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2 The Lost Continent

“It'll get worse if we leave it. We’ve a lot more bad
scrambling ahead of us.”

That was obvious. So we sat down beside the stream
there at the bottom of the barranca, and ate up all of
what was left, It was a ten-mile tramp to the fonda at
Santa Brigida, where we had set down our traps; and
as Coppinger wanted to take a lot more photographs
and measurements before we left this particular group
of caves, it was likely we should be pretty sharp set
before we got our next meal, and our next taste of the
patron’s splendid old country wine. My faith! If only
they knew down in the English hotels in Las Palmas
what magnificent wines one could get—with diplomacy
—up in some of the mountain villages, the old vintage
‘would become a thing of the past in a week.

Now to tell the truth, the two mummies he had
gathered already quite satisfied my small ambition. The
goatskins in which they were sewn up were as brittle as
paper, and the poor old things themselves gave out dust
like a puffball whenever they were touched. But you
know what Coppinger is. He thought he’d come upon
traces of an old Guanche university, or sacred college,
or something of that kind, like the one there is on the
other side of the island, and he wouldn’t be satisfied till
he’d ransacked every cave in the whole face of the cliff.
He’d plenty of stuff left for the flashlight thing, and
twenty-eight more films in his kodak, and said we might
as well get through with the job then as make a return
journey all on purpose. So he took the crowbar, and I
shouldered the rope, and away we went up to the ridge
of the cliff, where we had got such a baking from the
sun the day before.

Of course these caves were not easy to come at, or
else they would have been raided years before. Coppin-
ger, who on principle makes out he knows all about
these things, says that in the old Guanche days they had
ladders of goatskin rope which they could pull up
when they were at home, and so keep out undesirable
callers; and as no other plan occurs to me, perhaps he






4 The Lost Continent

Brigida forthwith, but he wouldn’t do that. There were
three more cave-openings to be looked into, and if I
wouldn’t do them for him, he would have to make
another effort to get there himself. He tried to make out
he was conferring a very great favour on me by offering
to take a report solely from my untrained observation,
but I flatly refused to look at it in that light. I was
pretty tired also; I was soaked with perspiration from
the heat; my head ached from the violence of the sun;
and my hands were cut raw with the rope.
- Coppinger might be tired, but he was still enthusias-
tic. He tried to make me enthusiastic also. “Look here,”
he said, “there’s no knowing what you may find up
there, and if you do lay hands on anything, remember
it’s your own. I shall have no claim whatever.”

“Very kind of you, but I've got no use for any more
mummies done up in goatskin bags.” ,

“Bah! That’s not a burial cave up there. Don’t you
know the difference yet in the openings? Now, be a good
fellow. It doesn’t follow that because we have drawn
. all the rest blank, you won’t stumble across a good find
for yourself up there.”

“Oh, very well,” I said, as he seemed so set on it;
and away I stumbled over the fallen rocks, and along
the ledge, and then scrambled up by that fissure in the
cliff which saved us the two-mile round which we had
had to take at first. I wrenched out the crowbar, and
jammed it down in a new place, and then away I went
over the side, with hands smarting worse at every new
grip of the rope. It was an awkward job swinging into
the cave mouth, because the rock above overhung, or
else (what came to the same thing) it had broken
away below; but I managed it somehow, although I
landed with an awkward thump on my back, and at the
same time I didn’t let go the rope. It wouldn’t do to
have lost the rope then: Coppinger couldn’t have
flicked it into me from where he was below.

- Now from the first glance I could see that this cave
was of different structure to the others. They were for















Prefatory: The Legatees of Deucalion 9

“What’s that crocodile sort of thing with wings
drawn in the margin?”’

“Some sort of beast that lived in those bygone days.
The pages are full of them. That’s a cave-tiger. And
that’s some sort of colossal bat. Thank goodness he had
the sense to illustrate fully, the man who wrote this, or
we should never have been able to reconstruct the tale,
or at any rate we could not have understood half of it.
Whole species have died out since this was written,
just as a whole continent has been swept away and
three civilisations quenched. The worst of it is, it was
written by a highly-educated man who somewhat
naturally writes a very bad fist. Pve hammered at it all
the night through, and have only managed to make out
a few sentences here and there”—he rubbed his hands
appreciatively. “It will take me a year’s hard work to
translate this properly.”

“BEvery man to his taste. 'm afraid my interest in the
thing wouldn’t last as long as that. But how did it get
there? Did your ancient Egyptian come to Grand
Canary for the good of his lungs, and write it because
he felt dull up in that cave?”

“I made a mistake there. The author was not an
Egyptian. It was the similarity of the inscribed charac-
ter which misled me. The book was written by one
Deucalion, who seems to have been a priest or general
—or perhaps both—and he was an Atlantean. How it
got there, I don’t know yet. Probably that was told in
the last few pages, which a certain vandal smashed up
with his pocketknife, in getting them away from the
place where they were stowed.”

“That’s right, abuse me. Deucalion you say? There
was a Deucalion in the Greek mythology. He was one
of the two who escaped from the Flood: their Noah, in
fact.”

“The swamping of the contment of Atlantis might
very well correspond to the FI

“Is there a Pyrrha then? She was Deucahon s wife.”

“T haven’t come across her yet. But there’s a Phore-
































































































A Rival Navy 41

“Tob!” for my battle-cry. It was a change for me not
to be leader, but it was a luxury for once to fight in the
wake of this Tob, despite his uncouthness of mien and
plan. There was no stopping this new rush, though prog-
ress still was slow. Tob with his bloody axe cut the
road in front, and we others, with the lust of battle
filling us to the chin, raged like furies in his wake.
Gods! but it was a fight.

Ten of us won to the galley, with the flames and the
smoke from the poor “Bear” spurting at our heels. We
turned and stabbed madly at all who tried to follow,
and hacked through the grapples that held the vessels
to their embrace. The sea-swells spurned the “Bear”
away.

The slaves chained to the rowing-galley’s benches had
interest neither one way nor the other, and looked on the
contest with dull concern, save when some stray missile
found a billet amongst them. But a handful of the fight-
ing men had scrambled desperately on board the
galley after us, preferring any fate to a fiery death on
the “Bear,” and these had to be dealt with promptly.
Three, with their fighting fury still red-hot in them, had
most wastefully to be killed out of mischief’s way; five,
who had pitched their weapons into the sea, were
chained to oar looms, in place of slaves who were
dead; and there remained only Dason to have a fate
apportioned.

The fight had cooled out of him, and he had thrown
his arms to the sea, and stood sullenly ready for what
might befall; and to him Tob went up with an exulting
face.

“Ho, pot-mate Dason,” cried he, “you made a lot of
talk an hour ago about that woman of mine, who lives
with her brats on the quay-side in Atlantis yonder.
Now, I'll give you a pleasant choice; either I'll take you
along home, and tell her what you said before the
whole ship’s company (that are for the most part dead
now, poor souls!), and I’ll leave her to perform on your


















The Welcome of Phorenice 47

“and not contradict.” He picked up my hand in his
huge, hard fist, and pressed it. “By the Gods, Deucalion,
you may be a great prince, but I've only known you
as a man. You're the finest fighter of beasts and men
that walks this world to-day, and I love you for it. That
spear-stroke of yours on the lizard is a thmg the singers
in the taverns shall make chaunts about.”

We drew rapidlv into the harbour, the soldiers in the
entrance castle blowing their trumpets in welcome as
we passed between them. The cantain of the port had
run up my banner to the masthead of his boat, having
been provided with one apparently for this purpose
of announcement, and from the quays, across the vast
basin of the harbour, there presentlv came to us the
noises of musicians, and the pale glow of welcoming
fires, dancing under the sunlight. I was almost awed to
think that an Empress of Atlantis had come to such
straits as to feel an interest like this in any mere return-
ing subject.

It was clear that nothing was to be done by halves.
The port-captain’s boat led, and we had no choice but
to follow. Our galley was run up alongside the royal
quay and moored to its posts and rings of gold, all of
which are sacred to the reigning house.

“If Dason could only have foreseen this honour,”
said Tob, with grisly jest, “I'm sure he’d have laid in a
silken warp to make fast on the bollards instead of mere
plebeian hemp. I'm sure there’d be a frown on Dason’s
head this minute, if the sun hadn’t scorched it stiff. My
Lord Deucalion, will you pick your way with niceness
over this common ship and tread on the genteel carpet
they’ve spread for you on the quay yonder?”

The port-captain heard Tob’s rude banter and
looked up with a face of horror, and I remembered,
with a small sigh, that colonial freedom would have no
place here in Atlantis. Once more I must prepare my-
self for all the dignity of rank, and make ready to
tread the formalities of vast and gorgeous ceremonial.















52 The Lost Continent

she called to me, and I mounted and sat beside her in
the golden half-castle under the canopy of royal snakes.
The girl who stood behind in attendance fanned us both
with perfumed feathers, and at a word from Phorenice
the mammoth was turned, bearing us back towards
the royal pyramid by the way through which it had
come. At the same time also all the other machinery of
splendour was put in motion. The soldiers and the
gaudily bedecked civil traders fell into procession be-
fore and behind, and I noted that a body of troops,
heavily armed, marched on each of the mammoth’s
flanks.

Phorenice turned to me with a smile. “You piqued
me,” she said, “at first.”

“Your Majesty overwhelms me with so much
notice.”

“You looked at my steed before you looked at me. A
woman finds it hard to forgive a slight like that.”

“I envied you the greatest of your conquests, and do
still. I have fought mammoths myself, and at times have
killed, but I never dared even to think of taking one
alive and bringing it into tameness.”

“You speak boldly,” she said, still smiling, “and yet
you can turn a pretty compliment. Faugh! Deucalion,
the way these people fawn on me gives me a nausea. I
am not of the same clay as they are, I know; but just
because I am the daughter of Gods they must needs
feed me on the pap of insincerity.”

So Tatho was right, and the swineherd was forgotten.
Well, if she chose to keep up the fiction she had made, it
was not my part to contradict her. Rightly or wrongly
she was Bmpress, and without competitor, and anyway
I was her servant.

“T have been pining this long enough for a stronger
meat than they can give,” she went on, “and at last I
have sent for you. I have been at some pains to procure
my tongue-pictures of you, Deucalion, and though you
do not know me yet, I may say I knew you with all
thoroughness even before we met. I can admire a man




































64 The Lost Continent

they went into raptures and ecstasies over their enjoy-
ment. Women and men both, they lingered over each
titillation of the palate as though it were a caress of the
Gods.

Phorenice, with her quick, bright eyes, looked on,
and occasionally flung one or another a few words be-
tween her talk with me, and now and again called some
favoured creature up to receive a scrap of viand from
the royal dish. This the honoured one would eat with
extravagant gesture, or (as happened twice) would put
it away in the folds of his clothes as a treasure too dear
to be profaned by human lips.

To me, this flattery appeared gross and disgustful,
but Phorenice, through use, perhaps, seemed to take it
as merely her due. There was, one had to suppose, a
weakness in her somewhere, though truly to the outward
seeing none was apparent. Her face was strong enough,
and it was subtle also, and, moreover, it was wondrous
comely. All the courtiers in the banqueting-hall raved
about Phorenice’s face and the other beauties of her
body and limbs, and though not given to appreciation
in these matters, I could not but see that here at least
they had a groundwork for their admiration, for surely
the Gods have never favoured mortal woman more
highly. Yet lovely though she might be, for myself I
preferred to look upon Ylga, the girl, who, because of
her rank, was privileged to sit on the divan behind us
as immediate attendant. There was an honesty in Ylga’s
face which Phorenice’s lacked.

They did not eat to nutrify their bodies, these
feasters in the banqueting-hall of the royal pyramid, but
they all ate to cloy themselves, and they strutted forth.
new usages with every platter and bowl that the slaves
brought. To me some of their manners were closely
touching on disrespect. At the halfway of the meal, a
gorgeous popinjay—he was a governor of an out-prov-
ince driven into the capital by a rebellion in his own
lands—this gorgeous fop, I say, walked up between the
groups of feasters with flushed face and unsteady gait,







































The Biters of the City Walls 77

“I have no vail to give you,” I said abruptly. “Get
on with your duty. Open me that other door.”

“With respect, my lord, it would be better that I
should first announce my lord’s presence. There is a
baiting going forward in the circus, and the tigers are
as yet mere savages, and no respecters of persons.”

“The what?”

“The tigers, if my lord will permit them the name.
They are baiting a batch of prisoners with the two great
beasts which the Empress (whose name be adored) has
sent here to aid us keep the gate. But if my lord will,
there are the ward rooms leading off this passage, and
the galleries which run out from them commanding the
circus, and from there my lord can see the sport un-
dist.ur ”

Now, the mere lust for killing excites only disgust in
me, but I suspected the orders of the Empress in this
matter, and had a curiosity to see her scheme. So I
stepped into the warder’s lodge, and on into the gal-
leries which commanded the circus with their arrow-
slits. The old builders of the place had intended
these for a second line of defence, for, supposing the
outer doors all forced, an enemy coald be speedily shot
down in the circus, without being able to give a blow
in return, and so would only march into a death-trap.
But as a gazing-place on a spectacle they were no less
useful.

The circus was bright lit by the moonshine, and the
air which came in to me from it was acrid with the
reck of blood. There was no sport in what was going
forward: as I said, it was mere killing, and the sight
disgusted me. I am no prude about this matter. Give a
prisoner his weapons, put him in a pit with beasts of
reasonable strength, and let him fight to a finish if you
choose, and I can look on there and applaud the
strokes. The war prisoner, being a prisoner, has earned
death by natural law, and prefers to get his last stroke
in hot blood then to be knocked down by the heads-
man’s axe. And it is any brave man’s luxury either to
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They stripped their prisoners, before they thrust
them out to this death, of all the clothes they might
carry, for clothes have a value; and so the woman stood
there bare-limbed in the moonlight.

She clapped her back to the great stone door by
which she had entered, and faced fate with glowing
eye. Gods! there have been times in early years when
I could have plucked out sword and jumped down, and
fought for her there for the sheer delight of such a
battle. But now policy restrained me. The individual
might want a helping hand, but it was becoming more
and more clear that Atlantis wanted a minister also;
and before these great needs, the lesser ones perforce
must perish. Still, be it neted that, if I did not jump
down, no other man there that night had sufficient man-
hood remaining to venture the opportunity.

My heart glowed as I watched her. She picked a
bone from the litter on the pavement and beat off its
head by blows against the wall. Then with her teeth she
fashioned the point to still further sharpness. I could
see her teeth glisten white in the moonrays as she bit
with them.

The huge cave-tigers, which stood as high as her
head as they walked, came nearer to her in their
prowlings, yet obviously neglected her. This was part
of their accustomed scheme of torment, and the woman
knew it well. There was something intolerable in their
noiseless, ceaseless paddings over the pavement. I could
see the prisoner’s breast heave as she watched them.
A terror such as that would have made many a victim
sick and helpless.

But this one was bolder than I had thought. She did
not wait for a spring: she made the first attack herself.
When the she-tiger made its stroll towards her, and was
in the act of turning, she flung herself into a sudden
leap, striking viciously at its eye with her sharpened
bone. A roar from the onlookers acknowledged the
stroke. The cave-tiger’s eye remained undarkened, but
the puny weapon had dealt it a smart flesh wound, and







































The Biters of the Walls 95

They fought and quarrelled amongst themselves for
food, eating their meat raw, and their grain (when they
had it) unground. Many who passed my vision I saw
were even gnawing the soft inside of tree bark.

The dead lay where they fell. The sick and the
wounded found no hand to tend them. Great man-eat-
ing birds hovered about the camp or skulked about,
heavy with gorging, amongst the hovels, and no one
had public spirit enough to give them battle. The stink
of the place rose up to heaven as a foul incense inviting
a pestilence. There was no order, no trace of strong
command anywhere. With three hundred well-disci-
plined troops it seemed to me that I could have sent
those poor desperate hordes flying in panic to the forest.

However, there was no very lengthy space of time
granted me for thinking out the policy of this matter to
any great depth. The attack on the gate had been de-
livered with suddenness; the repulse was not slow. Of
what desperate fighting took place in the galleries, and
in the circus between the two sets of gates, the detail
will never be told in full,

At the first alarm the great cave-tigers were set loose,
and these raged impartially against keeper and foe. Of
those that went in through the tunnel, not one in ten
returned, and there were few of these but what carried
a bloody wound. Some, with the ruling passion still
strong in them, bore back plunder; one trailed along
with him the head of the captain of the gate; and
amongst them they dragged out two of the warders who
were wounded, and whom revenge had urged them to
take as prisoners.

Over these two last a hubbub now arose, that seemed
likely to boil over into blows. Every voice shouted out
for them what he thought the most repulsive fate. Some
were for burning, some for skinning, some for impaling,
some for other things: my flesh crept as I heard their
ravenous yells. Those that had been to the trouble of
making them captive were still breathless from the fight,
and were readily thrust aside; and it seemed to me that
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the poor wretches would be hustled into death before
any definite fate was agreed upon, which all would
pass as sufficiently terrific. Never had I seen such a
disorderly tumult, never such a leaderless mob. But, as
always has happened, and always will, the stronger men
by dint of louder voices and more vigorous shoulders
got their plans agreed to at last, and the others perforce
had to give way.

A band of them set off running, and presently re-
turned at snails’ pace, dragging with them (with many
squeals from ungreased wheels) one of those huge war
engines with which besiegers are wont to throw great
stones and other missiles into the cities they sit down
against. They ran it up just beyond bowshot of the
walls, and clamped it firmly down with stakes and
ropes to the earth. Then setting their lean arms to the
windlasses, they drew back the great tree which formed
the spring till its tethering place reached the ground,
and in the cradle at its head they placed one of the
prisoners, bound helplessly, so that he could not throw
himself over the side.

Then the rude, savage, skin-clad mob stood back,
and one who had appointed himself engineer knocked
back the catch that held the great spring in place.

With a whirr and a twang the elastic wood flung
upwards, and the bound man was shot away from its tip
with the speed of a lightning flash. He sang through the
air, spinning over and over with inconceivable rapidity,
and the great crowd of rebels held their breath in
silence as they watched. He passed high above the city
wall, a tiny mannikin in the distance now, and then the
trajectory of his flight began to lower. The spike of a
new-built pyramid lay in the path of his terrific flight,
and he struck it with a thud whose sound floated out
to us afterwards, and then he toppled down out of our
sight, leaving a red stain on the whiteness of the stone
as he fell,

With a roar the crowd acknowledged the success of
their device, and bellowed out insults to Phorenice, and
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with chiefs; we are all equal here. Take away your silly
magic. You may kill us with magic if you choose, but
rule us you shall not. Nor shall the other priests rule.
Nor Phorenice. Nor anybody. We are done with
rulers.”

The press had brought us closer and closer to the
man who stood on the war engine. We saw him to be
old, with white hair that tumbled on his shoulders, and
a long white beard, untrimmed and uncurled. Save for
a wisp of rag about the loins, his body was unclothed,
and glistened in the wet.

But in his hand he held that which marked his
caste. With it he pointed his sentences, and at times he
whirled it about, bathing his wet, naked body in a halo
of light. It was a wand whose tip burned with an un-
consuming fire, which glowed and twinkled and blazed
like some star sent down by the Gods from their own
place in the high heaven. It was the Symbol of our
Lord the Sun, a credential no one could forge, and
one on which no civilised man would cast a doubt.

Indeed, the ragged frantic crew did not question for
one moment that he was a member of the Clan of
Priests, the Clan which from time out of numbering had
given rulers for the land, and even in their loudest
clamours they freely acknowledged his powers. “You
may kill us with your magic, if you choose,” they
screamed at him. But stubbornly they refused to come
back to their old allegiance. “We have suffered too many
things these later years,” they cried. “We are done with
rulers now for always.”

But for myself I saw the old man with a different
emotion. Here was Zaemon that was father to Nais,
Zaemon that had seen me yesterday seated on the divan
at Phorenice’s elbow, and who to-day could denounce
me as Deucalion if so he chose. These rebels had ex-
pended a navy in their wish to kill me four days
earlier, and if they knew of my nearness, even though
Nais were my advocate, her cold reasoning would have
had little chance of an audience now. The High Gods
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who keep the tether of our lives hide Their secrets
well, but I did not think it impious to be sure that mine
was very near the cutting then.

The beautiful woman saw this too. She even went so
far as to twine her fingers in mine and press them as a
farewell, and I pressed hers in return, for I was sorry
enough not to see her more. Still I could not help
letting my thoughts travel with a grim gloating over
the fine mound of dead I should build before these
ragged, unskilled rebels pulled me down. And it was
inevitable this should be so. For of all the emotions
that can ferment in the human heart, the joy of strife
is keenest, and none but an old fighter, face to face
with what must necessarily be his final battle, can tell
how deep this lust is embroidered into the very founda-
tions of his being.

But for the time Zaemon did not see me, being too
much wrapped in his outcry, and so I was free to listen
to the burning words which he spread around him, and
to determinate their effect on the hearers.

The theme he preached was no new one. He told that
ever since the beginning of history, the Gods had set
apart one Clan of the people to rule over the rest and
be their Priests, and until the coming of Phorenice these
had done their duties with exactitude and justice. They
had fought invaders, carried war against the beasts, and
studied earth-movements so that they were able to fore-
tell earthquakes and eruptions, and could spread wamn-
ings that the people might be able to escape their de-
vastations. They are no self-seekers; their aim was al-
ways to further the interest of Atlantis, and so do
honour to the kingdom on which the High Gods had set
their special favour. Under the Priestly Clan, Atlantis
had reached the pinnacle of human prosperity and -
happiness.

“But,” cried the old man, waving the Symbol till his
wet body glistened in a halo of light, “the people grew
fat and careless with their easy life. They began to have
a conceit that their good fortune was earned by their
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real enough, and it was not to be wondered at, since
everything they had came from her lavish hands. In-
deed, the woman had a charm that cannot be denied,
for when she appeared, riding in the golden castle
(where I also had ridden) on the back of her mon-
strous shaggy mammoth, the starved sullen faces of
the crowd brightened as though a meal and sudden
prosperity had been bestowed upon them; and without
a word of command, without a trace of compulsion,
they burst into spontaneous shouts of welcome.

She acknowledged it with a smile of thanks. Her
cheeks were a little flushed, her movements quick, her
manner high-strung, as all well might be, seeing the
horrible sacrilege she had in mind. But she was un-
deniably lovely; yes, more adorably beautiful than ever
with her present thrill of excitement; and when the stair
was brought, and she walked down from the mam-
moth’s back to the ground, those near fell to their
knees and gave her worship, out of sheer fascination
for her beauty and charm.

Ylga, the fan-girl, alone of all that vast multitude
round the Sun temple contained herself within her for-
mal paces and duties. She looked pained and troubled.
It was plain to see, even from the distance where I
stood, that she carried a heavy heart under the jewels
of her robe. It was fitting, too, that this should be so.
Though she had been long enough divorced from his
care and fostered by the Empress, Ylga was a daughter
of Zaemon, and he was the chiefest of our Lord the
Sun’s ministers here on earth. She could not forget her
upbringing now at this supreme moment when the
highest of the old Gods was to be formally defied. And
perhaps also (having a kindness for Phorenice) she was
not a little dreadful of the consequences.

But the Empress had no eye for one sad look
amongst all that sea of glowing faces. Boldly and proud-
ly she strode out into the circle, as though she had
been the duly appointed priest for the sacrifice. And
after her came a knot of men, dressed as priests, and
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fore the city streets packed with curious people. She
had little enough appetite for privacy at any time. But
for the life of me I could not do it. The Gods know I
was earnest enough about my task, and They know also
how it repelled me. But I was a true priest that day, and
I had put away all personal liking to carry out the
commands which the Council had laid upon me. If I
had known how to set about it, I would have fallen in
with her mood. But where any of those shallow be-
dizened triflers about the court would have been glibly
in his element, I stuck for lack of a dozen words.

There was no help for it but to leave all, save what I
actually felt, unsaid. Diplomacy I was trained in, and
on most matters I had a glib enough tongue. But to
palter with women was a lightness I had always ne-
glected, and if I had invented would-be pretty speeches
out of my clumsy inexperience, Phorenice would have
seen through the fraud on the instant. She had been
nurtured during these years of her rule on a pap of
these silly protestations, and could weigh their value
with an expert’s exactness.

Nor was it a case where honest confession would
have served my purpose better. If I had put my position
to her in plain words, it would have made relations
worse. And so perforce I had to hold my tongue, and
submit to be considered a clown.

“I had always heard,” she said, “that you colonists
in Yucatan were far ahead of those in Egypt in all the
arts and graces. But you, sir, do small credit to your
vice-royalty. Why, I have had gentry from the Nile
come here, and you might almost think they had never
left their native shores.”

“They must have made great strides this last twenty
years, then. When last I was sent to Egypt to report,
the blacks were clearly masters of the land, and our
people lived there only on sufferance. Their pyramids
were puny, and their cities nothing more than forts.”

“Oh,” she said mockingly, “they are mere exiles still,
but they remember their manners. My poor face seemed
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to please them, at least they all went into raptures over
it. And for ten pleasant words, one of them cut off his
own right hand. We made the bargain, my Egyptian
gallant and I, and the hand lies dried on some shelf in
my apartment to-day as a pleasant memento.”

But here, by a lucky chance for me, an incident oc-
curred which saved me from further baiting. The rebels
outside the walls were conducting their day’s attack
with vigour and some intelligence. More than once
during our procession the lighter missiles from their war
engines had sang up through the air, and split against a
building, and thrown splinters which wounded those
who thronged the streets. Still there had been nothing
to ruffie the nerves of any one at all used to the haps of
warfare, or in any way to hinder our courtship. But
presently, it seems, they stopped hurling stones from
their war engines, and took to loading them with car-
cases of wood lined with the throwing fire.

Now, against stone buildings these did little harm,
save only that they scorched horribly any poor wretch
that was within splash of them when they burst; but
when they fell upon the rude wooden booths and rush
shelters of the poorer folk, they set them ablaze in-
stantly. There was no putting out these fires.

These things also would have given to either Phore-
nice or myself little enough of concern, as they are the
trivial and common incidents of every siege; but the
mammoth on which we rode had not been so properly
schooled. When the first blue whiff of smoke came to
us down the windings of the street, the huge red beast
hoisted its trunk, and began to sway its head uneasily.
When the smoke drifts grew more dense, and here
and there a tongue of flame showed pale beneath the
sunshine, it stopped abruptly and began to trumpet.

The guards who led it, tugged manfully at the chains
which hung from the jagged metal collar round its neck,
so that the spikes ran deep into its flesh, and reminded
it keenly of its bondage. But the beast’s terror at the
fire, which was native to its constitution, mastered all
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She lay there contentedly enough, with her lovely
face just beneath my chin, and the faint scent of her
hair coming in to me with every breath I took; and
the mammoth charged madly on through the narrow
streets. We had outstripped the taint of smoke, and the
original cause of fear, but the beast seemed to have
forgotten everything in its mad panic. It held furiously
on with enormous strides, carrying its trunk aloft, and
deafening us with its screams and trumpetings. We left
behind us quickly all those who had trod in that
glittering pageant, and we were carried helplessly on
through the wards of the city.

The beast was utterly beyond all control. So great
was its pace that there was no alternative but to try
and cling on to the castle. Up there we were beyond
its reach. To have leapt off, even if we had avoided
having brains dashed out or limbs smashed by the fall,
would have been to put ourselves at once at a frightful
disadvantage. The mammoth would have scented us
immediately, and turned (as is the custom of these
beasts), and we should have been trampled into a
pulp in a dozen seconds.

The thought came to me that here was the High
God’s answer to Phorenice’s sacrilege. The mammoth
was appointed to carry out Their vengeance by dashing
her to pieces, and 1, their priest, was to be human
witness that justice had been done. But no direct revela-
tion had been given me on this matter, and so I took
no initiative, but hung on to the swaying castle, and
held the Empress against bruises in my arms.

There was no guiding the brute: in its insanity of
madness it doubled many times upon its course, the
windings of the streets confusing it. But by degrees we
left the large palaces and pyramids behind, and got
amongst the quarters of artisans, where weavers and
smiths gaped at us from their doors as we thundered
past. And then we came upon the merchants’ quarters
where men live over their storehouses that do traffic
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terest you may show in this matter will go far to offend
me. You have spoken of Nais in your narrative before,
and although your tongue was shrewd and you did
not say much, I am a woman and I could read between
the lines. Now regard, my rebel, I have no wish to
be unduly hard upon you, though once you were my
fan-girl, and so your running away to these ill-kempt
malcontents, who beat their heads against my city walls,
is all the more naughty. But you must meet me half-
way. You must give an excuse for leniency. Point me
out the man you would wed, and he shall be your
husband to-morrow.”

“There is no man.”

“Then name me one at random. Why, my pretty
Nafs, not ten months ago there were a score who would
have leaped at the chance of having you for a wife.
Drop your coyness, girl, and name me one of those. I
warrant you that I will be your ambassadress and will
put the matter to him with such delicacy that he will
not make you blush by refusal.”

The prisoner moistened hir lips. “I am a maiden, and
Y have a maiden’s modesty. I will die as you choose,
but I will not do this indecency.”

“Well, I am a maiden too, and though because T am
Empress also, questions of State have to stand before
questions of my private modesty, I can have a sym-
pathy for yours—although in truth it did not obtrude
unduly when you were my fan-girl, Nais. No, come
to think of it, you liked a tender glance and a pretty
phrase as well as any when you were fan-girl. You have
grown wild and shy, amongst these savage rebels, but
I will not punish you for that.

“Let me call your favourites to memory now. There
was Tarca, of course, but Tarca had a difference with
that ill-dressed father of yours, and wears a leprosy
on half his face instead of that beard he used to trim
so finely. And then there is Tatho, but Tatho is away
overseas. Eron, too, you liked once, but he lost an
arm in fighting t’other day, and I would not marry you
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to less than a whole man. Ah, by my face! I have it;
the dainty exquisite, Rota! He is the husband! How
well T remember the way he used to dress in a change of
garb each day to catch your proud fancy, girl. Well,
you shall have Rota. He shall lead you to wife before
this hour to-morrow.”

Again the prisoner moistened her lips. “I will not
have Rota, and spare me the others. I know why you
mock me, Phorenice.”

“Then there are three of us here who share one
knowledge.”—She turned her eyes upon me. Gods! who
ever saw the like of Phorenice's eyes, and who ever
saw them lit with such fire as burned within them
then?—*“My lord, you are marrying me for policy; I
am marrying you for policy, and for another reason
which has grown stronger of late, and which you may
guess at. Do you wish still to carry out the match?”

I looked once at Nais, and then I looked steadily
back to Phorenice. The command given by the mouth
of Zaemon from the High Council of the Sacred Moun-
tain had to outweigh all else, and I answered that such
was my desire.

“Then,” said she, glowering at me with her eyes,
“you shall build me up the pretty body of Nais be-
neath a throne of granite as a wedding gift. And you
shall do it too with your own proper hands, my Deuca-
lion, whilst I watch your devotion.”

And to Nais she turned with a cruel smile. “You
lied to me, my girl, and you spoke truth to the soldiers
in the harbour forts. There is a man here in the city
you came after, and he is the one man you may not
have. Because you know me well, and my methods
very thoroughly, your love for him must be very deep,
or you would not have come. And so, being here,
you shall be put beyond mischief’s reach. I am not one
of those who see luxury in fostering rivals.

“You came for attention at the hands of Deucalion.
By my face! you shall have it. I will watch myself
whilst he builds you up living.”
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was more indelicate than blasphemy and curled his
beard after the new fashion, and became a courtier.
Where his father had spent anxious days with cargo
tally and ship-master, the son wasted hours in direct-
ing sewing men as they adorned a coat, and nights in
vapouring at a banquet.

Of the smaller merchants who had no substance
laid by, taxes and the constant bickerings of war had
wellnigh ground them into starvation. Besides, with the
country in constant uproar, there were few markets
left for most merchandise, nor was there aught made
now which could be carried abroad. If your weaver
is pressed as a fire-tube man he does not make cloth,
and if your farmer is playing at rebellion, he does
not buy slaves to till his fields. Indeed, they told me
that a month before my return, as fine a cargo of slaves
had been brought into harbour as ever came out of Eu-
rope, and there was nothing for it but to set them
ashore across the estuary, and leave them free to
starve or live in the wild ground there as they chose.
There was no man in all Atlantis who would hold so
much as one more slave as a gift.

But though I was grieved at this falling away, all
schemes for remedy would be for afterwards. It would
only make ill worse to speak of it as we rode together
in the litter. I was growing to know Phorenice’s moods
enough for that. Still, I think that she too had studied
mine, and did her best to interest me between her
bursts of trifling. We went out to where the westernmost
harbour wall joins the land, and there the panting
bearers set us down. She led me into a little house of
stone which stood by itself, built out on a promontory
where there is a constant run of tide, and when we had
been given admittance, after much unbarring, she
showed me her new gold collectors.

In the dry knowledge taught in the colleges and
groves of the Sacred Mountain it had been a common
fact to us that the metal gold was present in a dissolved
state in all sea water, but of plans for dragging it forth
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her supple mind and her supple body mystified me
more and more the longer I stayed by her side; and
more and more despairing did I grow that Atlantis
could ever be restored by my agency to peace and the
ancient Gods, even after I had carried out the com-
mands of the High Council, and taken her to wife.

Only one plan seemed humanly possible, and that
was to curb her further mischievousness by death and
then leave the wretched country naturally to recover.
It was just a dagger-stroke, and the thing was done.
Yet the very idea of this revolted me, and when the
desperate thought came to my mind (which it did ever
and anon), I hugged to myself the answer that if it
were fitting to do this thing, the High Gods in Their
infinite wisdom would surely have put definite com-
mands upon me for its carrying out.

Yet, such was the facination of Phorenice, that
when presently we left her gold collectors, and stumbled
into such peril, that a little withholding of my hand
would have gained her a passage to the nether Gods, I
found myself fighting when she called upon me, as
seldom I have fought before. And though, of course,
some blame for this must be laid upon that lust of
battle which thrills even the coldest of us when blows
begin to whistle and war-cries start to ring, there is no -
doubt also that the pleasure of protecting Phorenice,
and the distaste for seeing her pulled down by those
rude, uncouth fishers put special nerve and vehemence
into my blows.

The cause of the matter was the unrest and the
prevalency to street violence which I have spoken of
above, and the desperate poverty of the common people,
which led them to take any risk if it showed them a
chance of winning the wherewithal to purchase a meak
We had once more mounted the litter, and once more
the bearers, with their heads beneath the pole, bore us
on at their accustomed swinging trot. Phorenice was
telling me about her new supplies of gold. She had
made fresh sumptuary laws, it appeared.
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her and the waters which creamed and crashed upon
the beach. Gods! what a charge she made. It made me
tingle with admiration as I followed sideways behind
her, guarding the rear. And I am a man that has
spent so many years in battlings, that it takes something
far out of the common to move me to any enthusiasm
in this matter.

There were two boats creaking and washing about
in the edge of the surf, but in one, happily, the wicker-
work which made its frame was crushed by the weight
of the waves into a shapeless bundle of sticks, and
would take half a day to replace. So that, let us but
get the other craft afloat, and we should be free from
further embroiling. But the fishers were quick to see
the object of this new manceuvre. “Guard the boat,” -
they shouted. “Smash her; slit her skin with your knives!
Tear her with your fingers! Swim her out to sea! Oh, at
least take the paddles!”

But, if these clumsy fishers could run, Phorenice was
like a legged snake for speed. She was down beside
the boat before any could reach it, laughing and
shouting out that she could beat them at every point.
Myself, I was slower of foot; and, besides, there was
some that offered me a fight on the road, and I was
not wishful to baulk them; and, moreover, the fewer
we left clamouring behind, the fewer there would be
to speed our going with their stones. Still I came to
the beach in good order, and laid hands on the
flimsy boat and tipped her dry.

“Fighting is no trade for me,” I cried, “whilst you
are here, Phorenice. Guard me my back and walk out
into the water.”

I took the boat, thrusting it afloat, and wading with
it till two lines of the surf were past.  The fishers
swarmed round us, active as fish in their native element,
and strove mightily to get hands on the boat and slit
the hides which covered it with their eager fingers. But
I had a spare hand, and a short stabbing-knife for
such close-quarter work, and here, there, and every-
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presently the ladder of ropes was let down from the
top of the nearest fort, and a crew came down to
man the oars. There were the customary changes of
raiment too, given as presents by the officers of the
fort, and these we put on in the cabin of the galley in
place of the sodden clothes we wore. There are fevers
to be gained by carrying wet clothes after sunset, and
though from personal experience I have learned that
these may be warded off with drugs, I noticed with
some grim amusement that the Empress had sufficiently
little of the Goddess about her to fear very much the
ailments which are due to frail humanity.

The galley rowed swiftly across the calm waters of
the harbour, and made fast to the rings of gold on
the royal quay, and whilst we were waiting for litters
to be brought, I watched a lantern lit in the boat
which stood guard over Phorenice’s mammoth. The
huge red beast stood shoulder-deep in the harbour
water, with trunk up-turned. It was tamed now, and
the light of the boat’s lantern fell on the little ripples
sent out by its tremblings. But I did not choose to
intercede or ask mercy for it. If the mammoth sank
deeper in the harbour mud, and was swallowed, I
could have borne the loss with equanimity.

To tell the truth, that ride on the great beast’s
back had impressed me unfavourably. In fact, it
put into me a sense of helplessness that was wellnigh
intolerable. Perhaps circumstances have made me
unduly self-reliant: on that others must judge. But I
will own to having a preference for walking on my
own proper feet, as the Gods in fashioning our
shapes most certainly intended. On my own feet I
am able to guard my own head and neck, and have
done on four continents, throughout a long and active
life, and on many a thousand occasions. But on the
back of that detestable mammoth, pah! I grew as
nervous as a child or a dastard.

However, I had little enough leisure for personal
megrims just then. Whilst we waited, Phorenice asked
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the port-captain (who must needs come up officiously
to make his salutations) after the disposal of Nais, and
was told that she had been clapped into a dungeon
beneath the royal pyramid, and the officer of the guard
there had given his bond for her safe-keeping.

“It is to be hoped he understands his work,” said
the Empress. “That pretty Nais knows the pyramid
better than most, and it may be he will be sent to
the tormentors for putting her in a cell which had
a secret outlet. You would feel pleasure if the girl
escaped, Deucalion?”

“Assuredly,” said I, knowing how useless it would
be to make a secret of the matter. “I have no enmity
against Nafis.” '

“But I have,” said she viciously, “and I am still
minded to lock your faith to me by that wedding gift
you know of.”

“The thing shall be done,” I said. “Before all, the
Empress of Atlantis.”

“Poof! Deucalion, you are too stiff and formal. You
ought to be mightily honoured that I condescend to
be jealous of your favours. Your hand, sir, please,
to help me into the litter. And now come in beside me,
and keep me warm against the night air. Ho! you
guards there with the torches! Keep farther back
against the street walls. The perfume you are burning
stifles me.”

Again there was a feast that night in the royal
banqueting-hall; again I sat beside Phorenice on the
raised dais which stands beneath the symbols of the
snake and the out-stretched hand. What had been
taken for granted before about our forthcoming rela-
tionship was this time proclaimed openly; the Empress
herself acknowledged me as her husband that was to
be; and all that curled and jewelled throng of courtiers
hailed me as greater than themselves, by reason of this
woman’s choice. There was method, too, in their salu-
tation. Some rumour must have got about of my pref-
~erence for the older and simpler habits, and there
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all their bravery of apparel; and even poor squalid
creatures, with ribs of hunger showing through their
dusty skins, had turbans and wisps of colour wrapped
about their heads to mark the gaiety of the day.

The trumpets proclaimed my coming, and the peo-
ple shouted welcome, and with the gorgeous chamber-
lains walking backwards in advance, I went across to
a scarlet awning that had been prepared, and took my
seat upon the cushions beneath it.

And then came Phorenice, my bride that was to be
that day, fresh from sleep, and glorious in her splendid
beauty. She was borne out from the pyramid in an
open litter of gold and ivory by fantastic savages from
Europe, her own refinement of feature being thrown
up into all the higher relief by contrast with their brutish
ugliness. One could hear the people draw a deep breath
of delight as their eyes first fell upon her; and it is
easy to believe there was not a man in that crowd which
thronged the square who did not envy me her choice,
nor was there a soul present (unless Ylga was there
somewhere veiled) who could by any stretch imagine
that I was not overjoyed in winning so lovely a wife.

For myself, I summoned up all the iron of my
training to guard the expression of my face. We were
here on ceremonial to-day; a ghastly enough affair
throughout all its acts, if you choose, but still ceremo-
nial; and I was minded to show Phorenice a grand
manner that would leave her nothing to cavil at. After
all that had been gone through and endured, I did not
intend a great scheme to be shattered by letting my
agony and pain show themselves, in either a shaking
hand or a twitching cheek. When it came to the point,
I told myself, I would lay the living body of my love
in the hollow beneath the stone as calmly, and with as
little outward emotion, as though I had been a mere
priest carrying out the burial of some dead stranger.
And she, on her part, would not, I knew, betray our
secret. With her, too, it was truly “Before all Atlantis.”

I think it spared a pang to find that there was to be















The Burying Alive of Nais 179

but the guilds have their forms and customs, and on
these occasions of high ceremonial, they are punctilious-
ly carried out, because these middle-class people: wish
always to appear mysterious and impressive to the
poor vulgar folk who are their inferiors. But perhaps
I am hard there on them. A man who is needlessly
taken round to plumb and duly level the tomb where
his love lies buried living, may perhaps be excused
by the assessors on high a little spirit of bitterness.

I had gone up the steps to do my hateful work a
man full of grief, though outwardly unmoved. As I
came down again I had a feeling of incompleteness;
it seemed as though half my inwards had been left
behind with Nais in the hollow of the stone, and their
place was taken by a void which ached wearily; but
still I carried a passive face, and memory that before
all these private matters stood the command of the High
Council, which sat before the Ark of the Mysteries.

So I went and stood before Phorenice, and said the
words which the ancient forms prescribed concerning
the carrying out of her wish.

“Then, now,” she said, “I will give myself to you as
wife. We are not as others, you and I, Deucalion. There
is a law and a form set down for the marrying of these
other people, but that would be useless for our pur-
poses. We will have neither priest nor scribe to join us
and set down the union. I am the law here in Atlantis,
and you soon will be part of me. We will not be de-
meaned by profaner hands. We will make the ceremony
for ourselves, and for witnesses, there are sufficient in
waiting. Afterwards, the record shall be cut deep in
the granite throne you have built for me, and the
lettering filled in with gold, so that it shall endure and
remain bright for always.”

“The Empress can do no wrong,” I said formally,
and took the hand she offered me, and helped her to
rise. We walked out from the scarlet awning into the
glare of the sunshine, she leaning on me, flushed, and
so radiantly lovely that the people began to hail her
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this lady’s rage. ‘Shall I hew off his head?" said she.
‘Pah! Shall I give him over to my tormentors, and stand
by whilst they do their worst? He would not wrinkie
his brow at their fiercest efforts. No; he must have a
heavier punishment than any of these, and one also
which will endure. I shall lop off his right hand and his
left foot, so that he may be a fighting man no longer,
and then I shall drive him forth crippled into the dan-
gerous lands, where he may learn Fear. The beasts
shall hunt him, the fires of the ground shall spoil his
rest. He shall know hunger, and he shall breathe bad
air. And all the while he shall remember that I have
Nais near me, living and locked in her coffin of stone,
to play with as I choose, and to give over to what in-
sults may come to my fancy.” That is what she said,
Deucalion. Now I ask you again will you go back to
meet her vengeance?”

“No,” I said, “it i3 no part of my plan to be mutilated
and left to live.”

“So, being a woman of some sense, I judged. And,
moreover, having some small kindness still left for you,
I have taken it upon myself to make a plan for your
further movement which may fall in with your whim.
Does the name of Tob come back to your memory?”

“One who was Captain of Tatho’s navy?”

“That same Tob. A gruff, rude fellow, and smelling
vile of tar, but seeming to have a sturdy honesty of his
own. Tob sails away this night for parts unknown,
presumably to found a kingdom with Tob for king,
It seems he can find little enough to earn at his
craft in Atlantis these latter days, and has scruples at
seeing his wife and young ones hungry. He told me this
at the harbour side when I put my neck under the
axe by saying I wanted carriage for you, sir, and so
having me under his thumb, he was perhaps more loose-
lipped than usual. You seem to have made a fine im-
pression on Tob, Deucalion. He said—I repeat his
hearty disrespect—you were just the recruit he wanted,
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but whether you joined him or not, he would go to
the nether Gods to do you service.”

“By the fellow’s side, I gained some experience in
fighting the greater sea beasts.”

“Well, go and do it again. Believe me, sir, it is your
only chance. It would grieve me much to hear the sear-
ing-iron hiss on your stumps. I bargained with Tob to
get clear of the harbour forts before the chain was up
for the night, and as he is a very daring fellow, with
no fear of navigating under the darkness, he himself
said he would come to a point of the shore which we
agreed upon, and there await you. Come, Deucalion,
let me lead you to the place.”

“My girl,” I said, “I see I owe you many thanks for
what you have done on my poor behalf.”

“Oh, your thanks!” she said. “You may keep them.
I did not come out here in the dark and the dangers
for mere thanks, though I knew well enough there
would be little else offered.”—She plucked at my sleeve.
—“Now show me your walking pace, sir. They will
begin to want your countenance in the camp directly,
and we need hanker after no too narrow inquiries for
what’s along.”

So thereon we set off, Ylga and I, leaving the lights
of the bivouac behind us, and she showed the way,
whilst I carried my weapons ready to ward off attacks
whether from beasts or from men. Few words were
passed between us, except those which had concern
with the dangers natural to the way. Once only did we
touch one another, and that was where a tree-trunk
bridged a rivulet of scalding water which flowed from
a boil-spring towards the sea.

“Are you sure of footing?” I asked, for the night
was dark, and the heat of the water would peel the
flesh from the bones if one slipped into it.

“No,” she said, “I am not,” and reached out and took
my hand. I helped her over and then loosed my grip,
and she sighed, and slowly slipped her hand away.
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had to get them away from the city. That thief of a port-
captain wellnigh skinned us clean before he could see
it lawful that so many useful fighting men might go out
of harbour. Times are not what they were, I tell you,
and the sea trade’s about donme. All sailor men of
any skill have taken a woman or two and gone out in
companies to try their fortunes in other lands. Why,
I'd trouble enough to get half a score to help me work
this ship. All my balance are just landsmen raw and
simple, and if I land half of them alive at the other
end, we shall be doing well.”

“Still with luck and a few good winds it should not
take long to get across to Europe.”

Tob slapped his leg. “No savage Europe for me, my
lord. Now, see the advantage of being a mariner. I
found once some islands to the north of Europe, sepa-
rated from the main by a strait, which I called the Tin
Islands, seeing that tin ore litters many of the beaches.
I was driven there by storm, and said no word of the
find when I got back, and here you see it comes in
useful. There’s no one in all Atlantis but me knows of
those Tin Islands to-day, and we’ll go and fight honestly
for our ground, and build a town and a kingdom on it.”

“With Tob for king?”

“Well, I have figured it out as such for many a day,
but I know when I meet my better, and I'm content to
serve under Deucalion. My lord would have done wiser
to have brought a wife with him, though, and I thought
it was understood by the good lady that spoke to me
down at the harbour, or I'd have mentioned it earlier.
The savages in my Tin Islands go naked and stain them-
selves blue with woad, and are very filthy and brutish
to look upon. They are sturdy, and should make good
slaves, but one would have to get blunted in the taste
before one could wish to be father to their children.”

“I am still husband to Phorenice.”

Tob grinned. “The Gods give you joy of her. But
it is part of a mariner’s creed—and you will grow to be
a mariner here—that wedlock does not hold across
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were displayed to no small purpose. For the full flow
of the tide we hung in our place, barely moving past
the land, but yet not seeing either oar or sail; and then,
when the tide turned, away we went once more with
speed, mightily comforted.

Tob’s woman must needs bring drink on deck, and
bid all pour libations to her as a future queen. But
Tob cuffed her back into the after-castle, slamming to
the hatch behind her heels, and bidding the crew send
the liquor down their dusty throats. “We are done with
that foolery,” said he. “My Lord Deucalion will be
king of this new kingdom we shall build in the Tin
Islands, and a right proper king he’ll make, as you un-
travelled ones would know, if you’d sailed the outer
seas with him as T have done.” Beneath which I read
a regret, but said nothing, having made my plans from
the moment of stepping on board, as will appear on a
later sheet.

So on down the great estuary we made our way, and
though it pleasured the others on board when they
saw that the seas were desolate of sails, it saddened me
when I recalled how once the waters had been whitened
with the glut of shipping.

They had started off on their voyage with a bare
two days’ provision in their equipment, and so, of neces-
sity even after leaving the great estnary, we were
forced to voyage coastwise, putting into every likely
river and sheltered beach to slay fish and meat for
future victualling. “And when the winter comes,” said
Tob, “as its gales will be heavier than this old ship
can stomach, I had determined to haul up and make a
permanent camp ashore, and get a crop of grain grown
and threshed before setting sail again. It is the usual
custom in these voyages. And I shall do it still, subject
to my lord’s better opinion.”

So here, having by this time completed a two months’
leisurely journey from the city, I saw my opportunity to
speak what I had always carried in my mind. “Tob,”
I said, “I am a poor, weak, defenceless man, and I am
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and has come to sufficient magnificence, you may send
to the old country for a priest.”

“We want no priest, except one we shall make our-
selves, and that will be me. And as for the old Gods—
well, I have laid my ideas before the fellows here, and
they agree to this: We are done with those old Gods for
always. They seem worn out, if one may judge from
Their present lack of usefulness in Atlantis, and, any-
way, there will be no room for Them on the Tin Islands.
—JLet go those warps there aft, and shove her head
out.—We are under weigh now, my lord, and beyond
recall, and so I am free to tell you what we have de-
cided upon for our religious exercises. We shall set up
the memory of a living Hero on earth, and worship
that. And when in years to come the picture of his
face grows dim, we shall doubtless make an image of
him, as accurate as our art permits, and build him a
temple for shelter, and bring there our offerings and
prayers. And as I say, my lord, I shall be priest, and
when I am dead, the sons of my body shall be priests
after me, and the eldest a king also.”

“Let me plead with you,” I said. “This must not
be.”

The ship was drifting rapidly away with the current,
and they were hoisting sail. Tob had to shout to make
himself heard. “Aye, but it shall be. For I, too, am a
strong man after my kind, and I have ordered it so.
And if you want the name of our Hero that some day
shall be God, you wear it on yourself. Deucalion shall
be God for our children.”

“This is blasphemy,” I cried. “Have a care, fool,
or this impiety will sink you.”

“We will risk it,” he bawled back, “and consider
the odds against us are small. Regard! Here is thy last
horn of wine in the ship, and my woman has treasured
it against this moment. Regard, all men, together with
Those above and Those below! I pour this wine as a
libation to Deucalion, great lord that is to-day, Hero
that shall be to-morrow, God that will be in time to
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But at length the voice calling my name grew too
loud to be neglected, and I pulled myself out of my
sweet musing with a start to think that here, for the
first time since parting with Tob and his company, I
should see another human fellow-being. I gripped my
weapon and asked who called. The reply came clearly
from up the slopes of mountain, and I saw a man
coming towards me over the snows. He was old and
feeble. His body was bent, and his hair and beard were
white as the ground on which he trod, and presently I
recognised him as Zaemon. He was coming towards
me with incredible speed for a man of his years and
feebleness, but he carried in his hand the glowing
Symbol of our Lord the Sun, and holy strength
from this would add largely to his powers.

He came close to me and made the sign of the Seven,
which I returned to him, with its completion, with
due form and ceremony. And then he saluted me in
the manner prescribed as messenger appointed by the
High Council of the Priests seated before the Ark
of the Mysteries, and I made humble obeisance before
him

“In all things I will obey the orders that you put
before me,” 1 said.

“Such is your duty, my brother. The command is,
that you return immediately to the Sacred Mountain,
so that if human means may still prevail, you, as the
most skilful general Atlantis owns within her borders,
may still save the country from final wreck and punish-
ment. The woman Phorenice persists in her infamies.
The poor land groans under her heel. And now she
has 1aid siege to our Sacred Mountain itself, and swears
that not one soul ghall be left alive in all Atlantis
who does not bend humbly to her will.”

“It is a command and I obey it. But let me ask
of another matter that is intimate to both of us. What
of Nais?”

“Nais rests where you left her, untouched. Phorenice
knows by her arts—she has stolen nearly all the
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years I tell you, my lord. It’s the fashion for all classes
to believe in no kind of mystery now.”

“What manner of pestilence is this you spoke of?”

“I have not seen it. Thank the Gods it has not come
this way. But they do say that it has grown from the
folk Phorenice has slain, and whose bodies remain
unburied. She is always slaying, and so the bodies
lie thicker than the birds and beasts can eat them. For
which of our sins, I wonder, did the Gods let Phorenice
come to reign? I wish that she and her twins were
boiled alive in brine before they came between an
honest nymph of the forest and her living.

“They say she has put an image of herself in all the
temples of the city now, and has ordered prayers and
sacrifices to be made night and morning. She has de-
creed all other Gods inferior to herself and forbidden
their worship, and those of the people that are not
sufficiently devout for her taste, have their hamstrings
slit by their tormentors to aid them constantly into
a devotional attitude.—Will you eat of my grubs and
honey? There is nothing else. Your back was bloody
with carrying meat when I met you, but you had
lost your load. You must either taste this mess of mine
now, or go without.”

I harboured with that nymph in cave six days, she
using her drugs and charms to cure my leg the while,
and when I was recovered, I hunted the plains and
killed her a fat cloven-hoofed horse as payment, and
then went along my ways.

The country from there onwards had at one time
carried a sturdy population which held its own firmly,
and, as its numbers grew, took in more ground, and
built more homesteads farther afield. The houses were
perched in trees for the most part, as there they were
out of reach of cave-bear and cave-tiger and the other
more dangerous beasts. But others, and these were the
better ones, were built on the ground, of logs so pon-
derous and so firmly clamped and dovetailed that the
beasts could not pull them down, and once inside a
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house of this fashion its owners were safe, and could
progue at any attackers through the interstices between
the logs, and often wound, sometimes make a kill.

But not one in ten of these outlying settlers re-
mained. The houses were silent when I reached them,
the fire-hearth before the door weed-grown, and the
patch of vegetables taken back by the greedy fingers of
the forest into mere scrub and jungle. And farther on,
when villages began to appear, strongly-walled as the
custom is, to ward off the attacks of beasts, the logs
which aforetime had barred the gateway lay strewn in a
sprouting undergrowth, and naught but the kitchen mid-
dens remained to prove that once they had sheltered hu-
man tenants. Phorenice’s influence seemed to have
spread as though it were some horrid blight over the
whole face of what was once a smiling and an easy-
living land.

So far I had met with little enough interference from
any men I had come across. Many had fled with their
women into the depths of the forest at the bare sight
of me; some stood their ground with a threatening
face, but made no offer to attack, seeing that I did
not offer them insult first; and a few, a very few, offered
me shelter and provision. But as I neared the city, and
began to come upon muddy beaten paths, I passed
through governments that were more thickly populated,
and here appeared strong chance of delay. The watcher
in the tower which is set above each village would
spy me and cry: “Here is a masterless man,” and
then the people that were within would rush out with
intent to spoil me of my weapons, and afterwards to
appoint me as a labourer.

I had no desire to slay these wretched folk, being
filled with pity at the state to which they had fallen;
and often words served me to make them stand aside
from the path, and stare wonderingly at my fierceness,
and let me go my ways. And when at other times
words had no avail, I strove to strike as lightly as could
be, my object being to get forward with my journey .
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when he landed here new from Yucatan was a strong
man. The King whom we have chosen—and who is
the best we have to choose—has his weakness.”

“It can be turned into additional strength. Give
me Nais here, living and warm to fight for, and I am
a stronger man by far than the cold viceroy and soldier
that you speak about.”

“I have passed my word to that already, and you
shall have her, but at the cost of damaging somewhat
this new kingdom of yours. Maybe too at the same
time we may rid you of this Phorenice and her brood.
But I do not think it likely. She is too wily, and once
we begin our play, she is likely to guess whence it comes,
and how it will end, and so will make an escape before
harm—can reach her. The High Gods, who have
sent all these trials for our refinement, have seen fit
to give her some knowledge of how these earth tremors
may be set a-moving.”

“I have seen her juggle with them. But may I hear
your scheme?”

“It will be shown you in good time enough. But
for the present I would bid you sleep. It will be
your part to go into the city to-night, and take your
woman (that is my daughter) when she is set free,
and bring her here as best you can. And for that you
will need all a strong man’s strength.”—He stepped
back, and looked me up and down.—“There are not
many folk that would take vou for the tidy clean-
chinned Deucalion now, my brother. Your appearance
will be a fine armour for you down yonder in the city
to-night when we wake it with our earth-shaking and
terror. As you stand now, you are hairy enough, and
shaggy enough, and naked enough, and dirty enough for
some wild savage new landed out of Eutope. Have a
care that no fine citizen down younder takes a fancy
to your thews, and seizes upon you as his servant.”

“I somewhat pity him in his household if he does.”

Old Zaemon laughed. “Why, come to think of it, so
do I.”
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the capstone of the throne move slightly and then move
again, and then again; a tiny jerk for each earth-pulse,
but still there was an appreciable shifting; and, more-
over, the stone moved always to one side.

There was method in Zaemon’s desperate work, and
this in my blind panic of love and haste, I had over-
looked. So I went up the steps of the throne on the
side from which the great capstone was moving, and
clung there afire with expectation.

More and more violent did the earth-swing grow,
though the graduations of its increase could not be
perceived, and the din of falling houses and the shrieks
and cries of hurt and frightened people went louder
up into the night. Thicker grew the dust that filled the
air, till one coughed and strangled in the breathing, and
more black did the night become as the dust rose and
. blotted the rare stars from sight. I clung to an angle
of the granite throne, crouching on the uppermost step
but one below the capstone, and could scarcely keep
my place against the violence of the earth tremors.

But still the huge capstone that was carved with
the snake and the outstretched hand held my love
fast locked in her living tomb, and I could have bit
the cold granite at the impotence which barred me
from her. The people who kept thronging into the
square were mad with terror, but their very numbers "
made my case more desperate every moment. “Phor-
enice, Goddess, aid us now!” some cried, and when
the prayer did not bring them instant relief, they
fell to yammering out the old confessions of the faith
which they had learned in childhood, turning in this
hour of their dreadful need to those old Gods, which,
through so many dishonourable years, they had spurned
and deserted. It was a curious criticism on the bal-
ance of their real religion, if one had cared to make
it.

Louder grew the crash of falling masonry; and from
the royal pyramid itself, though indeed I could not
even see its outline through the darkness, there came
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dened me then. I had it in me to have strangled her
with my hands if she had come within my reach. But
as it was, she stood in her place, swaying easily to
the earth-waves as a sailor sways on a ship’s deck,
and beside her, crouched on the same great flagstone,
and overcome with nausea was Ylga, who again was
raised to be her fan-girl. It came to my mind that
Ylga was twin sister to Nais, and that I owed her
for an ancient kindness, but I had leisure to do nothing
for her then, and indeed it was little enough I could
have done. With each shock the great capstone of the
throne to which I clung jarred farther and farther
from its bed place, and my love was coming nearer
to me. It was she who claimed all my service then.

Once in their blind panic a knot of the people in
the square thought that the granite stone was too solid
to be overturned, and saw in it an oasis of safety.
They flocked towards it, many of them dragging them-
selves up the steep deep high steps on hands and
knees because their feet had been injured by the
billowing flagstones of the square. v

But I was in no mood to have the place profaned by
their silly tremblings and stares: I beat at them with
my hands, tearing them away, and hurling them back
down the steepness of the steps. They asked me what
was my title to the place above their own, and I
answered them with blows and gnashing teeth. I was
careless as to what they thought me or who they
thought me. Only I wished them gone. And so they
went, wailing and crying that I was a devil of the night,
for they had no spirit left to defend themselves.

Farther and farther the great stone that made the
top of the throne slid out from its bed, but its slowness
of movement maddened me. A life’s education left me
in that moment, and I had no trace of stately patience
left. In my puny fury I thrust at the great block with
my shoulder and head, and clawed at it with my
hands till the muscles rose on me in great ropes and
knots, and the High Gods must have laughed at my
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one put a name to Nais; and then it would be an
easy matter to guess at Deucalion under the beard and
the shaggy hair and the browned nakedness of the
savage who attended on her. Tell of fright? By the
Gods! I was scared as the veriest trembler who blun-
dered amongst the dust-clouds that night when the
thought came to me.

With all that ruin spread around, it would be hope-
less to think that any of those secret galleries which
tunnelled under the ground would be left unbroken,
and so it was useless to try a passage under the walls
by the old means. But I had heard shouts from that
frightened mob which came to me through the din
and the darkness, that gave another idea for escape.
“The city is accursed,” they had cried: “if we stay
here it will fall on us. Let us get outside the walls
where there are no buildings to bury us.”

If they went, I could not see. But one gate lay nearest
to the royal pyramid, and I judged that in their panic
they would not go farther than was needful. So I put
the body of Nais over my shoulder (to leave my right
arm free) and blundered off as best I could through
the stifling darkness.

It was hard to find a direction; it was hard to walk in
that inky darkness over ground that was tossed and
tumbled like a frozen sea: and as the earth still
quaked and heaved, it was hard also to keep a footing.
But if I did fall myself a score of times, my dear burden
got no bruise, and presently I got to the skirts of the
square, and found a street I knew. The most venomous
part of the shaking was done, and no more buildings
fell, but enough lay sprawled over the roadway to make
walking into a climb, and the sweat rolled from me as
Ilaboured along my way.

There was no difficulty about passing the gate. There
was no gate. There was no wall. The Gods had driven
their plough through it, and it lay flat, and proud
Atlantis stood as defenceless as the open country.
Though I knew the cause of this ruin, though, in fact,
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"1 had myself in some measure incited it, I was almost
sad at the ruthlessness with which it had been carried
out. The royal pyramid might go, houses and palaces
might be levelled, and for these I cared little enough;
but when I saw those stately ramparts also filched
away, there the soldier in me woke, and I grieved at
this humbling of the mighty city that once had been
my only mistress.

But this was only a passing regret, a mere touch of
the fighting-man’s pride. I had a different love now,
that had wrapped herself round me far deeper and more
tightly, and my duty was towards her first and fore-
most. The night would soon be past, and then dangers
would increase. None had interfered with us so far,
though many had jostled us as I clambered over the
ruins; but this forbearance could not be reckoned upon
for long. The earth tremors had almost died away,
and after the panic and the storm, then comes the
time for the spoiling.

All men who were poor would try to seize what lay
nearest to their hands, and those of higher station, -
and any soldiers who could be collected and still re-
mained true to command, would ruthlessly stop and
strip any man they saw making off with plunder.
I had no mind to clash with these guardians of law
and property, and so I fled on swiftly through the
night with my burden, using the unfrequented ways;
and crying to the few folk who did meet me that the
woman had the plague, and would they lend me the
shelter of their house as ours had fallen. And so in time
we came to the place where the rope dangled from the
precipice, and after Nais had been drawn up to the safe-
ty of the Sacred Mountain, I put my leg in the loop of
the rope and followed her.

Now came what was the keenest anxiety of all. We
took the girl and laid her on a bed in one of the
houses, and there in the lit room for the first time I
saw her clearly. Her beauty was drawn and pale. Her
eyes were closed, but so thin and transparent had
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I was torn with anxiety, and as the time went on
and still no sign of life came back, the hope that had
once been so high within me began to sicken and leave
me downcast and despondent. From without, came
the din of fighting. Already Phorenice had sent her
troops to storm the passageway, and the Priests who
defended it were shattering them with volleys of rocks.
But these sounds of war woke no pulse within me.
If Nais did not wake, then the world for me was ended,
and I had no spirit left to care who remained upper-
most. The Gods in Their due time will doubtless smite
me for this impiety. But I make a confession of it here
on these sheets, having no mind to conceal any portion
of this history for the small reason that it does me a
personal discredit.

But as the hours went on, and still no flicker of life
came to lessen the dumb agony that racked me, I
grew more venturesome, and added more essences to
the bath, and drugs also such as experience had shown
might wake the disused tissues into life. I watched on
with staring eyes, rubbing her wasted body now and
again, and always keeping the heat of the bath at a con-
stant. From the first I had barred the door against all
who would have come near to help me. With my own
hands I had laid my love to sleep, and I could not bear
that others should rouse her, if indeed roused she
should ever be. But after those first offers, no others
came, and the snarl and din of fighting told of what
occupied them.

It is hard to take note of small changes which occur
with infinite slowness when one is all the while on the
tense watch, and high strung though my senses were,
I think there must have been some indication of re-
turning life shown before I was keen enough to notice
it. For of a sudden, as I gazed, I saw a faint rippling
on the surface of the water of the bath. Gods! Would
it come back again to my love at last—this life, this
wakefulness? The ripple died out as if had come, and
I stooped my head nearer to the bath to try if I could
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. There was no trumpet to announce my coming, no
herald to proclaim my quality, but the Priests as a sheer
custom picked up “Deucalion!” as a battle-cry; and
some shouted that, with a King to lead, there would be
no further ground lost.

It was clear that the name carried to the other side
and bore weight with it. A company of poor, doomed
wretches who were hurrying up stopped in their charge.
The word “Deucalion!” was bandied round and handed
back down the line. I thought with some grim satis-
faction, that here was evidence I was not completely
forgotten in the land.

There came shouts to them from behind to carry on
their advance; but they did not budge; and presently
a glittering officer panted up, and commenced to strike
right and left amongst them with his sword. From where
I stood on the high rampart above the gate, I eould
see him plainly, and recognised him at once.

“It matters not what they use for their battle-cry,” he
was shouting. “You have the orders of your divine
Empress, and that is enough. You should be proud to
die for her wish, you cowards. And if you do not obey,
you will die afterwards under the instruments of the
tormentors, very painfully. As for Deucalion, he is
dead any time these nine years.”

“There it seems you lie, my Lord Tatho,” I shouted
down to him.

He started, and looked up at me.

“So you are there in real truth, then? Well, old
comrade, I am sorry. But it is too late to make a com-
position now. You are on the side of these mangy
Priests, and the Empress has made an edict that they
are to be rooted out, and I am her most obedient ser-
vant.”

“You used to be skilful of fence,” I said, and in-
deed there was little enough to choose between us.
“If it please you to stop this pitiful killing, make your-
self the champion of your side, and I will stand for
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situation, and I looked around me for means to put it -
into execution. Up and down, from the mountain to
the plains below, I had traversed that narrow stair of
a pass some thousands of times, and so in a manner of
speaking knew every stone, and every turn, and every
cut of it by heart. But I had never looked upon it
with an eye to shaving off all roadway to the Sacred
Mountain, and so now, even in this moment of dread-
ful stress, I had to traverse it no less than three times
afresh before I could decide upon the best site for
demolition,

But once the point was fixed, there was little delay
in getting the scheme in movement. Already I had
sent men to the storehouses amongst the Priests’ dwell-
ings to fetch me rams, and crows, and acids, and ham-
mers, and such other material as was needed, and these
stood handy behind one of the upper gates. I put on
every pair of hands that could be spared to the work, no
matter what was their age and feebleness; yes, if
Nais could have walked so far I would have pressed
her for the labour; and presently carved balustrade, and
wayside statue, together with the lettered wall-stones
and the foot-worn cobbles, roared down into the gulf
below, and added their din to the shrieks and yells
and crashes of the fighting. Gods! But it was a hateful
task, smashing' down that splendid handiwork of the
men of the past. But it was better that it should crash
down to ruin in the abyss below, than that Phore-
nice should profane it with her impious sandals.

At first I had feared that it would be needful to
sacrifice the knot of brave men who were so valiantly
defending the gate then being attacked. It is disgusting
to be forced into a measure of this kind, but in hard
warfare it is often needful to the carrying out of his
schemes for a general to leave a part of his troops to
fight to a finish, and without hope of rescue, as
valiantly as they may; and all he can do for their re-
ward is to recommend them earnestly to the care of
the Gods. But when the work of destroying the path-
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path, and then followed them myself. Each of the
gates in turn we passed, shutting them after us, and
breaking the bars and levers with which they were
moved, and not till we were through the last did the
roar of shouts from below tell that the besiegers had
found the gate they bit against was deserted.

One by one we balanced our way across the narrow
ledge which was left where the path had been de-
stroyed, and one poor Priest that carried a wound grew
giddy, and lost his balance here, and toppled down to
his death in the abyss below before a hand could be
stretched out to steady him. And then, when we were
all over, heat was put to the rams, and they expanded
with their resistless force, and tore the remaining ledges
from their hold in the rock. I think a pang went
through us all then when we saw for ourselves the
last connecting link cut away from between the poor
remaining handful of our Sacred Clan on the Mountain,
and the rest of our great nation, who had grown so
bitterly estranged to us, below.

But here at any rate was a break -in the fighting.
There were no further preparations we could make for
our defence, and high though I knew Phorenice’s genius
to be, I did not see how she could very well do other
than accept the check and retire. So I set a guard on
the ramparts of the uppermost gate to watch all pos-
sible movements, and gave the word to the others
to go and find the rest which so much they needed.

For myself, dutifully I tried to find Zaemon first,
going on the errand my proper self, for there was little
enough of kingly state observed on the Sacred Moun-
tain, although the name and title had been given me.
But Zaemon was not to be come at. He was engaged
inside the Ark of the Mysteries with another of the
Three, and being myself only one of the Seven, I had
not rank enough in the priesthood to break in upon
their workings. And so I was free to turn where my
likings would have led me first;” and that was to the
house which sheltered Nais.
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She waked as I came in over the threshold, and
her eyes filled with a welcome for me. I went across
and knelt where she lay, putting my face on the pillow
beside her. She was full of tender talk and sweet
endearments. Gods! What an infinity of delight I had
missed by not knowing my Nais earlier! But she had a
will of her own through it all, and some quaint con-
ceits which made her all the more adorable. She rallied
me on the new cleanness of my chin, and on the robe
which I had taken as a covering. She professed a pretty
awe for my kingship, and vowed that had she known
of my coming dignities she would never have dared
to discover a love for me. But about my marriage
with Phorenice she spoke with less lightness. She put
out her thin white hand, and drew my face to her lips.
~ “It is weak of me to have a jealousy,” she murmured,
“knowing how completely my lord is mine alone; but
I cannot help it. You have said you were her husband
for awhile. It gives me a pang to think that I shall not
be the first to lie in your arms, Deucalion.”

“Then you may gaily throw your pang away,” I
whispered back. “I was husband to Phorenice in
mere word for how long I do not precisely know. But
in anything beyond, I was never her husband at all.
She married me by a form she prescribed herself,
ignoring all the old rites and ceremonies, and whether
it would hold as legal or not, we need not trouble to
inquire. She herself has most nicely and completely
annulled that marriage as I have told you. Tatho is her
husband now, and father to her children, and he seems
to have a fondness for her which does him credit.”

We said other things too in that chamber, those small
repetitions of endearments which are so precious to
lovers, and so beyond the comprehension of other
folk, but they are not to be set down on these sheets.
They are a mere private matter which can have no
concern to any one beyond our two selves, and more
weighty subjects are piling themselves up in deep index
for the historian.
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sedge and green wood, so that a great smoke poured
out, rising like a curtain that shut out all view. And
so though the Priests on the rampart above the gate
picked off now and again some of those who tended
the fire, they could do the besiegers no further injury,
and remained up to the last quite in ignorance of their
tactics.

The passage up the cleft was in shadow during the
night hours, for, though all the crest of the Sacred
Mountain was always lit brightly by the eternal fires
which made its defence on the farther side, their glow
threw no gleam down that flank where the cliff ran
sheer to the plains beneath. And so it was under cover of
the darkness that Phorenice brought up her engine into
position for attack.

Planking had been laid down for its wheels, and
the wheels themselves well greased, and it may be that
she hoped to march in upon us whilst all slept. But
there was a certain creaking and groaning of timbers,
and laboured panting of men, which gave advertisement
that something was being attempted, and the alarm
was spread quietly in the hope that if a surprise had
been planned, the real surprise might be turned the
other way.

A messenger came to me running, where I sat in the
house at the side of my love, and she, like the soldier’s
wife she was made to be, kisesd me and bade me go
quickly and care for my honour, and bring back my
wounds for her to mend. -

On the rampart above the gate all was silence, save
for the faint rustle of armed men, and out of the
black darkness ahead, and from the other side of
the broken causeway, came the sounds of which the
messenger had warned me.

The captain of the gate came to me and whispered:
“We have made no light till the King came, not know-
ing the King’s will in the matter. Is it wished I send
some of the throwing-fire down yonder, on the chance
that it does some harm, and at the same time lights up
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Three and must obey their order. They speak in words
the will of the most High Gods, and we must do as
they command. You will stand behind the stars before
I come, and I ask of you that you will commend me
to Those you meet there. It is not my own will that
I shall not appear there by your side.”

They heard my words with smiles, and very cour-
teously saluted me with their weapons, and there we
parted. I did not see the fight, but I know it was good,
from the time which passed before Phorenice’s hordes
broke out on to the crest of the Mountain. They died
hard, that last remnant of the lesser Priests of Atlantis.

With a sour enough feeling I went up to the head
of the pass, and then through the groves, and between
the temples and colleges and houses which stood on the
upper slopes of the Sacred Mountain, till I reached that
boundary, beyond which in milder days it was death
for any but the privileged few to pass. But the time,
it appeared to me, was past for conventions, and,
moreover, my own temper was hot; and it is likely
that I should have strode on with little scruple if I had
not been interrupted. But in the temple which marked
the boundary, there was old Zaemon waiting; and he,
with due solemnity of words, and with the whole of
some ancient ritual ordained for that purpose, sought
dispensation from the High Gods for my trespass, and
would not give me way till he was through with his
ceremony.

Already Phorenice’s tower and bridge were in posi-
tion, for the clash and yelling of a fight told that the
small handful of Priests on the rampart of the last gate
were bartering their lives for the highest return in
dead that they could earn. They were trained fighting
men all, but old and feeble, and the odds against them
were too enormous to be stemmed for over long. In
a very short time the place would be put to the storm,
and the roof of the Sacred Mountain would be at the
open mercy of the invader. If there was any further
thing to be done, it was well that it should be set
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of the Three, and if your learning is so small that you
will not understand the keys to many of the Powers,
and the highest of the Mysteries, when they are
handed to you, that fault cannot be remedied now.”

Certainly the time remaining was short enough.
The fight still raged down at the gate in the pass,
though it was a wonder how the handful of Priests had
held their ground so long. But the ocean rolled in upon
the land in an ever-increasing flood, and the moun-
tains smoked and belched forth more volleys of rock as
the weight increased on their lower parts, and present-
ly those that besieged the Mountain could not fail to
see the fate that threatened them. Then there would be
no withholding their rush. In their mad fury and panic
they would sweep all obstruction resistlessly before
them, and those who stood in their path might look to
themselves.

But there was no hurrying Zaemon and his fellow
sage. They were without temple for the ceremony,
without sacrifice or incense to decorate it. They had
but the sky for a roof to make their echoes, and the
Gods themselves for witnesses. But they went through
the work of raising me to their own degree, with all
the grand and majestic form which has gathered dignity
from the ages, and by no one sentence did they curtail
it. A burning mountain burst with a bellowing roar as
the incoming waters met its fires, but gravely they
went on, in turn reciting their sentences. Phorenice’s
troops broke down the last resistance, and poured in a
frenzied stream amongst the groves and temples, but
still they quavered never in the ritual.

It had been said that this ceremony is the grandest
and the most impressive of all those connected with
our holy religion; and certainly I found it so; and I speak
~ as one intimate with all the others. Even the tremen-
dous circumstances which hemmed them in could do
nothing to make these frail old men forget the def-
erence which was due to the highest order of the Clan,

For myself, I will freely own I was less rapt. I stood
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there bareheaded in the heat, a man trying to concen-
trate himself, and yet torn the while by a thousand
foreign emotions. The awful thing that was happening
all around compelled some of my attention. A continent
was in the very act and article of meeting with com-
plete destruction, and if Zaemon and the other Priest
were strong enough to give their minds wholly up to
a matter parochial to the priesthood, I was not so sto-
ical. And moreover, I was filled with other anxieties and
thoughts concerning Nais. Yet I managed to preserve
a decent show of attention to the ceremony; making
all those responses which were required of me; and
trying as well as might be to preserve in my mind those
sentences which were the keys to power and learning,
and not mere phrasings of grandeur and devotion.

But it became clear that if the ceremony of my raising
did not soon arrive at its natural end, it would be cut
short presently with something of suddenness. Phore-
nice’s conquering legions swarmed out on to the crest
of the Mountain, and now carried full knowledge of the
dreadful thing that was come upon the country. They
were out of all control, and ran about like men dis-
tracted; but knowing full well that the Priests would
have brought this terrible wreck to pass by virtue of
the powers which were stored within the Ark of the
Mysteries, it would be their natural impulse to pour
out a final vengeance upon any of these same Priests
they could come across before it was too late.

It began to come to my mind that if the ceremony
did not very shortly terminate, the further part of the
plan would stand very small chance of completion, and
I should come by my death after all by fighting to a
finish, as I had pictured to myself before. My flickering
attention saw the soldiers coming always nearer in
their frantic wanderings, and saw also the sea below
rolling deeper and deeper in upon the land.

The fires, too, which ringed in half the mountain,
spurted up to double their old height, and burned
with an unceasing roar. But for all distraction these
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“Nais is quite welcome to my leavings,” she laughed.
“I will look down upon your country cooings when
presently I go back to the Place behind the stars from
which I came. You are a very rustic person, Deuca-
lion. They tell me too that three or four of these
smelling old men up here have named you King. Did
you swell much with dignity? Or did you remember
.that there was a pretty Empress left that would still
be Empress so long as there was an Atlantis to govern?
Come, sir, find your tongue. By my face! you must
have hungered for me very madly these years we have
been parted, if new-grown ruggedness of feature is an
evidence.”

“Have your gibe. I do not gibe back at a woman who
presently will die.”

“Bah! Deucalion, you live behind the times. Have
they not told you that I know the Great Secret and am
indeed a Goddess now? My arts can make life run on
eternally.”

“Then the waters will presently test them hard,”
I said, but there the talk was taken into other lips.
Zaemon went forward to the front of the litter with the
Symbol of our Lord the Sun glowing in his hand, and
burst into a flow of cursing. It was hard for me to
hear his words. The roar of the waters which poured
up over the land, and beat in vast waves against the
Sacred Mountain itself, grew nearer and more loud.
But the old man had his say.

"~ Phorenice gave orders to her guards for his killing;
yes, tried even to rise from the litter and do the work
herself; but Zaemon held the Symbol to his front, and
its power in that supreme moment mastered all the
arts that could be brought against it. The majesty of the
most High Gods was vindicated, and that splendid
Empress knew it and lay back sullenly amongst the
cushions of her litter, a beaten woman.

Only one person in that rigid knot of people found
power to leave the rest, and that was Ylga. She came
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swells, and kept convoy with our Ark as she drifted on
in charge of the Gods and the current.

But sleep came to me at last, and I dropped off into
unconsciousness, holding the hand of Nais in mine,
and when next I woke, I found her open-eyed also and
watching me tenderly. We were finely rested, both of us,
and rest and strength bring one complacency. We were
more ready now to accept the station which the High
Gods had made for us without repining, and so we
went below again into the belly of the Ark to eat and
drink and maintain strength for the new life which
lay before us.

A wonderful vessel was this Ark, now -we were able
to see it at leisure and intimately. Although for the
first time now in all its centuries of life it swam upon
the waters, it showed no leak or suncrack. Inside,
even its floors was bone dry. That it was built from
some wood, one could see by the grainings, but no-
. where could one find suture or joint. The living timbers
had been put in place and then grown together by an
art which we have lost to-day, but which the Ancients
knew with much perfection; and afterwards some treat-
ment, which is also a secret of those forgotten builders,
had made the wood as hard as metal and impervious
to all attacks of the weather.

In the gloomy cave of its belly were stored many
matters. At one end, in great tanks on either side of a
central alley, was a prodigious store of grain, Sweet
water was in other tanks at the other end. In another
place were drugs and simples, and essences of the life
of beasts; all these things being for use whilst the Ark
roamed under the guidance of the Gods on the bosom
of the deep. On all the walls of the Ark, and on all the
partitions of the tanks and the other woodwork, there
were carved in the rude art of bygone time representa-
tions of all the beasts which lived in Atlantis; and on
these I looked with a hunter’s interest, as some of them
were strange to me, and had died out with the men who
had perpetuated them in these sculptures. There was a
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