
March 22. - The darkness had materially increased, relieved only by the glare
of the water thrown back from the white curtain before us. Many gigantic and
pallidly white birds flew continuously now from beyond the veil, and their scream
was the eternal Tekeli-li! as they had retreated from our vision. Hereupon Nu-Nu
stirred in the bottom of the boat; but upon touching him, we found his spirit had
departed. And now we rushed into the embraces of the cataract, where a chasm
threw itselfopen to receive us. But there arose in our pathway a shrouded human
figure, very far larger in its proportions than any dweller among men. And the
hue of the skin of the figure was of the perfect whiteness of the snow.

CHAPTER XXVI

Shocked from our passive trance, Peters and I took the oars from the bottom of
the canoe and stroked powerfully, trying to make headway towards the great
figure. We could not say precisely what it was, but without a doubt, whatever lay
near the statue was a better fate that the crushing and drowning death that the
cataract promised. The now-apparent roar of falling water approached at a tre
mendous pace, but we clung grimly to our only salvation, throwing ourselves
mightily into the task. We could see it only on occasion, for great amounts of
mist and the ash-like powder often obscured the figure. Still we struggled on,
grasping at last at what might have been our one chance for life. Both Dirk
Peters and myself cursed for having lapsed into the strange, dreamy apathy of
the previous days, only to be awakened to the fatality of our situation by the
awful proximity of the onrushing cataract.

Owing to the great velocity with which the water rushed ahead, we were indeed
fortunate to achieve the great figure. It had not moved, and as Peters touched it,
virtually in the grasp of the waterfall, we saw that it was an immense statue ofsome
sort, carved entirely out ofsome brilliant marble-white stone. By the time we had
reached it, the haze and ash were so thick that we could seldom see even each othel:
Peters clung to one leg of the shrouded form with his mighty arms, and screamed
over the thunder ofthe falling water that I was to climb to the front of the boat with
him. Moving next to him, I saw through the blinding white storm that the great
statue had been constructed on the very edge of an island, on the very lip of the
monstrous cataract. We had not seen this land before due to the haze that sur
rounded it, added to the fact that the island itself was almost entirely white in its
appearance, no doubt due to the density ofthe powdery ash and steam. Peters clung
to the leg of the thing while I stepped onto the great foot, and then I held the boat
while Peters leapt nimbly onto the other leg. The spray was extremely painful, for
the water was so hot that even small droplets were enough to raise blisters. As soon
as he as out of the boat, the current tore it from my hands. Our meager supplies,
along with Nu-Nu's body, were swept into the roaring chasm, to who knew what
chambers on the sea's dead floor.

From the legs of the statue, it was only a slight jump to the pale and sandy island.
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Whatever the ash in the air was, it was indistinguishable from the bone-white
sand that made up the shore of the island, and was nearly the same color as the
pale and strangely fleshy vegetation that covered the land. The air was constantly
roaring with the cataract, and it is a wonder that we could make ourselves heard by
shouting. Having lost our supplies, our first order of business was to find some
sort of food. Peters suggested we try to eat the oddly liquescent flesh of the white,
trembling plants that grew no more than two feet out of the white sand, seeing as
the many white birds of the island seemed to use it for their own sustenance, and
we did so. Although it jerked and quivered when cut and oozed a pale liquid at the
rent edges, it was not an entirely repulsive meal. In fact it proved to be our suste
nance for many days, containing as it did both food and a sustaining amount of
relatively fresh water, although the flavor was sharp, as if it had been pickled.

March 23. - The true disadvantage to the fleshy plants was that they were the
only thing that grew on the island. While their fortifying powers were quite in
evidence in the renewed constitutions of both Peters and myself, they would in
no way serve in the creation of a boat or raft. Unless we could find something to
help us get off the island, a stand of trees or perhaps some flotsam that washed on
the shore, we were doomed to remain there for the rest ofour days. And so we set
out to explore the island, keeping close to the beach and each other, because the
swirling mist and ash were exceedingly thick, thicker even than the Nantucket
fogs I had known as a boy, and we did not want to loose sight of each other. We
searched for many hours, only to find the beach scoured clean, as ifby the white
hands of the tremendous statue that stood sentinel on the end of the island.

March 24. - I awoke to Peters shaking me, and pointing to figures which were
approaching the island in distressingly familiar canoes, black shapes easily seen
through the eddying whiteness. Alarmed, we hid ourselves among the knee-high
white plants. Although they squashed oozily under us, we paid them no mind as we
peered across the beach at the canoes of the savages as they approached the island.
There were six canoes, which had neither the enormous length nor breadth that
the we had seen displayed in the canoes used by the other Tsalalians. These were
perhaps twenty feet in length, and contained only three figures, two of whom
paddled, and one who stood at the bow. The creatures standing in the boats seemed
to be some sort ofchantey-man or witch doctor, as a nearly continual wailing ulu
lation came from these figures, very different from the short, harsh tones that we
had heard on the island of Tsalal, but punctuated with the familiar Tekeli-li. And
each time one of the witch-doctors uttered that dread phrase, all the savages in the
canoes would give a shudder, almost all at once. They were obviously terrified of
the island and its great expanse ofwhiteness; possibly this island was the source of
the superstitious fear itself. Peters and I had watched the canoes approach for some
time when one of them turned, and we saw that, in the bottom, there was a bound
human form. I pointed this out to Peters, who quickly began looking at the rest of
the boats to see if there were any other prisoners. By the time the savages had
landed, we were certain that there were captives in each of the canoes.

As they were dragging canoes out of the water onto the white beach, Peters and
I were shocked to see that the prisoners were white - Europeans such as we had
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not seen since our own crew had been killed. It was a sight to almost make one
weep - to have friends and compatriots so close, and yet captured by the foul
savages. We immediately determined to rescue them, but immediately upon our
resolution, the savages each picked up a lance or a club from their canoes, and we
quailed, being unarmed ourselves. Peters and I discreetly resolved to remain
hidden after that, for only when the filthy creatures had hefted their weapons
did they reach into the canoe and bring out the Europeans. They had been trussed
up like deer - bound hand and foot to a pole, and carried through the deliques
cent undergrowth. It was almost too much to bear, and I heard Peters swear
under his breath that we would recover the captives, come brimstone and dark
ness. There was a light in his eyes that I had not seen before, and I recoiled
slightly as I saw it. I thought that there perhaps was a glint of madness in his
gaze, and I was afraid.

As opposed to their unusually noisy approach, the disgusting Tsalalians were
absolutely silent as they paced across the island. We followed, thankful that the
slippery oozing plants did not betray us with noise as a wholesome forest would
have done, but rather we squashed quietly on a course parallel to that of the
loathsome Tsalalians. After some length, the procession came to a halt at a large
stone edifice. It was obvious that the Tsalalians had not built this monument,
whatever it was, for while they lived in rude huts, this was a structure composed
of blocks of unmortared stone. It seemed very ancient; pitted and worn, as Ro
man ruins seemed in pictures I had seen on the walls in the academy. They
appeared to be gray, although it was difficult to tell under the layers of white ash
that drifted from the sky, but our view was too obstructed for us to discern its
overall form. The Tsalalians marched directly through a wide archway, easily
large enough to admit a team of horses, and disappeared from view. Peters and I
waited for a time, unsure as to our next action. If we followed too closely, we
would probably be massacred by armed warriors. But we simply could not stand
by while the evil creatures sacrificed fellow humans to some obscene paynim
god. We were creeping closer to the open archway, when we suddenly heard a
great shriek of {Tekeli-li}, repeated a dozen times, echoing from what must have
been a substantial distance inside the edifice. We heard the sound of running
feet rapidly approaching, and had just enough time to hide in the sickly plants
before the Tsalalians came thundering back through the archway at a dead run.
Of the captives there was no sign, but the warriors, obviously more used to run
ning than the witch doctors, led the mad stampede of black shapes out of the
archway running blindly for their canoes.

Peters and I lay dumbfounded, and then stood up. "Did you count them?"
Dirk asked. "No," I replied. "Only thirteen came out," he said matter-of-factly.
He grinned in a grotesque fashion. There were only two of the savages left in the
structure, and he was anxious to find them. He rubbed his coarse hands together
in anticipation, and preceded me into the archway. I had the feeling that he had in
mind revenge for the souls of the Jane Guy's crew who had been killed in that
terrible ambush. As we entered, I noted that despite the rough, weathered look
of the exterior of the building, the interior was smooth, as though it had been
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carefully polished. The blocks ofstone that comprised the structure fit so exactly
that I was not even able to insert a fingernail between them. I thought ofstories of
the great monuments of antiquity, and a feeling of ancientness settled like dust
upon us. There was a worn area in the floor - presumably from the feet of the
Tsalalians, for we had seen no other evidence ofanimal or human on the isle. The
structure sloped downward at a fair angle, not quite enough to set us tumbling
but enough offlevel to be noticeable. Down we went, into what appeared to be a
hallway. Unfortunately, the light that issued from the archway did not penetrate
far into the structure, and neither Peters nor I had any means to make a light, let
alone any sort of combustible material with which to sustain it. We proceeded
forward with caution, allowing our eyes to use even the tiny amounts of light
available to us. We were soon below sea-level, for the air was as damp as could be
imagined. The walls sweated in such a fashion that I thought ofJonah in the belly
of the whale, so great was the wetness of the air. As the light grew dimmer and
dimmer, we were forced to navigate by the touch of the smooth, slimy walls, for
we still heard nothing from the captive party ahead of us.

Then suddenly, there was a mad shrieking, as of a group of men in mortal
danger. The volume was excruciating, and yet on top of it there was a hideous
screeching that seared the eardrums like nothing I had ever encountered before.
Dirk Peters was suddenly no longer at my side, but whether he had run ahead or
fled behind I could not tell. I moved determinedly towards the terrible cacophony,
but I tripped and fell sprawling in the thick darkness below the earth.

CHAPTER XXVII

When I regained my senses, the terrible shrieks had quieted, and a thick, glu
tinous red light had sprung up from the tunnel ahead of me, and I was able to
see. Peters was crouching at a corner of the tunnel, peering down into the un
natural red light. At this time I noticed the noise ofactivity, such as men loading
crates into the hold of a ship. Under cover of these sounds, I crept up to Peters,
who was raptly watching the activity beyond the corner. I was about ask him
what was going on, when without even looking back, he clapped his hand over
my mouth. The other noises quickly subsided, and the silence was suddenly
total, and then there was a metallic clank and a curious hissing sound, which
receded quickly. As the hissing decreased in volume, so too did the light, and we
were soon enveloped in darkness again.

"We have to get them," Peters said in a low, terrible voice that made my skin
crawl. He turned and went a little way down the corridor, towards something I
could not see. He blundered in the darkness, and I heard him cursing and the
sounds of objects being moved. I could see nothing until there flared a pale,
sickly green light. Peters was standing on a block of stone, holding the strangest
looking lantern I had ever seen. There was no metal on it, simply an eight inch
tall glass pentagon, which narrowed to a point at the bottom, and was capped by
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a flat stone which was topped in turn by a stone ring that Peters held. Inside the
glass was a roiling liquid that seemed to be in some way boiling, and it was this
that gave out the very strange illumination. I looked away from the queer thing,
grateful enough for the light.

Although the tunnel continued, it was very different. This seemed some sort
ofwharf without water, and certainly it was one of the strangest places I had ever
yet been in. Before I had the opportunity to properly look about me, Peters di
rected me towards a jumble of metallic poles and instructed me to pick out four.
I looked at these strange objects, about five feet long, pentagonal, and equipped
with a rounded spike about a handspan in length, which jutted off sharply from
the very end, razor sharp on the bottom edge. The entire effect was something
like a metal scythe, only shorter in every way and set in straight, rigid lines.
They were of no metal I had ever seen before - green as verdigrised bronze and
yet slightly oily to the touch, although this may have been the action of the damp
air in the tunnel. After I had picked four - no difficult task, for they were all
virtually identical- Peters hurriedly told me to bring them to him by the wall.
There, in a depression set below the rest of the floor, was a slot in the wall, which
ran down the dark tunnel, into which I assumed the prisoners had been taken.
He thrust two of the poles into holes which had grooves running down to the
main slot, with the spikes pointing up.

After that, we lifted one of the stone platforms that was lying on the floor. It
was extraordinarily heavy, as it was about five feet wide and rather thick, and we
had to rest several times before we were able to place it on the two poles, on
which it fit snugly. The platform itself was made of the same stone as the walls,
but perfectly pentagonal, with five holes drilled into the center, in a circle. Other
than this, the surface was slightly rough, as if unfinished. Before we continued
our journey, I suggested that we ought to get some food, since we had no idea
how long we would be in that dreadful tunnel. Peters agreed, and sent me up to
gather as many of the white plants from the island as I could. As I was returning
to the tunnel below, I heard a great hammering sound. Alarmed, I proceeded
more slowly, until I came upon Peters, beating the floor with one of the metal
poles. While the floor showed considerable damage from the abuse, the pole did
not seem to have suffered in the slightest. When he caught sight of me, he shook
the pole at me, saying that it was fit for use. "On what?" I asked him. "Them!" he
screamed, pointing down the tunnel, and proceeded to have a fit of violent par
oxysms, raging around the little room and screaming strange things to himself.
I dared not disturb him, lest his anger turn on me.

I deposited my slimy armload of native vegetation onto the stone platform,
and Peters and I climbed on board. We each brought three of the odd lamps,
in case the fuel for the one providing the current illumination should fail.
Peters also brought several more of the metal rods, apparently to use against
the kidnappers. I quickly discovered that these would fit into holes in the
front and back of the platform, and we hung our lamps on these. When all
was in readiness, Peters took hold of one of the bars supporting the platform
and turned the long spike at the end. The stone raft dropped and lurched,
and we were quite suddenly moving at a fair rate of speed. The only sound to
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our conveyance was the strange hissing that came from the wall we were
passing so near to, like some indefatigable snake. The walls were smooth, so
I did not initially notice our great velocity, but upon looking back, I could
no longer see the end of the passage.

Presently, I noticed that there were disks occasionally set into the walls just
above the slit along which we were traveling. Owing to the rapidity of our mo
tion, I was unable to determine what they were. We traveled through the tunnel
for hours, neither one of us saying anything to the other, with only the slight
hissing ofour transport to break the silence. At no other time did I come so close
to sheer and utter hopelessness as I did in those first hours descending in that
horrible, endless tunnel. The walls were monotonous and the green light made
me feel ill. We carefully rationed our vinegary leaves, so eating was infrequent.
And so we had nothing but each other to destroy the monotony of the stygian
way, and yet I was afraid to say anything to Peters. He seemed very affected by
the events previous to our attaining transport. What was going through his mind,
I could in no way guess, but he was full of evil looks and violent temper, so I
returned to my tedious observation of the walls.

The tunnel was hewn out of the living rock that connected the island to
the sea floor. That it had been made by the repugnant Tsalalians was impos
sible, since there were no seams in the rock, and the walls and floor appeared
very smooth. Although there were no clues to the making of the tunnel,
there were occasional jogs and lifts along the way. While the majority of the
ride was as smooth as oil on water, sometimes there would be a little sway, or
a rise that would make the raft shudder a little, and lose some of its velocity,
only to resume it some seconds later.

Of other life there was no sign. I never saw anything of the red light I had seen
earlier, only the septic green of our own light. Whoever had taken away the
prisoners had completely vanished from our sight. But Peters was determined to
catch them; to a much greater extent than I was. But we had no idea of there was
any way to excite our mode of transport to an even greater velocity. Indeed, I was
completely in the dark as to the action that made our platform move so rapidly
- it was Peters who had known how to engage whatever mechanism propelled
us. The mechanism of the platform required no effort on our part, and the walls
rushed by too fast for examination. Blackness surrounded us, cut only by the
wan, spectral light of our lamp. Peters squatted, a dark and frightening shape at
the other end of the platform. Weariness overcame me, and I lay down, head
pillowed by the slick vegetation that served as our feeble store of food. Lulled by
the monotonous hiss of the cavern, I was soon overcome by sleep.

I awoke to perfect and utter darkness. I could hear nothing but the faint hiss
ing of our transport and, after a panicked minute, Peters' slow, labored breath
ing. He was not dead, then. I felt around the platform, hoping to be able to re
ignite our odd light source, for although the light was nauseous, it was better
than the crushing darkness that currently surrounded us. By feel alone, I was
able to make my way to the fore of the platform, and found the pole upon which
the lamp hung. I felt my way up the oily pole, careful not to encounter the sharp
edge of the spike, and onto the rough surface of the lamp.
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Immediately, there was a sharp tearing sensation along my hand, and the
lamp immediately sprang to life, almost literally. I had not before been able
to observe the action of the lamp, but now I had a particularly horrible op
portunity. A faint glow began in the depths of the glass, radiating from a
small, lumpy form at the top of the glass container. After a second, it rapidly
grew, both in size and luminosity. Very quickly the mass had expanded enough
to press firmly against the sides of the lamp, roiling as I had seen it earlier. I
looked at my hand, expecting the palm to be bloody, but there was no mark
upon it at all. It was an unpleasant feeling, and I hoped that I would forever
after be spared repeating the experience. Our progress continued unabated,
the walls rushing past us at great velocity.

Words cannot describe the tedium of the journey - to be confined to a space
no more than twenty-five square feet, alone save an insensate companion, rush
ing through the darkness towards some unknown goal. I spent as much time as
possible sleeping, and remain unsure how long the terrible journey lasted 
three days at the least.

At last, there came a slowing of our strange method of transportation, along
with a distinct cooling of the air. All through the tunnel the air had been warm
and humid, but now it turned chill, and water ran off the walls in streams, pool
ing into ice-scummed puddles on the floor. This was especially worrisome as
Peters and I had no clothing against the cold, and no means ofprocuring any. We
turned a corner, the first in the whole hellish journey, we and came to another of
the peculiar wharves. But it was obvious that our odd method of conveyance was
not going to stop, although it had slowed considerably. The platform was at the
height of our raft, so it was a natural thing to simply step off, leaving the raft to
continue its journey into the darkness alone.

We were in a maze of tunnels that led in several directions, and from one there
was the faintest glimmerings of clean, wholesome light. Despairing from our
inability to find any signs of passage on the cold stone floor, we jumped in alarm
at a loud, confused chattering that came down from the lit corridor. Up this
barely-lit cavern, something was moving - a shifting, flapping sound echoed
around us, accompanied by strange squawking and hooting noises. Peters took
one of the oily rods in one hand and the pale green-glowing lantern in another.
I took another bar, and followed closely behind him.

There were a number ofwhite penguins-larger than any bird I had ever seen
before - milling about, the mouth of the cavern. From out vantage, the light
behind them was almost intolerably bright, already surpassing the loathsome
light that emanated from our lantern. But with the increase oflight also came an
increase in the chill. A freezing wind gusted down the cave, and Peters, shiver
ing with the cold, hefted his pole and in a trice, broke the neck of one of the
birds. "You get one, too," he said, his breath already steaming as he began to skin
the wretched thing with the razor-edge of his pike, "we can wear their pelts
against the cold." This seemed reasonable to me, and it was the work of but a
moment before I had killed another of the things. Oddly, they did not flee, de
spite seeing two of their company struck dead in their midst, but continued to
mill about as confusedly as before. But when I was engaged in the gristly task of
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cutting it open, I noted that the eyes were a milky white, all but useless. Like
Peters, I skinned the creature, and then turned the whole skin inside-out so that
the minute feathers would keep my skin warm. We guessed that the cold outside
the tunnel would be even more intense than inside and, even though I rapidly
followed his example, I was shaking violently by the time I was done. The polar
cold was unimaginably fierce. Even through the penguin hide, I could feel the
chill working into my bones. By this time, Peters was feasting on the raw meat
from his penguin - the first food other than the vinegary plants we had had in
some time. We did not bother to bring any supplies with us - we had no hope of
building a fire, and anything we carried with us would probably freeze before we
got any significant distance away from the tunnel. Even so, just before we left the
site of our butchery, Peters, after some careful maneuvering, pulled an organ
from each of the piles. One he thrust at me as he chewed on the other. I ate the
raw, bloody liver - and it sent the blood singing in my veins. Thus fortified, we
proceeded towards the end of the tunnel and the clean light of day.

A scene of unutterable horror greeted us at the mouth of the cavern. The tem
perature plummeted as we approached the entrance, and we stepped out into the
light. It was excruciatingly bright, reflected not only from the murky skies but
from the thousand drifts and embankments of snow that surrounded us. To the
ordinary eye, the light was diffuse and dim, but to those such as we who had
been immured in the very depths of the earth's bowels, darker than any night,
even this wan light was nearly unbearable. The nauseous light of the lamp had in
no way prepared our eyes for the wholesome light of the sun, despite the overcast
sky and the sun's low angle. There was nowhere to look to rest our eyes; every
where there was the blinding whiteness of sky or snow, piercing our eyes like
silver-white daggers. We stood and blinked - covering and uncovering our eyes
to shield us from the reflected glare - and beheld yet another terrible revela
tion. As our eyes adjusted, we began to make out the outlines of the rock forma
tions that the snow had drifted against, squat and black in contrast to the un
yielding brilliance of the snow. The more we could see, the more we saw that the
outlines were too regular for anything of nature's construction. Whatever it was
and whoever had built it, the blocks of stone and suggestively regular corridors
between them could be only one thing. It was a ruined city - unutterably an
cient - built and then abandoned on this freezing Antarctic waste.

Great and ancient it was - with open arches and tumbled causeways, many of the
great works thrown down by some unimaginable cataclysm. Everything had an un
setding queerness to it - the incalculable age ofthe city itself, the gaping holes choked
with snow, and an indefinable but decidedly repugnant otherness of the entire place.
The only sounds were those of the wind as it thrilled and roared through the ruined
streets. There were paved courtyards swept clean of snow, with five avenues leading
from them, hemmed in by five blank stone walls. There were no signs ofinhabitation,
only the terrible desolation and loneliness ofages; the march of time slowly grinding
this strange metropolis into oblivion. I stood, dumbfounded by this incredible and
monstrous landscape, but Peters shook me from my passivity and pointed to the
undisturbed snow at the cavern's mouth.

Whatever we were tracking, it had not been this way. The snow was deep and
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fresh, white as an unwritten page waiting for the first defacing scratch of a pen.
Snarling in anger, Peters stalked back into the darkness of the cavern, and we
again set a raft of stone into the wall, and after loading our meager stock of food
and other equipment, continued down the passage. But our time in the darkness
was much less this time. After no more than three or four hours, our ride ended,
and we drifted into another of those dry wharves. This time, however, there was
only one tunnel, and it lead directly to the surface.

As harrowing as the sight at the previous tunnel had been, our view from this one
was even terrible. No more than a mile away through blasts ofsnow and wind, yet
clearly visible, was the image of a titan tower - a lair of giants, dragons, or some
other fabulous and abhorrent creature, for it was far too great to have been erected
by mere human hands. It soared above us, hidden behind a swirlin& freezing veil
of ice and snow, taller than any medieval tower or citadel. And then we saw the
brilliant blue light which hovered about its cap, like Saint Elmo's fire about a mast,
and I knew, I knew to my soul that this was nothing else but a primordial light
house - I can think of no other thing it might have been as the light, dazzlingly
bright in the polar gloom, lanced from its top - guiding ships from God knew
where to this most desolate of ports. It was a sight that I can never erase from my
mind; grand as a square-rigger's mast, terrible as lightning on the sea. There clung
to this unholy edifice a hideous feeling of monstrousness, as if this were not some
thing native to this earth, but an enormous, blasphemical tower ofBabel erected to
mock God and all ofHis good works. I tried to run, but I could not - I was capti
vated, involuntarily fascinated by that elder tower ofeons long past - as if it were
calling to me, urging me to come towards it. I stood frozen, freezing; when Peters
nudged me, and I was able to look away from that titan horror. I immediately had
the urge to run, but successfully fought it down. To panic and run in this wilder
ness of snow was to die.

My only hope that we could get away from this awful place of elder madness
was crushed by Peters' excited pointing to a trail on the ground. Although it was
not fresh - even now there was a light fall of snow and ice - it was definite
evidence of recent passage. Utterly crushed, not even daring to believe we should
come through the venture alive, I followed as Peters pursued the trail of the
captives directly towards the antediluvian ruins.

CHAPTER XXVIII

For an interminable time of freezing cold that we followed that track; I have
no conception of how long that dreadful mile took us, for we were unable to even
lift our eyes the cold was so utterly numbing to mind and body. Snow and sleet
blew all around us, and it was all we could to watch our ice-laden feet follow each
other down the trail in the inches-deep snow. Ice formed on our lashes, and our
breath froze ere it left our bodies, forming a second, frozen beard on our lips. We
toiled on and the snow got worse, the wind driving against us mercilessly. Our
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previous agonies were nothing compared to what we now endured - our erst
while coats freezing to our bodies, the wind a sledgehammer that drove us from
the path, which we knew was leading us to some horrible ending of gruesome
death. Twice I fell, only to be picked out of the freezing snow and urged on by
Peters. A third time I stumbled, and absolutely could not go on. I lay in the snow,
waiting for the merciful oblivion ofdeath, the dark closing in, when Peters kicked
me sharply. I threw up an arm to ward off his abuse, unable to cry out, for my lips
were frozen shut. "Get up!" he cried. "Up, you miserable wretch!" And with
that, he hauled me bodily out of the snow and shook me as if! were nothing but
a child. This had the effect of bringing me back to my senses and sending the
blood feebly back to my limbs. I gathered myself- more afraid of Peters than I
was of the spire ofdeath - and trudged on. Soon, we were walking in the shadow
of the dreadful pharos itself.

We continued to stumble, half blind, wholly insensate, until my foot struck
something in the trail and I again fell headlong. Peters aimed a fierce kick at me,
then suddenly stopped, his face contorting with rage and terror. I followed his
gaze, and saw that I had tripped on a human body. Whoever he had been, he was
unrecognizable now; his head had been caved in by a powerful blow and his
blood had frozen to ice in his long, blonde hair. Although the sight was ghastly,
it was in some horrible manner comforting, for we at least knew the mysterious
captors and their prisoners had come this way, even if not all of the captives
remained alive.

Only a few yards from the pitiful remains, the trail entered the base of the
appalling tower. Immediately, we found ourselves on a circular ramp that de
scended into the depths of the earth below the tremendous lighthouse, and a
small amount of packed snow and ice to show us that our quarry had descended
within. As we followed this trail, we noted that around this ramp, the walls of the
building were covered in carvings - bas reliefs that were too frightening to
contemplate for long. We hurried down into the darkness, afraid that we might
see too much, Peters in the lead. It is fortunate that Peters had remembered to
keep hold of his lamp, for darkness was almost immediate, as within the tower
there was no hint or the awful blue light that beckoned. Although there was no
snow to hold a trail, he detected a slight trail of ice that continued into the lower
depths of the structure.

If the tower above was dead, then below the surface it was alive. We passed
dozens of darkened hallways, and from many of these there came sounds of
work or activity, the hiss of steam or the clank of metal being worked. Each of
these was in perfect rhythm, even more perfect than the best sea-chantey. At
times, we looked into entrances or archways, but at no time did we see any living
soul, only great disks and plates of metal and stone and other, less identifiable
substances that blasted foul air and turned and twisted to no recognizable pur
pose. Fearful of that which we did not understand, we exited from these rooms
in haste. We did not explore the silent passages. As we descended, we noted that
the air was becoming warm and damp again. Soon we were all but sweating in
our penguin-skin overcoats, but we did not take them off. Our icy beards melted
off painfully, and we stopped once to restore life to our limbs, shaking off the
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effects of the cold as quickly as possible; we did not know what would be re
quired of us for any rescue attempt.

Eventually, we came to a place where we heard the rasp of human breath, and
saw the thick red glow we had seen at the beginning of the terrible tunnel so long
ago. Ever cautious, Peters retreated and left our lamp some distance away from
the archway, crept up to the entranceway, then signaled me to silently join him.
Once there, I saw the four captives, hands still trussed in the primitive ropes
made by the Tsalalians, in addition to two of the filthy savages. All lay on a block
of stone which rose off the floor of the chamber, apparently dazed in some way.
There were carvings on the block, but I could not make them out. Although I
could not see the entire chamber, I could see that it was vast and contained
several large crystalline structures of some unknowable purpose. The air wafting
out of the room was tropical- damp and hot, almost to the point of steaming. I
signaled to Peters that we should make an immediate rescue, but he shook his
head minutely, his stony features imprecating dire results if I made any attempt.
We continued to study the chamber, when there came a queer shuffling sound,
and there stepped into my view, a Thing.

There are many things that Man does not yet know about the Earth, and this was
one of the most horrible. For it is a conceit of mankind that there are no other
intelligences on this Earth than himself, and that the Lord gave him dominion
over all the beasts and fishes. This is not the case, for there are otheI; stranger
Things that live amid the polar wastes, Things shaped like whalers' barrels, only
taller and more slender, with thick, ropy tentacles below and a curious starfish
shaped head crowning the whole. Its color was a dirty greenish gray, mottled in
some areas, and it walked. Great God! I cannot swear whether it was animal or
plant, but the Thing walked; clumsily, as if uncomfortable with ambulation, but
walk it did, shuffling along on the five powerful tentacles that sprang from its base
like the roots from a great tree. I here swear to God in Heaven that this thing was
not simply alive, but also intelligent, possessed ofa malicious mind at least as great
as the brains ofmen, but evil, as foul as any demon or devil. Without a doubt, these
were the creatures that had raised that horrible, hell-spawned beacon that rose
above us like the arrogance of Lucifer himself, for only minds ofsuch malice could
have created something so grossly malevolent.

The dreadful Thing moved toward one of the defenseless captives and picked
him up easily, with only one limb. As soon as the victim was lifted off the carven
stone upon which he had rested, he began to thrash and scream horribly, but he
was held fast by the Thing's tentacle. Peters and I were paralyzed with horror,
knowing that there was nothing we could do as the poor wretch was carried
some several yards to a pit in the floor. With incredible strength, the hellish
thing carelessly flung its screaming burden headfirst into the cavity. His screams
stopped immediately, replaced by a curious churning sound, as if he had fallen
into mud, but we held no hope for him in this awful place. I averted my eyes and
covered my ears in a futile attempt to shut out the sounds ofthe dying man. The
Thing merely stood by, impassive as the rocky walls while the muddy slopping
slowly tapered off. With sudden action, it reached into the hole in the floor, and,
with a care it had not previously shown to the man, raised up what was left ofour

177



poor fellow. All that had been a man was gone, and there was only left the pink
ish-white net of his sinews, attached to the thick cord of his spine and the pud
ding-like lump that was his brain!

Paralyzed with fear, sickened with revulsion, we could do nothing but watch
as the Thing draped the pitiful sinews of our fellow man over its tentacle and
folded it into a neat package, much as a mother tenderly folds the dress of her
small child. It then shuffled out of the room by some exit which I was not able to
see. Soon after it was out of sight, I leapt down to free the captives. No sooner
had I sprinted across the floor and come to the side of the captives then I was
struck immobile. Nearly out ofmy mind with terror, lest the cursed Thing should
return and treat me as it had our other compatriot, I attempted to command my
limbs to action, but to no avail. I was utterly frozen in place, unable to even move
so much as my eyes. There was a weird radiance around certain of the carvings
on the stone, and it seemed that it was these symbols that had clamped onto my
brain, immobilizing me.

Again, Dirk Peters saved me. Noting my sudden and idiotic stillness, he knocked
me sprawling with a powerful blow to my back. As soon as I fell, I was again able
to move. Guessing that this was some foul action of the unholy altar upon which
the captives were placed, Peters and I carefully removed the three white men
from their imprisonment on the stone block. As soon as they were clear of the
stone, they began to thrash and struggle. We quieted them, quickly explained
that we had the means to escape, and, using the sharp edge of the providential
rod, cut them free. Within a few minutes, our work was done, and we remaining
five retreated from that terrible room.

We left the Tsalalians to their gods.
Outside in the corridor, we began to run, intending to run all the way to the

tunnel, leaving this accursed lighthouse far behind us. Peters led, showing his
marvelous dexterity by snatching the still-lit lamp from the floor without slow
ing his pace. As we fled up the corridor towards the surface, one of our new
companions glanced back and let out a despairing cry of horror. The Thing had
returned, and was pursuing us! For all its clumsy ambulation, it was horren
dously swift when aroused. We ran still faster, but we were tired, hungry, and
cold. The Thing steadily gained upon us, issuing an odd, almost musical piping
that did nothing but increase our terror. We were hopeless now, knowing that
even five of us had no hope of overpowering even one such creature. Finally, in
desperation, Peters threw our sickly-green lamp at the creature, more as a ges
ture of defiance than in hope of doing it harm. To our surprise, there was no
explosion. The glass shattered, and the seething liquid within expanded hun
grily. Although Peters had thrown short of the mark, the Thing was unable to
stop or turn swiftly enough to avoid its peril. At its first touch, the light turned
from the familiar ulcerous green to the thick, vile red we had seen in the tunnel.
The liquid, growing madly and increasing in brilliance just as rapidly, swiftly
covered the tentacled Thing, which, overbalanced, crashed to the floor like a
felled tree. Completely enveloped, the Thing flopped for few seconds, then
stopped, and the red light burned and shimmered like a roaring bonfire. The
edges of the entrapped Thing began to soften horribly as the glowing, bubbling
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mass corroded or melted the Thing in some way. And then, of its own volition,
the liquid mass moved, seeming to have sucked its victim dry, and seeking more
sustenance, reached with bright, fiery red feelers in our direction.

Terrified by what we had released, we fled like madmen. Soon we were out of the
accursed lighthouse, and the deathly cold of the polar weather oppressed us with
its might. Words cannot describe the piteous suffering we went through on our
return, for our new companions were but lightly clothed and obviously on the
verge of collapse. We continued at a loping jog, praying that the exertion would
warm us enough to allow us to reach the tunnel. Half-way there one of the strang
ers collapsed, and Peters was obliged to carry the unfortunate soul. Although the
wind had slackened, the snow fell even more thickly, so that there we could not feel
the call of that titanic, hellish beacon. By the time we reached the safety of the
tunnel, our lope had degenerated into the desperate shuffle of the bone-weary. Pe
ters still carried one of the men, so I supported the other two, for tired as I was, my
privations were surely as nothing compared to those of these three.

After finally reaching the tunnel, we quickly moved our new comrades into
the warmer interior. Presently, after being fed some of the sharp, fleshy leaves
that remained on our raft, our companions began to revive. Peters and I then
removed our ghastly attire, for it would quickly grow too warm for the wearing
of it, and, as it thawed, it would certainly begin to stink and rot. We were quite
relieved to see that nothing had been disturbed in our absence; there had been
no monstrous penguins to eat the pale, squishy leaves. All five of the remaining
lamps were there, much to our dismay - especially in light of the greedy nature
it had displayed on the Polar Thing. We handled these very carefully, afraid of
releasing the luminous substance within. When we were all restored somewhat,
we clambered aboard the movable platform. Peters, obviously understanding
the mechanism much better than I, fumbled with the metal rods for a few min
utes before they settled with a crunch, and we began to move, this time away
from the horrible city of the Pole.

CHAPTER XXIX

When we were sure that we were not immediately pursued, Peters touched one
of the lamps. It sprang to eerie, greenish life, and in this shifting light we took
our first good look at our fellow survivors. They were sturdy men, for despite all
they had been through, pale and weak but with their spirits unbowed. We con
tinued for some time, neither of us speaking, haunted by the fear of pursuit. But
eventually one of their company broke the silence, and we learned that they
were crewmen of a bark named the Discovery, out of Oslo, named Vredenburgh,
DeLance and Marburg. They told us that their hope was that their ship might
still be at the shore where that had left it, laid up for repairs. Originally they had
been a hunting party ofeight, until they had run afoul of the repulsive Tsalalians.
Three of their party had been killed in a terrible ambush, and the five survivors
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taken as hostages. The man whose head was split open by the Polar Things was
named Gunnarsson, an mighty man who had waited until the freezing cold was
almost intolerable before attempting to free his fellow-hostages. One of the Things
had killed him with a single swift, enormously powerful blow, splitting his head
open like a pumpkin. Their other companion who had died so horribly in that
awful city had been named Johansen, but they could not bear to talk of him for
long. They wept for their comrades, and Peters and I gave them such scraps of
comfort as we could.

Hours and days passed, and for a time there was nothing but the monotonous
hiss of the platform and the vast miles falling behind us. It had been a long time,
far beyond any counting, when Vredenburgh saw a movement just beyond our
range oflight. Peters touched another lamp, and the nauseous light brightened.
Following us, and gaining at a rapid pace, were no less than three of the terrible
Polar Things, riding their own platform and encouraging it in some way to over
take ours. Vredenburgh and Marburg screamed and clutched at themselves, para
lyzed by approaching doom. Peters swore, and seeing nothing else with which to
defend ourselves, threw one of our remaining lamps at it. The lantern shattered
on the floor of the tunnel, leaving only a glowing spot that was swiftly left be
hind us, doing no damage to our pursuers. We all gasped in utter horror, but
then DeLance shouted that we should throw two or three of the remaining lan
terns together, in the hopes that we would have a better chance of hitting the
creatures. This we quickly agreed on. Peters and I activated the lamps, for I felt
that the frightful draining sensation would certainly be nothing compared to the
horrors that awaited us if we were captured and returned to the polar city. At
DeLance's count, we hurled the lamps, glowing greenishly, down the tunnel at
our pursuers. We were fortunate; two of the three lamps broke on the Polar
Things' platform. As before, the liquid sought out the living creatures, the pu
trid green glow turning a no-more wholesome red as it touched the Things. The
Things frantically swatted at the liquid, attempting to remove it from them
selves, but only succeeded in spreading the noxious stuff around, bringing about
their dissolution all the faster. As the hungry stuff overwhelmed their platform,
one Thing attempted to get off the platform despite the high rate of speed at
which it was moving. But the virulent stuff, radiating the swirling red light of a
burning house, actually reached out and pulled the Thing back onto the plat
form, and devoured it. There was no denying now that the substance was alive,
and then panic struck us, for the other platform still gained on ours. It was clear
that in a matter of minutes, the two would touch, and we would be food for the
blazing red horror. We wept, cursing DeLacie for his thoughtless action, and
Marburg began to pray.

But hope and salvation sprang from nowhere. Even as we stared, horrified, at
the seething, red liquesence that surged towards us, it stopped and, turning,
smashed through a weak part of the wall, and was wholly gone in a matter of
seconds. We were at a loss, unable to believe our escape. Our platform rushed
onwards, leaving the new horror we had created behind us. But abruptly, our
movement stopped. We were thrown forward headlong and sprawled severally,
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like dice thrown by a clumsy gambler. The impact was tremendous, as our rate of
speed had been very great, but I did not suffer any broken bones. As I picked
myself up, I felt a rumbling in the stone of the tunnel. I tried to gather my
companions, hoping to collect them together in preparation for a collapse of
some section of the tunnel, when, from behind us, there exploded the blazing
monstrosity, its size incalculably magnified, its light shining brighter than the
sun. We felt, rather than saw, it rush up the tunnellike a juggernaut, so powerful
and swift that we were unable to do anything but cringe in fear that it would
crush us utterly. But it slowed quickly after the initial rush, and stopped less
then ten feet from the edge of our platform.

It was not enough to shield our eyes from the brilliant mass, we had to actually
turn away from it and keep our eyes closed to make the light tolerable at all.
Blinded, we gathered each other and what little equipment we could lay our
hands on, and retreated away from the brilliantly-lit monstrosity as fast as we
were able. We all had sustained some bruises and aches from our rough treat
ment, but Peters was the one who was most badly injured. As soon as the light
was merely bright, DeLance examined him and found his arm to be broken,
although he did not complain of the pain. DeLance bound the arm tightly, to
prevent the bones from grinding together, while the rest of us took stock of our
situation. We had two of the metal poles, one remaining lantern - which we
treated with great care - and only two handfuls of our slowly decaying fleshy
leaves. Rationing the food, we plodded along, our pace torturously slow, and I
felt myself getting weaker and weaker. Vredenburgh led the way, the tunnel
growing slowly dimmer and dimmer as the we moved away from the horrible
source of our luminescence. We walked for a day, and yet still we did not need to
light our last lantern before we came to the end of the tunnel, on the island near
the boiling sea. With glad hearts we attained the surface of the island, to find it
much changed. Whatever the plume had been, it was gone, and also the roar of
the cataract to which we had grown so accustomed to. Marburg and Vredenburgh
ran down to the sea, and found it still extraordinarily hot, but the powerful cur
rent which had dragged us to the island was gone, presumably linked inextrica
bly with the strangely missing cataract.

While Vredenburgh, Marburg, and DeLance whooped and cheered on the
sandy white beach, eating the pale leaves that had sustained Peters and I for so
long, we two sat down, our limbs weak from exhaustion. My head rang as if a
cannon had been fired nearby. As the other crew ran on the beach, I watched
Peters stumble and fall to the ground. Trance like, I started to walk over to him,
but found that I had abused my body too fiercely. My joints cramped, and like
Peters, I collapsed onto the sand.

I can only report that I experienced nightmares the like of which I never have
before, and that I spent several weeks delirious and raving, from what cause I
cannot guess. I know I would have died had not our three companions taken it
upon themselves to care for us. For we awoke some time later, to see the sturdy
beams of a ship above us, and felt the rolling of the sea under a great ship.

It was some time later that Vredenburgh came down to see us. He explained
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that we were on the explorer's ship Nancy, and that Peters and I had been ill for
some weeks. When I asked him how we had come to be here, he briefly re
counted how we had arrived on the Nancy. Without the current, it had been an
easy thing to take the Tsalalian canoe from the shores of the island and paddle
out into the sea while Peters and I lay groaning and helpless in the bottom of the
canoe. The further away from the island they moved, the colder it had become.
After a few days, we had landed on a drifting ice-floe. They had set to work
butchering several seals and wrapping us in the skins, each day keeping we two
invalids warm and fed, and never leaving us alone, for fear the Tsalalians might
find us. I cannot find the words to express my gratitude to those three brave
souls who kept us alive as we awaited rescue. And rescue did come: after two
weeks on the ice floe, a passing ship, the exploration brig Nancy, found us and
took us aboard. After telling his story, Vredenburgh impressed upon me that I
should tell no one about our adventures, or anything about the city on the Pole,
for, as explorers, the Nancy's crew would certainly wish to investigate that ter
rible place on the ice. I agreed to this, and the following day was well enough to
join the crew.

But there was always a distance between us and the rest of the crew of the
Nancy. While they believed our story about being shipwrecked, they could not
but notice that there was some oddness to us, and that what little gear we carried
was of unusual manufacture. Peters and Vredenburgh were especially close
mouthed, fearing the curiosity of the crew. Their resistance to questioning was
so adamant that they nearly started a few fights with those who asked too much.
We were fortunate that the Nancy had completed her primary mission, and that
she was returning to her home port of Liverpool, for our notoriety had quickly
risen among her crew.

We arrived in Liverpool, where I worked as a barman for some years in order
to accumulate enough money to finance my return to America. Of the minor
mishaps we suffered as we sailed north, I shall not tell, for they are trivial com
pared to the terrors and trials that preceded them. Once a man has seen certain
things, the mundane world seems ordinary and adventures that once thrilled
the blood do not seem worth telling. This is the end of my journal, for I am not
the boy who started it. I have starved, frozen, been subject to pirates and Things
beyond description. I am no longer as I was. When we return to America, I shall
not seek out my father and his home in Nantucket, for I am too changed and the
memory of my boyish innocence will do nothing but haunt me. I am no longer
the child that my friends knew, if indeed any of them recognize me as the boy
who ran away from home, to sail the sea. I know now that there are things of
which men ought not know, and places they ought not go. I will make my living
away from the sea, away from the great waters that see so much. I shall go inland,
and never wish to see the world again.
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