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Author of “The Ocean Leech,” “Men Who Walk Upon the Air,” etc.

« ITAT a perfectly adorable
ruin,’’ said Miss Beardsley.
‘I love deepest gloom, and
this place is as mournful as Erebus!
The perversity of nature has entered
into the rocks; they seem alivel’’

‘‘These people worshiped a curious
pantheon,’’ I explained. ¢‘Ishtar was
represented here. Hellish rites were
performed on the altar before you.
The modern mind cannot conceive
them, and to describe them would re-
quire the invention of a new lan-
guage. These piles are older than
Stonehenge or Egypt. They antedate
the pyramids by thousands of years,
and probably go back to the neolithic
age.”’

‘““Who was Ishtar?”’
Beardsley.

‘“The great mother goddess, the
magna mater of the Babylonians, the
Assyrians and darker, more sinister
peoples whose civilizations were leg-
cnds in the age of Homer. The wor-
thip of Ishtar, variously called Innan-
na, Nina, Astarte, extended over the
whole of Asia; and her altars are to
be found in Persia, India, China, Ara-
bia and Siberia. . . Ishtar’s earthly
counterpart was a woman of devastat-
ing heauty, who possessed the eruel
and vicious nature of the Roman em-

asked Miss

press Messalina. In Nineveh, in Tyre,
in Erech her terrestrial manifesta-
tions lured camel-drivers in from the
desert, and destroyed them with
Idsses. It has been estimated that her
vietims in a single year outnumbered
armies of locusts!”’

Miss Beardsley scowled and poked
with her parasol among gray, anti-
quated stones. ‘‘It isn’t that I don’t
trust you. Bat they told me in the
village that native girls walk here at
night and pretend to be reincarna-
tions of that goddess.”’

‘‘The native girls are very ugly,’’
I assured her. ‘‘They have flat noses
and square ears and they wear rings
through their lips. No white man
could love them.’’

“I never liked them,’”’ murmured
Miss Beardsley.

I took Miss Beardsley’s hand and
smiled into her nervous blue eyes. I
found her anger more delightful than
the impecunious glory of archeology,
but like most stubborn men I invaria-
bly sought excuses. ‘‘There is no truth
in those silly old tales,’’ I said. ‘‘But
it 4s something to sleep here. The
place is haunted and it will give me
prestige.’’
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‘“But what has superstition to do
with archeology?’’ demanded Miss
Beardsley.

‘“We must investigate all super-
stitions,”” I responded. ‘‘They often
furnish us with invaluable data. Lord
Clayton-Maddox ignores haunted
ruins, and the Royal Society ignores
Clayton-Maddox.’’

‘“What of it1’’ pouted Miss Beards-
ley. I felt that her frivolity did not
become her.

““Y fear,”’ I gaid, ‘‘that you under-
estimate the satisfaction of achieve-
ment and the value of rewards!’’

Miss Beardsley made a gesture in-
dicating contempt. ‘‘But they are
both quite worthless,’’ she snapped.
‘‘In fifty years you will no longer de-
sire them!’’ She stooped, and picked
up a handful of grayish sand. ‘You
will be less than that!’’ she said.

My guide’s eyes sparkled, and he
smiled at Miss Beardsley. ‘‘It is en-
couraging,’’ he said, ‘‘to hear a wom-
an talk like that. We of the East
place less value upon externals. We
educate the soul and we do not value
rewards. With us it is a distinction
to remain humble and unknown. We
rather despise those who are rich in
the world’s goods.”’

‘* And what is the purpose of such a
ridiculous attitude?’’ I asked.

There was a hint of reluctance in
his voice when he answered me. *‘ You
Saxons are primitive and uncivilized.
You amuse yourselves with absurd
toys; you are proud of your bridges
and your automobiles, your tele-
phones, and fireless cookers, and your
vile, vicious factories; but we seek
true culture and understanding. Your
culture decayed before the invention
of printing. Your middle ages were
glorious. You had then great cathe-
drals, sacred and profane mysteries,
magic and holy symbols. You had one
great seer who surpassed the ancient
East in wisdom. John Dee knew the
secrets and terrors that lurk in lonely
souls, and had you followed Dee in-
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stead of such children as Newton and
Watt you might now be in direct com-
munication with the unknown. The
true culture of Greece vanished when
the philosophers entered Athens;
your civilization took the wrong path
and perished with the Italian renais-
sance, You ask me why we educate
the soul. We educate the soul to make
it strong. When the soul is strong it
is able to conquer—but there are
things which I can not name!’’

‘‘Fiddlesticks!’* I retorted. ‘‘But
tell me, do any nameless things haunt
these ruins?’’

My guide looked at me evasively
and avoided a direct reply. ‘‘You
will need a knife, Heaven-born!’’ he
informed me.

‘“And a gun?’’ I queried.

*‘It does no good to shoot when you
see the eyes. They are invuinerable.
But a knife you might find usefnl.’’

‘‘ A gun should be sufficient,”’ T in-
gisted. ‘‘And I do not think that I
ghall take a knifel’’

‘‘You must take a knife, too,’’ said
Miss Beardsley. ‘‘And if the native
girls—.’" Her eyes hardened, and I
saw that there were possibilities and
depths in her which I had not
suspected.

2

THAT night I camped in the gray
and ominously deserted temple of
Ishtar. It wasn’t pleasant. The wind
swept in from the desert and whistled
eerily about lonely altars and dark,
amorphous piles. Locusts alighted
upon my nose and ears; and they
made molasses upon my beard and re-
fused to disembark. Nothing is more
repulsive to me than inseets, and yet
it was no good being angry with them.
I sat and dozed, or stared drowzily
into the darkness, and thought of the
charnel worms which the mad Arab
Alhazred bred in the bellies of slain
eamels. I wondered if I should have
the moral courage to face the appari-
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tion when it came. It would be nec-
essary to challenge and expose it.

‘What impressed me above all things
was the survival of the Ishtar legend
among the natives. I recalled the hor-
rible rites connected with her wor-
ship, and curiously enough, I could
not rid my mind of a vague longing
to sit enraptured at the spectacle of
a living sacrifice to the Assyrian pan-
theon on the-dark, ageless altar before
me. Like an idiot, I imagined one.
The sacrifice took the most loathsome
form. The victim was fastened to the
gray stone altar by six hooded priests
of Ishtar and hacked to pieces with
little knives. And while the horrid
priests wrought their unhallowed
butchery Ishtar smiled, and standing
at the base of the altar comforted the
victim by stroking his hair.

And yet in spite of Ishtar’s eruelty
the Babylonians and Assyrians had
worshiped her with a curious devo-
tion. Ishtar, I had been told, was so
beautiful that no men could look up-
on her unveiled face and retain the
gsight of his eyes. Her hair was
bronzed, like the sands of the desert
near an oasis, and her lips placed the
beholder in immediate danger. Men
forgot their wives, and sometimes
even their merchandise and camels,
and fell down and worshiped. All
day over the smooth sands processions
of men crawled toward her on their
hands and knees. Imperial edicts
had been levied against her; but men
risked death and exile and crawled
toward her on their hands and knees.
She was more beautiful than the
dawn when it comes up all white and
purple and fragrant with the odors
of paradise. There was something in
her movements, in the way in which
she held her head, in the eurve of her
elbow or in the glimmer of light on
her tapenng ankles that sent a bright,
impossible joy into the hearts of her
devotees; and no man who had once
beheld Ishtar could be satisfied for
long with an ordinary woman.
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AWOKE from a dream of Ishtar and

ineredible, antique dawns and
stared into a darkness that shamed
the stars. Only in the desert does the
darkness thicken, like whipped cream,
and stream past with an audible whis-
per.

The darkness was like a great black
beetle covering the world with its
wings. No shadows moved in it and
no one breathed in it, but the dark
itself was alive, and it whispered. The
night was like an old woman that had
given birth to the darkness. Up be-
yond the darkness sat the mother of
the darkness, with her changeling
upon her knees. And then in that
desolate wilderness of smothering
black I saw two luminous green eyes
that stared and did not blink.

I got nervously to my feet and told
the eyes that I didn’t care. The sound
of my own voice reassured me. ‘‘You
are not really the eyes of Ishtar!’’ I
said. ‘‘This is some trick—some
ridiculous, shameful trick! You take
advantage of Americans. But I shall
inform the consul. We are not to be
trifled with. Our consul has red hair,
and he beats his wife and he judges
men by the color of their skin. He
will not even complain to our govern-
ment. He will take a delightfully un-
conventional view of the affair. He
hes a nervous dislike for impostors.
He will fasten you to a post, and pull
out your teeth, and tickle you upon
the soles of your feet wuntil you
scream, and gibber, and a nameless
horror fastens upon your brain.”’

The eyes did not even blink. The
eyes were green coals in a whispering
void, They stared lidlessly in the
dark and I thought: ¢‘These are sure-
ly the eyes of Ishtar!’’

An extraordinary numbness passed
over me. It seemed to me then that
nothing mattered ; 2nd my excitement
gradually gave way to a stoical indif-
ference. And yet in the back of my
mind there lurked godless horror, and
my heart beat with tragic unsteadi-
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ness. The eyes were a seal of the
unspeakable horror of the mnight.
They confirmed my hatred of the
dark, made the dark more mephitic,
more vividly malevolent. The eyes
emitied two greenish rays, which trav-.
ersed the dark but did not illume it.

I walked forward toward the eyes,
holding out my arms to preserve my
balance. Twice I nearly stumbled,
and a sharp stoune pricked through the
thin soles of my moceasins.

The ground was littered with in-
credibly ancient rocks; and the sand
was soft and wet, and it gave beneath
me. For a moment I imagined that
from somewhere beyond the narrow
gray confines of the temple there came
a current of sickly, evil-smelling air
blowing noiselessly in the dark. I
felt the unwholesome warmth upon
my cheeks and throat. But worst of
all was a sense of evil that enveloped
me like 2 putrid shroud.

1 resolved to anticipate the embrace
of Ishtar, and I deliberately stared
into the eyes before me. They blazed
with unconcealed fury. My body
sought to rebel and the palms of my
hands grew damp with the fear of
Ishtar; but my will kept me from the
brink of the pit. I thought: ‘It is
very queer that Ishtar does not chal-
lenge me. It is very strange that she
does nothing but stare with her large
soulless eyes.’’ Then I became dumb.
I saw that the eyes before me were
divided into tiny sections, and the
idea came to me that Ishtar's eyes
were complex, like the eyes of a fly,
and consisted of a million million
blazing orbs. The eyes before me
were not humant

I RETREATED until my back was
against a high, jutting wall. I
ren my hands rapidly back and forth
across the stone to assure myself that
the wall was high and firm. The wall
was a protection against the evil
changeling of the night. It was a
buttress of the visibly strong and real
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against the shadowy and amorphous.
1 quietly drew my revolver from its
holster and leveled it at the glaring,
unblinking green eyes. My revolver
could wreck the darkness, cleave it in
two, tear it to shreds. My revolver
was a symbol of power brought to
bear upon evil that sulked, that
stabbed in the back.

I sought to orient myself to the un-
accustomed weapon. The thought of
the sudden, brutal bark of a revolver
in that shrouded place seemed a dese-
cration, and my fingers trembled up-
on the breech. A queer paralysis
held me; for a moment I felt like a
corpse standing in a shroud. I was
tortured by the fear of noise and
action, of anything that would un-
settle the darkmess and make the
situation drastic. For a moment I
wavered, and turned over in my mind
the advisability of going on my knees
to Ishtar and asking her pardon; and
then suddenly courage swelled within
me like a wave.

I dared to press upon the trigger;
and the loathsome blackness disap-
peared in a plethoric glare which
swallowed the earth. Nothing existed
but an evanescent and transcendent
whiteness; and the darkness quivered
like jelly and fell away and writhed
on the knees of the night. And then
from the matrix of the glare came a
thunderous report, and sound took the
place of light, and the darkness came
rushing back I shut my eyes, and
eried out. My knees threatened to
give way beneath me. But I thought:
““One shot is not enough. I must take
care to see that Ishtar does not
escape.”’’

T discovered that I had no desire to
see Ishtar. With my back against
the wall and my revolver throttling
the darkness I rejoiced that I could
not see—I lmow not what! But I
discerned in the momentary glare low,
crumbling walls, and leaning altars,
and black, satyrlike faces carved in
black basalt, and I was filled with
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horror and awe inexpressible, and I
thought that Miss Beardsley bad con-
cealed strange realization beneath her
flippancy. She had tried to warn me:
“‘This place is as mournful as Erebus.
The perversity of nature has entered
into the roeks; they seem alive.’’

The whole business looked ugly,
and it especially explained the vil-
lagers’ fear of the tcmple of Ishtar.
There was dead silence for five min-
nutes or more, and then I threw aside
the thing of flame that had failed to
justify its boast of strength. I beard
a metallic ring as it went clattering
over the stones. The eyes of Ishtar
bad moved nearer; and I felt that I
had sounded the depths of anguish,
and that I now dangled above an un-
reverberate abyss. Far above me
through a fissure I saw the stars, but
they glittered so weakly that they
seemed to exude darkness and mnot
light.

‘What if I should go on my knees to
Ishtar and entreat her to love me?
Perhaps her eyes would grow soft;
perhaps I should see her and find ber
beautiful. The camel-drivers had
found her beautiful. They had come
in from the desert and she had com-
forted them with kisses and killed
them with love,

““I could love you!’’ I said to the
cyes, and I loathed the sound of my
own voice. I knew what I had done,
but I should never have spoken to
Ishtar had not some force superior to
my will persuaded me that utter
destruction is more desirable than
suspense.

At once the eycs grew immense and
soft and tcnder in the night. They
lost their snakelike glitter. They ad-
vanced toward me, and I heard a low
swishing sound, as if something
smooth and soft were crawling on its
hands and knees over a rough, uneven
surfacc. A curiously indescribable
odor, acrid and necrophilie, came to
me on the tiny breath of air blowing
noiselessly in the dark., And then
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from beyond the narrow, gray borders
of the temple I heard a sndden, sharp
exclamation of fear and pain.

It was a voice of pity and terror in
the night, shaming the eyes of Ishtar.
It arose from the dark spaces, tender
and full of infinite compassion and
infinite fear, and it softened the hard
edges of the darkness,

‘‘Stay back,’’ I shouted.
take care of this,’’

The voice rose to a higher pitch; it
swelled in the darkmess and formed
phrases and sentences and pleaded
and reproached.

‘““Oh, Arthur, I warned you! I
told you that nothing good would
come of sleeping here. Arthur, where
are you?f’’

‘‘Miss Beardsley,’”’ I cried, ‘‘you
must go back. It is nothing. No
hurt will come to you.”’

‘It is something, Arthur, and I
would face it with you. I have mno
fear, Arthur. There is nothing in
the darkness that can hurt us. Only
our fears hurt us, and make monsters
of the darkmess. You must banish
fear, Arthur—and I will help you!”’

1 knew that Miss Beardsley had
rounded the gray walls, and that she
walked within the temple, directly be-
neath the lowering, menacing eyes of
Ishtar. I saw the eyes narrow and
their softness disappear and a cold
fury flame in their pupilless depths.

‘‘ Arthur!’’ called Miss Beardsley,
and I knew that she stood not three
yards from me. I eould have stepped
forward and touched her in the dark-
ness. ‘‘Arthur!’”’ The voice was re-
proachful and despairing.

I moved forward to intercept her,
and I saw the eycs drop and swerve
to one side, They struck against
something soft, and I heard a sudden,
frightened scream; and I knew that
Miss Beardsley had been attaclted,
and thrown forcefully upon the
ground,

1 left tho protection of the wall and
went down on my hands and knees,

“T shall
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groping among gray, cutting stones.
Surely, I thought, there must be some
way of breaking through, of tearing
the darkness apart and rescuing Miss
Beardsley.

I shivered and moaned and
struggled with the darkness, and the
most awful terror filled my mind. I
pulled myself forward over the sharp
stones until my body became one
great sore, and my clothes hung in
rags and my eyes filled with tears.
For it was all dark and indistinet
ahead, and I could not reach Miss
Beardsley.

Low, choking gasps came from Miss
Beardsley, followed by sobs and
guggles, and T heard a thrashing and
a retching. ‘‘This is lethal horror!’’
I thought. One solitary, tremendous
purpose acted like a tonic upon my
will. Ishtar was the horror in the
night, and I must save Miss Beardsley
from her dark, loathsome paws!

I recognized the menace of Ishtar
with 8 new acuteness. The unearthly
evil of Ishtar would imperil the soul
of Miss Beardsley, for the goddess
would not be satisfied with a mere
body, an empty husk. I was fighting,
then, to save both the body and soul
of Miss Beardsley. I struggled for-
ward, trying to murder the dark with
my two hands. I suffered pain. In
the darkness, in the night, I knew a
great hurt. And Miss Beardsley was
erying and moaning three yards from

me.

It seemed frightful to me, my in-
ability to reach Miss Beardsley. 1
had climbed and climbed over rough,
gray stones, and my hands and knees
were covered with blood, but I could
not reach Miss Beardsley. She re-
treated from me. Something was
carrying her off, dragging her ruth-
lessly over the stones.

SUDDENLY my hands and knees went
wet. My thoughts became con-
fused, but I lmew that I knelt in
something wet. It seemed as if I had
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passed from agony into dumb, unrea-
soning delirium. I raised one hand
slowly out of the wet. I did not con-
fess my fears to myself; I did not
openly acknowledge them. Things re-
mained blurred and indefinite in my
mind. But in the back of my brain
the fear lurked like a panther about
to spring.

I raised the hand slowly. I under-
stood dimly that I could not live if
the wet confirmed my fear. But it
was not blood. It wasn’t. Blood was
less thick, less cold.

I kmew that I knelt in dark slime
of the earth. A godless slug that had
never seen the sun and moon and
stars might leave such slime. I shut
my eyes, without precisely knowing
why, and my brain became quite
quiet. I would go on and on, and
find Miss Beardsley!

I crawled forward on my hands
and knees over the dark earth. It
seemed as if I was going on forever,
and yet I kmew intuitively that I
should eventually find light—and
Miss Beardsley. Something that left
dark, evil-smelling slime in its wake
and that had eyes like the eyes of Ish-
tar was carrying Miss Beardsley away
over the dark. And I would discover
its retreat and destroy it utterly. My
heart beat wildly, and a buzzing com-
menced in my brain, but I ground my
teeth together, and went on and on.

I followed a trail of foul-smelling
gslime, and my whole body ached.
Formless shapes branched and grew
in my mind. I thought aloud: ‘‘Will
there be no end? Is there no dawn1!
‘Will dawn never come up over the
desert, all white and clean and radi-
ant? Is there nothing but formless
dark that conceals a blasphemous slug
that is not human, that leaves slime in
its path{”’

For the first time I had found
voice! I decided to try again, and I
pierced the dark with the sharp in-
gistence of my voice. I songht an

(Continued on page 424)
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The Were-Snake

(Continued from page 398)

answer; I sought assurance. There
was a sort of malicious cruelty in the
silence, and I sought to lessen the
torture, to ease the tension as I
crawvled forward on my hands and
knees.

‘“Miss Beardsley, you must have
faith. I am coming for you on my
hands and knees. The way is long,
and there will be much pain—but you
must fight Ishtar through your will!’’

‘“ Arthur, it is squeezing me., It is
soft, and I cannot grip it. It flips
away from me. You must hurry!
But I shall not fear, Arthur. Fear
is deadly, and will destroy us both.”’

Long and white and smooth was the
passage that opened out before me,
and ran down into the earth. Into
my mind came fragments of horrid
superstition, and malicious memory,
and a phrase from Joseph Glanvill
which Poe had once quoted: ‘‘the
vastness, profundity, and unsearch-
ableness of His works, which have a
depth in them greater than the well
of Demoeritus!”’

The passage before me was 2 tunnel
of nightmare, and with my brain I
doubted ; but I saw the tunnel clearly,
and the light streaming out of it.

And the thing that had carried
Miss Beardsley over the rough
ground, the thing of slime and night,
had erept into the tunnel, and it did
not expeet me to follow. Or did it
expect me to follow?

Through interminable windings
and turnings I clambered on my
hands and knees. The tunnel nar-
rowed and threatened to embrace me,
and then it widened until I could not
glimpse in the wavering light its high,
sloping top. Forward I pressed
through the shadows, and shouted and
wept in the darkmess; and far ahead



‘WEIRD TALES

I heard an audible swishing, as the
thing crawled through the damp cold,
leaving a trail of slime and unspeak-
able odor in its wake.

The impressions left me by that
borrible descent were profoundly
grave and unforgettable. But some
destiny over which I had no control
had arranged that I should suffer,
and as I crawled downward on my
hands and knees I knew that no
bestial god could survive that destiny.
Suffering and terror would be mine,
but out of the night would come a
marvelous dawn, and the confused
discords about me would somehow
harmonize one with the other, and I
should listen with exaltation and
ecstasy to a gorgeous and stupendous
symphony. I would return from the
brink of the pit, and Miss Beardsley
and T would face the new dawn to-
gether. Why is a ecold, ill-lighted
tunnel that twists and turns superior
to the darkness? Why did I feel a
resurgence of confidence as I moved
forward over the cold ground?

OR eternities I crawled forward on

my hands and knees, and then,
quite unexpectedly, upon turning a
bend I saw it. Stupendous and
awful! And to think that one might
anywhere, unexpectedly, eome upon
such an abomination. ‘‘What is the
use of going on?’’ I thought. ‘‘This
thing cannot be. If it exists there is
no longer any reason for living—if it
exists we are all hopeless, helpless,
wretched creatures living in an
hallucination, living on the edge of
an abyss, living in a dream from
which it is death to awake. We live
surrounded by a Walpurgis night of
obseene shapes; flaffing harpies that
would tear out our brains and glut
upon our bodies in sleep; ghoulish,
black-lipped incubi; serpents of
nightmare from Acheron; Calibans

425



426

WEIRD TALES

from Tartarus; we live surrounded by
famine and pestilence and death—if
such as this can exist under the
stars!’’

I gnawed at the ends of my fingers
to keep from shrieking. Miss Beards-
ley lay in a pool of ooze, the muscles
of her face relaxed; and an awful, in-
describable agony shone in her eyes.
Her arms hung limp at her sides, but
the fingers of her right hand opened
and closed convulsively. Above her
in the dim light, its face in profile
against a dark, ageless boulder,
crouched the thing that I had fol-
lowed through the darlmess, the shad-
owy, lethal thing of unutterable evil
that had left a dark, noisome trail of
slime behind it.

Its doglike head was covered with
scales, and a long, reptilian tongue
protruded from between its black,
bulbous lips. Its eye in profile seemed
large and gray; but the tunnel-light
had glazed it, and it no longer glit-
tered. It was quite hopeless from a
sane or human point of view, and
when I raised my arm in a gesture of
despair and fury it hissed, and spat
at me. I kmew that I should shiver
and grow frigid at its touch. For a
moment I did not think that I could
ever move again; and I wondered if
Miss Beardsley suffered pain. 1
longed to soothe and console her, to
assure her that I understood.

“T shall attend to this!’’ I said, but
I had no intention of attending to
anythingg. My mind ran in one
narrow channel, to the exclusion of
everything that should have con-
cerned me. ‘‘Tf it does not move, I
am safe,”” I thought. I stood very
still, fearing that if T moved an inch
I should bring it down upon me. In
fancy I felt its cold nostril nuzzling
my face. I knew that it would nuzzle
me and nuzzle me until I perished of
horror and loathing. I was more up-
set than I cared to ackmowledge. I
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suppose I thought of Miss Beardsley;
but one thing comes back now, and
shames me—my vile, shocking cow-
ardice.

But something destroyed my shiver-
ing inhibition of muscle and will, and
sent me forward like a released
spring. I saw its body! The head
had held me back, and tied my
muscles into knots, and filled me with
shameless fright; but the body called
for quick, decisive action. I went
forward instantly, and did what I
had to do. But before I joined with
it in that foggy earth-crypt 1 bent
with amazing agility, and picked
from the ground a thin, sharp stone.

I remember severing with one
stroke the great, doglike head, and I
remember how the black arterial
blood ran out of the neck and spat-
tered over my arms and legs. I
know that the body twisted and
writhed in the cavern gloom, and
tied itself into kmots, and monstrous,
fleshy folds.

I can see it now, writhing and
twisting in the shadows; and I see the
severed head lying beside Misy
Beardslcy on the ground. The jaws
open and close; and the eyes are
amazed, almost indignant, like the
eyes of a child who has been punished
for what it does not consider a wrong.

‘When I had finished, and the folds
lay still, I got up and walked over to
where Miss Beardsley lay upon the
cold, hard ground. I realized that
sympathy and pity would never do.
Miss Beardsley needed more drastie
medicine.

““Get up!”’ T ghouted at her. *‘I
don’t intend to stand here and wait
for you. Getup!”

Miss Beardsley moaned, and her
lips quivered ; but a pink tinge erept
back into her cheeks.

‘*Get up at onee!”’ I shouted.

A moment more and she was on her
feet, her blue eyes flashing with anger,
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and a red blush covering her throat
and cheeks. I knew then that she
was saved, and I drew her quickly
toward me, and away from the head-
less thing on the ground.

‘“We’ll be in time for breakfast,’’
I told her. ‘‘I have ordered ostrich
eges and pomegranates. We shall sit
on the terrace and watch the dawn
come up over the desert!’’

“‘Oh, but my aunt never rises so
early,’’ said Miss Beardsley.

‘““For once,’”’ I responded, ‘‘we
shall do without a chaperon.’’

I led her out into the cool night.
For a moment we stood under the
gray wall of the temple of Ishtar, and
then we walked, arm in arm, toward
the hatel. ‘‘You are worth & dozen
Ishtars,’’ I told her.

‘‘That is not very complimentary,’’
she said. “‘To tell me that I am only
worth—’’

In a moment my arms were about
her, and 1 knew the sweet magic of
her yielding body.

3

A’r NOON my guide came to me.
““You will never guess what we
found in the ruin,’’ he said.

‘“A snake?’’ I asked.

His face became horribly solemn.
“Yes, and no! We found a headless
woman! But that is not all. The
gray secrificial stone was covered with
blood; and upon it lay the head of a
snake—a hooded cobra!”’

Miss Beardsley shivered, and
plucked at my sleeve: ‘‘In the village
they tell queer tales. They say—
they say that you killed Ishtar!”’

My guide’s small eyes narrowed.
“‘Yes,”’ he said. ‘‘And we are grate-
ful. Your courage has delivered us
from Ishtar—the were-snake!’’

Below the baleony our camels eyed
us with tolerant, disillusioned eyes.



