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The Marquis’s Destruction, at least as regards the perceived threat of the City, 

exists in many versions; it is a very old story, going back over five thousand years 

– before Thaw went to Uruk. It has become somewhat of an underlying tale – for 

instance influencing that part of The Mountain King & the Silver Queen (which 

Alentir reads in Maer Anht) where Sahrahnylii & Jouphah fight the Demon of 

Intemperance.

The version given here is based on that told by Lasith to Owel in Bearcomb 

Cove, with colouring provided by Owel’s perceptions & experiences on Earth, 

& the technological advances & ideological simplification he feared were gaining 

ascendency.
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It started slowly, a passing remark by his friend – Those frozen-stylists’ seeking 

of permanence is always destructive – referring to his experiences before his 

long rest, for Thaw had crossed the Rainbow Divide and seen the controlling 

and destructive nature of humanity’s civilisation, under the eternal Marquis, in 

ancient Mesopotamia. Although Ghee had previously heard a fuller account, it 

was from this remark that his preoccupation grew.

He began to obsessively dream and think on the on-going hostility that 

mankind had towards the land, and their fear of the natural cycles of change. 

Over the years he pondered long, trying to look at the events he had been told 

about in various different ways; but always he struggled to perceive anything 

other than deliberate rage and vengefulness towards the lands in which mankind 

usually dwelt.

Although, in his study, Ghee had found times and places when and 

where harmony had existed, these always seemed to be overwhelmed by the 

mass of humanity’s impotent lust for destruction – though he suspected they 

saw it otherwise. And those who did not tread so heavily, who could conceive 

imaginative passages that were explorative and attuned to more than just that 

person’s ego, slipped more and more from view, becoming remote and then 

dangerously rare. 

It remained a seemingly unalterable fact that most of mankind destroys what 

is other, ruins what they do not understand.

Throughout Ghee considered this essentially in terms of wanton felling: not 

Part 1

Nightmares of Destruction
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surprising as he lived in the realm of the Forest King. And he became convinced 

it was a premonition. He became increasingly nervous, even fearful, trying to 

struggle on without the reserves necessary to deal with the knocks and concerns 

of everyday life. He isolated himself, rarely leaving his barge and ceasing his 

travelling about the lake of Send Ehros. He moored on one of the islands in the 

Bay of Khal-Khamp, to the south of the Forest King’s capital of Bok Heliox Trhyon 

on the peninsula of Burn Haun, perversely unable to flee far away from the Forest 

Hall, the capital, or its inhabitants – for all he had visited them infrequently.

He felt his own impotence and took to weeping, particularly when he was 

alone, convinced there was no way he could escape the relentless destruction. It 

would find him eventually. It was what he hated most about it, what he feared 

most: mankind’s determination that their desecration would reach all parts of 

the world. And eventually even penetrating deep into the imagination, allowing 

no escape or respite even there. Ghee might as well have sought to have fled to 

the stars, but mankind would probably reach there in time. Maybe it was better 

if they were confined to Earth and Kolchin. It would offer some containment to 

their destruction.

His previously pristine barge began to succumb to dirt and devouring 

chaos – its personal and intricate decorations now left to fade and peel. This was 

unrestrained when his depression was at its height, but also ceased to be pushed 

back when his mood temporarily lifted. Even, eventually, invading his sleeping 

quarters, though these suffered least. 

Much of the clutter consisted of books and papers, without apparent order, 

through which Ghee continued to repeatedly toil.

Ghee’s friend, Thaw, would canoe out to visit him and, though Ghee could 

usually hide it, there was one crucial time when he saw the weeping. They were 

sat inside the barge, it being a grey and wet afternoon. Thaw listened for a bit, 

and then tried to calm Ghee’s fears and alleviate his terror; but even as he offered 

A fool sees not the same sign that a right man does – Devotion 
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comfort, tears welled again in his friend’s eyes. Ghee exhaled loudly, a racking 

sob obscuring parts of his continued, needed expression: 

“... always there. I cannot escape. It is always after me. Not just me. It will not 

let up. It seeks ... it’s not especially after me ... crash upon crash ... even that far 

hill ... there is nothing I can do.”

There was so much more of this free-flowing rant that even as firm a friend as 

Thaw grew weary. But he stayed on the barge, listening and trying to concentrate, 

though Ghee rambled much. And eventually – one late evening – he felt he was 

beginning to follow his friend’s thread.

“That world has always been around us,” Thaw reminded him. “We have 

always had struggles on our borders.”

“You don’t understand! There is no escape! No hope! We will be swept away 

... tarnished and overwhelmed ...”

“But the Greater Forest is huge.”

“So it will take longer!”

“You’re talking of something you don’t really know about,” said Thaw, 

changing tack. “You’ve not been there. You’ve not seen ...”

“I have seen!”

“Not at first hand. You have only your fear-inspired dreams speaking to you. 

I have been there.”

Comes Through Suffering – Philosophy means accepting the Marquis’s 

When I wake it’s always the same;
I get up - go - appear as a busy bee.

Then come home; it’s always the same,
drink away the hours left to me.

All those metal panels chug-chugging,
tubes & bosses suck-sucking,

needing to stop us flapping
in a windy metronomic disorder.

Neither too fast nor too slow,
just a marked, uniform pace,
an arbitrary nick-nick imposed 
by terror isolated committee-men.

Each piston’s rhythmic thumping catches out 
anyone who misses the strict timing,
flaying them alive so that everyone else
knows to keep on jumping.

~
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“They are real!”

“Not in the same sense.”

“They are real.”

“To you. But I have been in one of their cities: salt-encrusted and dusty. 

Albeit on Earth – though I’ve seen smaller examples on our world. I have 

directly experienced what you imagine. Fearing much the worst; but not ultimate 

destruction – as you do. They damage and destroy, but have a limited reach.”

“I’ve heard your talk: I’ve heard you speak of the damage they do.”

“I know.”

“And the distance between your fears and mine is not that great.”

“I don’t agree: the scale is different. And scale matters.”

“Maybe ... but even so, please let me speak again, to tell you what I’ve 

discerned ... what I’ve seen ... what I know.”

This took a long time, and there were constant relapses into tears and anger, 

but Thaw was patient and resolute, though he did not always allow Ghee to get 

away with self-pitying drifting. Yet he did not really fully listen, and never did 

completely understand Ghee’s concrete fear of others’ nihilism: it was painfully 

real to him.

He was, however, able to alleviate Ghee’s despair somewhat, though he was 

reluctant to repeat too much about his experiences abroad and the long sleep he 

had then needed to recuperate and come to terms with those experiences, but his 

careful and selective retelling of what he had experienced in the City of the Plain 

curtailed some of Ghee’s wildest fears. Yet he could not bring his friend back 

even remotely to the contented state he had been in before; one cannot return to 

a state of ignorance.

And Ghee still believed utterly that he knew the truth of the underlying 

themes that had fed his despair: his reaction may have been disproportionate, but 

he was convinced his fears were firmly grounded in a future that it was rational 

view – What is now proved, was once only imagined – The Sky is 
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to dread.

f

It had been late the previous night before they had settled to sleep, and 

Ghee, at least, slept far into the afternoon. When he did rise he seemed much less 

agitated, as though the storm had passed, his energy drained, and he was in the 

calm thereafter.

They did however return to the topic of destruction, albeit briefly, and a 

touch of Ghee’s agitation returned. While sitting and enjoying the sunshine of a 

late spring’s evening, Ghee came out with:

“I cannot understand the desires of those proleptically obsessed storm-

splayers to stamp their name on the land, their wish to create sterile monuments 

at the cost of the destruction of the wealth and depth of the living world. Is that 

a worthy way to be remembered?

 “And I fear my idleness,” he added: “yet I’m also scared that I will never 

be able to restrict the grab-buckets’ encroachment into the wildwood. I have not 

your knowledge or power. I have not seen or been what or where you have.”

“You underestimate yourself.”

“I know something must be done; maybe we should seek wider counsel. Yet 

I don’t have the ability to speak clearly before the Forest King. To let him know 

the dangers”

“You will regained much of your strength, I know,” said his friend, “and will 

be welcomed back to the Forest Hall whenever you desire to return.”

“Maybe.”

Then Thaw turned the talk of the restfulness of sitting on a barge, watching 

the long sunlight bounce along the waves, and waiting for their fish to cook.

He doubted he convinced Ghee.

Upheld by the Towers of Unyielding Vigilance – The Marquis Has the 
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WCR83 is of course part of the Marquis’s superb Metromegaopolis

Times
L e a d i n g  U s 

T h r o u g h
T h e s e  H e a d y

Wibbleday, 33rd Serenity, Year 34

CONTINUING TO GET BETTER & BETTER
THE MARCH OF THE CITY 
goes ever onwards, providing in-
creasingly sophisticated life for all 
its deserving inhabitants.

Yesterday was announced a 
major restructuring of the trans-
port layout in WCR83. Although 
a spokesman accepted that there 
would be a little, temporary in-
convenience for a few people, he 
added that “the improvements are 
for the Greater Good, and people 
will welcome them as their lives 
become much easier as a result 
of this focused expenditure by the 
Marquis’s government.”

The old area was made up of 
some unsuitable low-level hous-
ing and various industrial and 
commercial buildings. A mix that 
will be retained. Conditions there  
were primitive, life harsh, and less 
efficient than acceptable now.

The new development will con-
tain an additional rail-line and in-
clude high-class accommodation 
and cutting-edge industry. A great 

and enlightening improvement.
The local community leader, 

Stuf-Trillaby, also welcomed the 
new scheme, saying: “WCR83 has 
always been a great place to live, 
but there have been some prob-
lems getting around. This very 
welcome expenditure will make 
the centre of WCR83 a much more 
amenable place.  New franchisees 
will come in, giving us more 
shops, food outlets and drinking 
places. Ever getting better.”

The firm engaged to do the work, 

Trillaby & Sons Construction, 
have let us know that they are hon-
oured to be awarded the contract 
and “contribute to the wealth of 
City life.

“People will just have to accept 
the noise of traffic and adverts - 
they are after all a sign of progress 
- and they are misguided if they 
think this will lessen that.”

They added that there “was no 
substance to the rumour that the 
area would be decorated with non-
commercial artworks.”

“THE BUILDING’S PROBLEMS 
shut out impossible attrition.”

So went a later remark, for up 
there at stake, lost or won, or 
metamorphosing into complex 
stations, where concerns of bring-
ing them home safely with a crack 
of dawn on a first, true blue plat-
form. You’ll be as impressed as 
I am with the train as boring as 
a TastyMeal™, this rail network 
is prepared individually, for just 
one. It thinks you away, reminds 
me of that added little bung to a 
funky, earlier-era style: that is 
ugly. Ugly, but has to find a way 
to include concrete courtyards. 
Try this at home, glass walls, not 
quite 90 degrees, ranting before 

reason. Buildings behind the four 
walls were named alpha-numeri-
cally, for more information came 
with each building. The work goes 
straight to the floor plates, where 
most people toiled. Promotion was 
down the ally across the covered 
stream, with access to your quest-
ing glass-walled cubicles that sur-
rounded the outer rim, flickering 
flares in insane eyes, and bestow-
ing on their thinking inside the 
box, were the stated goals.

Competition for the glass cu-
bicles was cut and slash – like a 
bad barber. I’d like to perfect the 
sense of an ensemble piece, send 
me a photograph, a detailed vision 
of the gaping hole, excessive as 

a gonad-sized ruby, right by the 
maw of the protected wild half-
life architecture, subject to this 
extraordinary feeling skin, invest-
ment’s iron law; the governing sil-
ver shroud of cobwebs kept falling 
apart, might as well be in the caves 
of radiance.

Discovering a universally ac-
cepted door is surely neither shak-
ing, nor framed by tombstones, 
imperfect though they be as the 
guard in a sailor-suit, emotion be-
fore a rational hotchpotch of beau-
tiful objects, a golden cloak of 
icons. They represent your moves 
weathered down by the slip-
stream; knocking down is easy. A 
starting joke of self-dazed despair.

HAZY AS THE CHIP ON HIS SHOULDER
a personal view by Borchgrove Roden, who lived in Block HJ:793

THE MARQUIS YESTERDAY 
welcomed Postcode Leaders from 
areas XWJ13-57 to his Palace of 
the United People to award them 
long-service certificates.

Halli Sansomme from XWJ41 
said: “It is the greatest honour we 
can have. Serving XWJ41 and its 
people has been uniquely wonder-
ful, but nothing can beat meeting 
our glorious leader. I feel hon-
oured.”

ALL HAIL! 
THE MARQUIS!

STRANGE LIGHTS have been 
seen in the sky above WCR83 for 
the past few nights, weaving about 
below the cloud. According to 
some authorities there have been 
words discernible there, but what 
exactly they are is unclear. One 
crank said they are the scout-ships 
of a sky invasions fleet. He has 
been detained.

SPIDERS HAVE 
TEN LEGS

from the Central NewsAgency

WE ARE PLEASED to announce 
this great scientific breakthrough.

Scientists working from the 
Central Biological Labs have 
been studying the order Araneae 
for decades, but were unable to 
achieve the breakthrough required 
to ensure complete understanding 
and control. But now the Marquis 
has reviewed their work and pa-
pers and seen the crucial point that 
has enabled the breakthrough, and 
to show a particularly corporatist 
view of the nature of arachnids.

MYSTERIOUS LIGHTS 
IN THE SKY
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Part 2

Worlds Under Heaven

There were variations on similar themes every time Thaw and Ghee met 

up. This was usually on Ghee’s barge, though there was one time when he 

visited Thaw in his cabin in the hills of Burn Haun, near to where it joined the 

northern shore of Send Ehros. It was in a time when the frosts were cruel, and 

fierce winds came relentlessly from the heights of the Horseshoe Mountains.

Thaw’s cabin was a wooden, L-shaped construction, with a veranda between 

its two wings. It was not large, having only a main room – with a table and 

benches and long-chairs around a central stove – and two small bedrooms. Not 

much space to avoid anyone who may be staying.

The veranda faced south-westwards and, though the cabin was not far into 

the hills, had clear views over most of the western half of Send Ehros, including 

the heights of the Isle of Etolairira, whereon the Forest King had his Summer 

Palace, and the wooded hills thirty miles beyond.

The friends’ first few days were fairly relaxed, but then Ghee began to get 

more intense. Thaw grew to cherish the mornings (he habitually got up before 

dawn – in the winter at least), for Ghee did not rise much before noon, complaining 

he had trouble getting to sleep. There were plenty of tasks for Thaw to see to: 

especially keeping the large stove fed, and it brought home to him (again) why 

he lived alone in the hills and away from easy access from any other dwelling 

except Toft’s.

Lu-Toft was an old friend of Thaw’s, the earliest he could remember, 

distantly related, who had studied obsession and depression and claimed some 
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Whole Earth as His Memorial – A Great Leader for the Greater Good 

understanding. Thaw did not claim to know much, though he did know Ghee 

well, but he felt the need for a more detached and studied view of his friend. For 

he could be a difficult and repetitive individual. Although with deep-seated and 

valid concerns … of course … but all wrapped up in a fire-worm’s dream.

So Thaw had told Toft about Ghee and his staying with him, and dropped 

hints that he, Toft, should drop by. And he did; with exquisite timing: to help 

Thaw. He was sitting by the stove when Ghee rose and came to share the warmth, 

wrapped about by a blanket, for it was bitter out even when only walking from 

just up the hill. 

From an initially halting conversation their talk grew in warmth and 

complexity – with Ghee the last to join in – and they moved from huddling close 

around the stove to break fast at the table, and then on to the long-chairs.

At some point, not really following on from previous subjects, Ghee started 

to regale Toft with his preoccupations, but this time concentrating on how anyone 

could be so callous, so cruel, so stupid as to behave in such destructive manners as 

mankind did. What motivated them.

“And do they think they have the right?” he asked Toft.

“Well,” Toft replied, “they probably don’t see the world as we do. You 

used the word ridiculous earlier, and I think that is an apt description of their 

perceptions.”

“When I look at someone who seems to advocate or commit crimes against 

others,” continued Ghee, not obviously taking notice of Toft’s commit, “I find it 

hard to understand what allows that. How their philosophy, their world view, is 

so constructed that they can sanction so much harm being done to others. Even 

that they think they have the right to.

“Then I think of what I’m like when I’m ill – even just under the weather – 

be the illness physical or mental, when I’m living in a feverish imagining. It is 

a human trait that when we are down with a cold we become more selfish and 
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– If You’re Not Happy, You Don’t Understand – Terrible wonders 

withdrawn. That we think less of others. I sit in my chair, blanket over me, dosing 

in idleness – and other people and their feelings don’t come into my thoughts. 

This is certainly not wishing them hurt, or to be suffering as I am convinced I am, 

but they are at those moments of little thought to me.

“I know this is a very mild example, but my selfishness grows the more ill I 

am. And is more acute when I am suffering mental distress – let alone full mental 

illness. And I do not live in an emotional world where hate and fear predominate. 

I think this may be the key. Not just that one doesn’t care about others (or enjoy 

the inflicting of pain: I’ve never thought that there are that many sadists out 

there – under normal circumstances), but that some people are so full of pain and 

rage that they think it is the normal state of affairs. Hiding under their towers of 

shadow – assailed even by lightning.

“But if I did one thousandth of what they do, I would consider the sea as 

blood flowing from my eyes as tears of rain falling from the clouds wherein are 

heralds of storms. Uniting heaven and the world under the columns of the six 

Lords of Might and seven Dukes of Mass. Leaving not a sight of the wide open 

sea, the three Princes of the Elements standing to obscure that visage. Helms shut 

tight as limpets.”

Ghee paused. Thaw looked at Toft, not knowing what to say, but hoping he 

did. It was so quiet that the falling snow outside could almost be heard.

“Perhaps,” said Toft, eventually, “that is the crux of it: that they are so 

consumed by hate and lust for vengeance that there is no room for anything else.”

“You mean that their thoughts go round and round,” said Ghee, unaware 

of the irony, “and being so wrapped up in themselves there is no scope for other 

consideration, such as the feelings of others.”

“That is one way of viewing it.”

“Ensuring everyone feels completely alone, as they are.”

There was more in this vein, but the essentials of the argument did not 
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walked the earth, but none the match for man – He who imagines 

particularly vary. Although Toft changed what he said, Ghee only rehashed – 

frequently in very similar phrases – reminding Thaw of a drunk with a point to 

make. He took it as long as he could, then suggested a break for something to eat.

Toft flashed him a thank you smile. 

f

At lunch – or tea really, given how far gone the day was given Ghee’s late 

rising – they talked about different, easier subjects. Toft was very entertaining 

throughout, but Thaw and even Ghee took up the baton and talked about trivial 

matters as though they were really interesting. All knew exactly what they were 

doing.

Afterwards they repaired to the long-chairs again and returned to the 

previous topics as though it was a delineated working day.

f

Toft soon tried however to move the discussion in a new direction, honing 

in on more specific considerations. Ghee resisted, though he would have been 

surprised if anyone had thought that.

He started to bring up examples from his reading, rubbishing those tyrants’ 

ideas of civilisation, pointing out that though some of them would embrace its 

technological aspects and improve the material existence for some at least of their 

subjects, all impoverished the cultural part. They did not exalt what it meant to 

be human: they denigrated it.

“This is bad enough if they don’t believe themselves to be a someone of 

destiny for whom normal moral and ethical considerations don’t apply. They 

spout on about looking at the bigger picture always – for which sacrifices must 

be made – and ignore the small-scale: little people, individuals, trees and flowers. 

It’s the same with those who profess themselves to be better than others because 

of their religious beliefs, especially devoting themselves to a monotheistic god; 

I am not completely rejecting that there is any validity in their beliefs or their 



11

devotion – but I question when they concentrate on the religious to the exclusion 

of the humane.”

“Some would say they are considering the greater concepts: justice, faith and 

equality,” said Thaw. “Hope.”

“Maybe, but always there are individuals, and we had better have extremely 

good reasons for ignoring their feelings or wishes; even if we genuinely do know 

what is better for them than they seem to themselves, we do not have the right to 

make their decisions for them. Even if their vision is obscured by clouds. But so 

many people ignore this. And they think it’s for the best!”

“I agree it can seem strange,” said Thaw.

Toft and Thaw continued to argue with Ghee, putting forward justifications 

for many specific behaviours, or at least different ways of looking at things. Not 

so fixed. And Toft made a key point:

“You are looking for reason where there is none.”

“Doesn’t everyone?” replied Ghee.

“Perhaps. But when trying to understand something that is driven by 

emotion and belief, reason – as a tool for understanding – will fall short. Their 

perceptions, the world in which they live, are different from that of most of us; 

not least due to their impositions. They suffocate with a culture of their rigid 

thought – all they allow to exist. Here we have freedom and education to explore 

alternative themes and expressions.”

“Alternative?” said Thaw. “To their homogeneity?”

“Yes. And to their preaching.”

“And yet most still do just the same mundane stuff,” continued Thaw, 

“repetitious and unengaging. Failing to take advantage of the generosity of this 

world, explore and meet on the wide steps.”

“But not all,” said Toft.”

“Yes,” said Ghee, sarcastically: “we’re better than others.”

fantasy, breeds pestilence – Harsh Colours Promote Inclusion – All 
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“Do you really …?” began Toft.

“No. If we go in that direction we end up just like those who seek a control 

that’ll lead to uniformity – everyone precisely accounted for. And become tyrants 

like them. Just because we climb the steps and see above the clouds. We must 

be otherwise. I think it took me years, but now I think I understand cultural 

heterogeneity as a valid existence. I’ve always advocated it … but did not always 

fully comprehend what it meant.”

To this they all accented, but not about how to achieve it – as they disagreed 

about most aspects of music and the visual arts, Ghee preferring the more 

discordant and abstract. 

It got quite heated at times, but eventually Ghee said: “I know that if I 

continue I’ll just go round again, over certain well-known markers – familiar and 

perversely safe. I cling to them. But eventually they bore even me.”

And that brought their discussions to an end.

Toft left that evening: having become almost friendly with Ghee, though he 

usually held himself apart.

He dropped by on a couple of other occasions, before announcing he was off 

to look at the ice-sculptures of the dawn-witches on the northern slopes. Thaw 

missed him, as he always did, though he was used to such separations and had 

many other friends; Ghee also missed him – and he now knew few others – but 

he did, perhaps because of this, hold his few remaining friends dear.

f

In all Ghee stayed with Thaw for nearly half a moon, before deciding he 

should return home. The weather was no warmer, though stiller and with no 

snow looking about to fall. But, whatever his reasons, unexplained, Thaw knew 

his friend’s decision would not be altered by argument. So he wished him a safe 

and speedy journey, and stood on the veranda and watched as Ghee walked 

down towards the shore.

Emotion is Weakness: Save Devotion to the Marquis – Necessities 



coding, its ability rampant in a 
very specific geopolitical area.

Arkananak the Magnificent, 
whose principles are all you’ll 
ever need, especially loyalty and 
commitment, is a modern-day al-
chemist who used ancient heart, 
dreams of hazy days through beer-
goggles, stability binding as des-
igna-poo, to make families firm as 
winter approaches - its strength ly-
ing in its ability; the golden mark 
of Cain upon his forehead.

It changes, whatever you change, 
and becomes the anatomy of a 
numbskull, a broad range of dis-
counted biscuits: it is inclusive, 
not the devil’s little helpers. Per-
petual oysters are prepared, what 
can better this! Commitment to 
document the changes taking 
place. Except that, discreet and 
unaware, that which isn’t simply 
receding has left me profoundly 

disturbed. Everybody chipped.
That we simply can’t trust an 

eye-line is clear: we want to tweet 
like a bland chap! All couples, 
completely full as well. I know 
that within these years one crea-
tion and strong feelings are all 
free! Just for you. Next and cel-
ebrated, a source of a huge good 
night; it is wrong to feature the 
front and exclude the amber ro-
mance when they love someone – 
action in a packed sock.

Many flaxen-limbed, pointed 
ones are far out to me, I grew up 
in a posh flat across the bridges 
and would be strongly clueless 
and absent in the same way they 
are at capturing portraits and stun-
ning slaves. The best site for views 
is what we should not perfectly 
present if it means festive fantasy 
will ever be successful. To find is 
the fundamental point, a taste of 

the strong. Halt is more in a long 
line you can view, strengtheningly 
new if it remains vibrant and mod-
ern, meet him on the ledge. 

Stunning as a club, concerns 
have been raised, snap judge-
ments about our plans and what 
heavy downpours as a falling icy 
block are for them. I have food 
and home, I will never take an-
other number, the power to decide 
which world plunder-foundering 
individual should never be made; 
everything from now guarantees 
freedom. Flight of the demons. 
This can’t be comfortable, taking 
in a wide-moving landscape caus-
es current growing, inaccessible 
as it may be, no right to wear, but 
a pace to find despite this kindly 
spider.

I am looking for a challenge as 
well as a lively debate when we 
move among the seasoned detail.

PAGE 13Wibbleday, 33rd Serenity, Year 34Times

U n v a r n i s h e d 
T r u t h t e l l i n g
IT’S ALL SO OBVI-

OUS REALLY
YOUR EDITOR at WCR83’s Times is very 
pleased with the recent Report on Mental 
Health published by the Department of Long-
Life and Prosperity. This once-and-for-all puts 
to death the notion that it is society that causes 
psychological problems in the individual.

This should be self-evident: the growth of 
the city, the Metromegaopolis, is evidence of 
the growing wealth and sophistication of hu-
manity.

People are responsible for themselves, and 
this includes their mental health. Not to be in 
tune with the Marquis’s society is to be abnor-
mal. This is not acceptable.

*
DISTURBED AS I WAS as a youth, it was 
only to seek freedom from being exploited 
by outside influences, my parents, of course, 
and other petty officials. I was an angry young 
man. And while there were loads of things to 
justifiably be angry with, its expression was 
scatter-gun. I had an anger-driven hate that 
came from somewhere, but I did not continue 
to let it overwhelm me. I found corporatist 
teachings and directed it to serve the people.

And this is the lesson we can all learn - in-
deed it is imperative that it is not only learnt 
but applied with harsh vigour. This paper has 
called before now for more forcible applica-
tions of the corporatist ideal. We must move 
the Marquis’s revelations ever onwards,

Letters to the Editor
SIR, Whomever is ignorant 
remains just as ignorant as 
before: those in the know al-
ready know - but nonetheless 
I applaud the summaries you 
supply. 

S. Drawn
*

SIR, I welcome the increased 
vigilance concerning nutters 
being allowed into positions 
of responsibility, such as re-
ceptionists and shop-work-
ers. This is not only long 
overdue, but indeed requires 
central legislation.

Me and my decent friends 
need to feel confident in 
proximity to these employ-
ees who have contact with 
upstanding members of the 
public.

W. Thurt (Mrs)
*

SIR, I would just like to 
write and thank the Marquis 
for all he has done for us. My 
youngest son recently died 
serving the Greater Good of 
us all.

I was proud to have served 
us all through the heroic loss 
of my sons.

All Hail! the Marquis!
Mrs Fra-Curtbunn

*
SIR, I know things are now 
getting better and better, be-

cause I can now write to you 
to tell you so.

Jurt Bill
*

SIR, In response to Sully 
Bothabby [Times: Slabdily-
day, 30th Serenity - ‘What 
Can We Expect for WCR83’], 
may I healthily suggest that 
it is this sort of utterly selfish 
NIBBYism that inhibits such 
development as that which 
will grace our local centre - 

pushing it above those sur-
rounding us. Stuf-Trillaby 
and the other Councillors 
should be congratulated, not 
criticised. 

I trust the Political Police 
will inform Sully Bothabby 
of the correct attitude as 
soon as possible.
Mrs V.J. Hunn (née Trillaby)

*
SIR, I bought a meal today, 
and know I am on the upper 
and next up. Things just get-
ting better!

Mr Bilaboraqual
*

SIR, I just can’t get angry 
anymore.

What is wrong? 
K. Stan

*
SIR, Trade is up. Remember 
this. But it is hard enough to 
make a slight honest profit 
what with all the workers 
ever wanting more for un-
deserved luxuries without 
the bureaucracy wanting to 
interfere all the time.

Mr Mack Strubnfth

Editor: Remember that with-
out the bureaucracy to sta-
bilise and regularise, trade 
would be subject to all the 
vagaries and chaos of the 
unregulated world.

LETTER OF THE 
DAY : I’LL PUT A 
SHELL ON YOU

SIR, Although we as hu-
mans are physically weak 
compared to most large ani-
mals - hairless and lacking 
thick hides - we have used 
our brainpower to subjugate 
the world. Likewise, our su-
perior reasoning enables us 
to overcome our emotions; 
failure to do so shows acute 
weakness in an individual. 
Retreat into the excuse of 
mental illness is not an ac-
ceptable course of action - 
costing those of us who are 
strong a fortune.

They simple need to 
toughen up.

 Daived Blears

Implications for the Sublime

I saw shapes that suggested to me 
decay, entropy, even death; im-
ages that floated like the lies of 
the dachshund are an outdated gal-
lop over the rise – more wrong. It 
smelt like a putrid mudlark. Al-
ways there, as if it were hundreds 
of years inside a pretty frame, the 
originator of cultured principles. 

People ask for the recipe to 
loyalty and commitment, raven-
haired and golden-eyed, heart 
scratching at the bamboo shield; 
parts of a strong age. 

Stability perfect as tattooed 
lampshades can make our fami-
lies emotionally and intellectually 
bound - the gift of a lifetime, its 
strength lying in stunning colour-

Commentary

Slaid Ghartin
Postcode 

Leader for 
WCR83 
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Ghee’s staying with Thaw was the catalyst for Thaw to ruminate again on 

all he could remember of the lands of Life-in-Death; he reflected on their 

strengths and weaknesses, their overbearing and expansionist essence, and their 

lingering permanence. More than he really wished to. And he came slowly and 

reluctantly to an idea, long glimpsed, he felt was the only one which could work. 

A kill or cure. He did not believe in the inevitable destruction of the forest realm 

as did Ghee, but he did believe in the highly-likely destruction of his friend unless 

there was fundamental change therein.

The next time Thaw visited Ghee, with spring joyously budding all around, 

he slowly and subtly introduced his idea, till Ghee believed it to be his. And after 

a couple of days Ghee said:

“Because of the evil that dwells within the walls, loathsome and insidious, I 

will go to the Accursed City and fight it. I will go and destroy the massive that is 

the Marquis, who squats over the world and obscures the daystar.”

“But who would willingly walk into that darkness and explore the nature of 

that evil?” asked Thaw. “For that exploration is – in part at least – unavoidable if 

you wish to destroy it. And it could seduce you, or depress your spirit such as to 

render you as impotent as its other adherents.

“I know you have great strength, and that you will have the support of the 

Forest King, but the City of the Plain is never still and will surely beguile you 

before you can achieve your aim – unless you take great care. Already its tentacles 

are encroaching into your being.”

Part 3

Kill or Cure
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“Then what would you have me do: nothing?” retorted Ghee. “Would you 

have me sit here and wither under that looming shadow? I feared my idleness, 

and now you are trying to dissuade me from the one course of action that holds 

out any hope for us.

“I do not seek immortality, to impress my name in the writings and tale-

tellings that remember so well. But this deed needs to be done. And, with the 

Forest King’s blessing, I will attempt to halt this destruction, though I fear that 

there will be no return to the glory of the nurturing wildwood. Not for me, at 

least.”

Thaw obviously accepted this, and went with Ghee to Bok Heliox Trhyon to 

seek an audience with the Forest King. Which was granted.

f

The friends presented themselves to the Forest King in his hall beneath 

the ruby spires of his Winter Palace, shortly before he was due to move to his 

Summer Palace.

They were led in by a gentle scribe, Ghee already too daunted to speak, and 

told to wait just inside the doors till they were invited forward. Inside was an 

oval space, with a parade of pillars carved as living trees running down the long 

axis. On either side the walls were low, appearing rude and rough-hewn when 

not obscured by tapestries, with a great sweeping roof blended with branches 

reaching to a narrow apex. Scented boughs were scattered on the stone floor, and 

various courtiers sat or stood to the sides. On a dais at the far end, of no great 

height, sat the Forest King – all in the colours of spring green and apple blossom 

– on an elaborately carved throne. Behind which hung his symbol of two heavy, 

entwining trees in full leaf.

A portly man stepped forward from his place beside the dais, dressed in 

purple and orange (not that comfortable on the eye) and bearing a tall staff which 

he tapped three times on the stone floor to attract attention and quiet; then he 

are Luxuries – The Marquis’s Thought Fills Immensity – Man 
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called in a loud voice, far more formally than Ghee had experienced on the couple 

of times he had visited as one-of-many before.

“Who comes to petition his majesty, King My-Phor, Forest King, Overlord of 

the Water Master? Come forward: speak: persuade.”

If Ghee had felt tongue-tied before, he was rooted to the spot as well now. 

But Thaw had been before more than one Forest King, in many audiences, and 

knew his friend: he was prepared. He firmly steered Ghee forward, and formally 

introduced them both.

“Welcome Hi-Thaw,” replied the Forest King; “it is much longer than I would 

have liked since you came to see us last. And now so formally.”

Ghee was surprised by the warm and informal tone of the Forest King; and 

even more so when Thaw leant forward to break the air of stiffness that had 

overspread the preceding proceedings.

“I did as I was instructed to do. And I didn’t want to presume on our previous 

friendship. For it is a difficult thing I ask.” Then he outlined the doubts and fears 

that had been assailing Ghee, and how they hoped to resolve them. In all this 

there was an unspoken assumption that Thaw would accompany Ghee, though 

they had not talked about this. He ended by saying: “You know my history, and 

the outcome thereof; but sometimes extreme costs are worth bearing.”

“It is indeed a lot you ask. And I don’t wish to lose any subject, much less a 

friend.”

“That is far from certain.”

“I know: but there is a good chance, even if you defeat the Marquis. Yet I 

am not inclined to hinder anyone in their chosen course of action without good 

reason. And fear of losing a friend – who knows what he is doing – is not a good 

enough reason.

“Furthermore, I will bless and aid your venture, though now I have more 

doubt about what may lurk beyond our borders than before you spoke.”

forges on, now to destruction, now to greatness, ingenious past 
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“Thank you,” said Thaw. Ghee was still too overawed to speak.

f

Although there was not much that the Forest King could do to help Ghee 

and Thaw in their journey beyond his realm, he did what he could. He indeed 

gave his blessing to Ghee and his venture, formally in the Sacred Grove where 

he performed for his people, and bestowed as aids: a memory of the breezes of 

the Lord of the Winds that would sometimes sweep down from the upper airs to 

stir the swathes of trees, blowing away shards of gloom when they threatened to 

envelope; the knowledge of the interlinking watchfulness of some, so Ghee would 

not forget the Water Master’s protective vats of perceptive liquid; the flash fires 

that occasionally destroy to promote regeneration, given to the reluctant warrior 

as a reminder of what truth is actually true; and the remembrance that there is a 

fruitful use for everything if it can be allowed its own pace to adapt to its part in 

the whole.

And he commanded Thaw to go as Ghee’s guide, him being the only member 

of the forest people who had ever returned from a city across the Rainbow Divide.

In this Thaw was pleased, for though he remembered clearly the after-effects 

of his last visit, this was over-written by the fact that he had recovered. He knew 

any suggestion of his about his coming along would have wounded his friend’s 

pride, and Ghee was too wrapped up in his quest to think to ask, but Ghee would 

not disobey a royal command.

And Ghee was indeed pleased – when he got around to thinking about it.

The friends did what else they could to prepare. They armed themselves with 

what was available; though the forest race was not warlike they found knives, 

bows, arrows and quivers, tall spears, and they improvised shields. The Forest 

King blessed them all.

f

Before Ghee and Thaw departed they said an individual farewell to their 

all measure – Stars are Beyond: the Marquis is Guidance – Lord 
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friends (mostly Thaw’s), some of whom tried to persuade them it was unnecessary 

for them to undertake this mission. But all were too knowledgeable to suggest it 

was unimportant, at least to the two friends. 

Then, as arrayed and prepared as they were ever likely to be, the questers 

had a final audience before the Forest King. This was held on a sward before the 

Forest Hall, whereon was placed, beneath a canopy, a dais and throne for King 

My-Phor.

Few of the forest people came to see them off. There were not in any case 

many about, the frith people living widely scattered throughout the heart of the 

Greater Forest, with only a small concentration about Bok Heliox Trhyon and 

the islands and shores of its deep lake. And it is questionable if many kenned 

the nature of the quest, for though the telling of Hi-Thaw’s exploits all those 

thousands of years ago away across the Rainbow Chasm on ancient Earth was 

quite widely known, most considered it to have scant relevance for their lands 

or future.

Ghee and Thaw bowed their heads and bent their knees before their King as 

he spoke to the small crowd:

“Please think on Ni-Ghee and Hi-Thaw, on their bravery and steadfastness 

as they venture into the desolation that stands as the antipathy to all we have 

here. Think on them while you go about your everyday tasks as much as when 

you are in your Scared Groves, think of them struggling in the barrenness that is 

far away – yet threatens to devour – and hope beyond hope for their success. For 

what is there touches us here.

“They go to meet the creature of whom many stories are told, from whom 

many nightmares have sprung, the rumour of whom bestrides even this world, 

who has sought to impose a will of uniformity against the mandate of the Rainbow 

Serpent. We must believe they will conquer the monster in its lifeless home and 

show that it cannot threaten us without retribution. It is not beyond our reach, 

Fahtamaugh doesn’t exists: you can’t fly with the sky-children – 
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though – by its own judgements – we have little power: little worth.” Then he 

lowered his attention to the friends before him. “Ni-Ghee, do you still hold fast 

to this task that you have taken on yourself?”

“I do,” replied Ghee, rising to his feet. “I am committed to this venture, and 

will succeed or die in the attempt. I will go to the City and slay the Marquis, that 

fiend that stands on the threshold and obscures the light. I will destroy utterly 

this nihilistic monster, and save even this world from its shade, for all it seems far 

away across the Transcending Sea, the Rainbow Chasm.

“And with me shall go my firm friend and trusted guide.” Thaw stood in his 

turned. “He will aid me by his strength and knowledge.”

Then the Forest King’s chief counsellor came forward, in the same purple 

and orange he had worn when inviting them to make their original petition. He 

bowed to his monarch, then addressed the venturers and onlookers.

“We all wish you well on this quest – but beware. We have heard that the 

Marquis is not like those men who die. It has weapons that none can withstand, 

hidden and subtle, that attack the spirit more than the corporeal form. None can 

stand against them!”

“You are preaching with the Marquis’s words, and they always lead to 

despair,” said Thaw. “If we only listen to them then our failure is a predetermined 

certainty.” 

“Its City of the Plain stretches for acre upon acre in all directions,” continued 

the chief counsellor, ignoring the impolite interruption. “Who would willingly 

go to explore such depths? Do you crave oblivion Ni-Ghee, for you will likely 

find it if you go up against the maw of the Marquis? This can never be an equal 

fight! And if you win? Who will be the new ruler? Any different? A green-eyed 

pedagogue with his young blue-eyed cohort. Just the same. The Marquis is Dead: 

Long Live the Marshall.”

“I know that, Si-Kell,” said Ghee: “but maybe the Marshall will have different 

He who has suffered the Marquis to impose on him knows the Marquis 
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boundaries and perspectives to his universe; or maybe he won’t have any more 

understanding, do any less harm, than the current regime. But I must try, 

nonetheless. It wouldn’t help if I said I wasn’t afraid of the Marquis; it wouldn’t 

help if I sat at home and waited for it or its minions to cross over, or for those of 

like cast on Kolchin to come and destroy this retreat and all I love.”

“I do not doubt your heart,” replied Si-Kell, “but do not trust too much to 

your own skills – be ever watchful. 

“Let Hi-Thaw lead the way, protecting you. He knows of the devious paths, 

he has seen the shadow of the Marquis, he has before entered and explored a 

city’s ways, and he alone of us has even fought against another sentient being 

beyond our borders. His help will be invaluable.”

Then the counsellor turned and addressed the guide: “It maybe you think I 

am unnecessarily pessimistic, seeking to undermine you: that is not my intent. I 

simply give a last warning, lest you are too cavalier.”

“That will not happen: we know clearly the danger and immensity of what 

we are attempting. We do not need to be told again.”

“Maybe: I mean no harm.”

“It will not linger.” Then Ghee turned to his friend. “I will guide you truly, 

never knowingly leading you astray. But though I know the pit wherein the 

Marquis dwells, it is a treacherous road to its gaping maw. So while I lead you, 

let all here pray.”

“We will.”

“Come Ni-Ghee, let us seek the way. Farewell all.”

“Farewell,” said the Forest King, “may the prayers of all in the forest protect 

you.”

Then the two friends turned and left the grassy concourse, setting their initial 

course southwards towards the lowlands of the Greater Forest.

Most believed they would not see them again.

– One People: One World: One City – Punishment is Deserved – The 
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The venturers strode through the forest in peace, walking long under the 

daystar and sleeping deeply under the night’s wisps and pinpricks. They 

did not speak of their trepidation concerning what was to come – which was also 

kept somewhat in check by the vibrancy of their home – though they did not 

forget what the future could hold, and often woke – individually – in the night.

Then they crossed the Forest River and passed through the lands where 

Kolchin’s humans were beginning to scythe clear larger and larger areas as they 

increasingly expanded their cities and realms, as yet crude and small compared 

to the City of the Plain, and they could not now entirely keep their fear from their 

conversation. Then they took passage across the Transcending Sea and came to 

the continents of the Earth whereon an antagonist to life had gained sway.

And after they had landed on the shores of the Earth the task they were 

attempting increasingly preoccupied them, though it was not till they came 

close to the City that Thaw allowed himself to warn Ghee: “Beware as we are 

descending into the City; when I was here before and tried to enter, albeit a 

smaller and earlier construction, I was overcome with nausea.”

“I don’t doubt it – and it scares me, but I know we must enter; we can’t have 

travelled so far, through lands increasingly strange and unwelcoming, to turn 

back now. If we stick together we will get through. 

“I have full trust; and I know we must be resolute, but not foolhardy, for all 

the reasons we’ve talked about before.”

So the venturers went together through the portal; and then saw two sky-

Part 4

City of the Plain
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scratching buildings made of many identical entwining threads rising far above 

everything else on that plain. They stood dumbfounded. About them loomed the 

mutilated stumps of disease and desecration. Immense in scale. Wisps of horror 

rose from the lumpen buildings wherein the Marquis and its cohorts planned 

the destruction and overwhelming of all else that lived or breathed. Not that 

they thought that what they planned was bad – it was good by their lights, even 

if their concept of development only gave a limited and questionable material 

improvement to a few.

As for the majority: from attics and penthouses the ever-hungry, ever-

shrieking harpies screeched down upon the trinkets glistening in the illume-casts 

of the upwardly thrust light-sticks that brought such depths of satisfaction that 

they had to be frequently and endlessly replaced; from the cellars and gutters the 

ever-needy, desperately-seeking bloaters clawed their way up to grab what was 

held and wasted by those they considered their betters, be they only plain- and 

block- and river-dwellers, far themselves from the City’s élite.

Yet it was the City of the Plain’s unique smell that affected the interlopers most 

(as Thaw had suggested), it almost always being too much for any newcomer, 

even if raised in one of the City’s pale imitations. Around slouched the dry and 

alienating reeks of alcohol and tobacco, the stenches of rotting carcasses and 

putrid foodstuffs, fumes and acid and fuel. The cloying smells caused the friends 

to vomit in the gutter, their dedications mingling with the oily liquid that seeped 

down through the rubbish clogging the drain.

Then faint and far stirred the breeze remembered to them by the Forest King. 

With it came remembrances of spill and tumble, abundance and adherence, 

soaking through the grey and cloying atmosphere surrounding the monoliths. 

Subtleties and empathies pierced through the shrouded vale and edged aside the 

stench.

Although this enabled a clarity to return to Ghee and Thaw, they were left 

Road of Order Leads to the Palace of Harmony – The Marquis Knows 
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exhausted – after just one assault. They hauled themselves into a dull alley and 

lay down, seeking sleep and the refreshment therein, knowing they could go no 

further without them. They went off more easily than expected. 

Ghee’s sleep was almost immediately assailed, by first one dream and then 

another, till he woke and lay shivering and alone in the pulsating twilight, 

unwilling to wake Thaw, but utterly discombobulated in his isolation.

The guide woke some hours later, not much more rested than Ghee. They 

could not tell if dawn was near. The light did not seem to change. Thaw saw that 

his companion was disturbed, rocking backwards and forwards. He put his arm 

around his shoulder. Ghee was sobbing: Thaw let him.

Only when the tears had lessened did Thaw ask what had brought about this 

despair.

“O my friend; it was more vile than I could have imagined, than I have 

experienced, even yesterday. Such a strange dream. All was terror and confusion. 

THE FREEDOM YOU THOUGHT you would 
gain by creating machines to do your 
drudgery has not allowed the heaven you 
sought.

I am told repeatedly that there’s a mon-
olithic truth which is so bleeding obvious 
that it needs no explanation – slogans ex-
plain all I need to know. 

You may be free from the physical chores 
that can make life a monotonous grind, & 
there is a point in relieving ourselves of 
such base tasks; but then you take it on-
wards, regularise more & more till choice 
& freedom narrow, & uniformity escalates.

Job demarcations: guide-lines & stress-
lines. Everything compartmentalised so 
as to require devouring confusion be-
tween various necessities.

There is no delight left in the beauty that 

can come from the fundamental joy that 
performing a task can bring. I, the ampli-
fied man, need machinery to give shape 
to my soul now. The City of the Plain’s 
huge sucker-feeding of its world-host is 
combined with seeking to climb higher & 
oversee all nations.

The food has come from so far away it 
doesn’t know of what to taste, neither 
of us have seen the sun, felt the rain, or 
know a leisurely pace; we’ve lost sight of 
enthusiastic living. What a waste.

All’s a monoculture, strident & self-prop-
agandist – stressing an individual self-
improvement that is really only a garish 
conformity; a moral sacrifice for the good 
of all. No intermingling diversity: identity 
is defined by exclusivity, a chicken & egg 
of alienation I fear will never end.

Himself – The City of the Plain Reaches Back to Itself – The busy 

~
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Confusion, confusion everywhere. All confusion, caused by an insane attempt to 

impose absolute order. So perverse. Then the shadowy form of a lunatic biped 

rose against the dim stars. It let out a call that paralysed limbs. I fell to the ground, 

breathing in dust, my mind numbly revolting. I lay there for an eternity ... till 

someone came and refreshed me with water as clean as any I have tasted. But this 

temporary relief meant little, for I knew that dust would return and the monster 

would triumph. No one could resist that might.”

“I would consider your dream to be the work of the Marquis,” said the guide, 

after consideration, “seeking to undermine your will: it perceives the threat. But 

the Water Master came also, to refresh you; though you feel it didn’t help, the 

despair you felt on wakening was but a seventh of what you would have suffered 

if you had continued in the dream. And we must take heart; the protection of the 

Water Watchers is with us, even if slight at this remove: it gives me hope. We are 

not alone.”

“But I dreamt again,” said Ghee. “I dreamt I stood in a canyon between the 

squat heights of the City. As I crawled as an aimless ant the buildings fell upon 

me and I was paralysed again. I lay stiff and helpless, though not so afraid as 

before. But light returned, a proper light, a lantern lighting the shadow, and the 

bearer of the lamp came towards me. 

“I did not recognise the bearer, hood up and cloaked in a pale shimmering 

blue, like the sky on a clear morning. But the bearer came close and pulled me to 

my feet.”

Thaw replied: “I am again comforted. Your dream brings good tidings. 

Though the squat buildings were indeed the Marquis, the blue-hooded one was 

the light of the world, bringing hope. The portents are good for us catching and 

killing the vermin and casting its body down on to the Earth.”

f

The questers set off once more to travel through the City. As they wandered 

bee has no time for sorrow – The Marquis Possesses Forever – 
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through the barren wastes there came to them the cacophony of horns and 

siren-calls. The weather was so warped that no hint of rain or sunshine could 

be discerned, just an ash-strewn, throat-damaging atmosphere. Around milled 

millions of people, ignoring the strangers, ignoring the bodies strewn about, 

walking with heads downcast but eyes flickering nervously to try and catch sight 

of any attack. So closely packed and so far between each and every one.

Yet while most of the milling legions remained wrapped in their own 

darkness, there were also those who shouted and raged, intent on inflicting their 

anger on others.

There were rows upon misshapen rows of blocks with multitudinous 

piercings, some black as spite, some balefully glaring. And many giving distorting 

reflections. Everything was harsh, its diversity overwhelmed by its relentless 

force. Flags fluttered everywhere, leaden and self-important, far removed from 

contemplative offerings to aid reflection. And everywhere were printed slogans 

masquerading as considered thought, concrete beliefs, rather than splattered 

expressions. Pretending to purported a coherent solution.

And at the City of the Plain’s heart, above the bottomless pit of one’s selfish 

desires, there reared the entangling threads of flaying hate – enshrined in the 

Marquis’s twisted Towers of Unyielding Vigilance, standing above the Palace of 

the United People at the northern end of the Marquis’s Victory Parade.

The Towers reached for the sky, attempting to climb to heaven, calling 

lightning and thunder down through their veins to feed the posturing that hid 

what the Marquis really was. Even among all that was new and strange, these 

were the most astonishing things the friends had seen, for towers to heaven that 

are monuments to creators of imposed social cohesion were not found on Kolchin.

And all the while the noises and smells never stopped, not though a second 

night fell, for then many lights screamed out harsh rays, casting an unquiet, 

etiolating pall over everything. The endless, overlapping footsteps would not 

Happiness is Order – A Sound Heart Loves the Marquis – Poems are 
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stop, nor the growls and snarls of the dark alleys, yet the reluctant warrior and 

his guide struggled on till they needed to rest again.

And, though they did not know it, they were now close to the Square of 

Harmonious Imposition, at the southern end of the Victory Parade.

f

They slept little better that second night, exhausted though they were.  Both 

dreamt, as one is inclined to do when unsettled, thoughts bustling through their 

heads, but this time it was Thaw who had the vivid dream that he remembered 

as such when he woke. It frightened him, with threatening images and ominous 

predictions, to such an extent that Thaw kept it to himself.

When Ghee woke in what passed for morning, no longer drifting in a 

thought-confused twilight, and looked closely at his friend, the reluctant warrior 

could clearly see the strain in his guide’s face.

“I heard voices in the night,” he said: “did you call me? I know I heard 

something – I was disturbed. I was expecting another dream, sharp and horrific, 

but all I got were hints that seemed not to belong to any dream of mine.

“Images soaked me – but were imprecise: it was as though the world had 

ended. The seas boiled and the heavens roared. Mountains fell and the depths 

were revealed. The air was whipped from the forests and the fires raging there 

died. And all else. Chaos ruled.

“Perhaps it was that the Rainbow Chasm had unleashed its power to destroy 

and cleanse. A power greater than that held within both Earth and Kolchin.”

“Not promising, on the face of,” said Thaw; and though his heart was doom-

laded heavy from the lingering strands of his own dream, he added: “but we 

must not give up hope.”

“I do fear what this could mean,” said Ghee: “maybe I trusted too much in 

my first night’s omens. Then my hopes had risen. Do you agree?”

“What? Sorry. I had a difficult night. Yes, of course. We will remain steadfast 

not insights, but useless meanderings – Sleepless Changelessness 
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and not let the dark slivers that have pierced our sleep and run us down deflect 

us from our quest. Our raised spirits from the knowledge that the Forest King 

and Water Watchers are with us must still carry us through.”

f

Ni-Ghee pondered a moment, seemingly ready to ask for elucidation, but 

then acted with resolve. In a rage at disturbed sleep and maddened by the 

unremitting hostility all about, he strode pass the parading light-sticks to the 

nearest building and, raising his spear, shattered the plate-glass window. Thaw 

heard him mutter I’m not having this anymore. Let’s sort this out for all being. Out 

floated hells of shrieks and yells, and the cloying perfume that seemed to be 

preferred to living scents. The noise scattered the smog around them and sent 

the hordes scuttling away. Lights blazed and burst. A rolling growl of thunder or 

warning or hunting reverberated along the street. 

The Marquis was stirred. 

It heard the noise far off and, in wrath, called in a voice that boomed and 

artificially re-boomed through the wasteland:

“Who dares, who of all the creeps that crawl as nothing on the ground, who 

of all the floating scum, dares to violate my rule, dares to threaten the equanimity 

Makes Desirable Certainty – Sweet are the Sounds of the City – The 

There’s no satisfaction in doing,
I’ve machines for all my chores,
leaving me dead hours in which 
to wrestle with themes I abhor.

I’ve thoughts of exotic places
I yearn to revel in,

fulfilling needs not satisfied
by hate & hordes & din.

I spend credits on my pleasure,
on things I’m forced to do,

but need more credits than I have,
so my leisure suffers too.

I yearn for breezes dusty & sweet,
for colours subtly veined,

a world of wildernesses raw & plump,
beyond these slabs of pain.

For though my world’s strictly demarcated,
regulated out of sight,

I’ll always dream of unstructured days
with their hot & steamy nights.

~
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that I have brought to my pre-eminent City?”

Then Ni-Ghee stepped out from the cacophony of screams and sirens in the 

side-street where the friends had hidden for the night, into the great dust-blown, 

acid-carven Square of Harmonious Imposition as the Marquis stepped out with 

further clamour into the Square of Inclusive Might at the other end of the Victory 

Parade.  Thaw followed Ghee.

Raising his voice the reluctant warrior called: “By the life and vitality of 

the forest that you with all your constructions seek to obliterate; by the fire 

and lightning that you cast as undermining destructions, but which in truth 

transcends the lumpiness of your quest for immortality; by all that changes and 

blends, I will not flee nor bow, I will fight this man become monster. I will fight 

now, for death comes always; and here I have choice: here I may do good. I will 

fight and triumph. Or die.”

The Marquis did not answer with words, just bellowed in ire beneath racing 

sheets of luminous greens and pinks: its rage displayed.

But the guide pleaded with his friend, his immediate fear pushing him to say 

things he would not have otherwise:

“You may have lost your fear, but isn’t this behaviour just recklessness? 

Aren’t you simply acting with nihilistic bravado? You don’t know this monster. 

You don’t realise: there are a multitude of reasons to be afraid. It is not the strength 

of its arms, formidable though they be, but the snares and catches strewn about 

its form. It is never undefended: never unaccompanied. Its shadow is long and 

can engender despair. You have felt it. All the way across the Rainbow Chasm, 

the Transcending Sea, you have felt it. It paralysed you then. Between barely 

conjoined worlds. Why here in its eye-line are you now so fearless?”

“I’m not: I’m terrified, but not petrified. I must continue, if I do not achieve 

my quest now I never will – this is my moment. It must be now.”

“Go on then; by all that’s holy, go on. But I can’t. I cannot move closer. My 

most sublime act is to adore the Marquis – Remember Slable: There 
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previous experience has not hardened me enough. The world of mankind, their 

scope and power, has increased so much since I visited that city of mud walls so 

many years ago. I was entrusted to bring you to this bedevilled plain, and I have 

done so. I brought you in. I thought I would remain strong. That I would stay by 

your side to whatever end. But I cannot.”

“Then be the watcher: return with my story. There must be witness.”

“I will. I will return and tell of all that has befallen.”

“But we’ve achieved nothing yet. You cannot leave now. Please stay just that 

bit longer. For our friendship, for all we’ve been through; for the strength I know 

you have within you. The Marquis has to be faced, if not now, then soon, else its 

spawn shall infect across the Rainbow Chasm and there will be no forest in which 

to recuperate.”

The hammering knife-lights continued to blast around the foe as it started to 

stride hugely along the concourse, still bellowing.

“You have infused me with enough strength through all the turmoil my head 

has endured,” continued Ghee. “If you stay here, then our conjoined strength 

will give us more chance of success; but it has to occur now for there to be any 

hope. This is the moment.”

And Thaw could see that, in the slots of sanity in his fear-crazed mind: it had 

to stop now; any delay would only give rise to deeper depression after collapse 

after What is there left to live for? to hopeless demise. But consenting to stay was 

the hardest thing he had ever done; and he could not chose quickly – for all that 

when the decision to stay came it was as summer lightning and burst out as 

though no conscious thought had had time to object.

Yet it was a good thing the Victory Parade was enormous, else there would 

not have been time for Thaw to consent to continue to assist, and there would not 

have been two brave questers who faced the Marquis as it strode down from its 

dwelling beneath the Towers of Unyielding Vigilance.

You Could Go, After the Day – Where mankind is not, nature’s chaos 



CIVILISATION : AN 
ATTEMPT TO UNDER-

STAND

Slurm Gargabe

CIVILISATION IS A COMPLEX 
amalgamation of different strands, 
many – but there are two key ones. 
Technology, the material improve-
ment of our lives. And culture, that 
shows who we are and how we fit 
into the society in which we live.

It is easy to say and see how tech-
nology has improved out life in 
the Metromegaopolis, with speed 
of communications, heating and 
lighting and wind- and rain-proof 
rooms in which to sit and watch 
culture displayed on the screen in 
front of us. But to define what that 
culture is? Much harder.

Again, there is an easy answer: 
the Marquis’s vision and the lens 
of corporatist thought. But when 
we delve a little deeper it becomes 
complicated. For the vast major-
ity, this is neither necessary nor 
productive. They are, rightly, fine 
accepting what they are told. But 
those who tell them need to know 
a bit more. With the Marquis un-
derstanding the most. We mere 
mortals cannot have his percep-
tion. He has the only complete un-
derstanding of corporatism.

We are the most fortunate hu-
mans in all history, for we have 

the internet and T.V. These open 
us up to an immense variety of 
streams and channels. Hundreds 
from which to choose. All of life 
is there. And tidied and polished. 
When people had such distractions 
as arts education and democracy 
some of them wasted so much of 
their time and energy in watching 
all sorts of deviant stuff. Rough 
and questioning. Discordant.

Take music. Fat people appeared 
singing it. Chords other than the 
basic major and minor ones were 
given wide scope, and there were 
pieces written in minor keys! And 
not everything was in common 
time! This was just confusing. 
Now we have a core of accepted 
songs which artists can cover. And 
painting. People used it to express 
their feelings! Views not pretty to 
look at. Pears soap adverts consid-
ered less important than a steam-
ship under un-still skies! Frivo-
lous and self-indulgent. Now the 
graphic arts predominate, and are 
to the benefit of all. And people 
wrote poetry. Other than in praise 
of the Marquis. This was not a 
flowering of culture, but errant 
weeds sprouting their vile heads 
to suffocate healthy living. 

Too much divergence is waste-
ful. But under corporatism we are 
creating a coherent and inclusive 
society in which everyone partici-
pates. Culture is harmonious and 
directed towards the progress of 
humanity under the Marquis.

PAGE 32Wibbleday, 33rd Serenity, Year 34Times

AT THE OPENING of the Sec-
ond Riot for the Discontented the 
Minister for Culture and Coercion 
said that he had had it first-hand 
from the Marquis that life would 
continue to endlessly improve, es-
pecially now that the malcontents 
were being identified and placed 
in small and secure units.

The Minister went on to say that 
there was no danger that there 
would need to be an expensive 
building programme as the low-
lifes would not be around for long.

*
THE POLITICAL POLICE is 
always looking for new recruits: 
eager, devoted, obedient, prepared 
to go beyond the norm, to commit 
utterly to the service of the peo-
ple. Dedicated to do what must be 
done - whatever the cost.

And you don’t even need to ap-
ply to us: we will find you.

STARLESS 
& NEEDLESS

TOUCH AND GO

How to Become Rich in One 
Easy Lesson Get a job where 
you can be bribed, run the Lot-
tery, or become a Bookmaker.

Jump the Broomstick Witches’ 
ideas for whose who seem to 
think the Marquis is not enough.

Underage Sex: & How to Get 
Away With It Join the Political 
Police.

The Word For World is City 
Yet another example of Richard 
Bray’s nihilism; here taking the 
form of a ‘joke’ newspaper. O 
how we laughed! And it is rather 
dated. Heard of the internet?!

SPECIAL 
TREATMENT

ONE HUNDRED AND twenty-
seven recalcitrant no-hopers were 
yesterday executed under the 
auspicious of the Marquis. Their 
crimes range from putting up a 
poster criticising the advance of 
the Greater Good to an unpro-
voked attack on a member of the 
Political Police, lawfully going 
about their duties to ensure that all 
decent citizens are safe and con-
form as they should.

*
PAST THE DRIVE-THROUGH 
and onwards to the transition from 
this state to that. Making a jigsaw 
that calls out to all who have the 
understanding and are keen to 
ensure that this is at least accept-
able and will work as they have to. 
We move for conformity for more 
than one reason. There is of course 

the certainty and right of the Mar-
quis’s vision - even if it is far be-
yond the understanding of most of 
us - but also we need to be able to 
see who stands out from the mass 
of the people. Who we serve. Dili-
gence and determination are quali-
ties that when they stand out are to 
be applauded - but deviant thought 
and behaviour NO! 

*
ALL THIS CIVILISATION is ca-
pable of giving is - and it fails for 
many - a certain material comfort. 
At a cost. We may not pay it, but 
someone does. Aliens: or our chil-
dren. 

If you want emotional or spiritu-
al growth - even just solace - then 
this is not your bunny. The only 
confidence you need is in the Mar-
quis: he will deliver the society 
you need.

*
THIS IS A SPLENDID ENDEAV-
OUR, graphic as the tenderness of 

volcanoes, and definitely training 
on the job. Print gives a deter-
minedly fixed thought - great if 
authorised - and satisfactorily and 
completely essential. Parades of 
design, nearly different, cleanse 
the previous nonsense: good 
enough is less than good enough, 
catching up with the cool stuff.

*
IT IS GETTING A TOUCH taw-
dry in some of the districts of 
WCR83 which have been left es-
sentially untouched. A reporter 
from your Times braved these in-
salubrious areas and was invited 
to attend a swingers meeting in 
one of the basements. It was down 
some steps in a dull alley after 
many twists and turns. This report-
er would struggle to find his way 
again. There were two bowls of 
numbered balls - black for women 
and white for men - and on arriving 
one chose a ball from one’s chosen 
bowl and [continued on page 39]

this week, Richie Hythur,
an administrator in the Depart-

ment of Tree Management 

AS A CHILD I HAD many night-
mares, of burning eyes and mon-
sters lurking under the bed. But 
by far the most common one was 
of a very quickly growing weed. 
Which I still have sometimes.

It was only one plant. Initially in-
nocuous, but which grows increas-
ingly fast ‘til it rampages over the 
entire world. By the time it is tak-
ing over cities it grows faster than 
people can walk. By the time it 
reaches the ocean it moves faster 
than cars. It crosses the ocean 
smothering everything, choking 
all other life.

Tangled and towering ‘til the 
only place free of it is one room. 
In which I cower. Terrified of its 
scratching and tapping at the door 
and window. All is dark.

I awake in terror.
I’ve mistrusted nature ever since, 

knowing we are at war with it. We 
must conquer and control it lest it 
overwhelms us. All is a fierce bat-
tle for survival. If I don’t subdue 
everything else, it or they will sub-
due me.

Thus was my philosophy born. 
The strongest only survive - or de-
serve to.

HOW I CAME BY 
MY BELIEFS

by the Chief Minister of
the Great Pretender

IT IS IMPORTANT TO REMEM-
BER what the underlying truths 
are about concerning the acts that 
one commits. Sometimes they 
may seem wrong by pre-corpo-
ratist values - but that is not the 
correct way to pass judgement. Do 
they serve the Marquis? is all one 
needs to consider. And if one is 
instructed by one’s superiors to do 
this or that one can be sure that the 
acts required are good acts.

THOUGHT FOR
 THE DAY
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As the friends from the Greater Forest advanced to meet the Marquis in the 

space at the centre of the square at the southern end of the Victory Parade, 

the man become monster spat out shades and spectres to deflect its opponents 

and their newly-restored resolve.

The lights around became as pinpricks wired directly into the destructive 

order of the City’s fabric, holding their entire glare in one intense sun-dwarf, 

before blazing out with glaring harshness to cause the forest interlopers to bend 

their necks and close and then further cover their eyes with their improvised 

shields.

The explosion was not for long, but even its afterglow was too sharp for 

the questers to be sure when and from what precise direction the Marquis was 

approaching. Yet still they remained firm, even when a fence of light, now sun-

born yellow and wholesome, swept across the debris-strewn paving; and where 

it passed the upwardly thrust light-sticks it flickered across the spectrum before 

mellowing and settling back on living light. And the flags above the concourse, 

that blackened for a moment before bowing down under rods of water, were 

then gleaming as if washed by the first fall of clean rain in however-many years, 

their prayers now showing clear. For hope or ill. 

Then the Marquis tried again, pushing with another bloat of what may have 

passed for truth in its domain. The frith children slowed, their legs heavy; the 

buildings around them grew, the block-lumped slab-monopolies looming higher 

and higher. It took the friends a few moments to realise that it was not the City that 

Part 5

The Archon’s Struggle
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was changing, but themselves: they were shrinking, their arms growing heavier 

and more leaden. They were also ageing rapidly, their death accelerating towards 

them while the City and its denizens were being forcefully held, preserved in 

amber, putting a break on the turning of the world.

Yet the force required to push this, to maintain a piece of the world – however 

small – against the rest’s turning, was beyond even something as enormously 

sprawling as the Marquis. The mirage fractured, jolting the friends back into a 

more objective reality. The Marquis stumbled – it had expended a huge amount 

of energy: fruitlessly.

A gleam of genuine sunlight pierced, momentarily, the thick clouds overhead, 

and a brief gust refreshed Ghee and Thaw, despite the Marquis being not far 

from them now. The atmosphere became somewhat less oppressive, the gloom 

lifting further. And this was enough to reinforce the feeling in the friends that 

the precise moment when change could be made was approaching. It was almost 

here: they were almost there.

Ni-Ghee and Hi-Thaw waited now as the Marquis came to within a few dozen 

yards. And stopped. But the Marquis did not raise its arms, nor seek to strike, just 

stood and swayed slightly; a hole of rankness that stood out even in that stinking 

City. It had the shape of a man, yellow-eyed, but swelled to a monster with an 

ever-gnawing greed not sated. The two friends stood before it, scarcely darker in 

attire, but not subject to the same noisome bloating. They waited, unsure of what 

next step to take. For an age

Then the monster called out, its voice fain:

“Companions, please, let me speak: hear my side. I want no strife: I have no 

wish to fight. As a token of my desire to avoid conflict, I will submit myself to 

you utterly. I will pledge myself to your service. I will submit to your orders; but 

just let me retain a parcel – a small portion – of my freedom so that I can serve 

you all the better. I give all I have. The entire City with its dynamism and might 

is barren – The Future is the Marquis – Beware Witches Drafting 
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shall be yours. I will submit and call you Master.”

“Your words are beguiling: no more.”

“What I offer is hardly insubstantial: I pledge to work towards a brighter 

future.”

“Your word is not a byword for trust.”

“I have erred in the past, we all have; but the freshness you bring with 

you shows me the poverty of my old ways. For we both serve the same cause, 

ultimately, higher and greater by far than any ordinary mortal man, seeking to 

brush our vision of a settled existence over as wide an area as possible. In self-

preservation. We all want what is best, to create and sustain an ordered world, 

acknowledging the same discord-hating Lord of the Winds who …”

“That is a name I know,” said Ghee. “Our teachings include an avatar who 

goes by that name. Or such I think I remember?” Ni-Ghee’s speech had slowed, 

his brow had furrowed. “The Lord of the Winds has the power to wreak havoc, 

doubtless: he is a being of power. But he only unleashes his at utmost need, and 

never just to destroy. There is always a deeper reason, a positive aspect, and he 

excises restrain. Always. There is the power that matters, that gives satisfaction 

to …”

“He has power restrained, but knows how and when to use it: as do many 

of us who rule. He can cause to be what he wishes: what he knows to be for the 

best.”

“O your selective forgetfulness.”

“Power always exists; we can choose to use it, or let it be used by others 

against us. Like the Lord of the …”

“He has that power, yes; but he only uses his power to forestall evil 

overwhelming, bringing hope and release, flying in the upper airs.”

“Then he would not be wise, waiting too long, doing nothing so evil 

overrides.”

the Skeins of Change – The Marquis was plucked up, missed the 
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“That is not what I remember from our teachings. He understands balance.”

“But listen: here we stand together, in service to the same cause. You have 

opened my eyes. But I do not in myself have enough wisdom or vision to see the 

way beyond that which your coming has suggested.”

“What would you have me do?”

“I would have you accept me as your servant: your follower: your student. I 

would have you teach me all that you know so that I may reform.”

“Yes.” Ni-Ghee’s thoughts faltered; and he wondered if he had misjudged 

the Marquis.

“I would learn from the vast amount of knowledge that you have to give, 

but would also teach you what I know. We come from very different worlds, yet 

I have glimpsed the clarity that you have, the overview that you have. I would 

learn from and participate in that whole.

“But there are also the details. There are the compromises that have to be 

made so that we may live. All of us here. Continuing our economic growth. We 

all have to fit in. I can learn from you about the sustaining of all things, in the 

long run, and I can teach you how to remember your own requirements. You 

have the bigger picture: I have the details. We can meet and grow stronger than 

ever together.”

Ghee was now assailed by more doubt than he had ever been before. He felt 

that previously he had only ever heard one side of the argument, one that ignored 

so many practicalities. But he also felt that the Marquis was withholding the full 

truth: that it was – crucially – failing to explain when its expansion would stop. 

He asked: “Aren’t you being disingenuous?” 

“There is a balance. I see that now. Between us we can find that. We all have 

the right to live. I can see that your way of life must be allowed to continue. As 

must ours.”

“But yours will encroach into ours?”

stroke of death, and was placed again on this efficient earth – 
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“No, it needn’t be. Now I understand more, it needn’t be. We’ll find a way. 

Change under me is more certain than replacing me with you know-not-what.”

“If you think so ...”

“I do. Come with me, come in to the Palace of the United People and we can 

start the discussions immediately. We will find the way that suits us both.”

But as Ni-Ghee started to move as if to walk away with the Marquis, Thaw 

called out: “Ni-Ghee, my friend. Stay. Hear me. Ni-Ghee, the strongest will fail 

if his judgement is impaired. There are truths that are true which we have both 

heard ... but this spew from the Marquis is not true by any gauge that is not 

corrupt. There are deep truths of power and might, which yet are flawed by 

imperfect reflection. And then there are the deepest truths that underpin all that 

is whole and incorrupt in creation. Which most cultures have: against murder, 

abuse of power, ignorance of the worth of others. For belief in a future of worth. 

Listen and you will be ensnared. You will fail. Then you will be devoured. 

“You will not be able to pass out through the nauseous gate and return to 

your forest home. You shall remain trapped forever.”

Ghee stood frozen.

“You speak of corruption, not I, “countered the Marquis; “you are but a 

hireling while I am a free servant. You try and spread evil as a rival who sees his 

position threatened.”

“I don’t lie,” said Thaw. “I don’t need to. Listen to me, Ni-Ghee, not to this 

monster from its pit, who is darkness, not light. You will be lost if you go in.

“And remember Ni-Ghee, the truth about the Lord of the Winds: he sought 

to destroy the capacities of the peoples of the Earth when the noise from their 

over-populated cities became too much for him to bear – leaching across to the 

pristine airs above the Great Sea, as from a selfish and disruptive neighbour. But 

not out of lust for power or destruction.

“Sometimes an organisation or society needs to be destroyed, removed 

Truth is not always understood, but should be accepted – Happiness 
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or reformed for the deeper good. So that the underlying fundamentals are re-

adhered to. That was all the Lord of the Winds threatened here: and he will let 

forth the tempest again if he needs to. But the Marquis and he are no allies.”

Thaw was right to continue to remind Ghee of what he had believed in, for 

though it seemed his friend had fallen wholly under the spell of the Marquis, he 

was but dithering and continuing his struggle to resist. Yet though he had not 

given in completely, he was however on the cusp where the impulses to give in 

and fight on warred, but he was still – crucially – in touch with the memory of 

the world outwith the Marquis. And Thaw’s plea to clarity was enough to enable 

him to decide.

Ghee raised his spear and thrust it at the Marquis. It did not cause harm, 

but startled the monster and put it off-guard for a moment. That moment was 

sufficient for Hi-Thaw to strike the second blow. This did hit home, and the 

Marquis stumbled, its limbs uncoordinated. Ni-Ghee thrust again and cast the 

Marquis down with a mortal strike.

All the City of the Plain shuddered and swayed on its foundations of sand. 

Its denizens stirred and opened wide their eyes, and then cast about in horror 

and confusion at the stench and delusion of their home.

Many vomited.

f

Ni-Ghee and Hi-Thaw fell to the ground as the Earth jolted. The hulk of the 

Marquis fell into dust. The last of the sable casts fell from the friends’ heads, 

the shadows and wisps slinking away to lurk in crevices till they could flutter 

out and lure the instant-satisfaction-seekers back into the garish banality of a 

simplified world.

Yet the friends felt no delight, no ecstasy, just a relief at being alive and a 

desire to return to their unsullied home. Before there was an opportunity for 

them to become sullied again.

is Devotion – The pride of the peacock is the glory of the Marquis 
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It was a much more pleasant journey home; and seemed much quicker. Perhaps 

because it grew increasingly pleasurable. The tough part, the fearful part, was 

the first part, the journey back through the City of the Plain.

f

Neither Ni-Ghee nor Hi-Thaw knew exactly what to expect as a reaction 

from the Earth to the destruction of the Marquis. Perhaps, naïvely, they had 

expected it to exalt at its liberation as though the Marquis was the essential cause 

of its enslavement, and not primarily a symptom. They had perhaps expected 

the buildings to collapse around them, the ground to heave and overthrow the 

horror that had been perpetuated on it. And while it is true there was uncertainty, 

disquiet and minor riots, no great change occurred that they could see. The 

seeds were there; but who could say if they would sprout and flourish and set 

themselves?

Yet though – to their initial sight – it seemed that their blow at slaying the 

Marquis made little immediate or obvious change, they had to believe that there 

was incipient and nascent change there, which they had set back that one driving 

force to consume all from expanding at its previous rate. Time, maybe, for there 

to be a change of direction.

As the friends made their return journey through the Metromegaopolis they 

could see more clearly its nature. It was not that it was a less irksome passage 

than their one into its heart on their way to confront the Marquis, but they were 

less assailed by its toilsome power and could take more in. The City of the Plain 

Part 6

After the Day
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was not all skyscrapers, steel and concrete and glass, with no non-commercial 

adornments or nature, but that was the essential of the City of the Plain’s heart; 

and it was indeed of such a size that it took days to cross before they moved 

beyond buildings that loomed inhumanly large.

During this time they hid when necessary, waiting till the worst of the 

immediate ructions were over (they did not last long), before making their way 

out of the City to the hinterland beyond, where they could begin to stride out.

Here were the areas of the more modest buildings that straggled around 

the towering heart of the world-city, blocks of houses and blocks of industrial 

works, with even a few open spaces where well-ordered pitches and wired dog-

parks and factory farms marched. Further outwards lay much mono-cultured 

farmland, then a blasted seashore, and an oily sea. And then the friends moved 

through storms and across the great chasm to the gentler world of Kolchin. Their 

spirits – which had dived after the relief of the Marquis’s destruction – lifted 

again, as their surroundings passing from the stressful to the beautiful. Beauty 

makes us feel so much better.

They did not hurry across the eastern fastland, but still made decent 

progress. And across the Forest River and into the Greater Forest. And up onto 

the semi-circular plateau of Albin Nhue. Home. To trees and lakes and clean air. 

To subtlety and transience: worlds flexible and translucent.

Although few had expected their return, news of it preceded them as they 

approach Bok Heliox Trhyon, even though no tale of their exploits was yet 

known. Then, when their boat was closing in on the northern shore of the deep 

lake of Send Ehros, a flotilla of canoes and barges and sailboats of all sorts came 

and gave them a warm accompaniment into harbour.

After a quick spruce up they were taken for an audience before King My-

Phor. Just once. One did not need to be a great reader of people to know that 

Ni-Ghee would hate continued honouring and the limelight almost as much as 

– The Coloured Wall Will Still Stand, After the Day – The bird 
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he did the City of the Plain.

f

They were again led into the oval hall in the Winter Palace by a scribe, though 

neither could remember if it was the same one as before, but this time there was 

no waiting and they walked calmly through the oval hall to stand before the 

Forest King sitting on his carved throne.

Si-Kell, the chamberlain, was there still, but he only bowed, saying nothing. 

Ghee was not sure what emotions he could read in the portly man’s face, but 

there did not seem to be any hostility.

“Welcome Hi-Thaw: Ni-Ghee.“ Then the King leant forward and said in a 

voice that was not really quiet enough for no one else to hear: “There does seem to 

need to be a formal bit here, but I won’t keep you for long.” Then he straightened 

up again and bellowed down the hall:

“Beyond hope we welcome back the venturers who have attempted what 

most of you thought was impossible. But they have succeeded; and I would like 

to hear their tale.”

He beckoned for two chairs to be brought and set on either side of his throne, 

facing slightly inwards. Ghee and Thaw were invited to sit.

It was Thaw who told of what they had achieved, and how Ghee had finally 

struck down the Marquis. And the Forest King showed his true wisdom by only 

fleetingly praising him and then briefly welcoming others to join in and show 

their appreciation as well.

And Ghee, who had not thought about the Forest King other than as a titular 

head, found himself with respect for someone whom he had thought was more 

show than reality. Albeit benign.

f

Afterwards, Hi-Thaw set down what they had accomplished, what they 

had learnt, and especially their knowledge covering the increase and differences 

a nest, the spider a web, man obedience – Let the Guillotine of 
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between the cities of mankind in the earlier stages of irrigation and religion, 

and later with their vast increase in numbers and industrial use of technology. 

Marking it clearly as a warning of what could befall Kolchin. Before he sought 

his final rest.

Ghee returned to his barge on the lake and spent the first summer restoring 

it to its former glory, the intricate decorations repainted, the piles of books 

and papers ordered and (mostly) donated to the Forest King’s achieves to sit 

beside Thaw’s account. He even refurnished the interior, removing the partition 

between his bed and the rest, for he usually slept on deck now – except in the 

deepest winters.

He took to voyaging all along the waterways of Albin Nhue; carefree, as far 

as anyone who cares is able. 

The End

Justice Be Done – There Shall Be No More Time After the Marquis




