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A Note on Dray Prescot 

Dray Prescot is a man above medium height, with 
straight brown hair and brown eyes that are level and 
dominating. His shoulders are immensely wide and 
there is about him an abrasive honesty and a fearless 
courage. He moves like a great hunting cat, quiet and 
deadly. Born in 1775 and educated in the inhumanly 
harsh conditions of the late eighteenth century navy, he 
presents a picture of himself that, the more we learn of 
him, grows no less enigmatic. 

Through the machinations of the Savanti nal 
Aphrasöe — mortal but superhuman men dedicated to 
the aid of humanity — and of the Star Lords, he has 
been taken to Kregen under the Suns of Scorpio many 
times. On that savage and beautiful, marvelous and 
terrible world he rose to become Zorcander of the 
Clansmen of Segesthes, and Lord of Strombor in 
Zenicce, and a member of the mystic and martial Order 
of Krozairs of Zy. 

Against all odds Prescot won his highest desire and 
in that immortal battle at The Dragon’s Bones claimed 
his Delia, Delia of Delphond, Delia of the Blue Moun-

1 



tains, as his own. And Delia claimed him in the face of 
her father the dread Emperor of Vallia. Amid the rolling 
thunder of the acclamations of Hai Jikai! Prescot 
became Prince Majister of Vallia, and wed his Delia, the 
Princess Majestrix. 

Through the agency of the blue radiance sent by the 
Star Lords, the Summons of the Scorpion, Prescot is 
plunged headlong into fresh adventures on Kregen. 
Outwitting the Manhounds of Antares, he rescues Mog, 
a high priestess, and defeats the Canops who have 
invaded her country. Forced to fight in the arena of the 
Jikhorkdun of Huringa he rises to be a hyr-kaidur and at 
a climactic moment is rescued with Delia by his 
comrades in a magnificent airboat. Now they are on 
their way to Migladrin across the Shrouded Sea . . . 

 
Alan Burt Akers
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CHAPTER ONE 

I swim in the Shrouded Sea 

“By Vox!” yelled Vangar ti Valkanium above the 
clamor of the gale. “This would be no time for this flier 
to break down.” 

From the forward starboard varter position I clung 
to a stanchion with my left hand and peered out and 
down. The sudden onset of the gale had cast a darkness 
over the bright day, and the twin Suns of Scorpio were 
dimmed. Through the drenching lash of rain and the 
erratic lightning-shot darkness I could see the lacerated 
surface of the Shrouded Sea. The wind slashed off the 
tops of the running waves, and the white roar below 
bellowed and flung wind-tossed spume flat and 
sheeting. 

“This voller was built in Hamal, Vangar,” I yelled 
back at him. He could barely hear me. “She won’t break 
down like the rubbish they sell us in Vallia.” 

We were both drenched with rain. The decks ran 
with water which spouted out, foaming, through the 
scuppers. I had full confidence in the flier, for my men 
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had taken her from a crew of foolish raiders from 
Hamal, so that they could come to my rescue in the 
arena of the city of Huringa in Hyrklana; it was now 
very clear to me that the shipwrights of Hamal applied 
double standards to their work. 

“She flies well, my prince,” shouted Vangar. He felt a 
particular concern for Delia and me, I well knew, for his 
appointment as captain of my flier brought him grave 
responsibilities as well as great joys. 

The sea below raged and roared. We were lower 
than I liked, for we had tried to outrun the gale on our 
way back to Migladrin to finalize the new arrangements 
in religious and political matters of that country, and 
this confounded gale had seized us in its grip as we sped 
across the Shrouded Sea. 

For a moment I lingered. The sea down there 
aroused strange emotions in me. The Star Lords had 
prohibited me from shipping in either swifter or 
swordship; but I admit that, despite the anger of that sea 
and the fierce and deadly power of wind and water, I 
stared a little hungrily at the element on which I had 
lived for so large a part of my life on the planet of my 
birth, four hundred light-years away. 

“Get back to the helm-deldar, Vangar, and lift us. 
We will have to take our chances with the wind and 
storm higher up.” 

Vangar did not argue but went at once. 
To this day I cannot in truth say how it happened. I 

know the black thought of treachery crossed my mind, 
for until the conspiracy against the Emperor of Vallia, 
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who was my father-in-law, had been completely 
crushed, we walked in perilous paths. And his peril also 
menaced his daughter, who was my wife, the Princess 
Majestrix Delia, my Delia of Delphond, of the Blue 
Mountains. 

The most probable explanation is that during that 
brave rescue of me from the arena when the flier was 
being shot at from all directions, a chunk of rock 
thrown by a varter had crunched into the stanchion, 
weakening it. 

Now with my weight and the wind and the violent 
motions of the flier, the stanchion parted. 

Instantly I was tumbled headlong into thin air, 
spinning head over heels, gasping as the wind and rain 
struck and sent me plunging into that fearsome sea. 

I surfaced and dragged in a huge lungful of air; then 
the waves smashed me over and down and so I began a 
protracted period of intense struggle to survive. As you 
know, I am a strong swimmer, and may dive deeply and 
long, and believe me when I say I needed every ounce of 
skill and endurance. The flier vanished, whisked away as 
a clump of thistledown is brushed by the breeze. 

I, Dray Prescot, of Earth and of Kregen, battled for 
my life with the sea — alone. 

There are techniques for keeping afloat and I used 
all my knowledge to remain near the surface and not 
allow the vicious violence of the sea to weaken and 
overwhelm me. That I survived is clear in that I am 
speaking to you on these tapes; but it was a near thing. 
When I felt myself at last at the end of my strength and 

5 



saw there low against a level break in the clouds the 
long line of rocks marking a shore, I knew I had to make 
a supreme effort. I am not a man who will give in easily. 
I had been learning caution, and tried to contain that 
intemperate recklessness that had many times brought 
me kicks and cuffs, and, may Zair forgive me, so many 
times failed. But against the insensate violence of the 
sea I would exert everything of me that is me, that 
makes me Dray Prescot, and no other in two worlds. 

Gradually, with immense effort, I maneuvered my-
self toward the shore. For a moment or two I thought I 
would be flung end-over-end onto the black rocks that 
showed through the gouting spray like decayed teeth; 
but Zair aided me — for the damned Star Lords would 
not, and neither would the Savanti — and I felt myself 
picked up and flung between two jagged rocks and so 
hurled onto a tiered beach of coarse gray sand. I had to 
summon up all the reserves of strength I had left to 
prevent myself from just lying there, prey to the waves, 
and to force myself to crawl on hands and knees up 
above the high water mark. Then, between two crum-
bling rocks, I put my head onto that sand and passed 
out. 

The next thing I recall is being turned over gently 
and feeling soft hands examining my ribs and arms and 
legs. I lay still. 

A girl’s voice, light and clear, said: “He has no bro-
ken bones, for which he may praise Mother Shoshash of 
the Seaweed Hair, when he awakes. Father Shoshash the 

6 



Stormbrow has not been gentle with him. His ib is 
knocked fair out of him.” 

Another girl’s voice, a little more giggly, answered. 
“Come away, Paesi. He looks monstrous ugly. And look 
at his shoulders!” 

“Mmm,” said Paesi, in a way I decidedly did not like. 
Thinking it expedient to regain consciousness, I let 

out a few grunts, heaved myself around, and opened my 
eyes. 

Two Lamnias stared down on me. They had run 
back a few paces, and now stood, poised for instant 
flight. I have told you that certain races are famed upon 
Kregen for the beauty of their womenfolk, and the 
Lamnias, that gentle, shrewd, yellow-furred folk, are 
blessed with daughters who are as fair in the eyes of 
other races as any Fristle fifi, or apim girl, or aephar 
damsel of far Balintol. 

The two girls, Paesi and her companion, wore sim-
ple short-sleeved white blouses and knee-length skirts 
of apple-green, and they carried woven wickerwork 
baskets over their arms. They stood regarding me 
uncertainly, a monstrous great hairy apim risen from 
the sea. Shades of Odysseus and Nausicaa! I was as salt 
grimed and unkempt, clad only in my old scarlet 
breechclout, as any shipwrecked mariner. But the two 
Lamnias stood, open-eyed, regarding me, and beneath 
the white blouses their bosoms rose and fell perhaps a 
little faster as I slowly stood up, and stretched, and gave 
thanks to Zair that I still lived. 
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