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PART |
1. The Comi ng of the Ship

A TENDRIL of the strange fragrance spiralled up fromthe great stone
bl ock. Kenton felt it caress his face |ike a coaxing hand.

He had been aware of that fragrance-an alien perfume, subtly troubling,
evocative of fleeting unfaniliar inmages, of thought-w sps that were gone
before the mnd could grasp themever since he had unsheathed fromits
coverings the thing Forsyth, the old archaeol ogi st, had sent himfromthe sand
shrouds of ages-dead Babyl on

Once again his eyes neasured the block-four feet long,a little nore than
that in height, a trifle less in width. A faded yellow, its centuries hung
about it like a half visible garment. On one face only was there inscription
a dozen parallel lines of archaic cuneifornm carved there, if Forsyth were
right in his deductions, in the reign of Sargon of Akkad, sixty centuries ago.
The surface of thestone was scarred and pitted and the wedge shaped synbol s
nmutil ated, half obliterated.

Kenton | eaned cl oser over it, and closer around hi mwund the scented
spirals clinging |ike scores of tendrils, clinging like little fingers,
wi stful, supplicating, pleading-- Pleading for rel ease! Wat nonsense was this
he was dream ng? Kenton drew hinmself up. A hanmrer |ay close at hand; he lifted
it and struck the block, inpatiently.

The bl ock answered the blow It rmurmured; the nurnuring grew | ouder
| ouder still,with faint bell tones like distant carillons of jade. The
mur mur i ngs ceased, now they were only high, sweet chimngs; clearer, ever nore
clear they rang, draw ng closer, wi nging up through endl ess corridors of tinmne.

There was a sharp crackling. The bl ock split. Fromthe break pul sed a
radi ance as of rosy pearls and with it wave after wave of the fragrance-no
| onger questing, no longer wistful nor supplicating.

Jubi  ant now! Triunphant! Sonething was inside the block! Sonething that
had | ain hidden there since Sargon of Akkad, six thousand years go! The
carillons of jade rang out again. Sharply they peal ed, then turned and fled
back the endl ess corridors upwhich they had come. They died away; and as they
died the block collapsed; it disintegrated; it became a swirling, slowy
settling cloud of sparkling dust.

The cloud whirled, a vortex of glittering mst. It vanished like a
curtain plucked away.

Where the bl ock had been stood-a ship! It floated high on a base of
curving waves cut fromlapis lazuli and foamcrested with nmlky rock crystals.
Its hull was of crystal, creany and faintly lum nous. Its prow was shaped |ike
a slender scimtar, bent backward. Under the incurved tip was a cabi n whose
seaward sides were forned, galleon fashion, by the upward thrust of the bows.
VWhere the hull drew up to formthis cabin, a faint flush warned and cl oudy
crystal; it deepened as the side slifted; it gleaned at |last with a radiance
that turned the cabin into a rosy jewel.

In the center of the ship, taking up a third of its length, was a pit;
down fromthe bowto its railed edge sloped a deck of ivory. The deck that
sloped simlarly fromthe stern was jet black. Another cabin rested there,
| arger than that at the bow, but squat and ebon. Both deckscontinued in w de
pl atforms on each side of the pit. Atthe middle of the ship the ivory and
bl ack decks met wi than odd suggesti on of contending forces. They did not fade
into each other. They ended there abruptly, edge to edge; hostile.

Qut of the pit arose a rail nast: tapering and green asthe core of an
i mense enmerald. Fromits cross-sticks awide sail stretched, shinmering |ike



silk spun fromfireopals: frommast and yards fell stays of tw sted dull gold.
Qut from each side of the ship swept a single bank of seven great oars,
their scarlet blades dipped deep withinthe pearl crested |apis of the waves,
And the jewelled craft was nanned! Wy, Kenton won-dered, had he not noticed
the tiny figures before? It was as though they had just arisen fromthe deck .
.a woman had slipped out of the rosy cabin's door, an armwas stil

outstretched inits closing . . . and there wereother wonen shapes upon the
ivory deck, three of themcrouching . . . their heads were bent |ow, two

cl asped harpsand the third held a double flute. . . Little figures, not nore
than two inches high. . . Toys! Gdd that he could not distinguish their

faces, nor thedetails of their dress. The boys were indistinct, blurred,
ast hough a veil covered them Kenton told hinmself that the blurring was the
fault of his eyes; he closed them for a nmoment.

Openi ng them he | ooked down upon the bl ack cabinand stared with
deepeni ng perplexity. The black deck had been enpty when first the ship had
appear ed-that he could have sworn.

Now four mani kins were clustered there-close to the edge of the pit! And
the baffling haze around the toys was denser. Ofcourse it must be his
eyes-what else? He would |liedown for a while and rest them He turned,
reluctantly; he walked slowy to the door; he paused there, uncer-tainly, to
| ook back at the shining nystery- Al the room beyond the ship was hi dden by
t he haze! Kenton heard a shrilling as of armes of storm aroaring as of
nmyri ads or tenpests; a shrieking chaos asthough down upon hi m swept cataracts
of m ghty wi nds.

The roomsplit into thousands of fragnments; dissolved.d ear through the
clanor canme the sound of a bell-one-two-thr- He knew that bell. It was his
clock ringing out thehour of six. The third note was cut in twain.

The solid floor on which. he stood nelted away. He felt hinself
suspended in space, a space filled with msts ofsilver

The mists nelted.

Kenton caught a glinpse of a vast blue wave-crestedocean-anot her of the
deck of a ship flashing by a dozenfeet bel ow him

He felt a sudden nunbi ng shock, a bl ow upon his righttenple. Splintered
i ghtnings veined a bl ackness that w pedout sight of sea and ship.

2. The First Adventure

KENTON lay listening to a soft whispering, persistentand continuous. It
was |ike the breaking crests of sleepywaves. The sound was all about him a
rippling susurra-tion becom ng steadily nore insistent. A light beat
t hroughhis closed lids. He felt nmotion under him a gentle, cra-dling lift and
fall. He opened his eyes.

He was on a ship; lying on a narrow deck, his headagai nst the bul warks.
In front of himwas a mast risingout of a pit. Inside the pit were chained nen
strainingat great oars. The mast seened to be of wood coveredw th transl ucent,
enerald lacquer. It stirred reluctant nmemories.

Where had he seen such a nast before? H s gaze crept up the mast. There
was a wide sail; a sailnmade of opaled silk. Low overhead hung a sky that was
alla soft mist of silver.

He heard a woman's voice, deep toned, liquidly golden.Kenton sat up
dizzily. At his right was a cabin nestlingunder the curved tip of a scimtared
prow, it gleanedrosily. A balcony ran round its top; little trees bl ossonedon
t hat bal cony; doves with feet and bills crimson asthough di pped in w ne of
rubies fluttered snow w ngsanong the branches.

At the cabin's door stood a wonman, tall, willowlithe,staring beyond
him At her feet crouched three girls. Two of them cl asped harps, the other
held to her lips adouble flute. Again the reluctant menories stirred andfl ed
and were forgotten as Kenton's gaze fastened uponthe woman.

Her wi de eyes were green as depths of forest glens,and |like themthey



were filled with drifting shadows. Herhead was snmall; the features fine; the
red mouth deli-cately anorous. In the hollow of her throat a dinplelay; a
chalice for kisses and enpty of them and eager tobe filled. Above her brows
was set a silver crescent, slinmas a newborn nmoon. Over each horn of the
crescentpoured a flood of red-gold hair, framing the lovely face; the flood
streamed over and was parted by her tiltedbreasts; it fell in ringlets al npst
to her sandalled feet.

As young as Spring, she seened-yet wi se as Au-tum; Primavera of sone
archaic Botticelli-but MpnalLisa too; if virginal in body, certainly not in
soul .

He foll owed her gaze. It led himacross the pit of theoarsmen. Four nen
stood there. One was taller by a headthan Kenton, and built nmassively. H's
pal e eyes staredunw nkingly at the wonan; nenacing; malignant. H s facewas
beardl ess and pallid. H s huge and fl attened headwas shaven; his nose vulture
beaked; from his shoul dersbl ack robes fell, shrouding himto feet. Two
shavenheads were at his left, wiry, wolfish, black-robed; each ofthemheld a
brazen, conch-shaped horn

On the last of the group Kenton's eyes lingered, fas-cinated. This man
squatted, his pointed chin resting on atall drum whose curved sides glittered
scarlet and jet withthe polished scales of sonme great snake. His | egs
wer esturdy but dwarfed-his torso that of a giant, knottedand gnarl ed,
prodi gi ously powerful. His ape-like armswere wound around the barrelled
tambour; spider-likewere the long fingers standing on their tips upon thedrum
head.

It was his face that held Kenton. Sardonic and nalicious-there was in it
none of the evil concentrate in theothers. The wide slit of his nouth was
frog-1ike andhunor was on the thin lips. H s deep set, tw nkling bl ackeyes
dwelt upon the crescented woman with frank ad-miration. Fromthe | obes of his
out st andi ng ears hungdi sks of hanmered gol d.

The wonman paced swiftly down toward Kenton. Wen she halted he could
have reached out a hand and touchedher. Yet she did not seemto see him

"Ho- Kl aneth!" she cried. "I hear the voice of Ishtar.She is coming to
her ship. Are you ready to do her homage, Slinme of Nergal ?" A flicker of hate
passed over the massive nman's pallidface like a little wave from hell

"This is Ishtar's Ship," he answered, "yet ny DreadlLord has cl ai m upon
it too, Sharane? The House of theGoddess brinms with light-but tell ne, does
not Nergal ' sshadow dar ken behi nd me?" And Kenton saw that the deck on which
were thesemen was bl ack as polished jet and again nmenory stroveto make itself
hear d.

A sudden wind snote the ship, |ike an open hand, heeling it. Fromthe
doves within the trees of the rosycabin broke a tunult of cries; they flew up
like a whitecloud flecked with crinson; they fluttered around t hewonan.

The ape-like arms of the drunmmer unw apped, his spi-dery fingers poised
over the head of the snake drum Dark-ness deepened about himand hid him
dar kness cl oakedal|l the ship's stern

Kenton felt the gathering of unknown forces. He sliddown, upon his
haunches, pressed hinmsel f agai nst thebul warks.

From the deck of the rosy cabin blared a gol dentrunpeting; defiant;

i nhuman. He turned his head, andon it the hair lifted and prickl ed.

Resting on the rosy cabin was a great orb, an orb |ikethe nmoon at full
but not, like the noon, white and cold-an orb alive with pul sing roseate
candescence. Overthe ship it poured its rays and where the woman cal | edShar ane
had been was now no woman! Bathed in the orb's rays she | ooned gigantic. The
lidsof her eyes were closed, yet through those closed |idseyes glared! Plainly
Kenton saw t hem eyes hard as jade, glaring through the closed lids as though
those |ids hadbeen gossamer! The sl ender crescent upon her brows wasan arc of
living fire, and all about it the masses of herred-gold hair beat and tossed.

Round and round, in clanorous rings above the ship, wheel ed the cl oud of
doves, snowy w ngs beating, redbeaks open; screaning

Wthin the blackness of the ship's stern roared the thun-der of the



serpent drum

The bl ackness thinned. A face stared out, half veiled, bodiless, floating
in the shadow. It was the face of thenman Kl aneth-and yet no nore his than that
whi ch chal -l enged it was the woman Sharane's. The pal e eyes had be-conme tw n
pools of hell flames; pupilless. For a heartbeat the face hovered, framed by
t he darkness. The shadowdropped over it and hid it. Now Kenton saw that this
shadow hung |Ii ke a curtai nover the exact center of the ship, and that he
crouchedhardly ten feet distant fromwhere that curtain cut thecraft in twain.
The deck on which he lay was pal e ivoryand again nenory stirred but did not
awaken. The ra-diance fromthe roseate orb struck against the curtain of shadow
and nade upon it a disk, wi der than the ship,that was |like a web of beans spun
fromthe rays of arosy nmoon. Against this shining web the shadow
pressed, strai ning to break through

From the bl ack deck the thunder of the serpent drunredoubl ed; the brazen
conches shrieked. Drumthunderand shrieking horn mngled; they becane the
pul se of Abaddon, |air of the damed.

From Sharane's three wonen, shot storm of harpings, arpeggi os |ike gusts
of tiny arrows and with themshrilljavelin pipings fromthe double flute.
Arrows and javelinsof sound cut through the thunder hanmering of the drumand
t he bell ow of the horns, sapping them beating thenback

A movenent began within the shadow It seethed. It spawned.

Over the face of the disk of radiance bl ack shapesswarmed. Their bodies
were |ike nmonstrous l|arva, slugs; faceless. They tore at the web; stove to
thrust through it; flailed it.

The web gave! Its edge held firm but slowy the center was pushedback
until the disk was like the half of a huge holl owsphere. Wthin that holl ow
craw ed and withed and struckthe nonstrous shapes. Fromthe black deck
serpent drumand brazen horns bell owed triunph.

Again rang the golden trunpet cry fromthe deck ofivory. Qut of the orb
streamed an incandescence in-tolerable. The edges of the web shot forward and
curved They cl osed upon the black spawn; within it the bl ackspawn nilled and
struggled like fish in a net. Like a netlifted by sone m ghty hand the web
swung hi gh up abovethe ship. Its brightness grew to match that of the orb. From
netted shapes of bl ackness cane a faint, highpitched, obscene wailing. They
shrank, dissolved, were gone.

The net opened. CQut of it drifted a little cloud of ebon dust.

The web streanmed back into the orb that had sent it forth.

Then, swiftly, the orb was gone! Gone too was the shadow t hat
had shrouded the bl ackdeck. Hi gh above the ship the snowy doves circled,
scream ng victory.

A hand touched Kenton's shoul der. He | ooked up intothe shadowy eyes of
t he wonman cal |l ed Sharane; no god-dess now, only woman. In her eyes he read
amazenent, startled disbelief.

Kenton sprang to his feet. A thrust of blinding pain shot through his
head. The deck whirled round him Hetried to naster the dizziness; he could
not. Dizzily theship spun beneath his feet; and beyond in w der arcsdizzily
spun turquoi se sea and silver horizon

Now al |l forned a vortex, a namel strom down whose pithe was
droppi ng-faster, ever faster. Around himwas aform ess blur. Again he heard
the tunmult of the tenpests; the shrillings of the winds of space. The wi nds
di ed away. There were three clear bell notes-- Kenton stood within his own
room The bell had been his clock, striking the hour of six.Six o' clock? Wy
the I ast sound of his own world beforethe mystic sea had swept it from under
hi m had been thethird stroke of that hour clipped off in md-note.

God-what a dreaml And all in half a bell stroke! He lifted his hand and
touched a throbbing bruise overhis right tenple. He winced-well, that blow at
| east hadbeen no dream He stumbled over to the jewelled ship.

He stared at it, incredul ous.

The toys upon the ship had noved-new toys had ap-peared! No |onger were
there four mani kins on the bl ack deck.



There were only two. One stood pointing toward thestarboard platform
near the mast, his hand resting on the shoul der of a red bearded, agate eyed
soldier toy cladall in glittering chain mail

Nor was there any woman at the rosy cabin's door asthere had been when
Kenton had | oosed the ship fromthebl ock. At its threshold were five slim
girls with javelinsin hands.

The woman was on the starboard platform bent |owbeside the rail! And
the ship's oars were no longer buried in the wavesof |apis lazuli. They were
lifted, poised for the down-ward stroke!

3. The Ship Returns

ONE BY ONE Kenton pulled at the manikins, eachtoy. |mmovable, gem hard,
each was, seemingly part ofthe deck itself; no force he could exert would nove
t hem

Yet something had shifted them and where were thevani shed ones? From
where had the new ones conme? Nor was there any haze around the little figures,
nor bl urring; each lineament stood out clean cut. The point-ing toy on the
bl ack deck had dwarfed, bowed |egs; historso was that of a giant; his bald
pate glinted and inhis ears were wi de discs of gold. Kenton recognized himthe
beater of the serpent drum

There was a tiny silver crescent upon the head of thebending woman toy,
and over its tips poured flood of red-gold hair-- Sharane! And that place at
whi ch she peered-was it not wherehe had |lain on that other ship of his dreanf
That - ot her shi p? He saw again its decks ebon andivory, its rosy cabin and its
enerald mast. It had beenthis ship before hi mno other! Dreanf? Then what
hadnmoved the toys? Kenton's wonder grew. Wthin it noved a sharp un-ease, a

sharper curiosity. He found he could not think clearly with the ship filling
his eyes; it seened to focus allhis attention upon it, to draw it taut, to
fill himwth atense expectancy. He unhooked a hanging fromthe walland threw

it over the gleanming nystery. He wal ked fronthe room fighting with each step
an inperative desire toturn his head. He dragged hinself through the doorwayas
t hough hands were gripping his ankles, draw ng hi nback. Head still turned away
Kent on | urched shoul dersagai nst the door; closed it; locked it.

In his bathroom he exani ned the bruise on his head. Itwas painfu
enough, but nothing serious. Half an hour ofcold conmpresses fairly well
renoved all outward marksof it. He told hinself that he mi ght have fallen upon
t hef | oor, overconme by the strange perfunes-he knew that he had not.

Kent on di ned al one, scarce heedi ng what was set be-fore him his nind
gropi ng through perplexities. Wiatwas the history of the block from Babyl on?
Who had setthe ship within it-and why? Forsyth's letter had sai dthat he had
found it in the nmound called Anran, justsouth of the (ser or crunbled "pal ace"
of Nabopol asser. There was evi dence, Kenton knew, that the 'Anran noundwas the
site of E-Sagilla, the ziggurat or terraced temple that had been the G eat
House of the Gods in an-cient Babylon. The bl ock nust have been held in
pecul i arreverence, so Forsyth had conjectured, since only sowuld it have been
saved fromthe destruction of thecity by Sennacherib and afterwards have been
put backin the re-built tenple.

But why had it been held in such reverence? Wiyhad such a miracle as the
ship been inprisoned in thestone? The inscription mght have given sonme cl ue
had it notbeen so nutilated. In his letter Forsyth had pointed outthat the
nane of I|shtar, Mdther Goddess of the Baby-Ioni ans- Goddess of Vengeance and
Destruction as wel |l -appeared over and over again; that plain too were
t hearrowed synbol s of Nergal, God of the Babyl oni an Hadesand Lord of the Dead;
that the synbols of Nabu, the Godof Wsdom appeared many tines. These three
nanes hadbeen al nost the only | egible words on the block. It wasas though the
acid of time which had etched out theother characters had been held back from
t hem

Kenton could read the cuneatic well nigh as readily as his native



English. He recalled nowthat in the inscriptionlshtar's nane had been coupl ed
wi th her wathful aspect rather than her softer ones, and that associ ated
al ways with the synbols of Nabu had been the signs of warning, of danger

Forsyth had not noticed that, evidently-or if he hadhe had not thought
it worth nmentioning. Nor, apparentlyhad he been aware of the hidden perfunes
of the bl ock, Well-there was no use thinking of the inscription. |twas gone
forever with the dust into which it had turned.

Kenton inpatiently thrust back his chair. He knew thatfor the past hour
be had been out tenporizing, dividedbetween the burning desire to get back to
the room wherethe ship lay and the dread that when he did he woul dfind al
that adventure had been illusion, a dream thatthe little figures had not
really noved; that they wereas they had been when he had first |oosed the
ship; thatit was only a toy nmanned by toys-nothing nmore. Hewoul d tenporize no
| onger.

"Don't bother about ne any nore to-night, Jevins," hetold his butler
"I"ve some inportant work to do. If thereare any calls say that | amaway. |'m
going to lock ny-self in and | don't want to be disturbed for anything
| essthan Gabriel's trunmpet."” The old servant, a heritage from Kenton's
father,snm | ed.

"Very well, M. John," he said. "I'Il let no one botheryou." To reach
t he room wherein was the ship, Kenton's wayl ed t hrough another in which he
kept the rarest of hisspoils frommany a far away corner of the world.

Passi ng, a vivid gl eam of blue caught his eye and stayed him |ikea hand. The
gleam came fromthe hilt of a sword inone of the cabinets, a curious weapon he
had bought froma desert nonmad in Arabia. The sword hung above an an-cient
cloak in which it had been wapped when the fur-tive Arab had slipped into his
tent. Unknown centurieshad softened the azure of that cloak, through whoseweb
and woof great silver serpents withed, cabalisticallyentw ned.

Kent on unhooked the sword. Silver serpents, counter-parts of those on
the garments, twi ned about its hilt. Fronmthe hilt sprang a rod of bronze,
ei ght inches long andthree thick, round as a staff. This rod flared and
flattened out into a | eaf shaped bl ade two feet |long and full sixinches w de
across its center. Set in the hilt had beenone | arge stone of cloudy bl ue.

The stone was no |onger clouded. It was translucent,shining |like an
i mense sapphire! Obeying sonme hal f-formed thought that |inked this newenigna
with the ship's shifting toys, he drew down thecloak and threw it over his
shoul ders. The sword in hand, he unl ocked the further door, closed and fastened
it be-hind hinm wal ked over to the shrouded ship; swept off itscovers.

Pul ses | eapi ng, Kenton drew back.

On it now were two figures only-the drumrer, crouched with head in arms

upon the bl ack deck, and ondeck of ivory a girl, leaning over the rail and
| ooki ngdown upon the oarsmen! Kenton snapped out the electrics and stood
wai ting.

Mnute after mnute crept by. Fugitive gleans fromthelights on the
Avenue penetrated the curtains of the win-dows, glinmrered on the ship. Mited
but steady cane theroar of the traffic, punctuated by horn bl asts,
expl osi onst hrough nufflers-New York's faniliar voice.

Was that a halo growing round the ship . . . And whathad becone of the
traffic's roar.
The roomwas filling with silence as a vessel is filledwith water..

Now a sound broke that silence; a sound like the lap-ping of little
waves, |anguorous, caressing. The soundsstroked his lids, slunbrously; pressed
t hem down. Byenornous effort he half raised them

A wide mst was opposite him a globular silvery nistfloating down upon
him Wthin that mst drifted a ship,its oars notionless, its sai
hal f-filled. Wavelets crisped atits sickled bow, wavel ets of pale turquoise
wi th | acededges of foam

Hal f the roomwas lost in the ripples of that approach-ing sea . . . the
part on which he stood was many feetabove the waves ... so far bel ow were they
that thedeck of the ship was level with his feet.



Cl oser drew the ship. He wondered why he heard norushing w nds, no
clanmoring tenpests; no sound save thefaint whispering of the foamti pped
waves.

Retreating, he felt his back press against the farther wall. Before him
drifted that m sty world, the ship uponits breast.

Kenton | eaped, straight for the deck.

The wi nds roared about hi mnow, vast w nds how edand shri eked-agai n he
heard but felt themnot at all.And suddenly the clanor died.

Kenton's feet struck solid surface.

He stood upon an ivory deck, facing a rosy cabin whoselittle bl ossom ng
trees were filled with cooing crinsonbilled, vermlion footed, doves. Between
hi m and t he cabin' sdoor was a girl, her soft brown eyes filled with wonderand
that same startled disbelief he had seen in those of Sharane when first her
gaze had fallen upon himat thefoot of the enmerald mast.

"Are you Lord Nabu' that you cane thus out of the airand in his cloak of
wi sdom his serpents twining withinit?" she whispered. "Nay that cannot be-for
Nabu i svery ol d-and you are young. Are you his nmessenger?" She dropped to her
knees; crossed her hands, pal ns out-ward, over her forehead. She |eaped to her
feet; ran tothe closed door of the cabin.

"Kadi shtu!" she struck it with clenched hands. "Hol yOne-a nessenger from
Nabu!" The door of the cabin was flung open. Upon its thresh-old stood the
worman cal | ed Sharane. Her gl ance swepthim then darted to the bl ack deck. He
followed it. Thebeater of the serpent drum squatted there; he seened tosleep

"Watch, Satalu!" breathed Sharane to the girl.

She caught Kenton's hand; she drew himthrough thedoor. Two girls were
there who stared at him She thrustthem forward

"Qut!" she whispered. "Qut and watch with Satalu." They slipped fromthe
cabin. She ran to an inner door; dropped a bar across it.

She turned, back against it; then stepped slowy to Ken-ton. She
stretched out slimfingers; with themtouched hiseyes, his mouth, his heart-as
t hough to assure hersel fthat he was real

She cupped his hands in hers, and bowed, and set herbrows against his
wrists; the waves of her hair bathedthem At her touch desire ran through him
swift and flaming. Her hair was a silken net to which his heart flew eager to
be trapped.

He steadied hinself; he drew his hands from hers; hebraced hinself
agai nst her lure.

She lifted her head; regarded him

"What has the Lord Nabu to say to ne?" her voicerocked Kenton wth
peril ous sweetnesses, subtle provoca-tions. "Wat is his word to ne,
messenger? Surely will Ilisten-for in his wi sdomhas not the Lord of
W sdonmsent one to whomto |isten ought not be-difficult?" There was a flash of
coquetry like the flirt of a roguishfan in the m sty eyes turned for an
instant to his.

Thrilling to her closeness, groping for some firm ground, Kenton sought
for words to answer her. Playing for tine, he | ooked about the cabi ned space.
There was an altar atthe far end. It was sown with |um nous gens, wth
pear| sand pal e noonstones and curdled, mlKky crystals. Fronseven crysta
basi ns set before it arose still silvery flanmes. There was an al cove behind the
altar, but the glow ofthe seven lights hid whatever was within. He had a
swi ft sense of tenancy of that flane veiled al cove-sonethi ngdwelt there.

At the far side was a low, wi de divan of ivory inlaidwith the nilky
crystals and patterned wi th gol denarabesques. Silken tapestries fell fromthe
wal I's, multi-colored, flower woven. Soft deep silken rugs covered thecabin's
floor, and piles of cushions. At back, at left, twow de | ow wi ndows opened,;

t hrough them streamed silverlight. A bird flew upon the sill of one; a snowy
bird withscarlet beak and feet; it scanned him it preened itself, itcooed and
fl ew away-- Soft hands touched hiny Sharane's face was cl ose, eyesnow with
doubt nore deeply shadowed.

"You-do cone from Nabu?" she asked, and waitedfor reply; and still he



found no words to answer her."Messenger you nust be," she faltered, "el se-how

coul dyou board the Ship of Ishtar? . . . And you are clad inNabu's cloak .
and wear his sword . . . many timeshave | seen themin his shrine at Uruk .
and | ammeary of the Ship," she whispered. "I woul d see Babyl onagai n! Ah

dearly, do | long for Babylon." Now words cane to Kenton

"Sharane,"” he said boldly. "I do bear a message foryou. It is the truth,
and our Lord Nabu is Lord of Truth -therefore it nust be fromhim But before
| give it toyou, tell ne-what is this ship?" "Wat is the Ship!" she drew back
from him doubtenough now in her face- "But if you come indeed fronNabu-you
must know that!" "I do not know," he toid her, "I do not even know he neani ng
of the nessage | carry-it is for you tointerpret. Yet here aml, upon the
ship, before you. Andin ny ears | hear conmand-whi spered it nay be byNabu
hi nsel f-that | nmust not speak until you have toldme-what is this ship." For a
| ong nonent she stood, scanning him studyi nghi m

"The ways of the gods are strange," she sighed at last."They are hard to
understand. Yet-I obey."

PART |1
4. The Sin of Zarpanit

SHE slipped down upon the divan and beckoned hi nbesi de her. She laid a
hand ightly upon his heart. H sheart |eaped beneath the touch; she felt it,
too, and noveda little fromhim smling, watching himthrough
downcast, curvi ng | ashes. She drew her sl ender, sandal ed feet be-neath her
mused with white hands cl asped between rounded knees. Wen she spoke her voice
was | ow, words half intoned.

"The sin of Zarpanit; the tale of her sin against Ishtar; Ishtar the
M ghty Goddess; Mther of the Gods and of men; Lady of the Heavens and of
Earth-who |l oved her!" "Hi gh Priestess of Ishtar at her Great House in Urukwas
Zarpanit. Kadishtu, Holy One, was she. And |, Sharane, who cone from Babyl on
was cl osest to her; her priestess; |oved by her even as she was | oved by
I shtar. Through Zarpanit the Goddess counsel ed and warned, re-warded and
puni shed. Kings and nmen. Into the body of Zarpanit the Goddess cane as to a
shrine, seeing throughher eyes, speaking with her I|ips. "Now t he
temple in which we dwelt was naned theHouse of the Seven Zones. In it was the
sanctuary of Sin, God of Gods, who lives in the Moon; of Shamash hi sson; whose
honme is the Sun, of Nabu, the Lord of Ws-dom of Ninib, the Lord of War; of
Nergal , the Dark Hornless one, Ruler of the Dead; and of Bel -Merodach,the
M ghty Lord. Yet nmost of all was it the House oflshtar, who dwelt there of his
own right-tenple themselves within her holy hone.

"From Cuthaw in the north, fromthe tenple there whi chDark Nergal ruled
as Ishtar ruled at Uruk, came a priestto sit over the Zone of Nergal in the
House of the SevenZones. Hi s name was Al usar-and cl ose as was Zarpanitto
I shtar as close was he to the Lord of the Dead. Nergal nade hinsel f nmanifest
t hrough Al usar, spoke through himand dwelt at tinmes within himeven as did
I shtar withinher Priestess Zarpanit. Wth Al usar cane retinue of priests,and
anong them that spawn of Nergal's slimnme-Kl aneth. And Kl aneth was close to
Alusar as | to Zarpanit." She raised her head and | ooked at Kenton through
nar-rowed |ids.

"I know you now," she cried. "A while ago you |l ayupon the ship and
wat ched ny strife with Kl aneth! Now know you-although then you had no cl oak
nor sword; and vani shed as | | ooked upon you!" Kenton sniled at her

"You lay with frightened face," she said. "And staredat me with fearfu
eyes-and fled!" She half arose; he saw suspicion sweep her anew, thescorn in
her voice |ashed himinto quick, hot rage. Hedrew her down beside him

"I was that man," he said. "Nor was it fault of minethat then I went
away-1 who have returned as quicklyas | coul d? And your own eyes lied to you.
Nor everthink again that mne hold fear of you! Look into them "he bade her
fiercely.



She | ooked-1ong; sighed and bent away, sighed agai nand swayed toward
him | anguorously. H's arns grippedher.

"Enough, " she thrust himaway. "I read no hasty scriptin new eyes. Yet |
retract-you were not fearful. You didnot flee! And when you speak |I shall no
doubt under-stand. Let be!" "Between Ishtar and Nergal," she took up the
inter-rupted tale, "is and ever nust be unending hatred andstrife. For |shtar
is Bestower of Life and Nergal is Takerof Life; she is the Lover of Good and
he is the Loverof Evil. And how shall ever Heaven and Hell be linked; or life
and death; or good and evil? "Yet she, Zarpanit, Kadishtu, the Holy One of
I shtar, her best beloved, did link all these. For where she shoul dhave turned
away-she | ooked with desire; and whereshe shoul d have hated-she | oved!
"Yea-the Priestess of the Lady of Life |oved Alusarthe Priest of the Lord of
Deat h! Her | ove was a strongflame by whose |ight she could see only himand
hi nonly. Had Zarpanit been |Ishtar she would have gone tothe Dwelling Place of
the Lost for Alusar, even as didthe Goddess for her l[over Tanmuz-to draw him
forth orto dwell there with him

"Yea-even to dwell with himthere in the cold dark-ness where the dead
creep feebly, calling with the weakvoices of birds. In the cold of Nergal's
domain, in thefam ne of Nergal's abode, in the blackness of his citywhere the
deepest shade of earth would be a ray of sun-light, Zarpanit woul d have been
happy- knowi ng that shewas with Al usar

"So greatly did she | ove! "I hel ped her in her
| ove-for love of her," she whis-pered. "But Klaneth crept ever behind Al usar
wai ting forchance to betray himand to take his place. Yet Alusartrusted him
There came a night--" She paused, her face drawn with nmenoried terror

"There cane ... a night when Alusar lay with Zar-panit . . . within her
chanmber. Hi s arns were about her. . . hers around his neck . . . their lips
t oget her.

"And that night down cane Ishtar from her Heavensand entered and
possessed her!

"While at the same instant fromhis dark city canmeNergal . . . and
passed into Al usar. .

"And in each others arms, |ooking into each other'seyes, caught in the
fire of nortal love . . . were . . .lshtar and Nergal . . . Heaven and Hel

the Soul ofLife mated to the Soul of Death!" She quivered and wept and
l ong m nutes went slow yby before again she spoke.

"Strai ghtway those two who cl asped were torn fronmeach other. W were
buf feted as by hurricanes, blindedby |ightnings; scourged and thrown broken to
the walls. And when we knew consci ousness the priests and priestessesof all the
Seven Zones had us. Al the sin was known! "Yea, even though Ishtar and Nerga
had not . . . met. . . that night still would be sinning of Zarpanit and
Al usar have been known. For Kl aneth, whom we hadt hought on guard, had betrayed
t hem and brought downupon themthe pack! "Let Klaneth be cursed!" Sharane
rai sed arnms high, andthe pul se of her hate beat upon Kenton |ike a hamer
of flame. "Let Klaneth crawl blind and undying in the col dbl ackness of Nergal's
abode! But CGoddess Ishtar! Wath-ful Ishtar! Gve himto ne first that | my
send hinthere as | would have himgo!"

5. How The Gods Judged

"FOR A TIME, " she said, "we lay in darkness, Zarpanitand | together-and
Al usar we knew not where. G eathad been the sin of those two, and in it | had
shared. Not qui ckly was our punishnent to be decided. | comforted her as best
I mght, loving her, caring naught fornyself-for her heart was close to
br eaki ng, knowi ng notwhat they did with himshe | oved.

"There fell another night when the priests cane to us. They drew us from
our cell and bore us in silence to theportal of the Du-azzaga, the Brilliant
Chanber, the Coun-cil Room of the Gods. There stood other priests w thAl usar
They opened the portal, fearfully, and thrust usthree within.



"Now in truth nmy spirit shrank and was afraid, andbeside mine | felt the
shuddering soul of Zarpanit.

"For the Du-azzaga was filled with light, and in theplaces of the Gods
sat not their images but the CGodsthensel ves! H dden each behind a sparkling
cl oud theGods | ooked at us. In the place of Nergal was a fierydarkness.

"Qut of the shining azure nist before the Shrine of Nabu cane the voice
of the Lord of Wsdom

" '"So great is your sin, woman,' it said, 'and yours,priest, that it has
troubl ed even us the Gods! Now what have you to say before we punish?" "The
voi ce of Nabu was cold and passionless as thelight of far flung stars-yet in
it was under st andi ng.

"And suddenly ny love for Zarpanit swelled, and lheld fast to it and it
gave me strength; while beside nel felt her soul stand erect, defiant, her
love flinging itsel fbefore her as a shield. She did not answer-only held
outher arns to Alusar. His love stood forth unafraid evenas hers. He cl asped
her .

"Their lips net-and the judging Gods were forgotten! "Then Nabu spoke
again: " "These two bear a flame that none but Ishtar canquench-and it nay be
not even she!' "At this Zarpanit drew fromher lover's arms; came closeto the
glory in which hid Ishtar; did homage and ad-dressed her: " 'Yea, O Mther
are you not the nmother of that firewe call love? Did you not create it and set
it as a torchabove Chaos? And having nade it, did you not know howr ghty was
the thing you nade? It was that |ove of whichyou are the nother, O Holy
I shtar, that came uncalledinto this tenple of ny body which was yours, and
still isyours though you have abandoned it. Is it my fault thatso strong was
love that it broke the doors of your tenple,or ny fault that its light blinded
me to all save himonwhomit shone? You are the creator of love, O Ishtar
andif you did not nmean it to conquer then why made youit so mghty? O if Love
be grown stronger than youwho made it can we-a man and woman- be bl anedt hat we
could not overcome it? And if |ove be notstronger than you, still did you nake
it stronger thanman. Therefore punish | ove, your child, O lIshtar-not us!' "It
was the Lord Nabu who broke the silence of theGods: " 'Truth is in what she
says. The flame they bear is onewhose ways you know, O Ishtar, far better than
do we. Therefore it is for you to answer her.' "Fromthe glory veiling the
Goddess a voice cane, sweet but small with bitter anger: " "There is truth in
what you say Zarpanit, whom oncel called daughter. Now because of that truth |
wi Il tenperny anger. You have asked me whether love is strongerthan | who
created it. W shall learn! You and yourlover shall dwell in a certain place
that shall be openedto you. Ever together shall you be. You may | ook upon each
ot her, your eyes may neet-but never |ips nor hands! You may speak to each
ot her-but never of this flamecalled |ove! For when it |eaps and draws you
togetherthen I, Ishtar, will enter you, Zarpanit, and give it battle! Nor shal
it be the Ishtar you have known. Nay, thatSister-Self of mne whom nen nane
the Wathful, the De-stroyer-she shall possess you. And so it shall be unti
theflane within you conquers her, or that flanme perishes!' "The voice of
I shtar was still. The gods sat, silent.Then out of the fiery blackness of
Nergal 's shrine bel-1owed the voice of the Lord of Death! " 'So say you,
Ishtar! Then I, Nergal, tell you this-Istand with this man who is ny priest!

Nor am | muchdi spl eased with him since it was by himthat | |ookedso cl osely
into your eyes, O Mdther of Life!'-theBl ackness shook with | aughter-'I| shal

be with him andl will nmeet you, Ishtar the Destroyer! Yea, with craftto match
yours and strength to grapple with you-untill, not you, have bl own out that
flame. For in ny abodeis no such fire-and I would quench it in themthat

nmydar kness be not affrighted when at | ast these two cometo ne!' "And again the

| aught er shook the ebon cloud, whilethe glory that covered the Goddess
qui vered with herw at h.

"But the three of us listened with despair-for ill as ithad gone with
us, far worse was it to hear this jestingof the Dark Hornless One with the
Mot her of the Heavens.

"Came |Ishtar's voice, smaller still: " "Be it so, O Nergal!' "There was



silence for alittle tinme anmong the othergods; and | thought that behind their
veil s they | ookedat each other askance. Cane at |ast the passionless voi ceof
Nabu: " 'What of this other wonman--? "The voice of Ishtar, inpatient: " 'Let
her fate be bound with Zarpanit's. Let Zarpanithave her retinue in that place
to which she goes.' "Then Nabu again: " "The priest Kl aneth-is he to go free?

" "What! Shall not ny Alusar have his retinue as well? nocked Nergal. ' Nay,
set Klaneth and others beside himo nmnister to him"' "Again | thought that
t he Gods | ooked at each ot heraskance; then Nabu asked: " 'Shall it be so, O
Ishtar?' "And Ishtar answered: " 'Let it be so!' "The Du-azwsa faded; | was

one with the nothi ngness.

"When we awoke we were on this haunted ship, on thisstrange sea, in this
strange world and all the gods haddecreed in the Du-azzaga had cone to pass.
Wth Zarpanitwas | and half a score of the tenple girls she had | oved. And with
Al usar was Kl aneth and a pack of his blackacol ytes. They had gi ven us oarsnen,
sturdy tenple slaves-a twain for each oar. They had nade the ship
beautiful,and they had seen to it that we | acked nothing." A flame of anger
pul sed for an instant through her eyes.

"Yea," she said, "the kindly gods did all for our comfort-and then they
| aunched the ship on this strangesea in this strange world as battl eground for
Love andHate, arena for Wathful Ishtar and Dark Nergal, torturechanber for
their priestess and priest.

"It was in this cabin that Zarpanit awakened-w th thenane of Al usar upon
her lips. Then strai ghtway she ranout the door, and fromthe bl ack cabin cane
Al usar callingher name. | saw her reach that |ine where bl ack deckneets
this-and, 1o, she was hurled back as though bythrust of arms. For there is a
barrier there, nessenger-abarrier built by the gods over which none of us
upont he ship may pass-but then we knew nothing of that.And Al usar, too, was
hurl ed back.

"Then as they arose, calling, stretching hands, strivingto touch finger
to finger, straightway into Zarpanit pouredthat Sister-Self of Ishtar, the
Angry One, the Destroyer,while around Al usar black shadows deepened and hid
him At | ast-the shadows parted-and what had been the faceof Al usar peered from
themand it was the face of Nergal,Lord of the Dead! "So it was-even as the
gods had decreed. And that imnortal twain within the bodies of those norta
two whol oved each other so-battled and flung their hates |ikebrands agai nst
each other, while the slaves chained totheir oars in the pit cowered and raved
or fell sensel essunder the terrors | oosed above them And the tenple girlscast
t hensel ves upon the deck or ran screamng into thecabin that they m ght not
see. Only | did not cry out or flee-who, since | had faced the gods in the
Du- azzaga, coul d never again feel fear

"And so it fared; how long, howlong |I do not know,in this place where
time seenms not to be, since there isneither night nor day as we knew themin
Babyl on.

"Yet ever Zarpanit and Alusar strove to neet, and everWathful I|shtar
and Dark Nergal thrust themapart. Manyare the wiles of the Lord of the Shades
and countl ess arehis weapons. Many are the arts of Ishtar, and is not
her qui ver always full? Messenger, how |l ong the. pair enduredl know not. Yet
al ways they strove to break that barrierthrough, driven by their |ove. And
al ways-- "The flanes within them burned on," she whi spered."Nergal nor I|shtar
could dimthem Their love did butgrow stronger. There came a day-- "It was in
m d-battle. Ishtar had taken possession of Zarpanit and stood where this deck
touches the pit of theoarsmen. Nergal had poured hinself into Al usar andhurl ed
his evil spawn across the pit agai nst the goddess'slightnings.

"And as | crouched, watching, at this cabin's door, |Isaw the radi ance
that covered Ishtar trenble and dull.l saw the face of Ishtar waver and
fade-the face of Zarpanit | ook out fromwhere the face of Ishtar had been

"The darkness that shrouded the Lord of the Dead |ight-ened as though a
strong flame had shot up within it! "Then Ishtar took one step-and another and
anot her-toward the barrier between black deck and this. But itcane to nme that
not by her will did she so nove. No! She went haltingly, reluctantly, as though



somet hi ng strong-er than herself pushed her on. And as she noved, sonoved
Nergal within his shadows to nmeet her! "C oser they cane and closer. And ever
t he radi ance of I shtar woul d wax and wane. Ever the shadows cl ot hi ngNer ga
woul d I'ighten, darken, lighten again. Yet ever-slowy, unwllingly, but

i nexorably they drew cl oser andcl oser to each other. | could see the face of
Al usar, thepriest, thrusting itself into sight, stripping itself of Ner-gal's
mask.

"Slowy, slowy the white feet of Zarpanit carried Ishtarto the barrier
and slowy, slowy, ever matching her tread, came Alusar to neet her. And they
met! "They touched hands, touched |ips, clasped-ere con-quered god and goddess
could withdraw fromthem

"They ki ssed and cl asped. They fell upon the deck-dead. Dead-in each
other's arns.

"Nor Ishtar nor Nergal had conquered! Nay! Love of man and | ove of
womrman-t hese had conquered. Victorsover god and goddess-the flanes were freel
"The priest had fallen on the hither side of the barrier.W did not unclasp
their arms. We set themadrift, alock,face to face-their bodies.

"Then | ran forth to slay Klaneth. But | had forgottenthat neither
I shtar nor Nergal had conquered one the other.Lo, into me poured the goddess,
and into Klaneth returnedNergal! As of old these two powers battled. And
agai nas of old the unseen barrier was strong, hol ding backfrom each ot her
those on ivory deck and bl ack

"Yet | was happy-for by this | knew that Zarpanitand Al usar had been
forgotten by them It came to nethat the strife had gone beyond those two who
had es-caped. That now it mattered not either to Wathful Ishtaror to Nerga
that priestess and priest had gone-since inny body and in Kl aneth's they could

still strive agai nsteach other for possession of the ship. . . .

"And so we sail-and fight, and sail-and fight. . . .How long, | do not
know. Many, many years nust havepassed since we faced the gods in Uruk-but
see, | amstill as young as then and as fair! O so ny mrror tellsme," she
si ghed.

6. "Am | Not-Wnman!"

KENTON sat silent, unanswering Young and fair shewas indeed-and Uruk and
Babyl on nounds of time-worn sands these thousands of years! "Tell ne,
Lord"-her voice roused him "tell me, hasthe Tenple at Uruk great honor anong
the nations still?And is Babylon proud in her supremacy?" He did not speak
belief that he had been thrust intosone alien, reality westling with outraged
revolt of reason.

And Sharane, raising her eyes to his troubled face,stared at himw th
ever growi ng doubt. She | eaped fronbeside him stood quivering |ike a bl ade of
wrath in asweetly flowered sheath.

"Have you word for nme?" she cried. "Speak-and quick-ly!" Dream woman or
woman meshed in ancient sorceries,there was but one answer for Sharane-the
truth.

And tell her truth Kenton did, beginning fromthe ar-rival of the block
from Babylon into his house; glossingno detail that mght make all plain to
her. She listened, her gaze steadfast upon him drinking in his words-amazenment
alternating with stark disbelief; and these inturn replaced by horror, by
despair.

"For even the site of ancient UWuk is well-nigh |ost,"he ended. "The
House of the Seven Zones is a w nd-swept heap of desert sand. And Babyl on
m ghty Babyl on, has been level with the wastes for thousands of years!" She
| eaped to her feet-leaped and rushed upon himeyes blazing, red-gold hair
streani ng

"Liar!" she shrieked. "Liar! Now I know you-youphantom of Nergal!" A
dagger flashed in her hand; he caught the wist justin time;, struggled with
her; bore her down upon the couch



She rel axed, hung half fainting in his arns.

"Uruk dust!" she whinpered. "The House of Ishtardust! Babylon a desert!
And Sargon of Akkad dead sixthousand years ago, you said-six thousand years
ago! "She; shuddered, sprang fromhis enbrace. "But if thatis so, then what am
| ?" she whispered, white Iipped."Wat-am|? Six thousand years and nore gone
sincel was born-and | alive! Then what am | ?" Panic overpowered her; her eyes
dul I ed; she clutchedat the cushions. He bent over her; she threw white
arnmsaround him

"I amalive?" she cried. "I amhuman? | am woman?" Her soft |ips clung
to his, supplicating; the perfumedtent of her hair covered him She held him
her lithebody pressed tight, inperatively desperate. Against hisracing heart
he felt the frightened pul se of hers. Andever between her Kkisses she
whi spered: "Am | not awonman-and alive? Tell me-am | not alive?" Desire filled
him he gave her kiss for kiss; tenperingthe flane of his desire was clear
recognition that neither swift |love for himnor passion had swept her into his
ar ns.

It was terror that |ay behind her caresses. She wasafrai d-appalled by
t hat si x-thousand year w de abyssbetween the |life she had known and his.
dinging to himshe fought for assurance. She had been driven back toworman's
| ast intrenchnent-the primal assertion of thewoman-self-the certainty of her
wormanhood and its un-conquerable |ure.

No, it was not to convince himthat her kisses burnedhis lips-it was to
convi nce herself.

He did not care. She was in his arns. He gave herkiss for kiss.

She thrust himfromher; sprang to her feet.

"I am a woman, then?" she cried triunphantly. "Awonman-and alive?" "A
worman! " he answered thickly, his whole bodyquivering toward her. "Alive!
God-yes!" She cl osed her eyes; a great sigh shook her.

"And that is truth," she cried, "and it is the one truthyou have spoken.
Nay-be silent!" she checked him "If lama woman and alive, it follows that
all else you havetold me are lies-since | could be neither were Babyl ondust
and it six thousand years since first | saw the ship.You |lying dog!" she
shrilled, and with one ringed handstruck Kenton across the lips.

The rings cut deep. As he fell back, dazed both by bl owand sudden shift
of fortune, she threw open the innerdoor

"Luarda! Athnal! AIl!"™ wathfully she sumoned. " Quick! Bind nme this dog!
Bind hi mbut slay himnot!" Streanmed fromthe cabin seven warrior maids,
shortkirtled, bare to their waists, in their hands light javelins.They flung
t hensel ves upon him And as they woundabout hi m Sharane darted in and tore the
sword of Nabufrom his hand. And now young, fragrant bodies
crushed himin rings ofwman flesh, soft, yet inexorable as steel. The bl ue
cl oakwas thrown over his head, tw sted around his neck. Ken-ton awoke from his
st upor - awoke roaring with rage. Hetore hinself |oose, hurled the cloak from
him | eapedtoward Sharane. Quicker than he, the lithe bodies of themaids
screened her fromhis rush. They thrust himw ththeir javelins, pricking him
as do the matadors to turn a charging bull. Back and back they drove him
ri ppi ng hisclothing, bringing blood now here, now there.

Through his tornent he heard her |aughter

"Liar!" she nocked. "Liar, coward and fool! Tool ofNergal, sent to ne
with a lying tale to sap my courage! Back to Nergal you go with another tale!"
The warrior maids dropped their javelins, surged for-ward as one. They clung
to him tw ned | egs and arnsaround him dragged himdown. Cursing, flailing
wi th hisfists, kicking-caring no |onger that they were wonen-Kenton fought
them Berserk, he staggered to his feet.H s foot struck the lintel of the rosy
cabin's door. Downhe plunged, dragging his w ldcat burden with him
Fal I i ngt hey drove agai nst the door. Open it flew, and out throughit they
rolled, battling down the ivoried deck

There was a shouting close behind him a shrill cry ofwarning from
Shar ane-sone urgent command, for gripof arns and | egs rel axed; clutching hands
were wit hdrawn.



Sobbing with rage, Kenton swung to his feet. He sawthat he was al nost
astride the Iine between ivoried deckand black. It cane to himthat this was
why Sharane hadwhi stled her furies fromhim that he had dragged thentoo cl ose
to its nysterious nenace

Agai n her laughter |ashed him She stood upon thegallery of little
bl ossomi ng trees, her doves w ngi ng about her. The sword of Nabu was in her
hand; derisively shelifted it.

"Ho, lying nmessenger!" nocked Sharane. "Ho, dogbeaten by wonen! Cone,
get your sword!"™ "I'll come, damm you!" he shouted, and | eaped forward.

The ship pitched. Thrown off his bal ance, Kenton stag-gered back, reeled
to the Iine where black and ivory decksnet.

Reel ed over it-unhurt! Sonething deeper than his consci ousness
regi stered thatfact; registered it as of paranount inportance. \What-ever the
power of the barrier, to it Kenton was inmune. He poised hinself to | eap back
to the ivory deck.

"Stop him" came the voice of Klaneth.

In md-spring long, sinewy fingers gripped his shoul der, swung hi mround.
He | ooked into the face of the beaterof the serpent drum The drumrer's tal ons
lifted him andcast Kenton |ike a puppy behind him

And panting |ike sone outraged puppy, Kenton swayed up on his feet. A
ring of black-robed men was cl osing i nupon him bl ack-robed men whose faces
were dead white,inpassive; black-robed men closing in upon him withclutching
hands. Beyond the ring stood the nmailed war-rior with the red beard and the
pal e agate eyes; and be-side himthe Black Priest.

Naught cared Kenton for any or all of them He rushed. The bl ack robes
curled over him overwhel mi ng hi m pi nned hi m down.

Again the ship lurched, this time nore violently. Ken-ton, swept off his
feet, slid sidewise. A wave sw shed overhim The hands that clutched himwere
washed away. An-other wave lifted him flung himup and out. Deep hesank
fought his way upward; dashed the water from hiseyes and | ooked for the ship.

A roaring wind had risen. Under it the ship was scud-ding-a hundred
yards away. He shouted; swam towardher. Down went the sail, down di pped the
oars, strainingto keep her before the wind. Faster, faster flew the shipbefore
the bl ast.

She was lost in the silvery msts.

Kenton ceased his efforts; floated, abandoned in an un-known worl d.

A wave snote him he canme up behind it, choking. Thespindrift whipped
him He heard the boonmi ng surf, thehiss of conbers thrown back by ranparts of
rock. An-other wave caught him Struggling on its crest he saw justahead of
hi ma pinnacle of yellow stone rising froma nestof imense boul ders upon
whi ch the billows broke infountains of spune.

He was lifted by a gigantic conber; dashed straightagainst the yell ow
pillar.

The shock of his inmpact was no greater than thatof breaking through
thick cobweb. For infinite distancesit seemed to himhe rushed on and on
t hrough a soft thickdarkness. Wth himwent the shrieking clanmor of
vasttenpests. Abruptly his notion ended, the noise of thetenpests ceased.

He lay prone; his fingers clenched sonme coarse fabricthat crunpled
stubbornly in his grip. He rolled over, handsthrust out; one of them gripped
cool, polished wood. Hesat up-- He was back in his own room Kenton dragged
hinself to his feet, stood swaying, dazed. Wat was that darkening the rug at
his feet? It was water-water that was dripping fromhim strangely
col oredwat er-cri nsoned wat er

He realized that he was wet to the skin, drenched. Helicked his
lips-there was salt upon them Hi s clothingwas ripped and torn, the salt water
dripped fromit.

And froma score of wounds his blood mngled with thewater! He stunbl ed
over to the jewell ed ship. On the bl ackdeck was a little group of manikins,
| eani ng and | ooki ngover the rail

Upon the gallery of the rosy cabin one tiny figurestood-- Sharane! He



touched her-jewel hard, jewel cold, a toy! And yet-Sharane! Like returning
wave his berserk rage swept him Echoesof her laughter in his ears, Kenton
cursing, sought forsomething to shatter the shining ship. Never again
shoul dSharane nock him He caught a heavy chair by the legs, swing it
hi ghover head, poised for an instant to send it crashi ngdown-- And suddenly
beneath the salt upon his |lips Kentontasted the honey musk of her Kkisses-the
ki sses of Sharane! The chair fell from his hands.

"Ishtar! Nabu!" he whi spered, and dropped upon hi sknees. "Set nme again
upon the ship! Ishtar! Do with meas you will-only set me again upon your
shi p!'"

7. Slave O The Ship

SWFT was his answer. He heard far away a bel | owi ngroar as of countl ess
conbers battering against a rockribbed coast. Louder it grew

Wth a thunder of vast waters the outward wall ofhis room di sappear ed.
Where wal |l had been was the crest of an enornous | eapi ng wave. The wave curl ed
downover Kenton, lifted himup, rolled himfar under it; shot himat [ast,
gasping for breath up and up through it.

He was afl oat again upon the turquoise sea! The ship was cl ose. C ose!
Its scimtared bow was strik-ing down by his head; was flying past him A
gol den chai nhung fromit, skittering over the crests. Kenton clutchedat
it-mssedit.

Back he fell. Swift raced the shining side of the shippast him Again he
threw hi msel f high. There was an-other chain; a black one spattering over the
wave tipsand hanging fromthe stem

He gripped it. The sea tore at his thighs, his legs, hisfeet. Ginmly he
hel d fast. Hand over hand, cautiously, he drew hinself up. Now he was j ust
below the rail.Slowy he raised his head to peer over

Long arnms swept down upon him |ong hands grippedhis shoulders, lifted
him hurled himdown upon the deck, pinned himthere. A thong was drawn round
hi s anckl es, his arns were pinioned to his sides.

He | ooked into the face of the frog-nmouthed beater ofthe serpent drum
And over one of the drummer's enor-mous shoul ders stared the white face of
Kl aneth. Heheard his voice: "Carry himin, Ggi." He felt himself lifted by
the drumrer as easily asthough he had been a babe; and cradled in the
hugehands he was carried through the bl ack cabin's door

The drumrer set Kenton on his feet, regarding himivth curious,
hal f - amused eyes. Agate eyes of the redbearded warrior and pal e eyes of
Kl anet h dwelt upon hi mas curiously.

Kenton took stock of the three. First the black priest-massive, elephant
thewed; flesh pallid and dead asthough the blood fl owed through veins too
deeply inmbed-ded to reveal the creep of its slowtide; the face of
Ner orenodel | ed from cold clay by nunbed hands.

Then G gi-the drunmer. His froglike face with thepointed ears; his
stunted and bowed | egs; his giant's bodyabove the hips; the gigantic shoul ders
whence swung thel ong and si newy and api sh arnms whose strength Kentonhad felt;
the slit of a nouth in whose corners a malicioushunor dwelt. Sonething of old
earth gods about him atouch of Pan

Red beard-a Persian out of that tine when Persia'shordes were to the
worl d what |ater the Roman | egi onswere to be. O so Kenton judged himby his
tunic oflinked Iight mail, the silken sheathed | egs, the highbuskins and the
curved daggers and the scinmitar in hisjewelled belt. And human as Kenton
hi nsel f. About hi mnas none of the charnel flavor of Kl aneth nor the
gro-tesqueness of @ gi. The full red |ips beneath the carefullytrinmed beard
were sensual, life loving; the body wasburly and muscul ar; the face whiter
than Kenton's own.But it was sullen and stanped deep with a hal f-resigned, hal f
desperate boredomthat even his lively and frankcuriosity about Kenton
lightened little.



In front of himwas a wi de sl ab of bl oodstone. Sixpriests knelt upon it,
wor shi ppi ng sonething that stoodwithin a niche just above the slab. Wuat it
was he couldnot tell-except that it breathed out evil. A little largerthan a
man, the thing within the niche was bl ack andform ess as though nade of
curdling shadows. It quiv-ered, pulsated-as though the shadows that were its
sub-stance thickened constantly about it, passed within it andwere repl aced
swiftly by others.

Dark was that cabin, the walls sonmber as dull blackmarble. O her shadows
clung to the dark walls andclustered in the corners; shadows that seenmed only
toawait command to deepen into substance.

Unhol y shadows-1i ke those that clothed the thingw thin the niche.

Beyond, as in the cabin of Sharane, was another cham ber, and crowdi ng
at the door between were a dozen ornore of the black robed, white faced
priests.

"Go to your places," Klaneth turned to them breakingthe silence. They
slipped away. The bl ack priest closedthe door upon them He touched the
nearest of the kneel-ing priests with his foot.

"Qur Lord Nergal has had enough of worship," hesaid. "See-he has
swal | owed your prayers!" Kenton | ooked at the thing within the niche. It was
nol onger msty, shadowed. It stood out, clear cut. Its bodywas that of a man
and its face was that same awesomevi sage of evil into which he had seen the
bl ack priest's turnon that first adventure of his upon the ship.

The face of Nergal -Lord of the Dead! What had been the curdl ed,
qui vering shades envel op-ing the statue? He felt the eyes of Kl aneth searching
him covertly. Atrick! Atrick to frighten him He net the black priest'sgaze
squarely; smled

The Persian | aughed.

"Hai, Klaneth," he said. "There was a bolt that fellshort. Mayhap this
stranger has seen such things before. Mayhap he is a sorcerer hinself and can
do better things.Change your play, Kl aneth." He yawned and seated hinsel f upon
a low settle. Theblack priest's face grew grinmer.

"Best be silent, Zubran," he said. "Else it may be thatNergal wll
change his play for you in a way to bani shforever your disbelief."

"Di sbel i ef ?" echoed the Persian. "Ch, Nergal is realenough. It is not
disbelief that irks ne. It is the eternal monotony. Can you do nothing new,

Kl anet h? Can Nergal do not hi ng new? Change his play for nme, eh? By Ahrinman-t hat
is just what | wish he would do, if he can." He yawned agai n, ostentatiously.
The bl ack priestgrow ed; turned to the six worshippers.

"CGo," he ordered, "and send Zachel to nme." They filed through the outer
door. The bl ack priestdropped upon another settle, studying Kenton; the
drum mer squatted, also watching him the Persian nutteredto hinself, playing
with his dagger hilts. The door openedand into the cabin stepped a priest who
hel d in one handa | ong whi p whose snaky | ash, netal topped, was curl ednmany
times around his forearm He bowed beforekKl anet h.

Kenton recogni zed him Wen he had |ain on the deckclose to the mast he
had seen this man sitting on a highplatformat the foot of that nast. Overseer
of the galleyslaves, the oarsmen, was Zachel, and that |ong | ash wasneasured
to flick the furtherest of themif they |agged.

"I's this he whom you saw upon the deck sone sl eepsago?" asked Kl anet h.
"He who lay there and, you say, vani shed when the drab of Ishtar yonder bent
over totouch hinP" "He is the same, master," answered the overseer, coming
cl ose to Kenton and scanni ng him

"Where went he then?" asked Kl aneth, nmore to himself than to the other
"To Sharane's cabin? But if so- why did she drive himout, her cats claw ng
hi n? Andwhence came that sword she waved and bade hi m conme retake? | know t hat
sword--"

"He did not go into her cabin at that time, master,interrupted Zachel
"I saw her seek for him She wentback to her place alone. He had vani shed."
"And his driving forth," mused Kl aneth, "that wastwo sl eeps ago. And the ship
has sailed far since then. Wesaw him struggling in the waves far behind us.



Yet herehe is upon the ship again-and with his wounds stillfresh, stil
bl eedi ng as though it had been but a nomentgone. And how passed he the
barrier? Yea-how passedhe the barrier?" "Ah, at |ast you have stunbled on a
real question,"cried the Persian. "Let himbut tell me that-and, by theN ne
Hells, not long will you have ne for companion, Kl aneth." Kenton saw t he
drummer make a covert warning ges-ture to Zuhran; saw the black priest's eyes
nar r ow.

"Ho! Ho!" laughed G gi. "Zubran jests. Wuld he notfind life there as
tiresone as he pretends to find it withus? Is it not so, Zubran?' Again he
made the fleet, warning sigh. And the Persianheeded it.

"Yes, | suppose that is so," he answered grudgingly."At any rate-am |
not sworn to Nergal ? Neverthel ess,"he nmuttered, "the gods gave women one art
that has notgrown tiresome since first they made the world." "They | ose that

art in Nergal's abode," said the blackpriest, grimy. "Best renmenber that and
curb that tongueof yours lest you find yourself in a worse place than
here-where at |east you have your body." "May | speak, master?" asked Zachel
and Kenton feltthreat in the glance the overseer shot at him

The bl ack priest nodded.

"I think he passed the barrier because he knows naughtof our Lord," said
Zachel . "I ndeed-may be an enenyof our Lord. If not-why was he able to shake
of f thehands of your priests, vanish in the sea-and return?" "Eneny of
Nergal !'" Klaneth nuttered.

"But it does not follow that he is friend of Ishtar,” putin the drummrer,
snoothly. "True if he were sworn to theDark One he could not pass the barrier
But true is it also that were he sworn to Ishtar equally would that havebeen
i mpossible.” "True!l" Kl aneth's face cleared. "And | know that sword -Nabu's
own bl ade." He was silent for a nmonent; thoughtful. \Wen he spokethere was
courtesy in the thick voice.

"Stranger," he said, "if we have used you roughly, for-give us. Visitors
are rare upon this craft. You-let ne say -startled us out of our manners.
Zachel , |l oose his bonds." The overseer bent and sullenly set Kenton free of
hi st hongs.

"If, as | think, you cone from Nabu," went on theblack priest, "I tell
you that | have no quarrel with theWse One or his people. Nor is ny Master
the Lord of Death, ever at odds with the Lord of Wsdom How coul dhe be when
one carries the keys of know edge of this life,and the other the key that
unl ocks the door of the ulti-nmate knowl edge? Nay, there is no quarrel there.
Are youa favored one of Nabu? Did he set you on the ship? And -why?" Silent
was Kenton, searching desperately for sone wayto answer the black priest.
Tenporize with himas he hadwi th Sharane, he knew he could not. Nor, he knew,
wasit of any use to tell himthe truth as he had told her-and been driven out
like a hunted rat for it. Here wasdanger; peril, greater than he had faced in
the rosy cabin. Klaneth's voice cut in: "But favored of Nabu as you may be, it
seens thatcould not save you fromlosing his sword, nor fromthejavelins of
Ishtar's wonen. And if that is so-can it saveyou from ny whip, my chains?" And

as Kenton stood, still silent, wolf light flared inthe dead pupils and the
bl ack priest leaped to his feetcrying: "Answer nme!" "Answer Kl aneth!" roared
G gi. "Has fear of himkilledyour tongue?" Under the apparent anger of the

drummer' s voi ce Ken-ton sensed a warning; friendliness.

"If that favor could have saved ne, at least it did not,"he said
sul l enly.

The bl ack priest dropped back upon the settle, chuck-1ing.

"Nor could it save you if | decreed your death," he said.

"Death-if he decrees it," croaked G gi."Woever you are," went on the
bl ack priest, "whenceyou conme, or howone thing seens true. You have powerto
break a chain that irks ne. Nay, Zachel, stay," hespoke to the overseer who

had made a nmove to go. "Yourcounsel is also good. Stay!" "There is a slave
dead at the oars,"” said the overseer."l would | oose his chains and cast him
over." "Dead," there was new interest in Klaneth's voice."Wich was he? How

did he die?" "Who knows?" Zachel shrugged his shoul ders. "O'weariness, naybe.



He was one of those who first set sailwith us. He who sat beside the yell ow

haired slave fronthe North whom we bought at Emakhtila." "Well-he had served
long," said the black priest."Nergal has him Let his body bear his chains a
littlelonger. Stay with ne." He spoke again to Kenton, deliberately, finally:

"I offer you freedom | wll give you honors and weal t hin Emakhtila, where we
shall sail as soon as you havedone ny bidding. There you shall have priesthood
and atenple if you want them Gold and wonmen and rank-ifyou will do what |
desire."” "What nust | do to win me all this?" asked Kenton. The bl ack priest

arose and bent his head so that hiseyes | ooked straight into Kenton's
own. " Sl ay Sharane!" he said.

"Little meat in that, Klaneth," the Persian spoke, nockingly. "Did you
not see her girls beat hin? As wellsend to conquer a |ioness a man who has
al ready beenwhi pped by her cubs.” "Nay," said Klaneth, "I did not nean for him
to passover the open deck where surely her watchers would seehim He can
cl amber round the ship's hull-fromchain,|ledge to | edge. There is a w ndow

behi nd the cabi n wherei nshe sl eeps. He can creep up and through it." "Best
swear himto Nergal before he takes that road, master,"” Zachel interrupted.

"El se we may never have hi nback again." "Fool!" G gi spoke. "If he makes his
vows to Nergal perhaps he cannot go at all. How do we know that thenthe barrier
will not be closed to himas it is to us whoare sworn to the Dark One, even as
it is to those who aresworn to Ishtar?" "True," nodded the black priest. "W
dare not risk thatWell spoken, G gi." "Wy should Sharane be slain?" asked

Kenton. "Let netake her for slave that | may repay her for her nockeryand her
bl ows. G ve her to nme-and you may keep allthe riches and honors you have
of fered."” "No!" The bl ack priest |eaned closer, searching noreintently his
eyes. "She nmust be slain. Wile she |lives theGoddess has a vial into which to
pour hersel f. Sharanedead-|shtar has none on this ship through whom shemay
make herself manifest. This, |, Kl aneth, know Sharane dead, Nerga
rul es-through me! Nergal w ns-through me!" In Kenton's mnd a plan had forned.
He woul d promi seto do this-to slay Sharane. He would creep into hercabin, tel
her of the black priest's plot. Sonme way, somne-how, make her believe him

Too | ate he saw by the black priest's face that Kl anethhad caught his
t hought! Too |l ate renenbered that thesharp eyes of the overseer had been
wat ching him [ osingno fleeting change of expression; interpreting.

"Look, master!" Zachel snarled. "Look! Can you notread his thought, even
as |1? He cannot be trusted. Youhave held ne here for counsel and have called

my coun-sel good-then let ne speak wat is in my mind. | thoughtthat this man
had vani shed from beside the nast, even asl told you. But did he? The gods
cone and go upon theship as they will. But no man does. W thought we sawhi m

struggling in the waves far behind the ship. But di dwe? By sorcery he may have
lain all this while, hid inSharane's cabin. Qut of her cabin we saw him
cone--" "But driven forth by her wonen, Zachel," broke in thedrumrer. "Cast
out. Beaten. Renenber that. There wasno friendship there, Kl aneth. They were
at his throatlike hounds tearing down a deer." "A play!" cried Zachel. "A play
to trick you, nmaster.They could have killed him Wy did they not? H swounds
are but pin pricks. They drove him yes, butwhere? Over to us! Sharane knew he
could cross the bar-rier. Wuld she have made gift to us of new strength

un-1 ess-she had a purpose? And what coul d that purposehave been, master? Only
one. To place himhere to slayyou-even as you now plan to send himto slay
her! "He is a strong nan-and |lets hinmself be beaten by girls! He had a sword,

a sharp blade and a holy one-and he lets a wonman take it. Ho! Ho!" |aughed
Zachel ."Do you believe all this, nmaster? Well-1 do not!" "By Nergal!" Kl aneth
swore, livid. "Now by Ner-gal--!" He gripped Kenton by the shoul ders, hurled

hi m t hrough the cabi n door and out upon the deck. Swiftly he followed him
"Sharane!" he how ed. "Sharane!" Kenton raised his head, dizzily; saw
her standi ng be-side the cabin door, arms around the slimwaists of twoof her
dansel s.
"Nergal and Ishtar are busy el sewhere,"” nocked theblack priest. "Life on
the ship grows dull. There is a slaveunder ny feet. Alying slave. Do you know
hi m Sharane?" He bent and lifted Kenton high, as a man a child. Herface, cold,



cont enpt uous, did not change.

"He is nothing to ne-Wrm" she answered.

"Not hing to you, eh?" roared Klaneth. "Yet it was byyour will that he
cane to me. Well-he has a |yingtongue, Sharane. By the old | aw of the sl aves

shal | he bepunished for it. I will pit four of ny nmen against him |fhe master
them | shall keep himfor awhile-to amuse usfurther. But if they master
hi mthen shall his |yingtongue be torn fromhim And | will give it to you as

at oken of ny love-O Sacred Vessel of Ishtar!"™ "Ho! Ho!" |aughed the bl ack
priest as Sharane shrank,paling. "A test for your sorceries, Sharane. To make
t hatt ongue speak! Make it-" the thick voice purred-"nakeit whisper of love to
you. Tell you how beautiful you are, Sharane. How wonderful -ah, sweet Sharane!
Reproachyou a little, too, perhaps for sending it to me to be tornout!" "Ho
Ho!" | aughed Kl aneth; then as though he spat the words, "You tenmple slut!" He
thrust a light whip in Kenton's hands."Now fight, slave!" he snarled, "fight
for your lying tongue!" Four of the priests |eaped forward, drawi ng from
be-neath their robes thongs tipped with netal. They circl ed, and before Kenton
could gather his strength they wereupon him They darted about himlike four

| ank wol ves; slashing at himw th their whips. Blows flailed upon his head,
hi s naked shoul ders. Awkwardly he tried to parryto return them The nmetal tips
bit deep. From shoul ders, chest, back, a slow rain of blood began to drip.

A thong caught himacross the face, half blinding him

Far away, he heard the gol den voi ce of Sharane, shrillwi th scorn

"Slave-can you not even fight?" Cursing, he dropped his usel ess whip.

Cl ose before himvas the grinning face of the priest who had struck himEre his
| ash could be raised again the fist of Kenton hadsmashed squarely on the
leering nmouth. He felt beneathhis knuckles the bones of the nose crunble, the
teethshatter. The priest crashed back; went rolling to the rail

Instantly the other three were upon hiny tearing at histhroat, claw ng
him striving to drag hi m down. He brokel oose. The three held back for an
instant; then rushed.One there was a little in front of the others.
Kent on. caught himby an arm tw sted that arm over his shoul der,set hip to
prisoned fl ank, heaved and hurled the priestthrough air against the pair
poi sed to strike. Qut flungthe body; fell short. The head crashed agai nst the
deck. There was a sharp snap, |ike a breaking faggot. For anonment the body
stood, shoul ders touching deck, |egswithing as though in grotesque
m d- somersaul t. Thencrunpled and lay still.

"Well thrown!" he heard the Persian shout.

Long fingers clutched his ankles; his feet flew fronbeneath him As he
fell he caught glinpse of a face star-ing up at him a face that was but one
red snear; the faceof the first priest he had battered down. Falling,

Kent onswept out his arns. Caws clutched his throat. Therefl ashed into
Kenton's mnd a dreadful thing he had seendone in another unequal conbat upon
a battlefield inFrance. Up swept his right hand, the first two fingers
ex-tended. They found place in the eye sockets of the throt-tler; pressed
there cruelly; pressed there relentlessly. Heheard a howl of agony; tears of
bl ood spurted over hishands; the choking fingers dropped fromhis throat.
Wher eeyes had been were now two raw red sockets with dread-ful pendants.

Kenton |l eaped to his feet. He stanped upon the crinmsonsneared face
| ooki ng up at him stanped once, twice.thrice-and the grip about his ankles was
gone.

He caught a glinpse of Sharane, white faced, w de-eyed; .realized that
the laughter of the black priest was stilled.

At himrushed the fourth acolyte, a broad-leafed knifegleanming in his
grip. Kenton bent his head, rushed toneet him He caught the hand that held
t he bl ade; bentthe arm back; heard the bone snap. The fourth priestshrieked
and fell.

He saw Kl aneth, mouth | oose, staring at him

Straight for the black priest's throat he | eaped, rightfist sw nging
upward to the jaw as he sprang. But theblack priest thrust out his arns,
caught himin md-leap; lifted himhigh, over his head; balanced himto dash



hi nrdown upon the deck

Kenton cl osed his eyes-this, then, was the end.

He heard the voice of the Persian, urgent: "Hai, Kl aneth! Hai! Kill him
not! By Ishak of the Hol-low Hell-kill himnot. Kl aneth! Save himto fight
again!" Then the drunmmer-- "Nay, Klaneth! Nay!" He felt the talons of Ggi
catchhim hold himtight in double grasp. "Nay, Kl aneth! Hefought fairly and
well. He would be a rare one to havewith us. Mayhap he will change his
m nd-w th di sci pline. Renenber, Kl aneth-he can pass the barrier." The great
bul k of the black priest trenbled. Slowy hishands began to | ower Kenton

"Discipline? Ha!" it was the snarling voice of the over-seer. "Gve him
to ne, master, in the place of the slavewho died at the oar. I wll teach
hi m di scipline.” The black priest dropped Kenton on the deck; stoodover him
for a nonment. Then he nodded, turned andstal ked into his cabin. Kenton
reaction seizing him hud-dl ed; hands cl asping knees.

"Unchai n the dead slave and cast himover, Zachel," heheard G gi say. "I
will watch this man till you return.” Kenton heard the overseer patter away.
The drunmer bent over him

"Well fought, wolf cub,"” he whispered. "Well fought!Now to your chains.
Qobey. Your chance shall cone. Doas | say, wolf cub-and | will do what | may."
He wal ked away. Kenton, wondering, raised his head. He saw the drummrer stoop
lift the body of the priest withthe broken neck and with one sweep of his |ong
armsendit whirling over the ship's rail. Bending again he sent afterit the
body of hi m upon whose face Kenton had stanped.

He paused specul atively before the wailing, enpty-socketedhorror
stunbling and falling about the deck. Then. grin-ning cheerfully, he lifted it
by the knees and tossed itoverboard.

"Three less to worry about hereafter,” nuttered G gi, A trenmor shook
Kenton; his teeth chattered; he sobbed. The drummer | ooked down on himwth
anused wonder.

"You fought well, wolf cub," he said. "Then why do youquiver like a
whi pped hound whose hal f chewed bone hasbeen cast away?" He | aid both hands on
Kenton' s bl eedi ng shoul ders. Under their touch he steadied. It was as though
t hroughG gi ' s hands flowed some current of strength of which hissoul drank. As
t hough he had tapped sone ancient spring,some still pool of archaic
i ndifference both to |ife anddeath, the current ran through him

"Good!" said G gi, and stood up. "Now Zachel conesfor you." The overseer
was besi de Kenton; he touched his shoul -der; pointed down a short flight of
steps that led fromtheblack deck to the galley-pit. Zachel behind him
Kent ongr oped down those steps into the half darkness of the pit.He stunbl ed
al ong a narrow passage-way; was brought tohalt at a great oar over whose shank
a head, goldenhaired, long haired as any woman's, bent from nuscl e-gnarl ed
shoul ders. This gol den haired oarsman sl ept. Around his waist was a thick
bronze ring. Fromthis ringa strong chain swng, its end fastened to a staple
sunkdeep in the back of the bench on which he sat. His wistswere manacl ed.
The oar on which his head rested wasmanacl ed, too. Between nanacled wists and
manacl edoar two other strong chains stretched.

There was an enpty chained circlet at the sleeper's leftside; on the oar
at his left two enpty manacl es hung from chai ns.

Zachel pushed Kenton down on the bench besi de thesl eepi ng oarsman;
girdled his waist with the enpty bronzecirclet; snapped it close; locked it.

He thrust Kenton's unresisting hands through the man-acl es dangling from
the oar; closed themon him | ockedthem

And suddenly Kenton felt warnmth of eyes upon him |ooked behind him saw
| eani ng over the rail the face of Sharane. There was pity in her face; and
dawni ng of sonething that set his heart to beating wildly.

"I'"1l discipline you-never fear!" said Zachel

Kent on | ooked behi nd hi m agai n.

Shar ane was gone.

He bent over his oar beside the sleeping giant.

Bent over his oar--- Chained to it.



Sl ave of the ship!

8. The Tale O Sigurd

KENTON awakened to the shrilling of a whistle. Sone-thing flicked his
shoul der like the touch of a hot iron. Hejerked his head up fromthe bed of
his arms; |ooked stu-pidly at the chained wists. Again the flick upon the
shoul -der, biting into the flesh

"Up, slave!" he heard a snarling voice say-a voice heknew and struggl ed
with deep drugged mind to place. "Up!Stand to your oar!" Then anot her voice,
cl ose beside him whispering, hoarse, but with warmh of conradeship init: "On
your feet before his whip covers your back w ththe bl ood runes."” He struggl ed
upright; hands falling mechanically intotwo snpooth, worn hollows in the wooden
shaft to whi chhe was chai ned. Standing thus upon the bench, his eyesl ooked out
upon a tranquil, turquoi se ocean, wavel ess,within a huge inverted bow of
silver msts. In front of himwere four nmen, two standing, two sitting, at
shanksof great oars which, |like that he clutched, thrust throughthe side of a
shi p. Beyond them sl oped a bl ack deck-- Menory rushed upon him banishing the
| ast of sleep.The first voice had been that of Zachel, and the hot toucheson
his skin the bite of his whip. He turned his head. Ascore of other nen, black
and brown, sat and stood atother great sweeps, bending and rising, sending the
Ship of Ishtar cutting through the still blue sea. And there on apl atform at
the mast step was Zachel, grinning derisively,Qut at Kenton nicked the | ong
| ash once nore.

"Look not back! Row! " snarled Zachel

"I will row," whispered the second voice. "Stand andsway with the oar
till strength comes to you." He | ooked down on a head fair haired, |ong haired
asany woman's. But there was nothing womanish in theface that was lifted for
an instant to his. lIce cold and iceblue were the eyes in it, though thawed now
by a roughki ndliness. The skin was storm beaten, tenpest tanned. Nor was there
aught womani sh in the muscles that swell edon shoul ders, back, and arns as he
swung the great sweep,handling it as easily as a woman a broom

Norseman fromtip to toe; a Viking straight out of someanci ent Saga-and,
like Kenton, a slave to the ship; thegiant who had been asl eep over the oar
when Kenton' sown chai ns had been | ocked upon him

"Sigurd, Trygg's son, |," nuttered the Norseman. "WatNorn of ill-Iluck
set you on this ship of warlocks? Speakl owbend to your oar. The devil with
the I ash has sharpears."” To the notion of the oar Kenton bent and rose,
standi ngt here on the bench. The benunbnent that had held hi sm nd was passing:
passed ever nore swiftly as his tight-ened grip on the oar began to send the
bl ood nmore swiftlythrough his veins. The man beside hi mgrunted approval, "No
weakl i ng, you," he whispered. "The oar wearies-yet up it flows strength from
the sea. But sip that strengthslowly. Gow strong-slowy. Then it may be that
you andl together---" He paused; shot a wary side glance at Kenton

"By your |ooks, you are a man of Eirnn, of the Southernlsles," he
whi spered. "No grudge bear | against them Theynet us always sword to sword
and breast to breast. Manythe bl ows we have struck between us, and the
hoveri ngVal kyri es went never enpty-handed back to Val hal |l a wherewe net the nen
of Eirnn. Brave men, strong nen, nmenwho di ed shouting, kissing sword blade and
spear pointas gayly as a bride. Are you one of these?" Kenton thought swiftly.
He nust shape his answer cun-ningly to bind this conradeship so plainly
of fered hi mei ther bew | der by whole truth nor be so vague as torouse
suspi ci on.

"Kenton, ny nanme," he answered softly. "My fatherswere of the Eirnn
They knew wel | the Vikings and theirshi ps-nor have they handed down to ne any
grudgeagai nst them | would be friend of yours, Sigurd, Trygg' sson, since for
how | ong neither of us knows | nustlabor here beside you. And since you and
| -together-" He paused neaningly, as had the Viking. The Norse-nman nodded,
then again shot that keen side glance at him



"How fell this bane upon you?" he nuttered. "Sincethey drove ne aboard
this ship at Isle of Sorcerers wehave entered no harbor. You were not here
when theychained me to the oar." "Sigurd-by Qdin All-Father-1 do not know "
TheNor seman' s hand qui vered at the name of his god. "Ahand that | could not
see plucked nme out of ny own | andand set ne here. That son of Hela who rules
t he bl ackdeck offered ne freedomif | would do a thing of shame.l would not. |
battled with his men. Three | slew. Andthen they chained me to this oar." "You
slew three!" The Viking | ooked up at Kenton, eyes bl azing, teeth bared. "You
sl ew three! Skoal! Comrade!l Skoal!" he shouted.

Sonething like a flying serpent hissed by Kenton; hissedand struck the
Nor seman' s back. It w thdrew, blood spurt-ing fromwhere it had bitten. It
struck and struck agai n.

Zachel ' s voi ce snarled through the hissing of the | ash: "Dog! Sow
spittle! Have you gone mad? Shall | flay youthen!" Under the |ash the body of
Sigurd, Trygg's son, shud-dered. He | ooked up at Kenton, bloody froth on his
i ps. Suddenly, Kenton knew that it was not fromthe pain ofthe blows-that it
was fromthe shane of them and fronrage; that the whiplash was draw ng redder
drops fromhis heart, threatening to break it.

And Kenton, |eaning over, thrust his own bare back between that |ash and
t he bl oody shoul ders; took theblows itself.

"Ha!" shouted Zachel. "You want them do you? Jeal ous of ny whip's
ki sses, are you? Well, then-take your fill ofthemi™ Mercilessly the |ash
hi ssed and struck, hissed and struck.Kenton endured its bite stoically, never
shifting the shieldof his body fromthe Norseman; neeting each sharp agony by
t hought of what he would do to repay when his tinmehad come-- Wen he had
mast ered the ship! "Stop!" Through pain-nisted eyes he saw t he drumerl eani ng
over the pit. "Wuld you kill the slave, Zachel ?By Nergal, if you do I'll ask
Kl aneth as gift to ne tochain you to his oar for a while!" Then Zachel
sullenly: "Row, slave!" Silently, half fainting, Kenton bent over the oar
TheNor seman caught a hand, held it in iron grip.

"Sigurd, Trygg's son, aml! Jarl's grandson! Master ofDragons!" Hs
voice was low, yet in it was a clangingecho of smting swirds; and he spoke
wi th eyes cl osed asthough he stood before some altar. "Bl ood brotherhoodis
t here now between us, Kenton of the Eirnn. Bloodbrothers-you and |I. By the red
runes upon your backwitten there when you thrust it between ne and thewhip. |
shal |l be your shield as you have been m ne. Qurswords shall be as one sword.
Your friend shall be myfriend, and your eneny ny eneny. And ny life for
your swhen need be! This by Gdin All-Father and by all theAesir | swear-1,
Sigurd, Trygg's son! And if ever | breakfaith with you, then may | |ie under
t he poi son of Hel a'ssnakes until Yggdrasill, the Tree of Life, withers, and
Rag- narak, the N ght of the Gods, has cone! The heart of Kenton swelled and
grew warm

The grip of the Norseman tightened. He wi thdrew hi shand and bent once
nore to the oar. Nothing nore sai dhe-but Kenton knew the vow was seal ed.

The whip of the overseer cracked, a shrill whistlesounded. The four
rowers in front lifted high their oars.shunted theminto a niche. The Viking
rai sed his sweep,set it in a simlar rest.

"Sit," he said. "They wash us now and feed." A cascade of water fel
over Kenton, and another. Thesalt of it stung his wounds, brought tears to his
eyes, "Quiet!" warned Sigurd. "Soon the pain passes, and thesalt will heal."
Then down over him sw shed the water. Two brownnen, naked to the waists, backs
scarred, went by. In eachhand they held buckets, raised them and poured
t hewat er over two of the nen at the stroke oars. They turnedand went back
al ong the narrow way between the benches.

Power ful were their bodies. Their faces were those of nencone to life
out of sone ancient Assyrian frieze, narrow, hook-nosed, full-Ilipped. No m nd
dwel t behind those faces. Their eyes were staring, enpty.

The pair cane back with ot her buckets which theydashed over the floor of
the rowers' pit, washing it clean. And when this was done two other slaves set
upon t hebench between Kenton and the Norsenman a rough platterand a bowl. On



the platter were a dozen | ong pods and aheap of round cakes resenbling the
cassava bread the trop-ical folk press out and bake in the sun. The bow
wasfilled with a dark, thick liquid, purplish red

He nunched the pods; they were fleshy, with a curiousneaty flavor. The
round cakes tasted exactly |ike whatthey resenbl ed-cassava bread. The liquid
was strong, pungent, a trace of fermentation in it. There was strengthin that
food and drink. The Norseman smiled at him

"No | ash now, so we speak not too loudly," he said. "Itis the rule. So
while we eat and drink ask what you will ofne w thout fear, blood brother."
"Two things | would first know of many," said Kenton."How came you on the
ship, Sigurd? And how cones thisfood here?" "From here and there cones the
food," answered theViking. "It is a ship of warlocks and a cursed one. Notl ong
may it stop at any place, nor at any place is it wel-come. Nay, not even at
Emakhtila, which is full of war-locks. Wiere it harbors they bring food and
gear quicklyand with fear. Quickly do they give to speed it quicklyaway, |est
t he denons who possess it grow angry and de-stroy. They have strong nagic-t hat
pal e son of Hel an andt he woman on the white deck. Sonetines | think her
adaughter of Loki, whom Qdi n chai ned for his w ckedness. And sonetines | think
her a daughter of Freya, theMther of Gods. But whatever she be, she is very
fair andhas a great soul. | have no hatred toward her." He lifted the bow to
his 1ips.

"And as for how | cane here," he went on, "that is ashort tale enough
Southward | had sailed with the fleet of Kagnor Red Spear. Twelve great
dragons had we when weset forth. Southward sailed we through many seas.
rai di ngas we went. Then after long, with six of our ten dragonsleft us, we
cane to a city in the land of the Egyptians.

It was a very great city and full of tenples to all the godsin the
wor | d- except our gods.

"It irked us that anong all these tenples Gdin All-Father had none. It
irked us, and we grew woth. So oneni ght when we had drunk overdeep of the
Egypti an wi nesix of us set forth to take a tenple, cast out its god. andgive
it to Odin for a hone.

"We came to a tenple and entered. It was a dark tenpleand full of black
robes |ike these on board the ship. Wenwe told themwhat we neant to do, they
buzzed |i ke beesand rushed us |ike a wol fpack. Many then we slew, shout-ing.
And we woul d have won that tenple for Gdin, thesix of us fighting in a ring,

but-a horn blew" "Sunmmoni ng too many for you?" asked Kenton

"Not at all, blood brother," said Sigurd. "It was a war-lock horn. A
horn of sleep. It blew sleep through us as thestormw nd bl ows the spray
through a sail. It turned ourbones to water, and our red swords dropped from

handst hat could not |onger feel their hilts. And down we all dropped, sodden
wi th sl eep, anong the slain.

"When we awoke we were in a tenple. W thought itthe sane tenple, for it
was as dark and the sane bl ack-robed priests filled it. W were in chains, and
t heywhi pped us and made us sl aves. Then we found we wereno |longer in the |and
of the Egyptians, but in a city nanmed Enakhtila, on an isle of warlocks set in
a sea of what Ithink a warlock world. Long | slaved for the black robes,| and

nmy conrades, till they dragged me to this shipthat had dropped anchor in
Emakhtila harbor. And here ever since | have bent over my oar, watching their
wi zardries and fighting to keep ny soul from being sucked fromnme." "A horn

t hat poured out sleep!" said Kenton, puzzled."But that | do not understand,
Sigurd.” "You will, conmrade," Sigurd said grimy. "Soon enoughyou will. Zache
plays it well-listen-it begins." From behind them a deep, droning, nellow horn

not esounded. Low pitched, vibrant, continuous, it crept intothe ears, and
seened to pour through them al ong everynerve, touching them caressing them
with the soft fingersof the very soul of poppied sleep.

The note droned on, dripping sleep

The Viking's eyes were fierce and strained with struggl eagai nst sl unmber.
Slowmy, slowmy the lids closed over them

H s hands rel axed, the fingers opened, his body swayed, his head dropped



upon his chest. He slunped down upon the bench

The note droned on

Fi ght as hard as Kenton m ght, he could not thrust awaythe soft,
clinging slunber that pressed inexorably in onhimfromevery side. A nunbness
crept through his body. Sleep, sleep-swarnms of infinite particles of sleep
weredrifting through him drifting with his blood through everyvein, along
every nerve, clogging his brain.

Lower and | ower dropped his own |ids.

And suddenly he could no Ionger fight. Chains rattling, down agai nst
Sigurd he fell.

Sonet hi ng deep within Kenton whi spered to hi mtoawaken; sonething
reached down into the abysses of hischarnmed slunber and drewto its surface
hi s conscious-ness. Slowy his heavy |lids began to rise-then stopped, obeyi ng
some subtle warning. He | ooked out through nar-rowest slits. The chains that
bound his wists to the rivetedmanacl es of the oar were |l ong. He had noved in
hi ssl eep and now lay with head on arm stretched al ong theback of the | ow
bench. He faced the ivory deck

There, at its edge, |ooking down upon him was Sharane. Veils of pal est
bl ue, through which the hands of |ong deadAssyrian nmai ds had woven gol den
| otuses, draped herbreast, coiled round her slender waist, and fell to the
deli-cate, sandaled feet. Her black haired mai den Satal u besi deher, she | eaned
over, scanning him

"M stress," he heard Satalu say, "he cannot be nman of Nergal, since
Nergal 's men have chained himthere." No" nussed Sharane. "No-in that | was
wrong. Andhad he been of Nergal, never could he have crossed the barrier. Nor
woul d Kl aneth have taunted ne-as hedid-" "He is very handsone and young,"
si ghed Satal u-and strong. He fought the priests like a lion lord." "Even a
cornered rat will fight," answered Sharane, SCORNFUL. "He let hinself be |ed
to his chains |ike awhi pped dog. And he lied to ne! He cane to ne in bor-
rowed plumes, bearing a sword he could not use!"Ch, cried Sharane-and hal f of
that cry was a sob-"oh, Satalu, | am ashaned! Liar and coward and sl ave- stil
he stirs something in my heart that never yetstirred for man. Ch, | am
ashamed-1 am ashaned, Sat al u! "

"Lady Sharane, do not weep!" Satalu caught the fluttering hands. "He may
be none of these. How do you know?Perhaps he did speak the truth. How know we
what hashappened in that world of ours so long lost to us? And heis very
handsome-and young!" "At least," said Sharane and bitterly, "he is a slave."
"Sh-h!" warned Satal u. "Zachel cones." They turned; wal ked toward Sharane's
cabin out of Kenton's vision

The wakening whistle shrilled. There was a stir anongthe slaves, and
Kent on groaned, raised hinself, rubbedeyes, and gripped the oar.

Exultation was in his heart. There could be no m stak-ing Sharane's
words. He held her. By a slender thread, itm ght be; but still-he held her
And if he were not asl ave-when sl ave he ceased to be-what then? By nosl ender
thread then would he hold her. He | aughed-butsoftly, |est Zachel hear. Sigurd
| ooked at him curiously.

"The sl eep horn nmust have brought you gay dream "™ he nurmnured.

"Gay, indeed, Sigurd," he answered. "The kind of dreanthat wll thin our
chains until we can snap them" "Odin send nore dreans like it," grunted the
Nor senman

9. The Bargai ning O Sharane

VWHEN Zachel blew the horn again Kenton had no needof it to send himto
sl eep. The sharp eyes of the overseerhad seen through Sigurd's
self-sacrificing stratagem andhe had watched Kenton continually, |ashing him
when hefaltered or let the whole burden of the oar fall upon theNorseman. His
hands were blistered, every bone and nus-cle ached, and his mnd lay dulled in
his weary body. Andthus it was between the next five sl eeps.



Once he roused hinmsel f enough to ask Sigurd a questionthat had been
going round and round in his brain. Halfthe rowers in the pit were behind the
line that separatedblack deck fromivory-that |ine which neither Kl anethand
his crew nor Sharane and her wonen coul d cross. YetZachel roamed at will from
one end of that pit to theother; other priests, too, for he had seen them And
al -t hough he had not seen Klaneth or G gi or the Persianthere, he did not
doubt that they could come and go ifthey so wi shed. Wiy, then, did not the
bl ack robes swarnmup the farther side and overwhel mthe rosy cabi n? Wydid not
Sharane and her wonen drop into the pit andlay siege to the ebon cabi n? Wy
did they not launchtheir javelins, their arrows, over the pit of the rowers
i ntot he wol fpack of the black priest? It was a warl ock ship, the Viking had
repeat ed, and thespell upon it no sinple one. The slave who had died hadtold
hi mthat he had been on the ship since the gods hadl aunched her, and that the
same unseen, nysterious bar-rier shut off the side of the rowers that rimed
Shar ane' sdeck. Nor could javelin or arrow or other missile otherthan those
hurl ed by god and goddess penetrate it.

Hurmanl y, each opposing canp was hel pl ess agai nst theother. There were
other laws, too, the slave had tol dSigurd. Neither Sharane nor Kl aneth could
| eave the shipwhen it hove to in harbor. Sharane's wonen coul d. Thebl ack
priest's men, yes-but not for |ong. Soon they mustreturn. The ship drew t hem
back. Wat woui d happen tothemif they did not return? The slave had not
known, had said that such thing was inpossible, the ship would drawt hem back

Kent on pondered over all this as with aching back hepushed and pulled at
the oar. Decidedly these were prac-tical, efficient deities who had dooned the

shi p. overl ook-ing no detail, he thought, half amused.

Wl |, they had created the ganme, and certainly they hadthe right to nake
that game's rul es. He wondered whet her Sharane could roamat will fromstemto
stern when hehad conquered the ship. Wondering still, he heard thedrone of

Zachel 's horn begin, and pitched, content, intothe bottom ess oubliette of
sleep it opened.

He awoke fromthat sixth sleep with mnd crystal clear.an astonishing
sense of well being, and a body once nore free frompain and flexible and
vi gorous. He pulled at hisoar strongly and easily. ""Strength flows up
to you fromthe sea even as | fore-told," grunted Sigurd.

Kent on nodded absently, his sharpened m nd grapplingwith the probl em of
escape from his chains.

What went on in the pit and on the ship while therowers were asl eep?
What chance would offer then to freehinself and the Viking if he could stay
awake? |If he could stay awake! But how could he close his ears to that horn
whi chpoured sleep into themas the sirens of old poured withtheir songs fata
fascination into the ears of sailors strayed.within their ken? The sirens! The
story of crafty U ysses' adventure withthose sea wormen flashed into his
menory. How desirehad cone upon that wanderer to hear the siren song-yetno
desire to let it draw himto them How he had sailedinto their domain; had
filled his oarsnmen's ears with nelt-ed wax; had nmade them bind himto the mast
wi th openears, and then, cursing, straining at his bonds, mad withdesire to
leap into their white arns, had heard their en-chanted nmeasures-and sail ed
saf e awnay.

A wind arose-a steady wind that filled the sail anddrove the ship
t hrough gently cresting waves. Cane command to rest oars. Kenton sl ouched
down upon the bench. Sigurd was in one of his silent noods, face brooding,
gazefar away, filled with dreans of other days when his drag-ons cleft the
Nort hern Ccean

Kent on dropped hi s hands upon the silken rags uponhis legs; his fingers
began, seemingly idly, to unravel theirthreads, tw st and knot theminto
little silken cylinders.He worked on, the Viking unheeding. Now two were
fin-ished. He pal ned one, rubbed as idly the side of his face,and so rubbing
slipped the little silken cylinder into anear. He waited for a tine; slipped
in the other ear thesecond plug. The roaring of the wind sank to a | oud
whi s- peri ng.



Carefully, unhurrying, he drew them out; tw sted norethreads around
them Again he set themin place. Now thewi nd's roar was only a mnurnuring,
faint and far away. Sati sfied, he slipped the silken cylinders under his
torngirdle.

On sped the ship. And after a while the slaves canme and dashed their
buckets over himand the Viking; brought them food and drink

On the very edge of the sl eep-horn drone Kentonsl unped down upon the
bench, face on forearns, thesilken cylinders hidden under thunbs. Swiftly
heslipped themin his ears. Then he let every muscle golinp The droning
di m ni shed to a faint, hardly heardhumm ng. Even so, a |anguor crept through
him Hefought it. He beat the |anguor back. The hunmm ng ceased. He heard the
overseer go by him | ooked after himthroughhal f-raised |ids; saw hi mascend
that pit's steps and passover the deck to Kl aneth's cabin.

The bl ack deck was enpty. As though shifting in slumber Kenton rolled
over, threw an arm across the back ofthe bench, rested his head upon it, and
t hrough | ower edl ashes took stock of what |ay behind him He heard | aughter
gol den, chimng. To the edge of herdeck, black haired Satal u beside her
wal ked Sharane. Sheseated herself there, unbound her hair, shook the
flam ngred gold cloud of it over face and shoul ders; sat within itas though
within a perfuned, silken red gold tent. Satal uraised a shining tress; began
to conb it.

Through that web of [oveliness he felt Sharane's eyesupon him
Involuntarily his own opened wi de; clung toher hidden ones. She gasped, half
rose, parted the cur-tains of her hair, stared at himin wonder."He is awake!"
she whi spered. "Sharane! " he breat hed.

He wat ched shane creep again into her eyes-her facegrow cold. She raised
her head, sniffed daintily.

"Satalu," she said, "is there not a stronger taint fromhe pit?" Again
she silted her nose. "Yes-I amsure thereis. Like the old slave market at Uruk
when they broughtthe new slaves in." "l-I notice it not, nmistress," faltered

Sharane's voice was nercil ess."See there he sits.
" "Yet he-he | ooks not

Sat al u. "Way yes-of course
A new sl ave; a strange slave who sl eepswith open eyes.
like a slave," again faltered herhandmai den

"No" questioned Sharane sweetly. "\Wat has hap-pened to your nenory,
girl? What is the badge of a slave?" The black haired girl did not answer;
bent | ow over thelocks of her mstress.

"A chain and the brand of whips," nocked Sharane."These are the slave's
badge. And this new slave has both -in plenty." Still Kenton was silent
beneat h her nockery; nade nonovenent; indeed scarce heard her, his burning
eyes drinking in her beauty.

"Ah, but | dreaned one canme to ne with great words, abearer of proni ses,
fanni ng hope in ny heart," sighedSharane. "I opened ny heart to himin that
dream Satalu. Al ny heart! And he repaid nme with lies-and his prom ses were
enpty-and he was a weakling-and my girls beat him And now it seens to ne that
there sits that liar and weakling of my dreans with brand of whip upon his
back and weak hands chained. A slave!"

"Mstress! Oh, Mstress!" whispered Satalu. But Kenton kept silence,
al t hough now her nockery began to sting.

And suddenly she rose, thrust hands through shining | ocks.

"Satal u," she murmured, "would you not think thatsight of ne would
awaken even a slave? That any slave, so he were young and strong, would break
his chains- for nme?"

She swayed, turned; through her thin robes gl eaned exquisite, rosy
curves of breast and thigh; lithe | oveliness. She spread wi de the nets of her
hair, peered through themat himw th wanton eyes; preened herself, thrust out
atiny, rosy foot, a dinpled knee.

He rai sed his head recklessly, the hot blood rushing through

"The chains will break, Sharane!" he called. "I will break them never
fear! And then--" "And then-" she echoed, "and then ny girls shall beatyou as
before!" she nocked, and sped away.



He wat ched her go, pulse beating |ike druns. He sawher halt and whi sper
to Satalu. The black haired girl turned, made hi ma warning gesture. He cl osed
his eyes, droppedhead on arm And soon he heard the feet of Zachel strid-ing
down the steps, go by him The waki ng whistle shrilled.

Why, if her nockery had been real, had she warned hi n? Sharane | ooked
down upon hi magain from her deck

Ti me had gone by since she had stood there nocki nghim Tinme had gone,
but how neasured in his own lost world Kenton had no neans of telling, meshed
as he wasin the ship's tinel ess web.

Sleep after sleep he had lain on his bench, watching forher. She had
kept to her cabin-or if she had not, shehad kept herself fromhis sight.

Nor had he told the Viking that he had broken thespell of the sleep
horn. Sigurd he trusted, heart and soul.Yet he was not sure of the Norsenman's
subtlety; not cer-tain that he could feign the charmed slunber as Kentondi d.
He could not take the risk

And now agai n Sharane stood and | ooked down uponhim fromthe platform
close to the enerald mast. Thesl aves slept. There was none at watch on the
bl ack deck. There was no nockery now in Sharane's face. And whenshe spoke she
struck straight home to the heart of herpurpose.

"\Whoever you are, whatever you nmay be," she whis-pered, "two things can
you do. Cross the barrier. Remai nawake when the ot her slaves nust sleep. You
have tol d nethat you can break your chains. Since those two thingsyou can do-|
find belief within ne that of the third youal so speak the truth. Unless--" She
paused; he read her thought.

"Unless | lied to you about that as | lied to you before,"he said
levelly. "Well, those were no lies | told you." "If you break your chains,"”
she said, "will you slayKl aneth?" He feigned to consider

"Why should I kill Kl aneth?" he asked at |ast.

"Why? Why?" Scorn tinged her voice. "Has he notset his chains upon you?
Had you whi pped? Made yousl ave?" "Did not Sharane drive me forth with
javel ins?" heasked. "D d not Sharane pour salt in nmy wounds wth
her mockery-her |aughter?" "But-you lied to ne!" she cried.

Agai n he feigned consideration

"What will this liar, weakling, and slave gain if he kills the black
priest for you?" he asked bluntly.

"Gai n?" she repeated bl ankly.

"What will you pay me for it?" he said.

"Pay you? Pay you! Oh!" The scorn in her eyesscorched him "You shall be
pai d. You shall have free-domthe pick of ny jewels-all of them-" "Freedoml
shal | have when | have slain Kl aneth," heanswered. "And of what use to ne are
your jewels onthis cursed ship?" "You do not understand," she said. "The bl ack
priestslain, | can set you on any |land you wish in this world.In all of them
jewel s have val ue." She paused, then: "And have they no worth in that |andfrom
whence you cone, and to which, unchained, itseens you can return whenever
danger threatens?" Her voice was honeyed poi son. But Kenton only | aughed.

"What nore do you want ?" she asked. "If they be not , enough-what nore?"
"You!" he said.
"Me!" she gasped incredul ously. "I give nmyself to any man-for a price!

| -give nyself to you! Youwhi pped dog!" She stormed. "Never!" Up to this
Kenton's play with her had been cal cul ated; but now he spoke with wath as
real and hot as hers.

"No!" cried Kenton. "No! You'll not give yourself to ne!For, by God,

Sharane, I'Ill take you!"™ He thrust a clenched, chained hand out to her

"Master of this ship I'll be, and with no hel p fronyou-you who have
called ne a liar and slave and nowwul d throw nme butcher's pay. No! When
master theship it will be by ny owmn hand. And that sane handshal|l naster-you!"

"You threaten ne!" Her face flaned wath. "You!" She thrust a hand into her
breast, drew out a slenderknife-hurled it at him As though it had struck
someadamantine wall, invisible, it clanged, fell to her feet, bl ade snapped
fromhilt.



She pal ed, shrank

"Hate nme!" jeered Kenton. "Hate me, Sharane; Forwhat is hate but the
flame that cleans the cup for wineof |lovel™ Wth no soft closing of her cabin
door did she gowithin it. And Kenton, laughing grimy, bent his headover his
oar; was soon as sound asl eep as the Norsenmansnoring beside him

10. The Ship A-Sailing

HE AWAKENED to a stirring and humm ng through allthe ship. On ivory deck
and bl ack the ship's fol k stood, pointing, talking, gesticulating. A flock of
birds, the firsthe had seen in this strange world, hovered above him Their
wi ngs were shaped like those of great butter-flies. Their plumage shone as
t hough | acquered in glowing vermlions and pale golds. Fromtheir opened
beakscanme a chimng tumult as of little tinkling bells.

"Land!" the Viking exclaimed. "W run into harbor.Food and water mnust be
low. " There was a brisk wind blowing and the oars at rest. Carel ess of Zachel's
| ash, Kenton | eaped upon the bench, | ooki ng over the bow. The overseer gave no
heed, hi sown eyes intent upon what |ay before.

It was a sun yellow isle, high and rounded, andsplashed with craters of
color like nests of rainbows. Save for these pansied dapplings, the island
curved allglowing topaz, fromits base in the opal escent shall ows ofthe azure
sea to its crest, where feathered trees droopedbranches |ike i mense panaches
of ostrich plumes dyedgol den anber. Over and about that gol den isle shot
flashes of iridescences fromwhat seemed | um nous flying fl owers.

Cl oser drew the ship. At the bow the dansel s of Sharane cl ustered,
| aughi ng and chattering. And upon herbal cony was Sharane, watching the isle
with wistful eyes.

Now it was cl ose indeed. Down ran the peacock sail.The ship rowed slowy
and nore slowy to the shore; notUntil the curved prow had al nbst touched that
shore di dthe steersman shift the rudder and bring the ship sharpl yabout. As
they drifted, the plunmes of the strange treesswept the deck with | ong | eaves,
delicately feathered asthose the frost etches on the w nter pane. Topaz
yel  owand sun anber were those | eaves; the branches from which they hung
glistened as though cut fromyellow chrysolite.l mense clusters of flowers
dropped fromthem Ilily shaped, flame scarlet.

Slowy, ever nmore slowy, drifted the ship. It crept by a wide cleft
that cut into the heart of the isle. The sidesof this vale were harl equined
with the cratered colors,and Kenton saw that these were fields of flowers,
clusteredas though they filled deep circled anphitheaters. Thefl ashing
i ri descences were birds-birds of every size fromsmallest dragon flies to those
whose wi ng-spread was thatof condors in the high Andes. Large and snall, on
eachglittered the |acquered butterfly w ngs.

The isle breathed fragrance. O green upon it there wasnone, save for
the enmerald glintings of the birds.

The valley slid behind them Ever nore slowy thefeathered trees brushed
t he deck. The ship slipped intothe mouth of a glen at whose end a cataract
droppedrai n of pearl into a golden ferned pool. There was therattling of a
chai n; an anchor splashed. The bow of theship swung in; nosed through the
foliage; touched the bank

Over the rail clinmbed the wonen of Sharane, upon their heads great
baskets. From her bal cony Sharanel ooked after them w th deeper wi stful ness.
The wonennelted within the flower spangl ed boskage; fainter andfainter cane
their voices; died away. Sharane, chincupped in white hands, drank in the |and
and wi th wi deand | ongi ng eyes. Above her red gold hair stream ngthrough the
silver crescent a bird hovered-a bird allgleamnm ng eneral ds and fl ashi ng bl ues,
chimng peals offairy bells. Kenton saw tears upon her cheeks. She caughthis
gaze, dashed them away angrily. She half turned asthough to go; then slipped
down woeful ly behi nd oneof her bal cony's tiny blossom ng trees where he could
no | onger see her weeping.



Now her woren fil ed back al ong the bank, their basketsfilled with
pl under; fruits, gourds purple and white, andgreat clusters of those pods he
had eaten when first hehad broken fast upon the ship. Into the cabin
t heyt rooped, and out again with baskets enpty. Tine upontimnme they cane and
went. At |ast they bore away skinsinstead of the woven hanpers; water bags
which they filledfromthe pool of the cataract. Tinme upon time theybrought
t hem back, swollen full, upon their shoul ders.

They trooped out once nore, burdenl ess; darted joy-ously over the rail
doffed their scanty enough robes andplunged into the pool. Like water nynphs
t hey swam andpl ayed, the pearly flow caressing, streamng fromdelicate-ly
delicious curves-pale ivory, warmrose, soft olive. They sprang fromthe pool
wove flower crowns andwith sprays of the fragrant lily bloons in arns
cl anbered, rel uctant, over the side and into the rosy cabin.

Now crawl ed over the rail the nen of Kl aneth. Theyslipped on and off the
ship with their burdens, pouredtheir |ast water skins into the casks.

Again there was stir upon the ship. The chains rat-tled, the anchor
lifted. Up and down flashed the oars,drawing the ship fromthe bank. Up rose
t he peacocksail. The ship veered, caught the w nd, swam sl ow yt hrough the
anet hysti ne shall ows. Faster swung thesweeps. The gol den isle dimnished, was
saf fron shadowi n the msts; vani shed

On sail ed the ship.

And on and on-by what signs or reckonings or towhat port Kenton could
not know. Sleep after sleep itsailed. The huge bow of silver msts whose edge
wast he horizon, contracted or expanded as those mists thick-ened or thinned.
Storns they net and weat hered; roaringstorns that changed the silver of the
msts to lurid cop-per, anbered jet, darkness deeper than night. Suddenstorns
threaded with |ightnings weird and beautiful. Light-nings that were like the
shatterings of i mense prisns,the breakings of rainbows of jewels. Storns that
trodon feet of thunder. Thunder that was netallic, tintin-nabulary; hurricanes
of clashing cynmbals followi ng showers of nulticol ored, flan ng gens.

Steadily strength of the sea poured into Kenton up hisoar blade, even as
Si gurd had prom sed; renaking himhardening him turning all his body into a
machi ne asfinely tenpered as a rapier and as flexible.

Bet ween sl eeps Sigurd chanted to him Viking tal es, Sagas unsung, | ost
epi cs of the Norse

Twi ce the black priest sent for him questioned himthreatened him
cajoled himvainly. And each tine w thblacker face sent himback to his
chai ns.

Strife of god and goddess there was none. And Sharaneduring the sleep
time of the slaves kept to her cabin. Awake, he could not turn his head to seek
her without inviting the bite of Zachel's lash. So often he | et thehorn of
sl eep have its way-what use to keep awake whil e Sharane hid? There cane a tine
when, |ying awake, he heard stepscom ng down the pit's stair. He turned, face
agai nst theback of his bench, as though in troubled slunber. The steps paused
besi de him

"Zubran," it was the voice of Ggi, "this nman has be-cone a young lion."
"Strong enough," grunted the Persian. "It is a pity thathis strength is wasted
here-driving this ship fromoneplace of weariness to another as bad." "I think
as you," said Ggi. "Strength he now has. Al sohe has courage. You renenber how
he slew the priests." "Renenber!" There was no boredomin Zubran'svoi ce now.
"Can | forget! By the heart of Rustamcould |I forget! It was the first draft
of life given me, itseened, for centuries. | owe himsonething for that."
"Also," went on Ggi, "he has loyalty where his heartturns. | told you how he
shielded with his own back theman who sl eeps beside him | liked himwell for
that, Zubran." "As a gesture," said the Persian, "it was excellent. Atrifle
florid, perhaps, for perfect taste. But still-excellent." "Courage, |oyalty,
strength," nused the drumer; then slowy, a hint of mirth in his voice, "And
cunni ng. Un-usual cunning, Zubran, since he has found a way toshut his ears to
the sleep horn-and lies here now wi de awake."

Kenton's heart stopped; began to beat furiously. How didthe drummer



know? Did he know? Was it only a guess? Desperately he strove agai nst
qui vering nerves; forced his body to remain inert.

"What!" exclaimed the Persian, incredulously. "Awake! G gi-you dream™
"Nay," said Ggi quietly. "I have watched hi mwhen he saw ne not. He is awake,
Zubran." Suddenly Kenton felt his paw upon his breast, press- ing upon his
poundi ng heart. The drummer chuckl ed; wi thdrew the hand.

"Also," he said, approvingly, "he has caution. Alittle he trusts ne-but
not too much. Nor does he know youwel| enough as yet, Zubran, to give you any
trust at all.

Therefore he lies quiet, saying to hinself: 'Ggi cannotreally know. He
cannot be sure as long as | do not openny eyes.' Yes, he has caution. But see,
Zubran, he can-not keep the blood fromstealing up into his face, norslow his
heart to the cal mrhythm of sleep."Again he chuckled, half-maliciously."And
there is other proof of his caution, in thathe has not told his conrade that
the horn has no powerover him Hear the |ong haired one snore? No
m st aki ngt hat for wakefulness. | like that too-he knows that asecret shared by
two runs risk of being none." "He seenms sound asleep to nme." Kenton felt the
Per si anbend down over hi m doubtfully.

H s eyelids fought to rise; by sheer will he kept thendown, breathing
regul arly, motionless. How | ong woul dt hey stand there | ooking at hi n?At | ast
G gi broke the silence.

"Zubran," he said, quietly, "like you, I tire of the blackpriest and
this fruitless strife between Ishtar and Nergal . Yet bound by our vows neither
you nor | may cone to grips with Klaneth, nor may we harmhis nen. It matters
not that by trickery those vows were gotten fromus. W rmade them and t hey
bind. As long as Nergal's priestrules Nergal's deck we may not give him
battle. But suppose Klaneth no | onger ruled-that another hand thrust himto
his dark master?" "A nmighty hand that! Were on these seas could wefind such a
hand? And if found, how persuade it to closeon Klaneth?" jeered the Persian

"I think-it is here." Kenton felt again the drummer's touch. "Courage
and loyalty and strength, quick wit and caution. He has all these. Beside-he
can pass thebarrier!"™ "By Ahriman! That is so!" whispered the Persian."Now
woul d make anot her vow," said Ggi. "A vowin which you would join. If this
man' s chai ns were- broken, easily then could he pass to Sharane's cabin;
easily now, | think, regain his sword.” "Well, what then?" asked Zubran. "He
woul d still have Klaneth to nmeet and all his pack. And we could nothelp him™
"No," answered the drummer. "But neither would wehinder him Qur vows do not
bind us to fight for theblack priest, Zubran. Were | this man-with ny chai ns
br oke-and sword regai ned-1 would find way to rel easethis conrade sl eeping
beside him He, | think, could keepoff the pack while this wolf cub, who is
now no | ongercub but grown, could match hinself against Kl aneth." "Wll-" the
Persi an began doubtful ly; then changed tocheerful ness-"1 would see himl oosed,
Ggi. At the least,it would give break to this cursed nonotony. But you spoke
of a vow" "A vow for a vow," answered G gi. "If broken werehis chains, if he
regai ned sword, if he nmet Kl aneth andwe fought not against himat Klaneth's
side, and if heslew Klaneth, would he vow conradeship with you and nme, Zubran?
| wonder?" "Wy shoul d he make that vow to us," asked Zubran, "unless-we
| oosed his chains?" "Exactly," whispered Ggi. "For if he nade that vow |
woul d | oose them " Hope sprang flaming up in Kenton. Cold doubt foll owed. Was
this all a trap? Atrick to tornment hin? He woul dt ake no chance-and
yet-freedom G gi again bent over him

"Trust ne, WIf," he said, low "Vow for vow. I|f you accept-look at ne."
The dice were offered him Wre they straight orwei ghted, he would cast them
Kent on opened his eyes,stared straight for an instant into the tw nkling beads
of jet so close. Then he closed themtight; resuned hisslow breathing; his
senbl ance of deepest sl unber.

And G gi rose fromhim |aughing. He heard the twonove away, up the
pit's steps.

Freedom again! Could it be true? And when woul dG gi-were it true and
no, trap-when would G gi | oosehis chains? Long he |lay between fiery hope and



chillingdoubt. Could it be true? Freedom And-- Sharane!

11. G gi Snaps The Chains

NOT LONG did Kenton have to wait. Hardly hadthe next faint hum of the
sl eep horn died than he felta touch on his shoulder. Longer fingers twtched
hi sears, raised his eyelids. He | ooked into the face of G gi.Kenton pulled out
the little silken cylinders that shutoff the conpelling slunmber of the horn

"So that is how you do it." Ggi examned themw th interest. He
squatted down beside him

"Wl f," he said, "I have conme to have a talk w thyou, so that you may
know ne a little better. | woul dcontinue to sit here beside you, but sonme of
t hose cursedpriests may come prow i ng around. Therefore, in a nmoment | shal
seat nyself on Zachel's stool. Wen | havedone so, turn you around facing ne,
taking that highly deceptive attitude | have so often watched you assunme." He
stepped up on the bench. "Zubran is with Kl aneth, argui ng about the gods.
Zubran, although sworn to Nergal,thinks hima rather inferior copy of Ahriman,
t he Persiangod of darkness. He is also convinced that this whol ematter of
war f are between Nergal and Ishtar for theship lacks not only originality and
i ngenuity, but taste-sonething, indeed, that his own gods and goddesses
woul dnot do; or if they did, would do nuch better. This angers Kl aneth, which
greatly rejoices Zubran." Once nore he arose and | ooked about him

"However," he went on, "this tine he is arguing tokeep Kl aneth and
especi ally Zachel away while we tal k,since Klaneth | eans a great deal upon
Zachel in theseargunents. | have told themthat | cannot bear their talk and
that | will watch on Zachel's seat until it is finished. And it will not be
finished until | return, for Zubran is clever, oh, very clever and he expects
ourtalk to lead, ultimately, to permanent relief of his bore- He glanced
slyly at the ivory deck

"So do not fear, WIf." He swayed upon his dwarfedlegs. "Only as | go,
slip sideways and keep your eyeson nme. | will give you warning if warning is
needed." He waddl ed away, clinbed into the overseer's seat. Kenton, obeying
him turned sleepily; rested armon benchand head on arm

"Wl f," said Ggi suddenly, "is there a shrub calledthe chilquor in the
pl ace from whence you cane?" Kenton stared at him struck dunb by such a
guestion.Yet G gi nust have sonme reason for asking it. Had heever heard of
such a shrub? He searched his nmenory.

"Its | eaves are about so large." Ggi parted finger-tips for inches
three. "It grows only upon the edge of thedesert and it is rare-sorrowfully
rare. Look you-per-haps you know it by another name. Perhaps this will
enlighten you. You bruise the buds just before they open. Then you m x them
wi th sesamum oil and honey and alittle burned ivory and spread it like a paste
over yourhead. Then you rub and rub and rub-so and so andso-" he illustrated
vi gorously upon his bald and shining pate.

"And after a little," he said, "the hair begins to sprout; like grain
under the rains of spring it grows, until soon-Io-naked dome is covered.
Instead of the light fly-ing off affrighted fromshining done it plays within
newhair. And once nore the man who was bald is beautiful in the eyes of woman!
"By Nadak of the Goats; By Tanith, the di spenserof delights!" cried Ggi with
ent husi asm "That pastegrows hair! How it does grow hair! Upon a nel on woul dit
grow it. Yes, even those planks rightly rubbed by itwould sprout hair |ike
grass. You are sure you do not know it?"

Struggling with his amazenment Kenton shook his head."Well," said G gi
sorrowmfully. "Al'l this the chil quorbuds can do. And so | search for them"
here he sighedmi ghtily-"who woul d once nore be beautiful in woman's eyes." He
si ghed agai n. Then one by one he fl ecked the backsof the sleeping slaves with
Zachel ' s whi p-even the back of Sigurd.

"Yes," he murmured, "yes, they sleep." H's black eyes tw nkled on
Kenton, the slit nouth grinned.



"You wonder," he said, "why | talk of such trivial mat-ters as shrubs
and hair and bald pates, while you liechained. Wll, WIf, these matters are
far fromtrivial.They brought ne here. And were | not here-woul d youhave hope
of freedom think you? Ah, no," said Ggi."Life is a serious matter. Therefore
all parts of it nmustbe serious. And therefore no part of it can be trivial
Letus rest for a nmonent. Wolf, while you absorb that great truth." Again, one
by one, he flecked the backs of the sl eepingsl aves.

"Well, Wwlf," he went on, "now | shall tell you how cane aboard this
ship because of the chilquor, its ef-fect on hair and because of ny bald pate.
And you shal | see how your fortune rests upon them Wl f, when | was but a
child in Nineveh, girls found nme singularly at-tractive.

" 'Ggi!" they would cry as | passed by them 'Ggi, little love, little
darling! Kiss me, Ggi!'" " Ggi's voice was |udicrously Ianguishing; Kenton
| aughed.

"You | augh. Wbl f!" observed the drummer. "Well-that makes us under st and
each other better." H s eyes tw nkled inpishly.

"Yes," he said, "Kiss nme,' they cried. And | woul dkiss them because
found themall as singularly attractive as each found ne. And as | grew, this
nmutual attraction increased. You have no doubt noticed," said G gi
conpl acently, "that | am an unusual figure of a man. Butas | passed from
adol escence ny greatest beauty was, perhaps, ny hair. It was |ong and bl ack

and ringleted, and ittell far over ny shoulders. | perfumed it and cared
forit, and the tender little vessels of joy who |loved newould twi ne their
fingers init when I lifted them upon ny head or when ny head was on their

knees. Theyjoyed in it even as |

"And then | had a fever. \When | recovered, all nybeautiful hair was
gone! " He paused to sigh again.

There was a wonman of N neveh who pitied nme. She itwas who anointed ny
head with the chil quor paste; toldnme how to nmake it; showed me the grow ng
shrub. After years of-ah, mutual attraction-1 had fever again. Andagain ny
hair vanished. | was in Tyre then, Wl f, andmade what haste | could to return
to Nineveh. When |I did return, the kindly wonan was dead and a sand st or mhad
covered the spot where she had pointed out to nmethe chil quor shrubs!" He
si ghed, prodigiously. Kenton, amused and fasci-nated by his tale as he was,
could not forbear a sus-picious glance after that nelancholy exhalation. It
seened overdone.

"Then before | could search further,” went on Ggi,hurriedly, "word cane
to ne that one who | oved ne-a princess,-was on her way to Ni neveh to see ne.
Shamewas m ne and angui sh! | could not neet her with a bal dpate. For no one
| oves a bald nan!" "Nobody | oves a fat man," grinned Kenton. He hadspoken, it
seened, in his own tongue for the drummer ap-parently had not under stood.

"What did you say?" he asked.

"I said," answered Kenton, gravely, "that for onewhose excellencies are
as great as yours, the loss of yourhair should have been of no nore

consequence to awoman than the falling of one feather froma pet bird." "That
is a fine tongue of yours," remarked G gi, stolidly."That it can say so nuch
in so few sounds.™ "Well," he continued. "I was distressed indeed. | could
have hi dden-but | feared nmy will would not bestrong enough to keep ne hid. She
was a very lovely princess, WIf. Besides, | knew that if she found that | was

in Nineveh, as find out she surely woul d, she woul drout ne out. She was a fair
woman. And this is the onedifference between the fair wonmen and the dark-that
thelatter wait for you to cone for them but the fornersearch for you. And
could go to no other city to hide-for in each of them were other wonmen who
adm redne. What was | to do?" "Way didn't you get a wi g?" asked Kenton, so
inter-ested nowin Ggi's tale that his chains were forgotten

"I told you, Wlf, that they loved to thread their fingers through ny

| ocks," answered G gi, severely. "Couldany wig stay in place under such
treat ment ? Not whent he wonen were such as loved me-No! No! | will tellyou what
| did. And here is where you will see how nyl ost hair and you are entangl ed.

The High Priest of Nergal in Nineveh was a friend of mne. |I went to himand



asked himfirst to work a magic that would plantnmy head afresh with hair. He
was indignant-said thathis art was not to be debased for such a comon
pur pose.

"It was then. WIf, that | began to have ny suspicionsof the real power
of these sorcerers. | had seen this priestperformgreat magic. He had raised
phant oms that hadrai sed ny hair-when | had it. How nmuch easier thenought it to
have been for himto have raised my hairw thout the trouble of raising the
phantoms too? | suggested this. He grew nore indignant-said that he dealtwth

gods, not barbers! "But now | know better. He could not do it! | madet he best
of the matter, however, and asked himto put nmefor a while where ny princess
could not find ne andwhere, weak willed as | am | could not go to her

Hesnil ed, and said he knew just the place. He inducted nmeas an acolyte to
Nergal and gave ne a token that he saidwould insure me recognition and good

wi Il fromone henanmed Kl aneth. Al so he sealed ne with certain vows, notto be
broken. | took them cheerfully, thinking them buttenporary, and his friend
Kl aneth the high priest ofsome hidden tenple where I would be safe. | went

tosl eep that night trustfully, happy as a child. | awakened, WI f-here! "It was
a sorry jest," nuttered Ggi, angrily. "And asorry jest would it be for that
Ninevite priest if |I knewthe way back to himl "Bui here | have been ever
since," he added, briskly."Barred by my acolytage to Nergal fromcrossing to
t hat ot her deck where there is a little vessel of joy nanedSatalu whom | woul d
fain take within ny hands. Barredby other vows from | eaving the ship wherever
it maytouch for food and gear-since it was sanctuary | askedfromwhich | could
not go nor my princess cone to nme." "By Tiamat of the Abyss-1 got the
sanctuary | asked!"he excl ai ned, ruefully enough. "And by Bel who con-quered
Tiamat-1 am as weary of the ship as Zubran himself "Yet were | not here," he
added, as by afterthought,who woul d | oose you of your chains? A shrub and
| ackfo hair, an anorous princess and ny vanity-these brought me on the ship
to set you free when you came. & such threads do the gods weave our
destinies." He |l eaned forward, all malice gone fromtw nkling eyes,a grotesque
tenderness on the frog-1like nouth.

"I like you. Wl f," he said, sinply.

"I like you, Ggi," all Kenton's defenses were down. "G eatly, indeed, do
| like you. And trust fully. But-Zubran--" "Have no doubts about Zubran,"
snapped G gi. "He,too, was tricked upon this ship and is even nore eagerthan |

to be free. Sone day he shall tell you his story, asl have mine. Ho! Ho!"

| aughed the drumrer. "Ever seek-ing the new, ever tiring of the known is
Zubran. And thisis his fate-to be shot into a whole new world and find itworse
than his old. Nay, Wl f, fear not Zubran. Wthshield and sword will he stand
besi de you-until he tireseven of you. But even then will he be loyal." He grew
sol emn, kept unwi nki ng gaze on Kenton, searching, it seened, his soul

"Consider well, WIf," he whispered. "The odds are all agai nst you. W
two may not help you as long as Klanethis lord of his deck. It may be that you
cannot free thel ong-haired one beside you, You have Kl aneth to faceand twenty
of his nen-and, it may be, Nergal! And if youl ose-death for you-and after
long, long torture. Here,chained to your oar, you are at |east alive. Consider
wel 1" Kenton held out to himhis prisoned wists.

"When will you | oose ny chains, Ggi?" was all he said

Ggi's face lighted, his black eyes blazed, he sprang up-right, the
gol den |l oops in his pointed ears dancing.

"Now " he said. "By Sin, the Father of Gods! By Shamash his Son and by
Bel the Smiter-now" He thrust his hands between Kenton's wai st and thegreat
circlet of bronze that bound it; pulled it apart asthough it had been nmade of
putty; he broke the | ocks ofthe nanacles on Kenton's wists.

"Run free. WIf!" he whispered. "Run free!"™ Wth never a | ook behind
him he waddled to the pit'ssteps and up them Slowy Kenton stood upon his
feet.H s chains dropped fromhim He | ooked down at thesleeping Viking. How
could he unfasten his links? How,if he could unfasten, awaken him before
Zachel canehurrying down anmong the slaves? Again be | ooked about him At the
foot of the over- seer's high stool lay a shining knife, |ong-bladed,



t hi n- bl aded, dropped there by G gi-for hin? He did not know But he did know
that with it he mght pick the Viking slocks. He took a step toward it-- How
I ong he was in taking the second step

And there was a m st before his eyes.

Through that mist the sleeping forms of the oarsmenwavered-were |ike
phant oms. And now he coul d nol onger see the knife.

He rubbed his eyes, |ooked down on Sigurd. He was awaith! He | ooked at
the sides of the ship. They nelted awayeven as he sought them He had a
gli npse of sparklingturquoise sea. And then-it becane vaporous. Was not! Cease
to be! And now Kenton floated for an instant in thick mstshot through wth
silvery light. The light snapped out.He hurtled through. a black void filled
with tunmult of vast w nds.

The bl ackness snapped out! Through his closed lids he saw light. And he
was no longer falling. He stood, rocking, upon his feet. He opened his
eyes--Once nore he was within his own room Qutside humred the traffic of the
Avenue, punctuated by blasts of auto horns.

Kenton rushed over to the jewel ed ship. Except for theslaves, on it was
but one little figure-one toy. A mani ki nwho stood half way down the pit steps,
nmout h open, whipat feet, stark astonishment in every rigid |ine.

Zachel , the overseer! He | ooked down into the galley pit. The slaves |ay
asl eep, oars at rest--- And suddenly he caught sight of hinself in the
longmrror! Stood, wondering, before it! For what he saw was never the Kenton
who had beenborne out of that room upon the breast of the inrushingnystic sea.
H s mout h had hardened, eyes grown fearless,falcon bright. Over all his
br oadened chest the muscl esran not bul gi ng, bound-but graceful, flexible, and
steel hard. He flexed his arms, and the muscles ran ripplingal ong them He
turned, scanned his back in the mrror

Scars covered it, healed teeth marks of the lash. The |ash of Zachel---
Zachel -the toy? No toy had nade those scars! No oars of toy had brought into
bei ng those nmuscles! And suddenly all Kenton's m nd awoke. Awoke andwas filled
wi th shane, with burning |onging, despair.

What woul d Sigurd think of himwhen he awakenedand found hi m gone-Si gurd
wi th whom he had swor nbl ood brothershi p? What would G gi think-Ggi, whohad
made vow for vow with him and trusting him had broken his chains? A frenzy
shook him He nust get back! Get back be-fore Sigurd or G gi knew that he was
no | onger on the ship.

How | ong had he been away? As though in answer a clock began chimng. He
counted. Eight strokes! Two hours of his own tine had passed whil e he hadbeen
on the ship. Two hours only? And in those twohours all these things had
happened? H s body changed to-this? But in those two m nutes he had been back
in his roomwhat had happened on the ship? He nmust get back! He nust. .

He t hought of the fight before him Could he take his automatics with
hi m when he went back-if he coul d goback? Wth them he could match any
sorceries of theblack priest. But they were in another room in anotherpart of
hi s house. Again he | ooked at hinself in the glass.|If his servants saw
hi mt hus! They woul d not know hi m How coul d he expl ai n? Who woul d bel i eve hin®
And they mght tear himaway-away fromthis roomivhere the ship lay. This room
that held his only doorwayback into Sharane's world! He dared not risk going
fromthat room

Kenton threw hinsel f upon the fl oor; grasped the gol den chains that hung
fromthe ship's bowso thin theywere, so small on thitfthe ship of jeweled
toys! He threw his will upon the ship! Sunmoning it! Comnmanding it! The
gol den chains stirred within his grasp. Theyswelled. He felt a tearing wench.
Thi cker grew the chains. They were lifting him Again the dreadfu
wr enchi ng, tearing at every nuscle, nerve and bone.

Hs feet swng free

The vast wi nds howl ed around himfor a heartbeat only. They were gone.
In their place was the rushing ofwind driven waves. He felt the kisses of
their spray.

Beneath himwas a raci ng azure sea. Hi gh above hinturved the prow of the



Ship of Ishtar. But not the ship of jewel ed toys. No! The ensorcelled ship of
whi ch thetoy ship was the synbol; the real ship on which bl owswere actual and
death | urked-death that even now m ghtbe watching him poised to strike! The
chain he clutched passed up the side of the bowand into the hawser port
painted |ike a great eye betweenthe bowward wall of the cabin and the curved
prow. Behind himthe great oars rose and fell. He could notbe seen fromthem

t he oarsmen's backs were toward himand the oar ports were covered with strong
| eat her, t hrough which the shanks slipped; shields to protectthe rowers from
waves dashi ng past those ports. Nor,under the hang of the hull as he was,
could he be seen fromthe black deck

Slowy, silently, hand over hand, pressing his body asclose to the hul
as he could, he began to creep up thechain. Up to Sharane's cabin. Up to that
l[ittle wi ndow hat opened into her cabin fromthe closed bit of deck be-neath
the great scinmitar.

Slowy, nmore slowy, he crept; pausing every few linksto listen; he
reached at | ast the hawser port; he threw al eg over the bulwark, and dropped
upon the little deck. He rolled beneath the wi ndow, flattened hinself
agai nstthe cabin wall; hidden now fromevery eye upon the ship; hidden even
from Sharane, shoul d she peer through thatw ndow.

Crouched there-waiting.

12. Master O The Ship

KENTON rai sed his head, cautiously. The chains passedt hrough a hawser
port, wound around a crude w ndl assand were fastened to a thin, double hook
that was nore |ike a grappling iron than anchor. Evidently, although con-tro
of steering gear, mast and rowers' pit was in thehands of the black priest,

t he wonen of Sharane | ookedafter anchorage. He noted, with some anxiety, a
door | eadi ng out of the cabin's farther side-the portion thathoused her warrior
mai ds. But it was not |ikely, hethought, that any would conme out as |long as

t he shi pwas under sail and oar. At any rate he would have to take that risk.

Thr ough the opened wi ndow above hi m he coul d hear the hum of voices.
Then that of Sharane cane to him scornful

"He broke his chains, even as he had proni sed-and then fled!" "But
mstress," it was Satalu. "Were could he go? Hedid not cone here. How do we
know t hat Kl aneth did not take hinP?" "No mistaking Klaneth's wath," answered
Sharane. "No m st aki ng the scourgi ng he gave Zachel. Both were real. Satalu."
So the black priest had scourged Zachel had he, well, that, at any rate, was
good news.

"Nay, Satalu," said Sharane, "why argue? He hadgrown strong. He broke
his chains. He fled. And so provedhi nmself the coward | called hi mand never
beli eved he was-till now" There was silence in the cabin. Then Sharane spoke
agai n.

"I am weary, Luarda-watch outside the door. Youothers to your cabin to
sl eep-or what you will. Satalu,brush ny hair alittle and then | eave ne."
Anot her silence; a |longer one. Then Satalu's voice: "Mstress, you are half
asleep. | go." Kenton waited-but not Iong. The sill of the w ndowwas about as
hi gh above the anchor deck as his chin. Heraised hinself gently; peered
within. H's gaze rested firston the shrine of the |lum nous gens, the pearls
and pal emobonstones, the milky curdled crystals. He had the feel-ing that it
was enpty, tenantless. There were no flanes in the seven little crystal
basi ns.

He | ooked down. The head of the wi de divan of ivorywith its gol den
arabesques was al nost beneath him Uponit |ay Sharane, face down upon its
cushions, clothed onlyin one thin silken veil and the floods of her red gold
hair, and weepi ng; weeping |like any woman with bruised heart.

Weepi ng for-hin? A gl eam of sapphire, a glint of steel caught his eyes.
I[twas his sword-the sword of Nabu. The sword he hadvowed he woul d not take
from her hands-woul d take, unaided, with his owmn. It hung upon a | ow rack on



thewal | just above her head; so close that she need but reachup a hand to
grasp it.
He drew back, waited inpatiently for her weeping tocease. Love for
her-or lust-he had in full. But searchhis heart now as he mght-no pity.
And soon her sobbing | essened; died away. And afteranother while of
waiting he slowy thrust his head agai nt hrough the wi ndow. She | ay asleep

face turned towardthe cabin door, tears still on the |Iong | ashes-breast
ris-ing and falling softly in the nmeasured respiration of sl unber.
Kenton gripped the sill, drew hinself softly up until shoul ders and

breast were within. Then he bent over untilhis waist rested on the | edge. Now
hi s hands touched thesoftnesses of one of the rugs upon the floor. He slid
down, gripping the sill with his insteps. Slowy, like a tunbler,he brought his
| egs down; lay prone, full length, at thehead of Sharane's bed.

Agai n he waited. Her measured breathing did notchange. He drew hinself
up on his feet. He slipped to thedoor that |ay between this cabin and that of
the warriormaids. There was a | ow murnuring of voices there. He sawa bar that,
| owered, slipped into a netal clutch on theother side, securing it.

Noi sel essly he dropped it, fastenedit. Those cats were caged, he thought,
gri nni ng.

He gl anced over the cabin. Upon a |low stool lay a snallpiece of silk;
over a settle a long one, scarf-like. Hepicked up the snmall piece and rolled
it deftly into aserviceable gag. He took the long piece and tested it. |twas
heavy and strong, just what he needed, he reflected -but not enough. He
slipped to a wall, unhooked a sim-Ilar hanging.

He tiptoed over to Sharane's bed. She stirred, uneasily, as though she
felt his eyes on her; as though she wereawakeni ng.

Bef ore she could raise her |lids Kenton had opened her MOUTH and t hrust
the silken gag within. Then throw nghinself over her, holding her down by
sheer wei ght, he jerked up her head, wound the scarf tightly around
hermouth, tied it. As swiftly he raised her fromthe hi psand wound t he bal ance
of the scarf around her arns, pinioning themto her sides.

Eyes blazing with wathful recognition, she tried to rollfrom beneath
him struck up at himw th her knees. Heshifted his weight, |ay across her
t hi ghs, bound kneesand ankles with the second scarf that he had torn fromthe
wal | .

Now she lay motionless, glaring at him He sent her akiss, nockingly.
She tried to throw herself uponthe floor. Noiselessly still, he took other
hangi ngs, w apped her round and round with them And finally hepassed a pair of
heavy cords under and over the bed; bound her fast with themto the divan.

Heedl ess of her now, he wal ked to the outer door. |Insone way he nust get
t he handmai den she call ed Luardawi thin the cabin, make her as hel pl ess as her
m stress-and as silent. He opened the door the merest slit, peeredthrough it.
Luarda sat close beside it, back turned to him gaze upon the bl ack deck

He stole away, found another small piece of silk; snatched fromthe wall
anot her hangi ng. The smal | piecehe fashioned into another gag. Then he opened
t he dooras before, placed his lips to the crack, pitched his voicehi gh and
softly; as femninely as he could, called to her: "Luarda! The nistress wants
you! Quick!"She | eaped to her feet. He shrank back, pressing himself against
the wall close beside the door frame. Un-suspiciously, she opened the door
stepped within it, andpaused for an instant, open-nouthed, at the sight of
Shar ane, bound and hel pl ess.

That instant was all Kenton needed. One arm wasaround her neck
throttling her. Wth his free hand hethrust the gag into her mouth; in the
same noment cl osed the door with his foot. The girl in his arns wig-gled |ike
a snake. He nmanaged to keep her mouth cl oseduntil he had wound the hangi ng
around jaws and throat.Her hands swept up, clawi ng hin she strove to w nd
herl egs around his. He drew the silk tighter around her neck, strangling her
When her struggles grew feeble, he boundher arnms to her side. He laid her on
the floor, and pin-ioned, as he had Sharane's, her ankles and knees.

Hel pl ess as her mistress now she lay. He picked herup; carried her over



to the divan; rolled her under it.

Not till then did he reach up and take down his sword. He stood before
Shar ane.

There was no fear in the burning eyes that stared up athim Rage enough
and to spare was there-but no fear

And Kenton | aughed | ow, bent over her, and pressedhis |lips to her own
gagged and bound ones. He ki ssedeach wrat hful eye.

"And now, Sharane," he | aughed. "I go to take theship-w thout your hel p!
And when | have taken it, |'llcone back and take-you!" He wal ked to the door,
opened it softly, swept gazeover the ship.

Upon the bl ack deck squatted G gi, forehead resting onthe edge of the
serpent drum long arns trailing dis-consolately down its sides. There was a
forl ornness aboutthe drumer that made Kenton want to cry out to himlt was an
i mpul se to which the sight of Zachel's head put speedy check. He coul d see just
the top of it over the lowail between Sharane's deck and the rowers' pit.

He crouched Il ow, until the head was out of sight-knowing that in that
position Zachel could not see himHe knotted the sword in his girdle. On hands
and kneeshe crept out of the cabin door. He saw that there was awi ndow in the
pl ace where Sharane's wonen slept. Butthere was no outward door. They mnust
pass through hercabin to gain the deck. If they suspected something am sswth
their m stress, found the door barred, undoubtedl ythey woul d conme through that
wi ndow. Wl | -he woul dhave to take his chances on that; only hope that he
coul dget nost of the work ahead of hi m done before they werearoused.

And if he could surprise Klaneth in his den, strikeswiftly and
silently-then he and the Viking could makeshort work of the rest, and the
worren coul d do whatthey pl eased. They could neither hel p nor hinder. |twould
be too | ate.

He flattened hinself to the deck; wiggled beneath thew ndow, |istened.
There was no sound of voices now. Slowy raising hinmself he saw that fromthis
poi nt theoverseer was hidden fromhimby the nast. Keeping acautious eye on
t he di sconsolate G gi. he stood up andpeered within the second cabin. There
were eight girlsthere asleep; sone pillowed on each other's breasts,
somecurl ed up on the silken cushions. He reached in, closedthe w ndow
noi sel essly.

Again he lay flat and squirned along the side of thecabin to the
starboard rail. He slipped over it. He hungfor a noment, fingers gripping the
top, feet feeling for thechain that stretched bel ow. He swung along it. Wen
hecame to its end, he raised hinself, caught the rail agai nand swung al ong
that, swiftly hand over hand.

Now the mast was directly in front of him he hadreached the spot from
whi ch he planned to strike hisfirst blow He chinned hinself, and streaned
over therail like a snake; lay flat against the bulwarks until breath cane once
nore easily.

He was in plain sight of Ggi-and as he lay thereG gi's head canme up
with a jerk fromhis drum his eyesstared straight into Kenton's own. The ugly
face brokeinto a thousand winkles of amazenent; then instantly be-cane
indifferent, imobile. He yawned, got upon his feet; then, hand over eyes,
peered intently over the port sideas though he had sighted sonething far away
upon the sea.

"By Nergal, but Kl aneth must know of this!" he said.

He waddl ed over to the black cabin.

Kenton wiggled to the edge of the pit. He had glinpseof Zachel standing
upon his platformstool, peering,searching for whatever it was that seem ngly
had soaroused the drunmer's interest.

Kenton dropped into the pit. One | eap he took andwas besi de the mast.
The overseer turned sharply. Heopened nouth to yell and swept hand down to
bel twhere his poniard was sheltered.

The sword of Kenton hissed through air and through his neck

The sheared head of Zachel |eaped fromhis shoul ders, mouth stretched
open, eyes glaring. For three heartbeatsthe body of Zachel stood upright,



bl ood spouting fromthesevered arteries, hand still gripping at the dagger

The body of Zachel squattered.

The sleep horn fell fromhis girdle. Kenton snatchedat it. The knees of
Zachel's body crunpled down on it; crushed it.

From t he benches of the oarsmen canme no sound, nooutcry; they sat,
nmout hs agape, bl ades idle.

He groped in Zachel's belt for the overseer's keys, thekeys that would
free Sigurd. He found them snatchedthem | oose, tore the dagger from Zachel's
stiffening fin- gers and raced down the narrow passage way to theViking.

"Brother! | thought you gone! Sigurd forgotten . . ." theNorseman
babbl ed. "By Gdin what a blow The dog' shead | eaped from his shoul ders as

t hough Thor had smit-ten himwith his harmer. . . ." "Quiet, Sigurd! Quiet!"
Kenton was working with des-perate haste anong the keys, trying to find that
whi chwoul d fit the Viking's fetters. "W nust fight for the ship. . . stand
together, you and I. ... Hell, damm these keys. . . which is the right one! If

we can reach Kl aneth' sden before alarmis raised stand you between ne andhis
priests. Leave Klaneth to ne. Touch not G gi norZubran the red beard. They
cannot hel p us but they havegiven vow not to fight against us ... renmenber,
Sigurd... ah... ." The nanacles at Sigurd's wists clicked and opened; the
lock on the metal belt flew open. Sigurd shook hishands free of the chains,
reached down and w enchedthe cincture fromhis waist. He stood upright,

fl axenmane streaming in the w nd.

"Free!" he howed. "Free!" "C ose your jaws!" Kenton thrust his hands
agai nstthe shouting nouth. "Do you want the pack down on usbefore we have
chance to nove!" He pressed Zachel's dagger into the Viking s hand.

"Use that," he said, "until you have won a betterweapon."” "That! Ho-ho!"
| aughed Sigurd. "A wonan's toy! Nay, Kenton-Sigurd can do better than that!" He
dropped the dagger. He gripped the great oar; liftedit out of the thole pins.
He bent forward sharply, bring-ing its shaft against the side of the port.
there was asharp crackling, a rending of wood. He drew back, bring-ing the oar
agai nst the opposite side of the port. Therewas another crackling, and Sigurd
drew the oar in, brokensquarely in the mddle, a gigantic club all of ten
feetlong. He gripped it by the splintered end, whirled itround his head, the
chai ns and the dangling manacl esspinning like battle nace.

"Cone!" barked Kenton, and stooped to pick up thedagger

Now fromall the pit came clanor; the slaves strainingat their bonds and
crying to be freed.

And from Sharane's deck came the shrilling of wonen.Qut of the w ndow
poured her warrior maids.

No chance now to surprise the black priest. No chancebut in battle-fang
and claw. His sword and the club of Si gurd agai nst Klaneth and his pack

"Quick, Sigurd!" he shouted. "To the deck!™ "I first," grunted Sigurd.
"Shield to you!" He pushed Kenton aside, rushed past him Before hecould reach
the foot of the stairway its top was filled withpriests, white-faced,
snarling, swords in their hands, andshort stabbing spears.

Kenton's foot fell on sonething that rolled away -fronmbeneath it,
sending himto his knees. He | ooked down intothe grinning face of Zachel. Hs
severed head it was thathad tripped him He lifted it by the hair, swing it
roundand hurled it straight at the face of the forenpst priest atthe stairway
top. It caught the priest a glancing blow, fellanong the others; rolled and
bounced away.

They shrank back fromit. Before they could nusteragain the Viking was
up the steps and charging them oarclub flinging like a flail. And at his
heel s cane Kenton, making for the black cabin's door

There were eight of the black robes facing them TheNorsenan's oar
struck, shattering the skull of one |ike anegg shell. Before he could raise it
again two of the priestshad darted in upon him stabbing, thrusting with
t hei rspears. Kenton's sword swept down, bit deep into thebone of an arm whose
poi nt was touching Sigurd' s breast.Wth quick upward thrust he ripped that
priest fromnavelto chin. The Vi king dropped one hand fromthe oar, caught the



hal f of the second spear, twisted it out ofthe black robe's grip and ran it
t hrough his heart. Downwent another under bite of Kenton's bl ade.

O her priests came stream ng fromevery passagewayand corner of the
bl ack deck, armed with swords andspears and bearing shields. Qut they
streamed, scream ng. And out of the black cabin rushed Kl aneth, roaring, agreat
sword in hand. Behind himwere G gi and the Per-sian. The bl ack priest cane
straight on, charging like a bullthrough the half ring of his servitors. But
G gi and thePersian slipped over to the serpent drum stood there watching.

For an instant the black priest stood towering overKenton. Then he
struck downward, a l|ightning bl ow de-signed to cleave Kenton from shoul der to
hi p.

But Kenton was not there when the blow fell. Swifterthan the sword of
Kl aneth he had | eaped aside, thrustout his own blade-- Felt it bite deep into
the black priest's side! The black priest how ed and fell back. Instantly
hi sacol ytes streanmed in between himand the besi eged pair. They circled them

"Back to back," shouted the Viking. Kenton heard thegreat club hum saw
three of the black robes nowed downby it as by giant flail. Wth sweep and
thrust he cl earedaway the priests ravening at him

Now the fighting had carried themclose to the drum He saw t he Persi an
scimtar unsheathed and held by rigidarm And he was cursing, sobbing,
quivering like a houndheld in | eash and held back fromhis quarry. G gi
frot hupon the corners of wi de open mouth, face contorted, stood with [ ong arms
out stretched, hands trenbling, shak-ing with that same eagerness.

Desire, Kenton knew, to join with himand Sigurd inthat battle; both
hel d back by vows not to be broken

G gi pointed downward. Kenton followed the gesture,saw a pri est
craw i ng, sword in hand, and al nost withinreach of the Viking s feet. One
sweep of the sword againstSigurd' s | egs and he was done for; hanstrung.
Forgettinghis own defense, Kenton |eaned forward, cut downward. The head of the
creeping priest junped fromhis shoul ders,roll ed away.

But as he straightened he saw Kl aneth agai n above hi m poised to strike
"The end!" thought Kenton. He dropped flat, rolled awayfromthe falling edge.

He had not counted on the Viking. Sigurd had seen thatswi ft by-play. He
swept his oar, held horizontally, in a gigantic punch. It crashed into
Kl aneth's chest.

The sword stroke fell short, the black priest was hurl edbackward, half
falling for all his strength and massi vebul k.

"G gi! Zubran! To ne!" he how ed. Before Kenton could rise, two priests
were on himclaw ng him stabbing at him He released his grip on hissword;
drew the poniard of Zachel. He thrust upward; felt a body upon himstiffen
then coll apse |like a prickedballoon, felt too, the edge of a sword slice into
his shoul -der. He struck again, blindly; was drenched with sudden flood of
bl ood. He heard a bubbling whispering and the second wei ght was gone.

He gripped his sword, staggered upright. O all Klaneth's pack not nore
than half a dozen were on their feet. Theyhad drawn back, out of reach of the
Vi king's club. Sigurdstood, drawing in great breaths. And the black priest
wasgaspi ng too, holding his broad chest where the oar of Sigurd had struck. At
his feet was a little pool of blood,dripping fromwhere the sword of Nabu had
pierced him"G gi! Zubran!" he panted. "Take these dogs!" The drumer | eered
at him"Nay, Klaneth," he answered. "There was no vow to aid you." He bent
over the tall drum w th heave of broad shoul-ders he hurled it over the side.

Fromthe priests arose a groan. Klaneth stood, silent, struck dunb.

There came fromthe waves touching the ship a sound -sonorous and
sinister.

A thunderous drunm ng, menaci ng, nalignant-sum noni ng!
Br-oomrr-oomoonm The serpent drum swi ngi ng agai nst the side of the
ship!'Lifted by the waves and by their arms beaten agai nst the ship! The
Sunmoner of Nergal! The ship trembled. A shadow fell upon the sea.

AroundKl anet h a darkness began to gat her.
More angrily thundered the wave-beaten drum The nistsabout the bl ack



priest thickened, withed; beginning thathellish transmutation of Nergal's
priest into the dread selfof the Lord of the Dead.

"Strike!" howed Ggi. "Quick! Bite deep!" He ran to the rail; dropped
over it.

Kent on rushed strai ght upon that cloudy horror wthinwhich the bl ack
priest noved. His sword swept into it; struck. He heard a shriek, agonized,
unbel i evi ng. The voi ceof Kl aneth. He struck again.

And striking realized that the drumm ng had ceased, that the voice of the
drumwas stilled. He heard G gi'sshout: "Bite again. Wl f! Bite deep!" The
dark m st around Klaneth cleared. He stood there, dead eyes cl osed, hand
hol di ng an arm from whi ch darkbl ood wel | ed t hrough cl aspi ng fingers.

And as Kenton raised his sword to strike again theblack priest dashed
into his eyes the bl ood fromthe handthat had held the wounded arm Bl i nded,
Kenton held hissword at m d-stroke. The black priest rushed upon
hi m Mechani cal Iy, through di med sight, he thrust out hisblade to neet that
rush; saw Sigurd driving down upon theremaining priests; heard the crack of
bone as red stainedoar net their bodies.

H s sword struck agai nst Klaneth's, and was beat endown.

Kenton's foot slipped on a gout of blood. He fell. Thebl ack priest
crashed on him his arms encircled him Overand over they rolled. He saw
Si gurd, whinpering wtheagerness, striving to strike

Suddenly Kl aneth rolled over, Kenton on top of him his grip relaxed; he
grew linp; lay inert.

Kenton knelt upon him | ooked up at the Norseman.

"Not yours," he gasped. "M ne!" He sought for the dagger at his belt.
The body of theblack priest stiffened. Then, like a rel eased spring, hel eaped
upon his feet, throwi ng Kenton away.

Before the Viking could raise his club Klaneth was atthe rail.

He hurled hinmself over it into the sea! A hundred feet away, the serpent
drumfloated, its topslit across by Ggi's knife. The head of Kl aneth
arosebeside it, his hands gripped it. Under the touch the hugecylinder dipped
to himw th grotesque genuflection. Fromt cane a dismal sound, like a | anent.

Qut of the silver haze a shadow nmoved. It darkenedover bl ack priest and
drum It shrouded themand with-drew Were it had been was neither black
priest norSummoner! Man and drum bot h had gone!

13. Mast er O - Shar ane!

BATTLE fury still in his veins, Kenton |ooked about him The bl ack deck
was strewn with Klaneth's men; men crushed and broken under Sigurd's nace;
men from whomhis own sword had let out the life; men in tw sted heaps; nen-but
not many-who still withed and groaned. He turned to Sharane's deck. Her wonen,
whi te-faced, clustered at the cabin door.

And on the very verge of the barrier between the two decks stood
Sharane. Proudly she faced him but withm sty eyes on whose |ong | ashes tears
still trenbled. Di a-dem of shining crescent was gone; gone too that aura ofthe
goddess whi ch even when Ishtar was afar lingered |ike a splendor around this,
her living shrine.

She was but a woman. Nay-only a girl! A girl all human, exquisite-- He
was lifted high on the shoulders of G gi and the Persian

"Hail!" cried Ggi. "Hail! Master of the ship!" "Master of the ship!"
shout ed the Persian

Master of the ship!"Put ne down," he ordered. And when they had set him
on his feet he strode fromKl aneth's deck to Sharane's.

He stood over her.

"Master of the ship!" he laughed. "And naster of- you! Sharane!"He
gri pped her slender wists, drew her to him

There was a cry fromGgi, a groan echoed by the Persian. Sharane's face
pal ed.



Qut of the black cabin strode Sigurd, and in his arnms was that dark
statue of cloudy evil that had stood in Kl aneth's shrine.

"Stop!" cried Ggi, and sprang. Before the N nevite could reach him
Sigurd had lifted the idol and cast it over into the waves.

"The | ast devil gone!" he shouted. The ship trenbl ed-trenbl ed as though
far beneath its keel a hand had risen and was shaking it.It stopped. Around it
t he wat ers darkened. Deep, deep down in those darkened waters began togl ow a
scarl et cloud. Deep, deep beneath themthe cl oudnmoved and wi dened as w dens
the thunderhead. It vor-texed into a crinmson stormcloud blotted with
bl acknesses. It floated up; ever growing, its scarlets deepening evernore
angrily, its blacks shading ever nore nmenacingly' The lifting cloud swrled;
fromit shot out strangel yordered rays, horizontal, fan-shaped. Fromthose
slant- planed | uni nescences now whirling like a trenmendouswheel in the abyss,
i mense bubbl es, black and crimnmson, began to break. They arose, growing swiftly
in girth as theyneared the surface.

Wthin them Kenton glinpsed figures, msty figures; bodies of crouching
men clad in arnmor that glimeredjet and scarlet.

Men within the bubbles! Arnored nmen! Men who crouched with heads on
knees,clothed all in glittering scales. Warriors in whose handswere m sty
swords, misty bows, msty javelins.

Up rushed the bubble hosts, nyriad after nyriad. Nowthey were close to
sea surface. Now they broke through

The bubbl es burst! Qut of their shattered sides the warriors sprang. Al
i ntheir checkered mail, pallid-faced, pupilless eyes hal fcl osed and dead, they
| eaped out upon the darkened bl ueof the sea. Fromcrest to crest of waves they
vaul ted. They ran over the waters as though over a field of witheredviolets.
Silently they poured down upon the ship! "Men of Nergal!" wailed Sharane.
"Warriors of theBlack One! Ishtar! Ishtar-help us!" "Phantons!" cried Kenton
and hel d high his bl oodstained sword. "Phantons!" And he knew in his soul that
what ever they were-phantons they were not! The front rank poised thensel ves
upon the tip of acurling wave as though upon a long | and barrow. Theyt hrust
down bows no longer msty. To their cheeks theydrew the tips of |ong arrows.
Cane a twang of strings, apattering as of hail against the sides of the shinp.
A dozenshafts quivered along the side of the mast; one fell at hisfeet-serpent
scal ed, black and crinmson, its head burieddeep wi thin the deck

"Ishtar! Mdther Ishtar! Deliver us from Nergal!" wail edShar ane.

As though in answer the ship | eaped as if another handhad thrown it
f or war d.

Fromthe hosts still breaking through the bubbles arosea shouting. They
raced after the flying ship. Another rainof arrows fell upon it.

"Ishtar! Mther Ishtar!" sobbed Sharane. The hovering darkness split. For
an instant out of itPeered an inmense orb circled with garlands of little
moons. Fromit poured silver fire; living, throbbing, jubi-lant. The pul sing
flood struck the sea and nelted through it. The shadows cl osed; the orb was
gone.

The noon flanmes it had poured dropped down anddown. Up to neet them
sparkl ed other great bubbles allrosy, pearl and silver, shimering with glints
and glinmer-ings of tenderest nacre, gleam ngs of nother-of-pearl, cream of
r oses.

In each of them Kenton sensed a form a body-won-drous, delicate and
delicious; a wonan's body from whosebeauty the shining sides of the bubbles
drew their glory! Wnen wthin the bubbles!Up rushed the spheres of gl anour;
they touched the surface of the wan sea. They opened.

Qut of them flowed hosts of wonmen. Naked, save for tresses black as
m dni ght, silvery as the noon, golden asthe wheat and poppy red, they stepped
fromthe shinmer-ing pyxes that had borne them upward.

They lifted white arnms and brown arms, arns shell pinkand arns pal e
anber, beckoning to the rushing, sea-born nen-at-arns. Their eyes gleaned |ike
little | akes of jewels-sapphires blue, black and pal e sapphires, velvet jet,
sun stone yell ow, witched anber; eyes gray as sword bl ades beneath w nter



noons.

Round hi pped and sl ender hipped, high breasted and virginal, they swayed
upon their wave crests, beckoning, calling to Nergal's warriors.

At their calling-dove sweet, gull plaintive, hawk eager, sweet and
poi gnant -t he scal ed hosts wavered; halted. Thebows that had been drawn
dropped; swords splashed; javelins twirled through the deeps. Wthin their
dead eyes a flanme sprang.

The warriors shouted. They |eaped forward ... to the wonen.

Wave crests on which mailed nmen raced nmet crests on which the wondrous
worren poi sed. Into the nailed arnsthe wonen were swept. For a breath, tresses
brown andbl ack, silver as the moon and gol den as the wheat, swirled round mail
ebon and scarl et.

Then warriors and wonen nelted into the form behind the racing ship;
became one with the jewel ed and sparklingwake of it; a wake that rolled and
si ghed as though it were the soul of anorous seas.oc "lshtar! Mt her
Bel oved! " prayed the Lady Sharane. "Tol shtar-homage!" "To |shtar-homage!"
echoed Kenton, and bent his knee.Rising, he caught her to him

"Sharane!" he breathed. Her soft arnms weathed his neck."My lord-1 pray
you forgiveness," she sighed. "I prayyou forgiveness! Yet how could | have
known-when firstyou lay upon the deck and seened afraid and fled? | |oved youl
Yet how could | have known how mighty a | ord youare?" Her fragrance shook him
t he softness of her againsthis breath closed his throat.

"Sharane!" he murnured. "Sharane!" His |ips sought hers and clung; mad
wi ne of life racedthrough his veins; in the sweet fire of her nouth nmenoryof
all save this noment was burned away.

"I-give nmyself-to you!" she sighed.

He renenbered. .

"You give nothing, Sharane," he answered her. "I-take! He lifted her in
his arms; he strode through the rosy cabin's door; shut it with thrust of foot
and hurl ed downits bar

Sigurd, Trygg's son, cane and sat at the threshold ofthe rosy cabin. He
pol i shed the black priest's sword, chant-ing | ow sone ancient bridal |ay.

Upon the bl ack deck G gi and Zubran noved, castingthe bodies of the
slain into the sea; ending the pain ofthose not yet dead; casting themthen
after the others.

One dove and then another fluttered down fromthebal cony of the little
bl ossomi ng trees. The Vi king watchedthem still chanting. Quick after the
first dropped others,twain upon twain. They cooed and bent inquisitive heads;
they billed and murnured. They formed a half ring beforethe cabin's closed
door.

The white breasted doves-red beaked, vermilion footed; the murnmuring,

t he wooi ng, the caressing doves -they set their snow seal upon the way to
Kent on andShar ane.
The doves of Ishtar wedded them

PART |11
14. The Black Priest Strikes

"DEAR | ord of m ne-Kenton" whispered Sharane. "Ithink that even you do
not know how greatly |I |ove you!"They sat within the rosy cabin, her head upon
his breast.lt was a new Kenton who | ooked down upon the | ovel yface upturned to
his. Al that had been nodem had fallenfromhim He had gained in height, and
brown as his facewas the broad chest bared by open tunic. H s blue eyeswere
clear and fearless, filled with a | aughing reckl essness; touched, too, with
half fierce ruthl essness. Above the el bowof his left armwas a wi de bracel et
of thin gold, gravenwi th synbols Sharane had cut there. Upon his feet
wer esandal s that Sharane had enbellished with woven Baby-1onian charnms-to keep
his feet upon a path of love that led to her and her al one.

How | ong had it been since that battle with the black priest, he



wondered, as he drew her closer to him Eterni-ties it seenmed-and but
yest erdayl How | ong? He could not knowin that tineless world where
etern-ities and yesterdays were as one.

And whet her yester-noment or eternities ago, he had ceased to care! On
and on they had sailed. And ever as they slipped through the azure seas,
menory of that other life of hishad dw ndl ed and sunk beneath the horizon of
consci ous- ness, as the land sinks behind the watcher on an outwardbound
ship. He thought of it, when at all, with a nunb-ing fear that he m ght be
thrust back into it again-thatold life of his.

Away fromthe ship! Away from Sharane-never to re-turn! On and on they
had sail ed. The bl ack cabin, swept cleanof evil, housed now the Viking, G gi
and the Persian.Sigurd or G gi handled the two great oars that, fastenedto
each side of the stern, steered the ship. Sonetines, infair weather, maids of
Sharane took their place at the rud-der bars. The Viking had found an anvil in
the hol d underthe black cabin; had made a forge and on it hamreredout swords.
One he had made for Ggi, full nine feet long,that the dwarf | egged gi ant
handl ed |i ke a wand. Better,though, Ggi liked the mace that Sigurd had al so
made forhimlong as the sword, with huge bronze ball studdedwith nails at its
end. Zubran clung to his scimtar. But theViking |abored at his forge, beating
out lighter brands forSharane's warrior maids. He nade them shiel ds and
taughtthemto use both sword and shield as they had been usedon his dragons in
the ol d Viking days.

Part fruit of that instruction, sword play with Sigurd,westling with
Ggi, fencing with his own bl ade againstthe scintar of Zubran, was Kenton now.

Al this G gi had encouraged

"No safety while Klaneth lives!" he would croak. "Mkethe ship strong."
"W have done with Kl aneth!" Kenton had said, a littleboastfully.

"Not so," G gi had answered. "He will come with manynen. Sooner or |ater
the black priest will come." There had been recent confirmtion of this. Soon
afterhis battle Kenton had taken one of the blacks, a Nubian,and set himin
Zachel's seat. But this had nade them shortone slave at the oars. They had met
a ship, hailed it, anddemanded an oarsman. |Its captain had given them
one-fearfully, quickly, and had sped away.

"He did not know that Kl aneth was no | onger here, "chuckled G gi

But not long after this they had nmet another ship. Itscaptain would not
halt when hailed and they had beenforced to pursue and to fight. It was a
smal | vessel, easilyoverhaul ed and easily captured. And that same captain
had told them sullenly, that Kl aneth was at Emakhtila, High Priest of a tenple
of Nergal there, and one of thecouncil of the House of Nergal in the tenple of
t heSeven Zones. And nore, the black priest was high in favorwith one he called
the Lord of the Two Deat hs-theruler, so they gathered, of Emakhtil a.

Kl anet h, said the captain, had sent forth word that theShip of I|shtar
was no longer to be feared, that it nowheld neither Nergal nor Ishtar but only
nmen and wonen, It was to be sunk when net, but its nen and wonen wereto be
saved. For them he offered a reward.

"And had ny boat been but a little bigger and nmymen nore, | would have
clained that reward,"” he hadended, bluntly.

They took what they wanted fromhimand let himgo.But as the ship drew
away, he shouted to themto takewhat joy of life they could at once, since
Kl aneth on agreat ship and with nany nmen was searching for themand their shift
was apt to be short! "Ho-ho!" grunted G gi, and-"Oh-ho! Kl aneth searchesfor
us, does he? Well, | warned you he would, Wl f. Wat now?" "Make for one of
the isles, pick our vantage ground andl et him cone," answered Kenton. "W can
build a fort,rai se defenses. Better chance we woul d have agai nst hi nthan on
the ship-if it be true that he pursues us in agreat vessel with many
sol diers." They had found Kenton's word good, and they weresailing toward such
an isle, Sigurd at the helm G gi andthe Persian and the wonmen of Sharane on
wat ch, alert.

"Yea-dear lord of ne-even you do not know howgreatly | |ove you,"
whi spered Sharane again, eyes wor-shipping, arns fettering his neck. His |lips



clung to hers.Even in the sweet fire of their touch he marvelled, blindto his
own renai ssance, at this changed Sharane-Love' schangeling since that tine he

had carried her within herbower, disdaining her as gift, taking her by right

of his two strong arns.

Swi ft menories shook hiny of Sharane-conquered; ofsone unearthly wonder
that had flanmed over the shrineand with fingers of pure fire had woven his
soul with hersin threads of flam ng ecstasies! "Tell me, lord of nme-how nmuch
you | ove nme," shenurmnured, |anguorously.

There came a shout from Sigurd: "Waken the slaves! Drop oars! Storm
cones! "I mperceptibly, the cabin had darkened. He heard theshrilling of the
overseer's whistle, a shouting and patter offeet. He uncl asped Sharane's arns;
gave her one kiss thatanswered her questioning better than words; passed
out upon t he deck

Swiftly the sky bl ackened. There was a splintering flashof the prismatic
lightning, a clashing of cynbal ed thunder. A wind arose and roared. Down cane
the sail. Before theblast, held steady by the hands of Sigurd, the ship flew

Then fell the rain. Through it scudded the ship, hemred in by bl acknesses
whi ch when the lightnings fellwere threaded by myriads of multi-col ored
serpents ofglass fromsky to sea.

A trenendous gust of wi nd swept down upon the ship, careening her far
over. It buffeted at Sharane's door; toreit open. Kenton staggered over to
G gi, shouted to thewonen to | eave their watch, go inside. He watched
t hemstunbl e in.

"Zubran and I will watch,"” he cried in Ggi's ear. "Goyou and hel p
Sigurd at the helm" But G gi had not gone a yard before the wind died
asquickly as it had risen

"To the right!" he heard Sigurd shout. "Look to theright!" To the
starboard rail the three ran. Wthin the darknesswas a broad faint disk of
| um nescence, like a far awaysearchlight in a fog. Rapidly its dianeter
decreased, growing ever brighter as its size dimnshed, The di sk burst out of
the msts; it became a bl azi ngbeam that shot over the rushi ng waves and gl ared
upont he ship. Kenton glinpsed doubl e banks of oars that drovea huge bul k down
upon themwi th prodi gi ous speed. Be-neath the light was a gleam ng ram | ance
tipped. ItJutted out fromthe prow like the horn on a chargi ngrhi noceros.

"Klaneth!" roared G gi, and ran shouting to the bl ackcabin, Zubran at
hi s heel s.

"Sharane!" shouted Kenton, and raced to her door.The ship veered
abruptly, careening until the seaPoured over the port rail. Kenton's feet flew
fromunder him he rolled head over heels to the bul warks; struckand lay for
an instant stunned.

Si gurd's manoeuvre could not save the ship. The birenehad changed
course, swept down parallel with it to shearoff its starboard bank of oars.
The Vi ki ng had thoughtto escape the inpact. But the attacking vessel's
oarsnenwere too many, its speed too great for the ship of Ishtar'ssingle banks
of seven. Down di pped the bireme's sweeps, checking its rush. It swing
br oadsi de on strai ght agai nstthe ship, crushing the starboard oars, |ike
sticks 1 Kenton reeled to his feet; saw G gi |eaping down tohim battle nmace
i n hand; beside him Zubran, scimtargleaning. And cl ose behind them the
usel ess tiller aban-doned, was Sigurd the Viking, shields under arm his
greatsword hel d high

They were beside him H s giddiness was gone. TheViking thrust hima
shield. He drew his own sword

"To Sharane!" he gasped. Forward they ran

Before they could reach her door, defend it, a score ofsoldiers, chain
mai |l ed and arned with short swords, hadpoured down the side of the bireme and
cl osed the way tothe cabin. And behind them poured ot her scores.

Qut whirled Ggi's giant mace, striking them down. Bl ue bl ade of Nabu
scimtar of Zubran, brand of Sigurdrose and fell, struck and thrust. In a
breath were drippingred! Yet not a step could they advance! For every
sol di erthey slew, another took his place. And still the birenerai ned nmen.



An arrow whistled, stood quivering in Sigurd' s shield.Another flew and
hung from Zubran's shoul der

Cane the bellowi ng of Klaneth: "No arrows! Take the bl ack-haired dog and
yellow hairalivel Slay the others-if you nmust-with swords!" Now the fighting
men fromthe bireme were all aroundthem Back to back in holl ow square the
four fought,Upon the deck the mail clad nmen fell. Steadily grow ngnounds of
dead around them they fought on. There wasa sword gash across Ggi's hairy
chest fromwhich bloodran in little trickling streanms. Sigurd was bl eedi ng
from adozen cuts. But Zubran, save for the arrow wound, wasuntouched. He
fought silently, but Sigurd chanted andhowl ed as he struck and G gi | aughed as
hi s gi ant macecrushed bone and si new.

Yet still the barrier of the black priest's nen held fastbetween them
and Sharane! What of Sharane! Kenton's heart sank. He cast a sw ftglance up at
t he bal cony. She stood there with three of her warrior nmaids, swords in hands,
battling against sol-diers who crept two by two down a narrow bridge of
pl ankst hat had been dropped fromthe bireme's deck

But that gl ance had been no wi se one. A sword bitinto his unguarded
side, paralyzing him He would havefallen but for the Viking' s hand.

" St eady, bl ood-brother!" he heard himsay. "My shieldis before you. Take
breath!" There canme a triunphant shouting fromthe ship of Klaneth. Qut from
its deck two | ong poles had been thrust. There had been a tuggi ng of ropes and
fromtheir endsa net had fallen-squarely over Sharane and her threewonen! They
were struggling to cut the neshes. They boundthem fettered them The wonen
beat agai nst those nmeshesas hel plessly as butterflies.

And suddenly the net tightened, was drawn together bycords. Slowy the
pol es began to lift carrying the net'sburden upward to the deck of the
attacki ng ship! "Ho! Sharane!" nocked Kl aneth, "Ho! Vessel of I|shtar! Wl cone
to ny ship!"™ "Christ!" groaned Kenton. Strength renewed by hisfury and
despair, he charged. Before his onslaught thewarriors gave way. Again he
rushed. Sonet hi ng whirl edt hrough, struck himupon the tenple. He fell. The nen
of Kl anet h swarmed upon him clutching at his hands, hisfeet, snothering him

They were hurled fromhim The dwarf |egs of G giwere astride of him
his mace whistling, men droppingunder its stroke. Dizzily he raised his head;
saw Si gurdguardi ng himat right, Zubran at left and rear

He | ooked upward. The net that held the struggli ngWnen was bei ng
dropped upon the birene's deck

Agai n he heard the bellow of Klaneth: "Wl conme, sweet Sharane! Wl cone!"
He staggered up, broke fromthe Viking' s grip, stag-gered forward-toward her

"Seize him" cane the how of the black priest. "Hi sweight in gold to
the men who bring himto ne-alivel”™ And now there was a ring of Kl aneth's nen
around him sweeping himaway. Between himand the three whohad fought beside
hi m eddi ed anot her stream of warriors,falling smtten by mace and sword and
scimtar-but theirplaces taken by others; others wedging in, w dening
steadi | yt he di stance between Kenton and his conrades.

He ceased to struggle. After all-this was what hewanted! This was best.
They coul d take hi mhe woul dbe with Sharane! "Hold himup!" roared Kl aneth.
"Let the slut of Ishtarsee him" He was lifted high in the hands of his
captors. Heheard a wail from Sharane...

A dizziness seized him It was as though he had beencaught in sone
vortex and was bei ng sucked away-away! He had a vision of Sigurd, the Persian
and G gi staringat him their faces incredul ous bl oody nmasks. And theyhad
stopped fighting. There were other faces, scores ofthem staring at himwth
that same incredulity-thoughnow, it seened, shaded with terror

Now they were all staring at himas though over theedge of a prodigious
funnel through which he had begunto drop! And now cl utchi ng hands had nelted
away from him The faces were gone

"Ggi!" he called. "Sigurd! Zubran! Help nme!" He heard the how ing of
wi nds! They changed into a trunpet note. The trunpetingchanged. It became sone
fam | iar sound-sone soundknown in another life of his, ages and ages gone!
Whatwas it? Louder it grew, rasping, perenptory-- The shriek of an auto horn



Shudderi ng, he opened his eyes.

He | ooked upon his own room There lay the shining jewel ed ship-the ship
of toys! And there was a knocking at the door, agitated, frantic; the
mur muri ng of frightened voi ces.

Then the voice of Jevins, faltering, panic stricken: "M. John! M.
John!™"

15. Down The Rope O Sound

KENTON f ought back his faintness; reached out a trembling hand, and
snapped on the electrics."M. John! M. John!" The old servant's voice was
sharp with terror; he rattl edthe door knob; beat against the panels.

Kent on steadi ed hinsel f against the table; forced himself to speak.

"Why-Jevins-" he strove to lighten the draggi ng words, inject sone
natural ness into them"What's thematter?" He heard a little gasp of relief,
anot her murruringfromthe servants and then Jevins spoke again.

"I was passing and heard you cry out, sir. A dreadfulcry! Are you ill?"
Desperately Kenton strove agai nst the racki ng weakness; managed a | augh

"Way, no-I fell asleep. Had a nightmare. Don't worry!Go to bed.” "Ch-it
was that?" The relief in Jevins' voice was greater, but the doubt was not
al t oget her gone. He did not withdraw, stood therehesitating.

There was a nist before Kenton's eyes, a thin veil ofcrinmson. Hi s knees
bent suddenly; barely he saved hinselffromfalling. He stunbled to the couch
and sank upon it.A panic inpulse urged himto cry out to Jevins to
bri nghel p-to break down the door. Fast upon it came warningthat he nust not do
this; that he nust fight his battleout alone-if he were to tread the ship's
deck again! "Go, Jevins!" he cried harshly. "Hell, man-didn't | tellyou
wasn't to be disturbed tonight? Get away!" Too late he realized that never
bef ore had he spokenso to this old servant who |oved him he knew, |ike ason
Had he betrayed hinmsel f-crystallized Jevins' sus- picions into certainty that
wi thin that room sonet hi ngwas wrong i ndeed? Fear spurred his tongue.

"I"'mall right!" He forced laughter into the words. "Ofcourse, |'m al
right!" Damm that m st in front of his eyes! Wat was it? Hepassed a hand over
them brought it away wet with blood.He stared at it, stupidly.

"Ch, very well, M. John." There was no nore doubt, not hing but affection
in the voice. "But hearing you cry-" God! Wuld the man never go! Hi s eyes
travelled fromhis hand up his arm Crinson it was, red with bl ood tothe
shoul der. The fingers dripped.

"Only a nightmare," he interrupted quietly. "I won'tsleep again unti
' mdone and go to bed-so run along." "Then-good night, M. John." "Good
ni ght," he answered.

Swayi ng he sat until the footsteps of Jevins and theothers had died
away. Then he tried to rise. H s weaknesswas too great. He slid fromthe couch
to his knees,craw ed across the floor to a | ow cabinet, funbled at itsdoors
and drew down a bottle of brandy. He raised itto his |ips and drank deep. The
fiery stuff raced throughhim gave him strength. He arose.

A sickening pang stabbed his side. He raised his handto clutch the
agony, covered it and felt trickle throughhis fingers a slow, warm streanm He
remenbered-a sword had bitten himthere-thesword of one of Kl aneth's nen!

Fl ashed before him pictures-the arrow quivering in theViking s shield, the
mace of G gi, the staring warriors,the great net dropping over Sharane and her
worren, thewondering faces. .

Then-this! Again he lifted the bottle. Half way to his nmouth hestopped,
every muscle rigid, every nerve taut. Confront-ing himwas a shape-a nan
spl ashed red from headto foot! He saw a strong, fierce face from which
gl aredeyes filled w th nurderous nmenace; long tangled elf |ocksof black
writhed round it down to the crinson-stainedshoul ders. From hair edge to ear
down across the fore-head was a wound, from which bl ood dripped. Bare tothe
wai st was this man and fromthe nipple of his leftbreast to md-side ran a red



wi de- nout hed sl ash, open tothe ribs! Gory, nenacing, dreadful inits red
| acquer of life, a living phantomfrom sonme pirate deck of death it gl aredat
hi m

Stop! There was sonething fam liar about the face-the eyes! Hi s gaze was
caught by a shinmer of gold on the right arm above the elbow. It was a
bracel et. And he knewt hat bracelet-- The bridal gift of Sharane! Who was this
man? He coul d not think clearly-howould he-with nunbness in his brain, the
red mists be-fore his eyes, this weakness that was creeping back uponhi n?
Sudden rage swept through him He swung the bottleto hurl it straight at the
wild fierce face

The left hand of the figure swng up, clutching a simlarbottle-- It was
he, John Kenton, reflected in the long mirror on the wall. That ensangui ned,
fearful |l y wounded, ragi ngshape was-hinself! A clock chined ten

As though the slow strokes had been an exorci sm achange canme over
Kenton. Hs mind cleared, purpose andwill clicked back in place. He took
anot her deep drink ofthe liquor, and w thout another look in the mrror
wi th-out a glance toward the jewel ed ship, he wal ked to the door.

Hand on the key he paused, considering. No, that woul dnot do. He could
not risk going out into the hallway.Jevins mght still be hovering near; or
some of the otherservants might see him And if he had not known hinmsel f, what
woul d be the effect of seeing himon then? He could not go where water was to
cl eanse his hurts,wash away the bl ood. He nust do with what was here.

He turned back to the cabinet, stripping the table of itscloth as he
passed. His foot struck sonething on the floor. The bl ade of Nabu lay there, no
| onger blue but stainedas was he fromtip of blade to hilt. For the nonment
heleft it lie. He poured spirits upon the cloth, made shift tocl eanse hinself
with them From another cabinet he drewout his energency nedical kit. There
was |int there andbandages and iodine. Stiff-lipped with the torture of
i tstouch, he poured the latter into the great wound in hisside, daubed it into
the cut across his forehead. He madeconpresses of the lint and wound the |inen
t apes aroundbrow and chest. The bl ood fl ow stopped. The fiery agony of the
i odi ne di mnished. He stepped again to the mirrorand scanned hi nsel f.

The cl ock struck the half hour

Hal f past ten! What had it been when he had cl ut chedt he gol den chai ns of
t he shi p-had sumoned the shipand been lifted by those chains out of the room
and intothe nysterious world in which it sailed? Just nine o' clock! Only an
hour and a half ago! Yet during that time inthat other and tineless world he
had been sl ave and con-queror, had fought great fights, had won both ship
andt he woman who had nocked him had beconme-what nowhe was! And all this in
| ess than two short hours! He wal ked over to the ship, picking up the sword as
hewent. He wiped the hilt clean of blood, the blade he didnot touch. He
drai ned the bottle before he dared drop his eyes.

He | ooked first on Sharane's cabin. There were gaps inthe little
bl ossomi ng trees. The door was down, flungbroken on the deck. The casenents of
t he wi ndow wereshattered. Upon the roof's edge a row of doves perched, heads
a- droop, nourni ng.

From the oar ports four sweeps instead of seven di ppedon each side. And
inthe pit were no |l onger the eightand twenty rowers. Only ten were left, two
to each ofthe stroke oars, one each to the other

On the starboard side of the hull were gashes and deepdents-the marks of
the bireme's combing of that ship oflshtar now sailing sonewhere on that
unknown wor | df rom whi ch he had been whirl ed.

And at the tiller bar a manikin stood-a toy steeringthe toy ship. A toy
man, long haired, fair haired. At hisfeet sat two other toys; one with
shi ning, hairless head, and apeli ke arnms; the other red bearded, agate eyed,
ashining scimtar across his knees.

Longi ng shook him heartache, such honesi ckness assome human soul mi ght
feel marooned upon alien star on outskirts of space.

"Ggi!" he groaned. "Sigurd! Zubran! Bring nme back to you!" He bent over
the three, touching themw th tender fingers, breathing on them as though to



give them warnt hof life. Long he paused over G gi-instinctively he felt that
inthe Ninevite nore than the others dwelt the powerto help. Sigurd was
strong, the Persian subtle-but in thedwarf-|egged giant ran tide of earth gods
in earth's shout-ing youth; archaic, filled with unknown power long |lostto
nman.

"Ggi!" he whispered, face close-and again and again-"G gi! Hear ne!
Ggi!" Dd the mani kin nove? Breaking his passion of concentration cane a cry.
News- boys shouting sonme foolish happening of inportance onthis foolish world
on whi ch he was cast away! It brokethe threads, shattered the fragile |inks
that he had feltform ng between hinmself and the mani kin. Cursing,
hestrai ghtened. His sight dimed; he fell. Effort had tol dupon him the
treacher ous weakness crept back. He draggedhinself to the cabinet, knocked the
head off a secondbottle, let half of it pour down his throat.

The whi pped bl ood sang in his ears; strength fl owedthrough him He
snapped off the lights. A ray fromthestreet came through the heavy curt ains,
outlining the three toy figures. Once nore Kenton gathered hinself for am ghty
effort of will.

"Ggi! It is 1! Calling youl Ggi! Answer nel Ggi!"The manikin stirred
its body trenbled, its head raised! Far, far away, thin and cold as tip of
frost | ance upongl ass, ghostly and unreal, com ng from i measurable
di s-tances, he heard G gi's voice

"Wl f | hear you! WIf! Were are you?" Hs mnd clung to that thread of
sound as though itwere a line flung to himover vast abysses.

"Wl f-come to us!" The voice was stronger."Ggil Ggi! Help ne to you!"
The two voices-that far flung, thin, cold one and hi sown net and cl ung and
knit. They stretched over thatgulf which |lay between where he stood and the
unknowndi mensi on i n which sailed the ship.

Now the little figure no | onger squatted! It was upright!Louder rang
Ggi's voice: "WIf! Cone to us! W hear you! Come to us!"Then as though it
chanted words of power: "Sharane! Sharane! Sharane!" Under the |ash of the
| oved nane his will now streanedfiercely.

"Ggi! Ggi." Keep calling!" He was no |onger conscious of his room He
saw t heship far, far beneath him He was but a point of l|ifefloating high
above it, yearning to it and calling, callingto Ggi to help him The strand
of sound that |inked thenstrai ned and shook |ike a cobweb thread. But it
hel dand ever drew hi m down.

And now the ship was growing. It was msty, nebul ous; but steadily it
grew and steadily Kenton dropped downt hat rope of sound to neet it.

Strengt heni ng the twovoi ces came ot her sounds weavi ng thensel ves within
theirt hreads-the chanting of Sigurd, the calling of Zubran,the thrumm ng of
the fingers of the wind on the harp-string of the ship's stays, the nurnuring
litany of thebreaking waves telling their beads of foam

Ever nore real grew the ship. Striking through its sub-stance cane the
wavering i mage of his room It seemedto struggle against the ship, to strive
to cover it. Butthe ship beat it back, crying out to himw th the voices ofhis
conrades and the voices of wind and sea in one.

"Wl f! W feel you near! Come to us-Sharane! Shar-ane! Sharane!" The
phant om outlines | eaped into being; they encl osedhim

The arns of G gi reached out to him gripped himplucked himout of
space! And as they gripped, he heard a chaotic whirling, aroaring as of
anot her world spinning fromunder himand | ashed by m ghty w nds.

He stood agai n upon the ship.

He was cl asped tight to Ggi's hairy chest. Sigurd shands were on his
shoul ders. Zubran was cl aspi ng andpatting Kenton's own hands clutching G gi's
back, singingin his joy strange intricate Persian curses.

"Wl f!" roared Ggi, tears filling the furrows of hiswinkled face
"Where did you go? In the nane of all thegods-where have you been?" "Never
m nd!" sobbed Kenton. "Never mnd where |'vebeen, Ggi! |I'm back! Ch, thank

God, |'m back!"



16. How The Ship Was Manned

FAI NTNESS conquered him The wounds and the effort of will had sapped
his strength to its limt. Wen hecame back to consci ousness he was on the
di van i nSharane's raped cabin. H s bandages had been repl aced, hi s wounds
redressed. The three nen and four of Sharane' smaids were | ooki ng down upon
him There was no re-proach on any of their faces-only curiosity, tenperedwith
ave.

"I't nust be a strange place to which you go, Wl f,"Ggi said at |ast.
"For see! The slash across ny chest ishealed, Sigurd s cuts, too-yet your
wounds are as freshas though made but a nonment ago." Kenton | ooked and saw
that it was so; the slash acrossG gi's breast was now only a red scar

"Also it was a strange way to | eave us, bl ood-brother,"runbled the
Vi ki ng.

"By the fire of Ornuzd!" swore the Persian. "It was avery good way! A
good thing for us that you left as youdid. Cyrus the King taught us that it
was a good general who knew how to retreat to save his troops. And thatretreat
of yours was a nasterly one, conrade, Wthoutit we would not be here now to
wel cone you." "It was no retreat! | could not help but go!" whisperedKenton

"Well," the Persian shook a dubious head, "whateverit was, it saved us.
One instant there you were lifted onthe paws of the black priest's dogs.

Anot her instant you had faded into a shadow. And then, |o, even the shadownas
gone! " "How t hose dogs who had hel d you shrieked and ran, "l aughed Zubran. "And
the dogs who were biting at usran too-back to their kennels on the birenme they
ran,for all Kl aneth's cursing. They had great fear, conrade-and so in fact for
a nonent had |I. Then down went their oars, and away sped their ship with

Kl aneth's cursingstill sounding even after they had gotten safely out ofsight
of us." "Sharane!" groaned Kenton. "What did they do to her?Were have they
taken her?" "To Emakhtila, or Sorcers' Isle, | think," answered G gi."Fear not
for her. Wl f. The black priests want you both.To torture her without your
eyes | ooking on, or to slay youw thout hers behol di ng your agoni es would be no
revengef or Klaneth. No-until he | ays hands on you Sharane issafe enough." " Not
confortabl e, perhaps, nor happy, but assuredlysafe enough," confirned the
Persian, "Three of her maids they took with her in the nets,"said Sigurd.
"Three they slew These four they | eft whenyou vani shed." "They took Satal u,
my little vessel of joy," nournedG gi. "And for that Kl aneth shall also pay
when reckon-ing conmes."” "Half the slaves were killed when the birene
crashedagai nst us," went on the Viking. "QCars crushed in ribs, broke backs.

O hers died | ater. The bl ack-skin we put inZachel's place is a man! He fought
t hose who droppedinto the pit and slew his share. Only eight oars havewe now

i nstead of twi ce seven. The bl ack-skin sits at oneof themunchained. \Wen we

t ake new sl aves he shal |l be overseer again and honored.” "And | renenber now,"
it was G gi, dropping back tohis first thought, "that when | dragged you up
the side of Klaneth's cabin that day you fought his priests, you stillbled from
the bites of Sharane's girls. Yet with us therehad been time and tinme again
for themto have heal ed, And here you are once nore with old wounds fresh.
Itmust be a strange place indeed, that you go to, Wlf-is there no tine
there?" "It is your own world," he answered. "The world fromwhence all of you
cane." And as they stared at him he | eaped up fromthe divan.

"Sail to Emakhtila! At once! Find Sharane! Free her!How soon, G gi? How
soon?" He felt the wound in his side open, fell back, his spurt ofstrength
exhaust ed.

"Not till your wounds are healed,” said Ggi, and beganto unfasten the
reddeni ng bandages. "And we rmust make the ship strong again before we take
t hat journey. Werust have new sl aves for the oars. Now lie quiet, untilyou
heal . Klaneth will do Sharane no harmas long as there is hope of taking you.
I, Ggi, tell you this. Soset your heart at ease." And now began for Kenton a
nost inmpatient tinme ofwaiting. To be chained here by his wounds when
despiteG gi's assurances, the black priest mght be weaking hisultimte



vengeance upon Sharane! It was not to be borne.

Fever set in. Hi s wounds had been nore serious than hehad known. G gi
nursed him

The fever passed, and as he grew stronger he told himofthat |ost world
of theirs; what had passed there during thecenturies they had sailed on the
timeless ship; of its ma-chinery and its wars, its newlaws and its custons.

"And none now go Viking!" nused Sigurd. "Clearlythen | see that there is
no place for ne there. Best forSigurd, Trygg's son, to end his days where he
is." The Persian nodded.

"And no place for ne," he echoed. "For a man oftaste such as I, it seens
no world at all to live in, | likenot your way of waging wars. nor could
learn to like it-1 who seemto be a soldier of an old, old school,indeed."
Even G gi was doubtful

"I do not think I would care for it," he said. "Thecustons seem so
different. And | notice, WIf, that youwere willing to risk chains and death
to get out of thatworld-and lose no tine getting back to this." "The new gods
seem so stupid,"” urged Zubran. "Theydo nothing. By the Nine Hells, the gods of
this place arestupid enough-still they do sonething. Although perhapsit is
better to do nothing than to do the same stupidthings over and over," he
rum nat ed

"I will make me a steading on one of these islands,"said Sigurd, "after
we have carried away Kenton's womanand slain the black priest. I will take ne
a strong wifeand breed nany younglings. | will teach themto buil dships. Then

we shall go viking as | did of old. Skoal! Skoalto the dragons slipping
through Ran's bath with the red ravens on their sails and the black ones
flyi ng overhead! "shout ed Sigurd.

"Say, blood-brother,"” he turned to Kenton, "when youhave your woman back

will you make a steading beside mne? Wth Zubran taking wi ves and he and
Ggi-if heis not too ol d-breeding young, and with those who willjoin us-by
Qdin, but we could all be great Jarls in thisworld!" "That is not to ny

liking," replied the Persian pronptly."For one thing it takes too long to rear
strong sons tofight for us. No-after we have finished our business withKlaneth

I will go back to Enakhtila where there areplenty of nen already made. It will
be strange if | findthere no discontented ones, nen who can be stirred to
re-volt. If there be not enough of themwell, discontent isthe easiest thing

inthe world to breed; much easier thansons, Sigurd. Also | ama great
soldier. Cyrus the Kinghinself told ne so. Wth nmy army of discontented mnenl
shal |l take his nest of priests and rule Enmakhtila mysel f! And after that-beware
how you raid ny ships, Sigurd!"™ Thus they tal ked anmong thensel ves, telling
Kenton thingsof their own lives as strange to himas his own tal es nusthave
been to them Steadily, swiftly his wounds heal eduntil they were at last only
red welts, and strength fl owedback in his veins.

Now for many sleeps, while he grew well, they had | ainhidden within a
| and- | ocked cove of one of the goldenisles. Its rock-jawed nouth had been
barely wi de enoughfor themto enter. Safe enough this place seemed fronpursuit
or prying eyes. Neverthel ess they had drawn theship cl ose agai nst a hi gh bank
whose wat er side droppedstrai ght down to the deep bottom The oars had been
takenin. The branches of the feathery trees drooped over thecraft, covered it.

The tine cane when Kenton, awakening, felt full tideof health. He wal ked
back to the rudder bar where Sigurd, Ggi and the Persian were stretched out
tal ki ng. He pausedfor the hundredth tine beside the strange conpass thatwas
the hel msnman's guide in this world, where there wasneither sun nor nmoon nor
stars, no east or west, northor south. Set within the top of a wooden standee
was asilver bowl covered with a sheet of clear crystal. Aroundthe lip of this
bow were inlaid sixteen synbols, cunei-form scarlet. Attached to a needle
rising vertically fronthe bow's bottomwere two sl ender pointers,
ser pent shaped, blue. The larger, he knew, pointed always towardEmakhtila, that
land to which, were G gi right, Sharane had been carried by the bl ack
priest. The snaller pointedtoward the nearest |and.

As al ways, he wondered what mysterious currentsstirred themin this



pol el ess worl d; what nagnetic flowfromthe scattered isles pulled the little
one; what constantflow from Emakhtila kept the big one steady? Steadierfar
t han compass needl es of earth pointed to the north.

And as he looked it seemed to himthat the little blueneedle spun inits
scarl et pool and lay parallel with thegreater one-both pointing to the Isle of
Sorcerers! "An omen!" he cried. "Look, Sigurd! G gi-Zubran-|look!" They bent
over the conpass, but in the instant be-tween his call and their response the
smal l er needle had shifted again; again pointed to the isle where they
| aymoor ed! "An onmen?" they asked, puzzled. "What onen?""Both the needl es
pointed to Emakhtila!" he told them"To Sharane! It was an omen-a sumons! W
must go! Qui ck, G gi-Sigurd-cast |oose! W sail for Emakhtilal!" They | ooked at
him doubtfully; down at the conpassonce nore; at each other covertly.

"I sawit, | tell you.'" Kenton repeated. "It was no il-lusion-I am
wel ! Sharane is in peril! W nust go!" "Sh-h-h!" Ggi held up a warni ng hand
listened in-tently, parted the curtains of the | eaves and peered out.

"A ship," he whispered, drawi ng back his head. "Bid the maids get arrows
and javelins. Armall of you. Quietnow and speed!" They could hear the drop of
oars; voices: the low tap-ping of a hamer, beating the stroke for the rowers.
Themai ds of Sharane silently ranged thensel ves al ong theport rail near the
bow, bows standing, arrows at strings, beside themtheir stabbing javelins,
their swords, too; theirshields at feet.

The four nen crouched, peeping out through the trees. Wat was com ng?
Questing ship of Klaneth that hadnosed them out? Hunters searching the sea for
t henspurred on by the black priest's prom ses of reward? Through the narrow
entrance to the hidden harbordrifted a galley. Twice the length of the ship of
Ishtar, itwas single tiered, fifteen oars to the side and doubl ebanked-two nen
to each sweep. There were a dozen ornore nen standing on the bow deck; how
many others not visible there was no knowi ng. The galley crept in. Itnosed
al ong the shore. When less than two hundred feetaway fromthe hidden watchers
grapnel s were thrown overthe side and the boat nade fast.

"Good water here, and all we need," they heard one say.

G gi put his arns around the three, drew them closeto him

"Wl f," he whispered, "now do | believe in your omen.For |o! close upon
its heels follows another and betterone. A sunmons indeed. There are the
sl aves we must have for our vacant oars! And gold too, I'Il warrant, thatwe
shal I want when we reach Emakhtila." "Slaves and gold, yes," muttered Kenton
then sardon-ically as half a dozen nore nmen cane up from bel owand joi ned the

group on the bow"only remains to findthe way to take them G gi." "Nay, but
that will be easy," whispered Zubran. "Theysuspect nothing, and men surprised
are already hal fbeaten. W four will creep along the bank until we arejust

opposite their bow Wen we have been away foras long as Zala there-" he
notioned to one of the war-rior maids-"can count two hundred, the naids shal
pourtheir arrows into that group, shooting fast as they canbut taking careful
ai mand bringing down as many asthey can. Then we will |eap aboard and upon
those | eft.But when the mai ds hear us shout they nust shoot nol onger at the
bow, | est we be struck. Thereafter |et thenkeep any others fromjoining those
forward. Is it a goodplan? I'Il warrant we shall have their ship in |ess
timethan it has taken ne to tell it." A qual mshook Kenton

"Now by the gods!" canme the voice, evidently of thecaptain of the
galley. "Wuld that cursed Ship of |Ishtarhad been here. Had it been-well, |
t hi nk none of uswould need go faring out of Emakhtila again. Gods! |fwe m ght
only have crept upon her here and wonKl aneth's reward!" Kenton's conpunction
fled; here were the hunters, anddelivered into the hands of the hunted.

"Right, Zubran," he whispered fiercely. "Beckon Zalato us and tell her
the plan." And when that had been done he |l ed them over tothe side of the ship
into the covert. There was a | edgethat helped themin their going and it
seened to Kenton, watching hungrily the craft which, won, m ght neanSharane,
that the nmids' arrows would never fly.

At | ast they came, buzzing |ike bees and swarm nganong the cluster of
men on the strange ship. And themaids were aimng straight. O the near score



fully hal fwere down, spitted, before they broke for shelter, cryingcrazily.
Kent on shouted and | eaped upon the deck, cuttingwith his sword, while the nmace
of G gi struck, and theblade of Sigurd, the scimtar of Zubran |ook toll.

Beat enere they could raise a hand, those left alive knelt andcried for mnercy.
Alittle band running to their aid fronthe stern net an arrow stormfromthe
mai ds, threw downt heir arns, raised hands of subm ssion

They herded their captives together, disarnmed themand thrust theminto
the forward cabin. They |ockedthemin, first making sure there were no weapons
thereand no way for themto escape. They took the keys tothe rowers' chains.
The Vi king went down into the pit, picked out nineteen of the sturdiest slaves,
| oosed anddrove themtwo by two over to the ship. He nana-cled themto its
enpty oars.

Mich gold they found, too, and other things that nightprove useful in
Emakhtil a-cl ot hes of seanen in the fash-ion of the place, |long robes to cover
t hem and nake them ess open to detection

Arose then the question of what was so be done withtheir prize-and the
men aboard her. G gi was for put-ting themall to the sword. The Persian
t hought that itwould be best to bring back the slaves, |eave their shipwhere
she was, and after killing all those on the captivegalley, put forth to
Emakhtila on her. There was much inhis plan to be commended. The Ship of
I shtar was amar ked vessel. There was no m staking her. This othercraft would
arouse no suspicion in the mnds of thosewho saw it sailing. And once | anded
at Enmakhtila, andwhat |ay before them done, they could sail back on itand
recover their own.

But Kenton would not have it. And the upshot wasthat the captain was
called out for questioning and toldthat if he answered truthfully his life and
t hose of theothers would be spared.

There was little he could tell thembut that littl ewas enough to quicken
Kenton's heart-bring new dreadto it al so. Yes, there had been a woman brought
to Emakhtila by Kl aneth, the Priest of Nergal. He had wonher in a fight,

Kl aneth had said, a sea battle in whichmany nmen had been slain. He had not
said where, orwith whomthis battle had taken place, and his sol di ershad been
warned to be silent. But it began to be whis-pered that the woman was the
worman of the Ship oflshtar. The priestesses of |Ishtar had cl ai ned her

But Kl anet h who had great power had resisted them and asa conprom se the
Council of Priests had nade herpriestess of the God Bel and placed her in

Bel 's Boweron top of the Tenple of the Seven Zones.

"I know that Tenple and the Bower of Bel," Sigurdhad nodded. "And why
its priestess nmust live there," hehad whi spered, |ooking askance at Kenton

Thi s woman appeared now and then, heavily veiled, attending certain
cerenonies to the God Bel, the cap-tain went on. But she seened to be a wonan
in a dream Her nenory had been taken fromher-or so it was re-ported. Beyond
t hat he knew not hi ng-except that Kl anethhad doubled his reward for three of
t hem he pointed toG gi, Zubran and the Persian; and had trebled it for himhe
poi nted to Kenton.

When they were done with himthey unl oosed the re-maining slaves and
sent them ashore. They hail ed theship and the Nubi an brought her over. They
wat ched thecaptain and his nen pass over the side of the galley anddi sappear
anong the trees.

"Plenty of water and food," grunbled Ggi. "Theyfare far better at our
hands than we woul d have faredat theirs." They hitched the captured galley to
the ship; slowypulled it out of the harbor through the rock-Iipped nouth. And
after they had gone a mile or so Sigurd dropped intoit, did a fewthings with
an axe, and clinbing backcut it |oose. Rapidly the galley filled and sank

"Now, " cried Kenton, and took the rudder bar, steeringthe ship straight
to where the | ong blue arrow pointed.

Poi nted to Emakhtila and to Sharane--- Sharane!

17. They Seek Sorcerers' Isle



LUCK clung to them The silver msts hung cl oseabout the ship, shrouding
her so that she sailed within acircle not nore than double her |ength. Ever
the m stshid her. Kenton, sleeping little, drove the slaves at theoar to point
of exhausti on.

"There is a great storm brew ng," warned Sigurd.

"Pray Odin that it may hold back till we are well with-in Emakhtila,"
answer ed Kenton.

"I'f we but had a horse |I would sacrifice it to the All-Father," said
Sigurd. "Then he would hold that stormtillour needs called it." "Speak | ow,
| est the sea horses tranple us!" warnedKent on.

He had questioned the Viking about that interruptionof his when the
captain of the captured galley had saidthat the captured woman was Priestess
of Bel's Bower.

"She will be safe there, even from Kl aneth-so | ongas she takes no ot her
| over than the god," Sigurd had said.

"No other lover than the god!" Kenton had roared, hand dropping to sword
and glaring at Sigurd. "She shall have no | over but me-god or man, Sigurd! \Wat
do yourean?" "Take hand fromsword. WIf," Sigurd had replied. "lnmeant not to
of fend you. Only-gods are gods! And therewas sonething in that captain's talk
about your womanwal ki ng i n dream nenory wi thdrawn from her-wasthere not? |f
t hat be so-bl ood-brother-you are in thosenenories she has |ost!" Kenton
wi nced.

"Nergal once tried to part a man and a woman whol oved," he said, "even
as Sharane and |I. He could not. Ido not think Nergal's priest can succeed
where his masterfailed.” "Not well reasoned, WIf." It was Zubran who had
cone quietly upon them "The gods are strong. Thereforethey have no reason for
subtl ety or cunning. They smite-and all is done. It is not artistic,
admt-but it is un-answerable. And man, who has not the strength of thegods,
must resort to cunning and subtlety. That is whyman will do worse things than
the gods. Qut of his weak-ness he is forced to it. The gods should not be
bl amed- ex- cept for maki ng man weaker than they. And thereforeKl aneth is nore
to be feared by you than Nergal, hismaster." "He cannot drive ne out of
Sharane's heart!" Kentoncri ed.

The Vi ki ng bent his head down to the conpass.

"You may be right," he nuttered. "Zubran may beright. Al | know is that
whil e your woman is faithfulto Bel, no man nay harm her!" Vague as he m ght be
on that one point, the Vikingwas direct and full of meat upon others. The
Nor semanhad been observant while slave to the priests of Nergal.He knew the
city and the Tenple of the Seven Zonesintimately. Best of all he knew a way of
ent eri ngemakhtil a by another road than that of its harbor

This was indeed all inmportant, since it was not wthinthe bounds of
possibility that they could enter that har-bor w thout instant recognition

"Look, conrades," Sigurd scratched with point ofsword a rude map on the
pl anks of the deck. "Here liesthe city. It is at the end of a fjord. The
mount ai ns ri seon each side of it and stretch in two long spits far outto sea.
But here"-he pointed to a spot in the coastline close to the crotch where the
| eft hand nountain bar-rier shot out fromthe coast-"is a bay with a
narrowentrance fromthe sea. It is used by the priests of Nergalfor a certain
secret sacrifice. Between it and the city ahidden way runs through the hills.
That path brings youout to the great tenmple. | have travel ed the hi dden wayand
have stood on the shores of that bay. | went therewith other slaves, bearing
priests in litters and thingsfor the sacrifice. Wile it would take tw good
sl eepsfor a ship to make the journey from Enmakhtila to thisplace, it is by the
hi dden way only half so far as a strongman could walk in my own | and between
t he dawn andnoon of a winter day. Also there are nany places therewhere the
ship can be hidden. Few galleys pass by and no one |lives near-which is why
the priests of Nergal picked it.

"Also | know well the Tenple of the Seven Zones-since long it was ny
went on Sigurd. "ltsheight is thirty times the ship's nast." Kenton

hone,



swiftly estimated. That woul d nake the tenpl esix hundred feet-a respectable
hei ght i ndeed.

"Its core," said the Viking, "is made up of the sanc-tuaries of the gods
and the goddess Ishtar, one upon eachother. Around this core are the quarters
of the priestsand priestesses and | esser shrines. These secret sanctuar-ies
are seven, the last being the house of Bel. From Bel'sHouse a stairway | eads
up into his Bower. At the baseof the tenple is a vast court with altars and
ot her shrineswhere the people come to worship. Its entrances arestrongly
guarded. Even we four could not enter-there! "But around the tenple, which is
shaped thus"-hescratched the outline of a truncated cone-"a great
stonestairway runs thus"-he drew a spiral from base to topof cone. "At
intervals, along that stairway, are sentinels.There is a garrison where it
begins. Is this all clear?" "Wat is clear," grunted Ggi, "is that we would
needan arny to take it!" "Not so," the Viking answered. "Renmenber how wet ook
t he gal |l ey-al t hough t hey outnunbered us? W willrow the ship into that secret
harbor. If priests are therewe nmust do what we can-slay or flee. But if the

Nor nsdecree that no priests be there, we will hide the ship andl eave the
slaves in care of the black-skin. Then the four ofus, dressed as seanen in the
clothes and the long cl oakswe took fromthe galley, will take the hidden way

and gointo the city.

"For as to that stairway-lI have another plan. It ishigh walled-up to a
man's chest. If we can pass with-out arousing the guards at its base, we can
creep upunder shadow of that wall, slaying the sentinels as wego, until we
reach the Bower of Bel and entering, bearSharane away.

"But not in fair weather could we do this," he ended."There nust be
darkness or stormthat they see us notfromthe streets. And that is why | pray
to Odin, that thisbrew ng tenpest may not boil until we have reachedthe city
and | ooked upon that stairway. For in that stormthat is surely com ng we

could do as | havesaid and swiftly." "But in all this | see no chance of
sl aying Kl aneth,"growl ed Zubran. "W creep in, we creep up, Wwe creep outagain
with Sharane-if we can. And that is all. By O nuzd, ny knees are too tender for

creeping! Also ny scimtaritches to scratch itself on the black priest's
hide." "No safety while Klaneth lives!" croaked G gi, playingupon his old
t une.

"I have no thought of Klaneth now, " runbled theViking. "First comes
Kenton's wonan. After that-wetake up the black priest.” "I am ashaned," said
Zubran. "I should have remembered. Yet in truth, | would feel easier if we
could killKlaneth on our way to her. For | agree with G gi-whilehe lives, no
safety for your blood-brother or any of us, However-Sharane first, of course.”
The Vi ki ng had been peering down into the conpass. He | ooked again, intently,
and drew back, pointing to it.

Both the blue serpents in the scarlet bath were parallel,their heads
turned to one point.

"W head straight to Emakhtila," said Sigurd. "But arewe within the jaws
of that fjord or out of then? Whereverwe are we nust be close.” He swung the
rudder to port. The ship veered. Thel arge needle slipped a quarter of the
space to the rightbetween the red synbols on the bow edge. The snallerheld
st eady.

"That proves nothing," grunted the Viking, "except thatwe are no | onger
driving straight to the city. But we maybe cl ose upon the nounts. Check the
oarsnen."” Sl ower went the ship, and slower, feeling her waythrough the msts.
And suddenly they darkened beforethem Sonething grew out of themslowy,
slowy. Itlay revealed as a | ow shore, rising sharply and neltingi nto deeper
shadows behi nd. The waves ran gently to it,caressing its rocks. Sigurd swore a
great oath of thankful-ness.

"We are on the other side of the mounts,"” he said."Sonewhere close is
that secret bay of which | told you.Bid the overseer drive the ship along as
we are." He swung the rudder sharply to starboard. The shipturned; slowy
foll owed the shore. Soon in front of them |ooned a high ridge of rock. This
they skirted, circledits end and still sculling silently came at last to



anot hernarrow strait into which the Viking steered.

"A place for hiding," he said. "Send the ship into thatcluster of trees
ahead. Nay-there is water there, thetrees rise out of it. Once within themthe
ship can be seenneither fromshore nor sea." They drifted into the grove.

Long, densely | eavedbranches covered them
"Now | ash her to the tree trunks," whispered Sigurd."Go softly. Priests

may be about. We will | ook forthemlater, when we are on our way. W |eave
theship in charge of the wonen. The bl ack-skin stays be-hind. Let themall lie
close till we return---" "There would be better chance for you to return ifyou

cut off that |ong hair of yours and your beard, Sigurd," said the Persian, and
added: "Better chance forus, also." "Wat!" cried the Viking, outraged. "Cut

nmy hair! Wy, even when | was slave they left that untouched!" "Wse counsel!"
said Kenton. "And Zubran-that naming beard of yours and your red hair. Better
for you andus, too, if you shaved them both-or changed theircolor." "By

Ormuzd, no!" exclainmed the Persian, as outragedas Sigurd. "The fow er sets the
net and is caught with the bird!"laughed the Viking. "Nevertheless, it is good
counsel . Bet-ter hair off face and head than head off shoul ders!" The maids
brought shears. Laughing, they snippedSigurd' s mane to nape of neck, trinmed
the I ong beardinto short spade shape. Amazi ng was the transformationof Sigurd,
Trygg' s son, brought about by that shearing.

"There is one that Klaneth will not know if he seeshim" grunted G gi

Now t he Persian put hinself in the wonen's hands.

They dabbl ed at beard and head with cloths dipped i na bow of sone bl ack
liquid. The red faded, then dark-ened into brown. Not so great was the
di fference betweenhimand the old Zubran as there was between the newand old
Sigurd. But Kenton and G gi nodded approvingly-at [east the red that nmade him
as conspi cuous as theNorsenman's | ong hair was gone.

Rermai ned Kenton and G gi. Little could be done for either of them
There was no changing Ggi's frog slit ofa mouth, the tw nkling beady eyes,
the bald pate, thei mense shoul ders.

"Take out your earrings, Ggi," bade Kenton

"Take off that bracelet on your arm" replied G gi, "Sharane's gift!
Never!" excl ai red Kenton, as out-raged as had been both the Norseman and the
Per si an.

"My earrings were put there by one who | oved ne asnuch as she does you."
For the first tine since Kentonhad known G gi there was anger in his voice

The Persian | aughed softly. It broke the tension. Kentongrinned at the
drumer, sonmewhat guiltily. G gi grinnedback

"Well," he said. "It seens that we nust all nake oursacrifices-" he
began to unscrew t he earrings.

"No, Ggi!" Kenton could not bring hinmself to breakthat gol den band upon
whi ch Sharane had graven thesynbols of her love. "Leave them be. Rings and
bracel et-both can be hidden." "I do not know" G gi paused doubtfully. "It
seens tome to be better. That idea of sacrifice-it grows stronger." "There is
little sense in what you say," said Kentonstubbornly.

"No?" mused G gi. "Yet nmany nen must have seenthat bracel et of yours
that time you fought the blackpriest's men and | ost Sharane. Kl aneth nust have
seen it. Somet hing whispers to ne that token is nore perilousthan the rings in
my ears."” "Well, nothing whispers to ne," said Kenton, shortly,He | ed the way
i nto what had been Kl aneth's cabin andbegan stripping to clothe hinself in the
sail ors' gear theyhad taken fromthe captured galley. He slipped on a
| ooseshirt of finely tanned, thin | eather whose | oose sl eevesfastened around
his wists.

"You see,"” he said to Ggi, "the bracelet is hidden." Next canme | oose
hose of the same material drawn tightby a girdle around the wai st. He drew on
hi gh, | acedbuskins. Over the shirt he fastened a sleeveless tunic ofrmail. On

his head he placed a conical netal covered capfrom whose padded si des dropped,
shoul der deep, fol dsof heavy oiled silk.

The others dressed with himin simlar garnents. Onlythe Persian would
not |leave off his own linked nmail. Heknew its strength, he said, and the



others were newto himlt was an old friend, often tried and al ways

fai thful he said he would not cast it off for new ones whoseloyalty was stil
untried. But over it he drew one of theshirts and a tunic. And Ggi, after he
had set the capupon his head, drew close the folds of silk so thatthey hid his
ears and their pendants. Al so he fastenedaround his neck another |long fold of
sil k, binding theothers fast and hiding his nouth.

And when they had covered thensel ves with the | ongcl oaks t hey scanned
each other with lightened hearts. TheViking and the Persian were true
changelings. Little fearof recognition there. Changed enough by his new garb
itseened to them was Kenton. The cloak hid Ggi's stunpyl egs and the cloths
around his face, the close fitting, coni-cal cap altered it curiously into one
not easily recognzi-able.

"It is good!" murmured the Viking.

"It is very good!" echoed Kenton

They belted thenmsel ves and thrust into the belts boththeir own swords
and short ones of Sigurd's forging. OnlyG gi woul d take neither that nine foot
bl ade the Norse-man had nade for himnor the great nace. The |atterwas too
wel I known; the other too cunbersonme fortheir journey; inpossible, like the
mace, to hide. He tooktwo swords of average |length. Last he picked up a
| ong, thin piece of rope, swiftly spliced to it a small grap-pling hook. He
coiled the rope around his waist, hang-ing the grapple to his belt.

"Lead, Sigurd," said Kenton

One by one they dropped over the ship's bow, wadedthrough shall ow water
and stood upon the shore whil eSigurd cast about for his bearings. The msts
had grownt hi cker. The gol den | eaves, the panicles of crinson andyell ow bl oons
wer e et ched agai nst them as though uponsone anci ent Chinese screen. In the
m sts Sigurd noved, shadowy.

"Cone," the Viking joined them "I have found theway." Silently they
foll owed himthrough the m sts, underthe silver shadows of the trees.

Part 1V
18. In the Sorcerers' Gty

THERE was a hidden way, in truth. How Sigurd fol-lowed it in the
glimering fog, by what signs led, Kentoncould not tell. But the Viking wal ked
al ong, unhesitant.

Bet ween hi gh rocks covered with the golden ferns thenarrow road ran, and

t hrough thickets where the still airwas |anguorous with the scent of nyriads
of strange bl os-sons; through dense clunps of slender trunks which werelike
banboo stens all |acquered scarlet, and throughgroves where trees grew primy

in park-1ike precision andunder which the tarnished silver shadows were thick
Thei rsteps made no sound on the soft noss. They had | ongl ost the nurnmur of the
sea. Sound of any kind aroundthemthere was none.

At the skirt of one of the ordered groves the Viking paused.

"The place of sacrifice," he whispered. "I go to see ifany of Nergal's
bl ack dogs are about. Wait for me here." He nelted into the mists. They
waited, silent. Eachfelt that sonething evil lay sleeping within those trees
andi f they spoke or noved it woul d awaken, draw themtoit. And out of it, as
t hough the sl eeping evil breathed, pul sed the sickly sweet and charnel odor
that had hungi n Kl aneth's cabi n.

Silently as he had gone, Sigurd returned.

"No bl ack robes there," he said. "Yet-sonmething oftheir dark god dwells
in that grove always. Eager amIto pass this place. Go softly and quickly."
They pushed on. At |ast Sigurd paused, exhaled a vastsigh of relief.

"W have passed," he told them

He led themw th increased speed. And now the waybegan to clinb steeply.
They passed through a | ong anddeep ravine in which the glimrering, msty |ight
washardly strong enough for themto pick their way overthe boul ders that
strewed it.



They passed out of it between two huge nonoliths-and halted. Abruptly
the silence that had envel oped t hemhad been broken. Before them was not hing
but the wallof the msts, but fromthemand far, far bel ow cane amurmnuring, a
hunm ng of a great city, the creaking of masts, the rattle of gear, the
spl ashing of oars and nowand then a shouting, darting up like a kite fromthe
vaguecl anor .

"The harbor," said Sigurd, and pointed downward tothe right. "Emakhtil a
lies beneath us-close. And there,"-he pointed again downward and a little to
the left-"there is the tenple of the Seven Zones." Kenton foll owed the
pointing finger. A mighty massl oomed darkly in the silvery haze, its nebul ous
out |l i nescone-shaped, its top flattened. H s heart quickened.

Down they went, and down. The nurmnuring of the citycame to them ever
| ouder and | ouder. Ever the great bul kof the tenple grew plainer, clinmbing
hi gher and hi gherinto the heavens as they descended. And ever the m stshid ths
city fromthem

They came to a high stone wall. Here Sigurd turnedand led theminto a
grove of trees, thick, heavily shad-owed. Through the trees they slipped,
foll owi ng the Vikingwho now went on with greater caution

At | ast he peered out from behind an enornous trunk, beckoned them
Beyond the trees was a deep rutted, broadroadway.

"Aroad into the city," he said. "A free road on whi chwe can wal k
wi t hout fear." They cl anbered down a hi gh bank and took that road, wal ki ng now
side by side. Soon the trees cave way tofields, cultivated as far as the msts
woul d et themsee; fields filled with high plants whose | eaves were shaped
like those of the corn, but saffron yellow instead of greenand instead of ears
| ong panicles of gleanming white grains; rows of bushes on whose branches shone
berries green aseneralds: strange fruits; three-stenmmed vi nes from whichf el
st ar-shaped gourds.

They saw houses, two-storied; block-like with smallercubes for w ngs
like those a child makes. They werepainted startlingly-both in colors and
patterns; facadesstriped with alternate vertical, yard w de bands of bl ue, and
yel | ow facades of dull blue through which dartedscarlet zigzags like the
conventionalized lightning bolt; broad horizontal bands of crinmson barred with
stripes of green.

The road narrowed, becane a thoroughfare paved wi t hbl ocks. The painted
houses became thicker. Men and wom en passed them brown faced and bl ack, clad
ali ke in onesl eevel ess white garment cut short just bel ow the knees.On the
right wist of each of these was a bronze ringfromwhich fell a half dozen
[ inks of chain. They carriedburdens-jugs, baskets of the fruits and gourds,
| oavesof bread col ored ruddy brown, flat cakes a foot across. They gl anced at
the four curiously as they passed.

"Slaves," said Sigurd

Now t he pai nted houses stood solidly, side by side. These were galleried
and on the galleries were floweringtrees and plants |ike those upon the rosy
cabin of the ship.Fromsone of them wonen | eaned and call ed out tothem as they
went by.

They passed out of this street into a roaring avenuet hronged wth
peopl e. And here Kenton halted in sheeranmazenent.

At its far end | oonmed the huge bul k of the terracedtenple. Its sides
were lined with shops. At their doorsstood nen crying out their wares. Banners
fell fromthenmon which in woven silk ran the cuneiformletters thattold their
goods.

Past hi m wal ked Assyrians, nen of N neveh and Baby-lon with curl ed heads
and ringl eted beards; hook nosed,fierce eyed Phoenicians; sloe-eyed, nuslin
skirted Egyp-tians; Ethiopians with great golden circles in their ears, al nond
lidded, smiling yellow nmen. Soldiers in cuirassesof linked mail, archers wth
qui vers on back and bows inhand strode by; priests in robes of black and
crimsonand blue. Stood in front of himfor an instant a ruddy skinned, smooth
nmuscl ed warrior who carried upon oneshoul der the doubl e bl aded ax of ancient
Crete. Over hisother shoulder lay the white armof a sandall ed woman inoddly



nodern pleated and patterned skirt, snake girdl edand with high, white breasts
peepi ng from her opened andas oddly nodern bl ouse. A M noan and his mate he
knewt he pair to be, two who had perhaps watched yout hs andmai ds who were
Athen's tribute to the M notaur gothrough the door of the labyrinth to the
lair where thenonstrous man-bull awaited them

And there went a cuirassed Roman, gripping a shortsword of bronze that
m ght have hel ped cut out the pathsthe first Caesar trod. Behind himstrode a
giant Gaul withtw sted | ocks and eyes as coldly blue as Sigurd' s own.

Up and down al ong the center of the thoroughfare rodenen and wonen in
litters borne on the shoulders ofslaves. H s eyes followed a Grecian girl
long linbed andlithe, with hair as yellow as the ripened wheat. They
fol -1 owed, too, a hot eyed Carthagi nian | ovely enough to bea bride of Baal who
| eaned over the side of her litterand smled at him

"I amhungry and | thirst," grunted Sigurd. "Wy dowe stand here? Let us
be going." And Kenton realized that this pageant of past agescould be no
strange thing to these conrades who were al soof that past. He nodded assent.
They swung into the crowdand stopped before a place wherein nen sat eating
anddr i nki ng.

"Better for us to enter two by two," said G gi. "Klanethseeks four mnen
and we are four strangers. Wl f, go you infirst with Sigurd. Zubran and | will
foll owbut do notnotice us when we enter." The shopkeeper set food before them
and hi gh beakersof red wi ne. He was garrul ous; he asked them when t heyhad nade
harbor, if their voyage had been a good one.

"It is a good time to be off the sea," he gossiped.' Storm conmes-and a
great one. | pray to the Dispenserof Waters, that he hold it until Bel's
worship is ended. | close nmy shop soon to see that new priestess they talk
somuch about." Kenton's face had been bent over, his cap veils hiding it.
But at this he raised it and stared full into the man' sface.

The shopkeeper bl anched, faltered, stared back at him

with w de eyes.

Had he been recogni zed? Kenton's hand sought stealth-ily his sword.

"Pardon!" gasped the shopkeeper, "I knew you not-'"Then he peered
cl oser, straightened and | aughed. "ByBel! | thought you were-another-Gods!" He
hurried away, Kenton | ooked after him WAs hi sdeparture a ruse? Had he
recogni zed himas the manKl aneth sought? It could not be. His fright had been
tooreal; his relief too sincere. Wi was it then that Kentonso resenbled to
bring forth this fright and relief? They finished their food quickly, paid
fromthe gol dthey had taken fromthe galley; passed out into the street. A npst
at once G gi and the Persian joined them

Two by two they passed down the street, not hurrying,like nmen just in
froma | ong voyage. But as they wentKenton, with an ever grow ng puzzl ement
and apprehen-sion, saw now one and now anot her glance at him pauseas though
i n wonder and then, averting eyes go swiftlyby. The others sawit, too.

"Draw the cap cloths about your face," said Ggi, un-easily. "I |ike not
the way they stare." Briefly Kenton told himof the shopkeeper

"That is bad," G gi shook his head. "Now who can it beyou so resenble
that those who | ook at you grow fright-ened? Well-hide your face as best you
can." And this Kenton did, keeping his head bent as hewal ked. Neverthel ess
heads still turned.

The street entered a broad park. People were strollingover its sward,
sitting on benches of stone, and gi ganticroots of trees whose trunks were
thick as the sequoi a andwhose tops were lost in the slowy thickening msts.
Andwhen they had gone a little way Sigurd turned off the high-way into this
par K.

"Wl f," he said. "G gi is right. They stare at you toormuch. It comes to
me that it will be better for all if yougo no further. Sit upon this bench
Bow your head asthough asl eep or drunken. There are few here and theywi |l be
fewer as the tenmple court fills. The mists hide youfromthose who pass al ong
the street. The three of us willgo on to the tenple and study that stairway.
Then we willreturn to you and we will take counsel." Kenton knew the Viking



was right. Steadily his own unease had grown. And yet-it was hard to stay
behi nd, not to see for hinself that place where Sharane |ay cap-tive, |leave to
ot hers the chance of finding way to her

"Courage, brother," said Sigurd as they left him "Qdinhas held off the
stormfor us. Gdin will help us get yourwoman." Now for a tine, a long. |ong
time, it seenmed to him hesat upon that bench with face covered by hands.
Strongerand stronger grew that desire to see for hinmself Sharane' sprison,
study its weaknesses. After all, his conrades werenot as interested as he;
their eyes not sharpened by | ove. He night succeed where they would fail; his
eyes see whattheirs would nmiss. And at last the desire nastered him Hearose
fromthe bench, made his way back to the throngedstreet. Wen it was a few
steps away, he turned and wental ong through the park, paralleling the street
but not goingout on it.

And in a short while he came to the end of the parkand stood, half
hi dden, | ooki ng out.

Directly before him not fifty yards away, arose the i mnmense bul k of
the Tenple of the Seven Zones.

It blocked his vision Iike a Cycl opean cone. The greatstairway coiled
round it like a serpent. For a hundred feetup fromits base the tenple shone
I i ke burnished silver.There a circular terrace bit into the cone. Above that
ter-race for another hundred feet the surface was coveredw th sone netal of
red gold color, rich orange. Anotherterrace and above that a facade of jet
bl ack, dull anddead. Again a terrace. The mists hid the walls above thislast,
but he thought that through them he could see a glintof flam ng scarlet and
over it a blue shadow.

H s eyes followed the girdling stairway. He stepped for-ward that he
mght see a little better. Broad steps led upfromits base to a wide platform
on whi ch stood manynmen on arnor. That, he realized, was the garrison whichthey
nmust either trick or overcone. Hs heart sank as hecounted the soldiers that
guarded it.

He | ooked beyond them The rise of the stairway fronthe platformof the
guards was gradual. About five thou-sand feet away the park came close to the
side of the temple. There was a clunp of high trees whose branches al - npst
touched the stairway at that point.

G gi's rope and grapple! Ah, wi se had been the N nevite, anticipating
some such chance. Kenton was lightest of the four-he could clinb those trees,
drop to the stairway, orif that were not possible, cast the grapple over the
wall ofit, swing in and clinb up the rope and over! Then he could drop that
rope for the three to swarmit.It could be done! And if in such a storm as
Si gurd pro-phesied, with certainty of giving no alarmto the garrisonbel ow.

Suddenly he had the sense of being watched. He sawt hat the space between
himand the tenple was enpty of people; saw an officer of the garrison standing
at the baseof the steps staring.

Kenton turned; swiftly skirted the street until he wasback to the bench
He seated hinself on it as he bad beenbefore-bent over, face in hands.

And as he sat there sone one dropped down beside him

"What is the matter, sailor?" came a voice, roughlykind. "If you are
sick why not go home?" Kenton spoke huskily, keeping his face covered.

"Too much of Emakhtila wine," he answered. "Leavene be. It will pass.”
"Ho!" | aughed the other, and gripped an arm about theel bow. "Look up. Better
seek home before the tenpestbreaks.” "No, no," said Kenton, thickly. "Never
mnd the tempest. Water will help ne." The hand dropped fromhis arm For a

ti me, whoeverit was beside him was silent. Then he arose.

"Right, sailor,"” he said heartily. "Stay here. Stretch outon the bench
and sleep a little. The gods be with you!" "And with you," nuttered Kenton. He
heard the foot-steps of that brief conpanionship retreating. Cautiouslyhe
turned his head, |ooked in their direction. There wereseveral figures walking
there among the trees. One was anold man in a |ong blue cl oak; another an
of ficer dressedli ke the one who had watched him fromthe base of thegreat
stairway; a sailor; a hurrying citizen. Which had itbeen? The man who had sat



besi de himhad gripped his armgripped it where Sharane's bracel et bound! And
that of-ficer-the watching soldier of the garrison! Had it beenhe? Had he been
foll owed? He sat bolt upright, clapped his right hand on the sl eeveof the

| eather shirt. Hi s hand touched-the bracelet! The sl eeve had been slit by a
knife to reveal it! Kenton leaped to his feet-to run. Before he could takea
step there was a rustling behind him a tranpling. Aheavy cioth was thrown
over his head like a bag. Handsclutched his throat. O her hands wound strand
afterstrand of rope around his arms, pinioning themto his sides.

"Take that cloth off his face-but keep your handsaround his throat,"
said a cold dead voice

H s head was freed. He | ooked straight into the pal eeyes of Kl aneth!
Then fromthe double ring of soldiers around himcanmea gasp of amazenent, a
nmoverrent of terror. An officerstepped forward, stared at himincredul ously.

"Mt her of the Gods!" he groaned, and knelt at Ken-ton's feet. "Lord-|I
did not know" He | eaped up, setknife to his bonds.

"Stop!" Kl aneth spoke. "It is the slave!l Look again!" Trenbling, the
of ficer studied Kenton's face, lifted thecap veils; swore.

"CGods!" he exclaimed, "but | thought he was--" "And he is not,"

i nterposed Klaneth smoothly. H's eyesgl oated over Kenton. He reached down into
his belt, drewfromit the sword of Nabu

"Hold!" the officer quietly took it fromhim "This manis ny prisoner
until | deliver himto the King. And tillthen | keep his sword." The fera
light in the pupils of the black priest gl owed.

"He goes to Nergal's House," he runbl ed. "Best be-ware, captain, how you
cross Klaneth." "Cross or no cross,"” replied the officer, "I amtheKing s nan.
H s orders | obey. And you know as well asl do that he has commanded al
prisoners to be broughtbefore himfirst-no matter what even high priests
maysay. Besides," he added slyly, "there is that matter of thereward. Best to
get this capture a matter of record. TheKing is a just man." The bl ack priest
stood silent, fingering his nouth. Theofficer |aughed.

"March!" he snapped. "To the tenple. If this nman es-capes-all your lives

for his!" In atriple ring of the soldiers wal ked Kenton. On oneside of him
strode the officers; on the other the bl ackpriest, gloating gaze never | eaving
him Kl aneth, lickinghis merciless |ips. Thus t hey passed

t hrough the wooded park, out intothe street and at |ast through a high
archway, and wereswal | owed up within a gateway of the tenple.

19. The Lord O The Two Deat hs

THE KI NG of Emekhtila, Lord of the Two Deaths, sat,l|egs crooked, on a
hi gh divan. He was very like A d KingCole of the nursery rhyme, even to that
nmonar ch' srubicund jollity, his apple round, pippin red cheeks. Merri-nent
shone in his somewhat watery blue eyes. He woreone | oose robe of scarlet. His
| ong, white beard, stainedhere and there with drops of red and purple and
yel | owmm ne, wagged rogui shly. The judgnent chanber of the King of Emakhtila
wassone hundred feet square. Hi s divan rested on a platfornfive feet high that
stretched fromside to side |ike a stage. The chequered floor raised in a sharp
concave curve TGouild it. The curved front was cut through by a broadflight of
| ow wi de steps ascending fromthe | ower floor andendi ng about five feet from
t he di van of the king.

Two and ten archers in belted kirtles of silver and scar-let stood on
the | owest step, shoulder to shoul der, bows atstand, arrows at strings, ready
on the instant to be raisedto ears and | oosed. Four and twenty archers knelt
at their feet. Six and thirty shafts of death were |evel ed at Kenton, bl ack
priest and the captain.

Qut from each side of the steps and along the curvedwall to where it net
the sides of the chanber another fileof bownen stretched, scarlet and silver,
shoul der to shoul -der, arrows alert. The twi nkling eyes of the king could see
t he backs of the heads ranged over the edge of his stagelike footlights.



Along the other three walls, shoulder to shoulder, ar-rows at strings,
eyes fixed on the King of Emakhtila, ran.an unbroken silver and scarlet frieze

of archers. They stood silent; tense as automatons tightly wound and
wait-ing for touch upon some hidden spring.

The chamber was wi ndow ess. Pal e blue tapestries cov-ered all its walls.
A hundred lanmps lighted it with still,yellow fl anes.

Twice a tall man's height away fromthe king' s | eft handa veil ed shape
stood, motionless as the bownen. Eventhrough its thick veils cane subtle hints
of beauty.

At the same distance fromthe king's right hand an-other veiled shape
stood. Nor could its veils check hintof horror seeping forth fromwhat they
cover ed.

One shape set the pul ses | eaping.

One shape checked them

On the floor, at the king's feet, crouched a giant Chi-nese with a
curved and crinson sword.

Close to each end of the divan stood, fair and youngand naked to their
wai sts. Six to this side-six to that.They held ewers filled with wi ne. At
their feet were greatbow s of wine, red and purple and yellow, in |arger
bow sof snow.

At the right hand of the Lord of the Two Deaths knelta girl w th gol den
cup on outstretched pal ns. At his | efthand anot her knelt, a golden flagon on
her pal ms. Andthe king to drink used equally well his left hand and hisright,
rai sing cup or flagon, setting themto his lips, put-ting them back. \Wereupon
at once they were refilled.

Thr ough many passages the captain and the bl ack priesthad hurried Kenton
to this place. And now the king drankdeep, set down his cup and cl apped his
hands.

"The King of Emakhtila judges!" intoned the Chinese, sonorously.

"He judges!" whispered the bowren ranged al ong thewal|s.

Kent on, bl ack priest and captain stepped forward untiltheir breasts
touched the forenost arrow points. The kingl eaned, merry eyes tw nkling on
Kent on.

"What jest is this, Klaneth?" he cried in a high, thintreble. "Or have
t he Houses of Bel and Nergal decl aredwar upon each other?" . "They are not at
war, lord," answered Klaneth. "Thisis the slave for whom | have offered great
reward andwhom | now claimsince | have taken---" Since | have taken, M ghty
One," interrupted the cap- tain, kneeling as he spoke. "And so have earned
Kl anet h' sreward, O Just One!" "You lie, Klaneth!" chuckled the king. "If you
are notat war why have you trussed up--" "Look again, lord," interrupted
Klaneth. "I do not lie." The watery eyes peered closer at Kenton

"No!" laughed the king. "You are right. He is what theother man woul d be
were he half as nuch a man. Wellwell--" He raised the flagon; before he had
half lifted it to hislips he paused and | ooked into it.

"Half full!" giggled the king. "Only half full!" He glanced fromthe
flagon to the girl who stood closestto the kneeling girl at his left. His
round face beamed onher

"Insect!" chuckled the king. "You forgot to fill mnyflagon!" He raised a
finger.

A bow string sang along the left wall, an arrow shrilled.It struck the
trenbling girl in the shoul der on the rightside. She swayed, eyes cl osed.

"Bad!" the king cried merrily, and again held up a fin-ger

Fromthe frieze along the right wall another bow stringsang; an arrow
whittled across the room The shaft cleftthe heart of the first archer. Before
hi s body touched thefl oor the sane bow sang once nore.

A second shaft |eaped into sight deep within the | eftside of the wounded
girl.

"Good!" | aughed the king.

"Qur lord has granted death!" chanted the Chinese."Praise him" "Praise
him " echoed the bowren and the cup maidens.



But Kenton, mad with swift rage at that heartless kill-ing, |eaped
forward. Instantly the bow strings of the sixand thirty archers before him
were drawn taut, arrowshafts touched ears. Black priest and captain caught
hi m t hrew hi m down.

The Chinese drew a small hanmer and struck the bl adeof his sword. It
rang like a bell. Two slaves canme out onthe dais and carried the dead girl
away. Another girl tookher place. The sl aves dragged off the dead archer
Anot her sl i pped through the curtains and stood where he hadbeen.

"Let himup," crowed the king-and drained his filled flagon

"Lord-he is ny slave." Al the black priest's will coul dnot keep the
arrogant inpatience out of his voice. "He hasbeen brought before you in
obedi ence to your general command. You have seen him Now | claimny right
totake himto his place of punishnent.” "Ch-ho!" the king set down his cup
beamed at Kl aneth. "Oh-ho! Sh-so you won't let himup? And youwi || take him
away? Oh-ho! "Toe nail of a rotting flea!" he shrilled. "Am | King of Emakhtila
or am|l not? Answer ne!" Fromall around the chanber cane the sigh of
ti ghtdrawn bow strings. Every arrow of the silver and scarletfrieze of bownren
was pointed at the black priest's greatbody. The captain threw hinsel f down
besi de Kent on.

"God's!" nuttered that shoulder. "Hell take you andthe reward. Wy did
ever see you!" The black priest spoke, voice strangled between rageand fear-
"King of Emakhtila you are!" He knelt. The king waved his hand. The bow
st ringsdropped | oose.

"Stand up!" cried the king. The three arose. The Kingof Emakhtila shook
a finger at Kenton.

"Why were you so angered," he chuckled, "by nmy boonof death to those
two? Man-how many tines, think you,will you beeseech death to conme, and pray
for my swiftarchers before Klaneth is done with you?" "It was slaughter,” said
Kent on, eyes steady on thewatery ones.

"My cup must be kept filled," answered the king gently."The girl knew
the penalty. She broke my |Iaw. She wasslain. | amjust."” "Qur lord is just!"
chant ed t he Chi nese.

"He is just!" echoed the archers and the cup nuai dens.

"The bowran made her suffer when | meant painless death for her
Therefore he was slain,"” said the king. "I amnerciful." "Qur lord is
nmerciful!" chanted the Chinese.He is nerciful!" echoed the bowren and the
cupmai dens.

Death!" the king's face winkled jovially. "Wy, man-death is the first
of boons. It is the one thing out of which the gods cannot cheat us. It is
the one thing that isstronger than the fickleness of the gods. It is the
onlything that is man's own. Above the gods, heedl ess of thegods, stronger
than the gods-since even gods in their duetine nmust die! "Ah!" sighed the
king-and for a fleeting instant all King Col e jocundity was gone. "Ah! There
was a poet inChal dea when | dwelt there- a nman who knew death and how to wite
of it. Maldronah, his name. None hereknows him-" And then softly: " Tis
better be dead than alive, he said-But best is never to be!" Kenton |istened,
interest in this strange personality ban-ishing his anger. He too knew
Mal dronah of ancient Ur; had run across that very poem from which the king
hadquot ed whil e goi ng through sone of the inscribed claytablets recovered by
Hei | precht in the sands of Ni neveh-back in that old life, half forgotten. And
i nvol untaril yhe spoke the beginning of the | ast macabresque stanza: "Life is a
gane, he said; Its end we know not-nor care, And we yawn ere we conme to its
end--" "Wiat!" the king cried. "You know Ml dronah! You--" A d King Col e agai n,
he shook with laughter."Go on!" he ordered. Kenton felt the bul k of
Kl anet hbeside himtrenble with wath. And Kenton | aughed, too-neeting the
twi nkling eyes of the king; and while theLord of the Two Deaths beat time with
cup and fl agon hefini shed Mal dronah's verse, with its curious jigging lilt
en-tangled in slow neasure of marche funerale: "Yet it pleases to play with
the snare, To skirt the pit, and the peril dare, And lightly the gains to spend;
There's a door that has opened, he said, A space where ye may tread- But the



t hi ngs ye have seen and the things ye have done, What are these things when the
race is run And ye pause at the farthest door? As though they never had

been, he said- Utterly passed as the pul se of the dead! Then tread on lightly
with nothing to nourn! Shall he who had nothing fear for the score? Ah-better

be dead than alive, he said- But best is ne'er to be born!" Long sat the king

in silence. At last he stirred, raisedhis flagon and beckoned one of the

mai dens.

"He drinks with nme!" he said, pointing to Kenton

The archers parted; let the cup rmai den pass. She st oodbefore Kenton
held the flagon to his lips. He drank deep; lifted head and bowed t hanks.

"Klaneth," said the king, "no man who knows Mal -dronah of U is a
slave." "Lord," answered the black priest, stubbornly. "Yet thisman is ny
slave." The king again sat silent, drinking now fromcup andnow from fl agon
eyes now on Kenton, now at Kl aneth.

"Conme here," he ordered at |ast-and pointed with onefinger at Kenton
with another at the side of the Chinese.

"Lord!" said Klaneth, nore uneasily yet as stubbornly."M slave stays
besi de ne." "Does he?" |aughed the king. "Ucer on a gnat's belly! Does he?"
Al'l around the chanmber the bow strings sighed.

"Lord," panted Kl aneth, with bowed head. "He goes toyou." As he passed
him Kenton heard the black priest's teethgrate; heard him sob as does a man
after a long race. AndKenton, grinning, stepped through the opened space
of archers; stood before the king.

"Man who knows Mal dronah,” smiled the king. "Youwonder how I, alone,
have greater power than these priestsand all their gods? Well-it is because in
all Emakhtila lamthe only one who has neither gods nor superstitions. lamthe
one man who knows there are only three realities. Wne-which up to a certain
poi nt makes man see noreclearly than the gods. Power-which bei ng conbi ned
wi t hman' s cunni ng makes hi m superior to the gods. Death-which no god can
abolish and which | deal at will." "Wne!l Power! Death!" chanted the Chinese.

"These priests have nmany gods-each of themjealous of all the others.
Ho! Ho!" | aughed the king. "I have nogods. Therefore | amjust to all. The
just judge must bew thout prejudice; without belief." "Qur lord is wthout
prejudi ce!" chanted the Chinese."He has no beliefs!" intoned the bowren."l am
on one side of the scales,"” nodded the king. "Onthe other side are many gods
and priests. There are onlythree things that | amsure are real. Wne, power,
deat h! Those who try to outwei gh me have beliefs many tinesthree. Therefore
outwei gh them If there were but onegod, one belief opposite nme-lo, | would be
out wei ghed! Yea-three to one! That is paradox-also it is truth." "The Lord of
Emakhtila speaks truth!" whi spered thebowren.

"Better three straight arrows in your quiver than three-score crooked
ones. And if there should arise one nman inEmakhtila with but one arrow and
that arrow straighterthan my three-that man woul d soon rule in ny
pl ace, "beared t he ki ng.

"Archers-hear ye the king!" chanted the Chinese."And so," the king said,
briskly, "since all the gods andall the priests are jealous of each other
t hey make me-who gives not a curse for any god or priest-king of Emakhtila-to
keep peace anong them and hol d t henback from destroying each other! And this,
since | nowhave ten bowren to every one of theirs, and twentyswordsnen to each
swordman of the priests, | do verywell. Ho! Ho!" |aughed the king. "That is
power.""Qur lord has power!" cried the Chinese.

"And having power | can get drunk at will," chuckl edthe king.

"Qur lord is drunken!" whispered the archers, all aroundthe chanber.

"Drunken or sober-1 amKing of the Two Deaths!"tittered the rul er of
Emakhti | a.

"The Two Deat hs!" whi spered the archers, noddi ng toeach ot her

"To you-man who knows Mal dronah-1 unveil them "said the king.

"Bownen at sides and back-bend your heads!" shout edthe Chi nese. The
heads of the archers along three sides ofthe living frieze dropped i mediately
upon their breasts.



The veils fell fromthe shape upon the [ eft hand of theking.

There, | ooking at Kenton with deep eyes in which weretenderness of the
not her, shyness of the maid, passion ofthe bel oved mstress, stood a woman.
Her naked body wasflaw ess. In it, harnonies of nother, maid and
m stressflowed in one conpelling chord. From her breathed allspringtides that
ever caressed earth. She was the doorwayto enchanted worlds, the synmbol of
everything that |ifecould offer both of beauty and of joy. She was al
t hesweet nesses of life, its promses, its ecstasies, its lure andits reason
Looki ng on her Kenton knew that |ife wassonething to be held fast. That it was
dear and filled w thwonders. Exquisite-not to be let go! And that death was
very dreadful! He had no desire toward her. But she fanned to roaringflane
desire for life in full continuance.

In her right hand she held a strangely shaped instru-ment, long, with
sharp fangs and rows of tearing claws.

"To her," chuckled the king, "I give only those whom lgreatly dislike.
She kills them slowy. Looking upon her,they cling to life; fiercely, terribly
they cling to it. Eachnoment of life that she draws fromthemw th those
clawsand teeth is an eternity through which they battle agai nstdeath. Slowy
she draws themout of life-wailing, cling-ing to it, turning stubborn faces
fromdeath! And now Il ook!" The veils fell fromthe shape at his right hand.

There crouched a bl ack dwarf, m sshapen, warped, hi deous. He stared at
Kenton out of dull eyes that hel devery sorrow and sadness and disill usi onnment
of life; heldall of life's uselessness, its weariness, its enpty |abor
Andl ooki ng at him Kenton forgot that other shape-knew thatlife was dreadful
not to be borne.

And that death was the one good thing! In his right hand the dwarf held
a slender sword, rapierthin, needl e pointed. Kenton fought increasing desire
tohur!l hinself upon that point-die upon it! "To him" |aughed the king, "I
gi ve those who havegreatly pleased me. Swift is their death and a sweet cupto
their lips." "You there-" the king pointed to the captain who hadtrapped
Kenton. "Not too pleased aml with you for tak-ing this man who knows
Mal dronah, even if he be Kla-neth's slave. Go up before ny |left hand death!"
Face bl oodl ess white, the captain marched to the steps; rigid he marched
t hrough the archers, marched w thoutpause until he stood before the wonman. The
Chi nese struckhis sword. Two sl aves entered, heads bent |ow, carrying alattice
of metal. They stripped the captain of his arnor, strapped himnaked to the
grate. The woman | eanedover him tenderness, love, all life's promse in her
wondr ous face. She thrust the fanged instrunent againsthis breast-so |ovingly!
From his |ips cane a shrieking, angui shed, despairing; prayers and curses; the
wai | i ng of the newly dammed.

Still the wonman | eaned over him sniling, tender, hereyes broodi ng upon

hi s.

"Let be!" giggled the king. She lifted the thing of tor-ment fromthe
soldier's breast; bent to her veils and threwthem over her. The slaves unbound
t he captain; dressedhis shaking body. Sobbing, he staggered back, sank onknees
at the black priest's side.

"I am displeased,” said the king, nerrily. "Yet you did your duty.

Therefore-live for a while, since that is yourdesire. | amjust." "Just is our
lord," echoed the chanber."You-" he pointed to the archer who had slain
cuprmai den and a fell ow bowran-"1 am nuch pleased with you. You shall have your

reward. Cone to ny right handdeath!"™ Slowy at first the archer stepped
forward. Faster henoved as the dull eyes of the dwarf net his and cl ung
tothem Faster and faster-he raced up the steps, hurling thearchers aside and
| eaped upon the slender sword! "I am generous," said the king.

"Qur lord is generous," intoned the Chinese.

"Cenerous!" whi spered the bownren.

"I amthirsty," laughed the king. He drank deep fromleft hand and
right. Hi s head nodded; he swayed a bit; quite drunkenly.

"My command!" he opened and cl osed one tw nklingeye after the other
"Hear me, Klaneth! | amsleepy. Iwill sleep. Wien | was awaken-bring this nman



who knowsMal dronah to ne again. Let no harmcone to himbeforethen. It is ny
conmand. Al so he shall have a guard of bowren. Take hi m away. Keep hi m safe.
It is nmy command!" He reached for his cup. It dropped fromhis |ax hand.

"By ny Deaths!" he whinpered. "Wat shane that caskscan hold so nuch
and man so little!" He sank upon the divan

The Lord of the Two Deat hs snored.

"Qur lord sleeps!" chanted the Chinese, softly.

"He sl eeps!" whispered the bowren and cup nai dens.

The Chi nese arose, bent over the king. He raised hinmon his shoul ders
like a child. The Two Deaths foll owedhim The two and ten archers upon the
| owest step turned, marched up and circled the four. The four and twentyturned,
mar ched and circled them The bowren beside thecurved wall swung round and six
abreast marched up thesteps. The living frieze of scarlet and silver swing six
bysix out fromtheir walls and foll owed them

The double ring stepped forward, passed through thecurtains at the rear
After them strode the bowren

Six fell out of the ranks, ranged thensel ves besi de Ken-ton

The cup mai dens picked up ewers and bowl s. Theytripped through the
curtains.

One of the six bowren pointed to the I ower floor. Ken-ton wal ked down
t he steps.

Bl ack priest on one side of him white faced captain onthe other, three
archers marching before them three afterthem he passed out of the judgment
chanmber of the king.

20. Behind The \Wall

THEY LED Kenton to a narrow roomin whose high wallswere slitted
wi ndows. Its heavy door was solid bronze.Around its sides ran stone benches.
Inits center was an-other bench. The bowren sat himon it, tied his
ankl eswith | eathern thongs, threw cloaks on its top and pressedhi m down upon
them They seated thensel ves two by twoon three sides of the room eyes fixed
on bl ack priest andcaptain, now ready.

The captain tapped the black priest on the shoul der

"My reward?" he asked. "Wen do | get it?""Wen the slave is in ny

hands and not before," an-swered Kl aneth, savagely, "If you had been-wi ser
you woul d have had it by now " "Mich good it would be doing nme, with an
arrowt hrough my heart or-" he shuddered-"wailing even nowat the feet of the
king's left hand death!" The bl ack priest | ooked at Kenton evilly; bent over
him"Put no hope in the king's favor," he nuttered. "Itwas his drunkenness
t hat was speaki ng. When he awakens he will have forgotten. He will give you to
me w t hout question. No hope there!" "No?" sneered Kenton, neeting the
mal i gnant eyessteadily. "Yet tw ce have | beaten you-you bl ack swi ne." "But
not a third time," spat Kl aneth. "And when theki ng awakens | will have not
only you but that tenpledrab you love! Ho!" runbled the black priest as
Kent onwi nced, "that touches you, does it? Yes, | will have youboth. And
t oget her you shall die-slowy, ah, so slowy,watching each other's agonies.
Si de by side-side by sideuntil slowy, slowy, ny torturers have destroyed the
| ast of your bodies. Nay, the last of your souls! Never beforehas man or wonman
died as you two shall!" "You cannot harm Sharane," answered Kenton. "Car-rion
eater whose filthy nmouth drips lies! She is Bel'spreistess and safe fromyou."
"Ho! You know that do you?" grunted Kl aneth; thenbent, whispering close to
Kenton's ear so softly that noone but himcould hear. "Listen-here then is a
sweet t hought to carry you while | amaway. Only while thepriestess is faithful
to the god is she beyond ny reach. Now listen-1isten-before the king awakes
your Sharaneshall have taken another |over! Yea! Your love shall lie in the
arms of an earthly lover! And he will not be-you!" Kenton withed, striving to
break his bonds."Sweet Sharane!" whispered Kl aneth [eering. "Holy Vase of Joy!
And mine now to break as I will-while the Kingsleeps!" He stepped back to the



sol di er who had taken Kenton.. "Cone," he said.

"Not |," answered the soldier, hastily. "By the gods, Iprefer this
conpany. Also if | lose sight of this man-1 night forever |ose sight of that
reward you owe nme for him" "Gve nme his sword," ordered Kl aneth, reaching

t owar dt he bl ade of Nabu which the officer had retained, "The sword goes wth
the man," answered the captain,setting it behind him he | ooked at the
ar chers.

"That is true," the bownen nodded to each other."Priest, you cannot have
the sword." Klaneth snarled; his hands flew out. Six bows bent, sixarrows
pointed at his heart. Wthout word, the black prieststrode out of the cell. An
archer arose, dropped into placea bar, sealing the door. A silence fell. The
of fi cer brooded; now and then he shivered as though cold, and Kentonknew he
was thinking of that Death who with smiling,tender eyes had pressed teeth of
torture in his breast. Thesi x bownren wat ched hi m unw nkingly.

And at |ast Kenton closed his own eyes-fighting tokeep back the terror
of Klaneth's | ast threat against hisbeloved; fighting against despair.

What plot had the black priest set going against her,what trap had he
laid, to make himso sure that so soon hewould have her in his hands-to break
And where wered gi and Sigurd and Zubran? Did they know how he hadbeen taken?
A great |oneliness swept over him

How | ong his eyes were cl osed, or whether he had sl ept-he never could
tell. But he heard as though fromin-finite di stances away a still,
passi onl ess voi ce.

"Arise!” it bade him

He opened his lids; lifted his head. A priest stood be-side him a
priest whose |ong blue robes covered himfromhead to foot. Nothing could he
see of the priest's face.

He knew that his arns and ankles were free. He sat up.Ropes and thongs
lay on the floor. On the stone benchesthe bownen | eaned one agai nst the other
asl eep. The offi-cer was asl eep.

The priest pointed to his sword, the sword of Nabul ying across the
sl eeping soldier's knees. Kenton took it.The priest pointed to the bar that
hel d the door. Kentonlifted it and swung the door open. The bl ue priest
gl i dedt hr ough the doorway, Kenton cl ose behi nd.

The blue priest drifted along the corridor for a hundredpaces or so and
then pressed agai nst what, to Kenton'ssight, was a blank wall. A panel opened.
Now t hey stoodin a long corridor, dimy lighted. Along it they went in a
great curve. It canme to Kenton that this hidden passage foll owed the huge arc
of the tenple, that it ran behind thetenple's outer wall.

Now a massi ve bronze door closed the way. The bl uepriest seened only to
touch it. Yet it swung open; itclosed behind them

Kenton stood in a crypt sonme ten feet square. At oneend was the massive
door through which he had cone; at the other was a simlar one. At his left
was a ten-footslab of smooth, pallid stone.

The blue priest spoke-if indeed it were he speaking, since the

passi onl ess, still voice Kenton heard seened,|ike that which had bi dden him
arise, to conme fromin-finite distance
"The m nd of the worman you | ove-sleeps!" it said,"She is a woman wal ki ng

i n dream novi ng anongdr eans that another mind has made for her. EBvi
creepsupon her. It is not well to let that evil conquer-Yet theissue rests on
you-on your w sdom your strength, yourcourage. Wen your wisdomtells you it
is the time-open that farther door. Your way lies through it. And
re-menber-her mnd sleeps. You nust awaken it-beforethe evil |eaps upon her."
Sonething tinkled on the floor. At Kenton's feet lay alittle wedge shaped key.
He stooped to pick it up. As heraised his head he saw the blue priest beside
the far door.

The blue priest seemed but a wisp of wi nd-drawn snoke that, even as he
| ooked, faded through the bronze andvani shed! Kenton heard the rmurnur of many
voi ces, muffl ed, vague. He slipped fromdoor to door, listening. The voi ceswere
not within the passage. They seened to seep throughthe slab of pallid smooth



stone. He placed an ear againstit. The sounds came to himmnore distinctly, but
still hecould distinguish no words. The stone nust be exceeding-ly thin here,
he thought, that he could hear at all. He sawat his right a little shining
lever. He drew it down.

A three-foot wide, nmisty disc of Iight began to glowithin the stone. It
seened to eat through the stone; itflashed out dazzlingly. Were the disc had
been was acircul ar opening, a window. Silhouetted against it were theheads of
a wonan and two men. Their voices cane now asclearly to his ears as though
t hey stood beside him overthem came the waveli ke murmur of a multitude. He
drew back, fearing to be seen. The little |l ever snapped back intoplace. The
wi ndow faded; with its fading the voices nuted. He stared again at the snooth,
pal e wall.

Slow y he drew down the | ever; once nore he watchedthe apparent burning
out of the solid stone; saw the threeheads reappear. He had his free hand over
the visible wallto the edge of the circle; higher he lifted it, into the
discitself. And ever he touched cold stone. Even that whichwas to his eyes an
opening was to the questing fingers-stone! He understood-this was sone device
of the sorcerers-the priests. A device to give them a peeping place, a
lis-tening post, within the crypt. Sone know edge of theproperties of I|ight
not yet |earned by the science of Ken-ton's own world, control of a varying
vi bration that nmadethe rock transparent fromw thin but not from
wi t hout . What ever the secret, the stone was nade as porous to theaerial waves
of sound as to the etheric waves of light.

Keepi ng his grip upon the handl e, Kenton peered outbetween the heads and
over the shoul ders of those so closeto and still so unconscious of him

21. Before The Altar O Bel

THE M STS had lifted. They had become dense |uridcl ouds pressing down
al nrost upon the top of the ZonedTenple. In front of himwas a huge court paved
wi t hi mmrense octagons of black and white marble. Troopi hgdown upon this court
like a forest of faery, halting in awi de semcircle around it, were hosts of
slender pillars,elfin shafts all gleam ng red and bl ack whose tapering
topswere crowned with carven, |ace-tipped fronds glisteninglike gigantic ferns
wet with dew of dianbnds and sap-phires. Upon the black and scarlet col ums
shone nys-terious synbolings in gold and azure, in enerald andvermilion and
silver. In halted myriads these pillarsreached up toward the sullen
snoul deri ng sky.

Hardly a hundred feet away was a gol den altar, guard-ed by crouching
Ker ubs, man-headed, eagl e-wi nged, |ion-bodied, carven from some m dni ght
netal . They wat chedat each corner of the altar with cruel, bearded faces
set between paws and as alert as though alive. Fromthetripod on the altar a
single slender crinmson flame lifted,lance tipped and notionl ess.

In a vast crescent, a dozen yards in the van of the col-ums stood a
doubl e ring of bowren and spearnen. Theyheld back a nultitude; nen and wonen
and children pour-ing out of the ordered grove of pillars and mlling
agai nstthe soldiers like wind driven | eaves against a well. Scoreupon score of
men and wonen and children pluckedfromtheir own tines and set down in this
tinel ess worl d.

"The new priestess-they say she is very beautiful ?"One of the men in
front of Kenton had spoken. He wasthin, white faced, a Phrygian cap over his
I ank hair. Thewoman was of a bold and bl own coneliness, black tressed, bl ack
eyed. The man at her right was an Assyrian, beard-ed, wolf visaged.

"She was a princess, they say," the worman spoke. "Theysay she was a
princess in Babylon." "Princess in Babylon!" echoed the Assyrian, wolf
facesofteni ng, honesickness in his voice-"Ch, to be back inBabylon!"

"The Priest of Bel |oves her-so they say," the womanbroke the sil ence.

"The priestess?" whispered the Phrygi an; the wonmannodded. "But that is

forbidden," he muttered. "It is-death!” The woman | aughed agai n.



"Hush!" it was the Assyrian, cautioning.

"And Narada-the God's Dancer-loves the Priest ofBel!" the woman went on,
unheedi ng. "And so-as al -ways one nust speed to Nergal!" "Hush!" whispered the
Assyri an.

There was a runbling ruffle of drums, the sweet pipingof a flute. Kenton
sought the sounds. Hi s gaze rested onhalf a score of tenmple girls. Five
crouched beside littl etanbours upon whose heads rested their rosy thunbs;
twoheld to red |ips pierced reeds; three bent over harps. Wth-in their circle
lay what at first seened to hima nound of shinmering spider web spun all of
threads of jet, in whichswarns of golden butterflies were snared. The
moundqui vered, 1ifted.

The sabl e sil ken strands had meshed a worman, a womanso | ovely that for
a heartbeat Kenton forgot Sharane. Darkshe was, with the velvety darkness of
t he m dsunmerni ght; her eyes were pools of mdnight skies in whichshone no
stars; her hair was nmists of tenpests snared innets of silken gold. Sullen
i ndeed was that gold, and inall of her sonething sullen that nenaced the nore
be- cause of its sweetness.

"There is a woman!" the bold eyes turned to the As-syrian. "She'll have
what she wants-ny bed on it!" There cane a voice from beside her, w stful
dreany, worshi pping: "Ah, yes! But the new priestess-she is no woman! She is
Ishtar!" Kenton craned his neck, |ooking for the speaker. Hesaw a youth,
hardly nmore than nineteen, saffron robedand slight. H s eyes and face were
t hose of a beautiful dream ng child.

"He is half nad," the dark woman whi spered to theAssyrian. "Ever since
the new priestess cane, he haunts this place." "W are going to have a storm
The sky is like a bow of brass,"” nuttered the Phrygian. "The air is
frightened." The Assyrian answered: "They say Bel cones to his house in the
storm Perhapsthe priestess will not be al one tonight." The woman | aughed,
slyly. Kenton felt desire to takeher throat in his hands. There canme a | ow
cl ashi ng of t hunder.

"Perhaps that is he, rising," said the woman, denurely.

There was a throbbing of the harp-strings, a conplain-ing fromthe
tambours. A dancing girl sang softly: "Born was Nala for delight, Never danced
there feet so white; Every heart on which she trod. Dyi ng owed her heel its
god; Loose her girdle day or night-Born was Nala for delight!" The brooding
eyes of Narada flashed angrily."Be quiet!" Kenton heard her whisper. There was
arip-ple of laughter anong the girls; the two with the pipes trilled them
softly; the drums murnured. But she whohad sung sat silent over her harp with
downcast eyes.

The Phrygian asked: "lIs this priestess then really so beautiful ?" The
Assyrian said: "I do not know. No man has ever seen her unveil ed."The youth
whi spered: "Wen she walks | trenble! | trenble like the little bluel ake of
the tenpl e when the breeze walks on it! Only nyeyes live, and something grips
my throat." "Peace!" a brown eyed girl with kindly face and babe i narns spoke.
"Not so loud-or it will be a bowstring." "She is no womman! She is Ishtar
Ishtar!" cried theyouth.

The sol di ers nearby turned. Through them strode agrizzled officer, short
sword in hand. Before his approachthe others drew back; only the youth stood
notionl ess. R ght and left the sword carrier peered beneath bushybrows. Ere he
could fix gaze on the youth a man in sailor'scap and tunic of mail had wal ked
bet ween the two, grippedthe youth's wist, held himhidden behind him
Kent oncaught a glinpse of agate eyes, black beard--1t was Zubran! Zubran! But
woul d he pass on? Coul d Kenton make hinmhear if he called? If his body could
not be seen fromwth-out, could his voice penetrate the stone? The sword
bearer scanned the silent group, uncertainly. The Persian saluted himgravely.

"Silence here!" grunted the officer at |ast, and passedback anong his
nen.

The Persian grinned; pushed the youth fromhim staredat the dark wonan
wi th eyes bol der than her own. Hejostled the Phrygian fromhis place; laid a
hand upon theworman's arm



"I was listening," he said. "Who is this priestress? | amewy cone to
this land and know nothing of its customs. Yet by Ornuzd!" he swore and dropped
hi s arm aroundt he woman' s shoul ders. "It was worth the journey to neetyou! Who
is this priestess that you say is so beautiful?" "She is the keeper of Bel's
Bower, " the woman nestledclose to him

"But what does she there?" asked Zubran. "Now if itwere-you-l could
understand wi t hout aski ng. And whydoes she cone here?" "The priestess lives
in Bel's Bower upon the top of thetenple,” the Assyrian spoke. "She conmes here

to worshipat his altar. When her worship is done she returns."” "For such
beauty as you say is hers," remarked Zubran, "her world seens small i ndeed.
Wiy, if she is so beauti-ful, is she content to dwell in so small a world?"

"She is the god's," answered the Assyrian. "She is thekeeper of his house. If
the god entered he m ght be hun-gry. There nmust be food for himin his house
and a womanto serve it. O he might be anor--" "And so there must be a wonman
there," interrupted thebold eyed wench, smling up at him

"W have sonething like that in my country,” the Per-sian drew her
closer. "But the priestesses sel domwaital one. The priests see to that- Ho!
Ho!" God! Wuld Zubran never cone close enough to thewall? So cl ose that
Kenton might call to hin? And yet-if he didl Wuld not those others hear him
al so-? And then-- "Have any of these priestesses who-wait-" Zubran'svoice
purred-"Have any of these waiting priestesses ever-ah, entertained-the god?"
The yout h spoke: "They say the doves speak to her-the doves of Ishtar! They

say she is nore beautiful than Ishtar!" "Fool!" whispered the Assyrian. "Fool
be still! WIIl youbring bad | uck upon us? No worman can be nore beauti-ful than
Ishtar!" "No worman can be nore beautiful than Ishtar," sighedthe youth.

"Therefore she is-Ishtar!" The Phrygian said: "He is nad!" But the Persian
stretched out his right arm drew theyouth to him

"Have any of these priestesses ever held the god?" heasked.

"Wait" nurnured the woman. "I w Il ask Narodach thearcherer. He cones
sometines to ny house. He knows. Hehas seen nmany priestesses."” she held the
Persian's arm fastabout her girdle, |eaned forward-"Narodach! Cone tone!" An
archer turned; whispered to the men on each sideof him slipped from between
them They cl osed up behi ndhi m

"Nar odach, " asked the woman. "Tell us-have any ofthe priestesses ever
hel d- Bel ?" The archer hesitated, uneasily.

"I do not know," slowy he answered at last. "They tellmany tales. Yet
are they but tales? Wien first | came herethere was a priestess in Bel's
house. She was |i ke thecrescent noon of our old world. Many nmen desired her."
"Ho, archer," runbled the Persian. "But did she-hol dthe god?" Narodach sai d:
"I do not know. They said so-they saidthat she had been withered by his fires.
The wife of thecharioteer of the Priest of Ninib told ne that her face wasvery
ol d when they took away her body. She was a datetree that had w thered before
it had borne fruit, she said.” "If | were a priestess-and so beautiful-1 would
notwait for a god!" the woman's eyes clung to Zubran. "lwould have a man.
Yea-| woul d have many men!" "There was anot her who followed," said the
archer."She said the god had cone to her. But she was mad-and bei ng nad, the
priests of Nergal took her." "Gve nme nmen, | say!" whispered the wonan.

Sai d Narodach the archer nusing: "One there was whothrew herself from
the Bower. One there was who van-ished. One there was---" The Persian
interrutpted: "It seens that these priestesseswho wait for Bel are
not-fortunate." Said the woman with intense conviction: "Gve ne-nen!" There
was a nearer clashing of thunder. In the lurid, ever-darkening sky, the clouds
began a sl ow churni ng.

"There will be a great storm" nuttered the Phrygian

The girl Narada had rebuked t hrummed agai nst her harpstrings; she sang
hal f maliciously, half defiantly: "Every heart that sought a nest, Fl ew
straightway to Nala's breast-Born was Nala for delight--" She checked her
song. From afar came the faint soundof chanting; the tread of marching feet.
Bownan andspear nmen rai sed bows and spears in salute. Behind thenmthe mlling
mul titudes dropped to their knees. The Persiandrew close to the wall. And his



was now the only head inthe circul ar wi ndow whose pane was stone.

"Zubran!" called Kenton, softly.The Persian turned startled face to the
wal I, then | eaned against it, cloak tight around his face."WIf!" he
whi spered. "Are you safe? Where are you?""Behind the wall," whispered Kenton
"Speak softly.""Are you hurt? In chains?" nuttered the Persian."l am safe,"”
answered Kenton. "But G gi-Sigurd?""Searching for you," the Persian said. "Qur
hearts have been well-nigh broken--" "Listen," said Kenton. "There is a clunp

of trees-closeto the stairway above the garrison--" "W know, " answered
Zubran. "It is fromthem we nmakethe steps and scale the tenple. But you--" "I
will be in the Bower of Bel," said Kenton. "Soon asthe storm breaks-go there.
If you do not find ne-takeSharane, carry her back to the ship. I will follow"
"W will not go without you," whispered Zubran

"I hear a voice speaking through the stone."” It was theAssyrian
kneel i ng. Zubran dropped from Kenton's sight.

The chanting had grown | ouder; the marching feet wereclose. Then from
some secret entrance of the tenple thereswept out into the open space a
conpany of archers and aconpany of swordsmen. Behind them paced as manyshaven,
yel l ow robed priests, sw nging snoking gol dencensers and chanting as they
wal ked. The soldiers forneda wide arc before the altar. The priests were
sil ent upon asonber chord. They threw thenselves flat on the ground.

Into the great court strode a single figure, tall as Kentonhinself. A
robe of shining gold covered himand a fold ofthis he held on raised left arm
conpl etely covering hisface.

"The Priest of Bel!" whispered the kneeling woman.

There was a novenent anong the tenple girls. Naradahad half risen. Never
had there been such yearning, suchbittersweet desire as that in her mnidnight
eyes as the Priestof Bel passed her, unheeding. Her slender fingers grippedthe
cobwebs that meshed her; their webs were lifted by theswelling breast of her
shuddered with the sighs that shookher

The Priest of Bel reached the golden altar. He droppedthe armthat held
the shrouding fold. And then Kenton'sstiff fingers al nost | oosed the shining
| ever.

He | ooked, as in a mrror, into his own face!

22. How Nar ada Danced

BREATHLESSLY Kenton stared at this strange twin. Therewas the sane
square jaw, firmlipped dark face, the sanecl ear blue eyes.

H's mnd groped toward the black priest's plot. Was thisto be-Sharane's
| over? Some flash of understanding halfillumned his mnd-too brief to be nore
than half caught.It |eft him groping again.

Through the stone he heard the Persian cursing. Then-- "Wl f, are you
behi nd me?" he nuttered. "Are youtruly behind me, WIf?" "Yes," he whispered.
"I am here, Zubran. That is not I!lt is sonme sorcery." H's gaze flew back to

the Priest of Bel; began now totake note of subtle differences in their two
faces. The lipswere not so firm the corners of the nouth drew down,there was
hi nt of indecision about them and the chin. Andthe eyes were strained,
shadowed with half wild, hal fagonized |longing. Silent, tense, the Priest of
Bel staredover the lifted head of Narada, her lithe body as rigidas his own,
unheedi ng her, intent upon that hidden portalthrough which he had cone.

The I anced, crinmson flame upon the altar flickered; swayed.

"The gods guard us!" he heard the bol d-eyed womansay.

"Be silent! What is the matter?" said the Assyrian

The wonan whi spered: "Did you see the Kerubs? Theyglared at the priest!
They noved toward him" The woman with the babe said: "I sawit! | am
fright-ened!" The Assyrian said: "It was the light on the altar. Itflickered."
Said the Phrygian low "Perhaps it was the Kerubs. Are they not Bel's
nmessengers? Did you not say the priestloved Bel's woman?" "Sil ence therel™
rang the voice of the officer frombe-hind the double ring. The priests began



a low chanting. Inthe eyes of the priest a fire began to glow, his |ips

qui v-ered; his body bent forward as though drawn by an un-seen cord. Across
the wi de pl ace wal ked a woman- al one. She was cl oaked fromneck to feet in
purpl e; her headwas swathed in gol den veils.

Kenton knew her! His heart |eaped toward her; his blood raced. He
qui v-ered under such shock of longing that it seemed as thoughhis | eaping
heart nust break beneath it

"Sharane!" he called, forgetting; and agai n-"Sharane!" She glided
t hrough the opened ranks of the men-at-arnskneeling to her as she passed.
Straight to the altar shepaced and stood silent, notionless beside the Priest
of Bel.

There was a louder rolling of the metallic thunder. As itdied away the
priest turned to the altar, lifted his handshigh. Fromhis attendants droned a
| ong, sustained hum m ng upon a single deep note. Up and out swept thepriest's
arnms; seven times he bowed | ow before the crimson flame. He stood upright.
Down upon their kneesdropped archers and spearnen; with a rustling of bows, a
muf f1 ed beating of spear shafts.

Still to that weird humm ng the Priest of Bel began hisinvocation: "Ch
nmerci ful anong the gods! O bul | necked anmong t he gods! Bel Merodach, king of the
heavens and the worl ds! Heavens and earths are thine!Breather of life art
t hou! Thy house is prepared for thee! W worship and await." Kenton heard a
whi sper-trenul ous, golden-"I wor-ship and await!" Sharane's voice! The gol den
voi ce of Sharane playi ngupon every taut nerve of himlike nyriads of little
fingersover stretched harp strings! Again the Priest of Bel: "O begetter! O
sel f-begotten! O beautiful one who givest life to the babe! O nerciful one
who givest life to the dead! King art thou of Ezida! Lord of Enakhtila! A
resting place for the King of Heaven is thy house! A resting place for the
Lord of Wirlds is thy house! W worship and await thee!" And once nore
Shar ane-tremul ous-"1 worship and await Thee!" The priest intoned: "Lord of the
Si | ent Weapon! Look favorably on thy house, O Lord of Rest!May Ezi da speak
peace to thee in thy house!l May Emakhtila speak rest to thee in thy house! W
worship and await thee!" And again Sharane: "I worship and await Thee! " Now
Kenton saw the priest nake toward the altar agesture in which |urked an
i nexplicabl e defiance. He turnedand faced Sharane. H's voice rang |oudly,
jubilantly: "Full of delight is thy supremacy! Qpener of the |ock of norning
art thou! Opener of the lock of evening art thou! To open the |ock of the
Heavens is thy supremacy!l worship and await thee!" At the first words the
hunm ng of the priests ceased; Kenton saw themstir, glance at each other
uncertainly; saw a ripple pass through kneeling soldiers and worshi p-pers as
their heads raised; heard murmuring, astonished, uneasy.

Beneath himthe kneeling Assyrian nuttered: "That wasnot in the ritual!"
The Persian asked: "What was not in the ritual ?" The wonman said: "That the
priest cried last. It is notBel's. It belongs to Qur Lady Ishtar!" The youth
whi spered: "Yes! Yes-he knows her too! She is Ishtar!" The woman with the babe

sobbed: "Did you see theKerubs stretch their claws? | amfrightened. | am
fright-ened, and it is not good for the child's mlk. The light onthe altar is
like spilled blood!"™ Said the Assyrian, uneasily: "I do not like it! It was

notof Bel's ritual! And the stormis coming fast!" Narada arose, abruptly. Her
handmai ds bent overdrunms and harps; set their pipes to lips. A soft and
anor-ous thene beat up fromthem delicate, clinging-like thebeating of the

wi ngs of countless doves, the clinging ofcountless little soft arns, the

t hr obbi ng of countless littlerosy hearts. Under it the body of Narada swayed
like agreen reed at the first touch of roving wi nds of spring. Thenultitude

| ooked, sighed once and was still.

But Kenton saw that the priest's eyes never |left Sharane,standing like a
worman asl eep beneath her veils.

Louder the nusic sounded; quicker, throbbing with alllove |onging, |aden
with all passion; hot as the sinmoon.To it, as though her body drank in each
calling, inperiousnote, turned it into notion, made it articulate in
fl esh, Narada began to dance.



In the mdnight eyes that had been so sorrowful, manylittle | eaping
joyous stars danced. The scarlet nmouth was al uring, honey-sweet flane
prom si ng unknown raptures; andthe swarms of golden butterflies neshed within
her gossa-ner nets of jet hovered, swept down, clung to and ca-ressed the rose
and pearl of her body as though she weresone wondrous flower. They were clouds
of golden butter-flies darting upon her, covering with kisses all her
| oveli-ness, gleanming within the cloudy nets that swirled abouther, yet hiding
no single exquisite contour. Maddeni ng, breat hl ess, grew dance and nusic, and
i n musi ¢ anddance Kenton watched mating stars, enbracing suns, moons swol | en
with birth. Gathered in them he sensed all passion, all desire of all wonen
under stars and suns andnoons.

The nusic sl owed, softened; the dancer was still; fromall the mnultitude
a soft sighing arose. He heard Zubran, his voice hoarse: "Wo is that dancer?
She is like a flame! She is |ike theflanme that dances before O nuzd on the
Al tar of TenThousand Sacrifices!" The woman jeal ously: "She danced the wooi ng
of Bel bylshtar. She has danced it many tines. Nothing new inthat." The
Phrygi an said, maliciously: "He asked who she is?"The woman said, spitefully:
"Gods! That dance is nonew thing, | tell you. Many wonmen have danced it." The
Assyrian said: "She is Narada. She belongs to Bel." The Persian said
wrathfully: "Are all the fair wonen inthis country Bel's? By the Nine
Hel I s- Cyrus the Kingwould have given ten talents of gold for her!"™ "Hush!"
whi npered the Assyrian; and the other twoechoed hi m"Hush!" Narada had begun
once nmore to dance. The nusic grew ouder. But now it was | anguorous; dripping

sweet ness; distilling the very dew of desire.
The bl ood hamrered hot in Kenton's veins--"She dances the surrender of
Ishtar to Bell" It was theAssyrian, gloating.

The Persian stood upright.

"Aiel" he cried. "Cyrus would have given fifty talents ofgold for her
She is a flane!" cried Zubran, and his voicewas thick, clogged. "And if she is
Bel ' s-why then doesshe | ook so upon the priest?" None heard himin the roaring
of the nultitude; sol-diers and worshi ppers, none of them had eyes or ears
foranyt hi ng but the dancer.

Nor had Kenton! Then witchery of the m dni ght woman was gone; rag-ing at
hi nsel f he beat against the stone. For the tranquillityof Sharane had broken
Her white hand thrust aside theshrouding purple folds. She turned; noved
swiftly awaytoward that hidden entrance from which she had cone.

The dancer stopped; the nmusic died; again cane the un-easy novenent of
the multitude; a |ouder murmuring.

"That was not in the ritual!" The Assyrian sprang to hisfeet. "The dance
is not yet finished." There was a clashing of thunder al nbst overhead.

"She grows inpatient for the god," the woman said, cynically.

"She is Ishtar! She is the noon hiding her face behinda little cloud!"
The youth took a step toward the nen-at-arns guardi ng the priestess.

The bol d-eyed worman arose, caught his arm spoke tothe sol diers.

"He is mad! He lives at my house. Do not hurt him Iwll take himaway!"
But the youth broke away from her; thrust her aside.He darted through the
guards and raced across the squareto neet the advancing priestess. He threw
hinsel f at herhurrying feet. He hid his face in the hem of her cloak

She paused, regarding himthrough her veils. InstantlyBel's priest was
at her side. He thrust a foot against theyouth's face; sent himrolling a yard
away.

"Ho! Alrac! Druchar! Take this man!" he shouted. Twoofficers cane
running to him swords drawn; the attendantpriests clustered, whispering; al
the nultitude was silent.

The youth twi sted, sprang upon his feet, faced thepriestess.

"Ishtar!" he cried. "Show ne your face. Then let medie!" She stood
silent, as though she neither heard nor saw. The sol diers seized him drew back
his arms. And then,visibly, strength flowed into the youth's slight frane.
Heseened to expand, to grow in height. He threw thesoldiers fromhim he
struck the Priest of Bel across theeyes. He gripped the veils of the



pri estess.

"I will not die until | see your face, O lshtar!" hecried-and so crying
tore the veils away. . . .

Kent on | ooked upon the face of Sharane.

But not the Sharane of the ship-vital, filled with thefire of life.

Here was a Sharane of wi de, unseeing eyes; upon whosewhite brows dream
sat throned; a mnd that floatedthrough |inked | abyrinths of illusion

The Priest of Bel's voice shrilled: "Slay that nan!" The swords of the
two captains bit through the youth' sbreast.

He fell, still holding tight the veils. Sharane | ookeddown upon hi m
unconcer ned.
"Ishtar!" he gasped. "I have seen you-lshtar!" H's eyes gl azed. Sharane

tore the veils fromhis stiffen-ing hands; threw the tattered remants over
her face. She swept on to the tenple-was gone from Kenton'sstraining sight.

Fromthe multitude a clanor arose. Archers and spear-nmen began to push
back the throng through the forest ofthe slender, |acquered pillars; sifted
anong them vani shedwi th those they herded. Past the Priest of Bel went
hi ssol di ers and acol ytes; and after them slipped the harpers,the pipers and
the drumgirls of Narada

Wthin that vast court circled by the elfin shafts re-nmained only dancer
and priest. The lurid sky darkenedsteadily. The slow, churning novenent of the
cl ouds had become nore rapid. The lanced flanme on the altar of Bel shone
brighter-angrily; like a lifted, scarlet sword. Around the crouching Kerubs the
shadows t hi ckened. Thenetal lic thundering had become continuous,
mar chi ngcl oser.

Wth the passing of Sharane, Kenton woul d have openedthat other door of
bronze. Sonething counselled himthatthe time had not yet come; that a little
| onger he nust wait.And as he waited dancer and priest drifted to that
st rangewi ndow t hrough whi ch he peered.

Cl ose to himthey paused.

PART V
23. Dancer and Pri est

"BEL shoul d be pleased with his worship, priest!" Ken-ton heard the
dancer say.

The priest asked, dully: "Wat do you nean?" Narada drew closer to him
her hands fluttered out tohim

"Shal amu, " she whispered. "Did | dance for the god?You know | danced
for-you. And whom did you worshi p, Shal amu? The god? No-the priestess. And
whom thinkyou, did she worship?" "She worshi pped Bel! Qur Lord Bel who
has-all," thepriest answered, bitterly.

Sai d the dancer, nockingly: "She worshi pped hersel f, Shal amu!" He
repeat ed, stubbornly, wearily: "She worshi ppedBel, C oser canme Narada, touched
himwith fluttering, yearn-ing hands.

"Does any woman worshi p a god, Shal amu?" she asked."Ah-no! | ama
worman-and | know. This priestesswould be a god's wonan-no man's. She hol ds
hersel f toohigh, too precious, for man. She |oves hersel f. She wor-SH PS
hersel f. She would bow down to herself as a god swoman. Wnen make gods of nen
and then | ove them But no wonan | oves any god she has not nade, Shalamu!" The
priest said, sullenly: "Well-I worshipped her!" The dancer said: "As she
wor shi pped- hersel f! Shal amu-does she long to give joy to Bel ? To our Lord Be
whohas Ishtar? Can we give joy to the gods-to the godswho have all? The | otus
rises to the sun-but is it to givejoy to the sun that she rises? No! It is to
give joy to her-self. So the priestess! | ama woman-and | know. " Her hands
were on his shoul ders; he took themin hisown: "Wiy do you say these things to
me?" "Shal amu!" she murnured. "Look in ny eyes. Look onny nouth-ny breasts.

Li ke the priestess | amthe god' s,But | give nyself to you-bel oved!" He said,
dream ly: "Yea-you are beautiful!" Her arnms were round his neck, her |ips



close to his.

"Do I love the god?" she whispered. "When | dance is itto delight his
eyes? It is for you |I dance-beloved. It isfor you | dare Bel's wath-" Softly
she drew his headdown on her breast-"Am | not fair? Fairer than thispriestess

who is Bel's and worships herself nor will evergive herself to you? Are not ny
per funes pl easi ng? No godpossesses ne-bel oved!" Dreanily he answered her
again: "Yea-you are veryfair." "I love you-Shalamu!" He thrust her from him

"Her eyes are like the Pools of Peace in the Valley of Forgetful ness! Wen she
conesnear ne the doves of Ishtar beat their wi ngs above myhead! She wal ks upon
nmy heart!" Narada drew back, scarlet |ips pale, brows a nenacingstraight |ine:

"The priestess?" "The priestess,"” he answered. "Her hair
is like the cloudthat veils the sun at dusk. The wave of her robe scorchesne
as the wind fromthe desert noon scorches the pal nMThe wave of her robe nakes
me cold as the wind of thedesert night makes cold the palm" She said: "That
yout h was bol der far than you, Shalamu." Kenton saw the red rush through the
priest's face.

"What do you nean?" he snarl ed.

"Why did you have the youth slain?" coldly as beforecome her voice.

He answered, hotly: "He did sacrilege. He--" She stopped him
cont enpt uousl y: "Because he was bol der than you. Because he dared to tear the
veils fromher. Because you knew yourself the coward. This is whyyou had him
slain!™ H's hands twitched to her throat: "You lie! You liell would dare!"
Agai n she | aughed; "You did not even dare to slayhi myoursel f!" H s hands were
at her throat; she thrust them carel essl yasi de.

"Coward!" she said. "He dared to lift the veil fromwhat he |oved. He
dared the wath both of Ishtar and ofBel!" The priest cried brokenly: "Wuld
not dare? Dol fear death? Do | fear Bel ?" Her eyes nocked him "Hai! You | ove
so greatly!" she taunted. "The priestessawaits the god-in his |lonely house!
Perhaps he is not inthe storm Perchance he tarries w th another
mai d- Ch, fearl ess one! Bold | over-take his place!" He shrank back from her

"Take- hi s-pl ace! " he whi spered.

"You know where the arnor of the god is hidden. Goto her as the god!"
she said.

For a | ong noment the priest stood, quivering. ThenKenton saw
irresolution fly; decision take its place. Hestrode to the altar-down went the
| anced flane; wavered; died. In the sudden dark the crouchi ng Kerubs
seenednonstrously to take w ng.

There came a flash of the weird lightning, By its irised flare he saw
the Priest of Bel passingswi ftly along that way Sharane had conme and gone;
sawNar ada |ying huddled in her nets of jet, the sipping flocksof gol den
butterflies at rest upon her; heard a | ow, heart-broken wailing.

Slow y Kenton's hand began to slip fromthe | ever.Now was the tinme to
use that key, pass on where the bluepriest had pointed. Hi s hand froze upon
the | ever.

A shadow, bl acker than the dusk wi thout, had passed thew ndow, stood
over the dancer; a huge and unwi el dl ybul k-fam liar, Kl aneth! "Good!" runbled
the black priest, and touched herwith his foot. "Now soon neither he nor
Sharane shall trouble you nore. And you have wel|l earned that rewardl
prom sed you." Narada | ooked up at himwith white and piteous face, stretched
shaki ng hands out to him

"If he had |loved ne," she wailed, "never would he havegone. If he had
loved me but a little-never would | havel et himgo. But he angered ne-he
shanmed me, throw ngback to ne the love | offered him Not for you, blacksnake,
despite our bargain, did | send himto her-andto death!" The bl ack priest
stared at her, then | aughed.

"\What ever your reason-you sent him" he said. "AndKl aneth pays his
debts." He dropped a handful of flashing jewels into her out-stretched pal ns.
She screaned, opened fingers as thoughthe gens burned her; they fell and
roll ed about thechequered stones.

"If he had loved ne! If he had |oved me but a little!"sobbed Narada-and



crouched again, a huddl ed heap, anong her butterflies.

Kenton, to himnow clear all the black priest's plot, letthe |ever go;

raced to the farther door of bronze, thrustthe wedged key into it; slipped
past the slowy openi ngedge, and ran down the passageway it had barred.
Twof | anes burned in himas he raced al ong that passage-whiteflane of |ove for
hi s woman, bl ack flanme of hate agai nst Kl aneth. He knew that wherever the
Priest of Bel wasbound there nust be Sharane. The end-unl ess Kentoncould reach
the Bower of Bel in tine and conquer-in-evitable.
Nar ada had repented-but too |ate! The black priest hadganbl ed-and the bl ack
priest had won! Kenton cursed as he ran. |f Sharane, neshed in en-sorcelled
dream saw the Priest of Bel as the god hinself-still would she have taken
earthly | over! Her innocencecould not save her. Kl aneth woul d see to that.

And i f Sharane shoul d awaken- God! Whul d she notin the dawn of that
awakeni ng take the Priest of Bel forhimfor Kenton! But either way-the
presence of priest and priestess inBel's Bower would be enough to damm them
both. Yes-Kl aneth would see to that.

He crossed a traverse passage: ran blindly down a slop-ing corridor
al ong whose sides glared guarding chinmera; stopped in front of a wide porta
from whi ch hung, no-tionless and rigid, folds that seemed carved from
solidsilver. Caution whispered to him he put out a hand, parted the netallic
curtai ni ngs, peered wthin.

He | ooked into his own room

There it lay before him his old roomin his old world! He saw the
jewel ed ship, glimering, glittering-but asthough he saw it through a fog;
through a mist of fieryparticles, half veiling it. The long mirror glinted
behi ndt hat sane | um nous vapor. Infinitely small, in infinite numbers, the
sparkling atonms hung between himand thatroom of his-back in New York! And
he-here in this strange world! M sty was the room nebul ous, quivering now
i ntopl ai ner sight; now withdrawing into indefiniteness.

And as he stared at it, incredul ous, the old bleak de-spair clutching
him he felt within his hands the curtainsgrow |light as silken gauze, stiffen
back into netal-al-ternately; slip fromhis hands, strengthen w thin thenas
his room steadied in the sparkling nmist, dissolved withinit into phantom
outlines! Yet ever as his roomswing inward clearer, swing backdi mer, the
outlines of the jewel ed ship hardened, crys-tallized, shone forth
bri ght er-summoni ng hi m draggi nghi m back

24. The CGods-And Man's Desire

KENTON braced hinself; he held tight to the cur-tons. He fought with al

his will to check their nelting. The curtains were |ike bars between his old
worl d andthis of his great adventure.
A force, a pull like a strong undertow, dragged hinforward each tine

they nelted in his hands and the nebu- Sous outlines of his roomcrisped into
st eadi ness. Pl ainlyhe could pick out every detail of that room the |ong
mr-ror, the cabinets, the divan-the stains of his blood still wet upon the
fl oor.

And al ways, whether roomwere nelting mist or clearoutline, the jeweled
shi p shining steadily-watchful.

Now he swung out and over that room the ancientChinese rug on its floor
was bel ow hi mat once closeand infinite distances away. He heard the first
voi ces ofthose shrieking winds of space! In that brief instant he realized
that it was the shining toy itself draw ng himback! Something was reachi ng up
and out to himfromthedark deck of the ship! Something malignant and
nocki ng-draggi ng him dragging himto it! Darker grew the black deck-stronger
its pull--"lIshtar!" he prayed, gaze upon the rosy cabin. "lIshtar!"Did the
cabin flash as though filled with sudden |ight?"The outlines of his room
nel ted; again the curtainswere heavy in his hands; he stood once nore on firm
feetat the threshold of the House of the Mon God.



Once, twice, thrice nore the room pull ed back-but eachtime |ess real

nore spectral. And agai nst each pul se Ken-ton set his will; closed eyes and
thrust away the vision of it with all his strength.
Hs will won. The room vani shed; in that envanish-ment a finality not to

be m staken. The spell was broken, the subtle |inks snapped.

Caught by the reaction he clung to the curtains, kneesweak and shaki ng.
Slowy he found hinself, resolutely parted the folds.

He | ooked now into a vast hall filled with m st of argentlight; stil
was this mst, yet pal pabl e-as though the raysthat forned it were woven.
Interlaced and | um nous, thewebbed nist nmade of the chanber a hone of
i mensities, of trenendous distances. He thought, but was not sure,that there
was nmotion within these silver webs-shadowshapes hal f appearing, vanishing,
never quite coming intofull sight. Far away he caught another novenent; a
figurewas conming forward; steadily, inexorably. It drew closer,slowy; it swam
into sight-a nman, gol den-hel meted, overhis shoulder a short cloak of gold shot
through with scarlet,in his hand a gol den sword; head bent, pushing on
ast hough agai nst some strong current.

It was the Priest of Bel clad in the raiment of his god! Scarce
breat hi ng, Kenton watched him The eyes so |ikehis own were black with dread
and awe-yet filledwith will and purpose; indonitable. The nouth was set,
thelips white, and in all the priest's body Kenton sensed atrenor, a
shudderi ng-deep as the priest's soul. Wetherreal or but phantomns, he knew the
terrors of this placewere realities to this strange double of his.

The Priest of Bel passed, and Kenton, waiting until hewas half hidden in
the shining nmists, slipped throughthe curtains, followed him

Now Kenton heard a voice; a still voice, passionless asthat which had
bi dden himarise fromhis bed of stone; and like that voice neither was it in
the place wherein hetrod nor within him It was as though borne to hi m out
of fart hest space

The voi ce of Nabu, God of Wsdom Listening, he felt hinself not one
man, but three-asingle purposed Kenton who foll owed the priest and woul df ol | ow
hi mt hrough hell so he led to Sharane; a Kentonwho, tied by some inexplicable
link to the mind of thepriest, felt and saw and heard, suffered and feared
evenas he; and a Kenton who hearkened to the words of Nabu as coldly, as
di spassionately as they were uttered, watched as coldly, as detachedly, al
t hey pictured.

"The House of Sin!" the voice rang. "Chief of theGods! Nannar! Begetter
of Gods and men! Lord of theMoon! Lord of the Brilliant Crescent! Geat of
Hor ns! Nannar Perfect of Forml Decreer of Destiny! Self Created! Wose House is
the first of the Zones and Whose Coloris Silver! "He passes through the House
of Sin! "He goes by the altars of chal cedon and of sard whichare set with the
great nmoonstones and with rock crystals,the altars where burn the white flanes
from whi ch Sinthe Fashioner created Ishtar! He sees the pale and
shi ni ngserpents of Nannar withe toward himand fromthe silverm sts that vei
the crescented horns of sin he sees thew nged white scorpions dart upon himn
"He hears the sound of the tranmping of nyriads offeet, the feet of all the nen
to be born beneath the Moon! And he hears the sound of the sobbing of nyriads
of wonen, the sobbing of all the wonen to be born and tobear! He hears the
clamor of the Uncreate! "And he passes!"For |o! Not the Begetter of Gods nor
the awe of himmay stand before man's desire!" So the voice rang-and was
silent. And Kenton sawall these things, saw the shimering white serpents
writhethrough the silver msts and strike at the priest; sawthe wi nged
scorpions dart upon him visioned within them sts a vast and awful shape upon
whose cl oudedbrows the crescent of the noon was bound. In his ownears he heard
the tramping of armies of the unborn, thesobbing of worlds of wonen yet
unborn, the clanor ofthe Uncreate! Saw and heard-even, he knew, as did
thePriest of Bel! And foll owed.

The gol den hel m fl ashed hi gh above him Kentonpaused at the base of a
wi ndi ng stairway whose broadsteps circled upward, changing as they arose from
pallidsilver to glowing orange. He waited until the priest-neverhastening,



never | ooki ng back-had ascended; he passedinto the place to which the stairway
l ed; slipped after him

He | ooked into a tenple filled with crocused |ight evenas that through
whi ch he had just come had been filledw th webs of nbonbeans. A hundred paces
away marchedthe priest, and as Kenton noved on the still voice resuned its
whi spering: "The House of Shamash! O fspring of the Mon! CGodof the Day!
Dnell er in the House of Luster! Bani sher of Darkness! King of Judgnent! Judge
of Manki nd! OnWhose Head Resteth the Crown with the H gh Horns! |nWose Hands
are Life and Death! Who cleanseth Manwith Hi s Hands |ike a Tabl et of Burnished
Copper! WioseHouse is the Second of the Zones and Wose Col or isOrange! "He
passes through the House of Shamash! "Here are the altars of opal set wth
di anonds and thealtars of gold set with anmber and the yell ow sunstones. Upon
the altars of Shanmash burn sandal wood and carda-non and verbena. He goes by
the altars of opal and ofgold; and he goes by the birds of Shamash whose
headsare wheel s of flame and who guard the wheel that turnswithin the House of
Shamash and is a potter's wheel upon which all the souls of men are shaped.

"He hears the noise of nyriads of voices, the wailing of those who have
been judged and the shouting of thosewho have been judged! "And he passes!
"For 1o! Not the King of Judgment nor the fear ofhimmay stand before man's
desire!" Again Kenton saw and heard all these things; and fol-1ow ng the
priest came to a second stairway whose stepsmerged from gl owi ng orange into
ebony bl ack. And stillfollow ng he stood, at last, in a great hall of gl oom
t henane of whose dread master he knew even before thestill voice cane
murmuring to himout of hidden, secretspace: "The House of Nergal! The M ghty
One of the GreatDwelling Place! King of the Dead! He who Scattereth
thePestil ence! He Who Ruleth over the Lost! The Dark Onew thout Horns! Wose
House is the Third of the Zonesand Wose Color is Black! "He passes through
t he House of Nergal! "He goes by Nergal's altars of jet and of bl oodstone! He
goes by the red fires of civet and of berganot thatburn thereon! He goes by
the altars of Nergal and thelions that guard them The black |ions whose eyes
are asrubies and whose claws are blood red, the red |lions whoseclaws are as
bl ack iron and whose eyes are as jet; and hepasses the sable vul tures of
Nergal whose eyes are ascarbuncl es and whose heads are the fleshl ess heads
of wonen! "He hears the whinpering of the People of the GreatDwelling Place and
he tastes the ashes of their passion!"And he passes! "For |lo! Not the Lord of
the Dead nor the dread of himmay swerve man fromhis desire!™ Now the steps of
the stairway by whi ch Kenton ascendedfromthe House of Nergal faded from ebon
into crinmson,and fiery, wathful scarlet was the light that filled theplace in
whi ch he stood, watching the Priest of Bel gosteadily on

"The House of Ninib!" whispered the voice. "Lord of Spears! Lord of the
Battl e! Master of the Shields! Masterof the Hearts of Warriors! Ruler of the
Strife! Destroyerof Opposition! Breaker of the Lock! The Smiter! WoseColor is
Scarl et, Whose House is the Fourth of the Zones!"OF shields and of spears are
buil ded the altars of N niband their fires are fed with the bl ood of nen and
the tears of wonmen, and upon the altars of Ninib burn thegates of fallen
cities and the hearts of conquered kings!He goes by the altars of Ninib. He
sees threaten himhe crimson fangs of the boars of N nib whose headsare
wreathed with the right hands of warriors, the crimsontusks of the el ephants
of Ninib whose feet are ankletedwith the skulls of kings, and the crinson
tongues of thesnakes of Ninib which lick up the cities! "He hears the clashing
of spears, the smiting of swords,the falling of walls, the crying of the
conquered! "And he passes! "For |o! Since ever man was, the altars of Ninib
havebeen fed with the fruits of nan's desire!" Upon the fourth stairway he set
his feet; ascendedsteps that ran fromthe vermlion of licking flame to
t hecl ear serene blue of untroubled skies, stood within a chamber all filled
with calm azure light. C oser now seenedthe voice.

"The House of Nabu! Lord of Wsdom Bearer of theStaff! M ghty One of
the Waters! Lord of the Fields WioQpeneth up the Subterranean Streans! The
Procl ai mer! He who Openeth the Ears of Understandi ng! WhoseCol or is Blue and
Wiose House is the Fifth of the Zones! "The altars of Nabu are of blue



sapphire and of eneral dand fromthem shine clear amethysts! The fl anmes
thatburn on the altars of Nabu are blue fires in whose lightonly the truth has
shadow And the flanes of Nabu arecold flames nor is there any scent over his
altars! Hepasses by the altars of sapphire and of enerald and theircold fires!
He passes the fishes of Nabu whi ch havewonen's breasts but silent nouths! He
passes the seei ngeyes of Nabu which |l ook forth frombehind his altars andhe
touches not the staff of Nabu which holdeth up withwi sdomthe feet! "Yea-he
passes! "For |o!-when did Wsdom stand before man's de-sire!" Up fromthe blue
of Nabu's House went the priest,and behind himon a stairway that nerged from
sapphireinto rosy pearl and ivory clinbed Kenton. Little, caressingtendrils of
i ncense reached out to himas he went and allabout himbeat little | anguorous,
i nked notes of anoroussound; coaxing, calling, infinitely alluring,

perilously sweet.Slowy, slowy Kenton followed him |istening to the voice,
yet half heeding it, half forgetful of his quest, strugglingwith a vast desire
to heed the calling, linked and anorousnusic; surrender to the spirit of this

ensorcel | ed chanber-go no further-forget-Sharane! "The House of Ishtar!" cane
the voice. "Mdther of theGods and of Men! The G eat Goddess! Lady of the
Morn-ing and of the Evening! Full Bosoned! The Producer! She who Hearkeneth to
Petition! The M ghty Wapon ofthe Gods! She who Slays and She Who Creates
Love! Whose Col or is Rose-pearl. And the House of Ishtar isthe Sixth of the
Zones! "He passes through the House of Ishtar! OF white marbl eand of rose
coral are her altars and the white marble isstreaked with blue |like a wonman's
breast! Upon her altarsbum ever nyrrh and franki ncense, attar and
anbergris!And the altars of Ishtar are set with pearls both whiteand rose

wi th hyacinths and with turquoise and wi thberyls! "He goes by the altars of

I shtar, and, like the pinkpal ms of naidens desirous, the rose weaths of the
i n-cense steal toward him The white doves of |shtar beattheir w ngs about his
eyes! He hears the sound of theneeting of lips, the throbbing of hearts, the
sighs of wonen,and the tread of white feet! "Yet he passes! "For |o! Wenever
did Love stand before man's desire!" Fromthat chanber of anorous witcheries
the stairwayclinbed, reluctant; shifting fromits rosy pearl to
flam ng, fl ashing gold. And scaling it he stood w thin another vastpl ace

radi ant as though it were the heart of the sun.Faster and faster the priest of
Be! nmoved onward asthough here all his terrors were concentrated, were
crowd-ing upon his hurrying heels! "The House of Bel!" Rang the voice.
"Merodach! Rul erof the Four Regions, Lord of the Lands! Child of theDay! Bul
Necked! El ephant Thewed! M ghty One! Con-queror of Tiamat! Lord of the Igigi
Ki ng of Heavens and of Earth! Bringer of Things to Conpl eteness. Lover of

I shtar.

"Bel - Mer odach, \Whose House is the Seventh of theZones, and Wose Col or
is Golden!"Swiftly he passes through the House of Bel! "The altars of Bel are
of gold and rayed like the sun!On them burn the golden fires of the sumer
lightnings and the snoke of the incense hangs over themlike thecl ouds of the
t hunderstorm The Kerubs whose bodi es arelions and whose heads are eagle
heads, and the Kerubswhose bodies are bulls and whose heads are the heads
of men guard the golden altars of Bel, and both are wi ngedwith m ghty w ngs!
And the altars of Bel are reared uponthews of el ephants and are held upon the
necks of buijsand the paws of lions! "He goes by them He sees the fires of
the Iightningssink and the altar shake! In his ears is the sound ofworlds
crushed by the fist of Bel; of worlds breaki ngbeneath the smiting of Bel! "Yet
he passes! "For ol Not even the Mght of God may crush thedesire of man!" The
voi ce ceased, it seenmed to retreat to those farregi ons whence it had conme. In
its withdrawal Kentonsensed finality; knew it would sound no nore for
hi nt here; that now he was thrown on his own wit andstrength; nust captain his
own way hencef orward.

Qut fromone side of the House of Bel jutted a squaredbuttress,
perpedi cular, fifty feet or nore wide. It thrustitself into this tenple within
atenple like the giganticpier of a bridge. Its top was hi dden

Down its snmooth facade darted a broad and angl edstreak of gold that
Kenton for an instant took to be acol ossal ornament, a synboling of the



darting lightning boltof Bel. Closer he cane to it, follow ng the priest. And
nowhe saw that the golden streak was no ornanment. It was astairway, fashioned
to represent the |eaping |levin but-astairway. A stepped stairway of sharply
angled flights that,clinging to the mghty buttress wall, clinbed fromthe
floorof the House of Bel up to-what? At the foot the priest of Bel faltered;
for the first tinmehe | ooked behind him seened half noved to retreat. Thenwith
t he sane despairing gesture of defiance with whichhe had turned fromthe
altar, he began to creep cau-tiously, silently up the angled stairs.

And Kenton, waiting again, until he was but a shadowi n the shining
m sts, followed.

25. In The Bower O Bel

THE TEMPEST had struck. Kenton, clinmbing, heardthunderings like the
cl ashing of arm ed shields; clangingof countless cynbals, tintanmarre of
mllions of gongs ofbrass. Ever |ouder grew the clangor as he ascended; withit
m ngl ed now t he di apason of mghty w nds, staccato ofcataracts of rain.

The stairway clinmbed the sheer wall of the buttress asa vine a tower. It
was not wi de-three nen m ght marchabreast up it; no nmore. Up it went, dizzily.
Fi ve sharpangl ed flights of forty steps, four lesser angled flights offifteen
steps he trod before he reached its top. Guardingthe outer edge was only a
thick rope of twi sted gol dsupported by pillars five feet apart.

So high was it that when Kenton neared its end andl ooked down he saw
Bel 's house only as a place of gol denm sts-as though he | ooked from sone high
nmount ai nl edge upon a val |l ey whose cl oudy coverlet had just beentouched by rays
of morning sun

The clinging stairway's |last step was a slab sonme tenfeet |ong and six
wi de. Upon it a doorway opened-anarrow arched portal barely w de enough for
two nmen topass within it side by side. The doorway | ooked out, overthe little
platform into the nmisty space of the inner tenple.

The hi dden chanber into which it |ed rested upon thehead of the gigantic
buttress.

One man might hold that stair end agai nst hundreds. The doorway was
closed by a single fold of gol dencurtains as heavy and netallic as those which
had coveredthe portal of the Mboon God's Silver House. Involuntarilyhe shrank
back from parting themrenmenbering whatthe parting of those argent hangi ngs
had revealed to him He nastered that fear; drew a corner of them aside.

He | ooked into a quadrangul ar chanber, perhaps thirtyfeet square, filled
wi th the danci ng peacock plumes of the lightnings. He knew it for his
goal -Bel ' s pl ace of pl easance where Kenton's | ove waited, fettered by dream

He glinpsed the priest crouched against the furtherwall, rapt upon a
white veil ed woman standi ng, armnmsstretched w de, beside a deep wi ndow cl ose to
the chamber's right hand corner. The wi ndow was cl osed by onew de, clear
crystal pane on which the rain beat and thew nd | ashed. Wth thousands of
brushes dipped in littleirised flane the lightnings |imed the |oves of Bel
broi d-ered on hangi ngs on the walls.

In the chanber were a table and two stools of gold; amassive, ivoried
wooded couch. Beside the couch was a.wi de bellied brazier and a censer shaped
like a great hourglass. Fromthe brazier arose a tall yellow flane. Uponthe
table were small cakes, saffron colored, in plates ofyell ow anmber and gol den
flagons filled with wine. Aroundthe walls were little |anps and under each
lanp a ewerfilled with fragrant oil for their filling.

Kenton waited, notionless. Danger was gathering bel owhimlike a storm
cloud with Klaneth stirring it in w zard' scaldron. Perforce he waited, know ng
that he rmust fathonthis dream of Sharane' s-nmust neasure the fantasy inwhich
she noved, m nd asl eep, before he could awakenher. The bl ue priest had so told
hi m

To himcane her voice: "Wo has seen the beatings of his w ngs? Wo
hasheard the tranplings of his feet |like the sound of manychariots setting



forth for battle? Wiat wonan has | ookedi nto the brightness of his eyes?" There
was a searing flash, a clashing of thunder-within the chanber itself it
seened. When his own sighthad cl eared he saw Sharane, hands over eyes,
gropi ngf rom t he wi ndow.
And in front of the wi ndow stood a shape, |oom nggi gantic against the

ni ckeri ng radi ance, and hel nred andbuckl ered all in blazing gold-a god-Iike
shape! Bel - Merodach hinsel f who had | eaped there from hissteeds of storm and
still streaming with his lightnings' So Kenton for one awed instant

t hought -t hen knewit to be the Priest of Bel in the stolen garnments of his god.

The white figure, that was Sharane, slowly drew handsfrom eyes; as
slowy let themfall, eyes upon that shiningform Half she dropped to her
knees, then raised herself proudly; she searched the partly hidden face with
herwi de, green dream ng eyes.

"Bel!" she whispered, and again: "Lord Bel!" The priest spoke: "O
beautiful one-for whom awaityou?" She answered: "For whom but thee, Lord of
the Light-nings!" "But why await you-ne?" the priest asked, nor tookstep
toward her. Kenton, poised to | eap and strike, drewback at the question. \Wat
was in the mind of the Priestof Bel that he thus tenporized? Sharane spoke,
per pl exed, hal f-shanmed: "This is thy house, Bel. Should there not be a

womanhere to await thee? 1-1 ama king' s daughter. And | have | ong awaited
thee!" The priest said: "You are fair!" H s eyes burned uponher-"Yes-many nen
must have found you fair. Yetl-ama god!" "I was fairest anmong the princesses

of Babyl on. Whobut the fairest should wait for thee in thy house? |I anfairest
of all-" So Sharane, all tranced passion

Again the priest spoke: "Princess, how has it been with those nen who
t houghtyou fair? Say-did not your beauty slay themlike swft, sweet poison?"
"Have | thought of men?" she asked, tremul ously.

He answered, sternly. "Yet nany nen nmust havet hought of you-king's

daughter. And poison, be it swiftand sweet, nust still bear pain. 1 ama god!
Yet | knowthat!" There was a silence; abruptly he asked: "How haveyou awaited
me?" She said: "I have kept the lanps filled with oil; | haveprepared cakes
for thee and set out the wine. | havebeen handmai den to thee." The pri est
sai d: "Many wonen have done all this-formen, king's daughter-1 ama god!" She
murmured: "1 am nost beautiful. The princes andthe kings have desired ne.

See-O Great One!" The irised lightnings caressed the silver wonder of herbody,
hardly hidden in the nets of her red gold hair un-bound and fallen free.

The priest |eaped fromthe wi ndow Kenton, mad wthjeal ousy that another
shoul d behol d that white beauty, darted through the curtains to strike him
down. Hal fwayhe stopped short, understanding, even pity for the PRI ESTof Bel
hol di ng hi m back.

For the priest's soul stood forth naked before his innersight-and that
soul was even as his own woul d have beenhe knew, had he been priest and the
priest been Kenton.

"No!" cried Bel's priest, and tore the golden hel mofhis god fromhis
head, hurled sword away, ripped of fbuckler and cl oak- "No! Not one kiss for
Bel! Not one heart beat for Bel! Wat-shall | pander for Bel? No! It is the
man you shallkiss-I! It is a man's heart that shall beat against yours-m ne
-1 No god shall have you." He caught her in his arms, set burning lips to
hers.

Kent on was upon him

He thrust an armunder the priest's chin; bent back thehead until the
neck cracked. The priest's eyes glared upinto his; his hands | eft Sharane and
battered up at Ken-ton's face; he twisted to break the latter's grip. Then
hi sbody becane |inp; awe and terror visibly swept away hisblind rage. For now
the priest's consciousness had taken inKenton's face-saw it as his own! His
own face was | ooki ng down upon himand promi s-ing hi mdeath! The god he had
defied, betrayed-had struck! Kentonread his thoughts as accurately as though
t hey had beenspoken. He shifted grip, half lifted, half swung the priesthigh
above the floor and hurled himagainst a wall. Hestruck; crashed down; |ay
there twi tching.



Shar ane crouched-veils caught up, held fast to. her byrigid hands-on the
edge of the ivoried couch. She staredat him piteously; her wi de eyes clung to
his, bewi |l dered; deep within her he sensed grapple of awakening w |l agai nst
the webs of dream

One great throb of love and pity for her pulsed throughhim in it no
passion; to himat that nonent she was nonore than child, bew | dered,

f or saken, piteous.

"Sharane!" he whi spered, and took her in his arns."Sharane-bel oved!
Bel oved- awaken!" He ki ssed her on the cold lips, the frightened eyes.

"Kenton!" she murnured. "Kenton!"-and then so | owhe could barely hear-
"Ah yes-1 renenber-you werel ord of me-ages-ages-ago!" "Wake, Sharane!" cried
Kenton, and again his lips net and clung to hers. And now her |ips warnmed and
clung to his! "Kenton!" she whispered. "Dear |ord-of ne!" She drew back
thrust into his arnms little fingers thatclutched like ten slow closing fingers
of steel; in her eyeshe saw the dream breaki ng as break the |ast storm
cl oudsbefore the sun; in her eyes the dream i ghtened and dark-ened,;

I i ght ened- becanme but cl oudy, racing w sps.

"Bel oved!" cried Sharane, and all awake, freed fromalldream threw arns
around his neck, pressed lips all aliveto his: "Bel oved one! Kenton!"

"Sharane! Sharane!" he whi spered, the veils of her haircovering himas she
drew his face to her cheeks, herthroat, her breast.

"Ch, where have you been, Kenton?" she sobbed. "Wathave they done to
me? And where is the ship-and wherehave they taken nme? Yet-what does it natter
since youare with nme!" "Sharane! Sharane! Beloved!" was all he could say,
overand over again, his nouth on hers.

Hands gripped his throat, strong hands, shutting off hisbreath. Choking,
he glared into the mad eyes of the Priestof Bel. Broken, Kenton had thought
hi m and br oken hehad not been! He threw right |eg behind the priest's; hurled
hi nsel f back against the priest with all his strength. The priest fell, dragging
Kenton with him H's hands rel axed just enoughto | et Kenton thrust one of his
own between the stranglingfingers and his throat. Like a snake the priest slid
fromunder him threw him aside, sprang to his feet. Quick ashe, Kenton |eaped
up. Before he could draw sword thePriest of Bel was upon himagain, one arm
around hinprisoning his right arm the other with the el bow fendi ngof f
Kenton's left armand tearing at his throat.

Far bel ow, through the drumm ng of the blood in hisears, Kenton heard
the faint throb of another drum awakeni ng, summoni ng, nenaci ng-as though it
had beena beat of the ziggurat's own heart, alarned and angry! And far bel ow
Ggi, swinging with |l ong apelike arnmsfromthe grapnel he had cast over the
outer stairway's edge,hears it, too; swarnms with frantic speed up the rope,
and wth the same trenmendous speed follow himfirst Zubranand cl ose behind
hi m t he Vi ki ng.

"Alarm " mutters Sigurd, and draws them under the pro-tection of the
skirting wall that they may hear him "PrayThor that the sentinels have not
heard! Swift now " Hugging the wall, the three clinb up and around thesilver
terrace of Sin, the Moon God. The |ightnings haveal nost ceased, but the rain
sweeps down in stinging sheetsand the winds roar. The stairway is a rushing
torrent hal fknee deep. Bl ackness of the great storms shrouds them

Breasting wind and rain, stemming the torrent, theyclinb-the three.

About Bel's high bower reeled Kenton and the priest,locked tight in each
other's arnms, each struggling to breakthe other's hold. Around themcircled
Sharane, the priest'sstolen sword in hand, panting, seeking opening to strike;
findi ng none, so close were the two | ocked, so swiftly didback of priest, back
of lover swirl before her

"Shal amu! Shal anu! " the dancer of Bel stood at thegol den
curtai ns-whi pped up through the terrors of thesecret shrines by |ove, renorse,
despair! White faced,trenbling, she clung to those curtains.

"Shal amu!" shrilled the dancer. "They come for you! The Priest of Nerga
| eads."” The priest's back was toward her, Kenton facing her.The priest's head
was bent forward, straining to sinkteeth in his neck, tear out the arteries;



deaf; blind to all-but the lust to kill, his ears were closed to Narada.

And Narada, seeing Kenton's face in the fitful |ight ofthe brazier
t hought it that of the man she | oved.

Bef ore Sharane coul d nove she had sped across theroom

She drove her dagger to the hilt in the back of thePriest of Bel
Huddl ed for shelter in an alcove cut for themin theziggurat's wall, the
sentinels of the silver zone feel armsthrust out of the storm Two fall with
necks snapped byd@gi's talons, two fall under swift thrusts of Sigurd ssword
two drop beneath the scimitar of the Persian, inthat niche nowlie only six
dead nen.

"Swift! Swift!" Sigurd | eads the way past the silver zone. They round
t he orange zone of Shamash the Sun Cod.

Three deat hs reach out of the void, and the sentinels ofthe orange zone
lie dead behind the hurrying feet of thethree.

They sense a deeper darkness at their |left-the blackwalls of the zone of
Nergal, God of the Dead-- "Swift! Swift!" The Priest of Bel slid fromKenton's
openi ng arns; hedropped to his knees; he fell backward, dying eyes staringinto
those of the dancer.

"Narada!" he gasped, through bloody froth, "Narada-you-" The froth
turned to a red stream

The Priest of Bel was dead.

One | ook the dancer gave him gave Kenton, andknew - "Shal amu!" she
wai | ed-and wailing flew at Kenton, dagger poised to strike. Before he could
draw sword, be-fore he could raise hands to beat her off, even before hecoul d
fall back, she was upon him Down swept the bl ade,straight for his heart. He
felt the bit of its point-- The point swerved, ripped down through the skin
overhis ribs. In that same instant Sharane had sprung, hadcaught the dancer's
hand, had wested the dagger fromitand driven it deep into Narada's breast.

Li ke a young tree at the ax's |l ast blow the dancer stoodfor a heartbeat,
shudderi ng, then down she dropped, proneupon the priest. She mpaned and with
the last flare of lifeflung arms around his head and laid lips to his.

Dead |lips now on |Iips of the dead! They stared at each ot her- Sharane
with red bl ade i nhand, Kenton with red rune on chest witten by that
bl ade-they stared down at the Priest of Bel and at Bel's dancer; there was
pity in Kenton's eyes; there was no pity inSharane's.

"She woul d have killed you!" she whi spered, and again; "She would have
killed you!" A blinding flash filled the chanber: fast on its heel schaotic
shatterings. The |ightnings had begun afresh. Ken-ton ran to the doorway;
parted, the curtains: l|listened. Be-low himthe House of Bel lay tranquil in
its msty aureategl ow. He heard nothing-and yet; had there been sound could
he have heard it in the tunult of the thundering s?He saw not hi ng, heard
not hi ng-and yet--- He sensed that danger was cl ose; stealing up to them
per haps even now creeping up the zigzags of those stepswhose base was hi dden
Tornment and death for Sharaneand for himcreeping, stealing, ever closer

He ran back to the wi ndow. G gi- Si gurd-Zubran! Where were they? Had t hey
failed to make the outer stair-way? O were they marching up to him cutting
t hei r wayt hrough the sentries? Were close? Could they not neet them Sharane
and he? The wi ndow was deep. Three feet of masonry stretchedbetween the inner
sill and the yard wi de, single pane thatclosed it. He drew hinself in; saw
that the pane was thick,transparent crystal held by a circle of metal, kept
shut byl evers thrust into niches within the casenment of stone. Oneby one he
lifted the | evers. The wi ndow fl ew open; hewas half pushed, half washed back
into the chanber bythe wind and rain volleying through. He battled
f orwar dagai nst them | ooked down over the outer sill-- The steps of the great
stairway were full forty feetbel ow him Between w ndow and steps fell an
al nost perpendi cul arwal |, streaming with storm inmpossible to descend,
equal | yas i nmpossible to be scal ed.

He peered on each side and above him

The Bower of Bel was a huge cube set on the top ofthe conical tenple.
The wi ndow t hrough whi ch he peeredwas close to the edge of a side of this



cube. Not norethan a yard fromhis right hand was a corner of that cube; for
twenty feet to his left its black wall stretched; its topwas twenty feet above
hi m

He felt Sharane beside him knew that she was trying totell him
somet hing. Could not hear her in the shriekingof the tenpest.

Set within the breast of a lightning flare the sentinels of Nergal see
three sil houettes of doom spring out of theblackness. Swords bite anong t hem
One shrieks and triesto flee. His cry is torn to tatters by the roaring gale;
hei s caught by long arms, long talons snap his neck; he goeswhirling with the
wi nd over the stairway's wall.

And now the red zone's sentries are dead wi thin theirniche.

And now the three pass by the blue zone of Nabu, theGod of Wsdom and
find no guards to challenge them nor are there sentries before Ishtar's white
house, and noneoutsi de the gol den zone of Bel.And here the curving stairway
abruptly ends! Now t hey take counsel there, the three, scanning thesnooth
masonry rising above them wi thout break. A wailthat not even the tenpest can
still shudders past themthe heartbroken wailing of Bel's dancer as she hurls
her-self on Kenton.

"That cry cane fromthere!" Thus Sigurd, pointing out-ward where the
wi ndow of Bel's bower, hidden to themfaces the |ightnings. And now t hey see
that the wall of thegreat stairway nmerges into the side of the topping
structureclose to its corner. But the wall's slope is such that nonemay stand
upon it to peer round that coner; nor can onestandi ng on the hi ghest step see
round that corner's edge."Use for your long arms, G gi," grunts the Viking:
"Stand cl ose as you can to stair wall end. Here! Gip nmeby knees and thrust ne
outward. My back is strong andl can twi st round that corner.” G gi takes him
by the knees, lifts him throws one nus-cle gnarled dwarf |eg over the wall
for bal ance; thrustsSigurd out with m ghty arns.

And Sigurd, held against the side by the wind Iike a |eaf,|ooks straight
into the face of Kenton little nore than afoot fromhim "Wait there!" how s
the Viking, and signals Ggi wthkick of foot to draw hi m back.

"The Wl f!" he tells them "There-in a w ndow socl ose he can draw ne
through to him Lift nme again,Ggi. Wen | kick-let ne go! Then let Zubran
foll ow byt he same road. Stay you here, G gi-for wthout you todraw us back
there will be no return. Stay where you arewith arnms outstretched, ready to
bear in to you whateveryou touch. Quick now" Again he is swng outward; his
wrists are caught inKenton's grip. G gi |loosens him For an instant he
swi ngsin space and then is drawn up to the sill and over.

"Zubran cones!" he shouts to Kenton and runs to thedoorway where Sharane
stands, sword in hand.

And now the Persian, held by Ggi's long arns, swings round the bower's
edge, is caught by Kenton; stands be-side him

Fanned by the gal e rushing through the open wi ndowt he brazier flaned
like a torch: the heavy gol den curtains were bellying; the little lights al ong
the wall all blown outThe Persian | eaned back, found the levers and
snappedenough of themto hold the wi ndow shut. He gave Ken-ton's hand one
swift clasp; |ooked curiously at the bodies.

of priest and dancer.

"Ggi!" cried Kenton. "Is he safe there? Did none fol-1ow you?" "None,"
answered the Persian, grimy. "Or if they did -their hands are too shadowy to
hold swords, WIf. Ggiis safe enough. He waits to swing us to himas we
craw fromthe wi ndowall except one of us," he added, under his breath.

Kent on, thoughts on Ggi, the way to freedom did nor hear that |ast odd
phrase. He | eaped to the door on one-side of which stood watchful Sharane, on
the other tenseSigurd. He drew her to himin fierce caress; |oosed herand
peered through the curtains. Far bel ow himwere dull gl eanings, reflection from
arnored caps and coats of mail,glints of swords. A quarter of the way up the
angled stairthat led fromBel's House to his Bower they were-sol-diers, noving
slowy, cautiously, silently; creeping to sur-prise, as they thought, Bel's
priest in dream ng Sharane's arnms! There was tinme, mnutes still, for himto



put in action the thought swift-born within his brain. He set the gol denhel m
of Bel on his head, fastened buckler, threw the scar-let threaded mantle, over
hi s shoul ders.

"Sigurd!" he whispered-"Zubran! Those who conenust believe that here are
only Sharane and-that manwho lies there. Else before we could pass the niddle
ter-race they will have given the alarm soldiers will be pour-ing up the
outer stairway and-we are done! Thereforewhen those bel ow are cl ose upon the
door Sharane and |.will leap out on themw th swords. They will not try toslay
us-only capture us. They will be confused-fallback. Then take Sharane swiftly
and pass her out to G gi

W will follow" "The first part of the plan is good. Wl f," interrupted
the Persian, snoothly. "But not the last. Nay-one mustremain here until the
others are safely away fromthetenple. El se when they had entered here,
quickly will theblack priest's wit tell himwhat has happened. And therew |
be a ring around the place through which a regi nentcoul d not break. Nay-one
must remain; stay behind for-a time." "I will stay," said Kenton

"Bel oved! " whi spered Sharane. "You go with nme-or Igo not at all!™

"Sharane-" began Kenton

"Dear lord of mine-" she stayed him serenely. "Doyou think that ever
again | will let you go from ne-beparted fromyou? Never! In life or
deat h-never!" "Nay Wl f-1 stay," said the Persian. "Sharane will notgo wi thout
you. So that bars you-since go she nust. G gicannot well remain-since he
cannot get here to remmin. That you will adnit? Good! And Sigurd must go to
showus the road back, since none but himknows it. W isleft? Zubran! The
gods have spoken. Their argunent isunanswerable." "But how will you get away?
How find us?" groanedKenton. "You say yourself that without G gi's help
youcannot swing fromthe wi ndow" "No," answered Zubran. "But | can make ne a
ropeout of these bed coverings and the hangings. | can slipdown that rope to

the steps | glinpsed beneath nme. Andone may escape where five could not.
renenber theroad through the city and that road we took when wecame out of the
trees. Wait you there for nme.""They are very close, Kenton!" called Sharane
softly. Kenton ran to the doorway. A dozen steps bel ow creptthe soldiers, a
score of them treading noiselessly two bytwo, small shields ready, swords in
hands; behind themalittle knot of priests, yellow robed and bl ack robed
andanong t he bl ack robes-Kl anet h.

Crouched against the wall at Sharane's right was Sigurd, hidden but set
for swift guarding of her. The Persiandropped at Kenton's left, pressed close
to the wall wherethose who came forward m ght not see him

"Cover the brazier," whispered Kenton. "Put it out.Best have no |ight
behind us." The Persian took it, but he did not touch the cover thatwould have
killed the fires within. Instead, he shook it, covered the flame with enbers,
set it in a corner wherethe faint glow of the coals could not be seen

The feet of the first pair of soldiers were alnost or; the top step
their hands reached out to draw aside' thecoverings of the narrow door

"Now " breathed Kenton to Sharane. He tore the cur-tains down. They
stood, she in her white robes of priestess,he in the golden panoply of the
god, confronting the sol-diers. And they, paralyzed by that unexpected
apparition, gaped at the twain.

Before they could recover from surprise Sharane's bl adefl ashed, Kenton's
sword struck like bolt of thin blue Iight-ning. Down went the two | eaders. Ere
the man he hadslain could fall, Kenton had snatched the shield from hisarm
passed it to Sharane; slashed down again at the war-riors behind.

"For Ishtar!" he heard Sharane cry-and saw her swordbite deep

"The woman! The priest! Take them " came the roar ofKl aneth.

Down bent Kenton, raised a fallen soldier in his arnsand hurled him
straight into the pack. The body flail edthem as though alive! Down they went
before it-roll-ing, cursing; down the flight they fell, soldiers and
priests, Sone there were who crashed into the slender railing, toregaps init,
dropped and plunged |ike plumets through thenists to be broken on the floor
of Bel's House so farbel ow



Back Kenton | eaped; caught Sharane in his arms, tossedher to Sigurd.

"To the wi ndow " he bade. "G ve her to Ggi!" He darted before them
opened t he pane. Far away nowthe |ightnings glinmered; blackness had given way
to dark-est twilight; the rain still hissed in sheets driven by thehow ing

wind. In that dark twlight he saw the drippingarns of G gi stretched out
round the Bower's corner. Hedropped back. The Viking slid past him Sharane in
hi sgrip. For an instant she hung in air; she was caught byG gi. She was drawn
from sight.

There was a shouting fromthe inner stairway. The sol-diers had rallied;
were rushing up. Kenton saw Sigurd andthe Persian lifting the heavy couch
throwing off its cover-ings, tilting it. They rocked it to the doorway, shoved
".i.through, sent it crashing down the steps. There was an other shouting,
cries of agony, groanings. The bed hadswept the men before it as a well hurled
bal | does thewooden pins. It had swept and crushed them had swungacross the
stairway at turn of the highest |esser angl edl edge and had jamed there
agai nst the golden roped rail -a barricade.

"Go Sigurd," cried Kenton. "Wait for us by the woods.| fight here with
Zubran." The Persian | ooked at him a light of affection such asKenton had
never before seen there softening the agateeyes. He nodded to Sigurd.

As though it had been a signal prearranged, the Vik-ing's arnms were
instantly around Kenton. Strong as he hadgrown, Kenton could not break their
grip. And Zubr anwhi sked the gol den hel mof Bel fromhis head and set iton his
own; tore | oose the gol den buckler, dropped his owncoat of mail and fastened
it inits place; took the scarletthreaded mantle of the god and wapped it
hal f aroundhi s rmouth, hiding his beard.

Then Kenton was carried like a struggling child to thew ndow, was thrust
out of it; was caught by G gi anddropped besi de the weepi ng Sharane.

The Viking turned and folded the Persian in his arns.

"No waiting, Northman! No sentinent now " Zubransnapped, breaki ng away.
"There can be no escape for ne -you know that, Sigurd. The rope? Wrds-to

satisfy thewlf! | love him The rope? Wiy, they would slide downit behind ne
like snakes. Am1 a trenbling hare to | eadthe hounds to the hiding places of
my kind? Not I! Nowgo, Sigurd-and when you have gotten clear of the citytel

them And make for the ship as quickly as you can." Said the Viking, solem:
"Shield mai dens are close! Odin takes the hero, no matter what his race! You
supwith Odin Al -Father in Val halla soon, Persian!" "May he have di shes that |
have never tasted," jestedthe Persian. "Qut of the wi ndow, Norseman!" And
Zubran hol ding his knees, the Viking craw ed out, and was caught by G gi

Then down the terraces, Sigurd |eading, Sharane cov-ered by G gi's great
cl oak, Kenton cursing still, flew thefour of them

26. The Passing O Zubran

THE PERSI AN did not close the window after them Helet the wind stream
t hrough. He swaggered back throughBel's Bower.

"By all the Daevas!" swore Zubran, "never have | knownsuch feeling of
freedomas now Lo-I amall alone-the last man in the world! None can hel p ne,
none cancounsel ne, none can weary nme! Life is sinple at last-allthere is to
it is for ne to slay until | amslain. By Ornmuzd-how ny spirit stands on
ti ptoe---" He peered around the doorway.

"Never has that couch given man such trouble tonount!" he chuckl ed as he
wat ched the sol diers bel ommorking to clear away the barrier

Turning, he piled in the mddle of Bel's Bower thesilken coverings of
the bed. He ripped down the wall hangi ngs and threw them on the heap. One by
one hetook the | anps and enptied themon the pyre; the oil inthe ewers beneath
t hem he poured upon it.

"That old world of mine," nused the Persian as heworked, "how it wearied
me! And this world has weariednme-by the Flame of Sacrifice, but it has! And
am surethat new world of the Wolf's would weary nme nost of all.l amdone with



the three of them" He picked up the body of the Priest of Bel, carried it
t ot he wi ndow.

"I't will puzzle Klaneth nmore to find you outside thanwithin," he
| aughed, and slid the body over the sill.

He stood over the dancer.

"So beautiful!" whispered Zubran, and touched her I|ips, her breasts. "I
wonder how you di ed-and why. It nusthave been anusing-that! | had no tinme to
ask the Wilf.Well-you shall sleep with ne, dancer. And perhaps whenwe
awaken-if we do-you shall tell ne." He stretched Narada out upon the oi
soaked pile. He took the snoking brazier and placed it cl ose besideher.

There was a roaring frombelow, a trampling of feeton the stairway. Up
streamed the sol diers, stronger nowby scores. An instant Zubran showed hinsel f
at the door-way, Bel's golden mantle tw sted round his neck, hal fbiding his
face.

"The priest! The priest!" they cried-and Kl aneth's voi cebel | owed over
all-- "The priest! Slay him" The Persian stepped back to the cover of the
wal I, sml-ing. He picked up the shield Sharane had dropped.

Thr ough the narrow doorway a sol dier |eaped, a secondon his heels.

The scimtar hissed twice, swift as swiftest snake. Thetwo fell under
the feet of those pressing from behind,tripping them confusing them

And now up and down, thrusting, ripping, slashing,danced Zubran's bl ade
until its red sweat dyed his arnfromhand to shoulder. In front of himgrew a
barri cadeof the dead.

Two by two only could they set foot upon the Bower'sthreshol d-and two by
two steadily they fell, blockingthat threshold fromside to side with a
steadily rising wallof bodies. At last their swords glinted toward hi m nonore;
he heard the forward ranks cry out behind the bar-rier; |eaping upon the slain
he saw them turn and pressback those who marching upward tried to sweep them
on.

The Persian flexed the weary nmuscles of his arm |aughed as he heard the
voi ce of Klaneth: "There is but one man there! Kill himand bring nmethe woman.
Ten tines her weight in gold for himwhotakes her!" They nustered; they rushed
up the stairway |like a racingsnake; they clanbered over the wall of the dead.
The reddrip of Zubran's scimtar became a running rivulet-- An agony bit deep
into his side, above the groin. Afallen swordsman had raised hinsel f, thrust
up his bl ade.

The Persian knew t he wound was nortal! He cut down at the grinning face,
| eaped agai n upon thedead, cleared the doorway with storm of strokes. He
t hrust hi s shoul der against the wall of bodies, threw them out. They spewed upon
the steps, rolled down. They fell uponthe clinbing men, tripped them pitched
themoff the rail- Iess edge of the stairway; sent them hurtling down
t hrought he msts, clutching at the air.

For twenty steps the stairway was clear! An arrow whistl ed.

It cut through the tw sted nantl e around Zubran'sneck; pierced hi mwhere
hel m and gorget net. He drankthe salt blood pouring down his throat.

The Persian staggered to the silken pile on which | ayNarada. He caught a
| eg of the brazier and overturnedits coals upon the oil soaked cl ot hs.

Thin flames arose. The blast fromthe opened w ndowcaught them and
turned theminto roaring fans of fire.

Thr ough them Zubran crept; stretched hinself out be-side the body of the
dancer; twi sted, and gathered her inhis arns.

"A clean death," he whispered. "At the last . . . like allnen. ...
return to the ... gods of ny fathers. Aclean death! Take me-O Fire Imortal!"
A flame shot up beside him It hovered, then bent.

The tip of the flame broadened.

It became a cup of fire filled with wine of flames! Into that cup the
Persi an di pped his lips; he drank ofits wine of fire; he breathed its incense.

H s head fell back, unmarred; the dead face smling. Hi shead dropped
upon Narada's breasts.

The flames made a canopy over them the flanmes tentedthem



27. How They Fared Back To The Ship

Now t he four for whose freedomthe Persian had died were far away.
Safely they had passed the terraces; thedead sentries lay as they had fallen
But as they went thefour heard a hunm ng begin inside the ziggurat |ike thatof
a disturbed and col ossal hive, heard the great drumre-sunme its throbbing and
sped faster under cover of the wall of stone to where the grapnel of G gi
hung. One by onethey slipped down its rope and into the sheltering trees. The
tempest scourged thembut it shielded them None was on the wide street to
chal | enge their going. Emakhtila lay within its painted houses hiding fromthe
storm

When the cup of flame had dipped to the Persian's |ipthey were well
al ong the other way upon whi ch openedt he hi dden path back to the ship.

When the soldiers had at |ast nustered courage toswarmthe stairs once
nore, and with the black priest ontheir heels had poured within the silent
Bower, the fourwere far beyond the clustered houses, stunbling throughthe deep
mud of the farmside, the Viking at |ead, Kentonguarding the rear-and watching,
ever watching, forZubran

And back in that chamber where Zubran's ashes |ayni xed with the
dancer's, the black priest stood, nazedand with sonething of fear touching his
wi cked heart-until his wandering gaze caught gleam of the butterfliesin
Narada's veils that had slipped fromher when thePersian had lifted her
caught, too, the trail of bloodthat led to the open wi ndow. Staring out that
wi ndow t hebl ack priest sawin the livid dusk the crunpled body of Bel's
priest-dead, white face raised to his own, fortyfeet bel ow

The priest! Then whose were the charred bodi es on thepyre? Wo had been
the man fighting in gol den hel m andbuckl er, face hidden in the god's mantl e?
So swift hadbeen the sword play, so nuch had that nman been hi ddenby the
sol diers, so rmuch by cover of the wall, thatKl aneth watching from bel ow had
caught few glinmpsesof him had taken it for granted that he was Bel's priest.

Back ran the black priest; kicked savagely at the ashesof the pyre and
what still lay anong them

Sonet hi ng cl anged upon the floor-a broken scinitar! He knew t hat
hilt-Zubran's, the Persian! Something glittered at his feet-a buckle, gens
undul | edby their bath of firel He knew that, too-the buckle of Narada's girdle!
Why t hen-these bl ackened forns were the Persian-the dancer! Sharane had been
freed! The black priest stood rigid, face so dreadful that. the soldiers
shrank back fromhim threw thensel ves agai nstthe walls, out of his way.

Then Kl aneth plunged how i ng out of Bel's Bower,down the angl ed
stairway, through the secret shrines, onand on until he reached that cel
where he had left Ken-ton with the six archers. He threw open the door
sawar chers and officer deep in sleep and Kenton-gone! And shrieking curses,
staggered out of the cell, roaringfor nen to go forth to search the city for
the tenple draband the slave; offering all he owned for themall, all!lf only
t hey brought their pair back to himalive! Alive! By now the four had |l eft the
road and had halted inthat wood where the hidden path began and where
thePersian, in his craft, had bade themwait for him Andhere Sigurd told them
of Zubran's sacrifice and why thatsacrifice had been necessary. And Sharane
wept and Ken-ton's throat ached with sorrow and G gi's beady bl ackeyes grew
soft and his tears ran down the furrows of hiswinkles.

"What's done-is done," said Sigurd. "He sups, by now,with Gdin and the
heroes!" Brusquely he shoul dered by them and took the way.

On they went and on. The rain drenched them thew nd beat them When
stormlightened they went swiftly; when it darkened so that the Viking could
no | onger seethe trail, they halted. On and on-beating back to theship.

Now Sharane faltered and fell, nor could she riseagain; and the three,
clustering round her, saw that herthin sandals were in rags and that her slim
feet werebare and bl eeding and that for |long each step must havebeen an agony.



So Kenton took her in his arns and car-ried her, and when he tired G gi took
her; and G gi wasuntiring.

And at |ast they cane to where the ship lay hid. Theyhail ed her and
found the warrior maids on watch. Tothem they gave Sharane and they carried
their mstressinto her cabin and mnistered to her

Now ar ose di scussion as to whether they should stayhid until the tenpest
had abated. At |ast they decidedthat they would not; that it was better to
push out to seathan stay so close to Emakhtila and Nergal's haunt edpl ace. So
t he chai ns were unshackled fromthe trees, the ship drawn out of shelter, her
bow war ped round andpoi nted to harbor's nouth, Then up came the hook; down
di pped the oars. Slow ythe ship gathered speed. She swung out round the
poi nt of rocks and, Sigurd at the steering oar, shot into the eyeof the wind,
breasted the roaring conbers and | eaped |ikea racer out into the open ocean
Kenton, utterly spent, dropped where he stood. To hincame Ggi, lifted and
carried himinto the black cabin.

Long squatted G gi beside him w de awake, thoughweary as he was,
peering here and there with brighteyes; listening, watchful. For it seenmed to
G gi that theblack cabin was not as it had been when they had leftit; it
seened to G gi that he heard a whispering, ghostsof whispers, coming and
goi ng.

And now Kenton noaned and rmuttered in his deepsl eep, gasped as though
hands sought his throat. G gi, pressing paw on Kenton's heart, stilled him

But after a tinme the watchful eyes of G gi dulled, theirlids dropped
hi s head nodded.

In the enpty niche where the idol of Nergal had stoodabove the
bl oodst one sl ab of worship a darkness gath-ered, a cloudy shape of curdled
shadows.

The shape darkened. Wthin it began to formthe sem bl ance of a face, a
face that brooded upon the sleepingpair, hate filled, menaci ng-- Again Kenton
groaned and fought for breath againstnightmare terror. And the drunmer
t hreshed out |ongarns, |leaped to his feet, glared about him- Swiftly as it
had come, before G gi's sleep-heavy eyescoul d open, the shadowy face had
vani shed-t he ni chewas enpty.

28. The Vision O Kenton

VWHEN Kent on awakened, it was ihe Vikine and notG gi who |ay beside him
stripped and snoring. He nust have slept long, for the drenched garnents the
Ni nevitchad taken off himwere dry. He put on clout and tunic,slipped feet in
sandal s, threw over his shoulders a shortcl oak and softly opened the door
Bl ackness and darktwi |ight had given way to a pallid dusk that turned thesea a
sullen grey. The rain had ceased, but all the world of the ship vibrated to
the steady roar of a mghty w ndpouring over it.

Before that wind the ship was flying, riding like a gullon the crests of
gi ant waves; slipping back, as the swell spassed, through snoothly onrushing
floors of water likeliquid slate; rising to fly again upon the crest of the
next raci ng wave.

Kenton struggled up to the steersman's place, thespindrift stinging his
face like sleet. To one of the rudderoars clung Ggi, at the other were two
slaves fromtherowers' pit. The Ninevite grinned at him pointed to
t heconpass. He | ooked and saw that the needl e which hel dconstant to Emakhtila
poi nted strai ght astern.

"Far behind us now is that den!" shouted G gi

"Go below " cried Kenton in a pointed ear, and woul dhave taken the oar
fromhim But Ggi only |aughed, shook his head and pointed toward the cabin
of Shar ane.

"That is your course,"” he roared. "Steer it!" And buffeting the gale
Kenton came to the door of therosy cabin; opened it. Sharane |ay asl eep, cheek
cradl edin one slimhand, tresses covering her like a silken net ofred gold.



Two mai ds, watchful, crouched at her bedside.

As though he had called to her, she opened sl eepy eyes-sl eepy eyes that
as she | ooked at him grew sweetl yl anguorous.

"My own dear lord!" whispered Sharane

She sat up, notioned the girls to go. And when theyhad gone she hel d out
white arns to him H's own armswere around her. Like a honming bird she nestled
inthe THEM raised red lips to his

"Dear lord of nme!" whispered Sharane.

He heard no nore the roaring w nd-heard nothi ngbut the whisperings, the
si ghi ngs of Sharane; forgot allworlds save that which lay w thin Sharane's
t ender arns.

Long they flew on the tenpest's wi ngs. Twi ce Kentontook G gi's place at
the rudder oars, twice the Viking relieved himbefore the great wind died and
t hey sail edonce nore on dinpling, sparkling turquoise sea, Then for those upon
the ship a hunted |ife began-anda haunted one.

Far, far behind themmust |ie Emakhtila by now, andyet on all the four
rested clear certainty of pursuit. Nofear, no terror-but know edge that the
ship was ahunted thing; know edge that they could outwit, outsailthe fleet
t hey knew rmust be conbing these strangeseas until they found a safe and secret
har bor, therecould be but one end for them Nor did one of them be-Ilieve, deep
in his heart, that there was such sanctuary, Yet they were happy. Full tide of
life beat round Ken-ton and Sharane. They took their fill of Jove. And
Si gurdsang ol d Sagas, and a new one he had nmade of Zubranthe Persian, while he
and G gi beat out huge shields andarrows for the bows. The shields they set
around the bul -warks at the ship's bow and pierced themw th siftsthrough
whi ch arrows could be winged. Two they fas-tened on each side of the stern to
guard hel msman.

And Sigurd would chant of battle to cone, andshield mai dens who woul d
hover over the ship ready tobear the soul of Sigurd, Trygg's son, to his seat
in Val -halla where Zubran awaited him He sang of place forKenton there, and
G gi too-but not when Sharane wasin earshot, since in Val halla was no pl ace
for wonen.

Hunt ed and- haunted! Wthin the black cabin the shadows thickened
andf aded, grew stronger, passed and returned. Something ofthe dark Lord of the
Dead was there, had retaken seizinof his deck. Nor G gi nor the Viking cared
to sleep inthe black cabin now, they sought the open deck or thecabin of the
warrior rmaids.

And the slaves nmurnmured of shadows that flitted overthe black deck and
clustered at the rail and stared downupon them Once, while Sigurd drowsed
over the tiller bar, he awak-ened to find that unaware to all the course of
t he shi phad changed, that the greater needle of the conpassPointed straight
over the bow to-Emakhtila; that theship was noving under the oars back to
Sorcerers' Isie! Thereafter they steered two by two-Kenton andSharane, G gi
and the ViKking.

Nor was there power w thin Sharane to bani sh t heshadows.

One isle they made and repl eni shed food and water. There was good harbor
there, a hidden cover and, beyond,a great forest beckoned them Here they
stopped for atime; talked of drawing the ship up shore, concealing her; then
finding place within the woods to build fort; neetthere whatever attack m ght
cone.

The Ship of Ishtar drew them back to her

Restl ess were they all, uneasy on the |and, each afraidin secret heart
that the other three would make up m ndsto stay; and gay as children they were
when the shipdrove out again and di pped her bow to the crested waveswhile the
cl ean sea wind shouted to them and the isle.dropped behind.

"A prison," laughed Kenton

"No life, that!" growed Sigurd. "Hiding in a burrowtillthe dogs cone
to dig us out! Now we can see whatcones." They nmet a long ship, a unirenme |ike
their own, but oftwenty oars. It was a nerchant carrier and heavily | aden, and
it would have fled fromthem But the Viking criedthat she nmust not escape to



carry tidings to Emakhtila. So they pursued and ramed and sunk her wth
t hechai ned sl aves wailing at the oars-Kenton and G gi andSi gurd ruthl essly,
Sharane white faced and weepi ng.

They met another-a |light vessel no larger than theship, but this tinme a
war boat, a hunter. They feigned toflee and it gave chase. And when it was
close to thenthe Viking swerved and fell astern; then drove the Shipof Ishtar
swiftly against the other's side, shearing theoars. Those on that vesse
fought bravely; yet, hanperedby the black priest's command to take but not
slay, theywere no match for G gi's great nace, the Viking s bladeand Kenton's
sword of blue lightnings. They fell beforethemand the arrow stormfrom
Sharane and her mmids.But they took toll before they were ended. One of
thewarrior maids died with an arrow t hrough her heart andboth G gi and Sigurd
had their wounds.

In this craft they found store of nmetal for the Viking sforge. Better
still, balls of towand oils to soak theminand flint to light them strong
shafts to carry the ball swhen bl azing and oddly shaped crossbows to hurl
theshafts with their heads of fire. All these and the metal they took. Then
they sank that vessel with its living andits dead.

On sailed the ship and on; while Sigurd hanmered outhis | ong shields and
G gi and Kenton set the crossbows inplace by rosy cabin and dark, with tow and
oils and flintready for the firing.

And tinme passed; nor did the tides of life that flowedstrong through
Kenton of the ship wane ever; waned not -grew stronger and nore strong for him
and for Sharane.

Lyi ng besi de his sl eeping | ove Kenton awoke-orthought that he
awakened- and openi ng his eyes saw notthe cabin but two faces gazi ng down upon
hi m fromsone unknown space; vast faces, vague and nebul ous. Their shadowy eyes
dwelt upon him

One spoke-and lo, it was the voice that had gui dedhi mthrough the
tenmple's secret shrines! The voice of Nabu! "Again Nergal centers his wath

upon the ship, Olsh-tar!" it said. "The strife between himand your
Sister-Sel fonce nore will trouble gods and nmen, deepening the shad-ows in
nmyriad worlds. Great Mother-only you may endit!" "My word went forth"-the

ot her voice was like thewind rippling over thousands of harp strings-"ny
wordwent forth; and that Sister-Self of mine whom of ol dmen have called the
W at hful 1shtar-has she not herrights? She has not conquered Nergal. Nor has
Ner gal conquered her. There has been no settlement such as |decreed. How, then
can ny Sister-Self rest when the wordl spoke in anger has not yet been

resol ved? And as | ongas she contends, so |ong nmust Nergal also who, too,

i sbound by that word." "Yet the flames you kindled within the souls of
Zarpanitand Alusar, the flames that were the life of those souls -they did not
perish,” the still voice whispered. "D dthey not escape both your W athful

Sister and Dark Ner-gal? And why, Ishtar? Was it not because you willed it
so?Did you not hide then? What of that word of yours then?" "Wse are you,
Nabu!" came the voice of Ishtar. "Now et this nman whose eyes we have opened

see what thatny priestess and her | over weaked of ill when theybrought into
each other's arns the Mdther of Life and the Lord of Death! Let the man judge
whet her ny angerwere just or not!" "Let the man judge!" echoed the voice of
Nabu.

The vast faces faded. Kenton | ooked out upon depthupon depth, infinity
upon infinity of space. Myriads ofsuns were hived therein and around them spun
nmyri ad;; upon myriads of worlds. Throughout that linitless spacetwo powers
nmoved; mngled yet ever separate. One was aradi ance that fructified, that gave
birth and life and joy oflife; the other was a darkness that destroyed, that
drewever fromthe radiance that which it had created; still-ing them hiding
themin its blackness. Wthin the radi-ance was a shape of ineffable |ight and
Kenton knew thatthis was the soul of it. In the darkness brooded a deepshadow,
and he knew that this was its darker soul

Bef ore him arose the shapes of a man and a woman; and sonet hi ng
whi spered to himthat the woman's namewas Zarpanit and the nman's Al usar, the



priestess of Ish-tar and the priest of Nergal. He saw in each of theirhearts a
wondrous, clear white flane. He saw the twofl anes waver, bend toward each
other. And as they didso, shining threads of light streamed out fromthe
radi -ance, linking the priestess with its spirit; while fromthebl ack core of
t he darkness threads of shadow ran outand cool ed about the priest.

As the bending flanmes touched suddenly the shiningthreads and shadow
t hreads were joined-for an instantwere nerged! And in that instant all space
shuddered, the sunsrocked, the worlds reeled and all the rushing tides of

i fepaused! "Behold the sin!"
rippled the voice of harp strings.
"Open his eyes wider!" came the still, cold voice.

And now Kenton beheld a radi ant chanber in whichsat dread powers, veiled
in glories of light-all save onewho hid in the darkness. Before them stood the
priestand priestess and at the side of the priestess-Sharane! Again he saw the
white flanes within the hearts ofthose two-untroubled, serene, indifferent to
gods or an-gry goddess! Bendi ng toward each ot her, unquenchabl e, i mut abl e,
indifferent to wath of gods or their punish-nents! That picture wavered,
faded. Now upon the floor ofthat radiant chanber he saw priest and priestess,
Sharane and Kl aneth and around themthe bodi es of many wonenand nen. There
was a high altar half hidden by a cloudof sparkling azure mst. Wthin the
m st, upon that altar,a wondrous ship was being built by unseen hands.

And ever as that ship grew Kenton saw, far beyond itas though it were
its shadow cast into another dinension, another ship grow ng; a ship that
seened to build itselfout of a turquoise sea in a world of silver clouds!

St epby step that shadow ship foll owed the building of thepuppet ship upon the
altar.

He knew that the shadow was the real -the toy bei ngshaped upon the altar
was t he synbol

Knew, too, that symbol and reality were one; thingslinked by an ancient
wi sdom things created by anci entpowers, of which the fate and fortune of one
nmust be thefate and fortune of the other

Duof orml One a puppet and one real! And each thesanme! Now the unseen
hands within the msts of azure hadfinished the ship. They reached down and
touched, one byone, the bodies of Ishtar's priestess and Nergal's
priest, Sharane and Kl aneth and all who lay around them Andas they touched,
those still forms vani shed. The unseenhands |ifted and pl aced, one by one,
little puppets on thepuppet ship.

Upon t he decks of the shadow ship on the turquoi sesea in the world of
silver clouds bodies |ay-one by onethey appeared there as the toys were set in
pl ace upon thetoy ship on the altar! At last there were no nore still forns
upon the floor ofthe council chanber of the gods. The ship was nmade and manned!
A beam shot out fromthe radi ance that veiled Ishtarand touched the ship's
bow. A tendril of darkness uncoil edfromthe bl ackness in which brooded the
Lord of theDead and this darkness touched the ship's stern. That picture
wavered and fled, There appeared another chanber; snmall, alnbst a crypt.In it
stood a single altar. Over the altar hung a | anpni mbused by an aureol e of
azure; and the altar was oflapis lazuli and turquoise and studded wth
sapphires of cl earest blue. And Kenton knew that this was sone secretshrine of
Nabu, Lord of Wsdom On the altar rested the ship. As Kenton | ooked upon it,
it was borne to himagain that this jewel ed toy, hrgleamng synbol, was |inked
i nseparably with that other; ship sailing in another space, another dinension;
sailing on strange seas in an unknown worl d--- The ship on which he sail ed!
And that as the toy fared, so fared the Ship of Ishtar; and as the Ship of
Ishtar fared, so fared the toy; eachthreatened when one was threatened;
sharing each theother's fate.

That picture faded. He | ooked upon a walled city outof which towered a
high tenple, a terraced tenple, aziggurat. A host besieged city; its walls
were coveredwith its defenders. He knew that the city was ancientU uk and the
high tenple that in which the ships hadbeen built. And as he | ooked, the
besi egers broke throughthe walls; overwhel med the defenders. He had a



gl i npseof red carnage-that picture fled.

Agai n he saw the crypt of Nabu. There were two prieststhere now The
ship rested upon the floor of a lattice ofsilvery netal. Over the altar
hovered a little shining bluecloud. It came to himthat the two priests were
obeyi nga voice in that cloud; saving the ship and those whosailed on it from
the invaders. They poured over it fromhuge basins a fine nortar that was |ike
powder of ivoryflecked with dust of pearls. It covered and hid the toy. Were
t he puppet ship had been was now a bl ock of stone. The cloud vani shed. O her
priests entered; draggedthe block out, through corridors and into the court
ofthe tenple. There they left it.

Into the court swarned the victors, looting and sl aying. But ever,
unheedi ng, they passed the rough bl ock by.

Now he | ooked upon another walled city, great andbeautiful. He knew it
for Babylon in the full nmoon of itspower. Another ziggurat took its place.
That nelted andKent on | ooked upon anot her secret shrine of Nabu. Thebl ock I ay
withinit.

Flickered thereafter before himfleeting pictures of bat-tles and of
triunphs; pageant and disasters; quick, brokenscenes of temple and city | ost
and won and | ost once nore; destroyed only to be built again in
great ergrandeur-- Then fall en-abandoned by the gods. Then crunbling-abandoned
by man; the desert creep-ing on it; at the last covering it.

Then-forgotten! There came a whirl pool of images, grey and
indistinctin the swiftness of their passing. They steadi ed. He sawren wor ki ng
in the sands that were Babyl on's shroud. Herecogni zed anong t hem Forsyth! He
saw t he bl ock un-earthed; borne away by tall Arabs; saw it crated into
aprimtive cart drawn by patient little rough coated ponies; watched it
tossing in the hold of a ship that sailed a seahe knew, watched it carried
into his own house--He saw hinself as he freed the ship!/He | ooked again into
t he shadowy eyes."Judge!" sighed the harp strings."Not yet!" whispered the
still voice.Kenton | ooked again into that imeasurabl e spacewherein he had
first seen radi ant power and dark. Butnow he saw within it countless fl ames
i ke those whichhad burned in the breasts of Ishtar's priestess and theLord of
Death's priest; saw infinity flecked and flam ngwith them They burned deep
down t hrough the shadows, and by their light up fromthe darkness cane
gropi ngnul titude upon multitude of other flanes that had beenshrouded by the
darkness. He saw that w thout thoseflanmes the radiance itself would be but a
dar kness! He saw the ship as though it floated in that same space. As he gazed
a deeper shadow flitted fromthe soul ofthe blackness and brooded over it.
Instantly somet hi ngof the soul of the radiance rayed out and net it.
Theystrove, one against the other. The ship was a focus of hatred and of wath
fromwhich, visibly, waves swungout in ever widening circles. As the waves
circled out-ward fromthe ship the shadow | ines that ran fromthecore of
dar kness grew darker, thicker, as though theysucked strength fromthose waves.
But under their beat the radiance dulled and the countless flanmes flickeredand
swayed, and were troubl ed.

"Judge! " whi spered the cold tones of Nabu.Now Kenton in this dream of
his-if dreamit was-faced dilemm; hesitated. No trivial matter was it to
in-dict this power-Ilshtar, goddess or whatever that powerm ght be in this
alien world where, certainly, it was power-ful indeed. Besides, had he not
prayed to Ishtar and hadshe not answered his prayer? Yes, but he had prayed
t oNabu, too, and Nabu was Lord of Truth-- Hi s thoughts shaped thensel ves into
words of his owntongue, his famliar idions.

"If I were a god," he said, sinply enough, "and hadmade things with
life, things with lives to live, nmen andwonen or whatever they m ght be, |
woul d not maket heminperfect, so that they nust, perforce through
theirinperfections, break my laws. Not if | were all powerfuland all w se, as
| have gathered gods-and goddesses -are supposed to be. Unless, of course,
had made thermonly for toys, to play with. And if | found that | hadmade t hem
i nperfect and that therefore they did wong, Iwould think that it was | who
was responsible for theirsinning-since being all powerful and all w se



coul dhave made them perfect but did not. And if | had madet hem for ny toys I
surely woul d not heap upon their-heart-break and m sery, pain and sorrow no
puni sh-nments, O lshtar-not if they were toys that could feelthese things. For
what woul d they be but puppets danci ngt hrough their day as | had fashioned
themto do? "OF course,"” said Kenton naively, and with no ironic in-tention
"I am no god-and nost certainly could not be agoddess-nor until | came into
this world have | had anyconsci ous experience with either. Yet, speaking as a
man, even if | had punished any one who had broken ny laws Iwould not let ny
anger run on and hurt any nunber of peopl e who had nothi ng whatever to do with
the origi nal cause of ny anger. Yet that, if what | have just behel dwas true,
is what this strife for the ship seens to bringabout.

"No," said Kenton, very earnestly, and quite forgettingthe vague faces
hovering about him "I can't see anyjustice in the torment of that priest and
priestess, and ifthe struggle for the ship does the damage it appears to,
Icertainly would stop it if | could. For one thing I woul dbe afraid that the
shadow mi ght get too thick some timeand put all the little flames out. And for
another-if | hadspoken a word in anger that made all that msery lwuldn't |et

that word be stronger than nyself. | wouldn'tas a man. And if | were a god or
goddess-very certainly,indeed, | would not!" There was a silence; then--- "The
man has judged!" whispered the still voice.

"He has judged!" the vast ripple of the harp strings was alnost as cold
as that other. "I will recall nmy word! Letthe strife end!" The two faces

vani shed. Kenton raised his head and sawaround himthe famliar walls of the
rosy cabin. Had itbeen all a drean? Not all-those scenes he had behel dhad been
too clear cut, too consecutive, too convincing.

Besi de hi m Sharane stirred, turned his face to hers.

"What are you dreamni ng, Jonkenton?" she asked. "Youwere rmurnmnuring and
muttering-strange words that Icould not understand.
He bent and ki ssed her
"I greatly fear, heart of nmine, that | have offended that goddess of
" he said.
" Ch- Jonkent on-but no! How! " Sharane's eyes wereterrified.
"By telling her the truth,"” answered Kenton; then un-veiled to Sharane
all of his vision.

"I forgot she is-a woman!" he ended."Ch-but bel oved, she is all wonen!"
cried Sharane.

"Well-that makes it all the worse then!" said Kenton,ruefully.

He | eaped up; threw his cloak about himand went outto talk to G gi

But Sharane sat thinking, long after he had gone,with troubl ed eyes; at
| ast wal ked to the enpty shrine; threw hersel f before it, prostrate;

prayi ng.

yours,

29. How The Strife Was Ended

"WHAT BEGAN on the ship nmust end on the ship!" saidG gi, nodding bald
head wi sely when Kenton had told himalso of that vision of the two faces. "Nor
do | think weshall have long to wait before we see that end.” "And after?"
asked Kenton.

"Who knows?" G gi shrugged broad shoulders. "No restfor us. WIf, while
Kl aneth lives. Nay-I think 1 knowhat this darkening of shadows on bl ack deck
neans.

By those shadows Kl aneth watches us. They are the threadby which he
follows us. Also ny skin is sensitive, and ittells me the black priest is not
so far away. Wien he cones-well, we conquer himor he conquers us, that is
all. Also.l do not think that you can count on any help from I shtar. Remenber
that in your vision she promised only that thestrife of the Wathful One and
the Dark One shoul d end. She nmade no prom ses, | gather, as to Sharane or
you-orthe rest of us." "That will be well," said Kenton cheerfully. "As |ong
asl am given chance to stand fairly, face to face with thatswi ne bred from



hell swill Kl aneth, | amcontent." "But | think you gathered that she was not
m ghtilypl eased with what you had to say to her," grinned G gislyly.

"That is no reason for her punishing Sharane," answeredKenton, harking
back to his old thought.

"How el se coul d she punish you?" asked G gi, malicious-ly-then suddenly
grew serious, all inpishness gone. "Nay, WIf," he said and |laid paw on
Kenton's shoul der; "thereis little chance for us. And yet-if all your vision
weretrue, and the little flames you saw were real -what mattersit....

"Only," said Ggi, wstfully, "when those flanes thatwere you and
Sharane journey forth into space and an-other flame comes to you that once was

G gi of Nineveh-will you let it journey with you?" "Ggi!" there were tears in
Kenton's eyes. "Were everwe go in this place or any other, no matter what
mayhappen-you go with us as long as you will.""Good!" muttered G gi

Sigurd shouted at the rudder; he pointed over the ship' sbow To
Sharane's door they sped and with her throughthe cabin of the maids and out
beneat h the sickled prow Across the horizon ran a far flung line of towers
andmi narets, turrets and spires and steeples, skyscrapers andnosques; a huge
chevaux-de-frise. Fromwhere they stood,the outlines of this bristling barrier
seened too regul ar,too smoothly shaped, to be other than the work of man.

Was it another city-the refuge they had sought? Apl ace where they m ght
stay, safe from Kl aneth and hi spack until they could sally forth to neet that
pack and itsmaster on nore equal ternms? Yet if a city-what giants were they
who had reared it? The oars dipped faster; the ship sped; closer cane
thebarrier--1t was no city! Up fromthe depths of the turquoise sea thrust
t hou- sands of rocks. Rocks blue and yellow, rocks stripedcrinson and vivid
mal achite; rocks all glow ng ochre androcks steeped in the scarlet of autum
sunsets; a poly-chrone Venice of a |ost people of stone, scul ptured bystone
Titans. Here a slender mnaret arose two hundredfeet in air yet hardly nure
than ten in thickness; here apyramid as great as Cheops', its four sides as
accur at el yfaced-by thousands, far as eye could reach, the rocksarose in
fantasies of multi-colored cone and peak, aiguilleand m naret and obeli sk,
canpanil e and tower.

Straight up fromthe depths they lifted, and betweenthemthe sea fl owed
in a maze of channels both narrowand broad; in some of the channels snoothly,
in otherswith swift eddies and whirl pools and racing torrents; andin others
the sea lay like placid |akes.

There came another shout fromthe Viking, urgent, sumnoning-and with it
t he clangor of his sword beatingupon the shield.

Down upon the ship and little nore than a mile awayrushed a long |ine of
ot her ships, a score or nore ofthem both single and doubl e banked-boats of war
raci ngon oars that dipped and rose with sw ftness of swordbl ade stroke.

Bet ween them and the Ship of Ishtar drovea | ean and bl ack birene | eaping the
waves |ike a wolf.

The pack of Klaneth with the black priest in the |ead! The pack
breaki ng out of the mists unseen by Sigurd,eyes |ike the others fast upon that
col ossal fantasy ofstone that seened to be the end of this strange world! "In
anong the rocks!" cried Kenton-"Quick!" "A trap!" said Sigurd.

"Atrap for themas well as us then," answered Kenton."At the |east,
they cannot ring us there with their boats.""The only chance!" grunted G gi

The sl aves bent their backs; through a wi de channel be-tween two painted
monolithic mnarets they flew. Behind themthey heard a shouting, a baying as
of hungry houndsin sight of a deer

Now they were within the maze and the rowers mustgo slowy and the
Vi ki ng' s rudder-craft was needed in-deed, for the currents swung them
gripping at bow and stern and the sheer rocks nenaced. Tw sting, turning,
onand on they went until the painted decks closed fromthensi ght of the open
sea. Yet now, too, Klaneth and his fleetwere in the maze. They heard the creak
of the oars, theconmands of the hel nsnmen, searching, ferreting them out.

Abruptly as though snapped out, |ight vani shed anddar kness fell!

Dar kness bl otted out the channel they werefollow ng, blotted out the towering



rocks. Fromthe pursu-ing boats cane horn blasts, orders shrill with fear
out-cries.

A purplish glow sprang up within the bl ackness.

"Nergal !" whi spered Sharane. "Nergal cones!" The whol e of the black deck
was bl otted out as thoughan inky cloud had dropped upon it and out of that
cl oudl eaped Sigurd and ran to where the others stood.

And now from every quarter of the horizon whirledpillars of darkness.
Their feet were in the sullen sea,their heads lost in the pall that spread
above. Ahead ofthem drove a charnel odor, the breath of death.

"Nergal in all his mght!" shuddered Sharane.

"But Ishtar-Ishtar prom sed the strife should end!"groaned Kenton

"But she did not say howit would end!" wailed Shar-ane. "And, O

Bel oved- I shtar conmes no nore to ne-and all ny power is gone!"™ "lshtar!
I shtar!" she cried-and caught Kenton in herarms. "Mther-ny life for this
man's! My soul for his!Mther Ishtar--!" The van of the whirling pillars was

cl ose; the circlebetween themand the ship swiftly narrowi ng. On the echoof
Sharane's cry a blinding light, pearl white and pearlrose flashed down upon
them on Sharane, the three nenand the warrior maids crouched white faced at
Shar ane' sf eet.

H gh over their heads, thrice the height of the mast, agreat gl obe of
nmoon fire hung poised, efful gent, serene, andbrighter, far brighter than a
score of nobons at full. Fromits periphery poured rays, enclosing the whole
fore part ofthe ship as in a tent of light; a radiance that ringed themand in
whose center they stood as though prisoned in aholl ow cone whose top was the
nmoon gl obe.

Around that radiant tent the pillared darknesses, churned, pressing for
entrance; finding none.

Faint at first and far away began a keen edged shrieking; |ouder it
grew as though fromracing hordes fresh | oosedfrom Abaddon. The purple
darkness lightened, turned to alurid violet. It was pricked by countless
points of crimson fire.

And now the nyriads of fiery points were at the ship; striking |ike
little snakes of fire at gl obe and sides ofradiant tent, shooting at themlike
arrow heads of fire,thrusting like little lance tips of fire.

There was the whir and rustle of thousands of wi ngs. Around cal m gl obe
and cone of light whirled doves oflshtar in thousands. And as the points of
fire struck andstabbed the doves darted to neet them Like little
[ivingshields of shining silver they caught the thrusts of thefiery javelins
upon their breasts.

Where were the doves coming fron? C oud upon cl oudof them poured from
above the nmoon orb yet, for eachwhose ashes were whirled away a score rushed
into nmeetthe striking fires, and all the air was palpitant with thetumult of
their w ngs.

The shrieking raised itself a full octave. The inky cloudthat had | eaped
upon the bl ack deck shot up. towering,gigantic, into the heavens. The
countl ess points of firerushed together, coal esced. They becane a crinson
scim-tar of fire that struck down upon shining orb and ship! Before the first
stroke could fall the phal anxes of thedoves had wheel ed; had formed thensel ves
into a shieldnmighty enough to have been held and w el ded by Ishtar'sown arn
And ever as the scinmitar of fire slashed and thrust atthe radi ant gl obe and
ship, the shield of the doves net it.Fiery point and fiery edge struck and
bl ackened the livingargent-but could not pierce. And ever the seared woundsof
that shield shinmrered noon white, as soft, untouchedsilver breasts darted in
and heal ed them

In md-sweep it net another sword of brilliant |ight-asword forged al
of those white flames he had seen in hisvision and that were the life of that
radi ance that fructifiedthe swarns of worlds! The scimtar was di mmi ng! No
| onger was its fire socrinmson bright! The noon orb pul sed; its radi ance flaned
wi de, dazzling, blindingly, hurling back the darknesses.Swiftly as it had cone.
it vanished!Wth it went the doves! Kenton saw the gigantic scinitar pause,



qui ver uncer-tainly-as though the dread hand that held it had beenstilled with
sudden doubt-then down it swept once nore.

The red scimtar fell shattered! He heard a voice-the voice of Ishtar--
"I have beaten you, Nergal!" And Nergal, snarling-- "Atrick, Ishtar! Not with

you, but with your Sister-Selfwas ny warfare to be!" And again Ishtar--- "No
trick, Nergal! | never said that | would not fightyou. Yet this | wll
grant -t hough you have lost the ship-1 will not take it! The ship is free!"
Then Nergal, grudgingly, snarling still-- "The strife is ended! The ship is

free!" For one beat in tine Kenton seened to see a vast vagueface gazi ng down
upon the ship, a face in which were allthe tendernesses of all nothers, al

| ovi ng worren beneat ht he sun-the shadowy eyes dwelt softly on Sharane,
sof tl ybut enigmatically upon him- The face was gone! As when a shutter is
dropped before a closed | anp, sothe darkness had fallen; and abruptly as when
the shutteris lifted so the darkness fled; light took its place.

The ship lay in a wide channel; around it the phantas-magoria of the sea
floored city of stone. At port a thicketof obelisks all dull greens and
glaring vermlions raisedtops on high. Three arrow flights on starboard a
poi nt edmoonlith arose, pyranmidal, its pointed tip hundreds of feetin air.

Around an edge of it crept the black birene of Klaneth!

30. The Last Battle

SIGHT of that |lean boat that |ike a | ank hound | eapedat them was |ike
wi ne to Kenton; like strong wine to all.Heavy upon them had hung the conflict
just passed- they but m dges, dancing helplessly nowin the fierceradi ance of
life's spirit, now stilling as helplessly in theblackness of life's negation
The charnel odor was still inKenton's nostrils; the chill of the grave on his
heart; thetouch of the worm upon his eyes.

But there-there on the black priest's ship-were thingshe knew Sword
edges and arrow point; death-it rnight be; deathwith pul se beating |ike war
drunms; hot death striking in as the red tides of life rushed out; things
under st andabl e; reality.

He heard the golden clarion of Sharane's defiance, theroar of Ggi, the
shouting of Sigurd. And he was shouting too-challenging the black priest,
taunting him menaci nghi m

Silently the | ean ship drove down on them"Sigurd, to the helm" Sanity
returned to Kenton. "Makefor a narrow channel. One we can row but one thatwl
force themto draw in their upper bank of oars. Thusshall we equal their
speed-at the least!" The Norseman ran back to the tiller. The whistle of
t heoverseer shrilled in the pit; the ship | eaped forward.

It swept round the obelisks, the bireme now only twoarrow flights
behind, and into a wi de | ake of blue waterbordered by a hundred dones, magenta
set on huge cubesof damask; the turquoise tides ran between the
mat he-matically spaced sides of the cubes in a hundred canal s, each barely wi de
enough for the oars of the ship to dipw thout touching the stone.

"I'n there! Take any channel!" shouted Kenton.The ship heeled, darted to
the cl osest opening. A flight of arrows fromthe bireme whistled into their
wake-fiveship I engths short! The huge bl ocks with their nosqued tops
bor der edt he narrow canal into which they had passed; for a fullmle the open
way stretched, straight ahead of them Athird through and they heard the
bireme' s sweeps cl anking,saw it cone sw nging on a single bank of oars into
t heentrance. Quicker, at Kenton's conmand, dipped theship's bl ades; heavier
than the ship, the birene fell behind.

And as they flew through the blue water Kenton andSharane took swift
counsel with G gi and Sigurd backat the stern

"Ravens gather!" chanted Sigurd, eyes brightening with fey fires.
"Shield maidens ride fromVal halla! |I hear thefeet of their horses!" "They may
return enpty handed!" exclai med Kenton."Nay, Sigurd-now we have our only
chance. None but Kl aneth has snelled us out. Let us pick our place andgive



battle to him" "W are but seven, and there are many tines seven ont hat
bireme, WIf," said Ggi, doubtful it seemed-al-though his little eyes
spar Kkl ed.

"I run no longer fromthe black swine!" cried Kenton.hotly. "I am weary
of dodgi ng and skul king. | say |let usplay the game out now What does your
t hought tell you, Sharane?" he asked.

"My thought is as yours,"” she told him tranquilly. "Asyou will it, so
is my will, beloved!'" "What do you say, Norsenman?" asked G gi. "Quick
now decide!™ "I amwith the WIf," replied Sigurd. "No time betterthan now. In

the old days when | was a dragon nasterthere was a trick we played when we
were chased. Haveyou seen the dog when the cat turns on himho! ho!"Il aughed
Sigurd. "Swift flies the cat until it has reached acorner. And there it lurks
until dog yel ps past. Then outsprings cat, digging deep its claws, striking at
eyes, rakingdog's sides. Ho! Ho!" roared Sigurd. "Swift we would flylike the
cat until we had found a place to turn and skul k. Then as ot her dragon sped by,
out we would spring uponit; like the dog, loud would it how while we clung
andtore! Ho-let us find such a corner where we may lurktill this hell dog

| eaps past. Then we shall spring. Gvenme two of the maids to guard ne here as
| steer. Youthree with the other maid, stand by the crossbows andwhen | shear

their oars, loose the fire shafts upon them" "In the meantine," asked G gi
face winkling, "whatabout their own arrows?" "W nust take our luck as it
cones," said Kenton."G gi, | amone with Sigurd-unless you have a betterplan

to offer.” "No," answered G gi-"No-I have none. WIf"-helifted his great body,
shook | ong arnms on high

"By the Hollow Hells and Ischak their Keeper," roareddgi, "I, too, am
weary of running away! | ran away frommy princess because of ny bald head-and
what luck didit bring me. By Nazzur the Eater of Hearts-by Zubran." his voice
sof tened-"who gave his life for us-I run. no nore! Pick your place, Wl f-you
and Sigurd-and letus fight!" He waddl ed away; then turned.

"The end of the channel draws cl ose,” he said."Sharane, between the
hearts of you and your maids andtheir arrow points are only soft breasts and a
fold ofcloth. Don coats of mail |ike ours and caps and buski ns and greaves for
your knees. | go to put on another |linked shirt and get me ny nace." He
dropped down the steps; Kenton nodded, and afterG gi trooped Sharane and her
three wormen to doff theirrobes and kirtles, don battle garb

"And after you have shorn their oars-if you do?" askedKenton of the
Vi ki ng, |ingering.

"Then we return and ram" said Sigurd. "So we didin the old days. The
ship is lighter than the bl ackpriest's galley and far nore quickly can she
turn. Whenwe ram be all of you at the bow ready to beat off anywho try to
drop abroad. After Kl aneth's galley is both shorn and rammed we can tear at it
as we will-like thecat." The end of the canal was near; half a nmile behind,the
bireme clung to the ship's wake.

Qut of her cabin cane Sharane and her three naids,four slender warriors
in coats of mail, hair hidden underbrown |inked caps, |eathern buskins on |egs
and greavesat knees. They piled arrows on stern and bow, with Ggi seeing to
it that crossbows were in order, tow andoil and flints ready.

The ship swept out of the canal, hung on reverse oarswhile Kenton and
the Viking took survey. At left andright, in tw great arcs, ran high walls of
unbr okencri mson rock. Snmooth and precipitous, continuing theywould nmake a
circle amle or nore in dianeter-butwhether they did so continue Kenton could
not see.

Qut of the waters they walled, in its center if they en-circled it, a
huge pinnacle lifted, its needle point thricethe height of the walls, shutting
off the further view Itspedestal was one col ossal block, octahedral, shaped
likea star. But fromit rayed the star points, long and narrow like titanic
wedges, their ends fifty feet high and edgedlike a knife.

"W go to the left," said Sigurd. "Let the black dogknow whi ch way we
Kenton | eaped to the cabin's top; waved derisive arns; heard shouti ng.
"Good!" runbled Sigurd. "Now | et them cone. Forhere Wl f, we nake our

turn.'



stand! Look"-he pointed asthe ship drove past the first star point-"between
the tipof stone and wall there is alittle nmore than room forship and galley
to pass each other. Also the stone ishigh and hides us when we have passed.
Yes, it is theplace! Yet not here beyond the first star shall we |urk-Kl aneth
may expect that and come by it slowy and alert; nor beyond the second-for
again he may cone sl ow ythough surely not so slowy as before. But not finding
usthere he will believe that we have but one thought-andthat to run. So he
will pass the third tip at speed toclose in on us. And it is there that we
shall | eap outupon him" "Good!" Kenton, and dropped down to the deck; stood
besi de Sharane and G gi

And G gi grunted approval and wal ked away to testonce nore the
crosshows. But Sharane | ocked mmil edarns around Kenton's neck and drew his
face close tohers and drank himwi th wi stful eyes that seemed asthough they
could not drink enough of him"ls it the end, bel oved?" she whi spered."There
shall be no end-for us, O heart of mine," heanswered.

They stood so, silent, while the second star pointwheel ed by. And now
the third leveled its tip at themand Sigurd cried out to raise oars; and when
t he shi phad swam a hundred yards or so, brought her sharpl yaround. He called
to himthe overseer.

"We strike at the birenme's |eft bank of oars,"” he said."No wi sh have |
to run risk of splitting the ship on thatedge of rock. Wen |I shout, draw in
your |eft sweeps. Wen we have sheared and passed, whip the slaves againinto
full speed. When we have ramed, reverse oarsand pull free. Is it clear?" The
bl ack' s eyes glistened; he bared white teeth; ranback to the pit.

Now from beyond the great stone wedge canme faint raspof sweeps,
spl ashings of oars. Two of the warrior wonensped back to Sigurd, crouched
beside him arrows readyat slits of the high shields. A tenseness gripped the
shi p.

"One kiss," whispered Sharane, eyes now misty. Theirlips clung.

Nearer came the oar sounds, closer, closer-faster-speeding--- A low
whistle fromthe Viking, and the rowers bentback under sting of whip. A dozen
strong strokes and theship | eaped |ike a dol phin straight for the star tip.

Past tip it shot; heeled as the Viking threw the ruddersharp to port.

Ten ship | engths ahead of them was the bireme, racingon its four fold
multiple feet of oars |ike an enornouswater spider. And as the ship flashed
out and at it aroar arose fromits crowded decks, a shouting confusedand
cl anorous, nedl ey of wild commands-and filling allthat clanor, bew | dernent.

The oars of the birenme faltered; stopped at nid-stroke; held rigid, just
touchi ng sea

"Faster!" how ed Sigurd and as the pit's whip cracked, he drove with a
twi st of the rudder the ship down paral-lel to the course of the galley.

"In oars!" he how ed agai n-- The prow of the Ship of Ishtar struck the
bireme' sport oars. It swept through themlike a blade throughbrittle stubble.
Broken, splintered, the long shafts fell, hol ding back the rush of the Ship of
Ishtar as little asthough they had been straws. But in the bireme thosewho
gripped the great handles fell back with ribs crushed, backs snapped, as the
heavy stocks were flung agai nstthem

Up fromthe ship's side as it passed, up into the ranksstaring down on
it, ranks turned wooden with surpriseof that unexpected attack, hissed the
fireballs fromthecrossbows. Hi ssing |like serpents of fire, expanding asthe
air fanned them the fire-balls struck-hurling backthe soldiers, searing them
flam ng up as they fell on deckand into open hold and touching with fingers of
i nex-tinguishable flane all that woul d burn.

Again the galley roared-and now with terror in itsvoice.

The Ship of Ishtar was clear; down thrust the with-drawn oars of it;
strai ght ahead she flew into the w derspace beyond the star tip of stone and
circling wall. Swi ftonce nore the Viking turned her. Back. raced the shipupon
the birene.

And the bireme swung hel pl essly, sidled grotesquelylike a huge spider
fromone of whose sides all |egs havebeen cut, slithered |like that same spider



toward the knifeedged tip of the stone star ray. From hold and deck
littlecolums of snoke swrled.

Now Sigurd realized all that galley's peril; saw that itwas close to
pi ercing stone ray; saw that he mightdrive it upon that ray; send stone bl ade
biting into it; destroy it.

"CQuard bow " shouted Sigurd

He threw back the rudder, made w der turn, hurtl edupon the galley not at
stern as he had planned butfar toward m dship. The ramof Ishtar's ship struck
andbit deep; prow too. Under the shock Kenton and the oth-ers toppled over and
before they could set foot on bowfell prone on faces, clutching at deck

Beneath the blow the birene reeled, heeled until theseas sucked over its
farther side. Down dipped its star-board oars seeking to thrust back fromthe
nmenaci ngst one. The sweeps churned, but under the weight ofthe ship clinging to
its flank, its bow turned sharply in.

It struck the knife edge of the rock

There was a crackling as rock bit through hull

"Ho!" roared the Viking. "Drown, you rats!" Down upon the ship whistled
an arrow cloud. Theshafts shrilled over Kenton, staggering to his feet.

Theypi erced deck and pit. Before the rowers coul d backsweeps, pull free, they
dropped, hung linp over oars,bristling with quivering bolts.

On the ship's bow fell a dozen grapples, holding it fastto the w ecked
gall ey. Ropes whirled and sliding downthem canme the swordsnen.

"Back! Back to ne!" shouted Sigurd.

The bireme shuddered, its gashed bow slid down therock edge for a dozen
feet or nore, the water pouringover its fore deck. Up fromthe sea bobbed
heads of sol di ers, washed away and swinming for the ship. Onthe deck of the
bireme a nmlling began as those on itfought to drop upon the ship.

"Back!" cried Kenton.

He caught Sharane's arnm they ran with heads bent |owas fromthe
steerman's place the arrows of Sigurd and hisflanking maids winged into the
mass of nen swarm ngover the rosy cabin.

The bireme slipped again along the cleaving edge of stone; checked fal
wi th bow hal f under water, yet heldby the ship's ram But that |ast slipping
had w enchedsharply down the ship's own prisoned bow. As the decktilted Kenton
fell, dragging Sharane with him He caughtswi ft glinpse of men dropping from
the bireme's side; throwing thenselves into the sea, striking for the ship.

He scranbled to his feet as the soldiers at the bowrushed. And now G gi
sprang past him twirling his greatmace. Kenton | eaped to his side, Sharane at
his heels, "Back! Back to Sigurd!" grunted the N nevite, clubsweeping the
soldiers before it like a flail anong wheat.

"Too late!" cried Sharane.

Too late! Men were swarnming up the stern chains, clanbering upfromthe
sea, tearing away the shields.

Fromthe bireme canme a howing, frenzied and beast-like. At its sound
even the soldiers halted, G gi's macehung in air.

Then upon the ship of Ishtar |eaped-the black priest! Pale eyes pools of
hell fire, mouth an open squarefrom whi ch bl ack hate fl ew scream ng, he hurl ed
hi msel f through the swordsnen, dived under Ggi's fallingmce and flung
hi msel f on Kenton

But Kenton was ready.

Qut flashed the blue blade and net the thrust of theblack priest's
sword. Quicker than he, that sword sweptback, bit into that old wound in his
si de! Kenton staggered, hilt half dropping fromhis hand.

Howl i ng triunph Kl aneth swept down the death bl ow.

Before it could fall Sharane had thrown herself be-tween Kenton and
priest, had parried the stroke with herown sword.

The I eft hand of the black priest shot out, dagger in itsgrip. He buried
t hat dagger in Sharane's breast! Now all the world was but one red flane
bef ore Ken-ton-one red flane in which was nothing but Kl aneth' sface. Ere the
bl ack priest could nmove, swifter than thelightning stroke, Kenton had struck



H s sword bit down, shearing away half the bl ackpriest's face, |eaving
in place of cheek and jowl, onlya red snmear-swept on half through his
shoul der.

The bl ack priest's sword cl anged upon the deck

The sword of Kenton bit again-straight through hisneck

The head of Kl aneth | eaped fromhis shoulders, struck the rail and
whirled into the sea. For another instant thegross bul k of the body stood, the
neck spouting. Thebody crashed.

No further heed paid Kenton to himnor to the birenme' snen. He bent over
Shar ane, raised her.

"Bel oved!" he called, and kissed the pale Iips, the cl osedeyes. "Cone
back to ne!l" Her eyes opened, her slimhands nade effort to caresshim

"Bel oved! " whi spered Sharane. "I ... Can not ... Iwill . . . Vit . . ."
Her head dropped upon hi sbreast.

Kenton, standing there with his dead love in his arns, | ooked about the
ship. Crcling himwere those who wereleft of the black galley's crew, staring
at him silent, mak-ing no nove.

"Sigurd!" he cried, paying no heed to them On thehel nsman's deck where
t he Vi ki ng had fought was onlya heap of slain.

"G gi!" he whispered.

There was no G gi! Where G gi had wielded his giantflail the dead were
t hi ck.

"Sharane! G gi! Sigurd!" Kenton sobbed. "Gone! Allgone!" The ship
| urched; shuddered. He took a step forward, Sharane clasped to his breast.

A bow twanged; an arrow caught himin his side.

He did not care ... let themkill him. . . Sharanewas gone . .. and
Ggi. . ..
Why was it that he could no | onger feel Sharane'sbody in his arns?

Where had the staring soldiers gone? Wiere was-t he
shi p! There was not hing around hi m but dar kness-dark-ness and a roaring
t empest sweeping toward hi mout offarthest space.

Through that darkness, seeking as he fled for sight of Sharane, reaching
faltering bands for touch of her,whirled Kenton. .

Swayi ng, weeping with heartbreak and weakness, heopened his eyes.

To | ook agai n upon his old room

PART VI
31. The Ship CGoes

KENTON stood there, half in stupor seeing |less theroomthan swift
fleeting pictures of that |ast battle. Abell struck three tines.

Three o' clock! O course . . . this was a world of time... not like the
worl d of the ship.

The ship! He staggered over to the shining nystery that had gi venhim
everything he had desired of life-and at the endhad taken everythi ng away.

Sharane! There she lay ... on the ivory deck . . . close to therowers'
pit ... a gleaming toy, a jewel ed puppet withhilt of tiny dagger in breast
Sharane who had held for himall joy, all sweetnesses,all desirable

del i ci ous things.

The headl ess mani kin so close to her- Klaneth! He | ooked upon the bl ack
deck-why, where were allthe dead? There on the rubber platformlay only
t hreepuppets, one with yellow hair and battered arnor. Sigurd and the two
warrior maids who had fought be-side him But where were the soldiers they had
slain? And there beyond the headl ess body of the black priest. . . was G gi
Ggi with his great arms a-sprawl and his dwarf |egs doubled under him His
dead-they too weregone! G gi! Kenton's hand | eft Sharane, caressed him

An agony bit deep into his side. It brought himto hi sknees. He thrust
down his hand and clutched a featheredshaft. The arrow Suddenly he knew t hat



life was ebbingfast.

Beneath the other hand he felt the ship trenble. Hestared at it,
bewi | dered. In that brief noment of agonyits bow had vani shed, nelted away-and
with it therosy cabin! The ship lurched. As cabin had gone, so went the
i vorydeck alnmost up to the rowers' pit and with it-Ggi! "Sharane!" he sobbed
and gripped the puppet tight. "Be-loved!" The ship crunmbled to within an inch
of where the toyl ay.

"Sharane!" wail ed Kenton-and above hi mthe servant swakened to that
heart broken cry and came hurrying tohis door

He threw the last of his strength into his fingers,wenched at the toy

it was loose ... in hishand ... he raised it to his lips.

And now where the ship had been was not hing but theobl ong base of pearl
crested, lapis luzuli waves! He knew what that neant. Down into the depths of
t hestrange sea of that other world had gone the birene,dragging with it as it
went the Ship of Ishtar. As fared thesynbol, so nust fare the Ship-and as the
Ship fared, sormust fare the synbol. And had so fared! There was a hamering at
t he door, and cries. Hegave them no heed.

"Sharane!" they heard himecry, but now with voice that sang with joy.

Kenton fell forward, the toy woman at his lips, grippedtight in
stiffening hand.

The base of little waves di ssol ved. Were ship and ithad been sonet hing
stirred and took forma shadowygreat bird with silver wi ngs and breast and
feet and bill ofscarlet. It arose. It hovered over Kenton

A dove of Ishtar.

It hovered-and was gone.

In crashed the door; the servants clustered at the thresh-old, peering
into the darkened room

"M. John!" quavered old Jevins. There was no an-swer.

"There's something there-on the floor! Turn on thelight!" whispered one.

The el ectrics gl eamed upon a body stretched face downupon a bl oodst ai ned
rug; a body in cut and torn maildyed crinson; in its side the shaft of a black
arrow, onone strong arma w de bracel et of gold. Back fromthatbody they
shrank, |ooking at each other with fearful wondering eyes.

One bol der than the others advanced, turned the stillformover.

Kenton's dead face snmiled up at them peace upon itand a great
happi ness.

"M. John!" wept old Jevins, and kneeling Iifted the headin his arns.

"What's he got in his hand?" whispered a servant. Thehand was at
Kenton's lips, clenched. They pried open thestubborn fingers.

But Kenton's hand was- Enpty!

THE END



