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priests and apostles (or even
the gods themselves, it makes
little difference) have been
crippling across that same
desert, the Sinking Land, and
the Great Salt Marsh to con-
verge on Lankhmar's low,
heavy-arched Marsh Gate—
meanwhile suffering by the
way various inevitable tor-
tures, castrations, blindings
and stonings, impalements,
crucifixions, quarterings and
so forth at the hands of east-
ern brigands and Mingol un-
believers who, one is tempted
to think, were created solely
for the purpose of seeing to
the running of that -cruel
gantlet. Among the torment-
ed holy throng are a few war-
locks and witches seeking in-
fernal immortality for their
dark sataniec would-be deities
and a very few proto-god-
desses—generally maidens re-
puted to have been enslaved
for decades by sadistic magi-
cians and ravished by whole
tribes of Mingols.

Lankhmar itself and es-
pecially the earlier-mentioned
street serves as the theatre or
more precisely the intellec-
tual and artistic testing-
ground of the proto-gods
after their more material but
no more cruel sifting at the
hands of the brigands and
Mingols. A new god (his
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priest or priests, that is) will
begin at the Marsh Gate and
more or less slowly work his
way up the Street of the
Gods, renting a temple or
preempting a few yards of
cobbled pavement here and
there, until he has found his
proper level. A very few win
their way to the region ad-
joining the Citadel and join
the aristocracy of the gods in
Lankhmar — transients still
though resident there for
centuries and even millennia
(the gods of Lankhmar are as
jealous as they are secret).
Far more godlets, it can just-
ly be said, play a one-night-
stand near the Marsh Gate
and then abruptly disappear,
perhaps to seek cities where
the audiences are less critical.
The majority work their way
about halfway up the Street
of the Gods and then slowly
work their way down again,
resisting bitterly every inch
and yard, until they once
more reach the Marsh Gate
and vanish forever from
Langhmar and the memories
of men.

Now Issek of the Jug,
whom Fafhrd chose to serve,
was one of the most lowly and
unsuccessful of the gods, god-
lets rather, in Lankhmar. He
had dwelt there for about
thirteen years, during which
time he had traveled only two
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two, the Mouser became a fa-
miliar and newly-ominous
sight in Lankhmar’s Street of
the Gods, which leads from
the Marsh Gate to the distant
docks and the Citadel. He still
wore gray, went close-hooded,
and carried Cat’s Claw and
Scalpel at his side, but the
dagger and slim curving
sword kept in their sheaths.
Knowing from of old that a
threat is generally more ef-
fective than its execution, he
limited his activities to the
handling of conversations and
cash. “I speak for Plug—Plug
with a guh!/” was his usual
opening. Later, if holy men
grew recalcitrant or overly
keen in their bargaining and
it became necessary to maul
saintlets and break up ser-
vices, he would sign the bul-
lies to take these disciplinary
measures while he himself
stood idly by, generally in
slow sardonic converse with
the attendant girl or girls and
often munching sweetmeats.
As the months passed, the
Mouser grew fat and the
dancing girls successively
more child-slim and submis-
sive-eyed.

Fafhrd, on the other hand,
broke his longsword across
his knee (cutting himself bad-
ly in the act), tore from his
garments the few remaining
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ornaments (dull worthless
scraps of base metal) and bits
of ratty fur, foreswore strong
drink and all allied pleasures
(he had been on small beer
and womanless for some
time), and became the sole
acolyte of Bwadres, the sole
priest of Issek of the Jug.
Fafhrd let his beard grow un-
til it was as long as his shoul-
der-brushing hair, he became
lean and hollow-cheeked and
cavern-eyed, and his voice
changed from bass to tenor,
though not as a result of the
distressing mutilation which
some whispered he had inflict-
ed upon himself—these last
knew he had cut himself but
lied wildly as to where.

The gods 4m Lankhmar
(that is, the gods and candi-
dates for divinity who dwell
or camp, it may be said, in
the Imperishable City, not the
gods of Lankhmar—a very
different and most secret and
dire matter) . .. the gods in
Lankhmar sometimes seem as
if they must be as numberless
as the grains of sand in the
Great Eastern Desert. The
vast majority of them began
as men, or more strictly the
memories of men who led as-
cetic, vision-haunted lives and
died painful, messy deaths.
One gets the impression that
since the beginning of time
an unending horde of their
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proper division of a loot of
jewels raped from Muulsh the
Moneylender. Srith of the
Scrolls suggests that their
mutual cooling off was large-
ly the reflection of a supernat-
ural enmity existing at the
time between Sheelba of the
Eyeless Face, Fafhrd’s de-
monic one-time mentor, and
Ningauble of the Seven Eyes,
the Mouser’s alien and multi-
serpentine patron.

The likeliest explanation,
which runs directly counter to
the Muulsh Hypothesis, is
simply that times were hard
in Lankhmar, adventures few
and uninviting, and that the
two heroes had reached that
point in life when hard-
pressed men desire to admix
even the rarest quests and
pleasurings with certain pru-
dent activities leading either
to financial or to spiritual se-
curity, though seldom if ever
to both.

This theory—that boredom
and insecurity, and a differ-
ence of opinion as to how
these dismal feelings might
best be dealt with, chiefly un-
derlay the estrangement of
the twain . . . this theory may
account for and perhaps even
subsume the otherwise ridicu-
lous suggestion that the two
comrades fell out over the
proper spelling of Fafhrd's

name, the Mouser perversely
favoring a simple Lankhmar-
ian equivalent of “Faferd”
while the name’s owner insist-
ed that only the original
mouth-filling agglomeration of
consonants could continue to
satisfy his ear and eye and his
semi-literate, barbarous sense
of the fitness of things. Bored
and insecure men will loose
arrows at dust motes.

Certain it is that their
friendship, though not utter-
ly fractured, grew very cold
and that their life-ways,
though both continuing in
Lankhmar, diverged remark-
ably.

The Gray Mouser entered
the service of one Pulg, a ris-
ing racketeer of small relig-
ions, a lord of Lankhmar’s
dark underworld who levied
tribute from the priests of all
godlets seeking to become
gods—on pain of various un-
pleasant, disturbing and ve-
volting things happening at
future services of the default-
ing godlet. If a priest didn't
pay Pulg, his miracles were
sure to misfire, his congrega-
tion and collection would fall
off sharply, and it was quite
possible that a bruised skin
and broken bones would be
his lot.

Accompanied by three or
four of Pulg’s bullies and fre-
quently a slim dancing girl or
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was happening—the divine Issek

To the god-crazed crowd there was no
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ERHAPS some old-timers will be able successfully to con-

tradict me, but I would hazard the statement that this is
the first time in a very long time, if ever, that an entire issue
of a science-fiction magazine was devoted to the work of a
single writer.

This issue—as you must know from the cover—features the
output of Fritz Leiber.

It is a strange thing that editors shy away from one-writer
issues. Variety is always the keyword; the reader must be
given lots of different writers; and if by chance the exigencies
of scheduling force an editor to use two stories by the same
author in the same issue, he feels it necessary to conceal this
from the reader by using a pseudonym on one of the stories.

Why should this be so? Art galleries make a strong point of
featuring exhibits of paintings by one artist. Symphony or-
chestras will occasionally devote an entire program to one
composer. And why not? This gives the audience a chance to
steep itself utterly in one man’s imagination and technique; to
comprehend his basic philosophy ; and to marvel at his variety.

And so we feel proud to devote an entire issue of Fantastic
to the writings—all brand new—of Fritz Leiber. Writings in
“various moods, of various lengths, about various things—a tre-
mendous display of versatility, a true tour de force.

We had thought of dedicating this issue to Leiber’s honor,
as a veteran writer in the genre. On second thought, however,
the honor is all ours.—NL
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