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Part Four

I  have come

From pride

All the way  up to hum ility

This da y-to-nigh t.

The  hill

Wa s mo re ter rible

Than ever before.

From “Dawn”

Alfred Kreymborg

“What have you done with my family?!?”

When  the h illtop was da rk an d silen t and  mo tionless once  mo re, Ju stin wasted not one moment flingin g him self

upon the person he felt was directly responsible for the horror they had all just witnessed:  his stunned sibling.

Overwhelmed by the completely unpredicted actions of the released Anaye — for there was no doubt in anyone’s mind

that this was the alien creature they had seen — Egon didn’t even hear his brother’s angry bellow until Ju stin lite rally

pounced upon him, grabbing him by the throat of his jacket, fully prepared to do whatever he felt was nece ssa ry to ga in

satisfac tion to soothe his  fury.  “You swore you wouldn’t put any of them in danger — and now they’ve been taken by

that — that — that — that whatever it was!  How  could you be so stupid?  W hy didn’t you just leave that thing alone?

This  is all your fault!  What are you going to do to get my family back?!”

Egon stared blankly at his raging brother, doing nothing to either refu te his words or stop his physical abuse;

Jus tin wo uld ha ve ha ppily co ntinued if th e other thr ee G hos tbus ters h adn ’t literally d ragg ed him  away.

“Back off, m an,” W insto n gro wled  deep ly, mea ning eve ry phonym  as a wa rning.  “Th is isn’t anybod y’s fault.  No

one co uld’ve pred icted wha t that thing wa s gonn a do onc e it was fre e.”

“Then you sh ouldn ’t’ve fre ed it un til after we were gone,” Justin seethed, glaring at Zeddemore and Stantz, who

were literally holding him  in place, m aking s ure he d idn’t act upo n the urg e to repeat his attack, which was  clear  in his

expression.  “You could’ve waited!”

“Maybe ,” Ray allowed, his allowance in no way a real concession.  “And it might’ve made no dif ference  if we

had —  excep t that if it had broken loose and we hadn’t been here to even try to stop it, maybe now all of us would be

its prisone rs.”

That possibility was enough to shut Justin’s mouth, at least for the moment.  While Winston made sure that the

technologist kept his distance from his brother, Ray went to take readings of the spot where the Anaye had vanished.

Peter sidled over to their still silent fourth, disturbed by his atypical lack of reaction.

“It’s not your fault, Egon,” he said quietly, not wanting Justin to hear even a single syllable of what he said.  “You

couldn’t’ve known what was going to happen — none of us could.  That twerp didn’t hurt you, did he?”

The fair he ad sh ook  brisk ly.  “No,” the physicist replied, his voice slightly hoarse from the scream that had ripped

itself from his throat only moments before.  “But Justin is right, Peter.  It’s my fault that his family and Janine were

capture d.”

Venkman attempted to dismiss that with easy disbe lief.  “B ull.  Th at thin g was bigg er’n th e Sta tue o f Libe rty.

How could you have stopped it from doing whatever it wanted to do?”

“By making su re everyone was off the property before we engaged it.  I didn’t stop to check the time first — we

might not have w aited  long e nough fo r them  to ge t awa y.  We could’ve given Janine one of the walkie-talkies and waited

until she let us know they were gone before we did anything.  I might’ve—“



113

Peter grab bed  one o f his ta ller frie nd’s  shou lders  and s hook him  hard, breaking his self-damning litany.  “Stop

the guilt trip right now, Egon — I mean it,” he said, no trace of humor in his tone or his words.  “None of us thought of

those things — and all of us sh ould’ve, eve n Justin; h ell, especia lly Jus tin.  If he  wan ted to  guar ante e his f am ily’s saf ety,

then he should’ve made sure  they were w ell gon e bef ore w e eve n cam e up h ere.  B ut no , all he did was get on your back

and goad  you into  wan ting to  get th is ove r with a s fas t as you cou ld, didn’t he?”   He d idn’t w ait for  answ er; he  didn’t  need

to.  “This  isn’t yo ur fau lt.  And I’ll be dam ned if I’ll stand h ere and  listen to you try to  take  all the blame for it just because

that’s wha t your idiot of a br other wa nts.”

The physicist turned his head to look at him.  A n errant fr agm ent of light fro m on e of the s cattered  flashlights

caught in his eyes as it sometimes does in those of a cat, making them seem to glow eerily in the dark; Peter had never

before seen quite so miserable an expression in them.  “That thing took three children,” he pointed out, though Venkman

was all too unhappily aware of the fact.  None of them liked it when their adversaries took it into their heads to attack

innocents, but they all found it particularly disturbing when the target for that malice was children.  “Peter, it has Janine.”

“Yeah, I know,” the psychologist said softly, in complete sympathy with the horrified despair he could hear

trembling faintly in his friend’s voice.  Over the years, he’d com e to kno w quite  well how difficult it had been for Egon

to unlearn all the habits of his childhood and youth, the years upon years of training himself to bury his emotions so as

not to be hurt by the cruelty of others, a pattern of behavior for which Justin and their f athe r were larg ely responsible.

Even when they’d first met, Peter had been able to see indications of just how much the physicist disliked that part of

his nature a nd wan ted to cha nge it, that there was more to him than books and research and bland intellect, brilliant

though it was; there was humor and wit and thousands of deeper emotions screaming for release from the prison of

strict behavior that had been forced upon him since far too early in his life.  Peter had done everything he co uld to  help

him  achieve that freedom, just as he knew Ray had; it was probably the very first root of their friendship, Egon having

seen in them a part of his life he had lost or never known, and both of them having seen in him the potential for an

unusual but nonetheless extraordinary friend who needed only sufficient approval and support to break out of that

restrictive shell.  Even if it didn’t always appear on the surface that much progress had b een  ma de, P eter k new  his old

friend well enough to know that he’d come a very  long way from the terribly lonely and seemingly emotionless person

he’d  been alm ost twenty years ago, when chance had brought them together.  What had once been cold and

imp ene trable  armor against the world at la rge w as no w on ly a calm  dignit y that m ore p rope rly suite d the  physic ist’s

position an d genu ine perso nality.  

As he had been there to help begin that long process of inner rejuvenation, Venkman had also been around

to watch an d enc oura ge Egon ’s firs t adu lt relatio nsh ip with  a wom an, and ha d bee n the re wh en that wo ma n had  in

essence betrayed him and torn his heart  to pieces .  Although he’d noticed virtually from the first moment she’d walked

into their lives how Janine was completely enamored of her tallest employer, for a long time Peter had figured that she

really  didn’t stand much of a chance, that after the Jeanne Mullins fiasco, Egon wasn’t ever going to let any woman get

close enou gh to  risk h urting  him  so badly again, no matter how much his friends tried to persuade him otherwise.  Peter

even supposed that was part of the reason he tended to tease Janine about her attitudes toward the scientist; he’d been

trying, after so me v ague fa shion, to p repare h er for the let-d own tha t was inev itably to com e.  

But then Egon had gone and surprised him even more than he’d surprised Janine by beginning to accept her

feelings toward him, and, m ore astonishing, by tentatively beginning to return them.  Once that had begun, Peter allowed

that there was actually some hope for the two of them, since he knew that Janine was nothing like the witch who had

used then abused the then-young and utterly inexperienced physicist — and he was delighted, knowing that an Egon

of not all that many years past could never have taken such a step on his own initiative.  He did what he co uld to

encourage them without seeming to do so, since he didn’t want to take the chanc e that Egon would remember how

Pete r had  also e ncourag ed his  relationsh ip with Mullins and accidentally kick in some sort of protective fear reaction.

He had even taken it upon himself to tell Janine about the Mullins disaster, to help her better understand that part of the

phys icist’s  complicated psyche, and thus hopefully avoid any hidden pitfalls.  He was pleased to see how well things

between them were progressing, even if it was awful slow by normal standards, because it was clearly making both of

them happy, something he felt Egon hadn’t had enough of in his life.  He supposed that sooner or later, he’d h ave to

find a way to nudge the physicist into proposing, since he’d probably never think of it on his own and Janine was not

likely to do it hers elf — m uch tho ugh sh e migh t want to —  for fear o f destroying  what relation ship they ha d.  

But if they didn’t find a way to get her back, there was no hope of a future for them, or for any of the other

prisoners, only an almost certain promise that Egon would once again withdraw to the security of science, away from

the crus hing g uilt of s uch  an aw ful fa ilure —  poss ibly even away from the rest of his friends.  There was only so much
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a soul could take before crumbling under the strain of too-oft battered emotions, and Egon’s had taken more than many

people’s d o in a lif etim e eve n bef ore P eter h ad firs t me t him .

That was why he could now manage to staunchly look his friend straight in the eye and say, without dissembling,

“W e’ll get her back, Spengs, I promise.  We’ll get all of ‘em back.  It’s not your fault — and even if it was, you know damn

well  that fe eling b ad ab out it isn’t the way to make amends.  Guilt trips don’t solve anything; they just make things worse.

You’ve gotta show your empty-headed relatives that you’re better’n that, that even if we do make something wrong —

which we didn’t; which you didn’t — we always make it right again.  Okay?”

It felt like  a very long tim e before the physicist responded in any way to his words; when he did, Peter could see

the reaction, the way in which the horrified numbness sloughed away, allowing Egon to pull his shaken self back

together.  “You’re righ t,” he said, the tremor of uncertainty disappearing from his voice, replaced by much firmer

determination.  “But w e hav e to m ove q uick ly, or we m ay never b e able to de termin e just wh ere the c reature to ok them .”

“Already ‘way ahead of you,” Ray called out, startling them.  They tended to forget just how sharp-eared the

occultist could be, even though he wa s too dec ent-hea rted a pe rson to e ver gos sip abou t what he m ight happ en to

overhear.  “And these are some of the oddest readings I’ve ever seen.”  He held up their sole remaining PKE meter so

that his partners could see as they gathe red a roun d him .  “I’m getting three separate traces here, and not a one of ‘em

looks like  the ghos ts we ran  into this aftern oon.”

“Th is one definitely correlates to residual PKE from an Ana ye,” Egon said, tapping the portion of the readout

that m atch ed what he had  seen  on his  own  me ter be fore  it exploded.  “I’m not sure I care to even hazard a guess as

to what the second PKE source is, not without further data, but the third reading bears a strong resemblance to other

reading s we’ve g otten off d imen sional rifts.”

“A gate? ” Peter sa id, grinning w hen his c olleague s favore d him w ith various expressions of amazement over

his correct assumption.  “Hey, what can I say?  So I pay more atten tion to  all your  lectu res th an I let  you know .  But if

I am  right, that sign al’s fading, a n’ fading fa st.”

“He’s righ t about tha t,” Ray agre ed.  “If we’re  gonn a try to f ollow  it to wherever that thing took Janine and the

others, w e have to  do it fast.”

“And just how  do you pro pose to  do that?” Justin demanded, his face still set in a deep  scowl of a nge r.  “I didn’t

realize any of you were wizards or demons  or whatever who can op en doors between w orlds with a wave of a m agic

wand.”

“Ma gic isn’t  necessary,” Egon said bluntly, the sudden germination of an idea allowing him to easily ignore the

tech nolog ist’s  sarcasm.  “If we aim at the remnants of the gate and cross the streams, there’s a strong possibility we

can ac tivate it enoug h to get pu lled through  to the othe r side bef ore it close s.”

Jus tin wa s for tuna te tha t, in the  dim  glow of the flashlights, it was hard to see how much he had paled.  “You

can ’t be serious!  I may not think much of this so-called business of yours, but I know enough about nuclear physics to

know that what you’re proposing is unconscionably dangerous.  You’ll cause an explosion big enough to flatten the entire

estate!”

“Nah, your swelled head’s probably big enough to absorb  the b last and pr otec t anyth ing in  a five-m ile radius,”

Peter quipped, smiling brightly when Justin bared his teeth at him.  “You’re right, yo u don ’t think much of our business,

and you know even less about it and how it works, so why don’t you just be a good little boy for a change, shut up, and

let the guys who know what they’re doing do their jobs?”

“It could work,” Ray agreed with his blond partner as if the side-exchange had not taken place.  “As a matter

of fact, I was gonna suggest we try crossing the streams on the Anaye before it started flexing its muscles.  But it’s

awfully risky, Egon.  We’ve got no idea what’s on the other side, or even if our equipment will work there.  If we go in,

we m ay not be a ble to com e back  out.”

“But if we don’t  go in, ” the p hysic ist stated levelly, “there isn’t even a chance for the oth ers to co me o ut.

According to what I was able find about these entities and their behavior, the only way Anaye prisoners were ever seen

aga in were in pieces.  If th e creatu re hasn ’t already des troyed them —”  T he dee p voice c hoke d for a m ome nt as its
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owner resolutely refused to consider that possibility.  “If it hasn’t, it will, and there may not be much tim e to waste before

it does.  From the current readings, it appears that the energy it expended in order to rebuff our attacks, take captives,

open a gate, and tran spo rt all of  them  to wherev er it we nt has weake ned  the A naye , eno ugh  so th at it will pro bab ly

require time to regain its strength before killing its victims.  Since it does so out of malice and not because it draws

power from  the act, it sh ould w ait un til it’s su fficiently recovered so that it can properly enjoy the action.  If we’re to have

any chance at all of freeing them, it has to be now, before the A naye  has t ime  to rec upe rate.   The re’s c ertain ly a chance

that we w on’t be ab le to get out a gain, but I’m  willing to take th e risk —  alone, if nee ds be.”

Winston grunted softly.  “You don’t have to ask me twice,” he said in stout support of the idea.  “This is our job

and we  see it throu gh, no m atter wha t the end.  I’m  in.”

“So am I,” was Peter’s more sober than usual declaration.  “No disgusting alien mes s of tenta cles gets  away

with snatching innocent kids and women and even grouchy old men without paying fo r it, not w hile Pete V enk ma n’s

around .”

“And I’m sure not about to let my friends walk into something dangerous without me there to help,” Ray chimed

in.  “So what are we waiting for?”

Justin, who had been sputtering over Peter’s impolite words to him, now cleared his throat.  “Yes, I suppose

you all shou ld try to correc t the me ss you m ade.  I’m  going ba ck to the  house  to wait— ”

He had taken no m ore than a half step back ward  when a ha nd ve ry firm ly fell on to his  shou lder, p inning  him

in place.  “No, you’re not,” Egon told him in an unyielding voice that could cow even Peter in his most obstinate moods.

“You’re c omin g with us.”

Justin didn’t move, but neither did he meekly comply.  “Why should I?  I’m not responsible—”

His  brother, however, did not waver.  “Yes, you are.  Even if you aren’t responsible for their capture, four of

those people are your fam ily, and you’re morally responsible for them, for their welfare.  You’re coming not just because

we may need all the help we can get; you’re coming because it’s the right thing to do.  And you will do it, even if I have

to knoc k you un consc ious and  drag you a long m yself.”

The technolog ist’s dark e yes na rrow ed w ith his  refusal to  believ e tha t Ego n cou ld be serious; when the blue eyes

looked back at him with an expression as utterly serious and unshakable as the foundations of the earth, his own eyes

widened again in shock.  “B—but I can’t!  I don’t know what possible good I could do—!”

“We  learn by doing,” the physicist said dryly, then turned back to his friends.  “We should collect the flashlights;

we m ay need th em.”

“And it wouldn’t hurt if we brought along the first aid kit from the van,” Winston agreed as Peter went to pick up

the scattered lights and Egon m ade sure Jus tin didn’t try to e scape in a n ung uard ed m om ent.  “K now ing ou r luck , we’ll

need it be fore we ’re through .”

“There you go, Justin,” Venkman quipped as his darkest colleague trotted off toward the van.  “You can carry

the first aid kit.  I think that should be easy enough for you to handle, don’t you?”

“But this could be suicide!” the eldest man cried, a thread of fear beginning to show in his baritone.

Peter shrugged, returning the discarded flashlights to his partners.  “Hey, it’s the chance you take for trying to

save  the world’s  butt tim e afte r time.  Hu rry it up, Winston!  From the noises Ray’s making, we’ve gotta get this show

on the ro ad.”

Stantz, who had been keeping an eye on the PKE  readings , agreed .  “It’s closing fast.  I think we’d better get

into position.”

The other pa ranorm alogists  did as  sugg este d, Eg on alm ost lite rally dra gging  his brother along until Justin had

had enou gh of  the tre atm ent and ro ugh ly pulled  away, highly indignant.  He did not, however, refuse the burden when
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Winston huffed his way back up the h illside a nd th rust th e em erge ncy k it into th e techno logist ’s arm s bef ore ta king  his

position.

“You start, Ray,” Egon recommended, since the occultist had the m eter a nd thus k new  whe re to a im.  “W e’ll

follow.”

W ith a nod, Stantz took a final glance at the readings and the site to make sure he had the proper coordinates.

Then, switching off the meter so as to not risk losing it in an unexpected overlo ad, he aga in clipp ed it to  his be lt

alongside his flashlight, unshipped his particle thrower, powered up, and took careful aim before  unleashing a brilliant

stream of energy to pierce the center of the barren circle.

“Winston, go!” he shouted.

Zeddemore, on his right, aimed his stream so that it would intersect Ray’s just above the point at which it

touched the ground.  Peter, on W inston’s righ t, brough t a third strea m into p recise c ontact w ith the two already fighting

against one another.  Egon closed the circle, weaving the fourth and last stream into a deadly warp and weft.  The

ground beneath the interwoven energy suddenly began to pulse more brightly than the four-way nuclear collision; as

it spread, they could all feel a steadily increasing pull, like the suction in a suddenly punctured pressurized cabin of a

plane at forty thous and fee t.  Tethered to  that p ull via th eir ac cele rator s, the  four  para norm alogis ts we re ine xora bly

drawn toward it; they d id not resis t when the  glowing c ircle open ed wide e nough  to at last drag them in.  Justin began

to back away, but at the last second, when he might have escaped the pull and let the other four go without him, he felt

a hand  gras p his a rm  in a grip too tight to break, then, with m ore th an a litt le hor ror, fe lt him self to rn ou t of on e wo rld

and hu rled like so  muc h flotsam  into the nex t.

***********

If not for the still-active flashlight dangling from Ray’s belt, they would have awakened on the other side in total

blackness.  Though there was no indication that any of them had passed out from the rough trans ition o r their  arriva l,

there was  always a sense of lost time that accompanied movement between dimensions, and this occasion was no

different than any other.  T hey fo und  them selve s on t he gr ound of th is dark otherworld, a hard, pitted surface that poked

and prodded unwary knees and shins and elbows.  Other than the stony ground beneath them, their first awareness

came in the form of a snarly baritone voice.

“You can sto p bruising  my arm  any time n ow, Ego n.  It appears that I no longer have any choice about

participating  in this little foray.”

“Oh, joy,” Peter drawled somewhere in the darkness as the physicist let go of his recalcitrant sibling.  “And here

I was ho ping we’d  man aged to lo se Little Ma ry Sunsh ine som ewhere  in limbo.”

“Looks to me like we’re all in limbo, Pete,” was Winston’s opinion, offered in a subdued timbre, as if he feared

to disturb the s leep o f som ething terr ible waiting for them in the near-black shadows.  “I hope somebody remembered

to bring ex tra batteries  if this is all the brighte r this place  gets.”

“I dunn o, I ge t the fe eling w e’re in side  som ething,” wa s Ra y’s guess, which he voiced as he removed the

flashlight from  his belt an d beg an to  shine  it abou t.  “Th e sou nd’s  kind a fun ny, and see?  You can make out the beam

hitting whate ver’s abo ve us.”

“Which means  it’s far too clos e to be a cloud layer, even a very low altitude one,” Egon reflected, performing

the same experiment with his own flashlight.  “An excellent deduction, Raymond.  I would hazard to say that w e’re w ithin

a cave o f som e kind; all we  need do  is determ ine the loca tion of the A naye, and  then find o ur way to it.”

“Oh, no troub le at all, then,” Ju stin quippe d, each  word drip ping sarc asm .  “These so-called spirits of yours can

supposedly move through solid walls without giving it a second thought.  What good is knowing where it is going to do

us?”

“Hey, it’s place to start,” Ray returned with his typically sunny optimism.  He replaced his thrower on ts hook and

picked up the PKE m eter, which he prudently adjusted to allow for any potentially powerful readings in the area, not

wanting to lose their last means of pa rano rmal detectio n.  It res ponded  instantly.  The occultist blinked at the readout
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for a moment or three, then whistled softly.  “Now this  is weir d.  I’m  gettin g clea r res iduals  on the Anaye — nothing in

the imm ediate vicinity, but strong enough to show that it was here, and not very long ago — but I’m picking up something

even stronger close by, a definite presence and not just residuals.  Do you recognize it, Egon?”

Spengler had just stepped over and glanced at the data Ray indicated when suddenly, they found themselves

no longer in darkness.  Stantz nimbly deactivated the meter and reached for his weapon, knowing well that such sudden

changes in unknown territory often meant big trouble.

The source of the pallid blue light, they quickly discovered, came from a being very human-like in appearance,

but clearly not hu man .  Nearly twice the size of the average Homo sapiens male, the entity’s features and mode of dress

had much in common with many Amerindian cultures, but could not be defined as a member of any one tribe, or even

general group of nations.  Its strong-featured face was as smooth as that of a pampered youth’s, but the eyes — solid-

hued orbs  of pie rcing  blue —  seem ed as  ancie nt as  the seas , despite th eir lac k of a ny fea ture,  neither iris n or pu pil.

Its cloth ing ap peared to  be m ade  of sk ins an d cloth dyed  in varying shades of gray and blue, and its long hair, neat ly

braided in long plaits that fell over its broad shoulders almost to its waist, was the color of iron-clouded skie s.  It he ld

a long ceremonial staff in one hand, intricately carved and decorated, and from its woven leather belt dangled many

pouches and talismans.  It did not move in the slightest as it stood there studying the five men who were looking back

in similar stillness.

“Is this good or bad, Spengs?” Peter eventually dared to whisper to his tallest partner, winning himself a reaction

from the entity as  it tilted its  head  slight ly to regard him.  He shivered, never liking it when things so obviously not human

turned th eir attention to ward him .  “Please d on’t tell me  it’s bad.”

“Possibly not,” was Egon’s best reassurance.  “M’téoulinssisk?” he ventured in a more normal tone of voice.

There was a pause before the creature replied.  Its own voice was at least an octave below the physicist’s bass,

and echoed in what they could now see was an immense cavern like distant thunder rolling across open plains.  “I know

that name,” it acknowledged coolly.  “Have you come to bring more sorrow to my lands?”

“What  do you mean, more  sorrow?” Ray asked, not liking the sound of that.  If the Anaye had already

slaughte red its cap tives....

“It was a human whose magic brought down the curse upon my realm,” M’téoulinssisk said, a hint of anger

coloring its otherwis e level voice .  “It brought the evil to this place, and held it here, where it has done great harm .  I have

spent ma ny of your years trying to und o the m agic that w as don e, but it was h uma n ma gic, and I co uld not de feat it.

If you come as invaders to aid the ancient evil, then I shall destroy you.”  It began to raise the hand holding the staff.

“Whoa!”  Peter piped up right away.  “Let’s not jump to any hasty conclusions!  If you’re talkin g abo ut the  Anaye

and a curse that some stupid woman accidentally put on it, then I can see wh y you migh t be pretty pissed off, if it trapped

that thing right in your own back yard.  But we didn’t make the curse, and we sure as hell don’t have any intentions of

helping it.  W e’re the on es who  just broke the curse — or haven’t you noticed it, yet?”

The entity returned  its gaze to  Venk man , mak ing him  wish he h adn’t bee n quite so forthright.  Just when he was

beginning to think that the creature was debating the type of insect he should make of the psychologist for being so

impu dent,  it spoke again.  “I have no ticed.  Th e evil is now f ree, as you  have sa id.  It has not yet left m y lands, but w ith

the ma gic gone, I can now banish it forever.  For your part in this, I am grateful.  I shall return you to your home befo re

I go to des troy it—”

“No, wait!” Egon interrupted when M’téoulinssisk again began to gesture with its staff.  The entity now turned

its featureles s eyes to  the physicist, its smooth, ageless brow creasing with what might have been interpreted as m ild

annoyance.  Egon hastened to explain.  “When it was freed and returned here, the Anaye took captives with it, women

and children and an old man.  They are completely innocent of any wron gdoing —  one of the m ev en helpe d us to

determine what had caused the curse, and thus how it might be broken.  We came to try to rescue them, and if you

return us , you mu st return th em a s well.”

M’téoulinssisk considered this for what seemed a very long time; then, to the mere mortals’ surprise, it sighed.

“I canno t.”
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This  sim ple statem ent stirred v arying deg rees of o utrage in th e hum ans.  “W hy not?” W inston de man ded first.

“If you can destroy a thing like that and return us where we came from, you sure should be able to liberate a few of its

prisone rs, too.”

But the entity shook its head.  “I can destroy it now because it is free of the curse and sleeps, regaining the

strength  it lost in battle.  I cannot wait until it wakens to act, nor can I break th e spell by wh ich it binds its c aptives.  M y

power comes from  nature itself, and the Evil One draws its strength from foreign sources over which I hold no

com man d.”

“But if you destroy it, won’t that break wh ateve r spe lls it put on things?” Peter asked, thinking it a very

reasonable assumption.

Again, M’téoulinssisk shook its head.  “No.  As the curse by which the human woman bound the Evil One

continued long after her own death, so too it is with the magic of that accursed thing.  If they are held captive outside

it, they will remain captive even after its passing; if they are held within it, they will die when the Evil One dies .  I pity

those w hom  it chose to im prison, bu t I cannot fre e them  — no r can I allow  it to live and bring  final death to  my land .”

“W ell, then, if you ca n’t do it, maybe we can.”  The ringingly positive remark came, of course, from Ray.  The

others looked  at him a s if he’d lost h is mind .  “No, really,” he in sisted, trying to m ake the m un derstan d.  “If

M’téo ulinss isk’s  right and the Anaye’s weak right now — just like you thought it might be, Egon — then maybe science

might be ab le to do  wha t ma gic can’t .”  He  patte d the  partic le thrower still in his hand for emphasis.  “Heck, we’ve done

it before, haven’t we?”

“But we s till don’t know  if the acce lerators’ll work  here,” W inston po inted out.

Peter shrugg ed.  “On e way to  find out.”  With that, he aimed at the ground a few feet before his toes, and fired.

A satisfyingly normal stream of energy br iefly burst forth .  “Sorry,” he s aid to their “ho st” when M’téoulinssisk reacted

with astonishingly genuine surprise.  “Ray’s right, though.  We m ight have a chance to do what you can’t, maybe just

like you couldn’t break the damn curse that trapped that tentacled ugly here in the first place.  You’ve gotta at least give

us a sh ot at it before  you give up  on ‘em  and se nd us a way.”

For another s eem ingly inte rm inable  minute, the entity contemplated this, studying each of the five men with an

unnervin gly blank  gaze  that n one theless pene trated like  a cold  gale th roug h che esecloth .  Fina lly, it nodded  heav ily.

“I will allow you to attempt this,” it said.  “However, this is but the entrance to my land; before you pass beyond the

thresho ld, I will know you r secret n ame s, and w hy you are he re.”

Several of the humans frowned; Winston spoke up, puzzled.  “Why we’re here?  But we just told you, and we

don’t have  any secre t— “

”No, W inston, wait a second,” Ray interrupted, tugging on his sleeve to stop him when he sa w M’téou linss isk’s

frown begin to return.  “It’s not what you’re thinking.  He’s talking about a kind of ritual.  A lot of different cultures —

especia lly some of the Native American ones — believed that names held a form power, that knowing an enemy’s, or

even an  ally’s, true nam e would g rant som e contro l over their ac tions.”

“Like  in Ru mp elstilts kin,”  Pete r note d, seeing a  para llel.

“Right.   Some cultures gave their kids public names that were used for everyday purposes, but they were also

given secret names that were hardly used at all, if ever, for protection from enemies and evil spirits.  Letting somebody

else know your true name was a sign of trust, ‘cause if yo u did  anyth ing to  betra y the o ther p erso n, the y could  use it

against you.  By asking us for our sec ret nam es and  our m otives, he’s  trying to ma ke sur e it’s safe to let u s pass  into

his land.”

A derisive snort came from Justin’s direction.  “This is positively ridiculous!  We’re supposed to take on the

danger of dealing with that hideous thing, and this... this creature wants guarantees of trustworthiness from us?  I’d be

just as ha ppy if he se nt me  back r ight this m ome nt!  I only cam e beca use I wa s literally dragge d along....”

For its  own  part, M ’téou linss isk e yed the sho rtest  hum an, and vie wed  him  with contem pt.  “U nwo rthy,” it s aid

flatly, be ginnin g a ge sture  of dis mis sal.
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Before he cou ld com plete it, Egon grabbed his brother by the arm and pulled him close enough so that h e cou ld

speak in a whisper and be heard.  “Humor it, Justin,” he ordered, “or there’s a very good  chan ce you  ma y not see all

of your fam ily again.”

The technologist very nearly sneered at his sibling, but he reluctantly complied.  He gathered his pride as best

he could, look ed dow n his nos e at the glowing entity, and said, “I don’t know what you mean by this ‘secret name’

busines s, but I am  Justin X avier Spe ngler, and  I’m here  becau se of m y family.”

“Nice name,” Peter quipped wryly when suddenly, a clear echo of the technologist’s voice sounded, ringing off

into the dista nce of th e caver n as if verifying th e truth of h is claim:   “What have you done with my family?!?”

“So that’s the ticket,” Ra y muttere d to him self, unde rstanding .  He then unhesitantly addressed M’téoulinssisk.

“My nam e is Raym ond Ph ilip Stantz, and I c ame  to help m y friends.”

“Now, that’s alm ost too normal, Ray,” the psychologist teased while in reply, another echo ch ased a fter the

first:  “And I’m s ure not a bout to let m y friends w alk into som ething da ngerou s withou t me ther e to help.”

Winston nodde d.  “Yeah, I  get it.  I’m W inston Tyrone Zeddem ore,” he told their luminescent host, “and I’m here

‘cause I helped start this job, and I’m gonna help finish it.  What can I say?” he mumbled as an aside to Venkm an before

he cou ld com men t.  “My Mom  had this thin g for Tyro ne Pow er.”

A third, dee per ech o resou nded tha t truth:   “This is ou r job and w e see it thro ugh, no m atter wha t the end.”

Peter, who was standing beside Winston, sensed M’téoulinssisk’s piercing eyes upon him, and squirmed.  “Aw,

do I hafta  say the whole thing?” he asked, clearly reluctant to play the game in quite the way he knew was required.

Ray grinn ed; W inston laug hed.  “He y, if we had to p ut up with the  wisecra cks, so  do you, Pe te.”

“And if you don’t te ll him , Pete r, I wil l,” Egon added.  “There’s too much at stake to let mere vanity get in the

way.”

The psycholog ist gru nted  his do ubt.  “Y eah , well,  let’s just see if you  feel the sa me w ay when yo ur turn co mes .”

He shifte d une asily for a moment more, then gave in.  “My name,” he began, suddenly speaking as fast as he could and

as quietly as he felt he dared get away with, “is Peter Archibald Venkman, and I’m here ‘cause like I said, no one gets

away with s tealing inno cent pe ople while I’m  around  to do anythin g abou t it.”

The echo of his own voice helped, he hoped, drown out the sound of his own d etested  middle  nam e:   “No

disgusting alien mes s of tentacles gets away with snatching innocent kids and women and even grouchy old men

without p aying for it, no t while Pete  Venkm an’s aroun d.”

“Arc hibald ?” a g rinnin g W insto n m uttered to  an als o grin ning R ay.  “Who the heck gives their kid a name like

that in this day and age?”

Peter elbowed his darkest partner to shut him up.  Egon ignored their byplay to address the waiting entity.  “I

am E gon Je roen Sp engler, an d I’ve com e...”  He he sitated, bu t only slightly.  “...to save th e life of som eone I love .”

“Jeroen?” Venkman mouthed with the oddest expression, wondering where in all the odd Spengler family names

they’d  dug up that one, but also understanding why the physicist, like him, had never indicated his middle name beyond

the first initial.  The final echo of confirm ation cam e as no  surprise  to his friend s, but wide ned Ju stin’s eyes:   “Peter,

it has Jan ine.”

Fortuna tely, before the technologist could open his mouth to react, M’téoulinssisk spoke.  “Your cau se is

worthy,”  the creature declared like a judge handing down a final sentence.  “If you are resolved to attempt this, then

know two things:  You may call each call upon me once for aid, but choose well when you invoke my name, for if the

cause be unjust, I will not respond.  Also, for each sou l who came in succor to this place, one more may leave.  Who

among you will bear the burden of balance?”

“I will,” Egon said before the others could quite figure out the full meaning of the entity’s words.
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“Then go,” it replied, satisfied.  As you count time, you have twelve hours to free them  and r eturn  to this  place

before I must act against the Evil One.  You must be gone before that time, or you  risk being  destroyed  along with it,

frail  creatures that you are.  Follow paths leading down and to the west and you will find those you seek; return then by

those paths m arked  in red.”  W ith that, it raised bo th arms, cried out in words that sounded like the raging wind, and was

gone.

Or, m ore p recis ely, they were gone, for the five humans suddenly found themselves not within the bowels of

a deep, dark cavern, but at its yawning mouth.  From  its vantage  on a tall and  jagged  cliff, they saw a  terrible vista:  a

vast land of parched and rocky ground, pitted almost as if the surfac e had be en poc k-m arked  by mete ors, blow ing with

dust driven by a wind that one moment gusted fire-hot and the next ice-cold.  Deep chasms cracked the unhappy

landscape like sca rs on  the fa ce of  an old  battle-worn veteran, probably the remnants of what once had been rivers and

streams, and w hat p lant life  could  be se en was ug ly and deformed.  Above it all, black and sickly gray clouds crawled

and scuttled across the sky like proto mo rphic  life forms lurching and twisting through seas of primordial slime; what was

occasionally visible between the infrequent gaps in the cloud cover was not a pleasing blue, but a disturbing purplish

red.  And in the shadowed land below, not all was still; things mo ved, s curr ying fro m o ne gu lly or crater to the next, too

fast to be identified, but slow enough to be seen.

Winston shuddered.  “Is this the kind of place that critter was supposed to be in charge of, Egon?  He didn’t

seem  all that bad, bu t this looks  like one o f the lousier  neighbo rhoods  in Hell.”

The physic ist sh ook  his head.  “N o.  Und oub tedly, th is is what M ’téou linss isk m ean t whe n he s pok e of th e Anaye

bringing sorrow to his land.  Some paranormal creatures present a negative influence to the environs they inhabit in that

their  partic ular variety o f PKE  inhibits what we think of as natural growth.  That’s undoubtedly the real reason behind

the bald patch in my aunt’s woods.  Madeline’s protection circle defined the point at which the Anaye was phys ically

confine d and tou ched o ur plane o f existenc e, and its pr esenc e rende red the g round u nable to s ustain life.”

“Then mo st of it  must’ve been trapped here,” Ray speculated, shivering at the awful sight.  “And after a hundred

and fifty years of having it around....  This is really terrible!  Do you know what this reminds me of?”

Winston had already expressed his feelings on the matter, but he looked curiously at Egon as the physicist

offered what seemed a very odd respon se. “‘...a dying land, but it was not yet dead.  And here things still grew, harsh,

twisted, bitter , struggling fo r life.’”

“You said it,” Peter agreed with a grimace, knowing the quote as well as Ray did.  “Mordor.  All we’d need is a

nice little active volcano smack in the middle  of things to  give it the perf ect am biance.  J ust the k ind of plac e I did n’t  have

in mind for a cross-country hike.”  He took one m ore look at what lay before them , then  sighe d, clapping  a han d on h is

tallest friend’s nearer shoulder.  “Well then, Gandalf, ol’ buddy, since you’re the one who knows the most about what

this place is supposed to be like, maybe you should lead the way.  Only we’d better not come across any orcs or monster

spiders or Ringwraiths or Ba lrogs  along  the way, or I th ink I m ay turn  in m y Gho stbu sting  perm it for a  nice p added ce ll

in Bellevue .”


