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THE GOD IN THE BOWL

BY ROBERT E HOWARD
EDITED BY L SPRAGUE DE CAMP

Wilh the decth of Robert E. Howard in 1936 the world lost one of its
greatest fantasy odventure writers. Howard had created a world in the
remote past where grim and mighty heroes fought against the horrors
of wizardry and the itange becuts and gods left over from o sl
more savage earlier age. It wos a fich and complete world, and the
hﬂou were of epic mold. Of these, the greatest was Conan the

Ciited ampite of he ima. Parhops s ooright fonters, snce s
1073 10 such world exisled; or porhaps, i you'll imagine this on some
world of the future where condltions are different from those on Earth,
i#'s 03 Irvly sciance-fiction s many stories are. In eithor case, SPACE
IENCE FICTION.feels the discovery of o Mnowwbmw llory
rd's Hyparborean hero, Conan the Cimmerian, i
avent. Wa ore happy 1o bring It 10 you o8 our first sues Sn:vall

estreted by CHECTIRION

[NOTE: This is one of the Conan manuscript. The note was writ-
atories that 1 have dug out of ten on ke back of a ealendar-

the pile of unsold manuscripts pad bearing
that Robert E. Howard left in  1931", from whick I judge that
the

hands of his agent, the lats this was among the frst Conan
Otis A, Kling ot his lamuud stories to be composed. The note
doath in 1936. The story, reads:

The Tower of the Elephant por]

Rogues in the House, deals with  Wandrei and 1 have read these
Coman's larcenous youth. While tales with keza Interest & appre-
there is o ezact indication of, ciation. Best wishes for their
when the tale wne writiew, o ultimate - publication!  Dwyer
Mologranhic mote from H. woom ., hnn enjoyed Lhem
Lovecraft (to whom Howard m cli -
cxidontly submitted the story for  God in e Dot lplemlully
comr i vivid| —HPL

a






. THE GOD IN THE BOWL

n reworking thia tale I have
7etained the original storyline
without change. My alterations
comprise: (1) Changing the
mames of characters whara theso
closely ressmbled each

a9
there, too, stood fgures of cu-
rious gods—images carven of
stone or rare woods, or cast in
bronze, iron, or silver—dimly
mirrored in the gleaming black

a simple man, shud-
dered. Though he had worked
here for some months he had

yet become the

never
fantastic establishment. Men
nd

iany ~ minor
modifying the style, whick in
places approached that of a con-
temporary whodunnit, for great-

mey with the other

—L. S. de C.
Orys, the watchman, grasped
bis crossbow with shaky hands
and felt beads of clammy per-
spiration ooze out upon his skin
a8 he stared at corpse
sprawled on_the polished floor
before bim. It was not pleasant
to come upon Death in a lonely
place at midnight.
'r  eatchmaen looked sharply
the vast corridor
hgmu by huge candles set in
niches along the walls. Between
the niches these swalls were cov-

of fantastic nu.lu were affixed to
the walls d. Here and

from all over the world, Kallian
Podarco's Temple—and now, in

Kallian's appearance was now
strangely different from what it
had beep when be rode ulong the
Palian Way in his gilded

fot, mass W
domineering, with his dark eyes
glinting with magnetic vitality.

e a rated
b tich b half torn Tram him
lnd his plﬂplt tunie ey, His

yes
started fnm m- ead, and hin

aping
mouth. His m Tands, gitiering

with rings, were thrown out as
na futile gesture.
‘Why took they not his
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rings?” muttered the watchman
uneasily. Then he started and
glared, the short hairs prickling
at the nape of his neck. Through
the dark hangings that masked
one of the many doorways came

Orys saw a tall, powerfully-
built yonl.h‘ n 1ke

skin burned brown as by the sun
of the wastelands and blue eyes
smoldering from under a mop of
disorderly black hai ng
sword in a leather scabbard hung

from his girdle.

ran ervously
over the broad shoulders, mas-
sive chest, and heavy arms. Hi
skin crawled as a single look
the broad-browed features told
him that the man was no

dian. He fingered his crossbow,
half minded to drive a bolt
through the siranger's

without parley, yet fearful of
what might happen if he failed
to kill with the first shot.

The stranger looked, more in
curiosity than surprise, at the
wy on the floor. Orys drew a

jeep_breath and asked, “Why
Yo you him?”

The oqher lhook his_tousled
head. “I sl " he an-
swered, tmlin‘ Nemedian with
a barbarous accent. “Who ls
het”

“Kallinn  Podarco,”  replied
Orys, edging back.

A flicker of interest showed
in the moody blue eyes. “The

="Thick velvet rope that hung
there and Jerked it violently.
From the streel outside
tounded the piercing clang of
the at hung before all
lhOl' and other establishments
to summon the . The
stranger lhrkd
- id you that 1" he asked.
It will eteh the watchman ™
“I am the watchman, knave!™
answered Orys, bracing his
courage. “Stand where you are.
loose & bolt

ove not or
through you!”

His finger touched the trig-
ger of his arbalest; the wicked

He eal
hesitant whether to ol
command or chance a_sudden
break. Orys licked hia lips, his
blood running cold as he
caution struggle with lethal in-
tent in the foreigner's features.
Then he heard a door crash
open and a babble of voices. As
balf a dozen men entered the
hall he drew a breath of grateful
amazement, while the stranger
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tensed and glared with the wor-
ried look of a beast of prey in-
terrupted in its hunt by a larger
one. Al but one of the newcom-
ers wore the acarlet tunic of the
prefectural guard of the =mr o(
Numi
short. stabbing swords nd m~
ried _bills—lony weap-
ons, half pike, half ax.
B jevil's work is this?”
. exclaimed the foremost man,
whose cold gray eyes and lean
features, no less than his sober
chmm llmenh. set him apart
from urly companions.
"‘l‘hnnk Mitra, Lord. Hyme-
tri “Fortune is
ulundly with me tonight. I had
no hope that the watch would
answer the summons so swiftly
that you would be among

iomu
“We were but passing the tem-
when the watch-bell clanged.
lhi tarl The

ter Temple hlmull'

None other,” satd Orye.

foully murdered. It is my autys
you know, to walk about the
building all night, because of the
red here. Kal-
lian Podarco had rich patrons—
sche princes, and_wealthy
-:onamn. Well, but a few min-
| tried the door that
portico and found
omy. bahed. not locked. The

door has a bolt, which works
from eigher side, and alao a great
lock, which can be worked only
from without. Only Kallian Po-
akey to that, the very
ke that now hangs from his
girdle. .

1 knew something was amiss,
for Kallian always locked th
door with the great lock when
be closed the Temple, and 1 had
“not seen him return since he
left at close of day for his vi
in the suburbs. With my key to
the bolt I entered and Mnd the
body Iying as you see

the murderert” cried

‘Why,

Orys. “He came through yonder
r—some sort of northern

barbarian, perhaps a Hyperbor-

Hymetrio asked the stranger,
“Who are y
“I am Comn‘ a clmmrhn.

an?”
The cmmrl-m amook s

" on anery look rose n the blue
eyes. “1 am no dog, to be spoken
to thust”

“Oh! An impudent knave!”

d;chved Hym ric's companion.
wenring the silver
ﬂllet “and gilded coirams of the
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municipul prefect. “An inde
pendent cur! I'll soon knock the
solence out of him. You, rogue.
speak up! Why slew yo
moment, Diemus com:

manded Hymetrio, then turned
w Conan. “Fellow, 1 am the

of the Inquisitorial
Eouncil of the city of Nomalia.
It is our boast that with us the
innocent have naught to fear, the
guilty naught to hope for. There-
fore you had best tell why you
are here, and if you are not the
murderer, prove

‘The Cimmerian bulhud His
bearing showed no fear, but
rather a slight bewilderment, as
if baffled by the mysterious com-
plexities of civilized urban life.

hile be thioks it over,”
said Hnmuln. turni Orys,
“tell me: Saw you Kallian Po-
darco leave the Temple this eve-
ning?

“No, my lord, but he is usually
xone when I come to begin my
sentry-duty. The great door was

locked.

bolted and
“Could be, have entered the
in without your see-

locked on the outside—I ‘try
them all from time to time
through the might—until per-
haps half an hour gone, when I
found it unlocked.”

“You heard no cry or sound
of atruggle?”
“No, sir. But that's not
strange, for the walls .r m
Temple wre so thick
sound can pass them.”

The burly prefect interrupted
the dialogue to complain, “Why
all this labor of questions and
speculations? There stands our
man; let me but take him to the
irts of Justice and I'll war-

beat hisyevery bone of him to
powder!’

Hymetrio looked at the bar-

who  tou
e shall s00n be greeting his an-
cestors in Hell,” grated
Cimmerian, showing his power-
ful teeth.

“Why then came you here, If
not to slay1”

-1 to steal.”
“To steal what?”
an hesitated. “Food.”

liel” barked the lwuhl-

tor. “You kmew there

food here. Tell the truth o
The lnid his hand

wha fear you. I'm no city-bred
Nemedian to cringe before your
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hired dogs. I have
men than you for I

Diomus, who hd opened his
mouth as if to bellow an order,
closed it again. The watchmen
ﬁduud with ul-. glanc-

better

t Hymetrio, and specchless
-l hearing the ull-pwnrfnl po-
lice thus defled. Orys glanced
from one to the other, vo

ing what w on in
keen brain behlnd l(ymemol
hawk-face. Among the Numal-
fans the inquisitor bore_the re-
pute of a Just if merciless judge.
Perhaps the magistrate fea
to arouse the barbaric frenzy of
the Cimmerian, or perhaps there
was an honest doubt in his mind.

He spoke. “I have not accused
you of slaying Kallian, but you
must admlt that appearances are
against you. How came you int
the Temple?”

Conan_answered grudgingly.
“I hid in the shadowa of the
warehouse behind this b
When this dog,” he j
thumb at Orys, “passed m

ran to the wall and

“A lie!" broke in Orys. “No
man could climb that stralght
walll”

“Have you never seen o
merlan scale a sheer cliff 7
Hymetrio. “I am conddctin
this inquiry. Go on, Conan.”
“The wall was easy to climb,
being decorated with carvings,”

Cim-
1d

T to be fastened with an
lro. bolt that passed through it
and was locked within. I hewed
the bolt in twain—"

Orys, remembering the l.llalv
ness of the bolt, gasped
moved back trom the barbarian,

who scowled abstractedly at him
and continued, “I passed through
the trap-door Into an upper
chamber, and thence came to the
stair—"

“How knew you where the
stair was? Only trusted servants
and patrons of Kallian were al-
lowed in the upper rooms.”

Conan stared in stubborn sf-
lence until Hymetrio said, “Well,
what did you then?”

*As 1 came straight down into
the chamber beyond yonder cur-
tained door, I heard the open-
ing of another portal. When I
looked through the hangings I
loon standing over the

 did you come from your
hding place

“Because at first 1 deomed him
another thief, come 1o steal that
* The Cimmerian check-

“—That which you yourself
had come after!” finished H.

i3

infact! u did not tarry
Shove, where tho richeat. goods
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are, you must have been sent by
some one who knows the Temple
well. to stcal some special
thing!”

“Or to slay Kallian!” erled
Diomus. “Seize him, men! Il
have a confession—

With a foreign curse Conan
leaped back and whipped out his
sword with viciousness that
‘made the blade hum.

“Back, if you valie your
“\I.l"' e snarled. “Because yoy

torture shop-keepers and
Dartta, sink not to ag your fat
paws on a hillman? Fumble with
your bow, watchman, and I'll
burst your guts with my heel!”
“WalLy said Bymetria. “Cal
off your dogs, Diomus. I am sti
not convinced thnt IM. is the
slayer.” Hymetrio leaned toward

momu. and whispered some-
that Orys could not catch,
bt which he suspected of belng
a plan for tricking Conan into
sarting with bie eword. He saw
t Contn setieed the- joter-

ehAn
Dlam-z- ulled his lluld.mm
to Co-
nlll. 'G(ve me your mnl. as a
surety that you will not attack

us.
“Take It If you cant”

inquisitor  shrugged
“Very well, but make no attempt
Men with croasbows

guard the house oulside.” He
turned to the corpse. “Strange.

SPACE SCIENCE FICTION

Why  strungle
word-stroke is

him  when <a

experienced hands.
leant the half of an hour. If
Conan  speaks truth he could
hardly have slain the man ere
Orys entered.” He brooded over
‘the dead man's throat, which had
been crushed to a pulp of pus
plish flesh. The hend sagged on
splintered vertebrae. *And what
terrible force could so have
crushed his neck? One would
think he had been throttled by
one of the great mun-upes of the
castern mountains.

+ Hymetrio rose and walked to
the neareat door into the corrl-
dor. “Here fs a bust knocked
from its stand, and the floor is

pon
We shall look into ft—"

chu'lol-whed- umql in the

the driver of that chariot.”
S said Orys, who wis
fumiliar with the local o
" from the sound T shosld
hat 1o stopped before Pro-
oe, beyond the silk-
erchant's shop.
“Who is Promero?”
“Rallian  Podarco's
clerk.”

chief
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“Fetch him with the driver,”
said Hymetrio.

Two  guardsmen clomped
way. Hymetrio resumed his
4003y of the body. Dlomas, Oryey

nd the res

usual. He entered and I drove
towards his villa, but ere we
m:.l-dunl’-lluw
Nacks saeaning

long. mnle of a duimu-. carry-
in

a omall rabbity-
looking tniul of that
Clss hiche the
rauks of artisans, supplies right-
hand men for rich merchants
and traders. The small man re-

coiled with a ery from the bulk
on the floor.

“Oh, 1 knew evil would come
of thisl” he wailed.

‘Hymetrio said, "Yw are Pro-

sight of your master’s corpse.”
The dark eyes flashed. “Why
should I be? Some one has but
done that which 1 and many of
to do

“Did you know your master
was coming here tonig]
“Nay. 1 brought the
the Temple this ecvening ns

bim. Then I drove mam here,
where your men selzed

“Know you why Kallan visited
Promero?”

“He lwlu Dot of his business
10 his slaves.

Hymerlo turned to Promero.
“What know you of this1"

“Naught™ The clerk’s teeth
chattered as he apoke

“Did

house as the charloteer avers?"
“Aye, sir.”
“Whyt"

I know motl I know noth-
ing!" Promerc's voice becas
hysterical.

“Make him talk, Diomus,” said
Hymetrio. Diomus nodded
one of his men who, grinning
savagely, moved toward the twc
captives. He thrust his head for-
ward, growling. “D'you know

The charlotcer answered sul-
lenly. “You're Bostoumo, whe
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rouged out a girl's eye in the
Court of Justice when she would
not_incriminate her lover.”
The guardsman’s face purpl
and the veine ib his thick neck
seized the clerk by
the callar of his tunic and twist,
ed It until th
Sirangled. He bellowed, "Snn.k
up, rat! Answer the inguisitor*
" screamed

hen flung him to the floor and
icked him with vicious accu-
e

moaned the victim.
“rn Iell—l‘ll tell all—"

“Get up, cur!” roared Bos-
toumo,

Diomus shot a glance at Conan
to see if he were properly im-
presaed. The Cimmerian merely
slmt contemptuously. The clerk
a hlmnll to his feet,

w

“Kallian came to my house
soon after T arrived—I left the
Temple when he did—and sent
his chariot away. He threatened
me with dismissal if 1 ever spoke
of it. 'm a poor man, my lords,
without friends or favor. With-
out my position with him I shall
starve.”

“What is that to me?” snap-
ped nmum “How long re-
mained he with you?

“Until ptrhzm half an hour

before midnight. Then he went,
suying that he was going to the
Temple, and would return Jater.”

“What did he menn o do
there?”

Promero hesitated, but a
shuddering glance at the grin-
ning Bostoumo flexing his huge
fist_soon opened his lips. “He
wished to examine something in
the Temple.”

“Why alone, and in secret?"

“Because the thing was Dot
bis. It arrived at dawn in &
caravan from the south. The men
of the caravan knew nothing of
1t save that it had been placed

Curanthes of Hanumar, priest of
Ibis. The master of the caravan
had been paid by these men to
deliver the thing mrmly to
Caranthes, but th ished
1o proceed straight to Auullomn
by the road on which Hanumar
does not lie. So he asked if he
might leave It in the Temple
ti) Caranthes could send fo
“Kallian assented and told him
that he himself would send a
servant to inform Caranthes.
But after the men had gone and
spoke of the runner,
forbade me to send him. He sat
brooding over what the men had
left.”

“And what was
“A sort of sarcophagus, such
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as is found In .nmm Stygian
tombs. But thie aa round,
e a covered metal howh Tia
composition was like copper, nu
harder. and it was carved wi

menxlwh- like those on anci et

“What was in it?"
“The caravan-men did not
know. They said only that those
told them

of Ibis. Kallian Podarco bell

cestors of the Styg-

ns came there. He

a_design umd upon the lid,
which he swore had the shape

of the diadem which luml tells

the monster-!

“He was determined to open
the bow! to sce what it con-
tained. He became like one mad
when he thought of the fabled

clent race. a single one of which
would be worth more than all the
Jewels of the -.dar- world.

“1 warned

gainst it; but
shortly before midnight he meat
to the Temple, hiding in the

shadows until the watchman had
passed to the other side of the
building, then letting in
with his belt-key. I watched him
rom the shadows of the silk
shop until he entered, then re-
turned to my own house. If any-
thing of great value were in the
idi

ping out again. Then on the
morrow he would raise a great

but - I, and
neither of us would speak.

“But the watchman?" object-
s

ed Hymi

“Kallian did not intend to
seen by him. He phnll“ to M\e
im crucified pli
of the thieves.

Orys gulped as his employer's
duplicity penetrated his simple
m

“Where is this sarcophagus?”
asked Hymetrio. Promero point-
d, and the inquisitor grunted.
“So! The very room where Kal-
Tian was attacked.

romero  twisted thin
trembling hands. “Why should a
Stygian send Caranthes a gift?
Ancient gods and queer mum-
mies have come up the caravan

roads before, but who loves the
priest of Thie so well In Stygia
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where they still worship the
arch-demon Set, the snake-god
who coils among the tombs in
the darkness? The god Ibis has
fought Set since the dawn of the
earth, and Caranthes has fought
Sevs priests al hi: Jite, ‘Some-
thing dark is hid

ow un this

scrcophagus.”
Hesitantly, Promero led
way. All followed, including

Conan, apparently heedless of the
guardsmen's wary glances. They
passed through the térn hang-
ings into a dimly-lit room whose
walls were lined with fantastic
images, gods of-strange lands
and far peoples. Promero cried

out:
“Look! The bowll Open, and
empty 1™

In the center of the room
stood a bulging black cylindrical
vessel, al ur h and
a little less in maximum diame-
wy carven lid lay on
r, and beside it a hammer
and chisel. Hymetrio looked in-
side, puzzled an instant over the
Gim' Mieroglyphe, and tarned to
ying
s what you came to

steal?”

"The barbarian shook his head.
“How could ome man bear it
away?”

“The b-nd. were mt with

isel trio. 'And
n haste. there are marks where

SPACE SCIENCE FICTION

‘misstrokes of the hammer dent-
ed the metal. No doubt Kallian
opened the bowl, and then the
murderer sprang out of hiding
upon hi

“A grisly thing,” shuddered
the clerk. ent to be
h-rder

than_ Aquilonian steel
roded away in spote. And there
on_the lid1"

Hymetrio bent closer to the
carven design. "I should say it
depicted a crown of some sort.”

“No! I warned Kallian, but he
would not believe me. It is the

scaled serpent colled with its all
in 1ts mouth—the sign of Set,
the Old Serpent, the god of the
Stygians! The bowl is a relic of
& time when Set walked the carth
in the form of a man. Perbaps
the race that sprang from his
loins laid the bonea of thelir kings
away in such cases as thi

80 these moldering bones

rose up, strangled Kallian Po-

darco, and walked away

“What man could lie in that

bowl 1" whispered the clerk, eyes
wide.

Hymetrio swore. “A man
could it in it, were he doubled
up 88 the Picts do with their
dead for burial. If Conan be not
the culprit, the slayer is still

ut. Diomus and Orys and you
three prisoners, remain here
while the rest of you search the
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The murderer could only
escaped by the way Conan

came . m which case the bn

barian would seen

g Orys.

“Of course not, because you're
the guilty one.” said Diomus.
“We shall search, but we shall

“hout, moving. oblects, opening
doors, and calling to one an-

“Conan,” said llynmrim
know what heppens
oo one.”

“I alew him not,” snarled the
Cimmerian. “If he had sought
to hinder me I should have split
his skull, but 1 saw him not un-

6l L hin cormee’

‘Someone you here to
steal, at least, ey by your si-
lence you mmmnn yourself
in this manslaying
being here. alone.is, snough. to
but if
you tell the whole tale you may
save yourself from the stake.”

Well‘ lmwered the barbar-
y, “I came here to
nd Zamorian gob-

ian
sient he diamo

59

let. It is kept in yonder room,
in a niche in the floor under a
itish god.”

“He speaks truth there,”
x

A
had secured i
have n.lly given it A lln e
hired yo
“I keeg
“Who seat. ] hluvn" asked
an went into

ymetri
-ullen ense,

ding

they said “We have
ransacked the place. We found
'.h trap-door with the bolt hewn
which the bar-
came. A man_escaping
that way et have been seen
by our guards, and he would
have had to stack furniture to
reach it from below, which has
oot been done.”

Another said, “I think I saw
the rope used by the strangler.”
. Tool 7 cried Diomin

chamber _adjoining

a thick black cable

hanging down from the carven

top of a marble pillar. I couldn't
it”

the way inlo a room
filled with marble Statuary and
pointed Lo n tall column, then
halted staring. “It's gonc!



"It was never there,” snorled

"By Mitra, it was! Coiled
e

sbout the i bove those
n leaves.”
Moo high for a man to
reach,” said Hymetrio.

“A man-ape from the eastern
mountaina could, sir,” said the
man. “Or a Cimmrhn: there's
little difference.
osai

and 50 could not have removed
this rope since you saw It. I am
convinced that be is mot the
slayer, who in still hiding in
some its. If we
cannot find him we shall have

blame the barbarlan, to sat-
isfy justice, but—where's Pro-
mero?”

They had straggled back to
the silent body in the corridor.
Diomus bellowed xvr Promero,
who came from room in
which stood the emlny bowl, face
white and hands shaking.

wh-v. now, man?” sald Hy-
metri

‘Promero chattered, “I have
found a symbol on the bottom of
the bowl; no ancient hierogly-

mark of Thoth-Amon, the Styg-

ian sorcerer, Caranthes’ deadly

foe! He must have found the

bowl in some grisly cavern below
The

yrami gods
of old times did not die ns men

SPACE SCIENCE FICTION

die—they foll into long slumbers

heir worshippers locked
them in sarcophagi that no alien
hand might waken them! Thoth-

loose

is horror—and it is lurking
bear_us—it is creeping upon
ool

“Gibbering  fool!”  roared
Diomus, striking Promero heav-
ily across the mouth. “Well, Hy-
metrio, unless you believe this

superstitio sense, [ see
naught for it but to arrest this
barbarian—"

The Cimmerian cried out,
glaring tow e door of the
chamber adjoining the room of
statues. “Look! I saw something
move in thal room—something
mt m-ud the floor like a dark
h

“B-h!" snid u-uumn.
huge guardsman. “We
searched that roor

“He saw wmelhilu"’ rn-

Iwnh

the
have

clumem_

ness1” He caught’ Diomus'
sleeve. “ that room again,
my lord!”

“You shall search it yourself,
clerk!” said Bostoumo as the
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prefect shook off the clerk’s
Inn:hd grip. The prefectural

guard grasped Promero by neck
and. girdle, pushed the s

Serous the threahold that he foll
and lay half stunned.
~Enough,” said Diomus, eye-
ing the silent Cimmerian. The
prefect lifted his hand and ten-
n crackled in the air when an
interruption occurred. A
man dragged in a slender richly-
dressed figure, explaining, with
the pleased look of one who ex-

pects pralse for a worthy act,
“1 saw him slinking sbout the
back of the Tem
Inatead of praise the man re-
hai

shouted Diomus. “Know you not
Astrias Petanius, nephew of the
governor 1™

The abashed guard fe
trylng to make Mmuu look o
conspicuous, while the young fop
fastidiously brushed his s

brain of the fumes. What have
‘we here? Ishtar, is it murder?”

“Murder it Is, my lord,” said
the prefect. “But we have a sus-
pect who, though Hymetrio

seems to have doubts on the
ter, will go to the stake for

“A  vicious-looking bnnc.

murmured t tocra
“How can any doubt hl- .unn
Never before have I seen s0 vil-

linous & countensncer

bad
bt now tal these
saw T climb the wail after the
watchman made his last round,
80 that they shall know I had
o this fat swine be-
fore Orys found the body.”
ymetrio looked quickly at
Astrias. “If he speaks truth, my
uu. it clears him of the murder,
and we can easily hush up the
other matter. The Cimmerian
merits ten years in the mines
for housebreaking, but we can-
Dot so deal with him and expect
him to keep silence. Nor would
Justice be served by a great scan-
dal, especlally as the theft war
ot consummated and as the vic-

If you say the word, we'll u-
range for this fellow to escay
aone but us shall ever know
about It—not your uncle or any-
- T understand—you would
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ot be the first gentleman to re-
saperate means (o pay
d:bu—but you can rely on our
discretion.
Conan looked at the nobleman
expectantly, but Astrias shrug-

n
if stung. The guards tightened
their grasp on their bills. Then
Conan dropped
s shoulders
sag as if in sullen resignation.
Orys could not tell whether he
was watching them from under
is heavy black brows or not.
The Cimmerian struck with
no more warning than a cobra.
His sword flashed in the candle-
light. Astrias began a shriek um

of blood, the features frozen
into a white mask of horror.
Hymetrio, with more courage
than sense, drew a dagger from
h( lunw lnd -k‘vped forward

Catlike,
vecied and thrunt mur«m-\y
or's

for the inqui
metric’s matinctive recol oty
purtly avoided the point, which

sank into his thigh, glanced from
the bone, and plowed free

through the outer side of the
leg. Hymelrio sank to one knee
with a groan of agony.

Conan did not pause. The bill
that Diomus flung up saved m
prefect’s skull from the whi
Uing blade which, terned -u.hlly

thy

par 3
Half of them would have been
down before they had a chance
to fight back excepl that the

burly Bostoumo, more by luck
than by skill, threw his are
around the Cimmerian, pi
His aword-arre. But Conan's I
hand leaped to the guard's head
and Bostoumo fell away shriek-
ing, clutching a gaping red
sockat whare an ere had besn.
Conan bounded back from the
waving  bills. e leap carried
him outside the circle of his foes
to where Orys had bent over to
recock his crossbow. A savage
kiek in the face dropped him,
screaming through a ruin of
splintered lnlh and  blowing
umy froth mangled

Then all were frozen in their

the chamber into which Bostou-
mo had hurled Promero. From
the velvet-hung door the clerk
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with great
ning down his pasty face and
dripping from his sagging chin,
like an idiot-babe weeping.
alted to stare—Conan
with his dripping swor e
guards with their lifted bills,
Hymetrio crouching and -mv«
ing to staunch the blood fro
hia wound, Diomus clutehing the
bleeding stump of his severed
ear, Orys weeping and spitting

Eve
and blln!ud "With hie good evc.
Promero reeled into the corri-
dor and fell stiffly before them,
screeching amid the high-pitch-
ed laughter of madness. “The
as o long reach! Ha-ha:
ba! Oh, a cursed long reach!”
Then with a frightful convul-
sion he atiffened and lay grin-
ninl vacantly at the shadowy

"llo. dudr‘ -mm-«l Dio-
mus, bending im and for
the ‘mement. ignoring his own

ad |
unmuud up, his piggish eyes
popping. “He's not wounded. In
Mitra's name, what s in that
chambert”

Then borror swept over them
and they ran screaming for the
outer door. The guards, droj
ping their bills, jammed into it
in a clawing and shrieking mob

and burst through like madmen.
Orys followed the unwounded
guards, and the half-blind Bos-
toumo blundered after his fel-
lows, squealing like a wounded
pig and begging them not to

nd. He fell among
the rearmost and they knocked
lown and trampled him.
screaming in their fear. He
crawled after them, and after
him came Hymetrio, limping
along and holding his wounded
thigh. Police, charioteer, watch-
man, an

whol

rieking into the
street, where the men watching
the house took panic and joined
lnhihe flight, not waiting to ask
why.

Conan stood In the great cor-
ridor alone save for the three
corpses.  Astriae’ disembodied
head and Bostoumo's gouged-
ta um wcu-ln,ly

up at hi

The Mrbulnn -hmd s grip
on his sword and strode Into the
chamber. It was bung with rich
silken tapestries. Silken cush-
fons and couches lay strewn
about in careless profusion, and
r a heavy screen of gilded
brass & Face looked at the Cime
‘merian.

Conan stared In wonder at the
cold, perfect beauty of that
countenance, whose like he had
never seen among the sons of
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Neither  weakness

on
howed in Lhou (n ures. They
might have been the marble
mask of a god, carved by a mas-

and_strange, beyond the Cim-
ey knowledge or under-
standing. The ded

must, he thought,

poascss

A
marble perfection o match the

irhumanly beautiful face.

The  finely-molded  head
swayed: the full lips opened and
tpoke w word. i & rieh vibrant
tene like the golden
Fing in_ the Jungieot m-pu.
of Khitai. The word was in an
unknown tongue, forgotten be-
fore the kingdoms of man arose,
but Conan knew its meaning.
“Come!"

And the Ciry came—
with a desperate lup and a hum-
ming elash of his sword. The
benutiful head flew from the
body, struck the fioor to one side

cen, and rolled u little
way before coming to rest.
Suddenly Conan's skin crawl-
ed, for the screen shook an
heaved with the convulsions ol
H

a
floundering  noise.
ayed. wt.

fled. no

long ight unti the l|nru ol Nu-
malia faded into the dawn be-
he thought of Set

was like ightmare, and
children of Set who once ruled
the earth and who now slept in
their nighted caverns below the
black pyramids.

ehind that gilded screen had
lain no human body—only, the
shimmering, headless coils of &
gigantic serpent.




