungy nervously whistling the
idiotic song Horrabin al ways nmade hi m si ng.

After a few nonments the torch and Dungy's ravaged face”
appeared in the little hole. "How d you nove the cover

asi de?" the dwarf asked.

"Ch, Dungy," said Jacky, getting to her feet and standing
directly below, for at this point any human conpany was

wel cone, "I didn't. Two creatures who claimed to be sisters
moved it, and offered ne treasures in exchange for ny eyes."

She saw the dwarf straighten and peer uneasily around; and
renmenbering the extent of the chanber above, she knew how
usel ess such an inspection was. "Yeah," he said finally,
"there are such things down here. Unsuccessful experinments
of Horrabin's—hell, there may even be sone of nine stil
around. " He | ooked down into the pit again. "Doctor

Romany and Horrabin think you' re a nmenber of sone group
wor ki ng agai nst them Is that the case?”

"No. "
"I didn't think so. Still, it's enough if Horrabin does." The
dwarf hesitated. "If | ... let you out, will you help ne kil
hi n?"

"I'"d be delighted to, Dungy," said Jacky sincerely.
THE ANUBI S GATES
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"Prom se?"

The dwarf could have asked nearly any price and Jacky
woul d have paid it. "I prom se, yes."

"Good. But if we're going to work together you've got to

stop calling nme Dungy. My name is Teobal do. You call ne

"Tay.' " The dwarf's face di sappeared, and Jacky heard a

grunt of effort and then the stone slab |ifted away from above
her. He peered down through the w der hole, and she could see
that he held a stout stick with a |ength of rope knotted around
the mddle of it and trailing away out of sight. "I hope you
can clinb a rope," said Teobal do.

"OfF course," said Jacky. We're about to find out whether
can or not, she thought.

The dwarf laid the stick across the hole and pushed the rope
into the pit. Excess |oops piled up on the nuddy ground at
Jacky's feet. She took a deep breath, stepped up to the dan-
gling rope, locked her hands onto it as high as she could reach,
and t hen began yanki ng herself up, hand over hand. In two
seconds she had one hand, and a nonent |ater both hands,

| ocked on the stick

"Grab the coping," said Teobaldo, "and then I'I|l nove the
stick and you can pull yourself out."

Jacky di scovered that she could also chin herself and scram
ble out of a hole with no footholds. Wen she'd got to her feet
she stared sonberly at her rescuer, for she remenbered now
where she'd heard the nane Teobal do. "You used to be in

charge here," she said quietly.

The ol d dwarf gave her a sharp gl ance as he haul ed up the
line and quickly coiled it around his pal mand el bow. "That's
right."

"I... heard you were tall, though."

The dwarf set down the coiled rope and stood on the edge of
the hol e opposite fromthe stone lid. He flexed his arns and
then said, reluctantly, "Push that down, will you? I'll try to
catch it and lower it into place quietly. |'m supposed to be
bringi ng you your dinner, and |I'd just have pitched it in
through the peek-hole, so if they hear the slab fall they'll al
cone running."

Jacky braced hersel f against the bl ock, wedged her san-
dalled feet into a channel between two paving stones, and
heaved.

The dwarf caught it against his outstretched palns and let it
fold himdown to a | ow crouch. He took several deep breaths
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and then heaved it up a little, got out fromunder it and caught
the descending edge in his hands. His |ips were drawn back
fromhis teeth in a rictus of extrene effort, and Jacky coul d
see sweat popping out on his forehead as he lowered it, his
arnms trenbling; then he let go and | eaped back. The sl ab
dropped into place with a sound |ike a heavy door sl ami ng.

Tay sat on the floor panting. "That's... good," he gasped.
"They' Il ... not have heard that." He got painfully to his
feet. "I was tall once." He pulled the torch out and | ooked
across the slab at Jacky. "Can you do magi c?"

"I"'mafraid not."

"Well, we'll trick him ['Il go back upstairs now and tel
hi m you want to tal k—but not to Doctor Romany, who woul d

only kill you. 1I'll say you want to buy your freedomby telling
Horrabin so much that he'll be equal to-hell, stronger than—
Romany. You've got Wrds of Power, |'ll say. He's becone

a fair sorcerer, Horrabin has, in the eight years he's been
Romany' s right-hand man, but he's always trying to get the

old man to give hima Wrd of Power or two. Ronmany's never

done it. And we'll say that your group knows all about

Romany's plans in Turkey; 'cause that's another thing that

bot hers Horrabin, that Romany won't tell him anything ex-

cept stuff he needs to know to run the London end of things.
Yeah," said the old man bl eakly, "he'll bite that hook. He'l
ask why you let yourself get captured if you're such a whizzo
witch, but I'Il just tell himthat you sai d+ don't know-that
the stars are crooked for that stuff right now Does that sound

good?"
"l guess so, but why the conplicated story?" Jacky asked

nervously, already w shing she hadn't pronmised to help himin
this perilous undertaking.

"To get himdown here al one," snapped Tay, "w thout his
guards. He wouldn't want themto hear the Wrds of Power,
or even be aware that he was making deals with Doctor

Romany' s enem es. "

"And what will we do when he cones down here? Just kil
hi n?" Though glad to be out of the pit, Jacky was feeling
tense and distinctly ill. "Do you have a gun?"

"No, but a gun's no good agai nst himanyway. One of the

spel I s Doctor Romany gave himis a bullet-deflecting charm
I'"ve seen a pistol fired straight into the mddle of his chest-
but the ball never touched him just broke a wi ndow off to the
side. And |'ve twi ce seen hard-thrust daggers sinply jerk to a

stop inches amay fromhim and shatter, as if he'd been wear-

ing a suit of thick clear glass. The only tinme |I've ever seen him
cut was a couple of years ago when he went to Hanpstead

Heath to explain city ways to the gypsies—for at the tine they

t hought the gypsies might be useful in organized burglary—

and a gypsy that didn't fancy the idea said Horrabin was the

Beng, they tell me that nmeans devil, and this gypsy | eaped up,
yanked a tent spike out of the ground and slanmmed it into the
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clown's thigh. And it wasn't deflected and it didn't stop inches
away from him+t tore right through, and the cl own was

bl eeding like a ripped wi neskin and alnost fell off his stilts,
and if the gypsy' d been able to get a second swing he'd have

put Horrabin right out of the picture.”

Jacky nodded dubiously. "So what was so special about the
st ake?"

"The dirt onit, man!" said Tay with inpatience. "Before
Doct or Romany nmamde Horrabin a nmagician, the clown didn't

have to wal k around all day on stilts. But when you cast your
lot with magic you . . . forfeit, you for/eit your connection
with the earth—the dirt, the soil. Touching the earth is terribly
pai nful for these magi cal boys, which is why Romany wears
those spring-shoes and Horrabin wal ks on stilts. Their magic
can't work on dirt, and so this nuddy stake punched through
his charns as if they were cobwebs." The dwarf pulled a knife
out fromunder his shapel ess coat and handed it to Jacky.
"There's plenty of nud between these paving bl ocks—+ub a

lot of it on the blade and then go crouch in the shadows. Wen
he bends over to peek into the pit I'll knock himdown, and
then you run up and just hack away. The underground dock is
through that arch there, and we can escape down the river

Got all that?"

"Whay don't we just escape? Right now?" said Jacky with a
weak smile. "I mean, why bother taking the risk of actually
trying to kill hinP"

Tay frowned angrily. "Well, for one thing because you

prom sed—but 1'll give you sone better reasons. It's a good
twenty minutes to the Thames by the underground channel,

and if 1'mnot back upstairs pretty quick he'll send nen down
to see what's going on, and when he | earned we were gone he'd
send men running south to clinmb down into the sewers ahead

of us and intercept us—but if we kill him especially if he

| eaves orders not to be interrupted, and if we hide the body
—why nobody' Il mss himfor hours.”
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Jacky nodded unhappily and, crouching down, fingered up
a lunp of nud and sneared it on both sides of the bl ade.

"Good. You go stand over there." Wth great reluctance

Jacky picked her way over the uneven pavenment to a point
twenty yards fromthe dwarf. "No, |I can still see you. Farther!
Yes, and a bit farther still. That should do it."

Jacky was trenbling and darting fearful glances at the im
penetrabl e shadows all around her, and she cried out when the
dwarf turned toward the arch. "Wait!" she al nbost shri eked.
"Aren't you going to |leave the torch here?"

file:/lIF|/rah/Tim%20Powers/Powers,%20Tim%20-%20The%20Anubis%20Gates%20UC.txt (126 of 329) [7/17/03 11:44:53 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Tim%20Powers/Powers,%20Tim%620-%20T he%20A nubi s%20Gates%20U C.txt

The dwarf shook his head. "It'd | ook suspicious. |I'm
sorry—but it'll only be for a few mnutes, and you' ve got that
dagger."

He wal ked away through the arch. Paralyzed with fear,

Jacky coul d hear his footsteps receding anay down the hal
beyond as she watched the shape of the arch, the only spot of
light, slowy darken. A few seconds after the chanber had
reverted to full dark, Jacky heard a harsh whi sper from near-
by: "Wiile she's alone." And there was a sound |ike |ong,
stiff-starched skirts sweeping across the floor toward her

Stilling a scream Jacky ran in the direction in which it

seened to her that the dock archway had stood. After ten
poundi ng paces she rebounded froma brick wall—and though

she had struck it first with her knee and shoul der, her head
had been the next to collide with it, and she wound up sitting
hal f-stunned on the floor. She shook her head, trying to clear
it and stop her ears fromringing. She knew she'd m sjudged

the direction of the dock arch—but was it left or right of here?
Had she done a half turn or a full one when she bounced off

the wall? Was the wall a yard or two in front of her, or behind,
or to one side?

Suddenl y somet hing poked at her eye, and with a sob Jacky

I unged upward with the dagger, and felt the point tear through
bal | oon-1ike resiliencies that popped and bat hed her hand and
armin cold fluid; then there was shrill, whispered screan ng
and the dank air shook with a buzzing Iike the vibrating w ng-
cases of sone giant insect, and Jacky was on her feet and run-
ni ng agai n, stunbling over the unevennesses of the floor but
never quite falling, sobbing hopel essly and sweepi ng the dag-
ger back and forth through the darkness in front of her.
Abruptly the floor shelved away under her feet, slanted down,
and t hough she managed to maintain her bal ance for a few
tilting, tiptoe steps, finally she tripped, tumbled and cane up

onto her skinned hands and knees, w nded but still clutching
the dagger. Al right, cone on then, she thought despairingly.
At least | know you can be hurt. | suppose |'ve run right out of

that chanber, and down into sonme tunnel where there never
has been and never will be the faintest ray of light, but 'l
hack away at you nmonsters until you kill ne.

Cautious rustlings sounded from nearby, A whispering
voi ce muttered sonething, of which Jacky caught only the
words, "Killed her..."

Anot her voice said softly, "It still has its eyes—+ can /ee
(he wind o/ themblinking."

"Take its eyes,"” whined a voice like an old woman's, "but
my children need its blood."

Jacky was suddenly aware that she could snell river water

and faintly she heard water slapping against stone. It seened
to be at her back, and she turned around—and was surprised

to find that she could see

No, not see exactly, for seeing needs light; in the darkness
her eyes were aware of a patch of deeper darkness, a bl ackness
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that shone with the absence and negation of |ight, and she
knew that if the object approaching on the river should ever
appear above ground, even the brightest sunlight would be
swal | owed up and obscured by its black rays. As it drew slowy
cl oser she could see that it was a boat.

Anot her piece of the positive darkness arose behind it,
defining the opposite bank; it seemed to be the shape of a vast
serpent, and Jacky could hear a netallic rasping echo al ong
the watercourse as it slowy uncoiled itself.

The whi sperers around Jacky chittered in terror. "Apep!"
excl ai med one. "Apep rises?" And Jacky heard a scuttling
and pattering as her pursuers fled.

Jacky was right behind them

There was |ight—+eal, red-orange |ight—visible when the

floor levelled out into the main chanber, and Jacky coul d' see
the dwarf and the clown on stilts just appearing through

the arch a hundred feet away. The two figures, weirdly tal

and weirdly short, halted and stared in Jacky's direction. She
hunched down, though she knew they couldn't see her that far
back in the shadows.

"I wonder what's got themso agitated," said Horrabin.
"Your damed mi stakes," said Tay uneasily. "The Hi ndoo
conpl ai ned that they were speaking to himthrough the peek-
hol e. "
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Horrabi n | aughed, but his nerrinent sounded forced.
"You object to conpany, Ahned? Be grateful we don't
render you incapable of being aware of it."

Horrabi n and Tay advanced across the warped fl oor and

hal ted. Jacky knew they must have arrived at the hole in which

she'd been incarcerated. Gipping the dagger tightly, she stole
forward; her sandals had been lost in the tunble, and her bare

feet made no sound on the stone.

When she was fifty feet away, and beginning to tread cob-

bl estones crescented with the orange reflection of the torch-
light, Horrabin | eaned forward—an odd spectacle, for his
stilts had to | ean backward—and said, "Step into the |ight,

Ahred, and nake your best offer!"
The dwarf actually crossed hinmself before placing both

hands agai nst Horrabin's stilts and shovi ng.

Wth a shrill, fearful cry the clown lurched forward, tried to
get his stilts back under hinself, failed, and crashed to the
floor as Jacky crossed the last few yards at a sprint; the clown
rolled over on his back, his head strained back with yel |l ow
teeth showing in a grimace of agony, and Jacky sprang onto
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the arched-up stomach and drove the dagger down at the prof-
fered white-painted throat.

The bl ade snapped off as if she'd tried to stab one of the
pavi ng stones; and as it clanged away across the floor the red-
vei ned eyes rolled down to | ook at her over the whits point of
the chin, and though the bared teeth were fl ecked wi th bl ood,
and bl ood was running out of the painted ears, the nouth
curled up in what was, unnistakably, a smle.

"What cha got in yer 'and, yer Worship?" Horrabin

whi sper ed.
Jacky felt sonething scrabbling strongly in her still poised

right fist, and she convul sively flung away what shoul d have
been the bl adel ess dagger hilt, but was a handful of big black
bees, as dark and fat as pluns. One stung her hand before she
could flick it off, and the others swarmed buzzing and clicking
around her head as she rolled off the clown and scranbl ed

away across the floor.
Tay was standing in the archway that led to the dock, stilr

hol ding the torch. "All we can do is run!" he shouted to
Jacky. "Come on, before he can get up!"

As Jacky hurried to the arch, pursued by the bees, and
joined Tay in a scranble to the end of the dock, they heard

Horrabin cry frombehind them "I1'Il have you back. Father!
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And 1'Il make you into something that has (o live in a tank!"

The two fugitives had found a raft, craw ed onto it, and cast
| oose. "What happened to the nud on the bl ade?" Tay asked,
in atone of only mld interest.

"I had to stab one of the creatures down here," gasped

Jacky, slapping a persistent bee into a pasty ness agai nst the
wood of the raft. "It seenmed to have cold water for bl ood.
guess it washed the nudoff."

"Ah, well. Good try, anyway." The dwarf opened a pouch
at his belt and took out a pill, which he swallowed. He shud-
dered, then offered another of the pills to Jacky.

"What is it?"

"Poi son," said Tay. "Take it—a much easier death than
what he'll give you if he catches you alive."

Jacky. was shocked. "No! And you shoul dn't have taken
one! My CGod, perhaps you can vomt it up. | think—=

"No, no." Tay wedged the torch between two of the raft
timbers and | ay down across the rough surface, staring at the

passing ceiling. "I decided to die this norning. He told me to
get ready for a full-dress performance toni ght—skirt, w g, nai
polish—and | just decided ... no. | couldn't do it one nore

time. | decided to try to kill him so I'd have died either way,
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you see; four years ago he set up—what did he call it?—a one-
way sustenance |ink. Mgical talk. Means when he dies, | do
too. He thought that nade himsafe fromne. It night have,

if he hadn't made nme do those goddam song and dance

nunbers all the time. God, |I'msleepy." He smiled peacefully.
"And | can't think of a ... nicer way to spend ny |ast few

m nutes than on a boat ride with a young |ady."

Jacky blinked. "You ... know?"

"Ah, |1've known all along, lass. You're that Jacky, too.
Wth the fal se noustache. Ch yes." He closed his eyes.

Jacky stared at the silent dwarf, horrified and fasci nated.
The raft turned and bunped down the canal. Wen she judged
he was dead, she said softly, "Are you really his father?"

She was startled when he answered. "Yes, lass,” he said

weakly. "And | can't really blame himfor the way he's treated
me. | deserved no better. Any man that would . . . alter his
own son, just to nake the lad a nore efficient beggar... ah, |
had it all conming to ne, certainly." A faint smle touched
Tay's lips. "Oh, and did that boy repay it in full! He took over

my beggar arny . . . and then put me through the hospita

in the baserent . . . many, many tinmes . . . yes, | was tal
152
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once ..." He sighed, and his left heel thunped a few tines on

the wood. Jacky had now seen two people die.

Renmenbering Tay's prediction that nmen woul d be sent

ahead to descend into the sewers to intercept them Jacky

didn't wait to arrive at one of the docks further down, but

| owered herself into the water. It was cold, but as the subterra-
nean river had slowed and dinmnished in width since her dip in

it Saturday night, it had also lost its sharp chill. For a nonent

she clung to the raft.

"Rest in peace, Teobal do," she said, and then pushed off.

Once she'd shucked the sodden Ahmed robe she had no dif-
ficulty in swi mming against the current, and soon she had |eft
the raft—and the torch—behind, and was sw nmi ng upstream

in darkness. It wasn't a threatening darkness, though, and
Jacky knew instinctively that the deeper river, the one on

whi ch she'd "seen" the boat, had no connection with this
channel —per haps not even with the Thanes.

Voi ces were echoing down the wat er course—=Wo the hel

did he say it was?" "Od Dungy and that Hi ndoo." "Well,

Pete's lads will stop 'em at the dock bel ow Covent Garden."
—and yellow light glinted on the water and the wet walls and
ceiling ahead of her. Then she rounded a curve, dog paddling
silently, and could see, far ahead, the dock fromwhich they'd
enbar ked. There were several nmen on it, all carrying torches,
though Horrabin didn't seemto be present.
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"They nust be crazy," comented one, his voice carrying
clearly down the tunnel. "Or maybe they thought the Hi ndoo
had better magic. It'll be interesting to hear themew Damm
it, howdid a bee get down here?"

"Jesus, there's another one! Come on, there's nothing to be
done here. Let's go upstairs and watch when they bring them
in. It ought to be good—the cl own ordered the hospita

opened. "

The nen hurried away, and the tunnel went dark; for a no-

ment the archway gl owed orange, and then as the torches were
carried away up the hall it too faded into the uniform dark-
ness. Jacky paddl ed steadily toward the after inmmge in her

eyes, being careful not to turn her head, even when she felt the
fal se beard peel off and slide past her shoul der. After a few

m nut es she banged a hand agai nst the tinbers of the dock

She pulled herself up onto it and sat there, panting. She was
naked except for a pair of shorts, and reaching up to brush her
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hair back she noticed that her noustache had pulled away with
t he beard.

This wasn't, she reflected, the sort of costunme in which she
could slip unnoticed out of Rat's Castle.

She padded timdly through the arch, w shing she still had
the dagger. In the silence she could hear a bee buzzing
somewhere. The | ong hallway was evidently enpty, and she

pi cked her way down it, pausing frequently to listen for pur-
suit fromeither direction, but especially from behind.

She clinbed a set of stone steps to a wide landing, and in
groping to find the next set of steps she brushed the wooden
surface of a door. There was no faintest sliver of light visible
around the frane or between the boards, so either the room
beyond was as dark as the stairs or this was an unreasonably
solid door.

She pressed the latch—+t wasn't |ocked! —and inched the
door open. No light spilled out on the stairs, so she hurried in-
side and cl osed the door behind her

She had no way to strike a light even if she'd dared to, so
she reconnoitered the roomby feel, follow ng the wall around
all four sides of the little roomback to the door again, and
then maki ng a cautious diagonal across the middle of the
floor. There was a narrow bed, neatly nmade, a dresser with a
coupl e of books on it, a table on which Jacky's gently groping
hands felt a bottle and a cup—she sniffed the cup: sharp gi n—
and, in the corner, a chair on which were draped—and Jacky
thanked God as she funblingly identified the objects—a short
dress, a wig, a make-up kit, and an ancient pair of |adies

| eat her slippers.

It's an absolute mracle that these clothes should be laid in
my path, she thought. Then she renenbered that ol d Teo-

bal do had said he'd been ordered to do a full-dress perform
ance tonight—this nust be his room and he nust have laid
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the costune out before, as he'd put it, deciding to die. Though
she couldn't see, she glanced curiously around the room and
wi shed she coul d know what the books on the dresser were.

Len Carrington sat down right in the front roomand had a
long sip fromhis pocket flask, not caring who m ght see him
Wy was it, he'd have liked to know, that he was suddenly
appoi nted the clown's second in command, and simultane-
ously expected to nollify the angry Doctor Romany, eval uate
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the unsatisfactory reports being run back every few mnutes
fromthe teamthat was trying to catch the two fugitives, and
assure the ragi ng Horrabi n-who was nobaning in a ham

nmock, evidently with bad burns all over hinmself—that every

step was being taken to renedy the situation? Carrington

didn't even understand what the situation was. He'd heard

that the dancing dwarf had tried to kill the clown and had then
fled down the underground river with a Hi ndoo, for God's

sake, but if that was so, why was Doctor Ronany only inter-
ested in talking to the Hi ndoo?

Soneone was trotting up the stairs fromthe basenment. Car-
rington consi dered, and then rejected, the idea of standing up

It proved to be, of all things, a woman. Her hair | ooked |ike
sonme sort of rodent's nest and her dress fit her like a tarpaulin
tied around a hatrack, but her face, under a | ot of powder and

rouge, was pretty.
"They told ne to | ook for Horrabin downstairs,

she said,

as calmy as if a woman in Rat's Castle was not as un-
precedented a thing as a horse in Westm nster Cathedral. "I

didn't see him™"
"No," said Carrington, scranbling to his feet. "He's

under the weather. \Wat the devil are you doi ng here?"

"I'"'mfrom Kati e Dunni gan, who runs all the accomoda-
tion houses around Piccadilly. |I'm supposed to arrange a con-
ference—evidently this Horrabin fellow wants to buy in."

Carrington blinked. So far as he knew the cl own had not

branched out into prostitution, but it was certainly his sort of
thing. And it was inconceivable that a young girl would cone

to this place w thout sone such reason. He rel axed—she cer-

tainly had nothing to do with the two fugitives. "Wll I'm
afraid you can't see himnow. You'd better |eave—and tell this
Dunni gan woman to send a man next tinme! You'll be lucky if

you're raped | ess than a dozen tines before you get out of this
bui I di ng. "

"Loan nme a knife, then."
"Wha—why should I ?"

Jacky wi nked. "You ever get out to Piccadilly?"
A slowsmle built on Carrington's face, and he reached out

and slipped an arm around her
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"No no, not ne," she said hastily. "I, uh, have—a disease.
But we've got clean girls in Piccadilly. Shall 1 give you the
password that'l|l get you one gratis, or not?"

Carrington had recoiled fromher, but now grudgi ngly
THE ANUBI S GATES
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reached under his coat and pulled out a knife in a | eather
sheath. "Here," he said. "Wat's the password?"

Jacky said the filthiest conpound noun she'd ever heard. "I
know it sounds crazy, but that's it. Just walk into any of those
pl aces, go up to the bouncer by the front door and whi sper

that to him"

Jacky wal ked unhurriedly out of Rat's Castle, ostenta-
tiously cleaning her fingernails with the knife.

CHAPTER 7

"Yout h, Nature, and relenting Jove
To keep ny lanp in strongly strove,
But Romanel i was so stout

He beat all three—and blew it out.-—=

—tord Byron, in a letter from Patras,
Cct ober 3, 1810

DOYLE AWAKENED ON hi s straw pal |l et Saturday norni ng and
realized that he'd cone to a decision; the prospect of what he
intended to do dried his nouth and set his hands trenbling,

but it was the clean junpiness of a difficult course resol ved
upon, and it cane as a relief after a week of nurky indecision

He realized now that it had been a mistake to pin all his
hopes on the intervention of Ashbless. Even if he could find
the poet, it was a fantasy to i magi ne that Ashbl ess would, or
could, do anything to aid him The conflict was between him
sel f and Doctor Ronmany, and a confrontation was the only

way to resolve it. The sooner it occurred, the better—for
Doyl e's health was definitely declining.

He asked Kusiak for the day off, and the old man was

happy to give it to him as Doyl e's hacki ng cough was getting
so bad that custoners were uneasy around him as though
fearing he carried sone plague. Doyl e took the neager cash
he'd saved and bought what he thought of as insurance: a
battered and rusty old flintlock pistol which the marine store
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owner had insisted would actually fire, and with which Doyl e
woul d threaten to kill himself if Doctor Romany tried to have
hi m sei zed. Yesterday on London Bridge Jacky had told him
about the abortive attenpt on Horrabin's life, and Doyl e

wi shed he had the poison pill the dwarf had offered Jacky; it
woul d be easier to carry that between his teeth than to |ug
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around a pistol pointed at his head.

Realizing that his armwuld get tired if he should have to
keep the heavy pistol pointed at hinmself for very long, he had
taken off his belt, run the end of it through the gun's trigger
guard, and then re-buckled it around his neck. Wth his coat
buttoned up over it and his scarf fluffed out to cover the gun's
muzzl e, which was now pressing coldly into the soft spot

behi nd his chin, he avoi ded bei ng conspi cuous and al so kept

the pistol in a position where one yank of his thunb between
the second and third buttons of his coat would send a pisto
bal | punching up through his mouth, palate, nasal cavity,

brain, and then bursting out into the sunlight right aft of his

wi dow s peak.

I n Bishopsgate Street he nmet a beggar from Captain Jack's
house, and after exchanging greetings the man told himthat
Doct or Romany's gypsy canmp was currently in a field up at

the north end of Goswell Road, telling fortunes for aristocrats
fromthe West End and selling | ove potions and poisons to the

i nhabi tants of the CGol den Lane rookery.

Doyl e thanked him asked to be renenbered to the com

pany, and turned east on London WAll Street. Just as he was
crossing Col eman Street—enly a bl ock, he realized, from
Keats' birthpl ace—he heard a sharp whistle fromthe north
side of the street.

It was the high-lowlow first three notes of Yesterday.

And it was answered, fromthe opposite side of Col eman
Street, by the up and down the scal e next nine notes.

This time there was no doubt. He was not the only twentieth
century man in 1810. Hi s heart pounding, he sprinted across
the street and then paused on the north pavenent, | ooking
wi I dly around. Many people were staring at him and he

| ooked earnestly into each anused or di sapproving face, hop-
ing to recogni ze sonehow a fell ow anachroni sm but they al
seenmed to be indigenous citizens.

He' d taken a couple of uncertain steps up Col eman Street
before noticing the coach at the opposite curb. Its side w ndow
was open and Doyl e could dinmy see a passenger within. In the
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instant before his feet were yanked off the pavenent he saw

the flash of a gun in the carriage, but what he heard was the
detonation of the pistol under his shirt as the bullet shattered
the flashpan and hanmmer and ignited the powder; he'd been
turning quickly, and the nuzzle was next to his jaw instead of
under it when the gun went off, and the red-hot ball only

pl owed up the side of his face and ripped his right ear off,

i nstead of exploding his head.

He lay crunpled, unaware of the rattle as the carriage

moved of f. He vaguely realized that there had been an expl o-
sion, and that he was hurt, and that there was blood all over
him H's chest hurt terribly, but when his nunb hands had
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brushed asi de the powder-burned tatters of his shirt and
knocked the snoking, splintered gun off to the side, there
seened to be no lethal injury—ust a lot of burns and

scratches. His ears were ringing, the right worse than the left;

in fact, that whole side of his head was as dead as though he'd
been given a shot of Novocain. He funbled at it with his hand
and felt hot, free-flowi ng blood, and ripped flesh, but no ear.
What in God' s name had happened?

He had rolled over and was trying to get to his feet when
several people cane over and synpathetically but roughly
dragged hi mupright. Doyl e was dazedly aware of what they
were saying: "Are ye going to live, mate?" "How can you

ask, look, he's shot right through the head." "The man in

that carriage shot him" "Nonsense, | saw it all-his chest ex-
pl oded. He was carrying a bonb. He's one of the French spies
from Lei cester Square."

"Why, |ook," exclainmed one. "There's a wecked pi stol
tied around his neck." He tilted Doyle's face up toward his
own. "Way in hell were you carrying a pistol that way?"

Doyl e wanted to get away fromthere. "I ... just bought
it," he munbl ed. "Thought it would be a good way to carry it
home. Uh ... | guess it went off accidentally."

"The man's an idiot," pronounced Doyl e's questioner. To

Doyl e he added, "It can't have been any good anyway. You

see it flewto bits after being fired only once. Here, now, come
with me and we'll get you to a doctor who'll patch up your
head. "

"No!" Doyle couldn't recall whether antiseptics were in
general use in 1810, and t hough he knew he wasn't thinking
clearly, he also knew he didn't want to pick up some damed
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infection fromunwashed fingers and stitching thread. "Just
get ne sone brandy pl ease. Strong brandy. O whi skey—
anything with a lot of alcohol init."

"I knew it!" piped up one old man who couldn't really see

what was going on. "It's a dodge. He likely lost his ear years
ago, and goes 'round pretendin' to have blowed it off over and
over again all over London, just so's gullibles will stand himto

a drink."
"Naw, " contradicted soneone el se. "Look, there's part of

his ear over there. Whoops! Look out! He's gettin' sick!"

Doyl e was indeed. A few nonments |ater he gathered the

strength to push through the decreasingly solicitous crowd.
Unawar e of the wondering stares turned on himfromall sides,

he shed his coat, ripped off the remains of his shirt, tied it
tightly around his head to staunch the bl ood that was pattering
on the pavenent and sliming his hands, replaced his coat, and
then, dizzy from shock and | oss of blood, he reeled away to

find a grog shop; for though he was certain of very little at the
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monent, he took confort in the know edge that the purchase

of the gun, which still swung fromhis neck, had left himwth
enough cash for two brandies: one to soak his bandage with

and one to pour, rapidly, down his throat.

Two days | ater he heard the Beatles tune again.

Wien he' d gotten back to Kusiak's on Sunday afternoon,

pushed open the front door and lurched into the entry hall, the
ol d i nnkeeper had | ooked up from some bookwork with an ex-
pression of alarmthat had quickly turned to a tight-1ipped
anger. He'd cut through Doyl e's incoherent explanations with
a curt order that Doyle be put to bed in a spare room and

wat ched over "until his soul pops away through the ceiling or
his damm feet can take himout the back door." He had put a
knuckl e under Doyle's chin and tilted the pale face up. "I
don't care which way, Doyle, but you | eave here as dam soon
as possi bl e—you under st andi ng ne, hah?"

Doyl e had drawn hinself up to his full height and framed a

di gnified reply—which he could never recall afterward—and
then abruptly his eyes rolled up out of sight and he toppled
backward |i ke an axed tree; the floor booned |ike a drum
when he struck it with the whole length of his body, and his
fingernails, scrabbling, for a moment on the polished boards,

sounded |i ke castanets.
Kusi ak, with sone relief, pronounced hi mdead and ordered

T
THE ANUBI S GATES
161

hi mtaken out back to await the sunmoni ng of a constable,
but when a couple of the kitchen boys had dragged the linp
body as far as the back door, Doyle sat up, |ooked around
urgently, said, "Flight 801 to London—you're supposed to be
hol ding a ticket for me. It's paid for—by Darrow of Dl RE.
What's the problen?" and then passed out again.

Kusi ak wearily cursed Doyle, and the absent Jacky, and

then ordered the boys to take the delirious and unwel cone
guest to the snallest possible vacant room and check in on
himfromtime to time until he had the grace to die.

For two days Doyl e | angui shed on a narrow bed in a wn-

dow ess and peculiarly shaped room under the main stairs,
nouri shed by Kusiak's excellent fish chowder and dark beer,
and sl eeping nost of the tine; on Tuesday eveni ng he stood
up and wal ked out into the hall, where he was seen by the
aproned Kusi ak, who said that if he was recovered enough to
| eave the room he was damm wel | healthy enough to | eave the
i nn al toget her.

When Doyl e had put on his coat and taken a few wobbly

steps down the street, he heard sonething clatter on the pave-
ment behind him He turned around and saw that Kusi ak had

thrown his destroyed pistol out after him He went back and
picked it up, for it might bring a few pennies at one of the ubi-
qui tous junk shops, and as things stood right now the acqui si -
tion of three pennies would double his fortune.
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It certainly is ruined, he thought as he picked it up. The
hamrer and fl ashpan were gone, the stock was splintered, and
the twi sted corpse of the bullet that had crashed into it was
vi si bl e, wedged deeply into the wood. Doyl e shuddered, re-
menbering that the ball would have drilled straight through
his chest if this gun had not been in the way.

He peered at the bullet nore closely—t had the flat base of
a slug fired froma shell 4+t wasn't a ball.

Well, that confirns it, he thought nervously. Bullets Iike

this don't cone into use until 1850 or so. There are other twen-
tieth century nmen here—+ nean now-and for sonme reason

they're hostile. | wonder what the hell they've got against ne.

And, he thought, | wonder who the hell they are.

He had reached Borough High Street. To his right was the

sonber bul k of St. Thonmas' Hospital, and to his |eft London
Bri dge soared away through the tw light, spanning the broad
Thanmes whose surging, gunnetal -gray face was al ready begin-
ning totwinkle with the first lights of the evening. There
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seenmed to be nore prom se across the river, and he turned |eft.

But why, he asked hinself as he wal ked down toward the

river, would*tine travellers hang around in London in 18107
And why, for God's sake, try to kill ne? Wiy not just take ne
back? Do they think I want to be here ... now?

A thought struck him Maybe, he told hinself, it's because
I"m 1 ooking for Ashbl ess. Maybe he woul d have shown up at

the Janmai ca, but they've abducted him and since |'mfrom

the future nyself, 1'd notice his absence, so they've got to pre-
vent nme telling anyone about it.

At the gently curving apex of London Bridge he paused and

| eaned on the still warm stone rail and gazed west al ong the
river toward the darkening sunset that silhouetted the five
arches of Blackfriars Bridge half a mle upriver. | guess |I'l|

have to make another attenpt to talk to Doctor Romany. It's
probably a |l ost cause, but I've got to try to get back to 1983.
He sighed, allowi ng hinself a noment of self-pity. If it was

just this bronchitis or pneunonia or whatever it is, | night

stay and try to beat it and nmake a living here and now, but

when two evidently powerful groups are fighting over you,

one wanting to kill you while the other will settle for just tor-
turing you, it's hard to hold a job.

He pushed away fromthe rail and began wal ki ng down the

north slope of the bridge. O course | could just |eave the city,
he told hinself. Just right now get to the shore, steal a boat
and push off4et the current take nme to Gravesend or sorme-

where. Begin |life anew.

When he came out of his reverie he was off the bridge and

crossing Thanmes Street. He gl anced up and down the lanplit
street, remenbering the day, two and a half weeks ago, that
he'd al nost all owed hinself to be taken to Horrabin by that
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fake blind beggar, and then had been rescued by Skate Ben-
j am n.

There were few people out on the streets this Tuesday even-
ing, and the pubs and dining roonms al ong G-acechurch Street
spilled light but little noise out across the cobbl estones. Doyl e
was able to hear the whistling when it was still a good di stance

away. Yesterday again.

When the first nmonment of blind panic had passed, Doyle

smiled in grimanusenent at how Pavl ovian his response to

that damed Beatl| es tune had beconme—he had instantly

| eaped into a recessed doorway, yanked the ruined gun out of

his coat pocket and raised it like a club over his head. Now, as
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he realized the sound was coming fromat |east a bl ock away,

he | owered the gun and allowed hinmsel f to breat he—though

the pounding of his heart didn't slacken. He peered cautiously

out of the alcove, not daring to leave it yet for fear of attract-
ing notice. After a few nonments the whistler rounded the cor-

ner from Eastcheap and began wal ki ng down Gracechurch, in

Doyl e's direction but on the opposite side of the street.

The man was tall, and seened to be drunk. H s wi de-

bri med hat was pulled | ow over his face and he |urched from
side to side as he wal ked, though once for a nmonent or two he
broke into a clunmsy parody of tap dancing, whistling the tune
fast to acconpany hinmself. Just when he was about to. pass

Doyl e's hiding place he noticed, with an exaggerated jerk of

his head, a pub at his right, a narrow, ill-lit place called The
Vi gil ant RowsBy. The nman stopped whistling, patted a pocket,

and, reassured by the jingle of coins, pushed open the bull's-
eye wi hdowed door and di sappeared inside.

Doyl e started to hurry away south, toward the river and
Gravesend, but after a few steps he halted and gl anced back at
the pub.

Can you wal k away fromit? he asked hinself. This guy cer-
tainly seenms to be alone, and not particularly dangerous at the
monent. Don't be an idiot, objected the fearful part of his

m nd, get the hell out of here!

He wavered, then hesitantly, alnobst on tiptoe, he crossed

the street and stepped up to the heavy wooden door of The

Vi gil ant Rowsby. The place's old name sign squeaked gently
back and forth on its chains over his head as he tried to work
up the nerve to take hold of the S-shaped iron door handl e.

The deci sion was taken out of his hands when the door was
yanked open fromthe inside and a tall, burly man stepped out
onto the pavenent, seem ng al nost propelled by the burst of
warm ai r, redolent of beef and beer and candle tallow, that
bill owed out around him "Wat's the problem Jack?" ex-
clainmed the man loudly. "No pence for beer? Here. Wen

Mor ni ngstar drinks, everybody drinks." He dropped a hand-

ful of copper into Doyle's pocket. "In you go." Morningstar
pl aced a gi ant hand between Doyl e's shoul der bl ades and
shoved hi mi nsi de.
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Keeping his face averted fromnost of the tables and

boot hs, Doyle hurried to the |l ong counter at one end of the
room and bought a beer fromthe bored-|ooking publican
Doyl e brushed his hair down across his forehead and then
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tilted the heavy glass beer nmug up to his face and, with only his
eyes showi ng, turned his back to the counter and started a
sl ow scan of the roomwhile he took the first long sip.

Hal fway through it he froze, and al nost choked on his beer.

The man who had been whistling was sitting over a beer in a

tal | -backed booth against the far wall; his hat was set next to
his glass, and the candle on the table Iit his slack, blear-eyed
face clearly. It was Steerforth Benner.

Wien he had convinced hinself that he was neither m s-

taken nor hallucinating, Doyle gul ped some nore beer. Wy
hadn't Benner returned with the rest of the party? Had anyone
el se m ssed the boat? Doyl e pushed away fromthe counter

and, taking his beer with him crossed to Benner's table. He
slipped his free hand into his coat pocket and gripped the
rui ned pistol

The big, sandy-haired man didn't | ook up when Doyl e stood

over him so Doyle lifted the pistol inside his coat until the
muzzl e showed as a ring against the taut fabric, and then
shook hi m by the shoul der

Benner | ooked up, his wheat-col ored eyebrows raised in ir-

ritable inquiry. "Yes?" he said, and then, carefully, "Wat is
it?"

Doyl e was inpatient. Why did the man have to be drunk?

"It's nme, Steerforth. It's Doyle." He sat down on the opposite
side of Benner's table, letting the barrel of the conceal ed gun
clank onto the wood. "This is a pistol here," he said, "and it's
poi nted, as you can see, at your heart. Now | want sone

answers to sone questions."”

Benner was staring at himin w de-eyed, slack-jawed horror.
He said quickly, the words tunbling out of his nouth, "Christ
Brendan don't torture nme are you real, | nmean there, good
God you're not a ghost or a DT are you? Say sonething, god-
damm t!"

Doyl e shook his head disgustedly. "I should pretend to be a
ghost, just to see you really crack. Get hold of yourself. I'm
real. Do ghosts drink beer?" Doyle perforned this trick,

wi t hout taking his eyes off Benner. "Cbviously you know I

was shot at Sunday. Tell me who did it and why—and who el se

is going a 'ound whistling Yesterday."
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"They ill are, Brendan," said Benner earnestly. "Al the
boys Darrow brought back here with him The tune's a
recognition signal with them |ike that three note thing the Jets

whistled to each other in Wst Side Story."

"Darrow? He's back here? | thought the return trip
wor ked. "

"The trip you cane along on? Sure it worked. Everybody
except you got back fine." Benner shook his head ponderous-
ly. "I'"ll never know why you wanted to stay here, Brendan."

"I didn't want to. | was ki dnapped by a crazy gypsy. But
what are you telling ne, then? That Darrow cane back agai n?
How coul d he? Did he find new gaps to junp through?"

"No. Wiy should he need to? Look, the whole Coleridge

speech thing was just a lucky way to finance Darrow s rea

pur pose—whi ch was to nove back here to ei ght een-goddam-

ten permanently. He wa? hiring open-m nded, history-savvy

| ads to be his personal retinue—physician bodyguards—that's
the job I got that | wouldn't tell you about, remenber? And
then he noticed that old Coleridge was giving a speech in Lon-
don during the period of the gap. He'd been having probl ens
paying for everything, and this was the solution—get a mllion
a head fromten rich culture freaks to go hear Col eridge. And
he deci ded he needed a Col eri dge expert for that, and that's
when he hired you. But all along, the main . . . objective

was to come back again, just himand his hand-picked staff, to
live. So when the Coleridge party got back to 1983, he hustl ed
themall off into cars and then set up for another junp back to
the sane Septenber first gap, and we junped again. But this
time we arrived in the mddle of the gap, an hour or so after al
of you—ds—had driven off to see Col eridge, and we cl eaned

up the signs of our arrival and were |long gone by the tine the
two coaches cane back, mnus one Col eri dge expert, and

waited for the gap to end." Benner grinned. "It would have
been fun to drive to the Crown and Anchor and | ook in on
oursel ves. Two Benners and two Darrows! Darrow even

t hought about doing it, and seeing that you didn't go AWD,

but he decided that changing even that small a bit of history
woul d be too risky."

"So why does Darrow want ne killed?" demanded Doyl e
inpatiently. "And if Darrow s so damm concerned about the
inviolability of history, why has he ki dnapped WIIliam
Ashbl ess?"

"Ashbl ess? That jerk poet you were witing about? W
haven't nessed with him Wy, isn't he around?”

Benner seened to be sincere. "No," Doyle said. "Now quit
ducki ng the question. Wiy does Darrow want ne dead?"

"I think he wants us all dead, eventually," Benner nuttered
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into his beer. "He's been promsing that his staff will be per-
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mtted to return to 1983 through a gap in 1814, but |'mpretty
sure he intends to kill us all, one by one, as he stops needing
us. He's holding all our nobile hooks, and he's already killed
Bai n and Kaggs—those were the two who were supposed to do

you in a week ago. And then this norning | overheard him

order ne shot on sight. | nmanaged to grab a fair anmount of

cash and get away, but now | don't dare go near him" Benner

| ooked up unhappily. "You see, Brendan, he doesn't want

anyone el se here who knows twentieth century things—adio,
penicillin, photography, all that kind of stuff. He was worried
you' d patent a heavier than air flying machine, or publish

' Dover Beach' under your own nane, or something |like that.

He was very relieved when | —

There was a pause that |engthened unconfortably while a
hard smil e deepened the lines in Doyle' s cheeks. "Wen you
reported to himthat you'd shot me through the heart."

"Christ," whispered Benner, closing his eyes, "don't shoot

me, Brendan. | had to, it was self-defense: he'd have had ne
killed if I didn't. Anyway, it didn't kill you." He opened his
eyes. "Wiere did it hit you? | didn't mss."

"No, it was a good shot, square in the center of the chest.
But | was carrying sonething under ny jacket, and it stopped
your bullet."

"Ch. Well, I"'mglad of that." Benner sniled broadly and
rocked back in his seat. "You say you didn't choose to go
AWOL fromthe Coleridge trip? Then you and | can hel p each
ot her trenendously."”

"How?" Doyl e asked sceptically.
"Do you want to get back? To 1983 ?"
"Well... yes."

"Good. So do |I. Man, don't know what you got till it's

gone, eh? You know what | mss nost? My stereo. Christ,

back hone | could play all nine Beethoven synphonies in one

day if | wanted to, and Tchai kovsky the next. And \Wagner

And Gershwin! Janis Joplin! Hell, it used to be fun to drive up
to the Dorothy Chandler and hear things in concert, but it's
lousy if that's the only way you can hear 'em"”

"So what's your plan, Benner?"

"W\l | -here, Brendan, have a cigar—and," he waved at a
barmaid, "let me get us another round, and I'Il tell you."

Doyl e took the cigar, a long Churchill-sized thing with no
band or cell ophane wapper, and bit a notch in the end; then,

THE ANUBI S GATES
167

again without taking his eyes off the other man, he lifted the
candl e and puffed the cigar alight. It didn't taste bad.

"Well," began Benner, lighting one for hinmself when Doyl e
put down the candle, "to begin with, the old man's nuts.

file:/lIF|/rah/Tim%20Powers/Powers,%20Tim%20-%20The%20Anubis%20Gates%20UC.txt (141 of 329) [7/17/03 11:44:54 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Tim%20Powers/Powers,%20Tim%620-%20T he%20A nubi s%20Gates%20U C.txt

Crazy. Smart as you could ask for, of course, a very shrewd
guy, but he hasn't got both oars in the water anynore. You
know what he's had us all doing since we got here? Wen we
could be, | don't know, booking passage for Sutler's MII and
the Kl ondi ke? He's bought a damm shop in Leadenhal | Street
and outfitted it, conpletely, as a for God' s sake depilatory
parl or—you know? \Were you go to get unwanted hair
removed?—and he's had two nen staffing it at all tinmes, from
nine in the morning until nine-thirty at night!"

Doyl e frowned thoughtfully. "Did he... say why?"

"He sure did." The beers arrived and Benner took a hearty

swig. "He told us all to keep our eyes peeled for a man who'l
have five o' clock shadow all over hinself and ask for an all-
body treatnment. Darrow told us to shoot himwith a tran-
quilizer gun, tie himup, and carry himupstairs, and not to
hurt himat all beyond the tranquilizer bullet, which dam well
better not hit himin the face or throat. And get this, Brendan

| asked him boss, what does this guy |look like? | nmean, aside
from havi ng whi skers all over hinmself. You know what Dar -

row told ne? He said, | don't know, and even if | did know,
the description would only be good for a week or so.

Now-are those the words and actions of a sane man?"

"Maybe, maybe not," said Doyle slowy, eyebrows raised,
reflecting that he now knew far nore about Darrow s plans
than Benner did. "How does all this bear on your plan to get
us home?"

"Wl | —say, do you still have your nobile hook?
Good—Parrow knows the tines and | ocations of all the gaps.
And they're pretty frequent around now, the 1814 one isn't

the closest. So we'll bargain with him get himto tell us the
| ocation of the next one, and we'll go and be standing in its
field when it cones to an end, and snap! Back we'll be in that

enpty lot in nodern London."

Doyl e took a | ong puff on the—he had to adnit—excellent
cigar, and chased it with a sip of beer. "And what are we sell-
i ng?"

"Hr? Oh, didn't | say? |I've found his hairy man. Yester-
day he cane in, just like the old man said he woul d. Short,
chubby red-haired guy with sure enough five o' cl ock shadow

168 TI M POAERS

all over him Wen | started edging toward the trank gun he

got spooked and ran out, but," Benner smiled proudly, "I

followed himto where he lives. So this norning | was |istening
inon Darrow s room+trying to find out if he was in a nood

to be approached with an offer of you give nme ny hook and

tell me where's a gap and I'Il tell you where your hairy man
lives, and by CGod, | hear Darrowtelling Clitheroe to tell all the
boys Benner is to be shot on sight! Seens he doesn't trust ne.

So after enptying one of the cash boxes, | split, and went and
talked to the hairy man nyself. Had lunch with himjust a few
hours ago."

"You di d?" Doyl e thought he'd rather have lunch with
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Jack the Ripper than Dog-Face Joe.

"Yeah. Not a bad guy, really—wild-eyed, and tal ks about
imortality and Egyptian gods all the time, but damed well
educated. | told himDarrow did have the power to cure his
hyperpil osity, but had some questions for him | hinted that
the old man intended to torture hi mwhich, for all | know,

he may—and that he'd need a m ddl eman, a nout hpiece, to

deal with Darrow through. | said |I'd been one of Darrow s
boys, but had quit when | heard about the atrocities he

pl anned to commit upon this poor son of a bitch. See? But I
still had the problem of the shoot Benner on sight order Dar-
row had given his nen." Benner grinned. "So you becone mny
partner. You talk to Darrow, negotiate the deal, and then you
share the payoff—a trip home. | figure you'll say something
like this." Benner sat back and cocked an eyebrow at Doyl e.
"We'll tell old King Kong not to cone see you, Darrow, unti
he gets a letter fromus. And we'll give that letter to a
friend—+ know just the girl for it—wth instructions to mail it
only if she sees us di sappear through one of the gaps. So you
give us a hook and the location of a gap, and if our girl sees
our enpty clothes fall—-and you see, she m ght be a hundred
yards away in a treetop or window, so you can't hope to

find her—then your hairy man will get the go see Darrow
message. "

Doyl e had been trying to interrupt. "But Benner," he said
now, "you forget that Darrow s issued a kill Doyle order too.
I can't approach him™"

"Nobody's after you, Brendan," said Benner patiently.

"For one thing, everybody thinks |I killed you, and for
anot her, they renmenber you as the chubby, healthy-1oo0king
guy who gave the speech on Col eridge. Have you | ooked in a
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mrror lately? You' re enmaciated, and pale as a guy in a Fritz
Ei chenberg engravi ng, and there's about a hundred new |lines
in your face—shall | go on? Ckay—and now you're de/initely
bald, and to top it all off, your goddamm ear seens to be gone.
How d you do that? And | noticed the other day you wal k

funny. Frankly you | ook twenty years ol der. Nobody's going

to l ook at you and think, Aha, Brendan Doyle. So don't

worry. You just go into that depilatory parlor and say
sonmething like, "H there, a friend of nmine grows fur all over
his body, let me talk to your boss.' And then when you see
Darrow you set up the deal. At that point you can admt

you' re Doyl e—he won't dare hurt his only link with Mghty

Joe Young."

Doyl e nodded thoughtfully. "It's not bad, Benner. Com

plicated, but not bad." Doyle was pretty sure he knew what
Darrow was trying to do ... and, incidentally, why the old

man had a copy of Lord Robb's Journal. It's his cancer, he

told hinself. He can't cure it, but as soon as he acquired tine
travel he also acquired access to a guy that can switch bodies.
So he gets a copy of Lord Robb because it contains the only
mention of the tine, place and circunstances of Dog-Face

Joe's vigilante-style execution in 1811. Not a bad bit of
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know edge to bargain with!
"Dam it, are you listening to nme, Brendan?"
"Sorry. What ?"

"Listen to ne, this is inportant. Now today is Tuesday.

How about if Saturday | neet you at—do you know

Jonathen's, in Exchange Alley up by the bank? Well, let's

meet there at about noon. By then | can have set up this letter
business with nmy girl and the hairy nan, and you can go see
Darrow. Okay?"

"How am | supposed to survive until Saturday? You made
me | ose nmy job when you shot me."

"Ch, sorry. Here." Benner dug into his pocket and tossed
five crunpled five-pound notes onto the table. "That hold
you?"

"I't ought to." Doyle stuffed theminto his own pocket, and
then got to his feet. Benner held out his hand, but Doyle only
smiled. "No, Benner. I'll cooperate with you, but | won't
shake hands with a guy who'd try to kill an old friend just to
get his own ass out of a sling."

Benner closed his hand with a soft clap, and smiled. "Say
that again after you' ve been in the same spot and acted dif-
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ferently, old buddy. Then naybe I'l| be ashaned. See you
Sat ur day. "

"Right." Doyle started to | eave, then turned back to Ben-
ner. "This is a good cigar. Were'd you get it? |'ve been
wondering what the cigars are like in 1810, and now | can af-
ford them™

"Sorry, Brendan. It's an Upnmann, vintage 1983. | stole a
box of them from Darrow when | |eft."

"Ch." Doyle wal ked to the door and stepped outside onto

t he pavenent. The noon was up, and the shadows of racing

cl ouds swept along the street and the housefronts |ike furtive

ghosts in a hurry to get to the river. An old man was hunchi ng

al ong over the gutter in the niddle of the street, and as Doyl e
wat ched he stooped and picked up a tattered cigar butt.

Doyl e wal ked up to him "Here," he said, holding out his
own it cigar. "Never mnd that trash. Have an Upmann
butt."

The old man | ooked up at himwathfully. "Up nmah
what ?"

Too weary to explain, Doyle hurried away.

Weal t hy enough now to indul ge hinself, Doyle took a room

at the Hospitable Squires in Pancras Lane, for all the sources
agreed that this was where WIIliam Ashbl ess stayed during the
first couple of weeks after his arrival in London; and though
he was surprised to learn that the | andl ord had never heard of
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Ashbl ess, nor ever rented a roomto a tall, burly blond man,
with or without a beard, the matter of Ashbless' absence was a
good deal less urgent to Doyle now that he was in on the dea
wi th Benner.

He spent the next three days sinply relaxing. Hi s cough

didn't seemto be getting any worse—f anything, it was

recedi ng—and the fever he'd been living with for two weeks

had evi dently been purged from himby Kusiak's spicy fish
chowder and beer. For fear of Horrabin's people, or Dar-

rows, he didn't stray far fromhis inn, but there was a narrow
bal cony outside his wi ndow from whi ch, he discovered, he

could clinb up shingled eaves to the roof of the building; and
on a flat surface between two chi mey pots he found a chair,
its wood whitened and split by decades of London weat her.

Here he sat in the long twlights, |ooking down across the
descendi ng terraces of Fish and Thanes streets to the nisted
river, its boats tacking down the tide with an appearance of
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unhurried serenity; he would have tobacco and a tinderbox ty-
ing on the wide brick collar of the chimey pot at his left, and
a bucket of cool beer on the roof below his right hand, and
alternately puffing on his pipe and taking sips fromhis

ceranic cup, he would | ook out across the al nost Byzantine
tangl e of rooftops and towers and col utms of snoke, all

dom nated by the done of St. Paul's Cathedral way out

across the city to his right, and he considered, with the com
fortabl e detachnment of one fromwhom a decision is not im

medi ately required, sinply not neeting Benner, and instead
living out his life in this half-century that was to be character-
i zed by Napol eon, Wellington, Goethe and Byron

The three-day rest was marred by only one distasteful event.
On Thursday norning as Doyl e was returning home froma
booksel l er's in Cheapsi de, a shockingly deformed old man
hunched and fl apped up to Doyl e, seem ng to propel hinself

as much by the swi mm ng notions of his driftwood hands as

by the use of his feet. The bald head that stuck out fromthe
collection of ancient clothing |like a nmushroom growi ng on a
compost heap had at one tinme suffered a trenendous injury,

for the nose, the left eye and the left half of the jaw were gone,
repl aced by deeply guttered, knotted scar tissue. Wen the old
wreck stopped in front of Doyle, Doyle had already dug into
hi s pocket and produced a shilling.

But the creature was not begging. "You, sir," the old man
cackled, "look like a man who'd |like to go hone. And

think," he winked his eye, "your home lies in a direction we
couldn't point our finger at, hey?"

Doyl e | ooked around in a sudden panic, but didn't see any-

one who seenmed to be confederates of this ruinous person

Per haps he was just one of the ubiquitous street lunatics,
whose |ine of gibberish chanced to have a seening reference to
Doyl e's situation. He probably neant Heaven or sonething.

"What do you nean?" Doyl e asked cauti ously.

"Heh heh! Do you think maybe that Doctor Ronmany is the
only one that knows where the gates of Anubis will open, and
when? Think again, Ben! | know 'em and there's one | could
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take you to today, Jay." He giggled—an appalling sound, |ike
marbl es rolling down netal stairs. "It's just across the river
want to see?"

Doyl e was bewi |l dered. Could this man truly know the | oca-
tion of a gap? He certainly knew about them at least. And the
gaps are supposed to be frequent around now, it's not unlikely
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that there'd be one open on the Surrey-side. God, what if |
could get home today! It would nean ditchi ng Benner

but that bastard has no clains on ny loyalty. And if this is a
trap of Horrabin's or Darrow s, it's needl essly roundabout.
"But," he said, "who are you? And what will you get out of

showi ng nme the way honme?"

"Me? I'mjust an old man who happens to know somet hi ng

about magic. As to why | want to do you this service," he gig-
gled again, "it mght be that I'mnot exactly a friend of Doc-
tor Romany's, mightn't it? A case could be made for it being
Romany | have to thank for this." He waved at the destroyed
side of his face. "So. Interested? Want to cone see the gate
that will—er has, or is—taking you hone?"

Li ght headedl y Doyl e said, "Yes."

"Conme on, then." Doyl e's devastated guide set off energet-
ically down the pavenent, again seeming to swimas nuch as
wal k, and Doyle started to foll ow but halted when he noticed

somet hi ng.
Dry | eaves were clustered in waves al ong the pavenent, and

when the old man trod on themthey didn't crackle.

He turned his awful face back toward Doyl e when he no-
ticed he had stopped. "Hasten, Jason," he said.

Doyl e shrugged, resisted a sudden inpul se to cross hinself,

and fol | owed.
They crossed the river by Blackfriars Bridge, neither of

t hem sayi ng nuch, though the old nan seened to be as

pl eased as a child on Christmas morni ng who, now that every-
body is hone from Mass, is finally allowed to go into the
room where the presents are. He | ed Doyl e down Great Surrey
Street and then to the left down one of the narrower streets
and finally to a high brick wall that conpletely encl osed one
fairly large lot. There was a stout-|ooking door in the wall,
and with a grin and a horrible raising of both eyebrows, the
old man held up a brass key.

"The key to the Kingdom" he said.
Doyl e hung back. "This gate today just happens to be

behi nd a door you've got a key to?"
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"I've known ... for quite a whilel . .. what was here," the
old man said, alnost solemly. "And | bought this lot, for

knew you' d be coming."

"So what is it?" Doyl e asked nervously. "A | ong-term gap,
is that what you're saying? But it's no good to ne until it

ends. "

"I't'll be a gate when you get to it, Doyle, there's no doubt
on that score.”

"You nake it sound like I'mto die in there."

"You won't die today," said his guide. "Nor any day to
cone. "

The old man was turning the key in the | ock, and Doyl e
st epped back, but |ooked on uneasily. "You think not, huh?"

"1 know not." The door was unl ocked, and the old man
pushed it open.

What ever Doyl e had expected to see, it was not the grassy

| ot visible through the doorway, with the weak Septenber sun-
I'ight shining on the weather-rounded | unps of nasonry

broken | ong ago. The old man had scuttled inside, and was

pi cking his way over the green hillocks; Doyle gathered his
nerve, clenched his fists and | eaped through the doorway.

Aside fromthe old man and hinself and the remains of an-
cient walls thrusting up through the grass, the walled-in | ot
was conpletely enpty. The old man was blinking his one eye

at him surprised by the suddenness of Doyl e's entrance.
"Close the door," he said finally, and returned his attention
to what ever he'd been grubbing at in the dirt.

Doyl e cl osed the door without letting it lock and strode over
to his peculiar guide. "Were's the gate?" he asked i npa-
tiently.

"Look at these bones." The old man had pulled a piece of
canvas away froma pile of very ol d-1ooking bones, sonme of
them bl ackened as if by fire. "Here's a skull," he said, hold-
ing up a battered ivory sphere on which the cheek and jaw
bones clung tenuously.

"My God," said Doyle, alittle repelled, "who cares?
Where's the goddamn gate?"

"l bought this place many years ago," said the old man
rem ni scently, speaking to the skull, "just so | could show you
t hese bones."

Doyle let his breath out in a long hiss. "There is no gate
here, is there?" he said wearily.

The old man | ooked up at him and if his scarred face bore
any expression, it was unreadable. "You'll find a gate here.
hope you're as eager to pass through it then as you are now.
Do you want to take this skull with you?"
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Just a street lunatic after all, Doyle thought, with sone
know edge of the magical hierarchy in London. "No, thank
you." He turned and pl odded away over the unnmowed grass.
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"Look for ne again under different circunstances!" called
the ol d nan.

When, promptly at noon on Saturday, Steerforth Benner

strode in through the open doorway of Jonathen's Coffee

House, Doyl e saw hi m and waved, and pointed at the enpty

chair on the other side of the table at which he'd been sitting
for half an hour. Benner's boot heels rapped on the wood

fl oor as he crossed the room pulled out the chair and sat

down.
He stared at Doyle with a belligerence that seened to be

maski ng uncertainty. "Wre you early, Doyle, or did | nisre-
menber the hour of our appointnent?"

Doyl e caught the eye of a waiter and pointed at his coffee

cup and then at Benner; the waiter nodded as he tapped up the
three steps to the main floor. "I was early, Benner. You did
say noon." He | ooked nore closely at his table mate—Ben-

ner's eyes seened to be a bit out of focus. "You all right? You
| ook ... hung over or sonething."

Benner | ooked at hi m suspiciously. "Hung over, you say?"

"Right. Qut late drinking last night, were you?"

"Ah! Yes." The waiter arrived with his cup of steam ng

coffee, and Benner hastily ordered two kidney pies. "No bet-
ter remedy for the effects of overindul gence than a bit of food,

eh?"
"Sure," said Doyle unenthusiastically. "You know, we're

bot h going to have some readjustnment to do when we get
back—you' ve not only picked up an accent, you're using ar-
chai ¢ phrasing, too."

Benner | aughed, but it seened forced. "Well, of course. It's
been ny intention to seem. . . indigenous to this ancient
period."

"I think you're overdoing it, but never mnd. Have you got
it all set up?"
"Ch yes, yes of course, no problemat all."

Doyl e refl ected that Benner nust be very hungry, for he
kept | ooking around inpatiently for the waiter. "The girl wll

do it? "Doyl e asked
"Certes the girl will do it, she'll do it splendid. Wiere in hel

is that man with our pies?"

file:/lIF|/rah/Tim%20Powers/Powers,%20Tim%20-%20The%20Anubis%20Gates%20UC.txt (148 of 329) [7/17/03 11:44:54 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Tim%20Powers/Powers,%20Tim%620-%20T he%20A nubi s%20Gates%20U C.txt

"Screw the goddam pies," said Doyle inpatiently.
"What's the story? Has there been a hitch? How cone you're
acting so strangel y?"

T
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"No no, no hitch," said Benner. "I'mjust hungry."

"So when do | go see Darrow?" Doyl e asked. "Today?
Tonor r ow?"

"Not so soon, nust give it a few days. Ah, here are our
pi es! Thank you. Fall to, Doyle, don't want to let it get cold."

"You have nine," said Doyle, who had never been able to
stand the thought of eating kidneys. "So why do we have to
wait a few days? Have you | ost the hairy man?"

"You eat your damed pie. | ordered it for you."

Doyle rolled his eyes inpatiently. "Stop trying to change
the subject. Wiy the wait?"

"Darrow s going to be out of town until, uh, Tuesday
ni ght. Wuld you rather have sone soup?"

"Not anything, thank you," said Doyle very distinctly. "So
let's say | go see hi mWdnesday norni ng?"

"Yes. Ch, and also | was concerned about a man who seens

to be following ne. | can't inagine who he is—a short man
with a black beard. | think |I eluded himwhen | came here, but
I"d like to be certain. Wuld you go | ook outside and see if
he's hanging about? If he is, | don't want himto know |I'm

aware of him?"

Doyl e sighed, but got up and wal ked to the door and, step-

pi ng out onto the pavenent, |ooked up and down the sunlit ex-
panse of Threadneedle Street. The street was crowded, but
Doyl e, ducki ng and pardon me-ing and standing on tiptoe,
couldn't see any short, black-bearded nman. Soneone was
hoarsely screanming up the street to his right, and heads were
craning in that direction, but Doyle wasn't interested in find-
i ng out what the conmmotion was about. He went back inside

and returned to the table.

"I didn't see him" Doyle sat down. Benner was stirring a
cup of tea that hadn't been there when Doyl e went out. "How
| ong has he been follow ng you? And where did you first
notice hinP"

"Well ..." Benner sipped the tea noisily. "Dam, they
serve fine tea here. Try sone." He held the cup toward Doyl e.

The yelling outside was getting | ouder and nore general,
and Doyle had to lean forward to be heard. "No, thank you
WIl you answer ne?"

"Yes, I'lIl answer. But first, please try sone. It's really very
good. I'mbeginning to think you fancy yoursel f above eating
or drinking with ne."
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"Ch for CGod's sake, Benner." Doyle took the cup and
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tilted it inpatiently to his lips, and just as he opened his nouth
for a sip Benner reached out and lifted the bottomof the cup,

so that Doyle got a real solid gulp. He only just managed to

keep fromchoking on it. "Dann you," he sputtered when

he'd swallowed it, "are you crazy?"

"I sinply wanted you to get a good draught of it," Benner
said happily. "lIsn't it savory?"

Doyl e smacked his puckered lips. The stuff had been bit-

terly spicy and thick with I eaves and, like a red wine with a |ot
of tannin, so dry that it nmade his teeth feel raspy. "It's horri-
ble," he told Benner, and then a disquieting thought struck

him "You son of a bitch, et me see you drink sone."

Benner cupped a hand to his ear. "I beg your pardon?
There seens to be—=

"Drink sone right now" Doyle was al nost shouting to be
heard over the racket that was now just outside.

"Do you suppose | want to poison you? Hah! Watch." To

Doyl e's considerable relief Benner drained the cup with no
hesitation. "You' re no connoi sseur of tea, Doyle, that's evi-
dent . "

"l guess not. What in hell do you suppose is going on out-
side? But tell me about this bearded—

There were sonme panicky yells in the room behi nd Doyl e, by
the front door, and before he could turn around there was an
expl osive crash and roaring netallic splash as the front w n-
dow burst inward. The street altercation doubled in vol une.
As Doyl e whirled out of his chair and onto his feet he was
peri pherally aware of Benner coolly |eaping up and drawi ng a
small flintlock pistol fromunder his coat.

"My God," soneone was screamng, "kill it, |I think it's go-
ing for the kitchen!"

Doyl e could see a frantically churning crowd on the street

side of the room and sticks fromshattered chairs were being
swung as clubs, but for the first tense several seconds he
couldn't see who or what was at the center of it; then a waiter
was flung tunbling through the air to bow down half a dozen
peopl e, and Doyle saw, in the small central clearing of the riot,
a squat ape with fur the color of a red setter. Though shorter
than nost of its opponents, it managed by sheer, gibbering
ferocity to burst through the hole left by the catapulted waiter,
and in two bounds it had covered half the distance to Doyle

and Benner's table. In the instant before Benner's gun cracked
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at his ear Doyle had tine to notice that the ape's fur was mat-

ted with blood in a nunber of places, and that it seened to be
bl eedi ng nore profusely through the nouth.

Doyl e felt the concussion of the air slap at his cheek and saw

bl ood junp fromthe ape's chest as the slug hamrered it right
back off its feet. Its shoulders struck the floor ten feet behind
where it had | ast been, and for one nonent before its |inp,
rattling collapse the creature was nearly standing on its head.

In the instant of ringing silence that foll owed, Benner seized
Doyl e' s arm above the el bow and nmarched himquickly into

the kitchen and through the back door into a very narrow,
shadowed al |l ey.

"CGo," Benner said. "This alley connects with Cornhill."

"Wait a minute!" Doyle nearly tripped over an old broken
cartwheel that had sonehow el uded all the scrap scavengers.
"That was one of Dog-F—+ nean, the hairy man's cast-offs!
Wy did it come—

"It doesn't matter. Now will you—=

"But it means he's in a new body now Don't you under-
st and—=

"I understand it better than you do, Doyle, believe ne.
Everything's under control and I'l|l explain later."

"But —oh, okay. Hey, wait! Damm it, when will | meet you
agai n? You said what, Tuesday?"

"Tuesday's fine," said Benner inpatiently. "Trot!"
"Where on Tuesday?"

"Don't worry about that—+'Il find you. Oh, what the devil.
Tuesday right here at ten in the norning, does that make you
feel better?"

"Ckay. But could you |l oan nme some nore noney?
don't—=

"Ch aye, aye, nustn't have you starving yourself. Here. |
don't know how nmuch is there, but it's bountiful. Now go,
will you?"

The gray-haired waiter had swept the dustpan full of glass
bits, and with the napkin he'd tied in a turban-1ike bandage
around his head he | ooked |ike some sort of Grand Vizier

| ooki ng about for a sultan to present a heap of randomy cut
di amonds to. "I'msorry, son, but things were too excited just
then for me to really take notes, yes?" He dunped the panfu

of glass into the trash barrel and stooped to sweep up anot her
| oad.

"But he was heading for two men at a tabl e?"
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The waiter sighed. "Heading for themor nore likely just
making a break in their direction."”
"And can you renenber anything el se about the nman who

shot hi nP"

"Just what | said, tall and blond. And the guy with himwas
short and dark and skinny and sick-1ooking. Now be off

home, eh?"

There seened nothing nore to be | earned here, so Jacky

t hanked the man and sl ouched di sconsol ately out onto the
cobbl es of Exchange All ey, where several nmen were gingerly

| oading into a wagon the red-pelted corpse of Kenny whatever-
hi s- name- had- been, vacated a week ago by Kenny but only to-
day by Dog- Face Joe.

Damm, Jacky thought. He's nobved on, and now | have no
idea at all whose body he may be in.

She stuck her hands deep into the pockets of her oversized
coat and, picking her way around the wagon and through the
pack of gawking spectators, anbled away down Thr eadneedl e
Street.

Hal fway hone Doyl e started trenbling, and when he'd got

to his rooftop perch and downed a first quick beer he | owered
his face into his hands and breathed very deeply until the
shivering stopped. My God, he thought, so that's what it's |ike
when the danmm things appear. No wonder poor Jacky went a

little nmad after killing one, so that he believed he saw Colin
Lepovre's soul staring out of the dying creature's eyes. O,
hel I, maybe he did. Doyl e poured and drank off another cup-

ful of beer. | sure hope, he thought, that Benner knows what
he's doing. | hope he knows what kind of fire he's playing

Wit h.
Doyl e put down his cup and let his gaze wander to his |eft.

And where is he now, Doyl e wondered uneasily, and has the
fur begun to whisker out like grinme on the new body yet, and
has he started | ooki ng for another one to take?

On the weat hered stone doorstep of a little whitewashed
house roughly two thousand miles southeast of Doyle's roof-
top eyrie, a bald-headed old nan sat stolidly snoking a | ong
cl ay-bow ed pi pe and staring down the slope of dusty yellow
grass at the pebbled beach and the water. The warm dry wi nd
was fromthe west, ' comng in with long ripples across the

ot herwi se smooth CGulf of Patras, and in the occasiona
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monents of its abatenent he coul d sonetines hear the quiet
clatter of sheep's bells anpbng the foothills of the Mrea
behi nd him
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For the third time during that |ong afternoon the boy Nicolo
ran out of the house, this time actually kicking the doctor's
arm so that he nearly dropped his pipe. And the boy didn't
even apol ogi ze. The doctor smled coldly up at the unhappy
boy, promising hinself that one nore piece of rudeness from
this Geek catamite would result in an ugly, painful and pro-
| onged death for his beloved "padrone."

"Doctor," gasped Nicolo. "Come now The padrone, he
rolls on the bed and speaks to people who are not in the room
I think he will die!"

He won't die until | let him thought the doctor. He | ooked

at the sky—the sun was well down the western side of the

cl oudl ess Greci an sky, and he decided that he coul d proceed
now, not that it really mattered anynore at which hour of the
day he did it—but old dead | aws hang on as superstitions, and
just as he wouldn't dream of pronouncing the nane of Set on
the twenty-fourth day of the nonth Pharnuthi, or willingly
see a nouse on the twelfth of Tybi, he could not bring hinself
to performa work of black magic while Ra the sungod was

over head, and m ght see.

"Very well," said the doctor, |aying aside his pipe and get-
ting laboriously to his feet. "I'Il go see him"

"I will come also," declared Nicolo.

“No. | must be alone with him"

"I will cone also."

The ridi cul ous boy had placed his right hand on the hilt of

the curved dagger he always carried in his red sash, and the
doctor al npbst | aughed. "If you insist. But you will have to

| eave when | treat him™"

" \My?u

"Because," said the doctor, knowi ng that this excuse would

sit well with the boy—though it would have set milord anglais,
i nside, scrabbling for his pistols—nedicine is magic, and the
presence of a third soul in the room ni ght change the healing
sorceries into mal evol ent ones."

The boy | ooked sul ky, but nmuttered, "Very well."
"Cone al ong, then."

They wal ked into the house and down the hallway to the
doorl ess room at the end, and although the stone walls had
kept the inside air cool, the young man Iying on the narrow
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iron bed was drenched with sweat, and his curly black hair was
pl astered to his forehead. As Nicol o had reported, he was toss-
ing fretfully, and though his eyes were closed he was frowning
and nuttering.

"You nust | eave now," the doctor told the boy.

Ni colo went to the doorway, but paused, mistrustfully eye-
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ing the odd collection of things—a |ancet and bow, colored I|i-
quids in little glass bottles, a nmetal |oop with a wooden bead
hal fway al ong it—en the bedside table. "One thing before

go," he said. "Many of the people you have treated for this

fever have di ed. Monday the Englishman George Watson slip-

ped through your fingers. The padrone,” he waved at the man

on the bed, "says you are nore of a periculo, a danger, than

the fever itself. And so | will tell you this—f he too should be
one of your many failures, you will follow himinto death on

the same day. Capeesh?"

Amusenent was struggling with annoyance on the doctor's
craggy and eroded face. "Leave us, Nicolo."

"Have a care, Doctor Rommnelli," said N colo, then turned

and strode away down the hall.

The doctor dipped a cup into the basin of water that stood

on the table and took a few pinches of powder-dry crushed

herbs froma pouch at his belt, sifted theminto the cup and
stirred it with a forefinger. Then he slipped one arm under the
delirious man's shoulders, lifted himto a half-sitting position
and put the cup to his still nuttering |ips.

"Drink up, ny lord," he said softly, tilting the cup. The

man in the bed drank it reflexively, though he frowned, and

when Doctor Romanelli took the enpty cup away the nman

coughed and shook his head |like a cat with a noseful of
something it doesn't like. "Yes, it's bitter, isn't it, ny lord?
had to down a cup of it myself eight years ago, and | stil
remenber the taste.'

The doctor stood up and noved quickly to the table, for

time counted now. Romanelli struck sparks to a little pile of
tinder in a dish, got a flame, and held his special candle in it
until the wick wore a corona of round flane, then he wedged it
back into its holder and stared earnestly at it. The flane didn't
trail upward as a normal candle's woul d have done, but

radiated evenly in all directions so that it was a sphere, like a
little yellow sun, and it cast heat waves down as well as up,
maki ng the hieroglyphic figures on the candl e shaft seemto

shift and jitter like race horses waiting in the starting gate.

THE ANUBI S GATES

181

Now i f only his ka in London was doing his part correctly!
He spoke into the flame. "Romany?"

A tiny voice answered. "Ready here. The tub of paut is
fresh and warnmed to the right tenperature.”

"Well, | would hope so. The way is paved for hinP"

"Yes. The request for an audi ence with King George was
acknow edged and approved earlier this week."

"All right. Let's line up this channel."

Romanel |i turned to the nmetal |oop, which was firmy
moored to a bl ock of hard wood, and with a little netal wand

file:/lIF|/rah/Tim%20Powers/Powers,%20Tim%20-%20The%20Anubis%20Gates%20UC.txt (154 of 329) [7/17/03 11:44:54 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Tim%20Powers/Powers,%20Tim%620-%20T he%20A nubi s%20Gates%20U C.txt

he struck it. It produced a |ong, pure note, which was an-
swered a nonent |later by a note out of the flane.

The answering note was higher, so he slid the wooden bead

an inch farther up the | oop and struck again; the sounds were
simlar now, and for a nmonent the ball of flanme seenmed to

di sappear, though it gl owed agai n when the notes di m ni shed
awnay.

"l believe we have it," he said tensely. "Again now."

The two notes, one struck in London and one in G eece,

rang out again, very nearly identical—+the flame turned to a
dim churning grayness—and as the struck nmetal was stil
singing he gingerly touched the bead, noving it a hairbreadth
further. The notes were now identical, and where the flame

had been was now a hole in the air, through which he could see
a tiny section of a dusty floor. As the double ringing faded
away to silence the peculiar sphere of flanme reappeared.

"CGot it," said Romanelli excitedly. "I could see through
clearly. Strike again when I tell you, and | will send him
t hrough. "

He picked up the lancet and a dish, and turning to the Un-
conscious man in the bed he lifted a linmp hand, sliced a finger
with the blade and caught the quick drops of blood in the dish
When he' d got a couple of spoonfuls he dropped the hand and
the scal pel and faced the candl e again.

"Now " he said, and struck the |l oop with the wand. Once
nmore the note was answered, and as the candle flame again
became a hole he dropped the wand, dipped his fingers into
the dish of blood and flicked a dozen red drops through

"Arrived?" he asked, his fingers poised ready to try it
agai n.
"Yes," answered the voice fromthe other side as the
ringing faded out and the flanme waxed bright. "Four drops,
right in the tub."
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"Excellent. I'Il let himdie as soon as | hear it's succeeded."
Romanel | i | eaned forward and bl ew t he candl e out.

He sat back and stared reflectively at the unquiet sleeper on
the bed. Finding this young man had been a stroke of luck. He
was perfect for their purposes—a peer of the British realm
but with a background of obscurity and near poverty,

and—per haps because of his | aneness—shy and introverted,

with few friends. And during his days at Harrow he had oblig-
ingly published a satire that managed to offend quite a
nunber of influential people in England, including his spon-
sor, Lord Carlisle—they would all be willing to believe that he
had committed the shocking crine that Romanelli and his
British ka woul d make it appear that he had comitted.

"Doctor Romany and | are going to propel you out of

obscurity,"” Romanelli said softly. "We're going to nake your
nane fanous, my lord Byron."
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Under the remarkably placid smle on the face of the

severed head of Teobal do, which had been set in a niche high
in the wall, the clown Horrabin and Doctor Romany stared in-
to the coffin-sized tub of dimy glowing paut in which the
drops of bl ood had bl ackened, solidified, sunk to the m d-

| evel and were now begi nning to sprout networks of fine red
webs, connecting one to another

"In twelve hours it will be recognizably a man," said

Romany softly, standing so still that he didn't bob at all on his
spring-sol ed shoes. "In twenty-four it should be able to speak

to us."

Horrabin rearranged his stilts under hinself. "A genuine
British lord," he said thoughtfully. "The Rat's Castle has had
a nunber of distinguished visitors, but young Byron here will
be the first," and even under his caked nmake-up Romany

could see himsneer, "peer of the realm"”

Doctor Romany smiled. "I've led you into el evated
circles."

There was silence for a few nonents, then, "You' re certain

we have to do this no-sleep project tonmorrow night?" said the
clown in a whining tone. "I always have to have ten hours

in the hammock or | get terrible back pains, and since ny
dammed father," he waved at the dried head, "knocked ne

onto the ground, the pains are twice as bad."

"We'll each take turns, getting four hours sleep out of
ei ght," Doctor Romany rem nded himwearily. "That ought
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to be enough to keep you alive. Pity him" he added, noddi ng
at the tub of paut. "He'll stay awake and be shouted at the
whole tine."

Horrabi n sighed. "Some time day after tomnorrow we'l
qui t?"

"The evening, probably. W'll hamrer at himby turns al

tomorrow night and all the day after. By evening he won't

have any will of his own left, and after letting himbe visible
for two days we'll give himhis instructions, and that m dget
pistol, and turn himloose. Then ny gypsi es and your beggars
will go to work, and about an hour after nmy man in the

Treasury announces that a fifth of all the gold sovereigns in
the country are counterfeit, ny captains will start a run on the
Bank of Engl and. And t hen when our boy Byron does his

trick, the country should be virtually on its knees. |If Napol eon
is not in London by Christmas |'I|l be very surprised." He

smled contentedly.

Horrabin shifted on his stilt-poles. "You . . . are certain
that'll be an inprovenent? | don't mind giving the country a
whi pping, but | still question the wisdomof killing it
outright."

"The French are easier to manage," said Romany. "I
know—+'ve dealt with themin Cairo."
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"Ah." Horrabin heeled toward the doorway but paused to
stare into the tub, where the red threads had now coal esced
into a sketch of a human skel eton. "God, that's disgusting,"”
he remarked. "Picture being born out of a tub of sline."
Shaki ng his carnival -tent head, he stunped out of the room

Doctor Romany too stared into the glowing tub. "Ch," he

said quietly, "there are worse things, Horrabin. Tell me in a
mont h whet her or not you've found that there are worse
things."

On the norning of Tuesday the twenty-fifth of Septenber

Doyl e stood over the line of tobacco jars at Wassard's Tobac-
coni st Shop, trying to find a snmokeable blend in these days
before humi dification and | atakia, and he was slowy becom
ing aware of the conversation going on next to him

"Well of course he's a genuine lord," said one of the
m ddl e- aged nerchants standi ng nearby. "He's pig-drunk,
ain't he?"

Hi s conpani on chuckl ed, but replied thoughtfully, "I don't
know. He | ooked nore sick—er crazy, yes, that's it."
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"He sure do dress dainty."

"Yes, that's what | nean, it's like he's an actor costuned

up to play a lord in a penny gaff show. " He shook his head.

"If it weren't for all those gold sovereigns he's flinging about
that's what 1'd guess it was—a prank to spark interest in sone
dammed show, and you say you've heard of this Lord

what's his nane? Brian?"

"Byron. Yes, he wote a little book nmaking fun of all the
nmodern poets, even Little, who I"'mpartial to nyself. This
Byron's one of themuniversity |ads."

"Snotty, putting-on-airs little bastards."
"Exactly. Did you see his noustache?"

Doyl e, puzzled by all this, |eaned forward. "Excuse ne, but
do you nmean to say you've seen Lord Byron? Recentl|y?"

"Ch, aye, lad, us and half the business district. He's at The
Gnmi's Perch in Lonmbard Street, disgracefully drunk—er
crazy," he allowed, nodding to his conpanion, "and buying
round after round of drinks for the house.”

"I may have tine to go and partake," said Doyle with a
smle. "Has either of you a watch?"

One of the nmen fished a gold turnip fromhis wai stcoat and
eyed it. "Half past ten."

"Thank you." Doyle hurried out of the shop. An hour and

a half yet before | meet Benner, he thought; that's plenty of
time to check out this Byron inmpostor and try to guess what

ki nd of dodge he's working. Byron's not a bad identity for
some con artist to assume, he reflected, for the real Byron is
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still fairly unknown in 1810—t'Il be the publication of Childe
Harol d's Pilgrimge, two years fromnow, that'l|l make him
famus—and so the man in the street wouldn't know that

Byron is touring G eece and Turkey right now But what kind

of dodge is so big that it's worth "flinging about" gold
sovereigns just to set it up?

He made his way south to Lombard Street, and had no dif-
ficulty picking out the Gmi's Perch—+t was the tavern with a
crowd of people blocking the street in front of it. Doyle
sprinted up to it and tried to see over the heads of the crowd.

"Back off, now Jack," grow ed a fat man beside him
"You'll take your turn like everybody else."

Doyl e apol ogi zed and edged around to one of the w ndows
and, cupping his hands around his eyes, peered inside.

The tavern was packed, and for half a mnute all Doyle
could see was clanoring drinkers, all busy at either draining
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filled cups or waving enpty ones at the harried waiters and
bartenders; then through a chance parting in the crowd he saw
a dark, curly-haired young man linp up to the bar and sml -
ingly drop a stack of coins onto the polished surface. A cheer
went up that Doyl e could hear right through the thick glass,
and the young man was |ost to view behind a forest of waving
ars.

Doyl e fought his way back to the street and | eaned agai nst a
| anppost. Though the surface of his mnd was calm he could
feel a chilly pressure expanding deep within him and he knew
that when it nosed |ike a surfacing submarine up into his con-
sci ousness it would be recogni zabl e as panic—so he tried to
talk it down. Byron is in Turkey or G eece sonewhere, he told
hinself firmy, and it's only a coincidence that this |ad

| ooked—so dammabl y! —+ike all the portraits of him And

either this inpostor is coincidentally |lame too, or he so
thoroughly studied his nodel that he's added the detail of
Byron's laneness . . . even though nearly no one in 1810
woul d know to expect it. But how can | explain the nous-
tache? Byron did grow a noustache when he was abroad—you

can see it in the Phillips portrait—but even if an inpersonator
coul d sonmehow know that, he'd hardly use it in deceiving peo-
ple who, if they'd seen the original Byron at all, had seen him

cl ean-shaven. And if the moustache is just an oversight,
somet hing the inmpersonator didn't know Byron | acked when
| ast seen in England, then why the accurate detail of the |inmp?

The panic, or whatever it was, was still building. Wat if

that is Byron, he thought, and he isn't in Geece at all, as
history will clain? What the hell is going on? Ashbless is sup-
posed to be here but isn't, and Byron isn't supposed to be but
is. Did Darrow shoot us back to sonme alternate 1810, from
which history will develop differently?

He was feeling dizzy, and glad of the support of the |anp-
post, but he knew he had to get into that tavern and find out
whet her or not that young man was the real Byron or not. He
pushed hinsel f out onto the sidewal k and took a coupl e of
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steps and he suddenly realized that the fear building up within
himwas too priml and powerful to be caused by sonething as
abstract as the question of what tine stream he was in.
Sonet hi ng was happening to him sonething his conscious

mnd couldn't sense, but which was churning up his sub-
conscious |like a bonmb detonated at the bottom of a well.

The crowd and the building in front of him suddenly |ost al
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their depth and nost of their color and clear focus, so that he
seemed to be | ooking at an inpressionist painting of the scene
done only in shades of yellow and brown. And soneone's

snapped the vol une knob down, he thought.

Just before light and sound flickered away altogether and,
unsupported now, he fell into unconsciousness |like a man fall -
ing through the trap door of a gallows, he had an instant in
which to wonder if this was howit felt to die.

Soneti mes hopping, but nore often crawing on one foot

and two hands |ike a hal f-stonped cockroach because his |eft
leg had a new, grating joint in it, Doyle scuttled retching and
gaspi ng across the rain-slick asphalt, not even seeing the on-
com ng cars bow their front ends down close to the pavenent

as their brakes took hold and the tires began barki ng and
squeal i ng.

He coul d see the crunpled figure lying, in the random at -
titude of carelessly tossed things, on the gravel shoul der, and
even though he was torturing hinself toward her to see if she
was all right, he knew she woul d not be—for he'd already

lived through this event once in real life and several tines in
dreans; though his nmind was incandescent with anxiety and

fear and hope, he sinmultaneously knew what he'd find.

But this time it happened differently. Instead of the
renenbered porridge of blood and bone and bri ght-col ored
hel met fragments expl oded across the pavenent and freeway

pillar, the figure's head was still whole and attached to the
shoul ders. And it wasn't Becky's face—+t was the beggar boy
Jacky' s.

He sat back in surprise, and then saw, sonehow wi thout
surprise, that he wasn't on a freeway shoul der at all-he was
inanarrowroomwth filthy curtains flapping stiffly in an
ungl assed wi ndow. The wi ndow kept changing its shape;

sonetines it was round, swelling and contracting |like sone ar-
chitectural sphincter fromthe size of a peep-hole in a door to
the size of the rose window at Chartres Cathedral, and at other
times it elected to warp itself through all the shapes that could
be called rectangular. The floor too was capricious, at one no-
ment swelling so that he had to crouch to avoid bunping the
ceiling, at the next sagging like a disspirited tranpoline, |eav-
ing himin a pit, looking up to watch the belly-danci ng w n-

dow. It was an entertaining room all right.

H s nmouth was- nunb, and though the dentist, who wore
two surgical face masks so that his glowi ng eyes were all Doyl e
could see, ordered himnot to touch it, Doyle did surrepti -
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tiously drag a furry-gl oved hand across his lips, and was terri-
fied to see bright blood matting the golden fur., Sone denti st,
he thought, and though he forced hinsel f out of that vision

and back into the little room he was still wearing the fur

gl oves and bl ood was still dripping energetically fromhis
mout h. When he hunched over, huddling hinself against

anot her stomach cranp, the bl ood spattered the plate and

knife and fork that soneone had left on the floor

It made himmad that whoever it was hadn't picked up their

di shes, but then he renenbered that these were the renains of

his own dinner. Had it caused the nunbness and bl eedi ng?

Had there been broken glass in it? He picked up the fork and
stirred the bits of food still on the plate, fearfully watchful for
any hard gl eam ngs. After a while he decided there wasn't any
glass init.

But what was it, anyway? It snelled vaguely |ike curry, but
seemed to be some kind of cold stew nmade of |eaves and

sonet hing that | ooked |ike kiwi fruit, but smaller and harder
and nore furry. His mnd stuck on the rhyme of curry and
furry—tike a coin banging around in the intake hood of a
vacuum cl eaner, the evident relation of the two words held his
attention and prevented consideration of anything el se—but

he finally got past it and experienced a nonent of cold |ucid-
ity when he recogni zed the unusual fruit. He'd seen them
before, in the Foster Gardens of Nuuanu in Hawaii, on a tal
tree whose scientific nane he still remenbered: Strychnos Nux
Vom ca, the richest source of raw strychnine.

He' d been eating strychnine.

The water snelled terrible, inplying a dead tide cl ogged

with days-old fish corpses and putrid seaweed, but the
sidewal k was alive with cheery people in colorful bathing suits,
and Doyle was glad to see there wasn't a line at the Yo-Ho
Snack Stand. He lurched up to the narrow wi ndow and bang-

ed his quarter on the wooden counter to get the man's atten-
tion. The man turned around, and Doyl e was surprised to see
that it was J. Cochran Darrow in the apron and white paper

hat. He finally did go broke, Doyle realized sadly, and now he
has to run a damed frozen banana stand. "I'll have a—*

Doyl e began.
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"All we're serving today is activated charcoal shakes," Dar-

row interrupted. He cocked his head. "I told you that,
Doyl e. "

"Ch yeah. 1'Il have one of those, then."

"You've got to make it yourself. |I've got a boat to catch-

it's due to sink in ten mnutes." Darrow reached out through
the wi ndow, grabbed Doyle by the collar and with a powerful
heave pulled himin through the wi ndow until his shoul ders

j ammed agai nst the sides.

There was no light inside, and a cloud of ashes swirled up
and set Doyl e choki ng. He unwedged hinmself and fell back on
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the floor and saw that he'd wedged hinself head first into the
roomis little fireplace. My God, he thought, |I'm hall ucinating
up one side and down the other. Does strychnine cause
deliriun? O have | managed to ingest a couple of poisons?

Darrow was right, though, he thought. What | need is char-

coal, a massive dose of it—and fast. | renenber readi ng about
a guy who ate a ten tines over fatal dose of strychnine, and
chased it with powdered charcoal and felt no ill effects at all

What was his nanme? Touery, that was it. So where am | going

to get some? Call roomservice and ask 'emto send up about

fifteen hundred cartons of that cigarette with the activated
charcoal filter.

Wait a noment, he thought. Here | amstaring at a fair
quantity of it. Al these burned-up bl ocks of wood in the
fireplace here. It may not be activated, but it'll still have
billions of m croscopic pores, the better to absorb you with,
my dear strychnine.

In a monent he had found a bow and a little round-headed
statuette of sonne dog-headed Egyptian god or other, and was
using themas a nortar and pestle to pulverize the bl ack

chunks of crunchy incinerated wood. Wile doing this he

noticed that his hands and forearns appeared to have grown a

pelt of glossy yellow fur, and this he ascribed, a little nervous-
ly, to the hallucinations.

Anot her expl anati on of the phenonenon patiently awaited
consi deration on a back burner of his nind.

Through it all the blood kept dripping fromhis nouth,

often falling into the mound of grainy black powder, but it

was tapering off, and he had nore inportant things to worry
about. How the devil, he wondered as he sifted the gritty bl ack
stuff between his furry fingers, aml going to consume this?
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He began by swallowing all the charcoal pieces that were
relatively pill-sized. Then, using water froma basin in the cor-
ner, he made little balls of the black powder and managed to
force down several dozen of these

Mxed with alittle water the stuff was adequately mall eabl e,
and after a while he stopped eating the black | unps and began
pushing themtogether to nake a little man-shaped figure. H's
skill surprised him and he resolved to get some nodelling clay
at the first opportunity and begin |life anew as a scul ptor—for
he'd only rolled the Iinb colums between his fingers for a few
monent s before pinching themonto the trunk |unp, but now

he noticed that the swell of thigh and bicep and the angularity
of knee and el bow were faultlessly done, and the few quick

t hunbnail scratches he'd nade on the front of the head had
somehow produced a face |like M chel angel o's Adam on the

Sistine Chapel ceiling. He'd have to save this little statue
—sonetinme it would be reverently exhibited at the Louvre or
somepl ace: Doyl e's First Wrk

But how coul d he have thought the face | ooked |ike Adanf
It was the face of an old, a hideously old man. And the |inbs
were tw sted, shrunken travesties, like the dried worns you

file:/lIF|/rah/Tim%20Powers/Powers,%20Tim%20-%20The%20Anubis%20Gates%20UC.txt (161 of 329) [7/17/03 11:44:54 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Tim%20Powers/Powers,%20Tim%620-%20T he%20A nubi s%20Gates%20U C.txt

find on the sidewal ks on a sunny day after rain. Horrified, he
was about to crush it when it opened its eyes and gave hima
big smle. "Ah, Doyle!" it croaked in a |oud, harsh whisper
"You and | have a lot to discuss!"

Doyl e screamed and scrabbl ed back across the floor away
fromthe gleeful thing—with difficulty, for the floor had again
begun its rising and falling tricks. He heard a sl ow, tooth-
jarring drumbeat from somewhere, and as huge drops of acid
began to formon the walls, break surface tension and trickle
down, he realized too late that the entire house was one living
organi sm and was about to digest him

He woke up on the floor, profoundly exhausted and

depressed, staring with no interest at the drops of dried bl ood
spattered in front of his eyes. H s tongue ached like a split
tooth, but he didn't think it was anything urgent. He knew

that he had survived the poisoning and the hallucinations, and
he knew that eventually he'd be glad of it.

Hi s face itched, and he brought a hand across to scratch
it—then halted. Though the hallucinations had passed, the
hand was still covered with golden fur.
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Instantly the explanation, the explanation of all this, that

had been in the back of his mnd came to him and he knew it

was true. It increased his depression a little, for it neant nore
wor k for himwhen he gathered the energy to get up and begin
dealing with things. Just to confirmit formally he felt his face.
Yes, as he'd suspected, his face too was bushily pelted. All
needed, he thought sourly.

Qoviously he was in the | atest of Dog-Face Joe's cast-off
bodi es; and Joe hinself was off God knew where in Doyle's
own.

And whose body, he wondered, was this one |I'min? Wy,
Steerforth Benner's, of course. Benner mentioned that he had
lunch with old Joe a week ago, and Joe nust have fed him
what ever m xture of alchemical herbs it is that unscrews the
hi nges of people's souls, and then on Saturday nade the
swi t ch.

So, Doyl e reasoned, it was Dog- Face Joe, in Benner's

pirated body, that | nmet Saturday at Jonathen's. No wonder

he ... didn't seemto be hinself. And of course that's why he

was so anxious to have nme eat or drink sonething there—so he
could give ne a dose of the soul-switch stuff; and when |

didn't want anything, he had to send ne outside to ook for a
doubtl ess fictitious man so that he could get a cup of tea, fling
his filthy leaves into it, and harass nme into drinking it.

Despite his weary apat hy, Doyl e shuddered when it cane to
himthat the red ape that he had seen shot that day had been
Benner hinsel f, the poor bastard, carel essly shoehorned into
Dog- Face Joe's | ast body.

So now, Doyle thought, he's got ny body and is free to go
see Darrow and make the deal, w thout having to cut Benner
or me in at all.
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Doyl e sat up, permitting himself a | oud groan. H's nouth

and nose and throat were crusted and rusty-tasting with dried
bl ood, and he realized with a dull sort of amusenment that good
old Joe the Ape Man must chew the hell out of his own tongue
just before vacating the body, to nmake sure its new tenant

woul dn't be able, in the short tinme before the poi son ham
mered hi mdown, to say anything that m ght nake people

wonder .

He stood up—a little dizzily because of his new, increased

hei ght —and | ooked around. He was not surprised to find

sci ssors, a brush and straight razor and a cake of gray soap on
a shelf by the bed—bog- Face Joe probably bought a new
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razor every week. There was also a mirror |lying face down on
the shelf, and Doyle picked it up and, apprehensively, |ooked

intoit.

My God, he thought, as nuch awed as frightened, | |ook
like the wol f man—er Chewbacca—er the guy in that French
nmovi e of Beauty and the Beast—er no, |'ve got it, the

Cowardly Lion of Qz.

Thi ck gol den fur billowed in waves down over his chin, and
outward across his cheeks to beconme exaggerated sideburns,
and snaked upward al ong his nose to join the upside down
waterfall of luxuriant golden fur that began at the eyebrow
ridges and swept in a wild mane right up over the top of his
head and hung down shaggily to his broad shoul ders. Even his
neck and the area under his jaw were thickly furred.

Wel |, he thought, picking up the scissors and stretching out

a lock of his forehead hair, no point in delaying. Snip. There's
one handful of it gone. | hope | still remenber how to use a
straight razor.

An hour |ater he had clipped and shaved his forehead—be-

ing careful to | eave eyebrows—and his nose and cheeks, and

he deci ded, before noving on to the tricky task of shaving his
hands, to see how he | ooked. He | eaned the mirror up against
the wall at a different angle, stepped back and cocked an
eyebrow at it.

Hi s chest was suddenly hollow, so that his quickening heart-
beat echoed in there like thunps on a drum After the initia
shock he began reasoning it out, and he al nost wanted to

| augh at the neatness of it. For of course | did go to the
Jamai ca Cof f ee House on Tuesday the el eventh, he marvel ed,
and as a matter of fact | did wite—er at |east copy from
menory—The Twel ve Hours of the Night" there. And | did

stay at the Hospitable Squires in Pancras Lane. And this body
did shoot one of the Dancing Apes in Jonathen's Saturday. It
hasn't been an abduction or an alternate 1810 at all

For Doyl e recogni zed the face in the mrror. It was Ben-
ner's, of course, but with the wild mane of hair and the A d
Test ament prophet beard, the new, haggard lines in the cheeks
and forehead and the somewhat haunted expression of the

eyes, it was al so, beyond any doubt, the face of WIIliam
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Ashbl ess.
BOOK TWO
The Twel ve Hours of the Night
CHAPTERS

"He told ne that in 1810 he met ne as he thought
in St. Janes Street, but we passed without speak-
ing. He mentioned this—and it was denied as

i mpossi bl e+ being then in Turkey—A day or

two after he pointed out to his brother a person
on the opposite side of the way—there"—said

he "is the man | took for Byron"—-his brother in-
stantly answered "why it is Byron & no one
else."—But this is not all—2 was seen by
somebody to wite down ny name anongst the
Enquirers after the King' s health—then attacked
by insanity. Now-at this very period, as nearly
as | could make out—+ was ill of a strong fever at
Patras...."

—tord Byron, in a letter to John Mirray,
Oct ober 67 1820

THOUGH | T HAD been difficult to find all the little notors and
get themcorrectly wound, and to adjust the air vents around

the dozens of conceal ed candl es, the chest-high village

Bavaroi s, as Monsieur Diderac had described the appallingly
expensive toy, seened to be ready to perform Al it needed

was for the candles to be lit and the master switch, disguised as
a mniature tree stunp, to be clicked over to the right.

Doct or Romany sat back and stared norosely at the con-
195
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traption. Damable Richard had wanted to start it up so his
monkey could see it work before the yags arrived, but Ronany
was afraid that a thing so conplicated m ghtn't work nore
than once, and he refused. He now reached out and gently
touched the head of a tiny carved woodsman, and gasped in

di smay when the little figure marched several inches down his
pai nted path, sw nging his toothpick-hafted axe and nmaki ng a
sound like a clock clearing its throat.

Apep eat me, he thought fretfully, | hope |I haven't broken
it. Wiy have we all had to decline so, anyway? | renenber
when the yags denanded fine chess sets and sextants and
tel escopes for their services. And now what? Damm toys.

And they were never as respectful as they ought to be, he
reflected ruefully, but now they're downright rude.

He stood up and shook his head. The tent was nmurky with
i ncense snoke and he crossed bobbingly to the entrance fl ap,
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lifted it away and hooked it to the side, and blinked in the sud-
den brightness at the heather fields of Islington

It wasn't so far fromhere, he reflected, that, eight years
ago, poor old Amenophis Fi kee gave hinself to the dog-

headed god of the gates, |lost nost of his nmind and all of his
magi c—except that dammed body-swi tching spell—and ran off

with a pistol ball in his belly and the mark of Anubis whisker-

ing out all over him. . . ran off to a dubious career as Dog-
Face Joe, the "werewol f" that London nothers threatened
badly behaving children with . . . |eaving Romany, a ka that

shoul d have been retired | ong ago, in charge of Fikee's post,

the entire United Ki ngdom
Wel |, Romany thought conpl acently, the Master obviously

did a good job of drawing this ka; | don't think Fi kee—er
even Romanel i |—eould have done any better at the task of
mai ntai ning and protecting the Master's British interests. |
suppose he'll retire me—+ender nme back down to the prinal
paut —after our coup here this week. | won't be sorry to go.

Ei ght years is |long enough for a ka.

I do just wi sh, though, he thought with a narrowing of his
predatory eyes, that | could have solved the nystery of that
alarm ngly wel | -educated group of mmgicians that nade use of

Fi kee's haphazard gates for travel. That one | had, that Doyl e,
seened |i ke he woul d have cracked open nicely if | could have
had a little tinme'with him | wonder where on earth they cane

from

He cocked an eyebrow. But that should be easy to tell, he
realized. Just cal cul ate what other gate was open at the sane
time as the Kensington one. It was obviously one of those that
exist in pairs, one big, long gate here and a little quick one
over there during the period of the big one. They're not com
mon, and in such cases |'ve always chosen to nonitor the

| arger one, but they do occur, and this was obviously an in-
stance of it. It would be easy to cal cul ate where they enbarked
from and it mght be a useful bit of research to | eave to ny
successor.

Turning away fromthe sunlight, he sat down at his table
and began shuffling through the nore recent stacks of gate
| ocus cal cul ations. He found the one for the first of

Sept enber, and frowningly scrutinized it.

After a few nonents he bit his lip inpatiently, dipped a pen

in an inkwell, crossed out a whole section of figures and began
| aboriously re-working them "Shouldn't trust a ka to do

hi gh-1 evel mat hematics," he nuttered. "Lucky | even plotted

t he Kensington one accurately...."

H s face went bl ank when he arrived at an answer, though,
for the fresh calculations were identical to the ones he'd
crossed out. He hadn't made an error—there really had been
only one gap open that evening. The Septenber first gap had
not been one of the infrequent tw nned ones.

So where, he wondered, did they conme fron? And the
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answer cane to himso quickly that he grimaced with self-
di sgust at not havi ng thought of it sooner

Certainly, the people in the coaches had junped from one
gate to anot her—-but why had he assuned that the two gates
had to exist at the same tinme?

Doyl e's crew of sorcerers had conme to Septenber first,
1810, froma gate in another tine.

And if they can do that trick, thought Romany excitedly,

then so can we. Fikee, your sacrifice may not have been in vain
after all! Ra and Gsiris, what could we—what couldn't we do?
Junp back and prevent the British fromtaking Cairo. ... O
further back, and underm ne England so that by this century it
isn't a nation of any consequence! And to think, all Doyle's
party did with this power was cone to hear a poet give a
speech. W'll use it nmore . . . purposefully, he thought as a
rare wolfish grin slowy split his face

But, he thought as he reached out and drew cl oser the Can-
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die of Far Speaking, this is too big a thing to keep to nyself.
He Iit it with the flame of the oil lanp on the table, and the
| anp' s teardrop-shaped flame fluttered and seened to recoil
when the little spherical fire bloomed at the tip of the magica

candl e' s wi ck.

To the minimal, insect-reflex extent that he was able to be

gl ad about anything, the smling young man was gl ad t hat

Doct or Romany's dom nation of him had not only renoved

his perceptibly burdensonme free will, but also nade an
abstraction of physical disconfort. He was distantly aware of
hunger, and cranped pains in his feet, and, nuch nore

distantly, of a voice that seened to be howing in horror in the
deepest cellar of his mnd, but the fire of his consci ousness had
been doused with water so that the resulting steamcould

power sone uni magi nabl e engine; the few coals that stil

gl owed coul d feel nothing but an anesthetized kind of satisfac-
tion that the engine seened to be working well.

Li ke a coachman instructed to ride around and around a

certain block until his fare, ready at |ast, shall enmerge froma
house and hail him the smiling young man began again at the

top of the nmenvorized page: "CGood norning, ny good nan,"

he said. "I amLord Byron. May | buy you a pint of

sonet hi ng?" The ever-sniling young nan didn't really hear

the man's answer—+t seenmed nuffled, as if spoken on the

other side of a partition—but sone part of his brain, or

per haps the engine, recognized it as calling for reply nunber

three: "I certainly am ny friend—sixth baron Byron of
Rochdal e; | inherited the title in 1798, when | was ten years
old. If you' re wondering why a peer of the real mshould be in
a place like this, drinking with common | aborers, well, it's
because | think it's the common | aborers that are this country,
not the lords and royalty. | say— There was the usual inter-
ruption that called for reply nunber one: "Innkeeper! A pint
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of whatever this gentleman will drink!" The young man's

hand, |ike a precision machine, fished a coin fromhis

wai st coat pocket and dropped it onto the nearest |evel surface,
and then his nmouth picked up the nunber three response ex-

actly where it had left off: "—to hell with these nmen who are
supposed to govern us just because of the wonb they hap-

pened to issue from | say the King, and you, and ne, are none

of us better than the others, and it's not right that sone eat off
silver and never work a day in their lives, while others just as

THE ANUBI S GATES 199

good wor k backbreakingly hard every day and hardly taste

real nmeat once in a week! The Anericans rid thensel ves of
that kind of artificial society, and the French tried to, and
say that we—=

He realized that the nan he'd been reciting to was gone.

When had he left? No nmatter—anot her woul d be al ong

presently. He sat back, his blank smle returning to his face
i ke sonething dead floating to the surface of a pond.

After a time he becane aware that sonmeone el se had sat
down next to him and he started up again. "Good norning,
my good man. | am Lord Byron. May | buy you a pint of
sonet hi ng?"

He was answered with one of the sentences he had been

war ned he mght get, and with an unfocussed uneasi ness he
responded with reply nunber eight: "Yes, ny friend, | was
travelling abroad until recently. | had to cone hone due to an
illness, a brain fever, which still clouds ny mnd at tines.

Pl ease excuse the uncertainty this infirmty plagues me

wi t h—do we know each ot her?"

After a |long pause during which the still-smling young man
was aware of a vicarious sort of worry in hinmself, the man
answered in the negative, and so with relief he went on. "If

you' re wondering why a peer of the real mshould be in a place
like this, drinking with comobn—

The newconer interrupted the recital with a question that,
frighteningly, was not nmuffled: "How are you comng with
Childe Harold's Pilgri mage?" the stranger asked. "Ch, sorry,
it's Childe Buron's Pilgrimage at this point, isn't it?
Ah—Whilome in Albion's isle there dwelt a youth, who ne in
virtue's ways did take delight ' How does it go from
t here?"

For some reason these sentences hit the young man like a

spl ash of ice water, and as they forced his hearing into clarity
they did the same for his sight; his surroundings | eaped froma
congeries of confortable blurs into awful focus, and for the
first tinme in four days he saw a face clearly.

And the face of the man who had spoken to hi mwas one

that would attract attenti on—perched on i npressively broad
shoul ders and a rope-nuscled neck, and framed by a thick

gol den mane and beard, it was haggard, |ined and nad-eyed as
if with fabul ous and harrow ng secrets.

The no |l onger snmiling young man knew that he'd been
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briefed on what to do in this situation—If things becone

200
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cl ose up, and |ouder," Ronmany had repeatedly told him "and

you | ose the veil of protection ny guidance give you, return to
the canp here instantly, before the people in the streets tear
you to bits like a crippled dog in a ratting pit. . .." —But this
bearded man's words had triggered sonmething el se, something

nmore inportant than Romany's conmand. Byron coul d hear

hi nsel f speaking: " 'But spent his days in riot nobst uncouth,
and vexed with mirth the drowsy ear of night.' " A swarm of
astringent nenories seened to be | oosed by these sonehow

very familiar phrases, and they stung like circul ation returning
to a suddenly unconstricted |linb; he renmenbered being

aboard the brig Spider with Fletcher and Hobhouse ... the

Al bani ans at Tepaleen with their white kilts and gol d-tri nmmed
capes, their belts bristling with ornate pistols and daggers.

the dry yellow hills and deep blue sky of the Morea . . . and
sonet hing about a fever, and ... a doctor? H's brain shut

down with an al nost audible slamon that |ine of recollection,
but his voice continued, " 'Ah ne! in sooth he was a

shamel ess wi ght, sore given to revel and ungodly glee; he
cheered the bad and did the good affright..." "

A hand seenmed to squeeze his throat shut, and he knew it
was Doctor Romany. In his head he heard the bal d- headed
doctor's order: "Return to the canmp here instantly."

He stood up, darting bew | dered gl ances around at the other
drinkers in the lowceilinged taproom and then, nmuttering
apol ogi es, linped across to the door and out onto the street.

Doyl e | eaped to his feet, but his new height made himdizzy
and he grabbed the table for support. My God, he thought as
he took a deep breath and then reeled off in pursuit of the
young nman, it really is Byron-he knew Chil de Harol d, which

no one in England will see for two years. But what's w ong

with hin? And what's wong with history? How can he be

her e?

He lurched to the door and hung onto the wooden franme as

he stepped down to the pavement. He could see Byron's curly-
t opped head bobbing through the crowd to his right, and he
foll owed unsteadily, wi shing he could make this admttedly
superior body work as gracefully as Benner had.

The people in the street seenmed eager to get out of the way
of the lurching, nad-eyed, |ion-headed giant, and he caught
up with Byron at the next tavern; grabbing his el bow, he

steered himforcefully inside. "Beer for me and ny friend,"
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he said carefully to the barmaid who was blinking up at him
Dam this cut-up tongue, he thought. He marched the ineffec-
tually resisting young man to a table and sat hi m down, then
| eaned over himw th one hand gripping the back of the chair
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so that his nuscled arm barred any escape. "Now then,"
Doyl e runbl ed sternly, "what's the matter with you? Aren't
you curious about how | happened to know those |ines?"

"I + have an illness, a brain fever," said Byron nervously,
his smle seemi ng inbecilic when coupled with his evident anx-
iety. "I ... must go, please, |I ... have an illness—= The

words seemed to be jerked out of himone at a tinme, as if
they'd been knotted al ong a piece of string that Doyle was
pul ling out of his throat.

Abruptly Doyl e realized where he'd seen this nindless smile

bef ore—en the faces of the cultists who he used to see begging
for change in airports and out in front of all-night restaurants.
1"l be dammed, he thought-—Byron acts |ike he's been pro-

gr amed.

"What do you think of this weather we're having?" Doyle
asked him

"Please, 1've got to go. My illness—=

"What day is it?"

"—a brain fever, which still clouds ny mind at tinmes—
"VWhat' s your name?"

The young man blinked. "Lord Byron, sixth baron of
Rochdal e. May | buy you a pint of sonething?”

Doyl e sat down in the other chair. "Yes, thanks," he said.
"Here cones the girl with it now "

Byron took a gold coin fromhis pocket and paid for the
beers, though he didn't touch his. "If you're wondering why a
peer of the real m—'

"For he through sin's long labyrinth had run,’ inter-
rupted Doyle, " 'nor namde atonenment when he did am ss—

Who wrote that?"

Again Byron's smil e disappeared, and he pushed his chair
back, but Doyl e stood up and bl ocked his exit again.

"Who wote that?" he repeated.

"Uh ..." Sweat broke out on Byron's pale brow, and
when he finally answered, it was in a whisper. "I... | did.."
"When?"

"Last year. In Tepal een.”

"How | ong have you been in Engl and?"

"I don't—four days? | think |I've been sick ..."
202
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"How did you get here?"
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"How did I..."
Doyl e nodded hi s shaggy head. "Get here. On a ship? What

shi p? Overl and?"
"Ch! Onh, of course, | cane back ..

Byron frowned. "I
can't recall."

"You can't? Doesn't that seem peculiar to you, that you
don't know that? And how do you think | knew those verses
of yours?" | wish | had Ted Patrick here, he thought.

"You've read ny poetry?" said Byron, his weird smle
returning. "You gratify ne. But it all seens childish to ne
now, now | am pursuing the poetry of action, the well-placed
sword rather than the well-chosen word. My goal is to strike
the blow that shall sever the—=

"Stop it, "said Doyle.

"—hains that restrict us from—

"Stop it. Look, | don't have lots of tinme, and ny mind isn't
firing on all cylinders either, but your presence here—+ need to
know what you're doing here, | need to know ... oh, hell, lots
of things ..." Doyle's voice was becom ng a distracted

whi sper as he picked up his beer nug. "Wether this is the
real 1810 or sone fake one..."

Byron stared at himfor a nonent, then reached uncertainly
for the other mug and brought it halfway to his nmouth. "He
told me not to drink," he said.

"To hell with him" mnuttered Doyle, w ping foamfrom his
bushy noustache. "You going to let himtell you when you

can have a drink?"

"To ... to hell with him" agreed Byron, though speaking
with some difficulty. He took a long, deep sip, and when he
| onered the nug his eyes seened nore focussed. "To hell with
him™"

"Who is he?" asked Doyl e.
"Who?"

"Dam it, the nman who has programed-sorry, har-

nessed, blinkered and saddl ed you?" Byron frowned in puz-
zlement, the newclarity in his eyes fading, so Doyle said

qui ckly, " '"Good norning, ny good man. | am Lord Byron

May | buy you a pint of sonmething? If you're wondering why

a peer of the realmshould be in a place like this'—who said all
t hat ?"

"I did."
"But who said it to you, who nmade you nmenorize it? Those

aren't your words, are they? Try to renenber who said all
that to you."

"l don't—
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"Cl ose your eyes. Now hear those words, but in a different
voi ce. What's the voice |ike?"

Byron obedi ently shut his eyes, and after a | ong pause, said,
"Deeper. An old man."

"What el se is he saying?"

" 'My lord," " and Byron's voice even went an octave

deeper as he quoted it, " 'these statenments and replies should
be sufficient to get you through these two days. But if things
becone cl ose up, and | ouder, and you |l ose the veil of protec-
tion nmy guidance gives you, return to the canp here instantly,
before the people in the streets tear you to bits like a crippled
dog in aratting pit. Now Richard will drive you to town in the
wagon, and he'll pick you up at six o' 'clock this evening at the
corner of Fish and Bread streets. Here's Richard now. Cone

in. Ready to go? Avo, rya. Rya, that toy the foreign cha
brought+et's start it up, nmy nonkey would like to see it

move. We'll talk about that later, if you please, Richard.

Ri ght now take mlord here to town.' " Byron opened his eyes
wonderingly. "And then," he added, in his own voice again,

"I was in a wagon."

Doyl e kept his face inpassive, but his nmnd was racing. God
help us, it's Romany again, he realized. Wat in hell is the
man up to here? What can he hope to gain by brai nwashing

Lord Byron and turning himloose to nake sem -treasonous
speeches? He's certainly naking the man visible—all | had to
do to find himtoday was foll ow the runors of the lunatic lord
who' s buyi ng everybody drinks. |Is he responsible for Byron
bei ng in Engl and now? Anyway, |'ve got to hang onto this

poor devil .

"Listen," he said, "you've got sone hi gh-octane nenories

to retrieve, and we can't do it here. |I've got a rooma few
streets away—nherited it, sort of—and the people that live
there aren't inclined to be nosy. Let's go there."

Still dazed, Byron got to his feet. "Very well, | suppose,
M....?"
Doyl e started to answer, then sighed. "Ch hell. | guess you

can call me WIIliam Ashbl ess. For now. But |'mdamed if ['I]l
stay WIliam Ashbless for the whole ride. Al right?"

Byron shrugged bew | deredly. "That's fine with ne."

Doyl e had to remind himto pay for the beers, and during
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the brief walk to the | odgi ng house Byron kept craning his
neck at the buildings and the crowds of busy people. "I really
amin England again,"” he nmuttered. Hi s dark eyebrows
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lowered in a frown that he wore for the rest of the walk.

When they' d reached the shabby buil ding and picked their

way up the stairs—which several famlies seenmed to consider
their personal chanber, swearing at the two young nen and
jealously hiding bits of horrible food as they clinbed

past —and reached the roomthat had once been Dog- Face

Joe's, and when they'd filled two cups fromthe coffee pot

that was still warmover the coals in the fireplace, Byron fixed
on Doyle his first alert glance of the day.

"What's today's date, M. Ashbl ess?"

"Let's see ... the twenty-sixth." Byron's expression didn't
change, so after taking a cautious sip of the coffee, he added,

"OfF Septenber.”

"That's not possible," Byron stated. "I was in Geece ... |
renenber being in Geece on Saturday the, uh, twenty-

second." He shifted on his chair and bent down to pull off his
shoes. "Damm, these shoes hurt," he began, then picked one

of themup and stared at it. "Were on earth did | get these?
Not only are they too small, they're about a century out of
fashi on. Red heels, of all things, and these buckl es—t And

how in God's nane could | ever have put on this coat?" He
dropped the shoe and said, in a voice so tightly controlled that
Doyl e knew he was scared, "Please tell ne the true date, M.
Ashbl ess, and as nuch as you know of what has happened to

me since | left Greece. | gather I've been ill. But why am | not
with ny friends, or ny nother?"

"It is the twenty-sixth of Septenber," Doyle said carefully,
"and all | know about your recent actions is that for the past
coupl e of days you've been buying drinks for half the popul a-
tion of London. But | know who can tell you what's been hap-

pening. "

"Then let's go to himimediately. | can't bear this—=

"He's here. It's you. No, listen—you were recalling ver-

bati m conversations a few mnutes ago. Do it again, and listen
to yourself. Let's see ... try '"Avo, rya.' Renenber hearing

that, in a different voice."

"Avo, rya," said Byron, and the alertness fell out of his ex-
pression. " 'Avo, rya. He's very kushto with it. Handl ed guns
before, it's clear'. That's good, WIbur. Though he won't need
much skill—-he should be only a few feet away from hi mwhen

he' Il use it. Does he seemto be able to draw it with sufficient
speed? 1'd like to just have it in his pocket, but |I'mafraid even
a lord mght have to submit to a search before entering the

royal presence. Ch, avo, rya, the (ittle holster under his arm
gives himno problem You should see him+t's in his hand

qui ck as a snake. And he's shooting with no hesitation? It's

got to be automatic. Avo, the dumry is all shot to bits, he's

done it so a/ten— "

Byron | eaped out of the chair. "Good God, man," he ex-
clainmed in his own voice, "I was to go kill King George! Wat
abomi nation is this? | was a puppet, sleep-wal king, taking
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these diabolical instructions as ... docilely as a maid woul d
agree to serve dinner! By God, |'Il get satisfaction for this.
atrocious affront! Matthews or Davies will convey ny

challenge to ... to ..." He slamred his right fist into his left
pal m and then pointed at Doyle. "I think you know who."

Doyl e nodded. "I think |I do. But don't go off half-cocked

here. You may as well inventory what you know before you

rush into it. Tell you what—try 'Yes, Horrabin,' in the same
voi ce that was asking the questions in that |ast conversation
Do you get anything fromthat?"

Though still frowning, Byron sat down again. "Yes, Hor-

rabin." Again his face went bl ank. "Yes, Horrabin, 1'd have
that one killed too. This has got to run like clockwork, and it's
concei vabl e he may know enough to obstruct it at some point.
Better to err on the side of excessive thoroughness, eh? Inci-
dentally, is the Antaeus Brotherhood still actually in exist-
ence? | nmean, do they neet and all? If so, | say we destroy
themtoo. They were evidently quite a thorn in our side at one
time. A hundred years ago they m ght have been, your Wr-

ship, but it's nothing but an old nen's club these days. |'ve
heard the old stories, and it certainly sounds as i/ they were
/orm dabte once; they're relics now, though, and obliterating
themwoul d only call possibly harmiH attention to their his-
tory. That's a point. . . very well, but post some of your peo-
ple at wherever it is that these old nmen congregate—€/ Bed-
ford Street, your Wirship, roons above a con/ectioner's—

and have themreport back here if they see any . . . oh, never
mnd. I'mfiring at shadows. Wiy don't you take his lordship
here outside and run himthrough his Iines again.' " Focus

and intensity returned into Byron's eyes and he clicked his
tongue inpatiently. "This is worthless, Ashbless. | get nothing

but inconprehensible dialogues, and | still can't recall one
206
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detail of how | got from Geece to here. | do renenber being
taught the route back to this man's canmp, though, and |'I
return, sure enough—but |I'Il bring a set of duelling pistols.”
He stood up lithely and padded to the w ndowwhich Doyl e

still half-feared would recommence its contortions—and stood
with his arns crossed, staring vengefully out across the roof-
t ops.

Doyl e shook his head in exasperation. "This man isn't a

gentleman, ny lord. He'd probably accept your challenge and
then signal one of his men to bl ow your brains out from

behind. "
Byron turned and squinted at him "Wwo is he? | can't

recall hearing a nanme applied to him Wat does he | ook
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i ke?"
Doyl e rai sed his shaggy eyebrows. "Wy don't you just

remenber? Hear the voice: "Yes, Horrabin, I'd have that one
killed too.' But don't just hear it-see it, too."

Byron cl osed his eyes, and al nost i medi ately sai d wonder -
ingly, "I'min a tent all full of Egyptian antiquities, and the
nost hi deous clown in the world is sitting on top of a birdcage.
He's tal king to a bal d- headed ol d—good heavens, it's ny

G eek doctor, Romanellil!™

"Romany, " Doyle corrected him "He's G eek?"

"It's Romanelli. Well, no, | expect he's Italian; but he's the
doctor that was treating ne when | was in Patras. Howis it
that | didn't recognize himuntil now? | wonder if he and

came back here together . . . but why should Romanelli want
the king killed? And why bring me all the way back from
Patras to do it?" He sat down again and stared hard, even
belligerently, at Doyle. "No joking now, fellow+ need to

know the true date.’

"It's one of the fewthings |I'msure of," said Doyle evenly.
"Today i s Wednesday the twenty-sixth of Septenber, 1810.
And you say you were in Greece only four days ago?"

"Dam ne," whispered Byron, sitting back, "I think
you' re serious! And do you know, ny recollections of |ying
sick in Patras don't seemnore than a week old. Yes, Iwas in
Patras Saturday last, and so was this Romanelli villain." He
grinned. "Ah, there's sorcery in this, Ashbless! Not even
cannons, arranged in a relay system across the continent,
could have got me fromthere to here in time to have been buy-
ing drinks for people in London yesterday. Julius Cbsequens

wr ot e about such things in his book of prodigies. Romanell
evidently has command of aerial spirits!”

This is getting nmurky, thought Doyle. "Mybe," he said

cautiously. "But if Ronmanelli was your doctor out there, then
he' s—wel| he's probably still there. Because this Doctor
Romany, who's apparently a twin of him has been here all

al ong. "

"Twins, is it? Well, I'mgoing to get the full account from

the London tw n—at gunpoint, if necessary." He stood up

pur poseful ly, then gl anced down at his clothes and stocki nged
feet. "Damm! | can't challenge a man while I'mdressed so. |'I1
stop first at a haberdasher's."

"You're going to threaten a sorcerer with pistols?" Doyle
inquired sarcastically. "Hs . . . aerial spirits will drop a
bucket over your head so you can't see to aim | say we pay

a visit to this Antaeus Brotherhood first—+f they were once a
threat to Romany and his people, they may still know sone

ef fective defenses against them mghtn't they?"

Byron snapped his fingers inpatiently. "l suppose you're
right. We, you say? You have matters to settle with him
your sel f ?"
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"There's something | need to learn fromhim" said Doyl e,
standing up, "that he won't.. .-willingly... tell ne."

"Very well. Why don't we investigate this Antaeus

Br ot herhood whil e ny boots and cl ot hes are bei ng prepared.
Ant aeus, eh? | daresay they all wal k around barefoot on dirt
floors."

This rem nded Doyl e of sonething, but before he could
track it down Byron had struggl ed back into his despi sed shoes
and opened the door.

"You are com ng?"

"Ch, sure,"” Doyle said, picking up Benner's coat. But
remenber that remark about bare feet and dirt floors, he told
hi nsel f. That rem nds nme of something that seens inportant.

The sweat drops were rolling like mniature crystal snails

down Doctor Romany's bald tenples, and his concentration

was shattered by physical exhaustion, but he resolved to try
once nore to contact the Master in Cairo. The trouble, he
realized, was that the ether was for once too receptive, and
within probably ten nmiles the beam of his nessage becane a

cone that w dened out and extended its energy in |lateral spread
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rather than notion forward toward the candl e that was al ways
burning in the Master's chanber; and then the nessage
shuddered to a halt, and rebounded back to Romany's candl e,
produci ng the | oud, warped echoes that infuriated Doctor

Romany and terrified the gypsies.

Again he held the lanp flame to the black curl of candle

wi ck, and because this was the twelfth attenpt, he could feel
the energy drain out of himat the instant the round flane ap-
pear ed.

"Master," he rasped into it. "Can you hear ne? This is the

Romanel li ka in England. It is urgent that | speak to you.
have news that may cause you to want to abort the present

enterprise. |I—=
"CGorbl e geernee?" Hi s own voice, distorted and sl owed,

came back at himso loudly that he jerked away fromthe

candle. "Diw.a Rubberbelly kadingle. Idda zurjee ..."

Abruptly the idiot echo faded out, leaving only a sound |ike

di stant wi nd, waxing and waning as if heard through a flap-

ping curtain. Romanelli |eaned forward again. This wasn't the
shar peni ng that indicated successful contact, but at least it was
somet hing different. "Master?" he said hopefully.
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Wt hout becomi ng a voice or seeming to be anything nore
than the sound of vast enptiness, the distant sussuration
began to formwords. "Kes ku sekher ser sat," the void

whi spered, "tuk kemhu a pet..."

The peculiar flame went out when the candle, propelled by
Romany's fist, thunped into the side of the tent. He stood up
and, sweating and trenbling and bobbi ng unevenly, strode out

of the tent.
"Richard!" he yelled angrily. "Damm it, where are you?

CGet your—=

"Acai, rya," said the gypsy, hastening up to him

Doct or Romany gl anced around. The sun was low in the

west, throw ng | ong shadows across the darkening heath, and
was doubtless too concerned with its imminent entry into the
Tuaut, and its boat trip through the twelve hours of the night,
to gl ance back at what mnight be transpiring in this field. The
rack of wood was laid out on the grass, looking |ike a twenty-
foot section of a bridge, and the sharp aromatic funes of
brandy were so pungent on the evening breeze that he knew his
threats had worked, and that the gypsies had used the entire
keg to douse the wood and hadn't saved any for drinking.

"When did you splash it on?" he asked.

"Only a minute or so ago, rya," answered Richard. "W
were drawing lots to see who'd go fetch you."

"Very well." Romany rubbed his eyes and sighed deeply,
trying to thrust out of his mnd the whisper he'd heard. "Bring
me the brazier of coals and the lancet,"” he said finally. "And
we'll have a try at summoning these fire elenentals.”

"Avo." Richard hurried away, audibly muttering garlic,

and Romany again turned toward the sun, which was now

poi sed on the edge of entering the darkness, and while his
guard was down the words he'd heard cane rushing back to

him Kes ku setcher ser sat, tuk kemhu a pet. . . . Your bones
will fall upon the earth, and you will not see the heavens...

He heard Richard's feet sw shing through the | ong grass

behind him and he shrugged fatalistically and began proddi ng
his left armwith the claw fingers of his right hand, trying to
find a good bountiful vein.

I hope they'll settle for ka bl ood, he thought.

The elderly man in the threadbare dressing gown | owered

his white brows and wi dened his eyes in an al nost ape-like
expressi on of astoni shed di sapproval when Doyl e ventured to
refill his tiny glass fromthe decanter of nediocre sherry, even
t hough he'd only nodded and sniled and said, "Help your-

self, ny lord," when Byron had refilled his for the second

tinme.

"Ah, hmm what were we di scussing, before ... ?" the nan
quavered. "Yes, aside from... ah ... fellowship, yes, pro-
moting the . . . quiet joys of sensible company, our main pur-
pose is to prevent the ... pollution of good old honest British
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stock by ... inferior strains."” One trenbling hand shook an

i ncautiously |arge nound of snuff onto a |unpy knuckl e of

the opposite hand and then the old man snorted the powder up
a nostril and seened, to Doyle at least, alnpst to die of the
resulting sneezing fit.

Byron made a silent snarl of exasperation and bolted his
sherry.

"Mercy! | —kooshwah.'—+ beg your pardon, ny lord." The
old man dabbed at his stream ng eyes with a handkerchi ef.

Doyl e | eaned forward and rumbled inpatiently, "And just

how do you go about preventing this, as you call it, pollution,
M. Mss?" He gl anced around at the dusty curtains, tapes-
tries, paintings and books that insulated the roons of the An-
taeus Brotherhood fromthe fresh autumm breeze outside. The
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smel |s of candle wax, Scottish snuff and deteriorating |eather
book bi ndi ngs and uphol stery was begi nning to nake him fee

"Eh? Oh, why we ... wite letters. To the newspapers. Pro-
testing the, ah, leniency in the immgration | aws, and propos-
ing statutes to ... ban gypsies and Negroes and, uh, Irishnen

fromthe larger towns. And we print and distribute panphlets,
which," he said with an ingratiating grinmace toward Byron,
"tends, as you mght inagine, to deplete the club kitty—ah,
treasury. And we sponsor norality plays—

"Why the Antaeus Brotherhood?" interrupted Doyl e,
angry that the vague hope he'd felt on hearing the nane

seenmed to be proving so unfounded.
"—which . . . what? Oh! Yes, well we feel that England's

strength, like that of Antaeus in, as it were, classical nyth-
ol ogy, is based on ... maintaining contact with the earth, the
soil... you know, the solid native British ... uh ..."

"Soil," said Byron, nodding fiercely as he pushed his chair
back and stood up. "Excellent. Thank you, M. Mss, it's

been inspiring. Ashbless, you may stay and gl ean nore val u-
able information, in case we should be attacked by savage
Negroes or Irishmen. |1'd sooner wait at my haberdasher's.
There | shall sinply be bored." He turned on his heel, visibly
suppressing a wi nce as his shoe pinched his foot, and I|inped
out to the hall. Hs irregular footsteps thunped and knocked
down the patchily carpeted stairs, and then the street door

coul d be heard to slam
"l beg yourpardon,"” Doyle said to the dunbstruck Mbss.

"Lord Byron is a nan of tumultuous passions."

"I... well, youth," Moss nuttered.

file:/lIF|/rah/Tim%20Powers/Powers,%20Tim%20-%20The%20Anubis%20Gates%20UC.txt (177 of 329) [7/17/03 11:44:54 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Tim%20Powers/Powers,%20Tim%620-%20T he%20A nubi s%20Gates%20U C.txt

"But listen," said Doyle earnestly, hunching forward in his
chair, to Mdss' evident alarm "didn't you people used to be
more . . . mlitant? | nean |ike a hundred years or so ago—
weren't things nore ... | don't know. . . serious in their con-
sequences than a letter to the Tinmes would be?"

"Well, there do seemto have been . . . excesses, yes, inci-
dents of a violent nature,"” Mss allowed cautiously, "back
when the Brotherhood had its quarters on London Bri dge,

down on the Southwark end of it. There are mentions in our

archives of sone rather—
"Archives? Cpuld | exanmi ne them please? Un, Lord Byron

i ndicated he'd want to know the history of the Brotherhood
before he decided to join," he added hastily, seeing the siman
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frown reform ng on Moss* features. "After all, before he in-
vests his fortune in an organization of this nature he'd like to
check it out."

"Ch? Well, yes of course. Irregular, you realize," Mss

said, precariously poling himself up out of his chair with a
cane, "but | suppose in this case we may nmake an exception to
the menbers only rule. " Erect at last, he tottered to-
ward the door behind him "If you'd bring the lanmp and step
this way," he said, and the reference to a fortune earned
Doyl e the addition of a grudging "sir."

The door swung inward with such creaking that Doyl e knew

it hadn't been opened in quite sone tine, and when he'd

st epped inside behind Myss, and the lanp illum nated the nar-
row room beyond, he could see why.

Stacks of nildewed, |eather-bound journals filled the place
fromfloor to ceiling, and had in places collapsed, spilling
crunbl ed fragnents of age-browned paper across the danp

floor. Doyle reached for the top volune of a stalagmte stack
that only came up chest-high, but rain had | eaked into the
roomat sone tine and nelted or germ nated the ancient bind-
ings into one solid nass. Doyle's prying was exciting to
madness a nation of spiders, so he stopped and | ooked at a
shel f that contained several pairs of numnified boots. Catch-
ing a glitter by the heel of one, he | ooked closer and saw a
three-inch length of fine gold chain trailing fromthe ancient
| eather. Al the boots proved to have chains, though nost were
copper |l ong since gone green

"Why chai ns?"

"M Ch, it's . . . traditional, in our formal functions, to
wear a chain attached to the heel of the right boot. | don't

know how t he custom got started, just one of those peculiari-
ties, | expect, like cuff buttons that don't—

"What do you know about the origins of the custon®"

Doyl e grow ed, for |like Byron's remark about bare feet and
dirt floors, this seemed to rem nd hi mof sonething.

" Thi nk! "
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"Now see here, sir... no need to ... wathful tones... but
let's see, | believe nenbers wore the chains at all tines during
the reign of Charles the Second ... oh, of course, and they

didn't just staple it to the heel as they do now, the chain ac-
tually entered the boot through a hole and passed through the
stocki ng and was knotted around the ankle. God knows why.
Over the years it's been sinplified ... prevent chafing ..

212
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Doyl e had begun dismantling one of the drier and ol der-

| ooki ng book stacks. He found that they were roughly chrono-

| ogical, arranged in the same pattern as geol ogi cal strata, and
that the journal entries fromthe ei ghteenth century chronicled
not hing but a dwi ndling involvenent in social affairs—a

di nner at which Sarmuel Johnson was expected but didn't

show, a conpl aint agai nst adulterated port w nes, a protest

agai nst gold and silver galloon, whatever that m ght be,
adorni ng nen's hat s—but when he had unearthed the upper

vol umes of the seventeenth century the notes abruptly becane
sparser and nore cryptic, and were generally slips of paper
glued or laid into the books rather than witten on the pages.
He was unable to follow any gist of these older records, which
consisted of lists, in sone code, or maps with inconprehen-
sibly abbreviated street nanes; but at |length he found one

vol ume that seenmed to be entirely devoted to the occurrences

of one night, that of February the fourth, 1684. The pi eces of
paper laid in it were generally hastily scrawled and in plain
English, as if there hadn't been time to use a cipher.

The writers of themdid, though, seemto take it for granted
that any reader would be famliar with the situation, and
interested only in the details.

Then we followed himand his hellish retinue back
a-crosse the ice fromthe Pork-Chopp Lane stayres to the

Sout hwar k side," Doyle read on one slip, "our party dex-
"trously in a Boat with wheeles, piloted by B. and our

unnam d I nformant, and although we took care to avoid any
clear conflict while on the water, onely endeav'ring to drive
themonto the land ... the Connexi on of course being no good
upon the frozen water . . . there ensu'd Troubl es." Another
fragment read, " destroied entirely, and their |eader kili'd
by a pistol-ball in the face ..." Toward the front of the book
there was an entry actually witten on a page: "As wee were
about to set about dynynge upon sawfages and a rare chine of
beef, in hee burst, and sadlie cali'd us away fromwhat was to
bee one of the fine dinners."

So what the hell happened, gang? Doyl e thought. The

"hell'ish retinue" sounds ominous. . . and what do you nean
by "the Connexion"? He flipped hopelessly to the back of the
book, and his eye was caught by a very short note witten
clearly on the endpaper.
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He read it, and-for the first time during all his adventures
and nmi shaps he actually doubted his sanity.

The note read: "I HAY, ENDANBRAY. ANCAY OUYAY
| d TDAY?"—and it was in his own handwiting, though the
ink was as faded with age as every other notation in the book

Suddenly dizzy, he sat down on a stack of books, which ex-

pl oded to dust under his weight, spilling himbackward agai nst
anot her pile, which toppled down upon him burying himin
danp, disintegrating parchnment and showers of panicked

spi ders and sil verfish

The appal | ed Mbss actually fled when the incoherently
shouting giant, now garlanded with bugs and rotting paper,
rose fromthe ruin like a Fifth Horseman of the Apocal ypse
enbodyi ng Decay.

The man who at this point didn't know whether he was

Doyl e or Ashbl ess or sone | ong-dead nenber of the Antaeus

Br ot herhood got his feet under himand, still shouting, and
sl appi ng bugs out of his beard, ran out of the archive closet
and through the sitting roominto the hall. A cuckoo cl ock
hung on the wall, and inpelled by an inpul se he didn't pause
to question he seized one of the dangling pendul um chai ns,
yanked the brass pi necone-shaped wei ght off the end of it, and
then drew the end of the chain up through the clock's works
and out free. He stunbled away down the stairs, clutching the
| ength of chain and | eaving the clock stopped forever behind
hi m

The heat of the burning platformwas intense, and when

Doct or Romany turned and took several steps away, the night

air was frigid on his sweaty face. He clenched his fist and
opened it, grinmacing at the stickiness of the blood that had run
down his armduring the repeated | ancetings. He sighed deeply
and wi shed he could sit down on the grass. At that nonent it
seemed to himthat the freedomto just sit down on the ground
must be the dearest of the countless things he'd had to forfeit
in order to pursue sorcery.

Wearily, still facing out beyond the wheel of red firelight
into the darkness that was connected to himby his |ong
shadow, he took the stained | ancet and the sticky bow out of
hi s pocket for one nore try.

Bef ore he could once nore prod the exhausted vein in his

arm though, a voice like the drawing of a violin bow across a
choked-up E string sang frombehind him "l see shoes."

There was nerry savagery in the i nhuman voice

"I do, too," replied another like it.
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Romany breathed a sigh of thanks to dead gods, then
braced hinself for the always disconcerting sight of the yags,

and turned around.
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The awakened col umms of flane had assuned roughly hu-
man outlines, so that at a quick glance they |ooked Iike burn-
ing giants waving their hands over their heads.

"The shoes face us now," rang another voice over the
crackling of the flames. "I believe they nmust belong to our

i ndi stinct summoner."
Romany licked his |ips, annoyed as al ways that the el e-

mentals couldn't really see him "These shoes do indeed

bel ong to your sumoner,"” he said sternly.
"l hear a dog barking," sang one of the fire giants.
"Ch, a dog, is it?" said Romany, angry now. "Well, fine.

A dog couldn't unveil for you the excellent toy under the sheet
behi nd ne, now could he?"

"You've got a toy? Wiat does it do?"

"What are you asking a dog for?" said Ronany.

For a few nonments the bright figures waved their arns

wi t hout speaking, then one said, "W beg your pardon, sir
sorcerer. Show us the toy."

"I'"l'l showit to you," Romany said, bobbing onllis spring-
shoes over to the shrouded shape, "but | won't turn it on unti
you' ve prom sed to do sonething for me." He drew the sheet

off the village Bavarois, pleased to see that the candles all stil
glowed in their proper places behind the wi ndows of the

m ni ature houses. "As you can see," he said, trying to appear
confident that the thing would work, and that the yags woul d
keep any prom se they m ght nmake, "it's a Bavarian vill age.
When it's working, all the little nen you see there wal k
around, and these sleds nove, pulled by these horses, whose

| egs actually bend! And these girls dance to a, uh, refreshing

accordion tune."
The tall flames were arched over toward himas if by a

strong wind, and their outlines were no |onger so carefully
human, an indication that they were getting excited.
"T-t-tuuurn ... it on," stuttered one of them

Very carefully. Doctor Romany reached for the switch. "I

will let you see it nove for a nmonment only," he said. "Then
we will discuss what | want of you." He clicked the swtch
over.

The machi ne inhal ed deeply, then began cranking out jolly
music as the tiny figures danced and marched and noved
THE AMU Bl S GATES 215

around. He clicked it off again and gl anced nervously at the
yags.
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They were just colums of roiling flame now, with bursts of
fire shooting out in randomdirections. "Yaaah!" a couple of
them were roaring. "Yaaah? Yaaaaah!"

"It's turned of f!" Romany shouted. "Look, it's off, it's
stopped! Do you want me to turn it on agai n?"

The flames gradually settled down and reassuned their
roughly human shapes. "Turn it on again," spoke one.

"When you' ve done what | want done," said Doctor
Romany, nopping his forehead with his sleeve, "I will."

"What do you want ?"

"I want you all to appear in London tonorrow night—the

bl ood and brandy fires will be set for beacons—and then
want you to remenber this toy, and imagine what it will be
|i ke when you can watch it go for as long as you please."

"London? You asked us to do this once before."

"The time in 1666, yes." Ronmany nodded. "But it wasn't
me asking you then. It was Anenophis F~"

"It was a pair o/ shoes. How should we distinguish?"

"l guess it's not inportant,"” Doctor Romany nuttered,
feeling vaguely defeated. "But it's to be tonorrow night, do
you understand? If you do it at the wong tine, or at the
wrong place, you won't get to have this toy, or even see it
again."

The flames swayed restlessly; the yags weren't inclined
toward punctuality. "N-never see it again?" sang one, in a
voi ce hal f pl eading and hal f threatening.

"Never," affirmed Romany.

"W want to see the toy work."

"Very well. Then when you becone aware of the beacon
fires, come quickly and animate them | want you to go wild
t hen. ™"

"W will go wild then," echoed a yag in tones of satisfac-
tion.

Romany let his shoulders slunmp with relief, for the hard

part was over. Al that was necessary now was to wait politely
until the yags departed, and the fire was once again just a fire.
The only sounds were the flutter of flanmes, the occasional ex-

pl osive snap of a splitting board, and, when the breeze was
fromthe north, the nuttered conversation of tree frogs.

Abruptly a shout sounded fromthe dark periphery of the
camp: "Where are you hiding, Romany or whatever your
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nane is? Step forward, you son of a bitch, unless the price of
sorcery has left you a cowering eunuch!"”

"Yaaah!" excl ai med one of the yags, sinultaneously
brightening and relaxing its human shape. "Shoes is a cower-
ing eunuch!" A burst of billowi ng flanme shot out, roaring like

| aught er.
"Ho ho!" the next one yelled. "Young curly-head wants to

extingui sh our host! Can't you taste his wath?"

"Perhaps he'll work the toy for us!" vyipped another, |osing
all consistency of formin its extrenme excitenent.

Doct or Romany cast a pani cky glance toward the unseen

i ntruder, agonizedly aware that the fire elenmentals were on
the brink of going totally and disastrously out of control
"Ri chard!" he shouted. "W/l bur! Dam it, get that man at

the south end of canp and shut himup!"
"Avo, rya," wailed an unhappy gypsy's voice fromthe

dar kness.
"If you'll all just cal mdown," Romany roared at the yags,

who by this tinme were exploding fiery pseudopods in all direc-
tions, "I'lIl turn on the toy one nore tine." In addition to
bei ng scared, Romany was angry, and it was not so nuch the
intrusion that irritated himas the fact that the yags could see
the intruder—and even read his mind to a linmted extent.

"Wait a nonent," commanded one of the flanme col ums
to the others. "Shoes is going to work the toy again." The
flames slowy and reluctantly resuned their human tenpl ate.

There canme no nore shouting fromthe edge of canp, and

Romany relaxed a little, light-headed in the aftermath of the
crisis. His confidence was alnost fully restored as he turned
once again toward the village Bavarois.

Ri chard hurried up just as Romany was reaching for the

master switch. The old gypsy's teeth were bared in a rictus

of fear at being this close to the yags, but he wal ked right up
next to Doctor Romany and spoke into the sorcerer's ear

"The mman shouting, rya, it was your gorgio lord, cone

hone early."
Romany sagged, his tenuous confidence abruptly eradicated

like fresh ink washed froma page by a gush of ice water.
"Byron?" he whispered, wanting to be absolutely sure of

def eat .
"Avo, Byron," Richard nuttered quickly. "He's wearing

different clofhes now, and he's got two pistols in a case.
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Wanted to fight a duel with you, but we've got himtied up."

The gypsy bowed and then sprinted wildly back into the
darkness toward the tents.

That's torn it, Romany thought, dazed, as he automatically
continued the notion of reaching for the master switch. He
must have net soneone who knew the real Byron; and

whoever it was awakened him broke ny control

He pushed the switch into the on position, held it there for
a few nonments while the manni ki ns noved and the nusic
jingled and honked i ncongruously away across the nighttine
fields, and the yags began bill owi ng and roaring, then he
clicked it off.

"I'"ve changed ny mind!" he shouted. "I've decided you

can have the toy toni ght—-never mind London." The Master,

he renenbered ruefully, had said that the burning of London
alone, if not coupled with both the ruin of the British noney
and t he scandal ous regicide, would be an inconclusive bl ow at
best, and a waste of a lot of valuable preparation. "Wait unti
my men can load it on a cart, and then we'll carry it way out
across the heath to the edge of the woods so you can enjoy it
with, uh, a lot of elbowroom"

Romany's voice was flat wth di sappoi ntnent, though the

yags were flaring like powder keg detonations. "Take it easy
now," he told them "here in canp. Wait till you get to the
woods before you cut |oose. Listen to ne, dam it, or you
can't have the toy!"

At least there's the tinme traveling possibility to explore, he
told hinself as he turned to go fetch Richard and WI bur. At
least | don't have to report a total failure.

"They' || be shut down for the night," said the cab driver
for the third time. "I"mcertain of it. But see here, | can take
you to a pal mreading lady I knowin Long Alley."

"No thank you," said Doyle, pushing open the little door

of the cab. He unfolded his tall frame out and stepped to the
ground carefully, for the half-drunk driver hadn't secured the
brake. The air was chilly, and the sight of flames flickering in
the di stance beyond the dark gypsy tents nmde the prospect of
going in there at least a little nore attractive

"I'd best wait anyway, sir," the driver said. "lIt's a | ong
way back to Fleet Street, and you'll not get another cab way
out here.'' The horse stanped a hoof in the dirt inpatiently.
"No, you go, I'Il wal k back."

"If you're sure. Good night then." The driver snapped his
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| ong whip and the cab rocked and thunped away. A few

seconds | ater Doyl e heard the wheels rolling on the pavenent
of Hackney Road, noving back toward the dimglow in the
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sout hwest that was the city.

Faintly he could hear voices fromthe direction of Romany's
canp. | suppose Byron nust already be here, he thought. The
haber dasher had said he'd | eft his shop a good hal f hour
before Doyl e arrived there, and had paused after getting his
boots and clothes only | ong enough to ask where the nearest
gunsnmth was; and by the tine Doyle had found the gunsmth
shop, Byron had noved on fromthere too, having purchased,
with nore of the gold sovereigns Romany had given him a set
of duelling pistols. And then Doyle had had to stop a police-
man to ask where Doctor Romany's gypsy canp was currently
set up, while Byron already knew the way.

The damm fool, Doyle thought. | told himpistols wouldn't
daunt the likes of Romany.

He took two steps toward the flame-sil houetted tents, then

st opped. What exactly do you hope to do here? he asked

hi nsel f. Rescue Byron, if he's still alive? The police are the
ones for that. Make sone kind of deal with Doctor Romany?

Oh, right; sure, it would be useful to learn the location of the
1814 gap that Darrow s enployees will junp back to 1983

through, so that | could be there and run up and grab one of
them by the hand an instant before the gap cl osed—but if

Romany t hought | knew anything he wanted, he'd just seize

me, not bargain with ne.

Doyl e rolled his shoul ders back and gripped his hands

together hard, feeling the flexed nuscles strain against the
fabric of his shirt. Though this time, he thought wi th cautious
satisfaction, he nmight not find ne quite so easy to overpower.

I wonder how Dog- Face Joe is doing with my old body. | guess
he's not one to worry about going bald, at |east.

He coul d feel the vertigo com ng on again, so he shook his
head sharply, took several breaths of the chilly night air and

strode forward through the grass. |I'll just sneak around and
reconnoiter, he told hinself. Snoop. | needn't even get close to
the tents.

A thought struck himand he paused. Then he grinned de-

precatingly and kept wal ki ng, but a nmonent |ater he stopped
again. Wy not? he asked hinself. Enough insane things are

proving to be true for it to be worth a try.
He sat down in the grass, pulled his right boot off and,
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wi t h Dog- Face Joe' s—er possi bly Benner' s—pocketknife he

hacked a hol e through the stitching of the back seam Then he
pul I ed down his stocking, fished the Iength of clock chain out
of his pocket, tied one end of it around his bare ankle and put
the boot back on. Wth the blade of the knife it wasn't diffi-
cult to draw the trailing end of the chain out through the hole
so that the end of it dangled a foot and a half from his heel
He stood up and continued wal king toward the tents.
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The yags brightened and | eaned over south, toward the

tents. "Look at the confused nman," chimed one. "Com ng

here wi t hout knowi ng what he wants."

"Or even who he is," added another with lively interest.
Doct or Romany gl anced to the south, where he could dimy

see WI!bur and Richard harnessing a horse to a wagon. It can't
be either of themthe yags are reading, he thought. It nust be
the Byron ka, his head full of contradictory nenories and in-
structions, radiating confusion. If his enptions continue to
excite the yags, |I'll have WI bur knock hi mout—er even kil
him he's of no use anynore.

Doyl e could feel the bright flickering intrusions in his m nd,
i ke the hands and eyes of frisky children who, finding the

i brary door unlocked, dart inside to feel the bindings and
gape at the dust jackets.

He shook his head again, trying to clear it. What was | do-
ing now? he thought. Onh, of course—scouting the canp to see
where the fine toy is ... no! Byron and Romany. Wy, he
wondered uneasily, did | think of a toy just then? A wonderful
intricate toy with little nmen and horses running cleverly down

little paths... his heart was pounding with excitenent, and he
wanted to shoot huge fireballs glaring out across the dark
fields .

"Yaaah!" cane a weird, roaring shout fromahead of him
and at the sanme tine the flanmes beyond the tents flared up.

Distantly he heard a nore normal voice yelling, "Richard!
Hurry up with that!"

What ever's going on over there, Doyle thought, it's cer-
tainly holding everyone's attention. He hurried forward,
hunched over and keeping a broad tent between hinself and
the fires, and in a few noments he was crouched behind the
tent, pleased to see that he was not panting at all

The fluttering aliennesses brushed his nmind again, and he
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heard a wild, roaring voice say, "H s new body runs better!"

My God, Doyl e thought, his pal nms suddenly danp, some-
thing over there is reading ny mnd!

"Never mind him" shouted the voice that Doyle now real -
ized differed fromthe roaring ones in that it was human
"He's tied up! If you want the toy you've got to cal mdown!"

"Shoes is no fun at all," sang another of the inhuman

Voi ces.
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I"ve got to get out of here, Doyle thought, standing up
straight and turning back toward the road.

"Richard!" called the voice Doyl e now suspected was Doc-
tor Romany's. "Tell WIlbur to stay with the—wi th Byron,
and be ready to kill himwhen | give the word."

Doyl e hesitated. | don't owe him anything, he thought.
Well, he did buy me lunch and give ne a couple of his
sovereigns. . . . But hell, they were Romany's to begin with.
Still, he didn't have to help me.... But | did warn him not
to cone back here. . . . Ch, he'll be all right—-he doesn't die
until 1824 ... in the history | renmenber, that is—ef course in
that history Byron wasn't in London in 1810. ... Ch well, |
guess | can at | east keep an eye on things.

A lush old horse chestnut tree stood a few yards to his right,
serving as a nooring for several of the tent ropes, and he
qui ckly tiptoed over behind it. Looking up, he saw a branch
that seened likely to support him and he | eaped and caught it.

The chain that trailed fromhis right heel was suddenly
swinging free in the air, and not touching the ground.

"He is disappeared. excl ai med one of the yags, its voice
screechy with astoni shnent.

"Wl bur!" yelled Romany. "lIs Byron still there, and con-
sci ous?"

"Avo, ryal"
Then what, Romany wondered, is the yag tal king about ?
Coul d there have been a stranger hanging about? If so, | guess

he' s gone.
Ri chard had cringingly drawn the wagon up beside the

vill age Bavarois, and now stepped down fromthe driver's

bench and approached the toy.
"Can you lift that into the wagon by yoursel f?" barked

Romany tensely.
"I d-don't think so, rya," Richard quavered, keeping his

eyes averted fromthe restless fire giants.

"We've got to get themout of the canp at once. WI bur!
Kill Byron and cone here!"

Ri chard winced. He'd killed several nen during the course

of his life, but it had each tinme been a desperate, hot-bl ooded
and roughly equal contest, and only the reflection that he'd
have been killed hinmself if he'd held back had sustained him
during the subsequent hours of horrified trenbling and

nausea; this cold throat-cutting of a bound man was not only
beyond his capacity to perform but even, he realized unhap-
pily, beyond his capacity to stand by and observe.

"Wait, Wlbur!" he yelled, and when Romany t urned
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wathfully toward him he deliberately reached out and shoved
the master switch of the village Bavarois into the on position
—and then broke it off.

As soon as he'd heard Doctor Romany order W/ bur to kil

Byron, Doyl e had crawl ed out along a nearly horizonta

branch, hoping to be able to see this WIbur and pitch
somet hi ng down at him but he had not yet |learned to all ow

for the greater weight of his new body—the branch, which

woul d only have fl exed under his old body's weight, bowed,

gave a groan that went up the scale to a screech, and then with
a rapid fire burst of cracks and snappings, tore right off the
trunk.

The heavy linb and its rider plunged through the top of the
tent bel ow, denolishing what had served as the gypsies' kit-
chen; kettles, spoons, pots and pans added a wild percussive
clatter to the ripping and crashing and the ground-shaking
thunp, and then very quickly the billowed out, slowy settling
tent fabric was illumnated fromwthin by fire

Doyl e rolled off the collapsing tent onto his hands and

knees on the grass. The tall fires beyond the tents were bill ow
ing and roaring like a gasoline dunp going up, and he deci ded
he must have been imagi ning things when, while still in the
tree, he'd thought the flanes were shaped |ike nen.

He hopped to his feet, wary and ready to run in any direc-
tion, and as soon as his chained foot touched the ground he
felt again the inquisitive flutter-touches in his mnd, and he
heard one of the inhuman voi ces shout, "There he is again?"

"Hel | 0?" cane a simlar voice. "Brendan Doyl e? Cone see
our toy?"

"Doyl e is here?" he heard Romany cry.
"Yaaah?" sonmething roared in a tooth-rattling bass, and a
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hori zontal colum of flame |ashed out an incredible thirty
yards and made a torch of one of the tents. Over the screans
of the gypsies who scranmbled out of it, Doyle thought he could
hear, sonehow, a tinkly piano and an accordi on playing ner-

rily.
Bouncing as agile as a bug on his spring-shoes. Doctor

Romany cane hi gh-stepping away fromthe fires, glancing
wildly around, but he jolted to a stop when he saw Doyl e
standi ng by the burning kitchen tent. "And who are you?" he
gasped. Then he snarled, "Never mnd." The panting, sweaty-
faced sorcerer reached one spread-fingered hand back toward
the greater glare, as though drawing energy fromit, and then
j abbed the pointing finger of his other hand at Doyle. "Die,"

he commanded.
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Doyle felt a cold grittiness strike himand freeze his heart

and stomach, but a nonment later it had drained away in an icy
rush down through his right Ieg and out through his foot into

t he ground.
Romany stared at himin astonishment. "Who the hell are

you?" he muttered as he stepped back. He reached to his belt
and-drew fromit a long-barrelled flintlock pistol

Doyl e' s body seened to react of its own accord—he sprang

up and forward and straightened his leg hard, driving his hee
like a piston into Romany's chest; the w zard catapulted
backward and | anded on his back six feet to the rear. Doyl e
relaxed in mdair and hit the ground in a crouch, and his left
hand pi cked the falling pistol out of the air.

"Rya?" cane a vo.ice frombehind him "Do you want ne

to kill Byron or not?"
Doyl e whirled and saw a gypsy with a bared knife standing

and peering about at the entrance to a nearby tent. The nan
finally noticed the sorcerer rolling and flopping on the
ground, and he turned quickly and re-entered the tent.

In two long, running strides Doyl e covered the distance to

the tent, and he tore the flap aside just in tine to see the gypsy
cock the knife back over the throat of Byron, who lay on a cot
tightly bound and gagged. Doyle's armwas ki cked upward by

the gun's recoil before he even decided to shoot, and through

the plune of snoke he saw the gypsy spin away to the rear of

the tent with blood spattering froma hole in his tenple.

Hs ears ringing with the bang of the shot, Doyle |unged for-
ward, pried the knife out of the dead hand and, straightening
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up, sawed the blade up through the ropes around Byron's
ankl es and wri sts.

The young | ord reached up and pulled the gag away from
his mouth. "Ashbless, | owe you ny life—=

"Here," Doyle said, pressing the knife hilt into Byron's
hand. "Be careful, there's wild things abroad tonight." Doyle
rushed out of the tent, hoping to seize Romany while he was
still rolling hel pl ess and unattended on the ground—but the
sorcerer was gone

Most of the tents were blazing now, and Doyl e hesitated,

trying to decide which direction of escape woul d be safest.
Then his eyes were strained with trying to focus on what he

was seeing, for unless he was sonehow grossly m sjudgi ng

the perspective, he'd just glinpsed two—and now a third! —
conpl etely burning nen, each at least thirty feet tall, running
and boundi ng energetically, even joyfully, across the grass
between the tents and the road. Two nore ran past a nonent
|ater, as fast, it seened to Doyle, as conets.

It looks Iike we | eave, and damm quick, by the north end of
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canp, Doyl e thought, but as he turned that way he saw the
fiery runners lap the north side, too. My God, he thought,
what ever they are, they're running in a circle around the

canp!

He whirled to the south again, and in an instant two things
were clear: there were now too many of them racing far too
fast, for anyone to hope to dart out of the circle between

them and the bl azi ng wheel was grow ng perceptibly smaller
with every second.

Romany cal | ed these things up, thought Doyl e desperately,

and if it turns out he can't send 'emback, it won't be for |ack
of me twisting his armer his neck. He's got to be in one of

t hese tents.

Doyl e sprinted toward the nearest one, his shadow fragnen-
ting and whirling around him

CHAPTER 9

through thine arm

The sons of earth had conquer'd; now vouchsafe
To place us down beneath, where nunbing cold
Locks up Cocytus."

—Virgi|l addressing Antaeus
in Dante's Inferno

THE REQUI SI TE ENERGY wi Il present no problem thought Doc-

tor Romany as he hunched over the papers on his desk and

tried not to hear the screans of the gypsies who hadn't

escaped, and the roaring of the now solid wall of fire spinning
out of control around the canp; and by the degree of the angle

at which | lay the glass rods | can decide how far I'll junp. But
how can | get back? I'lIl need a vitalized talisnman linked to this
time ... a piece of green schist inscribed with this tine's coor-
di nates woul d be perfect ... he glanced speculatively at a
statue of Anubis, in use as a paperwei ght, carved fromthat

st one.

Over the cal anitous noi se outside he heard a crashing in the
next tent, and a voice shouting, "Were' s Romany, damm
you? Are you hiding himin here?"

It must be that hairy giant who was sonmehow i mmune to ny

col d-cast, Romany thought. He's after ne. There's no tinme to

be carving stones. |I'll have to do it on paper and rely on sone
of nmy bl ood—sone nore of it—to vitalize it.
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As he rapidly scraw ed A d Ki ngdom hi erogl yphics across a
sheet of white paper, he wondered who the bearded man coul d

be. And where was Brendan Doyl e?

The pen paused in mdair as a possible answer occurred to
him Wy, 1'Il bet that's it, he thought alnmost with ane. O
course—didn't the yags say: H's new body works better? But
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he seenmed so genui nely hel pl ess when | had him Ws all that
just an act? By Set, it nust have been! Anyone who can get
Amenophis Fikee to switch himinto a superior body w thout
poison in it, and can not only survive ny best cold-cast but an
instant | ater physically disarmme, is... well, not helpless.

As Romany continued drawi ng the ancient figures he tried

to decide what time to junp to. Sonetime in the future? No,

not when it neant |eaving tonight's debacle as established
history. Better to junp into the past, fix things up so that the
situation tonight's aborted effort was supposed to renedy

never woul d have arisen in the first place. Wen had the
Master's troubles with England really started? Certainly far
earlier than the sea-fight in Aboukeer Harbor in 1798, after

whi ch anyone could see that the British were destined to con-
trol Egypt; even if that battle had fallen out the other way, and
the French general Kleber had not been assassinated, England
still would have been running things by now No, as |long as he
was going to go back, he may as well go way back, to when

Engl and got its first toe-hold in the African continent. That
woul d have been in ... about 1660, when Charles Il was

restored to the throne of England and married the Portuguese
princess Catherine of Braganza, part of whose dowy was the

city of Tangier.
Romany did sone rapid calculations... then scow ed when

he realized that there was no gap within twenty years of
Charl es' wedding. There was one in 1684, though, on the-he
scri bbled furiously—en the fourth of February. That was one
year before Charles' death, during the Cairene Master's first
attenpt to establish the foolish and nalleable royal bastard
James, Duke of Monmouth, as successor to the strong-willed
Charl es. Fi kee had been, for alnost two decades, holding in
abeyance the Newtonian recoil of the yag conjuring of 1666,
and had been instructed to let the equilibriumspring bacK—n
the formof a trenendous freeze—n coordination with the

poi soni ng of th” sovereign, the forging of a "newy dis-
covered" narriage certificate between Charles Stuart and
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Lucy Walter, Mnnouth's nother, and the secret return of
Monmout h hi nmsel f from Hol | and.

As he hurriedly took out the well-used | ancet for one nore

dig into a vein, Romany renenbered what had gone w ong

with that plan. The fatal dose of nercury wound up in the
stomach of one of Charles' spaniels.. . and the G eat Freeze,
whi ch was supposed to end with Monnouth's triunphal ar-

rival in Fol kestone, proved to be nore forceful than Fi kee had
anticipated, and continued well on into March . . . and the
forged marriage certificate in its | ocked black box had
sonmehow been | ost. The Master had not been pl eased.

The tent walls were orange with the glare of the spinning
ring of frenzied yags outside, and drops of sweat diluted the
thick blood that he now carefully sneared around the paper's
mar gi ns.

Yes, Romany thought, getting quickly to his feet and nov-
ing the glass rods on the desk top, that's where-sorry,
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when—+'11 junmp to. And I'Il tell Fikee and the Master what

their future holds, and tell themto forget about trying to con-
trol England, but rather to devote their energies to destroying
her: work to make the frost continue and intensify rather than
cease, pit Catholic agai nst Protestant agai nst Jew, mrurder the
upcom ng | eaders while they're still children...

He smiled as he caressed the glass poles into the perfect
angl e 'and then reached an open hand out toward the ring of
racing fire el enentals outside, to draw off fromthemthe
trenmendous energy that would be needed to fuel and propel his
junp through tine.

Doyl e sl ammed the cl othes trunk shut and, ignoring the
cowering gypsies who lay on the floor panting, ran outside.
The bl azi ng wheel around the canp shone as white as the sun,

i mpossible to |l ook at, and he was gasping in the depleted air,
feeling the sweat steam away as fast as it appeared on him
Tents around the periphery were all ablaze, and even the inner
ones near himhad begun to snoke. My God, he thought fear-
fully, why doesn't he stop then? If the tenperature in here
goes up a few nore degrees we'll all torch off |ike matches on
a griddle.

He ran to the next tent, the fringe of which burst into a trim
of blue fire just as he struck the flap aside and stunbled in.
Doct or Romany stood inside, next to a desk, with one hand
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flung out toward Doyle and the other clutching a piece of

paper. Doyl e sprang at hi m—
—and was swept up on an incandescent wi nd. For severa

seconds he just hunched, waiting for a shattering inpact, and
then he was free falling through a silent and lightless void
until without warning light and sound abruptly crashed back

at him
He got a quick, bew ldered inpression of a large roomlit by

candl es in crude wooden chandeliers, and then he was fall-

ing again, through air that felt shockingly cold, and a second
| ater his boots crashed onto a table, one exploding a cooked,
stuffed duck and the other splashing in all directions nearly
the entire contents of a bow of soup-his | egs skidded away
and he sat down jarringly in a platter of baked ham

Spattered diners along both sides of the table yelled in as-
toni shnent and reared back, and Doyl e saw Doct or Romany
sprawl ed face down anong the plates on the next table over.

"Excuse nme ... | beg your pardon," Doyle muttered in
confusion, scranbling down off the table.

"Damm ne!" excl ai med one pop-eyed old fellow, nopping

at his shirt with a napkin. "What is this damable trick?"
Everyone, in the aftermath of surprise, seemed to be angry,
and Doyl e heard soneone say, "Stinking witchery it is. Let's
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have them arrested.”
Romany too had attained the floor, and spread his arns so

authoritatively that the people who had | eaped to their feet
near hi m now stepped back obediently. "There was an expl o-
sion," he gasped, managing to sound stern as well as

breathl ess. "Get out of ny way, | nmust— Then he noticed

Doyl e.
And-despite his total disorientation Doyle was surprised

and gratified to see the sorcerer turn pale and then whirl,
and punch and curse his way to the nearest door, which he
wr enched open. He shot Doyl e one |ast fearful |ook before

di sappearing into the ni ght outside.
"After him Sammy, and bring himback here," spoke a

cal mvoi ce frombehind Doyle. He turned and net the sus-
pi ci ous gaze of a heavyset man wearing an apron and hol di ng

a cleaver with relaxed fanmliarity. "I heered no explosion," he
said to Doyle as a burly young man hurried out after Ronmany.
"You'll bide here until we determine at |east who's to pay for

the spoilt dinners."
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"No," said Doyle, forcing his new voice to sound reason-

abl e—whi ch wasn't easy, for he'd noticed several men wearing

wi de- cuf fed j ackboots, knee-length vests and short w gs, and
the accents he was hearing were nearly inconprehensible, and

he was pretty sure he knew what had sonmehow happened.
"I"'mgetting out of here, you understand. Now you can try to
stop ne with that thing, but I'mso scared that I'll nake a rea
try at taking it away fromyou, and | imagine we'll both get
hurt, and this looks like a lousy year to be injured in."

To enphasi ze his words he reached out and lifted an enpty
pewt er beer nmug froma table. Benner, he thought as he hefted
it and got a good grip on it, | hope you were capable of this.
He squeezed the mug hard, hard enough to whiten his
knuckl es—the chatter had subsi ded, and everyone, even the
i nnkeeper, was watching with interest—and then he redoubl ed
the pressure, feeling every little nick and pit on the surface of
the cup biting into the insides of his fingers; his armwas ach-
ing all the way back to his shoulder, and trenbling violently
but the cup didn't give at all

After several nore nonents of useless straining he let off
the pressure and gently set the cup back down on the table.
"Very solid workmanship,” he nmuttered

Several people near himwere grinning, and there was open

| aughter fromthe farther tables. A grudged grin was even

breaki ng through the i nnkeeper's stolid frown. As Doyle

turned to | eave everyone began | aughing, and |ike cracks star-
ring a stretch of ice it broke the tension, so that he was able to
thread his way, red-faced but unhi ndered, through the nerri-

ment to the door.

When he opened the door and stepped outside, the cold in-
stantly burned his face and hands into numbness. Hi s |ungs
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retreated fromthe first breath he took, and he thought his
nose nmust start bleeding just fromthe passage of the savagely
frigid air. Jesus, he screaned in his mnd as the door banged
shut behind him what is this? This can't be Engl and—the son
of a bitch nust have junped us to sone dammed outpost in
Tierra del Fuego or sonewhere

If everyone in the inn hadn't been laughing at himhe'd have
turned around and gone back inside; as it was he pressed on,

his stinging hands thrust into the pockets of his too-thin coat,
and sprinted forward along the narrow, dark street, vaguely
hoping to catch up with Romany and terrify the wizard into
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finding a warm pl ace where he could just sit down for a while.

He didn't find Romany, but Sammy did, and Doyl e cane

upon Sammy curled up in a narrow alley nouth about a bl ock
and a half fromthe inn; in the ashy nmoonlight Doyle m ght
not have seen him but he heard his hopel ess sobbing. Frozen
tears had attached Samry's cheek to the brick wall, and there
was a faint crackling when Doyl e crouched and gently lifted
the young man's head up.

"Samy!" said Doyle, loudly so as to break through the
boy' s obsessive grief. "Were did he go?" Getting no answer,
he shook him "Which way, nan?" The steam of his breath

pl umed away upward |ike snoke.

"He ..." the young man gasped, "he showed ne the ..

snakes inside ne. He told ne, 'Look at yourself,' and | did,
and | seen all them snakes." Sammy began sobbing again. "I
can't go back yonder, or hone either. They'd get inside of
everyone."

"They're gone," Doyle told himfirmy. "You understand

me? They're gone. They can't stand the cold, | saw every one
of themcrawing away to die when | got here. Now where did
the bastard go?"

Sammy sniffed. "Be they gone? And dead? Certes?" He
gl anced fearfully down at hinself.

"Yes, dacmm it. Did you see where he went?"

After patting and prying at his clothes with di m nishing

dread, the young nan began shivering. "I mnust get back,"

he said, getting stiffly to his feet. "Devilish cold. Oh, aye, ye
wanted to know where he went."

"Yes." Doyl e was al nost tap-dancing on the cobbl estones
ina fit of shivering. His right ankle was nunb, and he was
afraid that the trailing chain would freeze solid with his skin.

Sammy sniffed again. "He | eapt over the house there into
the next street."

Doyl e cocked his head to hear better. "Wat?"
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"He junped over that house, |ike a grasshopper.” Sniff.

"He had nmetal coils on the bottons of his shoes," Samy
added by way of expl anati on.
"Ah. Well. .. thank you." Obviously Ronmany hypnoti zed

this boy with both barrels, Doyle reflected. And in only
seconds! Better not let the fact that he seens to be afraid of
you make you overconfident if you run into him "Ch, by the
way," he said as the boy began shuffling away, "where are

we? |'mlost."
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"Borough Hi gh Street. Southwark."
Doyl e rai sed his eyebrows. "London?"

"Well of course London,
pl ace inpatiently.

the boy said, beginning to jog in

"Unh, and what's the year? The date?"

"Lord, mster, | don't know. It's winter, that's certain."”
He turned and hurried away back toward the inn

"Who is king?" Doyle called after him
"Charl es!" canme the over the shoul der reply.

Charl es the whichth, thought Doyle. "Wo was king before
hi n?" he shouted after the di sappearing figure.

Sanmy chose not to hear him but there was the snap and
creak of a wi ndow bei ng pushed open above him "diver the

Bl essed," called a man's voice irritably, "and when he rul ed,
there beed not such street clanors at night."

"l beg your pardon, sir," said Doyle hastily, turning his
col d-stung eyes upward and trying to spot which one of the

dozen small paned wi ndows was slightly open. "I'msuffering
froma," why not, he thought, "froma brain fever, and |'ve
|l ost my menory. | have nowhere to go. Could you let ne sleep

until dawn in the kitchen, or toss nme down a nore substanti al
coat? | —

He heard the wi ndow bang closed, and the latch scritch

tight, though he still hadn't spotted which one it was. Typica
Cromwel | i an, he thought, heaving a sigh that sailed away as a
smal | cloud. So, he thought as he slouched onward, |I'm
sonewher e between, uh, 1660 and-what? Wen did Charles

Il die? Around 1690, | think. This is worse still. At least in
1810 | had the chance of finding Darrow s nen and goi ng

home with them or, failing that, to accept what fate seened
to have grooned ne for and live out ny life in fair confort as
W1 liam Ashbl ess. (Damation, it's cold.) You idiot—-why

didn't you do that? Just wite out Ashbless' poens from
menory, visit Egypt, and | et the nobdest fane and for-

tune—and pretty wife, even—oll in. But no, instead you had

to go bothering sorcerers, and so now history's deprived of

W liam Ashbl ess, and you're stuck in a damm century when
nobody brushed their teeth or took baths, and a man is
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nm ddl e-aged at thirty.

He happened to be gl ancing up when a bizarre figure

swooped di agonally across the narrow strip of sky visible be-
tween t he overhangi ng rooftops—+t was sil houetted for an
instant against the nearly full moon—and he | eaped backward
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out of the street, huddling against the stones of the nearest
wal I, though he knew he must be invisible down anong the
shadows, for the inpossibly high-bounding figure had been
Doct or Romany, unmi stakable even for a nonment and at a

di stance with his bald head, flapping robe and the bottom sole
of each shoe flying two feet behind himon the fully extended

springs.

As his upward nonent um di sappeared and he felt gravity's

first faint cobweb net begin to coax himback down, and as the
nearer rooftops began to rise again, blotting out the frosted
spl endor of the tall houses along the | ength of London Bridge
and the notionless white river that lay under it. Doctor

Romany realized that his | eaps were not as high now as they

had been several mnutes ago, and his envel ope of agitated air
was losing its integrity and letting the intense chill in at him
This was not really an increase in his powers, but just his usua
magi cal strength extending farther in the nore archaic, and
therefore nore conducive to sorcery, environment—-and

al ready the effect was beginning to wear off. This is like, he
thought as he flexed his |egs agai nst an outcroppi ng gabl e and
did a sl ow sonersault down toward the cobbl estones, a man
finding his customary sword light after practicing for hours
with a very heavy one: the sword is actually as heavy as ever,
and t he del usion of new strength soon di sappears. This ap-

parent increase in nmy powers probably won't |ast the night..

and the gate at that inn we disrupted will close at about dawn.

Therefore, he thought as he arrested his slow fall by draping
an arm around the shoul der of an inn sign shaped |ike a danc-
i ng bl ackamoor, | shall have to get word to Fikee and the
Master as soon as possible, tell themwho | amand why |I'm

her e.

One of the fine dinners this will be, thought Ezra Longwel |,

who al ways relished the excellent food the Brotherhood pro-

vided for its menbers r He refilled his glass of port fromthe
bottle near the hearth—n this grimw nter even chanpagnes

had to sit for half an hour by the fire before they were served,
and clarets and fortified wi nes needed a full hour and a half.

As he sipped the still chilly wine he crossed to the little Tudor
wi ndow, which the kitchen heat had kept unf rested. He wi ped

the steamoff it with his sleeve and peered out.
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West of the bridge, lights tw nkled anong the clustered

booths and tents of the frost fair that stretched across the

i ced-over river fromthe Tenple Stairs to the Surrey shore.
Skaters whirling lanterns raced merrily across the ice |like
rockets or shooting stars, but Longwell was glad to be indoors
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and | ooking forward to a hot neal.

He stepped away fromthe wi ndow and with one | ast affec-
tionate | ook at the steam ng pots—Deal gently with those ad-
m rabl e sawfages!” he told the stout kitchen m stress—he

wal ked out through the hall to the dining room the fine chain
on his ankle rattling faintly on the boards of the floor.

Onen Burghard | ooked up and smiled as Longwel | entered
the room "And how is the 'sixty-eight bearing up, Ezra?"

Longwel | reddened as he crossed to his customary chair,
aware of the anused gl ances he was getting fromthe other
menbers. "Not too badly," he said gruffly as the chair
creaked under his weight, "though too dam cold."

"The better to tenper your sanguine hunors, Ezra," said
Burghard, returning his attention to the chart on the table. He
tapped the right-hand edge with the stemof his clay pipe and
said, in his not quite pedantic manner, "So you see, gentle-
men, that these periods of increased activity on the part of

Fi kee' s band of gypsies—

He was interrupted by a heavy poundi ng on the door

In an instant all of themwere on their feet, hands on sword
hilts and pistol butts, and each one of them had automatically
flicked the chain trailing fromhis right boot before standing
up, as though the free play of the chain was as vital as a
weapon.

Burghard crossed to the door, drew the bolt and stepped
back. "It's not |ocked," he said.

The door opened, and all eyebrows went up as what woul d

appear to be a giant from Norse nythol ogy lurched into the

room He was shockingly tall, nore so even than the King,

who stood a full two yards, and his peculiarly cut and unsea-
sonably thin coat did nothing to conceal his broad shoul ders

and nuscul ar arnms. His ice-crusted beard made hi m | ook an-

cient. "If you've got a fire," this frost apparition croaked in a
bar bar ous accent, "and any kind of hot drink . . ." He

swayed, and Longwel| feared that the books woul d be shaken
fromtheir shelves if this nonster were to topple over

Then Burghard had gasped, pointing at the intruder's right
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boot —£rom whi ch an ice-clogged | ength of chain trailed

across the floor—and rushed to support him "Beasley!" he
snapped. "Help me with him Ezra, coffee and brandy,

haste! " Burghard and Beasl ey hel ped the faltering, half-

frozen man across the floor to the bench in front of the dining
roomfire. Wien Longwel |l brought a big nmug of fortified cof-
fee, the giant just inhaled the pungent steamfor a while before

taking a sip.
"Ah," he breathed at last, putting the coffee down beside
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hi m and spreadi ng his hands before the blaze. "I thought I
was going to die out there. Are your winters always this bad?"
Burghard frowned and gl anced at the others. "Wo are

you, sir, and how did you come here?"

"l heard you used to—that you neet in a house on the south
end of the bridge. At the first place |I knocked they woul dn't
let me in, but they gave ne directions to get here. As to who

am you can call ne—well hell, | can't think of a nane that
woul d do. But | cane here," and a smle split the haggard
face, "because | knew | would. | think you' re the hounds

need to help me catch ny fox. There's a sorcerer called Doctor

Romany—
"Do you nean Doctor Ronmmanelli?" asked Burghard. "W

know of him™"
"You do? This far upstrean? Good God. Well, Romanell

has a twin, called Ronany, who has junped—+ think | may
say by sorcerous neans?—to your London. He nust be

caught and induced to return to ... where he bel ongs. And
with any luck he can be nade to take ne back with him"

"Atwin? Aka l'll wager you nean," said Longwell, |ong-
ing up a coal fromthe grate and setting it carefully into the
new y packed bow of his pipe. "Wuld you like a pipe?"

"Lord, yes," said Doyle, accepting fromhima fragile white
clay pipe and a bag of tobacco. "Wat do you nean, a ka?"

Burghard squinted at Doyle. "You're a damm puzzling m x

of know edge and ignorance, sir, and sonetine | would relish
hearing your own story. For exanple, you are wearing a con-
nection chain but don't seemto know much about us, and you
know of Doctor Romanelli but don't know what a ka is or

how it happens that this winter is so savage." He snil ed,
though a calculating glint remained in his deceptively m|ld-
| ooki ng eyes. He ran his fingers through his short-cropped,
thinning hair. "In any case, a ka is a duplicate of a human,
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grown, in a vat full of a special solution, fromas little as a few
drops of the original person's blood. If the procedure be done
rightly, the duplicate will not only resenble the original in

every particular, but will have, too, all the know edge that the
original had."

Doyl e had stuffed his pipe with the dry tobacco and now lit
it the sane way Longwel|l had. "Yes, | suppose Romany m ght

be such a thing," he said, puffing snoke and letting the fire
melt the ice out of his beard. His eyes wi dened. "Ah, and
believe | know another man who is probably a . . . ka, also.
Poor devil. I'm sure he doesn't know. "

"Do you know of Anenophis Fi kee?" asked Burghard.

Doyl e | ooked around at the conpany, wondering how nuch
he dared disclose. "He is, will be or has been the chief of a
bandof gypsi es. "
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"Aye, he is. Wiy all the was's and shall-be's?"

"Never mnd. Anyway, gentlenen, this ka of Doctor

Romanel l'i is here in London tonight, and he's armed with
know edge no one here shoul d have, and he needs to be found
and driven back to where he bel ongs."

"And you want to go back with him" said Burghard.
"Ri ght."

"Wy enpl oy such a perilous, albeit quick, neans of
travel ?" asked Burghard. "By ship and horse or donkey you
coul d be anywhere in six nonths."

Doyl e sighed. "I gather that you function as a sort of
magi cal police force,"” he began

Burghard sniled and wi nced at the sane time. "Not pre-

cisely, sir. Wiat we're paid by certain wealthy and savvy | ords
to do is prevent sorcerous treason. W enploy not nagic but

t he negation of magic."

"I see." Doyle laid down his pipe on the hearth. "If | tell
you the story," he said carefully, "and you agree that this
Romany creature is a—tet's say direly powerful —-aenace to
London and Engl and and the world, will you help me catch
hi m and then not hinder nmy return—+f it's even possible—to
where | bel ong?"

"You have ny word," said Burghard quietly.

Doyl e stared at the nman for several seconds while the fire

popped and crackled in the silence. "Very well," he runbl ed

at last. "I'Il make it quick, for we nust act soon, and | believe
I know where he'll be for the next hour or so. He and | junped
236
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here by sone nmagi cal process or other, but not from another
pl ace, such as Turkey. W junped from... another tine. The
last nmorning | saw was that of Septenber the twenty-sixth, in

the year 1810."
Longwel | burst into a gale of |laughter which ceased when

Burghard raised his hand. "Go on," he said.

"Well, it seens that sonmething has— He paused, for he'd

noticed a | eather-bound book on the table, and though now it

was new, and the 1684 stanped in gold on the spine gl eaned
brightly, he recognized it and stood up and crossed to it. A pen
| ay beside an inkwell ready to hand, and, grinning, he dipped
the pen in the ink, flipped to the |ast page and scrawl ed across
it, "IHAY, ENDANBRAY. ANCAY QUYAY | d TDAY?"

"What did you wite?" asked Burghard.

Doyl e di sm ssed the question with an inpatient wave.
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"Gent |l emen, sonething has broken holes in the structure of
time..."

Only fifteen mnutes |later a band of a dozen nen, bundl ed

up against the extrene cold, filed out of the old building s
street door and hurried away south down the narrow bridge
street toward the Surrey shore. There was room between the
anci ent houses to wal k two abreast, but they noved in single
file. Doyle was the second man in line, right behind the

cl oaked figure of Burghard, whose stride Doyle was able to

mat ch easily, even with the unaccustomed angul ar bul k of a
sheat hed sword bunping his right thigh. The thin streak of
yellow light thrown by Burghard's dark lantern was the only
illumnation, for the darkness was absolute in the dark defile
-of the street, though several storeys overhead the noonlight
frosted the ragged roofs and the web of stout crossbeans

meant to keep the unsteady old buildings fromfalling against
each other. The bridge was silent except for the occasiona
rattl e of an ankle chain against a cobbl estone, and from away
to his right Doyle could faintly hear music and shouted | augh-
ter.

"Here," whispered Burghard, stepping into an alley and

turning his light on a wooden framework that Doyle realized
was a stairway | eading down. "No sense announci hg our com
ing by marching through the south gate."

Doyl e foll owed himdown the dark stair's, and after a | ong
wi ndi ng descent through a well cut into the stonework of the
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bridge they emerged into open air again bel ow the underside

of the vast span, and Doyl e noticed for the first time that the
river, visible beyond the |unber of the stairs and between the
arches of the bridge, was a white, unnmoving expanse of noon-
lit ice.

A party could be seen noving across the ice toward the

north shore, and after glancing at them once casually Doyl e
found his gaze drawn back to the distant figures. Wat was it
about themthat had caught his eye? The awkward, hunchback

| ook of several of thenfP The prancing, bounding gait of the
one in front?

Doyl e cl osed his big, gloved hand on Burghard's shoul der
"Your telescope," he grow ed quietly as Longwell collided
with himfrombehind, not jarring himat all.

"Certes." Burghard funbl ed under his coat and passed a
col l apsible tel escope up to Doyl e.

Doyl e click-click-clicked the thing out to its full extent and
trained it on the distant group. He was unable to focus, but he
could see clearly enough to be sure the |ightfooted | eader was
Doct or Romany; the other five—no, six—figures seened to be

m sshapen nen dressed in furs.

"That's our man," Doyle said quietly, handing the tele-
scope back to Burghard.
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"Ah. And so long as he be on the ice we daren't confront
him"

"Why is that?" Doyl e asked.

"The connection, nan, the chains are no good on water,"
hi ssed Burghard inpatiently.

"Aye," muttered Longwel|l from the darkness behind and

above Doyle, "were we to confront himupon the ice, he'd set

all the devils of hell on us in an instant, and our souls'd not be
nmoor ed agai nst the onsl aught."

A gust of Arctic wind battered the old stairway, making it
sway like the bridge of a bel eaguered ship.

"Still, we can follow 'emto the north shore, can't we,"
mused Burghard, "and call 'em halt yonder. Aye, cone
al ong. "

They resuned their downward course, and after a few nore
m nutes of cranped shuffling arrived at a split, buckled and
snow dust ed dock, and stepped off it onto the ice.

"They're bearing nore west now, after a fair northward

stint," said Burghard quietly, his eyes on the seven noving
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figures way out on the ice field. "We'll conme out from under

the bridge on the west side and then curve north, and neet
them ashore at the culmnation of the circunbendi bus."

When t hey wal ked out through one of the high arches onto

the ice, Doyle saw bobbing Iights ahead, and heard again,

| ouder, the | aughter and nusic. There were tents and boot hs

out on the river, and big swings with torches attached to the
sides, and a | arge boat on axles and wheel s tacking slowy back
and forth across the face of the ice, with garish faces painted
on its sail and wheels, and ribbons and banners stream ng
fromthe rigging. The silent procession of the Antaeus

Br ot herhood skirted the festivities on the east side, plodding

nort h.
When they were still a hundred yards from shore Doctor

Romany's party enmerged fromthe bl ackness under the north-
ernnmost arch of the bridge and made for a set of steps bel ow
Thanmes Street. The tall, spry figure that was Doctor Romany
turned around as they started up the stairs, and even as he'd
begun to turn Burghard tw sted hinself to the side and turned
a ninble cartwheel, finishing it up with a double-fisted push
agai nst Doyl e's chest; Doyle's feet skated out from under
hi m and he sat down heavily on the ice as Burghard | aughed
uproariously. Longwell began to do a grotesquely dainty
ballet twirling, and for an instant Doyle was certain that
Romany had fired a |unacy-inducing spell at them and that

at any nonent he hinself would begin barking |ike a dog or

eating his hat.

Romany turned back toward the north and he and his sur-
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prisingly agile retinue bounded up the stairs. Then a ragged
cloud sailed across the face of the noon, dinm ng the scene

like a scrim
Bur ghard and Longwel |, both sober-faced now, hel ped

Doyle to his feet. "M apologies,” said Burghard. " 'Twas
essential they think us but drunken roisterers. Quick now, let's

get'em"”

The dozen men on the ice began running toward shore-

Doyl e quickly got the hang of the half-sliding step necessary to
mai ntai n bal ance—and in a couple of mnutes they were at the
base of the stairs, clinbing over a sunken boat's mast, which

projected at an angle fromthe solid ice.

They followed a “narrow | ane up to Thanes Street, then
paused in that w der boul evard, looking left and right for their

vani shed quarry.
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"There," said Burghard tensely, pointing at a snow stretch
in the mddle of the street. "They've gone straight across into
that alley."

The twel ve nen foll owed, though Doyl e couldn't see how

Bur ghard had deduced Romany's course; all he saw when he
passed the patch of snow were the tracks of a couple of very
| arge dogs.

They ran into the alley, and Doyle's body reacted to a faint,

fast scratching sound before his mnd had even properly heard
it—his left hand whirled his sword out of the sheath and

snapped it into line just as one of the things |eaped at hi mand
inpaled itself on the point. He was jolted back by the solid

i mpact and he heard a deep-throated growing and the clatter

of teeth against steel in the instant before his left foot kicked
the dying nonster off his bl ade.

"Ware nonsters!" he heard Burghard yell in front of him

and then the lantern clanged to the iced cobblestones and its
sliding panel fell open, splashing the narrow alley with yell ow
I'ight.

The scene Doyl e found hinmself confronted with was |ike

some lunatic painting Goya never quite worked hinself up

to: Burghard was rolling on the ground in a savage westling
match with some i nhumanly muscul ar thing that seened to

be both man and wol f, and several nore of the creatures
crouched ready beyond the desperately struggling pair; their
shoul ders were hunched, as though wal king on their hind I egs
was a novelty, and their snouts extended out dog-like from
their receding foreheads, and their wi de nmouths bristled with
teeth that | ooked to Doyle like ivory cutlass blades. . . . But
intelligence glittered in their tiny eyes, and they stepped back
warily as Doyle, wthout taking his eyes off them drove his
sword through the torso of the hairy creature struggling with
Burghard at his feet.
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"Sorls, Rowary!" barked one of the things over its shoul der

as Burghard kicked his slain assailant aside and stood up,
cuffing blood away fromhis eyes and drawing his sword with
his righ”hand; his bl ood-stai ned dagger was already gripped in
his left fist. The two contorted, thick-pelted corpses had quit
shaki ng and now spraw ed notionl ess between the two

gr oups.

"Longwel |, Tyson," Burghard said quietly, "around these
houses, fast, and stop up the other end of the alley." There
was a clatter and jingling as the two obediently hurried away.
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Romany had turned and strode back, and now shoul dered

his way between two of his wolfish attendants and confronted
his attackers. His | ean face, weirdly underlit by the |antern,
was contorted with rage as he opened his nouth and began to
pronounce syl |l abl es that warped and shrivelled the very air
that carried themboyle felt the chain around his ankle

vi brate and grow war m—and then he noticed Doyl e standing

in the forefront with a bared and bl oody sword in his hand,
obviously immune to his magi c and not even bothering to try
to prevent it. The chant faltered and stopped, though
Romany's nouth stayed open in a di smayed gape.

Doyl e crouched to pick up the lantern, then strai ghtened,
grinned at the wizard and pointed his sword at him "I'm
afraid you'll have to cone with us, Doctor Ronmany," he said.

The nmagi ci an nmade a prodi gi ous | eap backward over the

heads of the wolf nen. He bounded away down the alley, and
his creatures |oped after him cautiously foll owed by Doyl e
and Burghard and the others.

The | oud bang of a pistol shot sounded from some point

ahead of them and an instant later a shrill how echoed be-
tween the close stone walls, and as it died away into choked
panting Doyl e heard Longwel |l shout, "Halt, ye nobnsters-
there be prinmed pistols enough here to send all of ye home."

Doyl e, running forward ahead of Burghard, raised the

lantern just in time to glinpse a robed figure flying straight
upward. "He's jumnped for the roof, get himquick!" he

roared, and two nore gunshots flared and banged ahead of

him the nmuzzle flashes angl ed upward, and then he was

nearly deafened as Burghard's pistol went off beside his ear.

"Themthings is going up the walls |ike spiders!" yelled
Longwel | . "Shoot'em of f!I"

A wi ndow squeaked open sonewhere overhead, and what
could only be a chanber pot burst against'the opposite wall
showering Doyl e. "Begone from here, ye thieves and nur-
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derers!" shrieked a woman's voi ce

Shingles and bits of stone blown | oose by the gunshots cl at -
tered back down onto the alley floor. "Don't shoot!" called
Burghard, his voice harsh with disappointment, "You'll hit

t hat dammed woman. "

"They're gone, chief," said Longwell, hurrying up to where
Doyl e and Burghard and the others stood. "Fled over the roof
fast as rats."

"Back to Thames Street," rasped Burghard. "We've |ost
Romany—he could go in any direction across the roofs."

"Aye, let us go back to our dinner," suggested Longwel |
fervently as they sheathed their swords, thrust away their

pi stol s and picked their way back over the two hirsute corpses
to the noonlit pavenent of Thames Street.

"I know where he's going," said Doyle quietly. "He's
headi ng back to the place where | originally said he'd be—the

pl ace where his magic will work best—the gap field, that inn in
Borough High Street."

"I"'mnot delighted with the idea of crossing the ice, now
that he knows we oppose him" spoke up a gangly, curly-
haired menmber. "If he was to turn on us out there..."

"I't wouldn't necessarily doomus," said Burghard, |eading
the way forward. "Don't |let yourself rely so heavily on your

arnmor. Right now we'll reconnoiter and nmake no incautious
noves. "

They hurried back down the cross lane to the stairs bel ow
Thames Street, and | eaning out over the railing at the top step

they stared out across the ice at the torches and tents of the
frost fair.

"Too many people about to be knowing if any is them"
grunmbl ed Longwel I.

"Perhaps," nuttered Burghard, who had pulled out his

tel escope and was inching it by slow degrees across the scene.
"l see them" he whispered finally. "They're just making a
straight line across, not even bothering to avoid peopl e-ho,
you shoul d see some of these people recoil!" He turned to the
towering figure of Doyle. "How nmuch nore powerful will he

be when he gets to that inn?"

"I don't know the precise anps or anything," Doyl e said;

"let's just say vastly. He nust have had sonething pretty
urgent in nmnd to have left it before.'

"I"'mafraid we'll have to follow right on his heels then,"
said Burghard reluctantly, starting down the stairs. "Cone
al ong smartl y—ae' ve got sonme catching up to do."

Oiental clog shoes knocked on frost-split cobbl estones as
anot her conpany of furtive nen rounded the corner from
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G acechurch into Thames Street. The peculiarly shod | eader
scanned the enpty street for a nonent and then resuned his
determined stride
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"Wait one nonent, alchem st,"” said one of his conpany.
"I''"l'l go no farther w thout an explanation. That was gunfire

we heard, was it not?"
"Aye," said the leader inpatiently. "But 'twasn't ainmed at

t hee. "
"But what was it ained at? | think that was no man that

screaned." The breeze blew the man's | ong brown curls, un-
confined by a wig, forward across his sonewhat pudgy and

petul ant face. He pushed his hat down nore firmy on his

head. "I'min command here, though w thout official sanc-
tion, as much as was ny father in France. | say all we need is
what you cany in yonder box—we need no advice from

anot her dammed sorcerer.'

Amenophi s Fi kee wal ked back to where the man stood and,

able to |l ook down at himby virtue of his stilted shoes, hissed,
"Listen to nme, you posturing clown. If your dammed backsi de

is ever to rest on the throne it will be because of mnmy efforts,
and in spite of yours. O do you inmagine that the idiot
assassination attenpt you and Russell and Sidney set up |ast
year was intelligent? Hah! Fools, trying to reach through a
pane of glass for a sweet! You need ne, and magic, and a

damn | arge spoonful of luck even to steer clear of the
headsman's bl ock, far |ess becone king! And the man who
contacted me tonight, greeted ne through the candle with the
anci ent passwords, has nmore raw power than |'ve seen in a
sorcerer for—well, a long time. You were there, nman—

.didn't even have to light the candle to receive hi m+t just
burst into flame! Now he's run afoul of something, very

possi bly James' precious Antaeus Brotherhood, and he's had

to fall back to the spot on the Surrey side where there's one of
those inexplicabl e bubbl es of indul gence | mentioned to you,

in which sorcery is freer. Therefore we will nmeet himthere. O
woul d you rather return to Holland to pursue the crown on

your own, wi thout mnmy hel p?" The Duke of Mnnouth stil

| ooked sul ky, so Fi kee waved the little black box at him "And
wi thout ny indetectibly forged marriage certificate?

Monnmout h scowl ed, but shrugged. "Very well, wi zard. But
|l et's get noving, before your dammed frost freezes us solid."
The band noved forward again, toward the bridge.

The boat had been sailing close-hauled, its half-drunk
sailors waving their flaring torches nore or less in tinme to their
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singing, but nowthe man at the tiller had cut too close into the
wind and the sail luffed and fluttered enpty; the boat lost its
speed, the grotesque faces painted on the great wooden wheel s
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becom ng di stingui shable as the disks rolled nore and nore
slowy on the wooden axl es penetrating the franmework that
supported the craft, and finally the boat lurched to a stop on
the ice, and after a noment began to roll indecisively back-
ward as the sail billowed in reverse

Bur ghard, who had been | eadi ng Doyl e and the ten Antaeus

Br ot herhood menbers in a long, curving sprint across the ice
behi nd the screen the wheel ed boat provided, caught up with it
now, |eaped for the rail, caught it, and swung over the gun-
wal e and tunbled into the boat. The drunken mariners,

already irate at having lost the' wind, turned angrily on this
uni nposi ngly slim boarder, but |urched back in confusion

when the burly figure of Doyle came vaulting lightly over the
rail, all flying mane and beard and cape.

"We're taking comand of this vessel," he cried in a voice
tight with restrained | aughter, for he realized that he'd read
about this adventure only a few hours ago. "Burghard, how

do you get this thing running agai n?"

"Stowel|," the | eader called over the rail, "get the back
wheel s pushed all the way over and then all of you get in.
Everybody's used to seeing this thing tacking around the
river—eur man won't notice if it follows him"

"It be my boat, though, mate," objected a tubby nman in the
stern, who scrambled to his feet as the tiller noved slowy

over.
Bur ghard handed hi m sone coins. "Here. We'll not m s-
treat her, and we'll |eave her on the south shore. Ch, and—

he counted out sonme nore coins, "—this is yours too if we can
have your nmasks and torches."

The owner wei ghed the coins agai nst the obvi ous determ na-
tion of the boarders, then shrugged. "Abandon ship, |ads,"
he called to his conpanions. "And | eave the nasks and

i ghts—we' ve got enough here for a whole butt of sack."

The evicted sailors clinbed over the gunwal es and dropped

to the ice cheerfully, and as the | ast of Burghard' s men swung
aboard, the sail filled again and the boat began to rock for-
war d.

Bur ghard, wearing sone kind of blue and red toucan nask,
worked the tiller and sheet carefully in order to follow but not
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overt ake Romany, and they had got nearly all the way across,
and were within thirty yards of the Jeter Lane stairs, when the
boundi ng Romany gl anced back for the third tine, did a

doubl e take, and then skidded to a halt, aware at last that he

was bei ng foll owed.
"He's seen us!" Doyle yelled, but Burghard had al ready

w enched the tiller all the way over to the left, and the boat
heeled, tilting dangerously to port as the two wooden wheel s
on that side kicked up sprays of shaved ice, then righted it-
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self with a slamand cut sharply to starboard, no | onger
heading for the stairs but ainng straight at a | ong section of

dock.
Doyl e stood up and drew his sword, and then instantly

pitched it away, for it was not a sword at all, but a |ong silver
snake | oopi ng back to bite him A nonent |ater his dagger

began to squirmstrongly out of its sheath, and it took both
hands to hold it in. His clothes were undulating in an insane
peristalsis, his mask was flapping wildly on his face, and the
very hull under his feet was heaving up and down like the ribs
of a big, panting aninmal. Realizing through his panic that he
was in the mdst of some awful sorcerous focus, he used the
hul | 's next heave as a springboard and catapulted right over
the side of the rushing, wiggling boat; he | anded on his
outstretched hands and curled into a tunble. He rolled severa
yards and then slid to a stop a second or two after the wheel ed
boat plowed into the dock, loudly shattering the hull and the
mast and pitching menbers of the Antaeus Brotherhood in all

directions |ike bowing pins,

Doyl e sat up, wenched off his palpitating cat nask and

flung it as far as he could, and then he noticed his dagger,

whi ch had fallen out of its sheath, crawiing toward himlike a
big inchworm he kicked it away—and instantly felt an al nost
crippling disorientation engulf him for though it bounced

away as linmber as a length of rubber hose, it clinked each tine

it hit the ice.
Burghard was up on his feet again only a nonent after he

hit the ice, and though his face was a grinace of pain he
managed to croak, "Up onto the land!" as he forced hinself

to linp forward.
Fl ames had begun to lick up brightly here and there from

the shattered hull. One of the boat's wheels, wenched | oose
fromits axle, was rolling slowy around on the ice, its painted
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mout h openi ng and cl osing spasnodically and its painted eyes
darting about with malign will; and as the flanes found and
streaked ravenously up the nmargins of the sail, the face
painted on it rolled its eyes and crunpled its canvas furiously
as it nouthed unreadabl e words.

Stowel |, his face red as he struggled to stop his scarf from
strangling him bunped into Doyle on his way to the dock,

and Doyl e shook hinself, took a deep breath and fol |l owed

hi m Sonet hi ng had begun to go wong with the air—t tasted
bad, and burned in Doyle's eyes and nose and |ungs, and he
could feel the strength draining out of him

Alitter of wiggling and danci ng pi eces of broken wood had
congregated in front of the nearest dock |adder, |ashing out at
the knees and rolling under the boots of anyone who tried to
get near it—ene man had fallen and al nost been pounded to
deat h before Burghard dragged hi mcl ear—and so Doyl e

sinply picked the lurching Stowell up by his belt and collar
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and, after two swings to get nonentum used very bit of his
remaining strength to fling the man powerfully upward; then
Doyle fell to his knees and with di nm ng sight watched the

man hurtle up, his arns and | egs waving, and plop lightly onto
the surface of the dock.

The air was astringent now with funes |ike sul phur and

chl orine, and Doyl e knew that even if the junping boards

moved asi de he woul dn't have the strength to crawl over to the
| adder and clinb it. He pitched over on his side and rolled
onto his back, and with no interest he watched Stowell |ean
over the edge of the dock, his face lit by the mounting fl ames,
and reach downward with his sword. Doyle was faintly jeal ous
that Stowell's sword was straight and solid, while his own had
turned into a | eaping eel. Then he stopped thinking about that
and every ot her thing.

Burghard, still sonehow on his feet, staggered into the

m ddl e of the crowd of sticks, and as they cracked viciously at
hi s knees and cartwheeled up to slaminto his crotch and belly,
and as he started to fall he snatched desperately upward and
grabbed the razor-edged foi bl e of the downward extended

swor d.

Instantly the sticks backed away fromhim nmaking a
frustrated racket of knocking.

Burghard got his feet back under hinself to take the wei ght
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of f his mangl ed hand, and he inhal ed shudderingly. "To ne,

Antei.'" he fairly screaned.
Longwel | crawl ed forward, one arm covering his head

agai nst the savage poundi ng of the wood pieces, and reached
out and grabbed the chain that trailed from Burghard' s boot.

The sticks and boards spun away from him

One by one three other nen dragged thensel ves over to join
the chain. The thwarted pi eces of |unber—+einforced every
monent by new boards, sone of themafire, springing away
fromthe burning hul k—skated and whirled toward the stil
unconnected Doyl e. The smaller pieces noved faster, and as
they found himand began to rap at his face, Burghard yelled,

"Reach him one of you, quick!"

The man on the end of the chain strained, but couldn't

reach Doyl e. The man gl anced back and saw that the big, skul
smasher sized boards were only a few yards away and cl osi ng

in fast, and so with a hoarse curse he undid the |eather
restraining | oop, drew his dagger, reached out and used the tip
to pull Doyle's foot close enough so that he could stab it right
through and noor the point firmy in the ice underneath.

Heat spread from Doyle's foot, relaxing his nearly petrified
muscl es, and finally reached his head, driving out of it the vi-
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sions of huge, multiplying crystals that had been hol di ng what
m nimal attention he was still capable of. He sat up on the ice,
and as al ertness washed hotly through himhe becane aware of
the dagger transfixing his foot and the litter of |unber scut-
tling amay fromhimto batter a couple of notionless hunman
forms sprawl ed too far out to have been reached by the An-

taeus chai n.

"You!" Burghard was yelling. "Wth the beard! Don't pul
your foot free until you've got hold of Friedeman's hand!"

Doyl e nodded and inched his way back toward the man with

the dagger. "Don't worry," he called to Burghard. "I'm not
going to break the connection." He reached Friedeman's free
hand and cl asped it, and then the nan | evered the dagger bl ade
| oose and drew it out of Doyle's foot. He sheathed it and
reached behind hinself to join hands with the nan who had

been gri pping his boot chain.
When Burghard said, "Up," the five nmen rose shakily.

Doyl e's foot felt like the knife blade was still in it, and when
the string of nmen began shuffling and |inping carefully along
the foot of the dock toward the | adder he | ooked back and saw
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that he was | eaving steam ng dark stains on the ice and that
where his foot had originally been nailed down there was a
large irregular dark blot, already iced over.

"Hang onto the man above you, and just use your feet on
the | adder," called Burghard, who now stood on the dock, his
face visibly pale even in the orange firelight. "We'll pull you

up. "

In a couple of mnutes Doyle and five nenbers of the An-

taeus Brotherhood sat or stood swaying unsteadily on the

dock, catching their breath, basking in the heat fromthe burn-
ing boat and letting the healing strength spread upward
through their boot chains like restoring slugs of brandy.

"He's... noved on after swatting us," Burghard panted as
he knotted a handkerchi ef around his cut hand. "W re | ucky
that he ... underestinmated the anmount of tinme he had, and

just shot the quick spell of Malign Animation at us. If he'd
taken the time to chant the Deadly Air spell right away ..."

A man was dashing across the ice toward them "Ye sons of
bitches!" screaned the portly owner of the destroyed boat. He
gestured expressively at his unfortunate craft. "I'll have ye al
dragged before the magistrates!"”

Burghard funbl ed awkwardly in a pocket with his good but
wong side hand, yanked out a purse and tossed it. "CQur
apol ogi es," he shouted as the nman caught it. "There is enough
there for a new boat and to pay for your time while you find
one."

He turned to Doyle and the others. "W |ost six men here,”
he said quietly. "And sonme of you have sustained injuries that
need i medi ate attenti on—your foot, sir, is a case in point
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—and our second greatest arnor—+eady cash—+s gone. It

woul d not be cowardly at this point to fall back to our roons
and .. . patch ourselves up, get sone food and sl eep, and pur-
sue this natter on the norrow "

Doyl e, who had taken off his boot and knotted a section of
his scarf around his foot and soaked it in brandy, pulled the
boot back on, gritting his teeth against the pain, and then

| ooked up at Burghard. "I've got to go on," he said hoarsely,
"if 1"mever to get hone. But you're right. You people have
done ... far nore than | ever had a right to ask. And I'mter-

ribly sorry about your six nmen."

He stood up, glad now of the intense cold, for it acted as an
anesthetic on his foot.

Longwel | shook his head unhappily. "No," he said. "On
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the north side of the river I'd have been nbst willing to forego
the chase and return to our dinner. But now that MHugh and
Ki ckham and the others are killed—+ couldn't savor the port,
knowi ng that their slayer was at liberty . . . and probably

boasting of his deed."
"Aye," said Stowell, still fingering his scarf mstrustfully.

"Time enough for food and drink after we've sent this fell ow

to hell."
Burghard's face, haggard as sea-polished driftwood in the

orange light, broke into a hard grin. "So be it. And, sir," he
said, turning to Doyle, "neither trouble nor flatter yourself
with the notion that these nmen died in aid of you. This is the
work we're paid for, and the considerabl e danger is the reason
for our considerable pay. And if you hadn't pitched Stowell to
safety, we'd all be lying dead out there. You can wal k?"

"I will walk."
"Very well." Burghard stepped to the edge of the dock. "Is

the paynent adequate?" he called to the boat's owner, who
was crouched on the ice watching it burn
"Ch aye, aye," the man nodded, waving cheerfully. "Ye be

free always to borrow any boat of mne."

"At |east soneone is clearing a profit this evening," mnut-
tered Burghard bitterly.

The boat, a seething inferno now, rolled over and by sl ow
degrees fell through the broken and nelted ice, and through
the clouds of steamthe burning cross beans could be seen to
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fall one at a tine, like counting fingers.

The i nnkeeper's eyes narrowed wi th annoyance when Doyl e
ducked under the lintel and stepped into the room then
wi dened in surprise when he saw Burghard and the others

follow himin.
"This fellowis with you, Onen?" the innkeeper asked

doubtful ly.

"Yes, Boaz," Burghard snapped, "and the Brotherhood

will pay for all damages he may have done. Have you seen
a—

"The man who fell with nme onto the tables," Doyle inter-
rupted. "Where is he?"

"That one? Yes, dam it, he—

The house trenbled, as if a powerful bass organ had begun
playing a dirge'in notes too deep to hear, and a high, flat
singing could be faintly heard, seenming to cone froma great

di stance away. The chain around Doyl e's ankl e began vi -
brating strongly. It itched.

"VWhere is he?" Burghard shout ed.

Abruptly a lot of things happened at once. The candles in

the wooden chandeliers flared and spouted |ike Fourth of July
fireworks, bouncing bright purple fireballs off the ceiling and
casting heavy cl ouds of a shockingly mal odorous snoke, and
with a racket of tearing and snapping the tables sprang to

pi eces, tossing food, dishes, pitchers and diners in all direc-
tions, and as Doyl e blinked roundabout in the sudden
pandenoni um he noticed that a long, tw sting white funne

|ike a tornado had appeared over the head of Boaz the inn-
keeper. Doyle | ooked at the spraw ed diners and saw a simlar
funnel twi sting and swelling over each head. In sudden fright
he | ooked up, but no ectoplasmc larva withed above him

nor, he ascertained a nonent |later, over the heads of any of
hi s conpani ons.

It must be the chains, he thought, protecting us fromthis
unholy Pentecost. d ancing down, he saw that his chain was
fizzing brightly with gold sparks, and his conpanions each
seenmed to be wearing a whole ignited pack of sparklers on the
right boot.

The expl oded tables hastily reassenbl ed thensel ves into
vaguel y ant hropoi d shapes, their face surfaces bristling with
twitching splinters like iron filings on a magnet, and they
began stunbling and |urching through the purple-lit snoke,

sl ammi ng their wooden arms random y agai nst people, walls

and each other, like blind berserkers.

"Circle!" Burghard yelled, and Doyl e found hinsel f

pushed between Longwell and Stowel|l as the nenbers of the

Ant aeus Brot herhood shifted their positions to forma | oop
The others had drawn swords and daggers, and though Doyl e

couldn't see how such nundane weapons coul d damage adver -
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saries |like these, he crouched forward to wench the sword
fromthe scabbard of a diner who'd been felled on his way to
t he door.

The white funnels now stretched rapidly upward and al

sl apped agai nst one point on the ceiling. A big lunmp of the
stuff began form ng there. The dozen or so people who were
connected by their heads to this spidery unpl easant ness had,
whet her sitting, standing or |ying down, ceased all notion, but
now they all turned inbecilically cal meyes toward the circle of
armed nen by the front door. And the ungainly wooden nen
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paused, as if listening, and then, blind no longer, all turned to
face the Brotherhood and shuffled toward themw th a
cautious restraint.

One of them paused in front of Burghard and drew its table

|l eg arm back for a smashing blow, but before it swung

Burghard lunged in and poked his sword against the thing' s
shoul der joint, and the block of wood that was its arm ceased
to adhere to the table top that was its chest, and fell off and
banged on the fl oor.

W t hout conscious thought Doyl e | eaped forward in a hop-

|l unge that put his point squarely in the belly of another—-and
brought tears to his eyes fromthe pain in his foot—and the
thing fell to the ground like an arnful of firewood.

In the ensuing nelee this proved to be the way to deal with
the things, and though Stowell was knocked unconscious by a

bl ow from one of them and Doyl e's right armwas nearly

paral yzed by a bl ow on the point of the shoulder, in a couple
of minutes of |eaping, ducking and |unging they'd reduced al
of the things except one to inert |unber—the exception was
the | ast one which, when it had found itself al one facing four
swords, had in a remarkably hunman di splay of dismayed

pani c, run out the open front door.

Though the purple fireballs had started a snall fire or two
anong the tossed and scattered kindling, the chandeliers had
subsided to their normal radi ance and the acrid snoke had

| argely dissipated. "He's on the preni ses sonewhere,"
Burghard gasped. "Let's try the kitchen—and stay together."
He started forward.

"Wait," canme a chorus of flat voices, followed by a shuf-
fling and knocking as Boaz and a dozen of his |uckless patrons
were drawn erect by the ectoplasmc unbilicus attached to
their heads. Several of them drew swords and daggers, and the
rest—ncluding a couple of matronly | adi es—pi cked up heavy,
club-1ength pieces of |unber.
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Doyl e | ooked up at the intersection of all the white funnels,
and saw that the lunp that had grown on the ceiling there was
now fornmed into a huge eyel ess face, and the puppet-string
tentacles all trailed out of its gaping, flap-Iipped nouth.

"Doyle," said all of the people in weird unison, "gather the
remmants of your nen and try to find a retreat so obscure that
my wath can't follow "

"Ri ght, Burghard," said Doyle, trying hard to keep hys-
teria fromshrilling his voice, "a wizard in a hurry woul d head

for the kitchen—where there'd be fire and boiling water and
whatnot all just waiting for him"

Doyl e, Burghard, Longwell and the other remaining
menber, a short, stocky fellow, made a dash for the kitchen,
but were instantly bl ocked by the innkeeper and diners.

Doyl e ducked under a fat |lady's swing and nanaged to rap

the board out of her hands with his sword pormel a nonent

before parrying a sword point that was rushing at his chest.

Hi s body automatically lunged forward in a riposte, and only

at the | ast possible instant did he override the reflex and turn
his sword to drive the knuckle guard, rather than the letha
point, into the belly of his puppet attacker

The ol d | ady had danced around behind him and with a

crabappl e fist gave Doyle a hard punch in the kidney. He

roared with pain and spun, Kkicking her |egs out from under

her, and as she tunbled he whirled his blade in a horizontal

arc that snicked right through the white snake attached to her
head—bot h ends shrivell ed away, and the | ong end snapped

up elastically and sl apped the ceiling before being slurped Iike
di sgusting spaghetti into the nowgrinning nouth. The fallen

| ady began snori ng.

Though attacking with concentrated skill and attention, the
erstwhile diners were nuttering like sleep-wal kers; one nan

who backed Doyle into a corner with a fast and deceptive

series of sword thrusts—the instinctive parrying of which

made Doyl e profoundly thankful that Steerforth Benner had

studi ed fenci ng—was saying in the nost reasonable conversa-
tional tone, " M ght sinply have asked before throwing it
away, that's all I"'mclaining, and it seens to nme if either of us
has a right to be peeved ..."

Peeved, he says, thought Doyl e desperately as he finally got

a bind on the elusive blade and twisted it out of the benused
man's grip.

Wy it's me, ny dear," the man went on calmy, aim
ing a jackhamrer kick which Doyl e | eaped over, "for it was
my nost treasured doublet..."

Two nore jabbering, placid-faced men were rushing at him
with bared swords, and not caring to have an eneny at his
rear, Doyle |ashed out backhanded at the trolley wire of the
man who felt he had a right to be peeved; the bl ow had no
force to it, and rebounded fromthe white cord, but the man
screeched, |eaped like a wounded rabbit and then dropped to
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the floor. Doyle whipped his sword back into line just as the
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two attackers made their final bounds, swords up and points
ai mred at Doyl e's chest.

Doyl e flung hinself to the right, parrying that nman's bl ade
inalowaquinte, and let hinself keep falling forward into a sort
of three-point crouch, catching hinself with the fingertips of
his right hand spread on the floor as he let his sword rebound
fromthe parry back up into line, the point over his head; and
he'd no sooner got the point up than the other nman ran onto

it, his own sword transfixing the enpty air where Doyle's

torso had been a second ago.

The first man had recovered and stepped back, ready to

drive his point into Doyle's face—If the damable cat woul d
just decide whether she wants to be inside," he was saying
qui etl y—and Doyl e pulled hard si deways on his sword, top-
pling the dying man into the way of the thrust. " .or out-
side," the first man continued as his sword chugged deep into
hi s compani on' s back

God dam you, Ronmany, thought Doyle as his cold-bellied
apprehension at last ignited into rage, you nade nme kill one of
them He dragged his sword free and clanked the flat of it

agai nst the tenple of the man who wi shed the cat woul d rmake

up her mnd, and as he fell over Doyl e snatched up an ex-

ti ngui shed but unbroken oil lanp fromthe floor and pitched it
like a football across the flane-lit dining roomtoward the
kitchen door; it knocked the door open as it shattered, and
Doyl e scranbl ed over to the nearest fire—which was rushing

up a wall and splashing at the ceiling—grabbed a | ong stick
that was burning at one end, and hurled it like a flame-tipped
javelin into the kitchen

He heard the stick clatter on flagstones . . . and he had just
deci ded the nove had failed when there was a deep whoosh

and an orange flash fromthe kitchen and the puppet people
screaned in perfect unison, |like a dozen radios all tuned to the
same signal, then dropped their weapons, |ooked around with
expressions of horror, and all but Boaz the innkeeper bolted

for the door.

The ectoplasmtentacles dangled |linp and unconnected, and

a monent |ater the huge white face tore | oose fromthe ceiling
with a | oud sucking sound and fell through the snmoky air to
splat horribly on the floor. Doyle | eaped over it and sprinted
toward the burning kitchen, closely followed by Burghard and

a linping and swearing Longwell. Boaz ran to a shelf of

gl asses, swept them cl angi ng and shattering to the floor,

pull ed a cloth-wapped bundle fromthe back of the shelf and,
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untying it with trenbling fingers, hurried after them

Doyl e bounded through the kitchen doorway whirling his

sword in awld figure eight in front of hi mbut Doctor

Romany was gone. Doyle skidded to a halt on the dirt floor

and | ooked around at first with caution, then with amze-

ment —for though the kitchen was splashed with snokily bl az-

ing oil, he could see that the shel ves, benches, tables and even
the stone fireplace were all warped, pulled toward the center

of the room as though they were forns painted on a taut sheet

of rubber that had been pushed far in at the mddle.

Burghard piled into Doyl e from behind, and Longwel |l and
the ragi ng i nnkeeper, who was juggling the bell-nuzzled
flintlock pistol he had unw apped, bunped into Burghard.
Boaz dropped the gun, and it fell nuzzle down in a nuddy
corner.

"Querlay is dead," Burghard panted. "I want this Doctor
Romany. "

The i nnkeeper had retrieved his gun and was wavi ng the
mud-foul ed rmuzzle in all directions and demanding to know if
the Duke of York would reinmburse himfor the destruction of
his inn.

"Aye, dam it," snapped Burghard, "he'll buy you a new
one anywhere you please. Gve ne that before you kil
sonebody, " he added, snatching the gun away. "Were does
that doorway go? "

"A hall," answered Boaz grudgingly. "Right to the roons,
left to the stables out back."

"Very well, let's search—=

Suddenly the fires began to burn nore furiously, so that in-
stead of flames there was a static radiance, its glare noving up
fromyell oworange to white, and for the second tine that

ni ght Doyl e was gasping in baking, oxygen-depleted air.

"He's doing this fromoutside!" Burghard choked. "Run!"

Burghard and Longwel | stunbled into the hall. Doyle

moved to follow, then remenbered the unconscious Stowell,
and ran back into the dining room which was al so burning at
a ferociously accelerated rate.

Stowel | was sitting up, blinking in the white |ight, and Doyl e
crossed to him yanked hi mupright, and propelled him
toward the open front door

Stowel | reeled back, though, when the flaring lintel gave
way in a swirl of white sparks and dropped half a ton of
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tunmbl i ng masonry and | unmber onto the doorstep.

"No good!" yelled Doyle. "Back to the kitchen!" He grab-

bed Stowel|l's shoul der and dragged the dazed man al ong.

"Look out, it's an oven in here," he said as he braced hinself
before entering the incandescent kitchen. Then they | urched
and bunped through, beating out sparks that sprang up on

their clothing and Doyl e's beard, and burst at last into the
relative cool ness of the hallway beyond. "There should be a
door here," croaked Doyl e-then he noticed that the |eftward
end of the hall was a sl ope of snoldering rubble. "Jesus," he
whi spered hopel essly.

"Hist!"
Doyl e turned toward the sound, and at this point wasn't

very surprised to see the stout innkeeper's head sitting up on
the floor blinking at him Then he realized that the nan was

neck-deep in a hole.

"Hither, you fools!" Boaz cried. "Into the cellar! It con-
nects to a sewer in the next street—though why | should be
savi ng bastards of the goddammed Antaeus Brotherhood..."

Doyl e snapped out of his stupor and, pushing the half-

stunned Stowell along in front of him hurried over to the
trapdoor. Boaz was al ready down the | adder, and he inpa-
tiently guided Stowell's feet onto the rungs as he descended,
foll owed closely by Doyle, who pulled the trapdoor closed

over them A noment later all three of them stood on a stone
floor, peering about at the barrels and boxes dimy visible in
the radi ance of the two sparkling boot chains.

"French wine | was saving," said the innkeeper shortly,
noddi ng at a stack of crates. He sighed. "Conme this way, past

the onions."
As they left the cellar and nade their way down a narrow

stone corridor, Doyle asked, speaking instinctively in a
whi sper, "Wy did you have this bolt-hole ready?"

"Never you m nd why—eh, what the hell. Further on the
sewer's broad enough to row a boat up fromthe river.
Sonetinmes it's prudent not to trouble the Custons House
about a taxable shipment. .. and occasionally a patron wants

to | eave, but not by a visible door."
Here | go | eaving by another invisible door, Doyle thought.
When they'd gone about forty paces down the tunnel the

boot chains di Mmed and went out. "We're out of the magic

sphere," Stowel|l nuttered.

"Li ke enough 'twas the damed chains set the place
abl aze," Boaz growl ed. "But here we are—you can see the
nmoonl i ght through the grating."

The tunnel floor crowded up against the ceiling bel ow the
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sewer grating, and Doyle, his knees bent, braced his shoul der
against the iron bars. He grinned sideways at Boaz. "Let's
hope |I'm better at ripping up sewers than crushing pewer
mugs. " Then his face |l ost all expression as he strained with al
his strength to straighten up

The fact of the matter, thought the shivering Duke of Mon-

mout h as he stepped closer to the conveniently burning inn,

is that | don't truly need these sorcerers—er their dammed
forged marriage certificate. |I've told Fikee that |'ve every rea-
son to believe that nmy nmother really was docunentably mar-

ried to King Charles, by the Bishop of Lincoln, at Liege. Wy
doesn't he try to find the real marriage certificate?

He pursed his lips—which, to his chagrin, were unattrac-
tively chapped—for he knew the answer, and didn't like it. It
was plain that Fikee didn't believe Monmouth was the rightfu
successor to the throne; and therefore his efforts couldn't be
interpreted as sinple patriotic concern. The sneaki ng sorcerer
must be relying on favors and influence fromne when |'m
properly crowned, he thought. And | suppose the main favor
woul d be the one he's been agitating for for years: the aban-
donnment of all British interests in Tangier. | wonder, thought
Monnmout h, why Fikee is so determined to prevent any Euro-

pean power fromgaining a toehold in Africa

He | ooked toward the artificially tall Fikee, who was stand-
ing a few feet away, holding the black box that contained the
forgery. "What are we waiting for, w zard?"

"Shut up, can't you?" Fikee snapped, not taking his eyes
of f the burning building. Suddenly he pointed. "Ah! There!"

A burning man had cone boundi ng around the corner of

the building, springing an inpossible three yards with each
step, hotly pursued by two nen who al so seened to be par-
tially afire—at |east there was a | ot of sparking around their
boot s.

Fi kee started forward just as one of the pursuers flung
himsel f forward in a flying tackle that knocked the burning
man off his feet and tunbling through the snow.

A gall ant rescue, thought Mnnouth. But then the fat man
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scranbl ed over to the stunned and still partially flamng
figure, and Monnmouth gasped to see himdraw a dagger and
drive it down at the man's chest—but the bl ade snapped off,
and the two nmen in the snow fell to westling savagely.

Anot her few steps and I'mat them thought Fikee as he ran
awkwardly toward the prone figures. This may prosper us yet,
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for though the wi zard nmust be in awful agony |lying on the ab-

di cated ground, these interfering men certainly can't kill him
with fire or steel —er | ead, he added, for he'd just seen the |ag-
ging pursuer pull fromunder his cloak a w de-nuzzled pistol

Bur ghard knew a gunshot couldn't kill a w zard—especially

not inside a magi ¢ sphere—any nore than Longwell's idiotic
dagger thrust, but he'd just seen Doctor Ronmany reach out

and actually grasp Longwell's boot chai n—+he hand sizzl ed

audi bly, and the wi zard how ed with the pain—and with a

wench pull it right off. There was only an instant in which to
di stract Doctor Romany from bl asting the defensel ess Long-
wel |, and Burghard rushed up, shoved the gun's nuzzle in
Romany's face even as the wi zard was opening his mouth to

speak sonme devastating spell, and pulled the trigger.

Doctor Romany's face disintegrated |like a kicked sand cas-
tle, and he tunbl ed back onto the bl ood-sprayed snow.

Bot h Burghard and Anmenophis Fi kee froze, staring in

astoni shrent at the sprawl ed and notionless form and in that
i nstant the Duke of Mnnouth, fearful of being involved in a
murder trial when his father the king had forbidden himeven
to set foot in the country, turned and ran.

Sl ow y Burghard reached out and knocked the bl ack box
out of Fikee's grasp

When Doyl e had gotten to twenty-eight in the thirty-

second count that, he figured, would take himto the end of his
endurance, the iron frame that had been biting into his

shoul der suddenly burst up fromits noorings with a netallic
clang and a rattle of broken nortar on the cobbl estones of the
street above. Doyle flung the grating away and hopped out of
the sewer. He reached back down and grabbed the innkeeper's
wist and haul ed hi mup onto the pavenent, then did the sane

for Stowell.

"Did you hear sone noises while | was straining at that?"

he asked Stowell. "I thought | did."
"Aye," gasped Stowell, rubbing his shoul der, "a scream
and a shot."

"Let's get back there."

They sprinted back the way they'd conme, over the pavenent

this tinme, and after a few steps Doyle could feel his ankle chain
heating up again. Warily he dragged the sword out of his

bel t.

But when they rounded the corner of the burning building it

was a played out scene that nmet their eyes. Burghard and
Longwel |l were sitting in the nmiddle of the street, watching the
fire. Burghard was idly tossing and catching a snmall black box,
but it fell forgotten to the cobbles and he | eaped to his feet
when he saw the sooty trio comng toward him "How in

CGod's nanme did you get out?" he cried. "Your w zard pulled

down all the doorways a second after we got outside."

"Qut through the sewer fromthe cellar," croaked Doyl e,
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swayi ng as the evening's full neasure of exhaustion began to
catch up with him "Were's Romany?"

"I killed himsonmehow, " said Burghard. "I think he had

some allies waiting for himout front here, but they fled when
shot him W dragged himacross the street out of the mmgica
bubbl e-"

"Did you search hin?" Doyle interrupted anxiously,
wonderi ng how nmuch | onger the gap field mght continue, if
indeed it hadn't closed already.

"Al'l he had about himwas this paper—

Doyl e snatched the danp and darkly stained piece of paper
from Burghard, gave it a quick glance, then | ooked up again.
"Where'd you drag his body to?"

"Over yonder under that— Burghard pointed, then his
eyes widened in horror. "My God, he's gone! But | blew his
whol e face of f!"

Doyl e sl unped. "He must have faked it. | don't think they
can be killed with guns."

"I didn't think so either," said Burghard, "but |I saw his

face blowto bits when | fired Boaz's gun at him Dam it, |I'm
not some stripling claimng kills | didn't make! Longwell, you
saw—

"Wait a noment,’
nmud?"

said Doyle. "The gun that fell in the

"Aye, that's the one. I"'mlucky it didn't burst in ny hand, it
was so clogged with dirt."
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Doyl e nodded. A barrelful of mud, he thought, might in-
deed have given Ronmany a terrible injury, while a pistol bal
would not. It had to do with their aversion to touching the

ground.
He opened his nmouth to explain it to Burghard, but at that

monent all the |ight went out and Doyle fell away, as it
seened to him right through the earth and out into starless

space on the other side.

After the inplosive thunp, Burghard stared for a few
monents at the enpty space where Doyl e had stood, and at
the pile of enpty clothes that had flopped and fluttered onto

the snow there. Then he | ooked around.

Longwel | wal ked over to him craning his neck left and
right. "Did you hear a sort of boomthat wasn't fromthe
fire?" he asked. "And where'd our nysterious guide go?"
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"Back where he cane from evidently," said Burghard
"And | hope it's warmer there." He cocked an eyebrow at
Longwel | . "Did you recogni ze the man that was out here

wai ting for Romany?"
"Matter of fact, Omen, it |looked Iike the gypsy chief,

Fi kee. "
"Hnf? Oh, certainly Fi kee was here—but | neant the other

one."
"No, | didn't get a | ook at him Wy, who was he?"

"Wel |, he | ooked |ike—but he's supposed to be in

Hol I and. " He gave Longwell a grin that had a | ot of weariness
but no mirthinit. "We'Ill probably never know what, pre-
cisely, was going on here tonight."

He stooped and picked up the black wooden box. Stowell
trudged up, his boots crunching in the snow. "I shouldn't
have | eft you there, Brian," Burghard told him "I'msorry—
and gl ad the bearded man went back for you."

"l don't blanme you," said Stowell. "I thought | was beyond
rescue nyself." He knuckled his eyes. "Hell of a pace. What

have you got in the box?"

Burghard tossed it and caught it. "Magical work, | inag-
i ne."

He wound up and pitched it through one of the heat-burst
wi ndows into the seething ruin.

Hobbl i ng down an alley, trying to see with his one renain-
ing eye, Doctor Romany wept with rage and frustration. He
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couldn't renenber who had hurt himor why, but he knew he

was nmarooned now. And there was a nessage he needed to

give to soneone—+t was urgent—but the nessage seened to

have run out of his head along with all the bl ood that he'd | ost
bef ore he regai ned consci ousness and scrawl ed a few basic sus-
taining cantrips in the snow. If he could have spoken a spell he
m ght have been able to repair hinself, but his jaw was shat -
tered and half gone, and the witten charns only just nmanaged

to keep himalive and consci ous.

There was one thing, though, that he knew and was pro-
foundly glad of: the nan Doyl e was dead. Romany had

trapped himinside that inn, and when he'd furtively craw ed
away fromthe place where they'd left himfor dead, he had

| ooked back and seen the exitless inn burning so thoroughly
that he knew nothing inside could still be alive.

H s sense of bal ance was gone, and he was having a rough

time wal king on his spring-shoes. Wll, he thought, I'm
al ready an old ka—after a few decades of deterioration I'Il be
so light that gravity will hardly have a grip on me anyway, and

I"l'l be able to dispense with the dammed shoes. And written
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spells will sustain me until nmy face heals and | can speak
again. Wth any luck | should be able to live ny way back to

1810.

And, he thought, when 1810 rolls around at last, I'Il |ook up

M. Brendan Doyle. In fact, in the nmeantinme | think I'll buy

that | ot where the burning inn stands, and in 1810 I'I| take M.
I

Doyl e there and show himhis own ancient, charred sku

A bubbling rattle that m ght have been a tortured sort of
| aughter issued fromthe |ower half of his destroyed face.

After a few nore steps he lost his bal ance again, and

I urched against a wall and started to slide to the pavenent-
then an arm caught him bore hi mback up and supported him
as he took another step. He turned his head around to let his
good eye have a | ook at his benefactor, and sonehow he

wasn't surprised to see that it was not a person at all, but a
vaguel y man-shaped, ani mated coll ection of wood that had
evidently once been a table. Romany gratefully draped an arm
around the stout board that was the thing' s shoul der, and
without a word, for neither of themwas capable of speech,
they made their way on down the alley.

CHAPTER 10

"Mnerals are food for plants, plants for

animals, animals for nmen; nen will al so be food
for other creatures, but not for gods, for their
nature is far renoved fromours; it nust therefore
be for devils."

—Cardan' s Hyperchen

DOYLE' S BARE FEET hit a desk after so short a fall that he
barely had to flex his knees to stay upright. He was in a tent,
and as a nman suddenly awakened from a nightnmare gradually

and with nounting relief recognizes the details of his own
bedroom Doyl e renenbered where he'd seen this desk and

litter of papers, candl es and statues—he was in Doctor

Romany's gypsy tent. And, he noted as he hopped down from

the desk, he was stark naked; thank God it was hot here.
Clearly he'd returned to 1810.

But how can that be? he wondered. | didn't have a nobile
hook.

He crossed to the tent flap and pulled it slightly open just in
time to see a couple of giant skeletal figures, as faintly |um n-
ous as after-inages on the retina, running in slow notion

behind the burning tents; they faded to nothing, so quickly

that he wasn't sure he'd even seen them The only sound, aside
fromthe quiet crackle of the fires, was incongruously nerry

pi ano and accordi on nmusic fromthe north end of canp.
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He et the flap fall shut, then runmmaged around in the litter
until he found a belted robe and sone hi gh-sol ed sandal s,

whi ch he put on, a clean scarf to knot around his still bleeding
foot, and a scabbarded sword. Feeling a little better equi pped,
he left the tent.

Foot st eps approached fromhis left. He drew the sword and
turned toward them and found hinself facing the old gypsy,
Damabl e Ri chard, who gaped at himin surprise and then

| eaped backward, snatching a dagger out of his sash

Doyl e |l owered his point to the dirt. "You're in no danger
fromme, Richard," he said quietly. "I owe you ny life ... as
wel |l as several drinks. How s your nonkey?"

The gypsy's eyebrows were as high on his forehead as they

could be. After several indecisive wobbles his dagger-hand
relaxed to his side. "Why ... very kushto, thankee, and all the
better for your concern,"” he said uncertainly. "Uh ...

where's Doctor Romany?"

On the cool evening breeze the nusic fromthe north sl owed
and took on a nelancholy tone. "He's gone," said Doyle. "I
don't think you'll ever see himagain."

Ri chard nodded, assimlating this, then put his dagger

away, pulled his nonkey out of a pocket and whi spered the

news to it. "Thank you," he said finally, |ooking up at Doyl e
again. "Now | nust go and gather mny poor scattered people.”

He started away, but after a few steps he paused and turned,

and by the light of the burning tent Doyle saw his teeth flash in
a grin. "l guess you gorgios aren't always stupid," he said,

then started away again.

The tent Doyl e had exited was now burning thoroughly and
sendi ng gl owi ng patches of tent fabric whirling up into the

cl ear night sky. Renenbering the chanber pot that had
shrapnel l ed over his head, Doyle gingerly felt his hair—but it
seenmed clean, and it occurred to himthat he nust have left the
bef oul ment back in 1684 along with the borrowed cl ot hes.

"Ashbl ess!" soneone yelled fromaway to the right, and it
took a nonment for Doyle to renenber that he was Ashbl ess.
It must be Byron, he thought. O, he anended, the Byron ka.

"Here, my lord, "he call ed.

Byron cane |inping up out of the shadows, glaring around
and hol ding his dagger ready. "Here you are," he said. He
| ooked nore closely at him "Wat are you wearing the robe
and odd shoes for?"

"I't's ... along story," said Doyl e, sheathing his sword.
"Let's get out of here—+ need to find a pair of trousers and a
| ong, strong drink."

"Ch?" Byron blinked. "But what of the fire giants? Have
t hey gone?”

"Yes. Romany consuned them used themup to fuel a bolt-
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hol e spell of his."

"Spells,"” Byron said disgustedly, then spat. "Were is he
now, then?"

"Gone," said Doyle. "Dead by now, alnpbst certainly."”

"Dam. | had hoped to kill himnyself." He eyed Doyl e

suspi ciously. "You seemto know an awful | ot about it. And
how did you manage to | ose your trousers in the few m nutes
since | |last saw you?"

"Let's get out of here," Doyle repeated, beginning to
shi ver.

They wal ked away, past the burning tent by the tree from

whi ch Doyl e had broken a linb—enly, he realized dazedly, a
few m nutes ago by local tinme—and then they set off across
the grass beyond, and the streaks of their shadows in front of
them were gradual ly absorbed by the darkness as they left the
fire farther and farther behind.

The creature in the dark grass found it easier to crawl than
wal k through the field, for it could grab weed stal ks and pul
itself along and only use its feet for kicking off fromthe
ground every now and then to keep itself fromsettling to the
earth; if anyone had been watching, the thing would have

| ooked |i ke sonme agile crustacean skimm ng across the sea
floor.

Wel |, thought the thing that had once been indistinguishable
froma man, there's the | ast score settled, the long circle
closed, and the man who ruined ne is off on his way to be

killed by me. | saw the yags extinguished, so | know he's gone.
The thing chuckled like dry | eaves rattling in the wind. Half an
hour ago, it thought, | was afraid he might sonehow evade his
deat h, and now he's been dead a hundred and twenty-six

years.

It heard voices and the swi shing of feet through the grass

behind it and to its right, so it ceased all notion, turning over
and over as it lost speed until it rocked to a halt against a bush,
its arms and | egs poi nted upward.
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"But if nmy friends will let us stay with them" a nman was
saying inpatiently, "and | tell you again they'd be glad to,
t hen why not ?"

Way | believe it's that young lord, thought the thing in the
grass. We were going to have himdo sonething for us. That's
right, and he was a ka—the original was in G eece. Wat was
hi s name? And he was to have killed the king. Plots and
schenes, half-wt dreans.
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"Wl l," answered soneone el se dubiously, "they think
you're out of the country. How woul d you expl ain your
presence here?"

There was sonet hi ng about the second voice that pro-

foundly upset the crawler, and it sat up so quickly that it |eft
the ground and hovered for a few nonments like a nearly worn

out helium balloon, and when it touched down again it kicked
strongly and flew twenty feet into the air so as to be able to
see.

Two nmen were wal ki ng across the field away fromthe burn-

ing tents, and the slowy descending creature stared in horror
at the taller of them Yes, very tall, it thought, and—sis!-a
full mane and beard that seemto be blond! But by what dam-
able aid did he get out of that inn? And back to now? Who is
thi s man Doyl e?

It began flailing and swiming to get back to the ground

qui cker, for it had to follow him If there was any spark of
purpose left in the deteriorated ka that had once been Doct or
Romany, it was to see, finally, Doyle dead.

The induced fever was breaking, and Doctor Romanell

stared angrily at his placidly sleeping patient. Danm you,
Romany, he thought, let me know how it proceeds. This fever
story won't hold up nmuch | onger—+'m going to have to either
kill himor let himrecover

The doctor laid his palmon Lord Byron's forehead, and

swore softly, for it felt cool. The sleeper shifted, and
Romanel I'i tiptoed hastily out of the room Sleep on, ny lord,

he thought; for a little while |longer—at |east until | hear from
nmy inconpetent duplicate. He strode into the disordered room

he was using for a workshop, |ooked hopefully at the lit but
inert Candle of Far Speaking, then sighed and let his gaze drift
out the open wi ndow to where the sun was sinking over the

hills beyond M ssol onghi. The broad Gulf of Patras was

al ready in shadow, and several fishing boats were plying for
hone, their triangular sails bellying in the evening breeze.

A sputtering fromthe table made himwhirl and stare at the
candl e, which had begun to glow nore brightly. "Romany!"
he called into the flane. "Do you succeed?"

The candl e flane was silent, and though it was gl ow ng
nmore brightly every second, it had not taken on the spherica
shape.

"Romany!" the wi zard repeated, |ouder now, not caring if

he woke Byron. "Shall | kill himnow?"

There was no reply. Suddenly the alnobst blindingly bright
candle bent in the mddle, |ike a beckoning finger—boctor
Romanel |i grunted in surprise—then it split softly open in the

m ddl e and spilled a steam ng fl ood of wax out onto the table
top. As the candle folded down to a sizzling puddl e Rormanel |

saw that the whole snaky length of the wick was gl owi ng
yel | ow whi t e.
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Dam ne, he thought, that neans Ronany's candle is at

this very nmonment burning up. H's tent must have caught fire.
Coul d he have |l ost control of the yags? Yes, that nust be
it—they got too excited, and burned down his canp. There's

no way they' |l be ready to burn London tonorrow, then;
they'll be sated and sluggi sh for weeks. Romany, you bl under-
ing, dammed ... forgery!

He waited until the wick stopped glowi ng and the puddl e of

wax had begun to scumover as it cooled, and then he went to
the closet and unbuckled a trunk and carefully lifted out of it
anot her candle. He unwapped it, lifted the frosted gl ass hood
of the roomis lantern to touch it alight, and in a few nonents
the new candle's wick blooned with the magical round flame.

"Master!" Romanelli barked into it.

"Yes, Romany," answered the Master's groani ng voice at
once. "Are the yags agreeable? |Is the toy sufficiently—=

"Dam it, this is Romanelli. Sonething' s gone wong at the
London end. My candle just nelted when | tried to contact
hi myou understand? Hi s candl e has burned up sonehow. |
think he nmust have lost control of the yags. | don't know
whether to kill Byron or not."

"Roman- Romanel I'i ? Burned up? Killed? Wat?"
Romanel | i repeated his news several tinmes, until the Master
had finally grasped the situation.

"No," the Master said. "No, don't kill Byron. The plan
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may still be salvageable. Go to London and find out what's
happened. "

"But it will take me at least a nonth to get to England,"
Romanel |i protested, "and by then—

"No," the Master interrupted. "Don't travel—go there in-
stantly. Be there tonight."

The last glowi ng sliver of the sun wi nked out behind the
Patras hills, and there were no nmore boats out on the gulf.

After a pause, "Tonight?" Romanelli echoed in a hoarse

whisper. "I ... | can't afford that kind of thing. Magic like
that... if I"'mto be expected to function at ny best when | get
there..."

"WII it kill you?" grated the Master's voice out of the

flame.
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Sweat stood out on Romanelli's forehead. "You know it

won't," he said, "quite."
"Then stop wasting tinme."

The little man wal ki ng al ong Leadenhal |l Street noved with

a brash confidence that didn't suit his appearance, for in the
|ight from occasi onal wi ndows and doorways that he passed,

his clothes | ooked slept in, and his face, though bright-eyed
and tightly grinning, was haggardly |ined, and one ear was

conpl etely gone.

Many shops had cl osed for the night, but the new Depil a-
tory Parlor was still spilling light across the cobbl estones from
its open doors, and the grinning little man entered and strode

up to the long counter. There was a bell to ring for service, and
he rang it as rapidly as if someone had promi sed hima shilling
for each ping he could produce before being forcibly stopped.

A clerk hurried up on the other side of the counter, eyeing
the little nman carefully. "You want to stop playing with

that? "he said | oudly.
The ringing ceased. "I w shes to speak with yer enployer,"

the little nman announced. "Take ne to him" ;
"If you've cone to have sone hair renpved, you don't need

to talk to the boss. | can—= ;
"The boss | asked for, sonny, and the boss I'll speak to. It's

to do with a friend of mne, you see—he sent ne here, as |
it were. He can't travel about because he—~ and the man s
paused to give the clerk a massive wink, "—grows hair, terri- !
ble thick, all over hinmself. Eh? You understand? And don't,
sonny, try to go for yer tranky gun. Take nme to the boss."

The clerk blinked and licked his lips. "U . . . dam . . .
okay, yes. WIIl you wait while |-no. Uh, will you cone this
way, please, sir?" He lifted away a hinged section of the
counter so the little nman could cone inside. "Ri ght through
here. Now you won't ... do anything crazy back here, wll
you?"

"Not me, sonny," the man said, evidently surprised and
hurt by the very thought.

The two of them wal ked through a rear door and down a
dimcorridor, and were halted at the end of it by a man who
stood up froma stool when they approached. "Wat's this?"

he asked, his hand going quickly to a bellpull rope. "Cients
aren't allowed back here, Pete, you know that."

"This guy just now wal ked in," said Pete hastily, "and he
says—

"Afriend of mne grows fur all over his body," the little
man broke in inpatiently. "Now take ne to your bl oody boss,
will you?"
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The hall guard gave Pete an accusing | ook

Pet e shrugged hel plessly. "He ... knew about it somehow.
Told me not to go for it."

After a nonment of thought the guard let go of the bell rope.
"Very well," he said. "Wait here while | tell him" He opened
the door behind himand stepped through, shutting it carefully
behind him but the rope hadn't even stopped sw ngi ng when

he opened it again. "Pete," he said, "back to the shop. You,
sir, may follow ne."

"Aye aye, skipper." The disheveled little man grinned and
stepped snartly forward.

Beyond t he door was a narrow carpeted stairway, and at'the

top was a hallway with several doors visible along it. The next
to nearest one was open, and the guard waved toward it.
"There's his office," he said, and stepped back. The little man
brushed his joke wig hair back with ridicul ous daintiness, then
wal ked into the room

An old man with hard, bright eyes stood up frombehind a
cluttered desk and pointed to a chair. "Sit down, sir," he said
in an inpressively deep voice, "and let's take it as given that |
am t horoughly armed, shall we? Now | understand you—=

He paused, and | ooked nore closely at his visitor's face.
"D Doyl e?" he said wonderingly. H's hand darted out and
turned up the wick of the lanp on the desk. "My God," he
breathed. "It is you! But ... | see—+ nust have sonehow
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overestimated Benner's ruthless self-interest. He |ied when he
said he killed you." Hi s confidence was com ng back, but
there had been real fear in his face for a nonent.

The other man was sitting back, grinning delightedly. "Oh,
aye, he lied, right enough. But you might say | am dead." He
stuck out his tongue and crossed his eyes. "Poisoned."

A bit of the fear was again visible in the old nan's eyes, and
to cover it he spoke harshly. "Let's not indulge in riddles.

What do you nean?"

The grin left the little man's face. "I mean if | throws away
me razor | won't be bald nuch |onger." He held up one | unpy
hand. "Can ye see the whiskers between ne fingers? They' ve
started already." Hi s cheeks accordi oned back as he bared al

his teeth in a savage smile. "And let's . . . take it as given, sir,
that | can | eave here any tine. If | have to flee, this body wll
stay here, but there'll suddenly be a very scared and confused

soul init—and I'll be mles away."
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Darrow went pale. "Jesus, it's you. Very well, no, don't
flee, 1 don't want to do you any harm" He stared hard into
the eyes that had been Doyle's. "Wiat did you do with

Doyl e?"
"I was in yer Steerforth Benner's body, and 1'd been in it

| ong enough so's it was furry as a bear; | ate a whole lot o
strychnine and al so a drug that nakes you see things and act
crazy, and then | chewed ny tongue up real good—so he'd not
have a chance to talk to nobody—and then just swi tched

pl aces with him™"

"Good God," Darrow whispered in an awed tone. "That

e. . . poor son of a bitch ..." He shook his head. "Well, |et
the dead bury the dead. 1've conme a long way to find you—to
strike a bargain with you. Dam it, |'ve rehearsed this conver-
sation in my mnd a hundred tines, but now | can't think

where to begin. Let's see—for one thing, | can cure your
hyperpilosity, the all-over fur, any tine, and as many tines as
you pl ease, so fromnow on you'll be free to take a new body
only when you choose to—you won't have to anynore. But

that's not the main iteml|l want to bargain with." He opened a
drawer and pulled out a sheet of paper. "Listen to this extract
froma book I own. "It seems,' " he read al oud, "a man at
anot her table took exception to some—as | heard the tale

| at er -heat hen sentinments the stranger had voiced, and seized
the front of the offender's shirt in order the nore forcefully to
convey his displeasure; the shirt tore, and the man's breast

bei ng exposed, it was renmarked that the hitherto conceal ed
skin was covered with new whi skers, such as woul d show on a
man's face after not shaving for a couple of days. M.-—=
Darrow | ooked up and smiled. "I can't let you know his real
nane yet. Let's call himM. Anonynous. 'M. Anon-

ynmous,' " he resuned, "exclainmed to the conpany, "I

believe it's Dog-Face Joe; Seize himand take off those

gl oves." The gloves were pronptly pulled off of the struggling
man' s hands, which proved to be |ikew se bewhi skered. M.
Anonynous silenced the uproar and declared that if justice
was to be visited on this notorious nurderer it would have to
be done at once, without involving the slow wheels of the |aw,
and so the man was dragged out into the yard behind the pub,
and hanged froma rope which was tied to one of the

war ehouse cranes.' " Darrow put the paper down and smiled

at the other man.

"An entertaining fiction," pronounced the man in Doyle's
body.

"Yes," agreed Darrow, "it's fiction now. But in a few
months it will be fact-history." He smled. "This is going to
be a long story, Joe. Wuld you |ike some brandy?"

Again Doyl e's face grinned. "Don't mnd if | do,"
Amenophi s Fi kee sai d.

In the sudden silence Horrabin, his sling still sw nging from
his violent gesticulations of a few nonents before, stared at
the shattered corpse on the flagstones beside the table and
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realized that the fallen beggar lord had put control of the
situation back within his reach. He grinned nerrily, clapped

hi s painted hands and cried, "He didn't quite make it to the
table, did he?" The clown knew he had his audience's atten-

tion again, so he reached unhurriedly for a joint of neat on his
pl ate, gnawed it thoughtfully, and then tossed it all the way to
the back of the hall, where the shanbling derelicts fell upon it
with a satisfactory noise of growing and scuffling. "None of
you," said the clown quietly, "will ever take anything from

me but what | let you have."

He | ooked up at the remaining beggar |ords. Their spider

web hanmmocks were still swaying back and forth across the
abyss, though they'd stopped yelling and wavi ng and now j ust
peered cautiously down, their eyes glittering in the snoky red
glow fromthe oil lanps. Horrabin's gaze dropped to the
corpse, and then swung to the thief lords sitting at the |ong
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table. MIller, the one who had been | oudest in the nutinous
uproar, avoi ded neeting his eyes.

"Carrington," Horrabin said softly.

"Aye," said his lieutenant, stepping forward. He stil
linped fromthe beating he'd taken in one of the Haynmarket
brothel s, but the bandages were gone, and his | ook of
frustrated anger was toni ght especially intense.

"Kill MIller for me.
As the suddenly pale and gasping thief lord kicked his chair

back and scrambled to his feet, Carrington drew a pistol from
his belt, poked it casually in Mller's direction and fired. The
ball struck MIler in the back of the throat through his open
mout h, punching out a hole over his collar.

Horrabi n spread his hands as the body hit the stones. "You
see," he said loudly before the tumult could start up
agai n—then went on nore quietly, "I'Il feed all of you .

one way or the other."

The clown smiled. It had been good theater. But where was
Doct or Romany? Had all his promises, as MIler had insisted,
been lies to mani pul ate the London thieves into furthering
some privately profitable schene of his own? Horrabin, who
knew nore than the rest about what was supposed to have
happened, was concealing a disquiet greater than Mller's had
been. WAs the king assassinated yet? If so, why hadn't any of
the clown's surface runners reported it? O was the news
bei ng suppressed? Were was Ronmany?
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In the silence the unsteady, jarring footsteps fromthe cor-
ridor sounded | oud. Horrabin | ooked up, though w thout

much interest, since it wasn't Romany's twangi ng step, and his
eyes wi dened in surprise when the newconer stepped into the
hall, for it was Romany after all, but he was wearing high plat-
form boots instead of his spring-shoes.

The cl own cast a triunphant gl ance around the conpany,

then bowed grotesquely to the newconer. "Ah, your Wr-

ship," he piped, "we've been awaiting your arrival with, in a
coupl e of cases,”" he waved at the two corpses, "ternina

suspense. "
Then Horrabin's snile faltered and he | ooked nore closely,

for the visitor was pale and reeling, and bl ood was running

sluggishly fromhis nose and ears. "You're . . . Horrabin?"
the man croaked. "Take me ... to Doctor Ronmany's canp
...now. "

As the clown blinked unconprehendi ngly, a voice screeched

fromthe derelict's corner. "No use going there, Pierre! That
whol e plan's as dead as Ranses! But | can |lead you to the nman
that wecked it—and if you can take himand wing himdry,
you'll have a better thing than just England dead, Fred!" A
few of the penny toss crowd had sufficiently recovered their
apl onb to cheer and whistle at this pronouncenent.

"Carrington," whispered Horrabin, furious and enbar -

rassed, "get that creature out of here. In fact, kill it." He

smil ed nervously at Romanelli. "I do apol ogi ze, uh, sir. CQur
denocratic policies are sonetines too—

But Romanelli was staring with alnost horrified astonish-
ment at the weightless derelict. "Silence!" he rasped.

"Yes, do shut himup, Carrington,"” said Horrabin.

"I mean you, clown," said Romanelli. "Get out of here if

you can't shut up. You," he added to Carrington, "stay where
you are." Then alnpbst reluctantly he turned to the ruin-faced
derelict again. "Cone here," he said.

The thing flapped and jiggled across the floor and tap-
danced to a stop in front of him

"You're him" Romanelli said wonderingly, "the ka the

Mast er drew eight years ago. But . . . that face wound was

taken . . . decades ago, by the look of it. And your weight
—you're nearly at the disintegration point. How can this have
happened in just eight years? O no, since | |ast spoke with
you?"

"I't's them gates Fi kee opened," the thing chittered. "I went
through one, and was a long tinme nmaking nmy way back. But

let's discuss it on the ride, dyde—the man that knows it all is

staying at The Swan Wth Two Necks in Lad Lane, and if you
can take himto Cairo for a thorough sifting, then nothing
since 1802 will have been a waste of tinme." The thing turned
its eye on Horrabin. "W'Ill need six—no, ten—ef your big-

gest and cool est boys, ones smart enough to grab and bind a
big man without killing himor denting his precious brain. Oh,
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and a couple of carriages, and fresh horses."

There was sone snickering fromthe crowd, and Horrabin

said, with a not very confident attenpt at bravado, "I do not
take orders froma dammed ... wal ki ng cast-off snakeskin."

. Romanel |'i opened his nouth to contradict him but the
ragged creature in the nmddle of the floor waved himto
silence. "That's nearly exactly what you'll take orders from
clown," it said. "You ve done ny bidding before, though I

can scarcely now remenber those eveni ngs of schening, hang-
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ing side by side in the buried bell tower. What | renmenber

nmore clearly is waiting for your birth. | knew your father when
he stood no higher than the table there, and | knew hi m when

he was the tall |eader of this thieves' guild, and then | used to
chat with himover a snitched bottle of wine sometimes in the
days after you'd shortened hi mdown again so as to have a

court jester." A couple of the creature's teeth were bl own out
of its nmouth by the vehenence of its speech, and they spun

away upward |ike bubbles rising through oil. "It's a terrible
thing to have to sit through one's own foolish speeches again,
knowing they're all wong while you wait for the clock to

come around again, but |I've done it now |I'mthe only one in
the world that knows the whole story. I'mthe only one worth

taking orders from"

"Do as he says," growl ed Doctor Romanelli

"Aye," said the bobbing creature. "And when you' ve got

him 1'Il cone along to Cairo with you, and after the Master's
finished with himI'Il kill whatever's left of him"

Havi ng copied out the cover letter to The Courier from
menory, Doyle tossed it onto the stack of manuscript pages
that |ay beside Doctor Romany's sheathed sword on the desk

It hadn't even conme as too much of a surprise to himwhen
he'd realized, after witing down the first few lines of "The
Twel ve Hours of the Night," that while his casual scrawl had
remai ned recogni zably his own, his new | eft-handedness made
his formal handwiting different—+hough by no means un-
famliar: for it was identical WWIIiam Ashbless'. And now
that he'd witten the poemout conmpletely he was certain that
if a photographic slide of this copy was |laid over a slide of the
copy that in 1983 would reside in the British Muiseum they
would line up perfectly, with every comm and i-dot of his
versi on precisely covering those of the original manuscript.

Original manuscript? he thought with a mxture of awe and
unease. This stack of papers here is the original manuscript

it's just newer nowthan it was when | saw it in 1976. Hah!
I woul dn't have been so inpressed to see it thenif I'd known 1
had made or woul d nmake those pen scratches. | wonder when,
where and how it'll pick up the grease marks | renenber see-
ing on the early pages.

Suddenly a thought struck him M/ God, he thought, then

if | stay and live out ny life as Ashbl ess—hich the universe
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poens. |'ll copy out his poens from nenory, having read
themin the 1932 Col |l ected Poens, and my copies will be set in
type for the magazi nes, and they'll use tear sheets fromthe
magazi nes to assenble the Coll ected Poens! They're a closed

| oop, uncreated! I'mjust the... nessenger and car et aker

He pushed the vertigi nous concept away, stood up and went

to the window. Lifting the curtain aside, he | ooked down at
the wi de yard of the Swan Wth Two Necks, crowded with

post and passenger coaches. | wonder where Byron is, he

t hought. He shoul d have been able to find any nunber of bot-
tles of claret by now | wouldn't m nd having a few gl assfuls
of something, so | could postpone considering certain ques-
tions . .. such as what is to becone of this Byron ka—he's got
to di sappear, for | know there's no historical record of him
but here he is tal king about | ooking up old friends tonorrow.
So how wi Il he vani sh? Do kas wear out? WII he die?

Even as he let the curtain fall there was a knock at the door.
He crossed to it. "Wio's there?" he asked cautiously.

"Byron, with refreshnments
did you suppose?”

came the cheery reply. "Wo

Doyl e undid the chain and let himin. "You nust have gone
far afield for them"

"I did go over to Cheapside," Byron adnmitted, |inping

over to the table and setting a waxed paper bundle down on it,
"but with good result."” He tore the paper away. "Voila! Hot
nmutton, |obster salad and a bottle of what is unlikely to be, as
the vendor swore it was, a Bordeaux." His face went bl ank

"d asses." He | ooked up at Doyle. "W haven't any."

"Not even a skull to drink it out of," Doyle agreed.

Byron grinned. "You've read ny Hours of |dleness!”

"Many tinmes," said Doyle truthfully.
"Well, 1'll be dammed. In any case, we can pass the bottle
back and forth."

Byron gl anced around the room and noticed the stack of'
poetry on the desk. "Aha!" he cried, snatching it up. "Poesy!
Confess, it's your own."

i -Ddyl e smiled and shrugged deprecatingly. "It's no one
else's."
"May | ?"

Doyl e waved awkwardly. "Hel p yourself."

After reading the first several pages—and, Doyle noticed,
| eavi ng grease stains on them from having upw apped the
nmutt on—Byron put the manuscript down and | ooked at Doyl e
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specul atively. "Is it your first effort?" He pulled the already
| oosened cork out of the bottle neck and took a |iberal sw g.
"Uh, yes." Doyle took the proffered bottle and drank sone

hi nsel f.

"Well, you've got a spark, sir, it seens to me—though a | ot

of it is dammed obscure crinkum crankum-and God knows in

these tines a poet is a worthless thing to be. | prefer the talents
of action—+n May | swamthe Hell espont, from Sestos to

Abydos, and |'m prouder of that feat than I could be of any

literary achi evenent."

Doyl e grinned. "As a matter of fact, | agree. |I'd be nore

pl eased with myself if 1'd made a decent chair, so all the |egs
touched the ground at the sanme time, than | am about having
witten that poem" He fol ded the nmanuscript, wapped the

cover letter around it, addressed it, then dripped sone hot
candle wax on it for a seal

Byron nodded synpathetically, started to speak, stopped,

and t hen quickly asked, "Who are you, by the way? | no

| onger want to demand any answers, for | becane your

lifelong friend when you shot that nurderous gypsy who'd

ot herwi se have ended ny story. But |I'mdamm curious." He
smled shyly, and for the first tinme |ooked his actual age of

only twenty-three years.

Doyl e t ook another long sip of the wine and set the bottle
down on the table. "Well, |I'man American, as you've pro-
bably guessed fromny accent, and | cane... here ... to hear
Sanuel Col eridge give a speech, and | ran afoul of this Doctor
Romany fell own* He paused, for he thought he'd heard

somet hing, a sort of thunp, outside the wi ndow. Then,
renmenbering that they were on the third floor, he dismssed it
and went on. "And | lost the party of tourists | was wth,
and— He halted again, beginning to feel the al cohol. "Oh,
hell, Byron, 1'll tell you the real story. Gve nme some nore
wine first." Doyle took a long sip and set the bottle down with
exaggerated care. "I was born in—=

Wth sinmultaneous crashing expl osi ons of glass from one

side and splinters fromthe other, the w ndow and the door

burst inward and two big, rough-1looking nmen were rolling to

their feet fromthe floor. The table went over, spilling the food
and shattering the table and the | anp—and in the sudden

di mess nore nmen were pouring in through the doorway,

stunbling or |eaping over the split door, which was hangi ng at
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an angle fromone tw sted hinge. Blue flames began |icking
over the oil-splash

Doyl e grabbed one man by the scarf knot, took two steps
across the roomand then hurled himthrough the w ndow, the
man collided with the frame, and for a nonent it seenmed he
m ght grab the rope the first nman had swng in on, but then
hi s hands and heel s di sappeared and there was a receding,

gasping cry.

Byron had snatched up and drawn Ronany's sword, and as

two men with rai sed coshes stepped toward the still off-

bal ance Doyl e—and from bel ow, outside, cane a nultiple

crack, and startled yell s—Byron kicked forward in a |lunge too
long to recover fromeasily and drove three inches of the ex-
tended bl ade into the chest of the man cl osest to Doyl e. "Look
out, Ashbless!" he yelled as he wenched the sword free and
tried to straighten up.

The other man, alarned by this sudden appearance of

| ethally naked steel, swung his cosh down with all his strength
onto Byron's head. There was an ugly holl ow smack and

Byron fell dead to the floor, the sword clattering away.

To regain his bal ance Doyl e had crouched and grabbed a | eg

of the desk, and fromthere he saw Byron's inert form "You
son o/ a— he roared, straightening and lifting the desk over
hi s head—everything spilled off it, and the envel ope for the
Courier fluttered out the open wi ndow—bitch!" he finished,
bringi ng the desk shattering down on the head and uprai sed
arm of the man who' d hit Byron

The man dropped, and since several of the intruders were

busy snmothering the fire, Doyle launched hinself in a furious
charge toward the doorway; two nen | eaped forward to bl ock

his way, but were felled by his nmassive fists; but as he lurched
out into the hall a carefully swing sock full of sand thudded
agai nst his skull just behind his right ear, and his forward rush
becane a sloppy dive to the fl oor

Doctor Romanelli eyed the notionless formfor a few
seconds, waving back the men who had foll owed Doyl e out of
the room then he thrust the weighted sock away in a pocket.
"Tie the chloroformrag around his face and get hi mout of
here," he grated, "you inconpetent clowns."

" Goddamm, yer Honor," whined the man who pi cked up
Doyl e' s ankles, "they was ready for us! There's three of us
dead, unless Norman survived his fall."
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"Where's the other man who was in there?"
"Dead, boss," said the last man to energe fromthe room
pul ling on a scorched and snoki ng coat.

"Let's go, then. Down the back stairs." He pressed his
hands to his eyes. "Try to stay together, will you do that at
| east?" he whi spered. "You've caused such a pandenoni um

file:/lIF|/rah/Tim%20Powers/Powers,%20Tim%20-%20The%20Anubis%20Gates%20UC.txt (234 of 329) [7/17/03 11:44:55 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Tim%20Powers/Powers,%20Tim%620-%20T he%20A nubi s%20Gates%20U C.txt

that I'lIl have to set a radiating disorientation spell to confuse
the pursuit you' ve certainly roused." He began nuttering in a

| anguage none of Horrabin's nen recognized, and after the

first dozen syllables bl ood began runni ng out from between

his fingers. Cunping footsteps sounded fromthe direction of
the front stairs, and the nen shifted and gl anced at each other
uneasily, but a noment | ater they heard a confused babbl e of
argunent, and the footsteps receded. Romanelli ceased speak-
ing and | owered his hands, breathing hoarsely, and a coupl e of
the men with himactually paled to see blood running like tears
out of his eyes. "Myve, you dammed insects," Romanell

croaked, shoving his way to the front of the group and | eading

them f orward.
"What' s a pandenoni un®?" whi spered one of the nen in

the rear.

"It's like a calliope,"” answered a conpanion. "l heard one
pl ayed at the Harnony Fair |ast sumrer, when | went there to
see ny sister's boy play his organ.™

"H s what ?"
"H's organ.”
"Lord. People pay noney to see things |ike that?"

"Silence!" Romanelli hissed. After that they were on the
stairs, and gasping and straining too nmuch with their un-
consci ous burden even to want to speak.

It was a chorus of shrill, discordant whistling that finally |ed
Doyl e out of his drugged hal f-dreans. He sat up, shivering

with the danp chill in his coffin-shaped box, the Iid of which
had been taken away, and after rubbing his eyes and taking
several deep breaths he realized that the tiny bare roomreally
was rocking, and that he nust be aboard a ship. He hoisted a

|l eg outside the box and let his sandalled heel clunk to the
floor, and grabbing the sides he |levered hinmself dizzily to his
feet. H's mouth was still full of the sharp reek of chloroform
and he grimaced and spat as he reeled to the door.

It was | ocked fromthe outside, as he'd expected. There was

a small window in the door at the level of his neck, with stout
iron bars instead of gl ass—which hel ped explain why the room
was so col d—and, crouching a little to look out of it, he saw a
danp deck that di sappeared within a few yards into a wall of
gray fog, and, fromout of the close nmurk, a rope, belt-high
and parallel to the deck, that was evidently noored to the out-
side of his cabin bul khead.

The strident whistling seemed to be conming from some-

where only a dozen yards ahead. Summoning all his nerve,

and relying on the probability that his captors wanted to keep
himalive, Doyle yelled, "Cut out that damed noi se! Sone of
us are trying to sleep!"

Several of the whistles ceased instantly, and the rest faltered
into silence a few nonents later, and in spite of hinself Doyle
shivered to hear a voice that was al nost Doctor Romany's say,
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"You—o, you stay here; you—go shut himup. The rest of
you i diots keep playing. If a nmere man shouting distracts you,
how do you expect to keep it up when the Shellengeri arrive?"

The eerie whistling started up again, and in a mnute or so
Doyl e, still resolutely at the wi ndow, saw a disorienting thing
—a tiny old man, bundled up in a tarred canvas coat and a

| eat her hat, was pulling hinmself along the waist-high rope
toward Doyle, but his legs trailed away upward; it | ooked |ike
he was movi ng underwat er. Wen the weightless craw er had
bunped agai nst the bul khead and peered in through the little
wi ndow, Doyl e saw the hal f-face and single eye and realized
that this was the sanme street |unatic who had once prom sed to
take himto a tine gap and then had only led himto a vacant

| ot and shown him some ol d charred bones.

"Shout all you . . . please when these . . . people are
through, Lou," the crawer said, "but if you do it again now,
you won't get fed for the rest of the voyage. And you want to
keep up your strength, right, Dwight?" Then the thing shoved
its awmful face right at the bars and snarled, "I recomend you
eat—+ want there to be sone tooth left in you when the
Master's done and turns you over to ne for disposal."

Doyl e had | et go of the fog-wet bars, and now he actually

st epped back, startled by the raw hatred bl azi ng out of that
single eye. "WAit a mnute," he nuttered, "take it easy. Wat
did | ever do to— Then he halted, struck by a grisly suspicion
that instantly becane a certainty. "My God, it was the sane

lot on the Surrey-side, wasn't it?" he whispered. "And you
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couldn't have known | escaped through the cellar ... for al
you knew it was ny own skull you were showi ng nme, right?
God. And so you survived Burghard's shot of nmud . . . but I
had that paper that worked as a nmobile hook . . . Jesus, you

must have sinply lived your way back here!"

"That's right," chittered the thing that had been Doct or
Romany. "And this is ny honeward voyage—kas were never

meant to survive nearly this long, and damm soon |'ll take that
| ast boat ride through the twelve hours of the night—but

before | do, you will be, finally and certainly, dead."

Not unl ess you're the one who'll nmeet nme in the Wolw ch

mar shes on the twelfth of April in 1846, thought Doyl e.

"VWhat do you nean, the twelve hours of the night?" he asked
cautiously, wondering if this creature had read the poem he'd

witten out last night.

The thing clinging to the rope grinned. "You'll see it before
I do, Stu. It's the course through the Tuaut, the underworld,
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that the dead sungod Ra follows every night on his dark
voyage from sunset to sunrise. Darkness becomes solid there,
and hours are a neasurement of distance, like sailing on an
uncoil ed clock face." The thing paused and enmitted a

t hunderous bel ch that seened to dimnish its body nass by

hal f.
"Qui et down there!" cane a shout from out of the fog,

| oud enough to be heard over the skirling whistles.

"And the dead cluster along the banks of the underworld
river," Ronmany went on in a whisper, "and beg passage on

the sungod's boat back to the land of the living, for if they
could get aboard they'd share in Ra's restoration to youth and
strength. Sone even swimout and grab on, but the serpent

Apep stretches out... oh, very far! ... and snatches them off

and devours them"

"That's what he—+-was referring to in the poem then,"”

said Doyle quietly. He | ooked up and forced a confident smle.
"I've already travelled on a river whose nil estones are
hours,"” he said; "taken two very |ong voyages, in fact, and
survived. If | wind up on your Tuaut river, |I'Il bet | pop out
the dawn end good as new. "

Thi s statenment angered Doctor Romany. "You fool, no-
body—~

"We're headed for Egypt, aren't we?" Doyl e interrupted.
The single eye blinked. "How did you know t hat ?"

Doyl e smiled. "I know all sorts of things. Wien will we ar-
rive?"

' The Romany thing went on frowning for a monent, then it

seenmed to forget its anger, and it said, alnobst confidingly, "In
a week or ten days, if the gang on the poop deck there

manages to rai se the Shellengeri—aind el enentals, |ike what
Aeol us gave (dysseus.”

"Ch." Doyle tried, unsuccessfully, to peer through the fog
in the direction of the stern. "Anything like those fire giants
that went berserk at Doct—+ mean, your canmp?”

"Yes yes!" cried the thing, clapping with its bare feet.
"Very good. Yes, the two races are cousins. And there are
others, the water and earth ones. You should see the earth
ones, huge nmoving cliffs—=

A deafening, air-cleaving whistle-scream rather, though

out of no physical throat—hit the ship with a pal pabl e inpact,
maki ng every | oose board vibrate to blurriness; Doyl e | eaped
away fromthe wi ndow, certain for one unthinking nmonent

that some massive jetliner, a 747 or sonething, was for sone
reason attenpting a water landing at full throttle very nearby,
possibly right on top of them then he was flung back agai nst
the door again as a wall of w nd struck from astern, snapped
all the sails taut and burst several l|ike a giant punching fist,
and the ship's bow went far down and then up again and the
vessel surged powerfully forward
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In the few seconds before the ship and all its contents
shifted and adjusted to the new velocity, the stern bul khead
pressi ng agai nst Doyl e's back seened nore floor than wall,
and when his coffin box clattered across the deck toward
himhe just lifted his |l egs away fromthe deck—no hop re-
quired—and let it slamend on where his ankles had been,
Then gravity swung back to normal and he pitched forward
onto his hands and knees in the box. Over the scream ng w nd
he heard the first high-flung bow wave crash back across the
decks.

He scranbled to his feet and grabbed t he wi ndow bars and,

squi nting against the steady blast of icy air, peered around for
the Romany remant, but the creature was gone. | hope he

went right overboard, he thought—though | guess he woul dn't
sink, just conme paddling along after us |ike a big beetle. The
ship was slamming along |like a bus racing over a plowed field,
but Doyl e managed to hold onto the wi ndow | ong enough to
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glinpse a few figures huddl ed on the poop deck, evidently try-
ing to get down. At least it's dispelled the fog, he thought
dazedly as he let go of the bars and slid down to a sitting posi-
tion, blinking his w nd-stung and watering eyes.

As time passed, bringing no abatenment of the racket or the
cold or the continual bouncing, Doyle was thankful that he
was in Benner's body—boyle's own had been prone to sea-

si ckness—though even in this one he was glad he hadn't man-
aged to eat any of the | obster salad poor Byron had bought.

At what nust have been about noon a couple of things were
pushed through the wi ndow bars: a paper-w apped package,

whi ch thunped to the floor and proved to contain salt pork

and hard bl ack bread, and a |lidded can that fell a few inches
and then swng froma little hooked chain; this contained

weak beer. Having been snatched away fromthe food at the

Swan, and not eaten before that since |unchtine yesterday,

whi ch was | onger ago for Doyle than the twenty-four hours

that had passed here, he devoured it all w th genuine pleasure,
even licking the paper w appings afterward.

About six hours |ater the procedure was repeated and again
he consuned it all. Soon after, it began to get dark—though
the wind and the bashing progress of the ship slacked not at
al | —-and he had just gotten around to wondering how he'd

sl eep, when a couple of blankets were stuffed through the

bars.

"Thank you!" he called. "And could | have anot her beer?"

The room was not absolutely dark, and Doyl e managed to

i mprovi se a good enough bed in his coffin; and as he was
about to clinb into it he was surprised to hear the beer can
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chain rattle as it was drawn up—the sluicing of- the beer itself
was i naudi ble over the wind shrilling through the harp of the
rigging—and then a clank as it fell back into position, full

He stood up and hurried over to it, and as he stood braced
against the wall trying to drink the sloshing beer wi thout spill-
ing any of it he wondered why he was not too alarned by his
position as captive with torture and death in store. Partially,
of course, it was the unthinking self-confidence he'd never en-
tirely been without since finding hinmself in a body so nuch
better than the one he'd been used to; and the balance of his
stubborn optim smwas based on being, as he was now w | ling

to concede, W/ Uam Ashbl ess, who wouldn't die until '46.

Wat ch yourself there, son, he thought. You can be fairly sure

you'll survive, but there's no reason to assune Ashbl ess won't
get thoroughly stonped a tine or two.

In spite of his predicanment he snmled as he searched for a
confortable position, for he was thinking about Elizabeth
Jacquel i ne Tichy, whom he woul d sonehow marry next
year—he' d al ways thought she | ooked pretty in her portraits.

The voyage—during which the furious w nds never once | et

up, so that after a couple of days the shambling mariners

Doyl e coul d see through his wi ndow seenmed to have achi eved

a stunned indifference to themdasted fifteen days, and in

that time Doyl e never once saw either Romanelli or the

wei ghtl ess vestige of Doctor Romany. Until an old and over-
stressed beamin the ceiling of his roomdevel oped a | ong crack
on the fourth day, all the captive had done was eat, sleep, peer
out the window and try to remenber the all too few known

facts of Ashbless' visit to Egypt; after the beamsplit, he oc-
cupied his time pulling down a three-foot splinter and trying,
with his teeth and nails, to trima one-foot length of it into
somet hing |i ke a dagger. He considered wenching the beer

can fromthe bars and flattening it to make a tool, but decided
that not only woul d that deprive him of beer for the rest of the
trip, but that anything so noticeable would earn hima search
when they arrived.

Only once had anything nearly as disquieting as the arriva

of the Shellengeri occurred. Sonetine before m dni ght on

Sat urday, the eleventh night of the voyage, he'd thought he'd
heard a wailing over the eternal wind scream and he'd tried to
see out, atrick as difficult as trying to see while riding a
nmotorcycl e at seventy miles per hour w thout goggles. After

ten mnutes he'd gone back to bed, nore than half convinced
that the black boat he'd seened to see, visible because it shone
a much deeper bl ack than the waves behind it, had been

nothing nore than a retinal nmisfire caused by straining his
eyes to see through the blast. After all, what would a boat be
doi ng out there?

CHAPTER 11

Not hi ng coul d be nore horrible: its head
and shoul ders were visible, turning first to one
side, then to the other, with a solem and awf ul
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movenent, as if inpressed with sone dreadfu

secret of the deep, which, fromits watery grave, it
came upwards to reveal. Such sights becane
afterwards frequent, hardly a day passing without
ushering the dead to the contenplation of the |iv-
ing, until at length they passed w thout observa-
tion."

-E. D. darke

ON THE MORNI NG of the tenth of Cctober Doyle came blearily
awake and realized that he was out on the deck . . . and that
the pl anks under his bearded cheek were hot, and when he
opened his eyes bright sunlight made hi m squeeze them shut
again . . . and then it canme to himthat he could hear talKking,
creaki ng cordage, the slap of water against the gently rocking
hul | -the wi nd had st opped.

"—Brydock somewhere,"” a man's gruff voice was sayi ng,
"though not in this godforsaken outpost."

Anot her voi ce said sonething about G eece.

"Sure, if it'll get to Greece. Every damm seamis | eaking,
just about every sail is shredded, the goddanmm nmasts are—

The second voi ce, which Doyl e now recogni zed as the one
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that was nearly identical to Doctor Romany's, interrupted
with some brief harshness that shut the other up.

Doyle tried to sit up, but only managed to roll over, for he

was tightly bound with thick, tarry-snelling ropes. They're

not taking any chances with ne, he thought; then he snil ed,

for he realized that the splintery object biting into his knee was
hi s makeshi ft wooden dagger, overl ooked by whoever had

bound him

"W were none too soon tying himup," said the harsher
voice. "He's got a sound constitution—+'d have thought the
drug woul d keep himunder until this afternoon, at least."

Though it nmade his tenples throb even nore severely, Doyl e
lifted his head and blinked around. Two nmen were standi ng by
the ship's rail, staring at him one seened to be a pre-tine-
junp version of Doctor Romany—that woul d be Romanel li,

he thought, the original—and the other was evidently the cap-
tain of the ship.

Romanel Ii was barefoot, and he padded across to Doyl e and
crouched beside him "Good norning," he said. "I may want

to ask you questions, and we probably won't neet anyone

who speaks English, so I'mgoing to | eave the gag off. If you
want to yell and make a commtion, though, we can tie it on
and conceal it under a burnoose.’
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Doyl e let his head clunk back onto the deck, then closed his
eyes and waited until the throbbing abated a little. "Okay,"
he sai d, opening themagain and blinking up at the enpty bl ue
sky beyond the tangle of spars and riggings and reefed sails.
"We're in Egypt?"

"Al exandria." Romanelli nodded. "We'll row you ashore,
and then it's overland to the Rosetta branch of the Nile, and
we'll sail you upriver to Cairo. Savor the view. " The sorcerer

stood up with a |l oud popping of the knees and an inperfectly
conceal ed wince. "You nen," he called irritably. "The boat's
ready? Then get himover the side and into it."

Doyle was lifted up, carried to the rail, and after a hook was
snugged in under the rope that went under his arns he was

| owered like a bundled-up rug into a rowboat that bobbed and
banged against the hull in the enmerald water twenty feet be-

low. A sailor in the boat grabbed his bound ankl es and gui ded
himdown to a sitting position on one of the thwarts while
Romanel | i descended a rope | adder and, after swi nging about

for a mnute on the end of it, waving a free foot and sweari ng,
did a sort of half-slide into the boat. The sailor helped himto
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anot her thwart and then the | ast passenger cane sw ngi ng

wildly down the | adder—+t was the Luck of the Surrey-side

Beggars hinself, the tine-ruined Doctor Romany, with two

big netal spikes tied to his shoes for weight. After placing this
grinning, wnking creature on the narrow bow, where it sat

like a trained cornorant, the sailor w ped his hands and sat

down hinsel f, inpassively facing Ronmanelli and Doyl e; he

pi cked up the oars and set to work.

Doyl e i medi ately toppl ed over against the starboard gun-

wal e, and fromthis position watched the ship's hull slide past
and eventually give way, as they rounded the high arch of the
bow, to a view of Alexandria, half a nile away across the glit-
tering water.

The city was a di sappoi ntnent to hi mhe' d expected the

| abyrinthine Oriental city Lawmence Durrell had witten about,
but all he saw was a small cluster of dilapidated white
bui | di ngs baking in the sun. There were no other ships in the
harbor, and only a few boats lay noored to the weat hered
quays.

"That's Al exandri a?" he asked.

"Not what it used to be," grow ed Romanelli in a tone that
didn't invite further discussion. The w zard was huddl ed
agai nst the opposite gunwal e, breathing in | ong wheezes.
What was |left of Romany was giggling quietly on the bow

The man at the oars let the harbor's current slant themto

the left, east of the town, and on a sandy rise Doyle finally saw
some people; three or four figures in Arab robes stood in the
shade of a dusty palmtree, while a nunber of canels stood

and sat around a section of ruined wall nearby. Doyle wasn't
surprised when the sailor heeled the boat about and ai ned the
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bow toward the palmtree and Ronmanelli waved and yell ed,
"YaAbbas, sabahi xl er; "

One of the robed nen was now wal ki ng down to the shore. -«
He waved and cal | ed, "Saghida, ya RomanekKi ?"

Doyl e eyed the man's | ean, sharp-chiseled face and ner-
vously tried to imagi ne the fell ow doing anything just dones-
tically pleasant, like petting a cat. He couldn't.

When the boat was still a few yards from shore the kee
grated on the sandy bottom stopping the little craft and pitch-
i ng Doyl e forward.

"On, " he nmunbled, his |lips brushing the thwart, which
was coldly and saltily wet fromthe splashing of the oars. A

monent | ater Romanel |i yanked hi mupright.
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"That hurt?" asked the w de-eyed bow croucher wth nock
alarm "Sa-a-a-ay—did that hurt, Burt?"

The sorcerer had stood up and was barking instructions in
Arabic, and two nore of the nmen from under the pal m has-
tened down toward the water, while the first nan was already
spl ashing out toward the boat. Romanelli pointed down at
Doyl e. "Taghal d maghaya nisilu," he said, and | ean brown
arns reached over the gunwale and |lifted Doyle out of the
boat .

Doyl e was tied onto a canel and in spite of the several rest
and water stops, by the tinme they arrived at the little town of
El Haned by the Nile, late in the afternoon, Doyle's |egs were
di stant columms of nunbness, only recogni zabl e as his own

when they were occasionally |anced with tooth-grinding

agony, and his spine felt like a big old dried sunflower stalk
that kids had used for a blowgun dart target. Wen the Arabs
untied himand carried himaboard the dahabeeyeh, a | ow,
single-masted boat with a little cabin in the back, he was half
delirious and nuttering, "Beer ... beer..." Fortunately they
seenmed to recogni ze the word, and brought hima jug of what
was, blessedly and unm stakably, beer. Doyle drained it in
several long swallows and fell back across the deck, instantly
asl eep.

He awoke in darkness .when the boat bunped gently agai nst

wood and rocked to a stop, and when his captors hoisted him
up and sat himon the dock, facing inland, he could see lights
only a few hundred yards away to his left.

A man with a lantern stepped down onto the dock. "Is
sal am ghal ekum ya Romanelli," he said quietly.

"W ghal ekumis salam" Romanelli answered.

Doyl e had been dreadi ng another canel ride, and he sighed

with relief when he noticed the sil houette of a real British car-
riage up on the road behind the man. "Are we in Cairo?" he

asked.
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"Just past it," Romanelli said shortly. "W're going in-

| and, toward the Karafeh, the necropolis below the Citadel."
He barked at the Arabs and obediently they lifted Doyle by his
ankl es and shoul ders and carried himup a set of ancient stone
steps to the road and pushed himinto the carriage.

A few nonents | ater he was joined by Romanelli, the

Romany thing, one of the Arabs and the nan who had mnet

them here. Reins snapped and the carriage surged into rattling
not i on.

Necropol i s, thought Doyl e unhappily. Excellent. He pressed

his knees together as he sat folded up on the floor of the car-
riage, and was only slightly reassured by the feel of his home-
made wooden dagger. He hadn't been aware of the tropica

snells of the river until they dimnished and were repl aced by
the fainter but harsher dessicated-stone snell of the desert.

After about two miles of slow travel on a crunbled but ser-

vi ceabl e road they stopped, and when Doyl e was lifted out and
propped upright beside the carriage he stared at the lightless
building they' d arrived at, standing alone in the desert waste.
The I antern showed an arched doorway, flanked by w de

pillars, in a wall otherw se featurel ess except for a couple of
hol es that m ght have been neant to be wi ndows, though they
were too small even to poke one's head through. Above, he
could dimy see a |large done sil houetted agai nst the stars.

At a nod from Ronanelli the Arab who'd accomnpani ed

themfromthe boat pulled a mrror-bright curved dagger from
under his robe and sliced through three | oops of rope around
Doyle's legs. Al the rope fromhis waist down fell to the dusty
ground, and Doyl e kicked it off his ankles.

"Don't run," said Romanelli wearily. "Abbas would cer-
tainly outrun you, and then I'd have to instruct himto sever
one of your Achilles tendons."

Doyl e nodded, wondering if he'd even be able to wal k

The shrunken ka had taken off its wei ghted shoes and, grip-

pi ng the buckl es of them was wal king around on its hands,

with its legs flailing upward like ribbons tied to a floor heater
vent. It grinned upside down at Doyle and said, "Time to go

see the nmoon man, Stan."

"Shut up," Romanelli told it. To Doyle he said, "This way.
Conme on."

Doyl e linped after himtoward the door, acconpanied by

the ka, and when they'd covered half the twenty foot distance
to the front door there was a hollowy echoing snap and then
the door swung inward and a hooded figure with a lantern was
beckoni ng. Romanelli inpatiently waved Doyl e and the ka

past himinto the broad stone hallway and asked a question, in
a language that didn't seemto be Arabic this tinme, as the
hooded man cl osed and re-bolted the door

The man shrugged and gave a brief answer that seened
neither to surprise nor please Ronanelli.

"He's no better,"” he nmuttered to the ka as he | ed the way
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forward. The man with the lantern foll owed, and the swi nging
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shadows made the A d Kingdom bas reliefs on the walls, and
even the colums of hieroglyphics, seemto nove. Doyle
noticed that the hall ended a dozen yards ahead at a care-
fully bricked surface of masonry that was bellied and | eaning
sharply out toward them so that the floor extended a good
deal farther than the ceiling; as if, he thought, there's an
above ground swi mri ng pool on the other side.

"Was you expecting to hear he'd commenced turning

sunmer-salties?" inquired the still-inverted ka.
Romanel I'i ignored the creature and, turning into an open
arch in the left-hand wall, started up a set of steps. Light

touched the pitted stair edges from around a corner above,
and the man with the lantern remai ned—gratefully, it seened
to Doyl e—bel ow. The three of themclinbed to another hall,
much shorter than the one downstairs, and this one ended at a
bal cony that faced the lighted interior of the done. The trio
moved forward to the bal cony rail

Doyl e found hinself staring out across the inside of a huge
sphere, roughly seventy-five feet across, illumnated by a | anp
that hung in the precise center, at the sane level as the

bal cony, froma long chain noored to the hi ghest point of the
done. He | eaned over the rail and | ooked down, and was sur-
prised to see four notionless nen in a round stone-wal |l ed pen
at the very bottom of the spherical chanber.

"Greetings, ny little friends," canme a grindi ng whi sper
fromthe opposite side of the sphere, and Doyle noticed for the
first tine that there was a man—-a very ol d and withered

and tw sted nman—+ying on a couch that was sonehow at -

tached to the far wall only a foot or two bel ow the horizontal
black line that seened to be the room s equator. The man | ay

on the couch, and the couch on the nearly perpendicul ar wall
with such a convincing appearance of gravity hol ding them
there that Doyl e automatically | ooked around for the edges of

the mirror that had to be there . . . but there was no break in
the done's inner surface; couch and man actually hung up
there, like some disagreeable wall ornanent. And just as

Doyl e had begun to specul ate about how the old nan stayed

on the evidently nail ed-up couch with such an appearance of
nonchal ance, and where a | adder could be footed to get him

up there, there was a squealing of casters and the couch rolled
upward a little. ,

The man on the couch groaned, then | eaned over and peered

at the "floor"; the couch now sat right over the equator line.
"Moonrise," he said wearily. He lay back again and stared

file:/lIF|/rah/Tim%20Powers/Powers,%20Tim%20-%20The%20Anubis%20Gates%20UC.txt (244 of 329) [7/17/03 11:44:55 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Tim%20Powers/Powers,%20Tim%620-%20T he%20A nubi s%20Gates%20U C.txt

across the sphere at the balcony. "I see Doctors Ronanel |
and Ronmany, the latter standing as a clear indictnment of mny
ability to cast a decent ka. | would have thought you woul d

| ast a century without deteriorating to this point. But who is
our giant visitor?"

"H's name, | gather, is Brendan Doyl e," said Romanelli

"Good eveni ng, Brendan Doyle," said the nman on the wall.

"I ... apologize for not being able to come over and shake
hands, but havi ng renounced this present earth, | gravitate in-
stead toward . . . another place. It's an unconfortabl e posi-
tion, and one that we hope to renedy before long. And," he

went on, "what has M. Doyle got to do with the present

debacl e?"

"He did it, yer Honor!" chittered the ka. "He snapped the
Byron ka out of the obedi ence spell we had hi munder, and he
made the yags go crazy, and then when | junped back to 1684
he followed nme and al erted the Antaeus Brotherhood to ny
presence there— He'd let go of his shoes in order to gesture,
and he floated upward feet first, bunped agai nst the round
brick cowm that extended out around the bal cony and roll ed
over it and began floating up toward the top of the done,
"—and they sonehow knew that a weapon fouled with dirt

could injure nme and they shot ny face off with a nud-cl ogged
gun-"

"Jut noop sidskeen efty door?" sputtered the Master
Rormanel | i and Doyl e, and the ka, who by now was

crouchi ng upsi de-down beside the | anp chain nooring on the
ceiling, all stared at him

The Master squeezed his eyes and nouth tightly shut, then
opened them "Junped," he said carefully, "to sixteen

ei ghty-four?"

"I believe he did, sir," Romanelli put in hastily. "They used
the gates Fi kee nade—traveling fromgate to gate, through
time, you understand? This ka," he waved his hand upward,

"is obviously too decayed for only eight years of action, and
what |'ve pieced together of his story is consistent."

The Master nodded slowy. "There was sonething peculiar
about the way our Monmouth schene misfired in 1684." The
couch roll ed another few inches upward, and though the
Master's teeth clenched with pain, one of the notionless
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figures in the pen bel ow groaned echoingly. Startled, Doyle
gl anced down at them again, and was not reassured to see that
they were wax statues. The Master's eyes opened. "Tinme
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travel '
fromP"

he whi spered. "And where did M. Doyle come

"Some other tine," said the ka. "He and a whol e party of
peopl e appeared through one of the gates, and | managed to
capture him though his conpanions returned the way they'd

come. | had a little time to question him and—isten-he
knows where Tutankhanen's tonb is. He knows |ots of
things."

The Master nodded and then, horribly, smled. "It could be

that, in this late and sterile age, we've blundered onto the nobst
powerful tool we've ever had. Romanelli, draw sone bl ood

fromour guest and construct a ka—a full maturation one that

wi || know everything he does. W nustn't take any chances

with what he's got in his head—he might kill hinself or catch
sonme fever. Do that right now, and then |lock himup for the
night. Interrogation will conmence in the norning."

Ten nminutes were wasted in getting the Romany ka down
fromthe ceiling—t could no nore scramble down to the bal -
cony than a hanster could scranble up out of a bathtub—but

it was finally recovered with a rope, and Romanelli |ed Doyl e
back down the stairs.

On the ground floor they entered a roomwhere, in the dim
light of a single | anp, the doorkeeper could be seen carefully
stirring a long vat of some fishy-snelling fluid.

"Where's the cup of = Romanelli began, but even as he'd
spoken the doorkeeper had pointed at a table against the wall.
"Ah." Romanelli crossed to it and carefully lifted a copper

cup. "Here," he said, returning to Doyle. "Drink it and save
us the trouble of tying you down and adm nistering it through
broken teeth."

Doyl e took the cup and sniffed the contents dubiously. The

stuff had a sharp, chemical reek. Renminding hinself that he

wasn't slated to die until 1846, he lifted the cup to his blistered
I'ips and downed the drink in one big, gagging gul p.

"God," he wheezed, handing the cup back and trying to
blink the funes out of his eyes.

"Now we' |l | just inpose upon you for a few drops of
bl ood," Romanelli went on, drawing a knife fromunder his
r obe.

"Just pop the cork on a vein, Zane," agreed the remant of

Doct or Romany. The ka was once nore hol di ng the buckl es of
its weighted shoes and wal king on its hands.

"Bl ood?" Doyl e asked. "Wat for?"

"You heard the Master tell us to make a ka of you,"
Romanel |i answered. "Now |'m going to free your hands, but
don't do anything idiotic."

Not me, Doyl e thought. Hi story says I'll |eave Egypt in four
mont hs, sane and with all linbs intact. Wiy should | go out of
my way to earn a concussion or a dislocated arn®
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Romanel I'i cut the ropes that had bound Doyl e's wrists.

"Step over to the tub here,” he said. "lI'mjust going to nick
your finger."

Doyl e stepped forward, holding his finger out and peering
curiously into the pearly liquid. So, he thought, that's where
they'll grow an exact duplicate of ne....

Ch ny 'God, what if it's the duplicate that gets free and
eventually returns to England to die in '46? | could die here
wi t hout upsetting history.

Hi s tenuous optimn smabruptly extingui shed, Doyl e

grabbed for Ronanelli's approaching wist, and though he
cut the heel of one hand deeply on the sorcerer's knife, his
ot her hand cl anped onto Romanelli's forearm and with the

strength of desperation he wenched the sorcerer forward and
of f bal ance toward the tub; but Doyle winced to see severa
drops of blood fromhis cut hand plop into the pearly stuff.

It seened certain that Romanelli would pitch into the tub

so Doyl e whirled, crouching, drew the nakeshift dagger from
his pant leg and sprang in a wild lunge toward the upside-

down ka. It hooted in alarmand |l et go of the shoe buckles, but
before it could float upward Doyl e's wooden knife punched

into its frail chest.

A blast of chilly and foul-snelling air hit Doyle in the face,
and the ka fl ew backward off the end of the dagger and,

visibly shrivelling as all the noxious air whooshed out of it,
sail ed across the room rebounded fromthe wall, started to fly
straight up toward the ceiling, then | ost speed and stall ed.

Romanel i was rolling in agony on the floor beyond the tub,
havi ng done an inpronptu leap and roll over it w thout
touching it. "Get him" he managed to croak

The door keeper stood between Doyl e and the hall door, and
Doyl e ran straight at him brandi shing the dagger and roaring
as | oud as he coul d.

The man | eaped out of the way, but not quickly enough;
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Doyl e cl ubbed himwi th the butt end of the weapon and he
tunbl ed to the floor unconsci ous as Doyl e's racing footsteps
receded down the hall

Romanel I'i was still struggling to get his protective shoes be-
tween hinself and the torturing floor as, with a sound as soft
as the fall of a dead |eaf onto a pond, the enpty skin and

cl ot hes of Doctor Romany settled onto it and didn't nove.

The beggars in Thames Street didn't approach the little nman

who cane striding along in the cool twilight, for his ill-fitting
clothes, pale, grinning face and wild nop of graying hair al

i ndi cated that he'd have no pence to spare, and m ght well

even be mad; though one | egl ess beggar on a wheeled cart did a
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doubl e take, pushed hinself along after the man for a few
paces, then coasted to a stop, shook his head uncertainly and
then wheel ed around to return to his post.

Wal ki ng across the open pavenent of Billingsgate, the man
skirted the little Punch and Judy stage, and he heard the pip-
ing voice of Punch exclaim "Ah, one of the Dol orous Breth-

ren, I do b—= The voice choked off, and the man gl anced at
the puppet.
He halted and grinned. "Sonethin' | can do for you,

Punch? "he asked.

The puppet stared at himfor several seconds. "Uh, no," it
said. "I thought for a nonment |-—no."

The man shrugged and wal ked on toward the vacant dock
Soon his worn boot heels were knocki ng on the weat hered
wooden decki ng, and he paused only when he stood right on
the splintery Iip of the dock

He stared out across the broad, darkening face of the great

river at the first fewlights on the Surrey-side, then he | aughed
qui etly and whi spered, "Let's just test your . . . stam na,
Chinnie." He crouched, |eaned forward and, arnms over his

head, kicked off in a long and fairly shall ow dive. There was a
spl ash and spatter, but it was not |oud and there was no one

near by.

The ripples were just beginning to subside when his head

broke the surface twenty feet farther out. He shook the wet
hair out of his face and then trod water for a few nonents,
breathing in fast, whispered hoots. "Cold as the water

through the seventh hour," he muttered. "Ah well —sherry

and dry clothes in Just a few mnutes now." He did a |leisurely
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crawl, punctuated by rest stops during which he floated on his
back and stared at the stars, until he was far out in the center
of the river, nowhere near any of the few boats and barges that
were on the water that evening.

Then he expelled all the air fromhis lungs in a slow hiss that

qui ckly becane bubbl es as his head di sappeared under the sur-
face.

For nearly a full minute bubbles continued to float up and
pop in the lonely center of the river. Then there weren't any
more, and the river resuned its featurel ess snoot hness.

It had been a close bout all along, but at last, fromhis van-
tage point by the window, old Harry Angel o saw his premer
pupil setting up his opponent for the thrust Angelo had recom
mended for use against a | eft-handed fencer.

The bout had been going on for nore than five m nutes

wi t hout either fencer receiving a touch, and Richard Sheridan,
who had strolled over, brandy glass in hand, to join the cluster
of spectators, had remarked quietly to the pugilist "Gentle-
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man" Jackson that it was the best display of swordplay he'd

seen since Angel o had had his salle in the Opera House in
Haymar ket .

Angel 0o's pupil, the prize fighter known as the Adnirable

Chi nni e, had repeatedly disengaged froma feint toward the
outside line of sixte into a thrust in the quarte line, on the
other side of his opponent's blade, and his opponent had each
time parried it easily, though never managing to land a riposte
on Chinnie.

At the age of fifty-four. Harry Angel o had been the unques-
tioned nmaster of fencing instruction in England ever since his

| egendary father's retirenent a quarter of a century ago, and
now he could read his pupil's intention as clearly as if Chinnie
had spoken it: another sixte feint and then the by now ex-
pect ed di sengage—but this tine not all the way around the op-
posing bell guard to the quarte line, but instead up under the
opponent's guard into the unprotected | ow flank

Angel o smled as the sixte feint was thrust out—then

frowned, for the tipped point just wavered there. The oppo-
nent started to make the conditioned quarte parry, then

noti ced that Chinnie's blade was notionl ess, and so picked it
up in a lightning bind that sent his own point corkscrewing in
to thud and fl ex agai nst Chinnie's canvas-jacketed stomach

294
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Angel o expelled his held breath in a whispered oath; then
the Adnirabl e Chinnie staggered back and al most fell over,
and several of the spectators rushed to himto hold himup
Chi nni e' s opponent yanked off his mask and dropped it and
his foil on the hardwood floor and exclained, "My CGod, did

hurt you, Chinnie?"

The prize fighter took off his own mask, straightened and
shook his head as if to clear it. "No no," he said hoarsely.
"Just a bit of trouble catching nmy breath just now Right in a
sec. Strain of the peculiar posture."

Angel o rai sed his gray eyebrows. In three years of concen-
trated instruction this was the first tine he'd ever heard the
Admi rabl e Chinnie describe the en guard position as peculiar.

"Well, we certainly shan't count a point that was made
when you were off guard," declared Chinnie's opponent.
"Whenever you're ready we'll resume the bout at zero and
zero."

Though smiling cheerfully, Chinnie shook his head. "No,"
he said. "Later. R ght nowfresh air."

A d Richard Sheridan hel ped himto the door, with Angelo
striding along beside them as the rest of the conpany
shrugged and picked up their foils and masks as two coupl es
squared of f on opposite sides of the pistes painted on the
floor. "I trust he's all right," someone mnuttered.
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Qut in the hall Chinnie waved the other two nen away as

the clang and rasp resunmed in the salle. "I'lIl be back in after
a monent," he said. But when they'd reluctantly gone in,
Chinnie hurried down the stairs to the street door, flung it
open and sprinted away down the Bond Street pavenent.

When he reached Piccadilly he slowed to a wal k, taking

deep lungfuls of the chilly autum air, and at the Strand he
gl anced to his right, toward the river, and whi spered, "How
ye doin', Chinnie ne lad? Cold, ain't it?" Another man on the
sidewal k had started toward himas if he recognized him but
drew back, disconcerted, when Chinnie burst into nani aca
giggling and did a fast, if inexpert, dance step on the pave-
nent .

He continued nmuttering to hinself all the way down Fl eet
Street to Cheapside. "Hah!" he exclainmed at one point,
bounding into the air. "Good as Benner's, this is. Better
Don't know why it never occurred to ne before to grab the
West End sort of nerchandise.”

The first part of the dream was devoid of horror, and Dar-
row never renenbered until he woke up that he'd been
through it many tines before.

The fog was so thick that he could see no nore than a few
yards ahead, and the danp bl ack brick walls on either side
were visible only because they were so cl austrophobically
close. The alley was silent except for an irregular knocking
somewhere in the fog overhead, as though an unfastened
shutter was swinging in a breeze.

He' d been taking a short cut that should have wound up at
Leadenhal | Street, but he'd been lost for what seenmed |ike
hours in this maze of courts and alleys and zi gzaggi ng | anes.
He hadn't net a soul yet, but he'd stopped now because he'd
heard a | ow cough fromthe di nmess ahead.

"Hello," he said, and was instantly ashaned of the timdity
in his voice. "Hello there!" he went on nore strongly.
"Perhaps you can help ne find ny way."

He heard the shuffle of slow steps, and saw a dark form
begin to enmerge fromthe wall of mist; then the figure was
cl ose enough for himto see the face—and it was Brendan
Doyl e.

A hand seized Darrow s shoul der and the next thing he

knew he was sitting bolt upright in his own bed, clenching his
teeth against the despairing cry that in the dream had burst
fromhis lips and resounded flatly in the fog-deadened air:

"I"'msorry, Doyle! God, I"'msorry!" e

"Jeez, chief," said the young nan who'd awakened hi m
"didn't nmean to startle you. But you said to roust you out at
six-thirty."

"Right, Pete," Darrow croaked, swinging his legs to the
floor and rubbing his eyes. "I'Il be in the office. Wen the
fellow | described gets here, send himin, will you?"
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"Aye aye."

Darrow stood up, ran his hands through his white hair and

then wal ked down the hall to the office. The first thing he did
was pour hinself a glass of brandy and drain it in one |ong
swal l ow. He set the glass down, |lowered hinself into the chair
behi nd the desk and waited for the liquor to sluice the inages
of his dream out of his head.

"May the damed dreans go with the body," he whi spered,
fumbling a cigarette out of a box and lighting it in the lanp
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flane. He drew the snoke deep into his lungs, |eaned back

and blew it toward the ranked | edgers on the shelf next to the
desk. He considered, then discarded, the idea of doing some
more work on his already conplicated network of invest-

ments. He was getting rich again rapidly, and it was irritating
to have to work wi thout conputers and cal cul ators

Soon two sets of boots could be heard ascending the stairs,
and in a nonent there was a knock on the office door

"Conme in," said Darrow, forcing his voice to sound easy
and confident.

The door opened and a tall young man strode in, a smrking
grin on his handsone, clean-shaven face. "Here it is, yer
Honor," he said, doing a satirical pirouette in the mddle of

the room

"Ckay, hold still. The doc will go over you in a few

m nutes, but | wanted to eyeball it nyself first. Hows it fee
wal ki ng?"

"Springy as new French steel. You know what surprised
me? Al the smells on the way over here! And | don't think I
ever was able to see this well.'

"Well, we'll get you a good one too. No headache,
st omachache? He's been making a living for years as a prize

fighter."
"None atall." The young man poured a brandy for hinself,

bolted it and refilled the gl ass.
"Easy on the sauce," said Darrow.

"Thewha' ?"
"The sauce, the booze—the brandy. Want ne to get an
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ul cer?"
Wth an injured expression the young nan set the gl ass

down. Hi s hand went to his nobuth.

"And don't bite the nails, please," Darrow added. "Say,
do you . . . ever catch any of the old tenant's thoughts, |eft
behind in the, |ike, cupboards of his head after his eviction?
Uh, do things like dreans ever stay with the old body?"

"Avo—+ nean, yes, yer Honor—1 believe so. It's not the

sort of thing | pay attention to, but sonetinmes | find nyself
dreani ng of places |I've never seen, and | believe it's bits from
the lives of the lads |'ve passed through. No way of know n'

for sure. And," he paused, and his eyebrows drew together,

"and sonmetines when |'mjust driftin' over the line from

awake to asleep, | hear . . . well, picture standin' on the

forecastl e of an em grant ship, you know, in the mddle of

the night with all them bunks |ike bookshel ves all over the
wal |l s? ... And inmagine that each of those nen is talking in his
sleep..."

Darrow reached across the desk, took the filled glass and
drained it. "This stomach doesn't matter," he said, pushing
his chair back and getting to his feet. "Cone on, let's go see
t he doc."

Young Fennery Care, his bare feet still tingling from having
stood for a while in the warm pool bel ow the sheet netal
manuf act ory by Execution Dock, waded out fromthe docks,
skirting the Limehouse Hole, and tried to line up the I and-
mar ks he'd nmenorized this norning. It was getting darker by
the mnute, though, and the two chi nmeys across the river
were conpletely invisible, while the crane on the third pier
downstream of himseened to have been nobved since he saw it
last. And though the tide was on its way out again, he was
already in up to his waist, and |like nmost Mud Larks he
couldn't swim

Dam that bunch of Irish kids, he thought. If they hadn't

been hangi ng about the Hole here this norning, | could have

just picked the sack up and carried it out, for | can thrash any
of the local kids. Them M cks would have taken it fromme for
sure, though, and a stroke of luck like this mght come only
once in alifetime: a cloth bag, evidently dropped by one of the
wor kmen who were re-sheathing that big ship here | ast week,
absolutely filled with copper nail s!

The very thought of the noney he'd get fromthe rag shop

for the haul —ei ght pence at least, nore likely a shilling and
sonme—mde the boy's nouth water, and he resolved that if he
found it and couldn't work it back up the slope with his feet,
he'd ri sk being swept away and just bend down and pick it up

It would be well worth the risk, for he could live high for
several |lazy days on a shilling, at the end of which tinme he'd be
ready to do his usual early winter trick of getting caught steal -
ing coal fromone of the barges up at Wapping so as to be sent
off to the House of Correction, where he'd have a coat and

shoes and stockings and regul ar neals for several nonths, and

not have to wade half-clad out into the cold nud in the winter
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dawns.

He tensed and the corners of his mouth turned up in a snle,
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for the toes of his left foot had plunged through the top | ayer
of silt and found cloth. He turned, trying to get his other foot

to it without |osing his bal ance.
"Can," croaked a voice froma few yards out in the water,

"can someone ... help ne?"

The boy recovered his bal ance after starting in surprise, and
bel atedly realized that some of the river sounds that he'd been
too absorbed to pay attention to had been the ripple and sw sh
of weak swi mmi ng.

There was the spatter of a wet head being shaken. "Hey ..
boy! Is that a boy there? Help nme!"

"I can't swim" said Fennery.

"You're standing there, aren't you? The shore's so cl ose?"

" Aye, just behind me."

"Then | can ... make it nyself. Where am|?"

"I"1l tell you if you come pick up this sack of nails for me.
The swi mrer had been angling toward the boy, and was
now cl ose enough to stand on the underwater nud slope. For a
few m nutes he just stood there as his frane was racked with
gaspi ng and choki ng and retching. Fennery was gl ad he was

upstream of the man.

"God," the man gasped finally. He rinsed his nouth and
spat. "I nust have . . . swallowed half the Thanes. Did you
hear an expl osion earlier?"

"No, sir," said Fennery. "What blew up?"

"I think a block in Bond Street did. One noment | was—

He gagged and threw up anot her cupful of river water. "Pah.
Lord preserve ne. | was fencing at Angelo's, and an instant
later | was at the bottomof the Thanes with enpty | ungs.
think it took me five mnutes to fight ny way to the surface—
don't think anybody who wasn't a trained athlete could have
done it—and in spite of clenched teeth and a ... firmresolve,
| tried to breathe the river on the way up. | don't even recal
breaking the surface— think | had fainted, and the cold air

revived nme."
The boy nodded. "Could you reach down and get ne ny

bag?"

Dazedl y obedi ent, the man bent over, ducked his head
under, groped for and found the neck of the bag and yanked it
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up out of the nmud. "Here you go, |ad," he said when he'd
strai ghtened up. "Lord, |I'm weak! Scarce could lift it. And I
think 1've damaged ny ears—voi ce sounds odd. \Were is

t hi s?"

"Li mehouse, sir,"
toward the stairs.

sai d Fennery gleefully, wading back

"Li mehouse? Then |1've been swept much further than I'd
t hought . "

The water was only at Fennery's knees now, and he was abl e
both to hang onto the bag and support the bedraggled swim
mer, who was reeling dizzily. "You're an athlete, sir?" the
boy asked dubiously, for the shoul der he was supporting felt
bony and thin.

"Aye. |'m Adel bert Chinnie."

"What ? Not the Adnmirable Chinnie, the singlestick cham
pi on?"

"That's ne."

"Why, | saw you in Covent Garden once, fighting Torres
the Terrible." They had reached the stairs, and started
haltingly up them

"Sumer before last, that was. Yes, he nearly beat ne,
too."

When they had | aboriously gotten up to street |evel they

wal ked al ong a cinder path in the shadow of a brick wall for a
dozen paces, then rounded the end of it and started across a
littered, industrial-looking yard that was lit by a couple of

| anterns hung on the wall of a warehouse.

Fennery was glad to be so inpressively escorted in this
nei ghbor hood, whi ch was one of the nost perilous in London
He gl anced up at his conpani on—and hal t ed.

"You stinking liar!" he hissed, all at once fearful of naking
any noi se.

The man seemed to be having difficulty wal king. "What?"
he asked distractedly.

"You're not the Adm rable Chinnie!"

"OfF course | am What the devil do you suppose is wong
with nme, though? My whol e body feels strange, as though—=

"Chinnie's taller than you, and younger, and nuscul ar
You're sone sort of derelict.”

The man chuckl ed weakly. "You young wetch. If there was

ever an occasion |1'd every right to look like a derelict, this is it.
How do you suppose you'd | ook after sw nm ng up, breath-

less, fromthe floor of the river? And | amtaller—ahen

shod. "

The boy shook his head incredul ously. "You' ve sure gone
to hell since that sumrer. Look, | live just over there, so I'm
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gonna go, but if you followthat lane it'll get you to Ratcliff
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H ghway. You ought to be able to get a cab there."

"Thank you, lad." The nan began to wal k unsteadily in the
i ndi cated direction.

"Take care of yourself, eh?" called the boy. "And thanks
for helping me with the bag!" H s bare feet slapped away into
t he dar kness.

"You' re wel conme," the man nuttered. What was the

matter with hin? And what actually had happened? Now t hat

he'd had time to catch his breath and consider the p