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"Timel Sure time is. of the essence," he hurled lthe. words c::or(tempt-—

‘qously . ‘g long tﬁé I have waited Ffor an aﬁswer ,tv;) the smears in Forrest'g |

Sheét; The Morning Light. All I get is _ominous silence. Is the Eventide ~
~ on its dignity?" ’ - | R |

"We didn't think ;Lt necessary, Bob," HMr. Fiahrel said: calmly,. Tespe-

o

clally since Forrest called uff the dog§.“ @ . Ca
"Perhaps you haven't; observed the people's reactlon to George's se-
ries, Bob," Jack said. "Sort o£ a new renascence of spirit. ' The ‘rav:Lngs )
.. of ‘the ‘I’.igh‘b‘“ will defeat themselves.m . ; LU ‘ ': l
nSo I thought," Bob snapped. back, "but sudden.ly I reallzed that _
‘ Forres@w is gaining a rallymg pomt—;— ’ _ : '
~ "mong the rabble?" . L ;f“ M o |
"Exactly. And you ne;dn‘t sneer.m ) o
- "Now, c}on't_;‘ you think I know?" Jack was confident.
| T"You may ‘bea goud "ré‘pﬁrter, "but ‘as a sleut‘h o A .
) ALl right » What TS you got up your sleeve that‘s so sharp—-eyed""
_"Just that they plan to déo away with the ﬁ.mporlum." T .

"Burn it, with a burning _Vcr‘oss in the burmng ruin?® 'Jack chuckled.

"Then you know?" . ‘ —_—

"Just a ‘good guess. I know' the company Forrest keeps. So.much the:
worse for them if they do...." e

B

CHAPTER II

P

The Forgings of the Stars-in S
- Their Orbits and Seasons. : ' ' *

Well, George, how are you biologically? The Fates that come of the

seasons! ceasless changings and revolvings of the stars and planets, how
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did they affgcﬁ you? Did the fate of you¥ early affliction come with or
because of those orbitalmagneiicsfhose continual danciﬁg of the heavenly
bodies in the sameness of their circles and ellipses in untold negeti;! :
tions kor untold millions of years, had they~finallytforgeé the links of-
the chain that held yéé.dﬂwn like a caged animal, whilst. at the same time

geﬁérating the genes out of which were ;o aevelop the.nérve’impulses; crea-
- tige thought:;, and haﬁiti-'ﬁhich w;re to 1ift you :1&ﬁﬁmﬁ§§§?tkﬁ§hh ;ffiffn
forest -of darkness and canfu31onq ;kif 1Yoy *FH’F ;”‘i?r :mi o Ape ¥ ;z

"How are you.blologzca11y9 To say one is blologlcal covers a multit-

| ude ofﬂthings — and sins:s To kiss a cuddllng young malden,mpr to steal
a loaf of bread. There is also the matter of morals ana tenets - peculiar

to a certain soeiety, or century: For or against your biolegical urge -
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,or its interpretation. - -

How are.you biologieally, George?ﬁ :
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The harvesf-moon stod yellow over the trees iﬁ the The Oaksagand
though the moon.wasn't quite full the yellow was sufficient. to blank out
much of the silver of the stars. The denlzens of the Park had long gone

‘to sleep; there was the stillness of slqep and vaculty, except for a whis-

per from & passing breeze through the dried leaves, a mild soughing of the -

- branches - the sound of silence of. the night; the cfbaking frogs, and

the answering whistling chirrup of the cicada. . ‘

*» 4 kd A - B .

. A lonely white figure was approaching. George became aware. of it .
first by the crunching of feet on the gravel path, ¥y the vision of a

white figure. She was still a good two hundredﬂféét away, but
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there was no misf'.aklng the white coat with the shimmer of’-moonligh% in
it, the free swi'ng' of the arms, the forward thrust of her ‘legs,- rather
decep“c;n.ve,~ for it was not a manner, nor a show of determ:t.natlon. Cy'n-
thia had no iron-clad determination about anything - not- even 1ove. An‘
angel of love mth no -preconcelved ideas about love. A priestess ripeé,
for the sacrifice — of* herself but not others.
George is confused. “his trlangle - roster,Cynthia and himselfl.

He should be with. Blanca, and Foster, thls night of all nlghts, should
‘be v.r::i:h‘Cynum.a. ind yet he stands here in this charmed spot! ‘e‘fkv‘?
Vhere is the answer, 0, mysteryl ‘ . Co

P

Affable and 1ove1y,« 1193 parted she stands before him., A& vision

“of enchantment\of endearmen‘a, of love. The past, the future, the present

-~ i

all urapped up in the starry silver of her mantel. The all-in-all oi‘

\

everythlng , of yourself, of your yearning; 5 of life? S. y_earnlng, of count~
less generatioizs bei"ore-you. ‘A1l culled in this one being. All . .the
lustre of the ages, all the goodness of the ages, all the love of the
ages! The moon, the stars - and God that created them 4111

o . ‘ : Come, my. love, my u.ndef:.led.
Thou art as fair as the moon.
Come, come, 0, Shulamith, that I may look upon o
thee,
How beautlful are thy steps 1n sa.ndals, 0.
princets daughter! "
The roundings of the thighs are like the lms of
a chain.

-¥hy navel is like .a round goblet, wherin no
mingled wine is wanting:

lillies.

-~ Thy two breasts are like two fawns. 'that-are
tms Of a- gazene...."...'..'...........'

. .
Passion rears its head. The pale satiny thighs = bedev;{i'with in-
toxicating wine, and iirguerites charms —- but 4 dim brief. distance from

the perfuaed. Bevwilderaent of her breasts. The cool lwury of her belly:

Thy belly is Jike a heap of whe&t set about with
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‘a god you are master of . your own des’c:i:ny..

F3

the secret reconnoissancg_ of darkest Africa's most s.il\uring .spice in i
the dark forest on.“the mound ‘of Venusi No Satanic l:a;ﬁgﬁter of Mephis-
tophelian illusion! The silver-blie sky above; and. the tufted brown-
couc&l beneath_,.your only vestmem;s. and the distant galax1es whence you
came, your only witnesses ‘co behold the act for the trllllon’ch, aye,
for the trillionth trllllonth an®more times!’ The. act which gave birthy
to the Tower of Bable,aui all ‘the- comusionsthereafter. The act in which
_the suns fmd. the: illumined paths of thelr orolts. Which gave us a
Co_nfuclus, a. Hoses, a-King David. Thga,~ ac_t#,whn'.ch destroys as it creates.
The act inherent in each of the myriad of cells in the body. Any bodyi.uh
The ever silent, roaring',-pulsating; snarling, pacifyix}g.;. biilldxving;,:g
fornicating protoplasmic sea i swamping all, from the origin in birth

s ~ ! “

to the end in death! . . v Lo w PO

-’*‘ile fire within you is consuming you.w-Your Timbs- qt:u'.ver s and your
loins are taut with concuplscence and the life-fluid;- the “surbulence ir
your ears is not hot iead butb l:s.ghtn:mg flashes in your braln' ¥ou feel
her beatlng heart and the rlpened flrmness of her tumescent breasts
agalnst the tuzmlltous thumplngs of your own hear'b. You .zre. Croléclous of
the torpor of the most‘base a.nd the most sacred. of acts overtaking you.
Bu'b“ you pausel You glimpse the cool mockery of the round moon. You are

the crown of creation (though blo,loglcal) , and you turn the tldes. You

" stand up boldly. A;E’ree man under the night sky{ A free man, and like

%

The Destiny in the forgings of ‘the stars.in their orbits and in
their seasonsi

The Bestiny of a bewildered maiden left untouched in her allurement!
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