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INNOCENT III, THE LAST YEARS 

INTRODUCTION __._........ ...__..,._ -------

This manuscript was begun in Los Angeles in March 1942 and finished 
in Honolulu, Hawaii in March 1950. Much of it was written while I was 
in the service in World War II, with the u.s. Army in the Pacific. 

The story is about the last years of one of the great popes of med­
iaeval times, Innocent III, great in his leadera&tp of men� great in 
his butchery of men. This pontiff authorised the 4th Crusade, presum­
ably to slaughter the Infidel in the Holy Land; but it became more ex­
pedient to turn the fury of the Crusad�r3 on to protestant heretics in 
southern FranceS 

This story is purely inspirational. I knew nothing about Innocent 
III when I started it and the history books say nothing about his life 
after 1216 A.D. That is the year in which he is supposed to have died. 

I am not a Catholic and in fact am not what would be called an or­
thodox Christian. Perhaps this had to be written because no Catholic 
would touch such a theme; nor would he encourage its printing. It is 
sure to go on the Church's index of forbidden literature once it does 
become _public and known to the 

Strange that the writin g of this bizarre tale didn't strike me as 
incongruous at the time. In World War li I vowed to give my life, if 
necessary, to defend America against its enemies. Fortune might have 
taken me to the Atlantic theater of action where we were in fact fight­
ing two Catholic dictatorships. Nazi Germany under Adolf Hitler and 
Fascist Italy under Benito Mussolini were trying to force the rest of 
Europe including Russia into the Holy Roman Empire. Had they succeeded 
America would have been their next victim and the Church would then have 
vanquished its eternal enemy, Democracy. 

That war ended in 1945 but the war for control of men's minds goea 
on and on. This tale, finally published 23 years after it was begun, 
is a piece of ammunition in that current war. May it do its part in 
creating justice and victory for the cause of free men. 

September 15, 1965 

Copyright 1965 

Riley Hansard Crabb 
Vista1 California 

By Riley Hansard Crabb 
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CHAPTER CNE 

"I'll be damned if I know why I keep chiseling on this damned rockl Why carve 
wisdo� in rock that wont be read !or a thousand years, and who gives a damn about 
-mankind a thousand years £ro·m now, I dont. Vlbat lnakes �e so stupid as to believe 
that men in that day wUl be interested in what has happened to me, or what I've done?�� 

The speaker leaned back fro the wall on which he was working and �opped a 

per spiring brow. 

ttPatience. my son. some men are damned that others might be saved," came a 
reply from somewhere inside him . 

tti know! I knowl B ut i£ only I hadn 't talked so muchl11 He resumed his chisel­
ing in fine, Latin characters. "My teeth all dropped out; why didn't my tongue 
drop out too ? If it had, 11d still be in Rome, at the top of the world -· damn it, I've 
hit my thumb again!" For he had e;nphasized the word "world" with an extra heavy 
blow of his crude mallet and it glanced off the chisel. 

As he paused to examine- the damage to the already bruised thumb, a fellow 
carver, dark skinned in contrast to the whiteness of the Speake..-. approached him • 

.. Here comea oni of these dumb native• again." he muttere d. "I suppose he 
wants me to pa.-se a verb. ,. 

The Latin verb fo rm clarified, the dark aldnned carver went back to the unfin ­

ished in eription on the tone wall. Line after line of scholarly Latin •as already 
finished. In fact, aa one lopked about the enclosure, and glimpsed other• which 
opened from •t, it became clear that thla work had been going on for years. 

The carvers had aomewhat.the look of the eagle in the �yea; and their curved 
noses were quite in keeping. Hair was combed straight back f.-om the forehead and 
fell almost to the shoulder. Cn some, the complexion was well nigh black, though 
a few were light enough to reveal a ruddy bronze ti�t which suggested AUantean 
origins. Their build was squatty, at least in comp ar ison with their �:nentor. ��is 
hair was white. He was be arded, tall, ascetic:. The re was fire in the eye s, of 
either saint or d.evU; and he had the air of the Church about him. 

"I believe we have worked tiouch for thia day. •• 

He raised his voice, in their tongue, to be h eard above the clatter of hammer 
and chisel. After all, it was enough to expect the� to eopy Latin character• from 
his script; to train their tongues as well was too much. Even now, years after he 
had •tarted the e�rvings of the messages and the teaehing, he wondered sometimes 
lf it wouldn't have been better to do the writiogln their picture-graph script. 
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Little was said among the crew as they filed out. There was s omething of a 
courtyard outside. The walls here, too, had ins criptions on them; but there was 
also statuary and artful figures and carvings. 

The white haired leader was met at the doorway by one obvious ly of his own 
race. This man was shorter, talked volubly and with his hands. 

"Sire, there is a large city three days march down the coast. I · have discovered 
it. I s aw temples and other public buildings which rise high above the trees. "  

"Yes, 11 the older man replied, "I have expected as much." 

"But, sire, if you knew this, why didn't we - - way didn't you - - why didn1t we 
go there - - to the city - - instead of shutting ourselves up out here in this wilder­
ness ?11 There was almost despair in the shorter m an's voice as he finished his 
query. 

"Here, my son, we have respect and enough freedom for our needs. There, 
we would be subject to large organizations of power, religious and military, and 
subject to the jealousy of the men who run those organizations . "Ve know well 
what it means to thwart such types. l'T o, my next banishment might be by death, 
and I have much to do in this s orrowful world yet. " 

"But, sire, we are buried alive in this place I These men think we are gods, 
but their worship is a veritable prison I" 

" Of course, of course," he was annoyed now, at the younger man's complaints, 
"nevertheles s, that worship is a protection behind which we have time and leisure 
to carry on and complete our s tudies. 11 There was no happiness in his tone as he 
said these things. 

He was too much a creature of the cities to have ever voluntarily exiled him­
self to a place like this. Churchman though he had been, the monastery with all 
its minutiae of daily existence had never appealed to him; but rathe� the pomp and 
power, the wining and dining, the by -play of culture and passion that was Ro-::ne of 
the late Twelfth Century. And! He had been master of it all! Vfith the-wave of 
his hand he had condemned men to torture. With the stroke of his pen he had 
signed away whole territories. Now! Slowly, painfully he was etching the story 
of his life in a self -chosen, rock-ribbed prison thous ands of miles removed from 
the land of his love. He was beyond the end of the world as geography was known 
in that day. 

And how had be gotten there? O ne little mischance, one tiny misstep in the 
pathway of glory and power which lay before him - - and upon which he had been 
walking already for m any years. Who would have thought that the love of _a womat\, 
at his age, would have caused his vision to waver and falter for that brief moment 
in a full career, and permit his enemies to take advantage of the opportunity pre-
sented and s teal him away. · 
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f\T ot that his love bad been unrequited, nor that he had violated the vows taken 
so early along the road he had chosen.. Those had been too much a part of the iron 
discipline which underlay the learned� cultured, soft-spoken Innocent III. Keen 
eyed, unscrupulous men had discerned this tender flowering of love in the life of 
a Pope; they had seen then an opportunity. No matter if there hadn't been one at 
that time, some other pretext would have eventually occurred to suit their bitter 
desires. 

"I must see you alone. �Aargal"ita. u Brought him, in the dusk of a late winter 
day in 1216 to a bench by the San Sebastian fountain. The papal gardens were soft 
and gray with wisps of rain11 There was a keen da�pness in the air. It could bring 
chills and fever to this one or that one; but to another, who impatiently awaited 
his lady love, the winter air brought a touch of color to the ascetic cheek. It put 
a youthful spring to the walk not even papal gar':nents could cover. 

Off to the left there stood a deeply -::nuffled figure� scarcely discernible now 
a�:nid the darkness and m ist. He started eagerly toward it, heard a rustle from 
behind, half turned, crashed to the ground from a great blow -- and, blackout! 

* * * * * * * * * * * *  

Lap, lap, gurgle -- lap, lap, gurgle -- lap, lap, gurgle wove its way slowly 
into the consciousness above the ascetic cheek. Lap, lap, gurgle. He grasped 
the noises slowly, deliberately, as one would an unfamiliar tool. They stood like 
islands in a sea of night -- lap, lap, gurgle. 

"Vihy in heaven's name should I be hearing sounds like that?" This was spoken 
aloud and it brought him upright. That is, as upright as the chain around his neck 
would allow. 

He knew his eyes were open now. The night was real, or at least the darkness, 
and the sounds were islands of s�nse in a vast, dark blank. And then a great 
throbbing ache at the back of his head brought back too vividly those last moments 
in the garden. lqis garden! Who had dared treat him thus? In anger he grasped 
the iron collar to tear it from his throat. He paused in slow amaze, his rings, 
those magic symbols of authority, of power, were gone! 

"Docu-..nents proving my death! My anything, could be signed with those! 
And, be believed by anyone to whom they were presented." 

He sank back to the wet thnbers of his prison and to the ceaseless throbbing 
of his injured head. T.-Iis long, philosophical fingers rubbed each other in naked 
awareness of the absent rings. I-Iis mind ,slipped back over the days and weeks 
preceding the garden attack. 

"Matteoto, Cardinal Matteoto could have engineered that! 11 Again he spoke 
aloud and the sound startled him. It emphasized the ciien quality of his environ­
ment. These grouped together in his mind to form -- a ship! He must be aboard 
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That would be the reason for the wet planking on which he lay, and the slow roll 
to account for the slap of bilge water. Se was not too cold. Rom-e had been full -
of winter chill that other day. They ha�· traveled- sou�h then, for how long? Cur­
ious fingers gingerly se�r�hed out the condition of'thc(back of his head. Rather· 
a well directed blow, that, to have lain 'hi·�n unconscious for so long a titre and 
yet not to have taken his life. It must have been ·for the latter -- and yet? Well, 
time would tell. 

"Ho, dow� there!' Have ye come to, yet?" 

Dragged back to a ·w�rld of pain the :?ope struggled to focus himself on the 
coarse voice above, and� the searin:g, blinding Medite'l'ranean sun which poured 
down through the open hatchway ju;t over his head. 

UMust have gone unconscious. ag�in, ·� he thought, and then aloud, "Yes, I've 
come to." 

" .. Nhat's that ye say?" 

•• _l 

"Yes, I've come to!" He tried to �hout and the effert �lmost pushed him back 
into the fog again. His head nearly split from pain._ 

"Vl ell, ye're due for some food then, and wine. He:re comes. tt 
. 

The voice was not unkindly nor was it cultu:red. Through the haze of pain and 
weakness bare feet dropped lithely beside hi�:n, reached back to the deck up above 
-- it was scarcely head height above the flo()r of his prison -- and brought down 
a chunk of bread and a jug of wine. 

· · � · 

"Here, sir, have a drink o1 this. It111 give ye strength. I1ve had a good clout 
or two meself an' there's nothin1 like the red to make ye see straight again." 

T_hat was �otnething at least, his quality was known -- to th�s member of lhe 
crew. The Pope had seen enough of commerce at sea, wlii:Ch was the 'very �cono­
:nic life-blood of Italy of that day, to re'cognize the man ·as· an· ordinary sailor, 
and with a heart, too. For the ?ope's head -wa s lifted now by a· calloused hand 
which nevertheless carefully avoided the wound and supported him at the back of 
the neck. · · · ' 

The wine coursed smoothly down his throat; its gentle fire spread through his 
middle, warmed him, cleared somewhat his muddy thoughts, shaped them into 
questions, angry, bitter questions. 'Iie_ pushed the jug away.· 

"How long have I been here ?H 

"Yle pulled out o1 Ostia three days ago. sir, on ·the evenin1 tide. Been sailin• 
due south ever since. Cap'n, he aint wastin1 no ti.me." 

- 4 -

' 



The Pope was aeidly formal. 11And who!'n. may I ask, is holding me prisoner? 
Shipping me about like so·me common cargo, to be sold at some foreign port?11 

"That I dont rightly know, sir. You was brought aboard in the dark, from a 
small wagon." The sailor1s answer was ready enough. 

11Could you see who they were?" Impatiently. 

urso, sir," apologetically, "but they was well �ounted and well ar-:.ned. Seemed 
to know their way about the harbor, all right." 

"Your captain was waiting for the� then?" Had Matteoto planned this thl&g 
for days or had it come up on the spur of the moment? If it was the latter, he 
might be able to offer more pay to have himself taken back to Ostia. Or, perhaps, 
to bear in to the coast and land him at Naples, if they weren't already too far 
south. 

"I dont know, sir. Vve was ship-shape s 'far as food and water goes t'leave 
wi' the evenin' tide anyhow. I think cap1n was waitin' around to try to pick up a 

little cargo fer ballast goin� south. r-rot that it1s any o' yer business. 11 This 
abrupt. thankless questioning was making the sailor restive and ip'ipatient. 

Innocent III modified his tone so-:newhat1 11I see. Sorry to have bothered you; 
but I thought that if the captain was interested in a paying cargo for the voyage 
south I could make it well worth his while to make east foT Naples or Salerno." 

"Oh, no, sir! Cap'n 'ould never stop at any ·o' them strange ports. He 
trades for better prices for wheat and oil at Ostia than anywhere else. Always 
could, he says." 

"But doesn't he usually take cargo back with him? To -make the voyage pay 
both ways?" 

"That he does. sir, n the sailor let Innocent's head and shoulders back to the 
deck with an air of finality, "and you're the best payin' cargo he ever hauled or 
ever will haul back to Tunis. u I-Ie stood up to climb out on the deck above. 

"To Tunis!" Innocent jerked up again in spite of hi·:nself and started his poor 
head to pounding. 

"That's right, sir. I'll leave the wine with you. 11 which the visitor 
hoisted himself up into the light, and Innocent III was left alone with his thoughts. 

Tunis is the end of the world! �vvhy didn't they kill me or poison me? Instead 
of preserving me to be buried alive in some strange land or sold into slavery 
among the heathen. But then, Matteoto was always squeamish about blood - letting 
and torture. He was hard enough in other ways." The ?ope smiled musingly. 
tti can be thankful for that softness in his character. Nowadays kidnapping is 
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only for ransonn; otherwise, you get rid of a man by -- murder! " He shivered 
and began to nibble gingerly at the bread. The welt on the back of his head was 
too painfully obvious tor �ything else. It hurt even to swallow. 

Back in Rome, at that particular motnent, the Vatican was the scene-of great 
excitement and preparations. The assumption of the office of the supreme pon­
tiff of the J.Ioly Roman Church was under way. Honorius lli was about to assume 
the title, robes and dignities of the Holy Office. Never before in the history of 
the C.ollege of Cardinals was the election of a .?ope carried off with such dispatch. 
Never before in the history of the Church had there been such widespread dissat­
isfaction with the conduct of the Holy Office as in the pontificate of Innocent III. 
It lasted from 1198 through 1216, an amazingly long period considering those times. 

In a wise and stern hand Innocent III had balanced the forces of Empire and 
Holy See to the confounding of his enemies and to the acute dissatisfaction of 
his friends. "He rules best who rules alone. 11 Fortunately that principle of 
leadership w as solid in his character long before Innocent had a chance to rule 
anything but himself. There it stayed and carried him through as amazing a group 
of political events as it had ever been any man's fortune to face. 

Besought by men taught to be persuasive from their earliest education, to 
yield the scepter of temporal power trustingly placed in his hands only four years 
after his coronation into the power of the Holy "loman empire, Innocent laughed 
at them, chided them, for asking him to violate a trust, to go back on his word. 
He told the Cardinals who had put him in his place, "I know the duties of my 
office; I know the precepts which have guided my footsteps the se many years; 
n ow that I am the Law, I would not deviate from it even if I could. " 

Later he had years to regret that iron fidelity. Years spent in a rockbound 
hilltop above the coast of Yucatan. And yet those years had a chartn of freedom 
he had never. known in Rome.. a freedom that could never be the lot of any Pope. 
Innocent Ill was snatched from a life rigorous with cere--nony and responsibility;­
a life in which every word, every gesture had to be carefully weighed before ut-

. ter�nce, lest_s·o71;1e picayune underling should slyly misinterpret-and .carry the 
t�e to those who, in malicious glee, would magnify the whole thing into: some tre­
mendous scandal which would sweep the empire. Conferences would be called, 
strife ensue, and a whole whirlwind of human passion result. 

Here, ah, here in his exile he could belch lustily over a good meal if he chose, 
swear lengthily if the hammer struck his thumb, or if a stupid carver should dis­
order one of his choice -Latin phrases. And he did, too. The body though with 
reluctance gave up the habits of years, the early rising, the penances, the office, 
and all the weighty rig amarole of a church whose worship was founded on cere­
mony. He had helped to establish that back in Italy, and had roundly disciplined 
those who deviated froi.n the prescribed rules and for·.ns. Such discipline main­
tained the necessary integration of the sprawling organization that was the Churcli! 

Here, where the discipline of the body was no longer of great importance, the 
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discipline of the Spirit had attained pree-ninence. Ti:ne and facility had finally 
given Innocent III an awareness of that Inner Healm which the pressure of office 
and the strictures of formalism had not allowed in Italy.. And so a philosophical 
calm had slowly but surely pervaded his being as his exile len gthened . The farther., 
the '?apacy fell behind him on the horizon of time the aearer did he approach to 
that Peace which passeth understanding. 

How necessary was its control in the terribly limiting environment to which 
Fate had committed him for the balance of his days. Those days were long and 
healthful; for the kidnap ship had wandered to a warm, unchanging climate in which 
most of his bodily ailments had completely disappeared. 

* * * * * * * * * * * 

"Ho, Pietro, bring up our fancy cargo f 11 bellowed some voice of authority 
over Innocent's head. The very force of it startled him into complete awareness. 
Again the Mediterranean sun blazed into his wooden prison and again it ushered 
the kindly sailor. �ietro was his name. 

Key was fitted to lock; iron collar was re:noved; and firm hands hoisted him 
up into clean air and the warmth of the sun. Momentarily blinded, Innocent was 
but dimly aware of ahuge bulk of a man, black bearded, with tre�endous hands 
and arms slanted outward in repose on a huge girth of belly. 

"There aint enough of ye to ballast a rowboat, let alone the 'Sahib Queen', " 

boomed out at hhn. ttBut I reckon we1 re cuttin' water fast enough to suit them as 
bought your passage. If this wind holds we'll raise Cap Bon by sundown." 

The quality of the captain's Italian, !or obviously this was the captain, was 
surprisingly good . There was a suggestion of the i slands about hi"!n, perhaps 
Sardinia; though he was certainly not a Moor : that dark skin was of wind and sun. 
not race. 

The ?ope grasped weakly at a stay and slide slowly to the deck. The sudden 
change in surroundings, the greater roll of the ship and the overwhelming light 
after days of darkness were too :nuch for hi� in his condition. 

"I think I'm going to be sick. 11 

"Pietro l 11 roar�d the captain. 

"Yes, sir. " 

"Drag hi•n over to the side, you lubbe� do ye want him pewking all over the 
decks of the Sahib - uee n ?" 

UNo, sir, captain." Even as he spoke he flopped Innocent to the rail and 
shifted him around until his head hung over the side and held it there. 
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"M�nd yer business!" the captain shout�d at other members of the crew as 
they crowded forward, curious to see what strange carg� had taken them out of 
Ostia without the labor of loaditig it on. · 

Seeing that the crew followed his order, the captain wheeled and ducked into 
his cabin. -While Innocent's sto·mach, having relieved itself of the bread and 'wine, 
made a few 'Ylore abortive heaves and gave up. Sun, _wind and air soon 1;>_egan to 
revive his failing spirits and the kidnapped prelate had ti-:ne and inclination to ob­
serve this new, strange vehicle of his de$tiny. 

The Sahib ,...·ueen was a· far remove in size and appointments from the .Roman­
styled triremes in which he had made his few voyages as head of the ?apal state. 
This little vessel was trim and built for speed, no place for oars or ·carsmen here 
but sail and plenty of it. and sea":llanship. ;1Vhoever had bought his passage on this 
fleet ship had bought wisely. l-Ie was surprised to find himself admirigg the 
choice and the vessel! He was strangely thrilled to find himself born through the -
water so swiftly and easily. He straightened up, almost involuntarily, at the new­
found strength, and was aware of "?ietro's watchfulness. 

"Ah, yes, this new freedom has its limits, too ! 11 he thought. And then, "New 
freedom? l-Yave I accepted this removal so completely? Have I worn the mantle 
of the Pope so lightly that it can be thrown off - - as if it were nothing? A-:n I glad 
to be cast so violently out of office as though it had become a hateful thing? ;.'/hat 
has happened to �e, these th:tee days 11ve been unconscious?" 

"Your soul has had a chance to express itself, for once." -

A lmost like the voice of a stranger did those words intrude the:'llselves on his 
consciousness. Innocent III looked around; only '?ietro was near and he couldn't 
have spoken thel'Il. They had been in his own thoughts, then. 

"Your work there was done. You have given as much as was deserved. Now 
you must re�eive for a time and prepare for the future." 

He relaxed at the wo�ds. "My future? But my future has been the Church I 
For my whole life! How can there be any future away from that?" 

There was no answer to that, apparently, at least not for the time being; so he 
withdrew from the rail which was little rno re than a foot above the deck he�e and 
settled back on a coil of rope to enjoy his surroundings. stomach quieted 
somewhat but sea legs weren't to be his for several days yet. 

Innocent's eyes took in the lines of the boat; they were landsman's eyes; but he 
sould see the evidence of discipline in the orderliness about him and the response 
of the crew to the captain's commands. He rather envied that response, in com­
parison to the recalcitrant behavior of his prelates. The boat was- probably of the 
islands, too; he remembered having seen similar vessels in the harbor at Ostia 
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and on voyages down the coast to I"-!aples. His infrequent sea trips had been wel­
co��ne escapes, both from the toils of overland journeys and consequent danger 
of brigands and robbery, and from �o·me itself, and one of the weightiest offices 
in the world. 

The galleys were many-oared, massive castles, too, from which the sea was 
re-;_note. Now, here, the sea was a living thing which rolled and tossed and 
clutched at the ship and slid away. The wind th:rilled its strange, heady power 
through and over him as it heeled the ship along. The overwhelming c::hange from 
the life he had known stupefied him for days, drew him resistlessly into this end­
less surge across the trackless spaces of the sea, made him so amenable, so 
docile -- not that he tended toward violence or had any thought of it -..- that he 
was allowed to move about the ship at will and returned to his below-decks pri­
son only as the weather. forced him. His heavy, winter cloak had been left him, 
fortunately, and this served well enough as a blanket for sleeping on the deck. 
Such accommodations as the ship afforded were on the whole cleaner and cheer­
ier by far than the Italy of that day could offer to the wealthiest traveler on land! 

Cap Bon did show high before sundown; but this intrepid captain and his crew 
showed their contempt for shore and confidence in his navigation by heading due 
west across the Gulf of Tunis. Innocent didn't know it but their destination was 
Bizerta and Cap Blanc. Land had disappeared again before nightfall; for the 
westerly wind increased to a gale and there was little rest aboard that night. 

Dawn was showing dully under low, gray clouds when the :?ope looked out of 
his hatch. The mountains of fluid green had the captain fighting the tiller himself 
as they threatened to engulf the little ship from the rear.. The mainsail was out 
to the full to keep them abreast. Innocent was still queasy, but he did down a 
little wine which :?ietro forced on him. Conversation was impossible against 
the howling of the wind, and he was all too obviously nothing but helpless cargo 
as the captain and the crew fought to keep the straining $hip upright. The end-
less tension showed on their faces as the hours wore on and Innocent wondered 
if they were as lost as he was. To hi-:n the African coast toward the Atlantic 
was as much fable as fact, and he could but speculate hazily about this part of 
t he Moorish dominions as he became aware of their dim appearance off to the 
left. 

Hour by mountainous hour sped by with no letup. no slackening o£ the stagger•. 
ing pace of the Sahib 0.ueen. There wasn't much Innocent could do but brace him­
self between the mast and the rail, arm locked around the one and foot against 

the other and thrill to the ceaseless struggle between the men and the sea. This 
·was living! This was life as he had never known it in 3om e. Uncomplicated, 
ritual-less living it was. Why, the idea of doing his office here and now was 
ridiculous in the extreme. The enortnity of this offence against the rules of his 
Church escaped him at the ti-:ne. But, why try to establish contact with the Divine 
when every straining moment of that runaway voyage was already so close to 

Eternity that a flick of the captain's wrist on the tiller would have buried them 
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under one of those ·mighty swells. 

Nightfall found them still scudding· along at that frightening speed. The clouds 
lifted somewhat but the wind never slackened for a moment, and the light that did 
filter down from the stars only served to emphasize the ominous ·mountains of 
water the.t continually formed and reformed behind them. The Pope wanted to 
help at the tiller; every one of the crew fro-;.n the massive captain down was dog­
tired; but his ·half-hea·rted gesture was contemptuously b

·
rushed aside. 

Innocent· retired ·below more than once but there was no rest on the straining 
�Queen, whose t·ensions· made themselves felt to everyone aboard. If he must die, 
he thought, let it not be iike a rat in a trap� caught in the hold of the ship. That 
night Innocent III spent under the wind and- the stars, nor under the overwhelming 
immensity of Nature did he deem it necessary to pray for protection. 

Bizerte was far behind when day came again. nor had Captain Doni�etti -­
Innocent had picked up his name from the crew - • consid�red any attempt in the 
dark and the storm to bear southward. To have done so would have swamped the 
Queen .immediately. 

The northward tilt of the coast to Cap Blanc meant that the shore and the en­
trance to Bizerte harbor were bearing the full brunt o£ the tremendous waves. 
All Donizetti could hope to do now was make a little southing with the expectation 
that the

-
lee side of Cap Blanc, on westward toward Algiers, would be sheltered 

enough somewhere that a landfall could be 'nade. 

It was, finally, at a little port far, tar along the Algerian coast. The settiug 
sun broke through

, 
at the last minute to almost blind them as they inched in under 

shortened sail, behind a rocky he.adland. The doughty captain, himself, was at 
the tiller. 

"' 

"Look alive now, " he bellowed at the crew, "vho found some hidden reserve 
of energy to scurry about ..and make ready fo-r the landing. 

A long, rocky breakwater jutted ·out and curved around. C apt
.ain Donizetti 

brought the :-'ueen ·smoothly behind-this· into the calm water. Jib and mainsail 
c&--ne down with a bang and the anchor chain rattled over the side with a clatter 
that deafened the Pope for a moment. 

"So this is it," he said gri-nly to himself, "some nameless Moorish port, 
buried alive or better dead. " 

!'To one seemed .to pay any attention to him in the fast fading light as the ship 
was made secure for the night. The captain did not order hi-m below in chains.

· 

It wasn1t until the ship's boat was put over the side that Donizetti spoke to him. 

"You are free to go ashore -- ..!£you should be wanting to, " he said with a 
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knowing grin, Hbut Rouiba ain•t no place for a Churchman. I can tell you that. 11 
!-Ie stared insolently at His Holiness, ltlnoceb.t III, peering down over his im­
'!'llense belly, feet wide apart, arms akimbo. 

Loth�rio di Conti, Innocent III, seated on a coil of rope by the mast, re­
turned the look with as calm a gaze as he could manage. 

11The only place I care to go ashore, Captain. is Cstia or some other 
Italian port. I can m ake it well worth your while." 

"I swore to dump ye off in Tunis and that's where your goinl" With an air 
of final ity he turned to the rail. ""?ietro, Alaric, you stay aboard. 11 

vVith that he lowered himself with surprising ease into the small boat and 

was rowed the scant hundred yards to shore by the other two members of his 
crew, a nondescript Italian and a thin, very dark man they called Jesus. appar­
ently Egyptian. 

The Sahib ''"'ueen was the lone craft in the harbor at that time and yet her 
arrival had seemed to evoke no excitement ashore. Beyond the pier lay as 
miserable a collection of hovels as Innocent had ever hoped to see. A few 
b uildings showed the arched facades with which he had become fa"'niliar on his 
one trip to Spain . There was only the di"nmest gleam of lig ht ashore, here and 
there, to dispel the deepening gloom. 

The desert chill descended with the night and drove Innocent into the shelter 
of the hold and the co-nfort of his heavy cloak. There he knew his first real 
sleep in al�ost six days. 
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CB.A PTE� TvVO 

The sh�ft of su.nli.gh� which had. :beamed the voyager's way into Rouiba the day 
before raised. only false hopes. to�a:t:� a bre�k in the weather. The next morning 
dawned cloudy as before with more wind and bigger waves outside the breakwater. 

It wa� the shuffi� of feet and the moving of gear ove�head that brought Innocent 
to wakefulness with a start. Confused for a moment he.leaned back and bumped 
his head. The pain from his wound caus�c;l _him to wince. He fingered the sore 
spot gingerly., It was going down. He pulled himself to his feet and found his 
legs steady under him as he pushed back the hatch and looked out into the grey 
morning. 

"I:Io, our fancy ·cargo is up for his said I?i�ro. 11I t111 be nothin' 
o' the likes o' what ye were used to in Rome." 

"I am hungry," replied Innocent as he hoisted himself clumsily on deck, ttand 
I should like to bathe. " 

"Plenty o' salt water over the side,." was the answer, "and theee's a piece 
o' co-nb around somewhere." �ietro went back into the smoke blackened galley 
and returned with a piece of comb, indeed-, and a long - handled pot. .He gave them 
to Innocent with a friendly smile. 

By leaning far over the rail the Pope managed to scoop up a pot of sea water 
and get most of it back u� to the deck. He stripped there where he stood and per­
formed his first ablutions in many a day. 

Oh, it was wonderful to be clean again! Even without soap the change -was so 
:nuch for the better that Innocent felt himself a new man, younger and freer than 
he had been in years. Carefully he worked the blood and dirt out of his hair with 
the help of "?ietro's comb. He obtained a little oliv� oil from the galley and 
soothed it gently onto the wound. 

"Ho, there, ye lazy lubbers!" 

It was the large bellied Donizetti on the quay. 

"Aye, Capt a in, " shouted Pietro in return. He and Alaric, a shaggy, blond 
giant sprang to the shore side of the ship. 

"Look alive now, we're bringin' the Queen into load cargo." 

The captain was already lowering his huge bulk into the little boat, but only 
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one of the crew was in it to row him out to the ship. Innocent looked in vain for 
sign of life along the waterfront but there was none. 

I-:Te dried himself as best he could with his linen shirt and dressed even to the 
great cloak against the morning chill. How he would have loved a cup of steaming 
spiced wine right then, but he had to content himself with the bitter red that Pietro 
offered him, and there were olives and wheaten ca�es. 

"Y e 111 find what ye need in the galley, " Pietro had told him as he hurried to 
obey the captain's comma-nds. 

The three men sweated and strained over the anchor and then towed the .Qleen 
dockside with the small boat. During all this Innocent was ignored as though he 
weren't there; but he heard enough to know the dread truth. Rouiba was cursed 
with the dread plague, and the fearless Donizetti was able to bargain for all the 
wheat and olives the Queen could carry, and at his own prices. 

It was slow work getting cargo down to the ship. Donizetti had the cr-ew bend­
ing their backs to endless sacks of wheat which had to be carried from so:ne dis­
tance up in the village, aboard the ship which was slightly below the pier itself. 
and then lowered one by one into the hold whel"e Innocent had first regained con­
sciousness. He watched his shrinking sanctuary with some misgivings. 

The quay at �ouiba was of earth and stonej- little �more than an extension of 
the rugged shore. Crude stone paving sloped up to f'or·,n the village street. The 
nearest of the Moorish buildings served as storehouses and it was from one of 
these, after the wheat was loaded, that the great casks of olives came rumbling 
and bumping over the cobbles. To keep these hogsheads from gaining too much 
speed, Pietro and Alaric, one on eash side, braked the forward m.o:;:nentum by 
dropping wooden battens in front of them. · 

All hands including the captain gathered at the ship's rail to ease the. clu:nsy 
things down onto the deck and to upend them in place. The expert work of these 
unletterd �en fascinated Lothario de Conti di Segni, Innocent III. Craftsmanship 
of this type was new to him and it all added to his unexpected enjoyment of the 
kidnapping escapade. 

It was sunset thne again when the last of the hogsheads started its bumbling 
journey down to the ship. Innocent was lost in reverie as a vagrant beam of sun­
light slanted across the harbor briefly free from the low storm clouds. 

"Look alive!" 

"Ho there, landlubber! 11 

Dimly sensing :?ietro•s shout� Innocent turned. The huge barrel had gotten 
away from the men and was headed directly toward him, the Pope. He froze in 
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horror as it rumbled and bounced across the quay. The stone edge arched it 
gracefully into the air and tow·ard his head. Only then did Lothario dive for the 
deck. The hogshead, weighing· all of six hundr-ed pounds, sailed silently over 
hi�, smashed the starboard rail to kindling and splashed mightily into the harbor. 

He was still white and shaken when the sailors jumped to the deck beside him. 

"Faith of the virgin and I thought ye ·were a goner that time." Pietro sounded 
visibly relieved when Innocent sat up and showed himself uninjured. .,Them as 
cracked yer skull in Rome gave ye but a !lea .. bite along side o' what them· 
olives would adone. " 

Alaric was already thrusting out in the small boat to retrieve the vagrant 
barrel, still spinning lazily in the water beyond the ship. He hoped to return it 
to the ship's side before Donizetti should appear from the warehouse. But there 
was no hiding that smashed rail and ·when the captain did return to the ship he flew 
into a towering rage and let forth a stream of profanity that took ffve minutes in 
the telling. Innocent tried to make hi�self as inconspicuous as possible behind 
the other barrels but he came in for his share and took it silently like the rest. 

11V{ ell, " Donizetti turned his blazing eyes to a stranger who had come down 
with him, "you said you'd earn your passage back to Ostia, falt to!" And back 
to Pietro, "�un a line through that block there! By the hair of St. 0eter's head 
we'll have that mother-loving barrel aboard here before dark if I have to take the 
lash to the whole worthless lot of you." 

Actually, it took the captain's �ighty bulk on the line to hoist the hogshead 
aboard. He took a grim satisfaction out of this and dismissed them all with a 

brief, "}/ e sail at dawn -- aint no gold to be -ma de in this rat-hole. " 

Day broke with skies as lowering and windblown as before. Nothing daunted 
by this or the fact that one of his crew never did show up after that first night 
ashore. Donizetti ordered the Sahib Queen cast off. His ready acceptance o( a 
comparatively inexperienced and untried stranger for a deck hand was now clear 
with the other crewman gone. The rest of the men were none too happy to be 
heading back into the open sea in such weather, short handed. But then, who 
wanted to stay in plague-infested Rouiba? 

It was a 1niserable day for Innocent. The mid-deck section of the Sahib Queen 
was often awash with the new cargo aboard. 'f-Ie was forced to take what comfort 
he could atop the barrels of olives. Even then the salt spray drenched him often 
enough to make him ho"nesick for the cloistered cotnfort of his Lateran Palace. 

His palace? Even now the machinery of state was in motion, no doubt, and 
the cardinals were quarreling a·.nong the�mselves over his successor -- if indeed 
the man wasn't enthroned already! Matteoto and that young hothead, Orsini, had 

probably moved with undignified haste to put one of their yes -men in the Chair. 

- 14 .. 



A n_d God he lp E urope now ! 

Thes'e and other bitter r eflections shadowed his brain that endless day. 

"Sire , " the stranger , who·(ll Doniz etti had called Masetto, was beside hi-m 
with a cup of wine , "this is little enough of comfort but it does warm the blood. " 

Steady, dark brown eyes returned Innocent 's gaze. Brown hair curled in care ­
less ringlets around a wide forehead. Masetto had the squatty build of the ?ied ­
montese, a people noted more for their staying power than for their brilliance 
in economics or politics. T his man ' s  voice had something of an educated sound 
to it, however. 

Innocent nodded and accepted the proffered cup with a slight smile. The wine 
was welcome and he downed it in one gulp. 

1 1I scarce expected to find a fellow Italian out here at the ends of the earth. " 
Innocent · made a question of the statement as he returned the cup. 

"Sire, I go where adventure takes me -- to the ends of the earth and beyond. 11 

The 0ope would have asked more of this adventurer but he moved quickly away 
toward the s tern where Captain Donizetti was at the helm. 

It was sometime late in the aft ernoon that it happened. Of the thousands of 
mighty green swells which had pursued the Sahib Que en down the coast of Africa, 
one finally caught up with her. Perhaps there was a brief lull in the wind. Any ­
how, with a gr eat lurch of the tiller the Queen swung suddenly broadside and 
threw the captain into the sea as though he were an empty coat instead of three 
hundred and fifty pounds df man. 

T he seas which poured over the sturdy little ship then so threatened them all 
with destruction that there was no thought of help for Doniz etti. E ach hung on 
gri mly where he was, expecting the next billow to be the last. 

It was lv.llsetto, close to the tiller, who caught it as the Queen came around 
before the wind for the second time and held her steady. She had gone around, 
come up in the wind, broached again, and come around once more with mast 
and sails still intact, groaning and struggling like a living thing. 

Innocent clung to the mast on his barrel top perch and was soaked to the skin. 
His white hair and full beard strea•.ned with salt water. He shiv�red as the white 
froth of the waves slipped by again at a frightening pace. Such speed he had never 
known before. Be didn 't want to die then, as the captain had, all alone in that 
vast desert-waste of water . 

Pietro, a Norman named Alaric, an E gyptian named Jesus, Masetto and him-

- 15 .. 



s elf, \vhat a c r e w  to bring the Queen s afely into port. And wh at port ? Th at 
question drummed unc e as ingly thr ough Innoc ent ' s  tnind as d arkne s s  c los ed down 
around the·m . \Vhat port inde ed for thes e  orphans of the stor"'n drive n helples sly 
w e s tw ard to the edge of doom ? If his holine s s ,  ?ope Innoc ent III ,  ever spent 
hell on e arth that s odden, s pr ay - s o aked night w as it. T he others had th�ir s pells 
at the tiller to oc cupy the ir tim e  though they stood no r e gul ar w atche s .  E ach 
l e aned on it , fought w ith it, and fell aw ay whe n  h e  c ould s t and n o  mo r e .  Innoc ent 
s t ayeCf: wher e  he w as and alternately shive red and p r ayed. I-Ie might have d oz ed 
from she e r  exh au s ti on though that s e emed impo s s ible . 

A cur s e  rous e d  him to the le aden s kie s of d awn. It w as the N o rm an, A laric . 
His br awny arms w e re w r appe d  around the tille r ;  his l e gs w e r e  br ac ed .  H e  
curs e d  the c aptain and e ach and eve ry one of his anc e stor s ,  one by one , for h aving 
brought him out into the storm again. B ette r R ouib a with a thous and pl agues than 
this hell on w ater . 

Innoc ent III w anted no food that d ay ;  none w as offe red to him. It p as s e d  in a 
s ort of s tup or whe r e  his mind spe cul ated v aguely on the Moo rish kingdom s om e ­
whe re ove r  the horiz on to the left and on old memorie s of the Sp anis h p r ovinc es 
s omewhe r e  on the right . H e  h ad vis ited Sp ain onc e .  T he B ishop of B ar c e lon a  w as 
s till his good friend. O n  that tr ip of ye ar s  ago he had ar rived at Sp anish ports 
by s ailings in e asy s t age s al ong the c o as t  of Gaul and down, neve r out of s ight 
of l and. F o r  all he knew ther e  mi ght be a thous and mile s of open w ater ac r o s s  
the Mediter r ane an at this p oint. Eventually, he remembe r e d, the re w as a nar ­
r owing of 1 1 m ar e  nos trum" before it ente r e d  the tr ackles s A tl anti c .  B eyond that 
w as the end of the w orld, s o  le gend h ad it. 

The Pill ars of He r cule s , that w as it ! That w as the name of the exit of the 
Medit e rr ane an given to him by the B ishop .  Perhaps the s ailor s c ould get the 
brave little s hip ar ound the r o cky h e adl and of the Pill ars of He rcule s and e s c ape 
the storm - - th at is , if they eve �  got th at far alive . Even at this thought Innocent 
felt a s lacke ning of the wind, o r  w as he only indulging in v ain hop e s ? B etween 
h ope and de spair,  stunned w akefuln e s s  and oblivion, the dr e ary h our s m ar ched 
by until anothe r night had c om e, and gone . 
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C H A "'J T E R T H 'R E E 

T h e -p i  1 1  a r s o f  B e  r c u 1 e s wer e pas s ed by the Sahib Queen and h�r 
helples s crew in the wildes t s t orm the �editerranean had s een in a generation, 
and the captainles s s hip moved on out into the wide A tlantic . Oh, 1?ietro and the 
men tried to make northing toward the Spanish coas t on the other s ide, but in 
vain.  T w o  near - s wampings forced the� to c ontinue to run befol"e the wind. 

Hope had s prung s o  high at s ight of land again - - now on both s ides of them ! 
T his changed to blackes t des pair as the R ock of Gibraltar disappeared behind 
them in the fading light. 

"Gibraltar ! T hat 's what they name it hereabouts , "  s houted Mas etto. 

" Muoh good that does us now, tt s houted l?ietro in reply, ttaint got no chart to 

mark its pas sing . " 

Innocent could not s peak for the res t  of them, but for hhns elf in his des pon­
dency the utter hopeles s nes s of their s itu ation gave way to a kind of numb calm. 
He res igned hims elf to the hands of fate that had p:res erved him from degradation 
or death in T unis . If the end of the world was the end of life, s o  be it. If fate 
decreed otherw ise, well, tomorrow lay ahead. 

Sometime during that mis erable night Masetto crept up to the '?ope' s wet and 
wooden bed and s tartled him to wakefulnes s ,  

"Sire ? t t  

u y  es . "  

t rif I not be mis taken, the Church has been thy life ? "  

"F or many and many a year, my g ood man, " replied Innocent, "but think 
you that Chu r ch will avail you aught beyond the enda of the earth ? '' 

"Y es ,  S ire, that I do believe .. " 

Innocent felt rather than s aw the head nodding vig orous ly beside his ear. 
" And �what would you have of me ? • t  

t r 'Nhen I was last in Barcelona they did s ay that beyond the :Oillar s of Hercu ­
l es lay naught bu t  hell its elf. I w ould fain b e  shriven e r e  my s oul departs for 
purgatory . " 
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"C hur chman or no, " r e plied the Pope , "I am in n o  m ood t o  shrive s ouls this 
night, pr ay w ait until the m or r ow .  If God 1 s  ble s s ing hath kept the Sahib Queen 
afl oat thes e  l ast thr e e  days , w e  m ay r e as onably as sume the p r ote ction of the 
Most I-i.igh will rem ain w ith us for s ome time to com e .  Good night ! "  

'Nith this dis mis s a1 Innocent hitched _ hims elf aw ay fr om the man and tr ied to 
m ake him s e lf as c omfortable as he c ould on his mis e r able per ch. 

Mas etto c r awl ed b ack tow ard the s tern to be ne ar the hel�m. It w as  watch and 
w atch around for the haggard, gaunt -faced c r ew for anothe r  night . · T wic.e did 
lines p art in the d ark and twic e did the three unoccupied 

�
h ands tnake a wild 

s cr runble for r ep airs befo r e  all w as los t. It w as then Innoc ent. curs ed hi'S age 
and lack of exp e rienc e  in w or king with his hands . Man - like , the r e  w as the urge 
to be in the thick of the activity, to c ar ry his fair s hare of the re s pons ibility of 
keep ing the sturdy Queen aflo at. 

D awn was s c ar ce a p romis e in the e as t  when Inno cent w as arous ed by two 
figures c r eeping p as t  him to the h atch. It w as "Pietro and Je sus . 'Nild thoughts 
of des per ate men delibe r ate ly fl ooding the ship to c ommit s uicide r ac e d  through 
the Pope ' s  mind. He le aned tow ard them to c atch thei r  words . 

1 11 tell ye the Que en's shipped s o  �much w ate r she ' s  low in the b ow !." 

" Open h atch and we low all ove r ! "  obj e cted the E gypti an. His broken Itali an 
h ad a mus ic al lilt t o  the "'?ope ' s  e ar .  

1 1A.h, the 'Wnd' s  e as in '  a bit now, " returned Pietr o., "we aint t aken a d r op in 
an hour.  I s ay, let ' s  get s ome o '  this whe at out o• he r e  and she •ll r ide better .  t t  

• nNhe at go - - what for hungry m an e at ? " 

"Y ou block -he aded E gypti an ! It •n d amp r ot and mold aw ay to dirt befo re we 
c an eat h alf of it. It ' s  all got to be brought out an' dr ied in c alm we athe r  o r  none -
of it 'll be fit to e at.  Stand as ide ! "  

Only h alf c onvinced the E gypti an grumbled to hims elf, but he did help c le ar 
the hatch .  By the time half a doz en bags were he aved on the de ck and tumbled 
ove r t he s ide the r e  w as a bright p atch of light to be s een de ad as tern, a b r e ak 
in the cl ouds on the e astern horizon. 

Innocent s lipped gingerly off his b ar rel,  legs atrembl e ,  body shivering with 
wet in the c old d a,»n. Surp r is ingly, he felt s tr on ge r  th an he . exp e cted. I-Ie eve n 
tried to help roll the next s ack t o  the s m ashed r ail and ove r .  V!ithout a word and 
with s c arcely a gl ance at their white -be arded help e r  the tw o c ontinued until ten 
s acks in all had gone into the hungry s e a. 

Pietro w as down to the fl ooring of the hold by then and that w as e nough to 
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reve al wate r oozing s lowly but s teadily out of the s oggy wheat .  There w as  an 

inch or so s los hing around Pietro's feet.  

"N o s o  bad, " s aid the E gyptian as he s pat into it. 

"No, " agreed Piet1'o cautious ly, "I've s e en wors e .  Now w e  know what shape 
she ' s  in and can keep an eye on ' e r. 1 1  

"How much more wheat is in there ? u  asked Innocent as the two replaced the 
hatch cover and battened it down. 

"Twenty sacks , " re plied Pietro shor tly. " More 1n we 111 ne ed if the Que en 
takes us all the way to hell . u  He glanced s hrewdly at the Pope , scratching his 
bearded chin thoughtfully. "Y e mus t 'a be en doin 1 lots of prayin' since we 
c ros s ed the Gulf of Tunis . 11 

I f elt the need of it, yes,  t t  replied Innoc ent in m e as ured tone s ,  " and 
you ? H  

The s ailor gave a wry laugh and turned away. 

"Alaric, " h e  c alled toward the s tern, "Y e 1re a handy one with a fire"'  co•ne 
forward to the galley he l" e  and light up. Tim e  we all had s om e  hot wine in our 
bellie s . " 

The s un was clear of the horizon before Alaric ' s  galley prowe s s  was evident 
with a pot of steaming wine . This had made the rounds s everal time s and was 
rapidly on the way to giving the s hip a light -headed crew when the re st of his 
bre akfas t appeared. This turned out to be a heavy biscuit made from unleavened 
flour and salt fish fried im olive oil . A fter the strain of the pre ceding days and 
nights , and in the bright -norning light, that breakfast was fit for the gods . 

The wind abated s omewhat as the s ky cleared over the s hip but the mighty 
s wells followed them and gave the w anderers no altern ative but to run due west 
before th e-�. \1'/ith the welc ome s un to dry their clothing and soothe their tired 
s pirits , all s lept but the untiring Pietro. It was n't long before he brought them 
up with a shout. 

" Je s us , Alaric, Mas etto ! Rous e out the re ! "  A.nd he roared with laughte r 
as they s tir r ed their creaking bones . 

His orders were still Greek to Innocent but the sky was black behind the $ hip 
and the men ne eded little urging to bring the mainsail down on the run . 

"The re ' s  a blow c o1nin 1  that'll tear stick, s ail and all right out o1  the Que en, 
if we let 1 er ! "  Pietro shouted at them. " I, for one ,  aint tyin ' myse lf to this 
helm for another week, day and night. " 
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Vlith the mains ail down and the au·e en wallowing in the troths of the wave s 
he left the tille r and gathered with th e othe rs in the wais t of the s hip where, in 
ahn os t no ti me at all, he dire cted the f ashioning of a triangular s haped devic e 
of s pars and c anvas . Thi s "s ea ancho r" as Innocent later learne d  to c al l  it, 
was thrown out beyond the bow of the s hip but tied firmly to tthe b ows prit with 
a length of line . This d one the m en rac ed to get the Que en r�ady f or th� blow .  

Soon Inno cent c ould obs erve how the improvis e-d anchor s wung th e  Que en 
bow on to the wind and the waves and, as he c ocked a dis c erniJ:?.ing e ye at the 
fading s un,. he thought, t t Still we drift wes tward away f r om the land. " 

Nestward it was for two helples s  days and nights . T o  the Pope it s e emed 
he had s pent a lifetim e, an eternity, on the tos s ing ship, amid a waste of water 
without be ginning or end. His hea d ached and his s tomach retched from the 
c eas eles s m ov e ment. 'Nhat little nouris hment he c ould get down almost re ­
fus ed t o  s tay there .  

Pietro kept grim watch of the water in the hold and when it crept pas t  a c er ­
tain point h e  had them all take turns i n  helping bail out. Even Innoc ent came in 
for his s hare of thi-s . He turned to with a will though his legs and al"ms we re 
weak and salt wate r had chafed many a raw s pot petwe en ski n and clothe s .  

The r e  was a third day of w es tward drifting bef ore this s ec ond storm blew 
its elf out. A.nd the f ourth day out of the Mediterranean f ound the� s till moving 
away from the Pillars of Hercule s before a s panking bree ze .  I t  was clear, 
h owever, and betw een wind and s un the Sahib Queen and her weary c rew s lowly 
dried ·the ms e lves and the s hip out. 

Clothing hung from every available line on the s hip. The pre ciou s s acks of 
wheat were lifted out of the hold and distr ibuted about - the de ck. Then all but 
the man at the helm turned to and bailed and· s opped up every las t  drop of water 
in the hold. Pietr o  che cked each s e a:m and calk with his finge rs. 

usound as the day she firs t wet her bottom at C agliari, " ·he . e:Xclaimed tr� ­
umphantly t o  A lari c ther e  in the glo om. 

"And we ' re lucky the m  infidel �Aoors gave us s hort weight in the m s ac ks . " 
added the :Norman. " or w e 'd have whe at s welled up and bus ted all ove r  the ship. " 

1 1That we w ould, 9 1  was the r e ply as they cli-mbed out on dec k. "Leav e . '' e r  
open t o  air out till to·morrow i f  w e  can, while the wheat drie s out a bit. No 
tellin' how long we 'll be needin ' it� " he conc luded s ignificantly. 

"Could ther e  pos s ibly be a pair of s hears aboard s omewhere?" Innocent, 
s tripped to his draw e r s ,  appr oached them. "I 'd gr eatly like to trim my hair 
and beard back a. little -- if only f or cleanline s s . "  
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" The c aptain had s uch things in his c abin - - ; 1 1 the s ailor hes itated ov�r the 
"Sire" he had us ed before . 

"May I s uggest you all us e my given name of Lothario , for as long as we are 
to gether on the S ahib Queen, " s ugges ted the Pope , looking dir ectly at Pietro . 
W ithin h ims elf he thought, "They c ould throw me into the s ea as us eles s baggage . "  

The dark brown eyes of the Italian s ailor looked fearles s ly bac k  into the gr ey 
eyes of the Pope>. 

"I aint had much us e for men ' o  the robe o r  for their c hurches ,  but S ire was 
yer handle when ye c ame aboard at Os tia, and Sire it 'll be.  " He looked mean ­
ingly at Alaric and the rest and turned, beckoning Lothario t o  follow him. 
" L et ' s  hav e  a look at Don izetti ' s  c abin . r t 

T his w as aft , behind the little galley. As they s urveyed the mes s y  interior 
Pietro grinned. 

"A gentleman ' s  kit is here s om ewhere - - C aptain fanc ied hims elf a great 
one with the ladies . " 

A wave had s mas hed one of the dingy portholes open and the plac e stank Qf 
wet clothes , both of body and of bed. 

" B etter get this stuff out and dryin1 , first of all . 1 1  Pietr o  grabbe d a huge 
armfull of the ov er ... s iz ed garments and s taggered out with them. Innocent 
gingerly picked the bedding off the wide bunk and dr agged it out behind him. 

1 1 You want his room , S ir e ? "  asked Pietro as they s pr e ad the s oggy garments 
over the olive barrels . 

Innoc ent detected a shade of· reluctanc e in the man' s voic e  and ·made quick 
to reply .  

"Thank you, no, I ' m  us ed t o  the deck and the stars , now; I ' d  much pr efer 
to s le ep out here .  " 

" W ell, ye ' re welc ome to make us e o '  what ye need in the r e, " he r eplied 
generous ly as they r eturned. 

In water tight chests they found s c rolls and c harts . Thes e w er e  well worn 
from much us e ,  indic ating th11tDonizetti was an educ ated man. There was als o 
a complete to ilet kit; for which Lothario C onti, Inno c ent III, was v ery thankful. 
It contained a r azor , a $mall s c is s or s  for p ar ing the nails and tr imming the 
beard, a c omb and a glas s mir ror of exc ellent r eflecting quality. An unfamiliar 
c r es t  o n  the lid of the finely c arved box c ontaining the whole of thes e things 
s uggested the former owner was a nobleman. 
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Lothario notic ed P ietro looking intently at s omething he pulled from the 
c hest of charts . It s e emed to be a s m all, wooden box with a glas s cover . C ur - · 
ious , he moved to �ietr� • s  s ide . 

' ' What is that ? ' ' 

"The C ap •n s et gr eat s tore by this little bo.x - ... magnetic needle , he c alled 
it . 1 1 Pietro mov ed the box around in his hands as he sp �ke . "D amned if it 
don 't point due north, no matter how ye turn it . " 

U nder the glas s on the bottom of the box were the c ardinal points. of the 
c omp as s ,  be autifully and artfully engraV'ed on a br as s plate.  Innoc e nt, noted 
with some s urpris e that the figures or char acters denoting north, s·outh, eas t  
and west wer e in s ome language strange t o  him. There w as little doubt o f  north, 
howev er , bec aus e of the prominenc e of the figure .  Sus pended on a pin or s wivel 
point abov e the bras s plate w as a double pointed needle which moved and wobbled 
freely and s e em ed to point c ontinually in one dire ction regardles s of the way 
P ietro turned the box. 

"Is this the tne ans the c aptain us ed to s ail due s outh fr om Ostia _ without fol ­
lowing the c oast ? "  asked Innoc ent .  

"T his it is , " r eplied Pietro,  " and h e  often s aid 'There aint enough gold in 
St. P eter1 s to buy my magnetic ��ne edle ' . " 

" Where was it obtained ? "  

"Ay, and c ould ye ans we r  that one half the s . hip c aptains in the Mediterrane an 
' ud be knockin1 at yer door ! I ' m  thinkin ' this ' ll be the means of gettin1 us b ack 
to Os tia - - if we ever do ! "  Pietro tapped the c as e  s ignific antly and p lac ed it­
c arefully back in the chart chest.  
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C H A P T E R  F O U R  

Ship, c argo and c rew <tr ied out thor oughly in the many c lear days that follow ­
e d  the s torm .  Innoc ent he artened to the lair dis c ipline Pietr o  m aintained .  He 
manag�d to impres s on all of them that their only hope .. - if indeed the re was any - .. 
of getting back to the M e dite rrane an, to Italy, was in keeping the S ahib Q ueen 
trim and in good running c Qndition . 

W ith s uch extra ge ar as was aboard he kept all hands bus y replac ing line and 
rope and p atchi�g s ail whe r e  ne eded. During a dead c alm one afte rnoon the fe ar ... 
les s  Mas etto dov e ove rboard with s orne pitc h ip hand . He s e arched out -an ope n  
s earn well be low the wat e r  line and p atched it the re i n  mid -Atlantic . 

Atlantis ! T here was a name to c onjure with ! M any a night the re on the deck 
Innoc ent wov e  fanc ies about that fabled land . He kne w  S olon' s  s tory of the t ales 
of the E gyptian priests , about the los t c ontinent beyond the P illars of Hercule s , 
s unk beneath the oc e an eleven thous and years ago . C ould it be that s ome rem­
nant remained to be dis c overed out he re amid the watery was t e ? A new land, 
with strange people ? Perchanc e if the -·,..·oyage rs wander e d  around out her e  long 
enough a dis c ov � __ ;'Y might be made before they returne d to Europe . W hat a t al e  
they would hav e  to tell . 

If they r eturned to Europe indee d t  E ach day s aw their westward drift length ­
e ned, though none would admit it . Pietro tacked to the north; then he tacked to 
the s outh; but never eas tward c o uld they go . 

The early enthus ias m to help, to keep the S ahib Queen s hips hape s lowly wore 
away .  Alaric , Jes us and Mas etto wer e  not openly hostile , but as one monotonous 
landles s day foll t:.-wed anothe r they bec ame indiffe rent .  At time s Lothario C onti 
wondered if they had s ailed off the ea�th without knowing it and on into a watery 
hell ,  in which they we r e  doome d to wander thr oughout ete rnity . One thing gav e  
him grim s atis faction . T he pas s ing days had lifted years from his shoulders . 
H e  knew hand and eye we re s te adier and c le ar e r ;  there was even a youthful 
s pring to his step as he mov e d  about the ship . He willingly took turns at the 
tille r now, and the c r e wmen were glad t o  r elinquis h  what w.,s to them a rather 
pointles s duty . Innoc ent knew full we ll the value of daily duties and r e spons ibi ­
litie s ;  hadn 't he s et up the rigid routines whic h r e gularly guided the thous ands of 
C hurchmen throughout Europe? 

" W-e ' ll make a first c las s s ailor out of you one of thes e fine days . t t 

It was M as etto who made this obs erv ation to the Pope . And it was a fine day 
inde ed, with a c le an, s harp breeze fr om e as t  c ar e ening the little s hip along . 
U s ing D onizetti 1 s  magnet ic needle Pietro had s et a s outhe rly cours e hoping 
v aguely to rais e s ome s e gment of the Afric an c oas t . He had he ard that the vast 
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s outhern c ontinent j utted far , far t o  the wes tward in the Atlantic ; but in truth 
he had no ide a how far wes t ward the S ahib Q ue en had g one in he r trac kle s s 
v oyage . 

It was enough for Innocent that he had been told to keep the Q ue e n  as· nearly 
at right angles to the s un ' s  p ath as the easte rly breeze would allow . It was . 
during one of thes e duty p e r iods that Mas etto approached him with the above re ­
mark . He followed that with a word of prais e .  

" T hat ' s  a straight wake behind the Queen, S ire . " 

ln_noc ent glanced back and acc epted the c ompliment with a br ief s mile . . 
" T he re is s om ething t o  be s aid for. a life on the s ea .  W ould that I had had mor e  
time for s uc h  trav e ls i n  years gone by . " 

Mas etto p ointed at Innoc ent ' s  hands , " Y ou s pent many ye ars in the work of 
a s c holar ? ' ' 

" There was a time when I thought it mor e important to work with my mind 
than with my hands . "  The P op e  looked at the reddened, chapped s k in ,  turned 
up a c allous ed palm , "Now, the shoe s e ems to be on the othe r foot . " 

M as etto s pat reflec tiv ely ov e r  the s ide .  " The re was a tim e  when the p ries t ­
hood s eemed the only way for m e .  M othe r s pent many an hou.r on her knees 
praying I s hould tak e  orders , but I was all for a life of adventur e . Now I 've had 
it - - I dont know . " 

" Dont was te time on vain regr ets , n Innoc ent c hided him . 

Mas etto nodded in v ague agr eement and changed the s ubj ect . " S ir e ,  won't 
we ev er return to R orne ? A r e  we to wande r out he r e  foreve r ? ' ' 

T he Pope s h r ugged his s houlde rs and s miled c onfidently .  at his que stione r .  
" We both hav e a good many years to liv e , a s  yet . W e  c e rtainly ar e i n  les s  
danger of s ink ing now than we were dur ing th� storms . W e  hav e  food and water 
aple nty te las t for a month, mo re if  need b e ,  Pietro s ays . What is there to do 
but c ontinue s ailing in the hope of finding land? ' '  

" But when, whe re ? "  as ked M as etto he lple s s ly .  

L othar io yawne d and s hook his head. H e  was i n  a fac etious mood. " P e rhaps 
we s hall find fame and fortune in dis c ov e ring a new land, and te ll many a tall 
tale when we r eturn to R ome . The C hurc h needs new fields of holy ende avor . 
It is getting old and s ettled in its ways . Men are turning to m or e  worldly 
purs uits . ' ' 

" T he Church ? "  s aid M as ett o s l owly, " T hen Alaric was r ight, S ire , you wer e  
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high in the c ounc ils at St . P eter ' s . "  

" 1  was the highe s t ,  n L othar io s aid s imply . 

" Mothe r of God ! " the adventurer whis p et ed, his eyes taking on a blank s tare . 
He s lid s lowly to his knees , pulled his c ap fr om his he ad and cros s ed hims e lf.  
Wordles s praye rs trembled on his lips . 

" C ome , m an, on y our fe et ! " exc laimed L othario hars hly . 1 1  We '11 have· no 
s uch goings on here . On the S ahib Q ueen I am a man arnong men . I was to have 
b e en s old into s lav ery - - or "WDrs e ,  but prais e b e  to God I was s par ed that fate . 
Still , I am nothing but a homeles s ,  name les s wande r e r ,  little diffe r ent than you r ­
s e lf . • '  

" B ut , S ir e ,  if we r eturn to R orne ? "  

" Who would believe my s tory ? I 'v e  been properly b uried now . " A fle eting 
s mile lifted the c orner of L othario ' s  lips . " I  am s ure , and a s ucc e s s o r  has been 
chos en and put in my plac e .  I would be des troyed if I r eturned. r 1 

' • This mons t r ous c r im e will not go unpunis hed, " s aid Mas etto.  He c lutc hed 
his c ap in taut fist as he ros e t o  h is feet . 

" Venge anc e is m ine , s aith the Lord, " was Innoc ent ' s ans we r .  H I  s hall not 
worry about them . R athe r s hall I be thankful for the first real v ac ati on in e i ght ­
een long years . And as for you, M as etto, p erhaps y ou will find this v oyage to 
be the greatest advent ure of all . F ew the r e  are who c an boas t of h aving s ailed 
o ut into the trackle s s Atlantic oc ean; none , until the .pres ent time at leas t,  c an 
s ay they 've c ros s ed it ! "  

T he s elf - s tyled adventur er looke des pondently ac ros s the water s and he aved 
a s igh . 1 11 would willingly leav e  s uch boas ting to others . "  

" We 'v e  s ailed s o  far west now, " obs e rv ed L othario ,  "That we would have fal ­
len off the end of the e arth e r e  this ; but .he re we are rolling along on s alt water 
no whit differ ent than that whic h thre atened to dr own us in the M editer ranean . "  

" In this we s hall drown j us t  as eas ily, " F.J'OBned .Mu ett.o .. 

In the fac e of the man ' s  obs tinate refus al to be buoyed up L otha rio turned 
impatiently a way fro m  him and, keeping one eye on their frothy path and the 
othe r on the s un, tried to keep the Q ueen ' s  wake as s t r aight as p os s ible . 
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C H A P T E R  F I V E  

Q uiet nights at s ea we re th¢ witching hours for His Holines s ,  Pope Inno ­
c ent lli. Stretched out on the wa�m deck of the Sahib Queen he c ould dream end­
les s ly of the many problems of Being which had perplexed him through the . 
years . 

There in the vast, breathles s  hus h of that great oce an all the mintitiae Of . 
his former daily life at the V atican s eemed ridiculous . A s ad, c ondescending 
s mile c r os s ed his fac e there in the dark as he thought of the pris on of rituai he 
had erected around hims elf. 

" Sleep not, oh idle dreamer, the ritual of the s oul must now replace the 
ritual of the body . T oo long hast thou followed the s hadows of existenc e, turn 
thine eye inward now and learn of the s ubstanc e . " 

Innoc ent s tarted up, wide awake ! Had he been dreaming ? He looked around 
him in the gloom and then up ; it might ha�e c ome fr om above him. , Overhead 

- he c ould s ee only the tip of the mast wheeling s lowly, majestic ally against the 
stars . He and he alone was stirring on the Sahib Queen.  He s ettled back again 
into his comfortable pos ition. Waking or s leeping the words must have c ome 
from within him - - his Inner Voic e .  

Shadow and s ubstanc e ,  the flesl) at)d the s pirit,  and now h e  was to le arn of 
the latter . Well enough, the Pope shrugged his s houlders , there would be s ome ­
thing to occ upy his active tl'lind. But how was he to begin ? He s earched vaguely 
around within -hims elf. 

" What is the s ubstanc e of thy faith ? "  asked the Inner Voic e . 

" Why, belief in God, in a Divine Power within me, to s ee things through, " 
was Innocent ' s  ans wer , 

" Searc h  thy heart, thy mind, and thy s oul for that Inner Power . It will lead 
thee to the goal thou des ires t . " 

"Humph , " thought he, "and what of all m.y "years of study, the dogma, the 
ritual, what of ros ary and s c apulary, the altar with its chalice, c andles , in­
c ens e ,  are they to be dis c arded in this s earch for final Truth ? "  

He waited for an answer but in vain.  H e  puzzled over the problem for a 
goodly while . Were the habits, the honest endeav ors of a lifetime to be c as t  
a s  ide ? The very iron out of which his faith had been built ? H e  thought of the 
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Holy Sc riptures , and as the s c rolls of the s ac r ed manus c ripts pas s ed before his 
mind ' s  eye they s topped at thes e words of the Master Jes us :  

" He who worships me in the s ec r et plac e of the heart ,  him will I reward 
openly . ' '  

Humph again, that merely reinforc ed the original instruction of his Inner 
Voic e' !  Spec ulating vainly ove r  this new direction his meditations , His 
Holines s ,  Innoc ent III, fell as leep . 

* * * 

Before us lies a pleas ant c ountrys ide . It is a valley, with rip e  wheat waving 
gently before the breeze. Down the c enter of this valley is a winding r oad, a 
rutted road. Along this dusty way lurches a typical Italian c art , high wheeled 
and pulled by a s ingle, ridic ulous ly diminutive donkey .  

I n  the dis tanc e a r e  hills , s even o f  them, c overed by the Eternal C ity, R ome . 
Towers and s pires up -thrust toward the sky to which thous ands daily rais e their 
hands and the ir voic es in prayer ;  but their hearts ? Lifting the heart in prayer 
was a s imple matter for Gius eppe Morgantini as his good as s les s ened the dis ­
tanc e between him and home ; but in -truth there was n 't enough power in all 
Christendom to lift the heart of the man who was s piritual head of the Holy 
R oman Empir e .  

Francis c an friar h e  once had been . One of the lowliest of the low he was , a 
pot washer,  a s c ullion in one of the les s er kitchens of one of the s maller s ettle ­
ments of that order not far from Florenc e, queen of the Italian city -states in 
the 13th Century . 

The powe r which displac ed Innocent III in 1216 A .  D .  placed this peas ant in 
the Holy S e e .  A great Italian family, whos e interests c oin<:ided with the Guelphs 
at that time, grew impatient of Innoeent ' s  delicate balance of power b etwe en 
Church and State . One in partic ular, a youth at the time of Lothario Conti's  
as s umption of the high office in 119 8, s aw or thought he s aw the burning ambitions 
of his e arly maturity wasting away under this c ompr omis er,  this doting old Pope 
who plac ed God and the Chu?ch. not to mention earthly realms , above pe rs onal 
gain . In fact, this fine impartiality had s lighted our hero on more than one occ a­
s ion of s tate,  and s o, when he engineered the kidnapping of the Pope in a garden 
of the Vatic an, there was a cons iderable amount of pers onal s atisfaction gained 
in the s uc c es s ful execution of the s cheme -

P ers onal bias of the negative s ort was the mains pring of Pietro Ors ini's fla­
ming existenc e .  In his relations with women, and God knows the re were many, 
the woman who flaunted his was the one who arous ed his heart to murderous 
frenzy. No s chizoid, this long haired boy from the hous e of Ors ini, but a para -
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noiac ; nay ,  w� might add to the dictionary of psychology and call him a manic ­
expres s ive . For frus tration neve;r blQcked for long the outpourings of this rest ­
les s  spirit . 

On the day Morgantini winds his . way c it yward in his most ungainly c art, we 
find Pietro Ors ini c los eted with ·ais Most Augus t  Holines s ,  Honorius III . Up 
and down the dark panelled room s trides the power . behind the throne, his long 
velvet cloak streaming out unmindfully behind him . If he p.auses tQ b end s�orn ­
ful glanc es at the man who he has placed in Innocent' s  s hoe s ,  the other heeds 
them not . The burden of the pos ition beyond his eve ry c apacity had buried Hon ­
orius lli in s uch a pall that even the jibes and thre ats of his lord and mas ter could 
affect him no longer .  

" You fool ! Y ou utter, damnable fool ! " Ors ini .s wore at him, " Why in the 
Virgin's name did you tell Vitelli you wis hed you were b�ck at your pots ! Why . 
pots of all things ? "  Ors in� s pat the word at him .  " Why that s anctimonious old 
wind bag will make you the butt of eve ry tongue in R ome . And F lorence bes ides , 
when he gets back ther e _  God �nows you've been laughed at enough already . " 

Ors ini turned full on his dis c ons olate tool . Feet apart, hands twisting and 
c lasping in impotent fury behind his back, he looked down with c urling lip on the 
lowered head, which did not rais e .  

" Oh, God, if I j us t  had s ome men to work with !" and he s tormed from the 
room .  

His s udden exit knocked an eaves dropping priest sprawling. Orsini s wung 
the door s hut behind him and as the c reature s tarted away on hands and knees , 
he v ented his anger in one mighty kick at the c rawling one • s  rear and got a wel ­
c ome roar of pain. 

His fury as s uaged s omewhat on the unexpected c ulprit,  Ors ini strode on down 
the c orridor. .  B ack in the privacy of the little . s tudy the Pope s at unmoved, de ­
j ection s howed in every line of his _ wrinkle d  fac e . Iron gr.ey hair hung ,uncombed 
over his forehead. ·His figure, when standing, was neither tall nor impres s ive . 
Nor was there any indication of the pries t or s cholar· but r ather the peas ant in 
the s lope of the shoulders , the homely fac e ;  and the s tubby fingers and s quare 
palm indic ated an elementary type, a forthright� · unimaginative, faithful ·s ervant. 

In his blind c onc eit Ors ini had not reckoned the tremendous load which even 
the external trappings of the highest post in all Christendom would impos e on 
the pe:rs onality . Having dis pos ed of Innocent III with marvelous eas e ·he thought 
that he could c reate kings with the wav e  of the hand. And s o  a pot was her was 
the deliberate ·choic e of Ors ini's  over - weening s elf- confidenc e .  

Impos ing this limited c reature on the Church had i n  turn impos ed limitations 
on Ors ini. The Pope had to be watched all the time to s ee that he did not dis cre -
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dit the Papacy entirely with s imple !  s tupid blunders . Not that the les s er lights , 
who had been dimmed by Innocent III ' s  brillianc e ,  didn 't hasten to fill the gaps 
in their ov e�lord ' s  pers onality. This they did with gre ates t alac rity . But the�e 
are many things whi�h only the Pope c an do and they must be done publicly. Oh, 
in ritual he got by pas s ably, but there had to be audienc es , with the le ading men 
in E urop e .  Innoc ent III had welc omed them, and s ent them away with the know ... 
ledge that they had fac ed a r ule r .  His s uc c es s or ,  Honorius Ill,  made s uch pi ­
tiable respons es in place of the learned judgrnents whic h s hould have co me from 
his lips that in a few s hort weeks his Papacy was alr eady being dis c redited. 
P ublic audienc es would have to be giv en up for a time . E s pec ially when C ardin ­
al Vitelli had goaded His Exc ellency into an admis s ion that he pr�ferred p�ts t o  
St . P eter ' s ! 

W ith this astounding c onfes s ion gnawing at his pride,  P ietro Ors ini the king ­
maker, stopped at the ante - room . This was r eally little more than a widening 
of the c orr idor which led from the Pope ' s  chambe rs . On e ac h  s ide Qf the c �s e ­
mented windows and on around the room, from floor to c eiling, hung a r ich 
figured material, piling up in s tiff, c rinkly folds against the floor. T his � ·part 
of the Lateran palac e ,  rather t han s t one or tile. was floored with hardwood. 
Old at the time of our telling, the planks , four or five inches wide and pe gged 
down, were rich with wax and wear and polich . At a desk, s et bac k  s o  that it 
was not vis ible as one c ame down the corridor, s at the R ight Honorable C ar ­
dinal Matteoto, s ec r etary - extr aordinary to His Holines s .  

' ' God 's Name, M atteoto, couldn't you keep that old fool from dribbling his 
woes to that s c atterbrain, Vitelli ? "  

" He • s  been going on like that for s �v eral days , " replie d  the C ardinal, " ev en 
when he 's alone ! W e  c ant do anything unles s .  • . " The C ardiaal apologetic ally 
allowed his unfinis hed ph:rl'as e to trail off into nothingnes s .  

" Unles s what, man ? Go on, go on ! "  

1 1  W ell, " M atteoto c oughed politely behind a limp �and, " U nles s  we stop audi -
enc e s  entirely . • '  He ducked as though expecting a blow in return for this . 

· 

Ors ini 's voic e drippe d s arc as m in reply . "How abs urdly s imple that would 
be . Stop the audienc e s . ' ' And then c hanged to conj ecture , " Might as well stop 
the Church . ' '  B ut Matteoto • s  idea had started a train o f  thought and the n oble 
Italian strode away _ without s o  much as a far e - the e - well . 

Outs ide , the aft e rnoon s un glance d  br iefly on our hero ·as he stepped into a 
b lack, eapac ious four - whe ele r . Who would have s us pected the warm. lovely 
pas s enger awaiting him behind thos e c:; urtained windows ? UntU the melody o£ 
he r laugh float ed out onto the s tr e et behind them as the coachman whipped up the 
hors es . 
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Princess Margarita de Orsini looked. 'amusedly into the face of her younge� 
brother as he sett�ed himself opposite her and observed, "The affairs o! Chris­
tianity weigh heavily upon thy brow?" Already the laughter was gone as she 

. probed his face with her eyes. 
· 

He, returned her gaze, "That fool, Ho1;1orius, is publicly wailing for his kit­
c�en. He 1 s �aking a fool of us at every audience. " 

. "Then stop .the aud�ences!" She arched her eyebrows in simple directness. 

•i;stop the a�diences. stop the audiences. " he repeated in exasperation. 
"Matteoto said that. I thought you might suggest something more clever." 

. ''Well, you tt:'ight let it be knC?_wn ·that His Holiness is ill. . . in the head?'' 
An� she smiled.sweetly at her brother in a fashion long calculated to twit the 
sensitive edge of his ever-J;eady. temper. 

· 

·"Bah!" He· t�rned away.·fro� her to stare through the parted curtains. 
Startled at the route �hey were taking he threw open the door and. shouted at the 
driver. 

· 

The carriage halted. 

"Where �he devil are you taking us ? tt 
. ... . .: . 

"To the palace, sir," came the meek r�ply. 

:A curi�us crowd gathered to enjoy the noisy spectacle of royalty; but at this 
collection of humanity, which he loathed, Orsini shouted, "Drive on!" and 
slammed the door in their faces. 

If the Princessa shared her brother's distaste for the common people she 
. did not show it then. When with him she kept her attention on the play of his 
every mood, like a spectator at a game. Thus he beguiled her itito a quasi­
acceptance of his d�eds regardless of how black some of them were. She loved 
powe�, too; she took it for granted, having been box-n to the blood. Thus, from 
her ;posit ion, none but the highest star in the firmament of mortal rulers would 
do� That was or had been Innocent lll. Worshipping from afar in her maiden­
hood, the devotion continued through the years of his growing prestige and in­
fluence. Until, finally, her noble combination of beauty and wit bedazzled him 
into lowering the guard which brought about his downfall. 

Oh, let it not be said that there was malicious intention on her part. Her 
. !;>�other chose the opportunity which lay closest to hand. However, her easy 

acceptance of the crime he had committed showed her love for the Pope to have 
been something less than the devotion he saw shining in her eyes the many times 

·official business carried Innocent m to the Orsini palace. 
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The elder Ors ini, Pietro ' s  father, had been one of the C ardinals who elected 
Lothario C onti to the C hair at St . Peter ' s . H is c ardinals hip had been rather by 
inheritanc e bec aus e of prestige and the pos ition of the family in R ome . He had 
taken it when past middle age and the fires of youth had burned low enough that 
they c ould be put as ide with c omparative eas e . If a worldly man, the elder Or ­
s ini was pious enough for thos e times when the ChuJ"ch found it expedient to hav e  
s trong , practical men in its inner circles . There was need of s tr ength ! 

At the time of Ors ini ' s  pas s ing in lllZ. the fortunes of t,he family c ame into 
the hands of his only legitimate s on, Pietro . Margarita's  sh u e  in the estate 
was naturally left in the c are of the brother as he was of age at the tim e .  

The c arriage pulled up and Pietro looked out.  t tHah, w e  are home ! u 

Heavy portals , built, t() withstand a s iege if nec es s ary, s wung s lowly open 
and the Ors inis rolled on into their ancestral home . T hey were now in a c overed 
alleyway which led under or through the building into an open courtyard cheery 
with s unshine , flowers , green gras s .. trees and a fountain . All this was hid from 
the world by an unbroken wall. The palac e formed thre e  s ides of the little park 
to the height of three s tories , with arched balconies looking down. The fourth 
s ide was a high, mas s ive wall. B uilt to ke ep out the s tones and arrows of venge ­
ful foemen was the Palazzo Ors ini, and the heat of the Italian s ummer s un .  
T hes e it s uc c eeded in doing but against winter c old there was little help. 

Onc e  in the s unlight the c arria ge stopped. Pietro helped his s ister to alight . 
Ins ide, she retired to her rooms and he repaired to his richly furnished s tudy. 
Y es ,  it was worthy of the name . Ors ini was well read and learned enough for 
his times . Sc rolls lay on his desk and were s tacked in shelves against the walls . 
Arms als o we re there and not s o  s ec urely plac ed but what they c ould eas ily c ome 
to hand if need be . A s ervant followed him in, he tos s ed his cloak to the man . 

' ' Fetch Alonzo he re . ' ' 

W ordles s ly the minion hurried to s ummon Pietro 's right hand man .  He was 
s hort, s warthy and marked by a s c ar on the right cheek; the s e things impres s ed 
one most as Alonzo Cantinelli entered the room .  T he s c ar was a s inis ter re ­
minder of a s tormy life . The strong hands , thick fingered - - how many lives 
had they taken ? Thes e han4s of an impuls ive, intuitive natur e ,  rather than a 
thoughtful one, had dealt the murde rous. blow which felled the Pope , Innoc ent Ill, 
in the garden at the Vatic an jus t  a few weeks e arlie r .  

Ors ini was ted few words with his henchman, but outlined briefly what had 
trans pired with Pope Honorius . 

" Now, what I want from you in this matter, Alonzo, is disc r etion. R emain 
inc on\spicuous as p os s ible . Just let the word drop, c as ually. among other mat ­
ters , tha.t you have heard that the Pope is dis c ontinuing pers onal audience s  for 
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an indefinite ·period of . tim e .  Here. you might s ay that the re�s on is ill -health. 
Els ewhere you might pas s the word that the reas on. is a temporary infirmity � ­
to let people think what they may - - you understand ? "  

" Of  a c ertainty, your lords hip .  n Alonzo s miled. 

" It must c ome from widely s eparated place� , s o  that none c an trac e it down, 
not to you and through you to me . Have you any acquaintances at the F rangi ­
pani ' s ? "  

Alonzo winked at his master ,  " There 's a s eams tre s s  the re whos e ears 
and other charms - - are ready enough for my attentions . "  

" Exc ellent, exc ellent ! "  exc laimed Ors ini . " On your way, then, this thing 
must get about quickly ! "  

U nabas bed at this abrupt dis mis s al, Alonzo withdrew. 

T he Princ e turned to a pie c e  of paper, a letter arrived only that day from 
Ostia . He frowned ove r  its mes s age . So intent was he that a light tap on the 
door went unheeded. 

" Tc h, tch, tch, u Princes s Margarita s hook her pretty head in the doorway . 
" What c onc erns thee now, dear brother, no news of our dear Lothario ? "  

" Devil t:1ke you ! How did you s urmis e that ? 1 1  he asked in annoyance ,  and 
hurried on without waiting an ans wer, "that fat ras c al Donizetti s hould hav e  re ­
turned days ago, even from the Pillars of Hercules , if he went that far . n· 

" Was n 't there a great s torm not long after - - " s he hes itated, " Not long 
after they s ailed ? " 

" Yes , " agreed the Princ e, "Angelo reported that fr om Salerno . But Doni ­
zetti is a master of the s eas if Italy eve r  produce d  one, and the Sahib Que en a 
worthy s hip . No, I c ant help but feel they got through, s omehow . " 

"And as long as Pope Innoc ent III is fre e  in E urope - - ? "  

He voic ed the thought in reply, " T here ' s  no peac e  for the Ors ini in R ome ! 
Pah, " he s c offed, " Who would believe a weak old man . The Pope is dead and 
buried; the whole world knows it - - and yet - - • " He looked at the letter again. 
It merely reported the non- arrival of Donizetti ' s  s hip on the r eturn voyage from 
T unis . " Well, no matter , ' '  he gave an impatient s hake of the head, " There ' s  
little s ens e in giving thought t o  s omething beyond my reac h  at pr es ent .  We 'll 
have to deal with him when, or if, he ever c omes back . " 

Ors ini waved his hand ac ros s in front of him as though brus hing the matter 
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out of the way like s om e  nois om e fly , A fly which was to buzz within him for 
years to c ome, gnawing away at his avid, ins atiable curios ity until eleven years 
later he was to s end a ship in s earch of that man whom h� had s o  heartles s ly 
c ondemned to oblivion, P ope Innoc ent Ill . 
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C H A P T E R  S I X 

One day was much like another as the Q ueen s ee - s awed back and forth be ­
fore a prevailing wind which, if C aptain Donizetti • s  magnetic needle was to be 
believed, always blew from the eas t ! 

Pietro knew they wer e  fighting a los ing battle against the wind and at times 
hinted at turning and running before the wind just for relief. 

' ' Ho, land away ! " It was Jes us at the tiller ,  pointing to the vaguest of s ha - � ­
dows on the western horizon. T he s hip was on a northern tack at the tim e  and 
all rushed to the starboard s ide .  Alaric s curried up the r igging like a monkey, 
hand over hand, until he r eached the s mall c ros s -brac e  near the top of the mas t .  
T his s erved a s  a lookout post when nec es s ary. Perched o n  this his eyes strained 
westward. 

It was already late afternoon and the s ettigg s un glared back into thei� eyes . 
, Even s o ,  a black s hadow was vis ible,  low down. It could be land; it c ould be a 

c loud, too . 

" C ome about, you fool ! "  roared Pietro from amidships . 

T he Egyptian eas ed the helm over and with a s mart crack of the c anvas the 
S ahib Q ueen was s ailing straight into the s etting s un .  

Hopes ran high as darknes s came on . Pietro broke out a bottle of wine from 
the c aptain ' s  private stock and as it made the rounds many a toast was drunk to 
Innocent ' s  "new worldu which they were to dis c over on the morrow . Pietro 
hims elf took the first watch in the bow . 

The long hours of the night c rept by; the stars v1heeled their meas ured way 
acros s the heavens ; but no s ound of s urf broke the s ilence to warn of rocky 
s hores ahead. When dawn at long last paled the eastern s ky behind them, it. 
r evealed a s ea as vas t  and empty as the one they had s ailed through the day be ­
fore . Pietro was bitterly dis appointed. 

" Blast you, you crazy Egyptian and your ·'· land away •, " he growled, " Cant 
you tell the difference betwe en land and a bank o '  c louds ? "  He s talked off to the 
c aptain 's  c abin and slammed the door shut behind him . 

Jes us s pat after him and mouthed a c urs e in his own tongue, then s witched to 
good Italian for the rest of them . " Which one took the first bow watch ? "  he 
jeered. 

The cours e wes tward had not been changed as Innoc ent took his morning post 
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at the tiller .  It kept the s un warm on his back. At s uch times as thes e he bared 
the upper part of his body to the breeze as did the rest of the crew. Until now 

. even his skinny arms and honey s houlders had taken on a healthy brown. 

The rugg-ed fare of s alt fis h, s alt mutton, olives and c ours e whe at cakes was 
monotonous but healthy . The s tomach ailment the Pope had c omplained of in 
R ome was gone now .  He was a man among men and proud of it . He was doing 
his share of shipboa�d routine ev-e ry day . He was proud to have eaJ'ned Pietro' s  
respect, not for what he might hav e  been in R ome , but for what he wa$ on the 
S ahib Q ueen, a dependable deck-hand. 

His most Catholic majesty, Innocent Ill, had many an inward chuckle over 
that ; how his C ollege of C ardinals would have rais ea their manicured hands in 
horror to s ee him now . How that augus t body would have s niffed dis- dainfully at­
his tattered ga;r:ments , his ragged beard, his ·s un -browned skin, and the open 
deck on which he s lept .  

And Innoc ent ? He was glad ! He was full of a thous and j oys to be fre e  of the 
weighty offic e which had bec ome an empty burden, s lowly killing him with res ­
p ons ibilities which c ould not be s uc c es s fully born by any human being . 

Here on the open s ea each day came with a promis e of adventure and exc ite ­
ment . This s hip in which he rode s hared each living, thrilling moment of its 
p as s age with him . He liked the s hip bec aus e he c ould s ee immediately the re . 
$ Ults of whatever work he did .  If his work was wrong Pietro told him s o  i n  no 
uncertain terms . When it was right his own inner s atisfaction at the achieve ­
ment was enough . 

T his day he kept his pos ition in the s tern until high noon, and kept the Q ueen 
on the s traight westward oours e she had been travelling when he took over in 
the morning. Within his own heart there was an eager yearning toward the wes ­
tern horizon . It mystified him but he yielded to it . Why he s hould be s o  anxious 
to put Europe behind him, with all the life he had known there, he c ouldn't s ay .  
Instead of wasting time i n  vain regrets his imagination leaped ahead, westward, 
and to whatever undreamed of world lay before them . 

" If we s hould dis c over land, then we ' ll return to Italy in triumph ! n he ex ­
c laimed aloud. 

" With a gaudy tale of maidens fair and c ities paved with gold ? "  laughed a 
v oic e bes ide him . It was Mas etto . " I  c aught you daydr-eaming, s ir e . " 

" Dreaming is one luxury I can indulge to my heart 's c ontent out here , " 
c ountered Loth a rio .  

Mas etto nodded, " 1  have my dreams . 1 1 He pushed the Pope aside in a rough 
but friendly way . " One of us s hould have had th� kindnes s to relieve you 4 "· He 
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glanced up at the s un as he took over . It was behind his left shoulder as he fac ed 
forward .  He s quinted at Innoc ent .  " You s ail the Queen as though you were going 
s orne where . " 

The white haired old man calmly returned the gaze . " That is my intention. " 

" Hah ! " T he s ailor s pat carefully over the s ide , "And jus t  whe.re do you �- .. . 

pect to be going out here a thous and leagues from E \lrope ? 1 1  

" 1  feel in my old bones that s ome wonderful, unkn�wn land is  here s omewhere . 

It will be discovezoed • omeday , why •houldh1t we be the first to do it ? t t He \Vaited 
not for Mas etto' s  tteply but moved £ott.i,rd · towa�d the galley and � well e arned 
lunch.  

If  the first they were to be to dis c over a new world the next few day� - gave no 
s ign of it. For want of a better c ours e, for eas e of riding, the Que.en c on ·  
tinued o n  before the wind. �c ept lo� calm daylight hour• as were occ as ion · 

ally theira ; then even Innocent would d6s e11t the tlUett fo� a time, leaving it las hed 
in pos ition . At night, with Maa eito1a he1pt they k�pt the Queen undet-way, auiding 
het' by the stars . Pietro t()und both mttn eager learnet-s ol i uch c e1e•tial na-viga­
tion as he. could teuh th•m. 

It  was · during the noon time siesta �f t�e thirty .. ninth day ou� from the Pillars 
of Herc ules , acc ording to Pietro 's reckoning, that it happeti�d. 

Innocent was at .us ��1 ·resting plac e by the mast when a dismal fiapp.ing of 
�ings hi� o�i of a pe.ac�tu� d��� � High above him on the i._�tt.l�· 
c ros s .. piec e pe rched a sull. Innoc ent ata.red open - mouthed; it s tare d  back at him . 
Then, -without a s quawk or a peep it fiapped away again in a s outhwesterly direc ­

tion. · He leaned back agabwt the rhaai; wouderitil il his 'yes hacl dec eived him, 
but his hand didn't !  He had just plac ed it in a slimy, gooey blob of white bird 
�ime on the barrel beside him. T�e evidence of the bird's arrival w.as theee for 
all to s ee - - and feel, if they s o  des ired. The Pope s c rambled hastlly to t.he deck. 

' ' Pietro, Pietro ! "  He hurried to the door of the c aptain' s  cabin. 

" Eh ? n came the sleepy voic e from within, " has that crazy Egyptian s ighted 
land again ? • •  

1 1 No, but we 've had a vis itor , " Innocent r eplied hopefully . 

' ' Vis itor ? "  This brou�ht Pietto to the doorway, his eyes plinkig' iQ th� br ight 
s unlight . 

"A bird Just landed on the m� t cros s  --brac e  and flew away again. " 

uAh, yer dreamin ' , " s coffed Pietro, "J  doqt pear no�hin' and ll.ow �bout 

his 
t •, ; ,, ' . I .~ ./ 

up .sha~p 

-
. ' 

artd 
.•uch 

- 36 -



Mas etto and the Norman, why didn't they s ay s omethin ' ? " 

" They ' re as leep . " 

" Which way did it c ome from and which way did it go ? "  

" It flew toward the s outhwest, " replied Innocent, " c ouldn't it be that land 
lies in that direction ? 1 1  

Pietro moved out onto the deck, pushing Innocent a s  ide, and gazing intently 
at the empty s ky .  

" You're dreamin' , " h e  s aid and turned to g o  back i n  again .  

" Stop, " s aid Innoc ent ,  1 1 There is proof for him who wants t o  s e e  it . C ome . " 

The sailor followed him reluctantly followed him around the olive c as ks and 
the gear . The white blob c aught his eye almost immediately .  

" Name of the Virgin and all the S aints and Thomas ! "  H e  s wore softly . 
" Southwest did ye s ay ? ' ' 

He ran up on the poop deck and unl. eashed the tiller .. 

" Hold on now ! " He e as ed it over gently . The Sahib Q ueen c ame up straight 
for a moment, her mains ail quivering; and. then it bellied full with a bang on 
the new tack, bringing the r est of the c r ew running and looking at the empty 
horizon with wonder ing faces . 

. , The old man here s aw a bird, " s aid Pietro by way of explanation . " If ye 
dont believe him look atop the barrel yonder . W e 're followin' it , fas t as we 
c an. Alaric , get the c ap 'n's  glas s from the c abin - - no, I ' ll get it mys e lf.  
Here, take the tiller and hold off about so off the s un . " 

The " glas s "  was another of C aptain Donizetti • s  prize pos s es s ions which had 
c ome with the ship . Through its system of lens es and bras s tube distant objects 
c ould be brought c los e to hand in an amazing fashion for obs e rvation. Pietro 
got this from the cabin and c limbed high in the rigging . He looked a long. long 
time , s aying not a word to the anxious watchers below . 

" Se e  anything ? "  asked Mas etto when the man des c ended t o  the deck again. 

" Could be land. could be a c loud, " was the laconic r eply. " We 'll hold our 
c ours e . " He stalked back into the c abin and s hut the door . 

" He ' s trying mighty hard to fill the c aptain' s  shoes , " obs erved Lothario, to 
no one in particular . 
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" Too damn hard, for Jes us , n � aid �he Egyptian . 

T he breeze freshened to a near gale as the afternoon wore on. No orders 
were give n to take in s ail s o  the Q ueen boiled along burying her �aU uncler 
froth from time to time . Southi�g th�y made bu� there was no land in s ight at 
s uns et . 

It was a -reluctant c rew of men who took in s ail before _ the las t  dim .light was 
gone . Innocent was at the helm . The rest struggled with straining c anvas and 
flying gear; for to have c ontinued on into the black night with that wind would 
have been s uic ide . The mains ail was taken in entire leaving only the j ib to 
c arry them almost due westward again with the s torm .  Jesus was the most des ­
pondent of the c �ew but even he s eemed to have been given new_ hope with the 
c oming of the bird and willingly s tood his watches during the night . 

At dawn a hoars e shout !rom Pietro hims elf brought all hands on the run. 
There, low -lying to the s outh of them, s tretching from horizon to horizon, was 
land ! It was a dark green mas s under the gray s ky and marked by twin peaks . 
Even as they looked a veil of rain c ame between them and the land and the wind 
s hrieked with the howl of a thous and furies . It ripped the jib from its s tay - lines 
and s ent it flapping into the water . For one breathles s  s ec ond the Queen lay 
broads ide to the mighty s eas . At the tiller Pietro s wore endles s ly as 

'he tried 
to scull the little s hip around with the rudder .  R eluctantly, and with the help 
of the dragging jib as a s ea anchor, s he c ame head- on into the gale . 

" Land in s ight, " muttered Innocent to hims elf, " and we have to fac e the 
worst s torm s inc e we left Europe . "  

He didn't expect to be overheard in that shrieking bedlam . Pietro didn •t  
trust the dragging jib to keep them headed into the wind, bes ides he wanted to 
s ave that prec ious c anvas . Oth�� s ail and s pars we re dug out and rigged into 
a s e a  anchor, s ecured at the bow and heaved overboard. Then c ame the weary 
task of dragging the torn s ail aboard. Even Innocent had to pitch in with that 
and by the time it was in, rolled and stowed he felt as though his arms had been 
pulled out at the s oc_kets . 

Numbed by the s train and by the howling of the storm he fell into the s heltered 
s pot between the barrels .by the mast and lay there too weary to c are whether 
the Queen floated, foundered, or wrecked hers elf and her helpless c r ew on this 
alien c o as t .  

Three times during that s torm -tos s ed day did h e  have to rous e hims elf out 
and help las h down gear that had broken loos e . ,. The wind was a living, s c re aming 
thing that beat and tos s ed the little s hip around s o  fearfully that more than once 
Innocent thought it was all over with them . At times it s e emed that wood and 
flesh c ould s tand no more . If anythigg, this s torm was the end o£ the world. He 
was s ure the Mediterranean had never produced anything to c ompare with it . 
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S u d d e n 1 y ,  s o m  e time dur ing the night, the wind s topped blowing . T hen 
they were in a deathly stillness more terrifying than the storm its elf.  Mountain­
ous waves still tos s ed them about unmercifully . Thes e made Innocent s e as ick 
for the s ec ond time in his long voyage . It was a relief when the wind s tarted 
blowing again, as violently as before .  Strangely, the Pop e ' s  s eas icknes s dis ap ­
p eared. 

The dread s ound of a s urf beaten shore had been in the background of his con ­
s c ious nes s ever s inc e he had s ighted land the day before .  It was only as the 
morning light revealed no land in s ight that he r elaxed his taught s tomac h mus ­
c les and felt the ac he from the long tens ions . Slowly but steadily the wind abated 
as the day wore on. The s alt s pray cleared out of the air and the rain dwindled 
to a fine drizzle . 

Pietro pulled them all together to get to work on the torn j ib and prepare it 
for us e again . Land, land was the s ubject of their c onvers ation. None had the 
remotest idea of where the twin peaks were now in r elation to them, and whether 
they had s een an is land or the s hores of s om e  great, unknown continent. There 
was no s un ..  All they c ould do was strain their eyes toward the blank horizon 
and spec ulate as they worked. One s ubject, of cour s e, was inevitable . 

" Native girls ? You c an have ' em f "  exclaimed the blond Norman, Alaric . 
" 1  s ailed down the c oast of Afric a on a Portagee trader onc e - - onc e was enough ! " 
He s hook his blond curls until they danced. "Gimme a white girl any day; one 
with s ome s park in ' er ! " 

He c lapped Innocent on the s houlder . " How about you, greybeard ?  Hah, bet 
you aint had a girl in y er arms in fifty yea-r ! "  He roared at his own joke. 

" Shut up and leave him alone , " ordered Pietro . 

" That's all right, " replied Innoc ent, rubbing his bruiS ed s houlder , " I  hope 
each of us finds what he most des ires when land is ours-fo-r s ure �·" 

1 1 T hat's fair enough for me, 11  chimed in Mas etto, busy with nee.dle and palm . 
" In the new world let e ach man get what he wants . " 

"And women it is , 1 1 shouted Alaric ,  " Eh, Jes us ? "  

The dark E gyptian only grinned his reply .  

" Gold would best s uit my needs , " s aid Pietr o .  t tThe price of a good s hip 
like the Sahib Queen and a hold and deck full of c argo fot: trade . " 

uu we c ould only have made land yesterday when we s aw it, u mus ed Innocent, 
" One thing we have proved with all as s uranc e . " 

"And what would that be ? "  asked Mas etto. 
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Innoc ent looked at him ·with a s mile, " Men from our part of the world can 
find land by s ailing westward. " 

" If  we return to tell of it ! 1 1  was Alaric • s  cynic al reply . 

" I 'll wager we ain t the firs t ones to be blown out into the Atlantic , "  s aid 
Pietro . " My father talked of the great blow of ' 76 - - 1176 that was - - lasted three 
times as long as

· 
this one did . " 

" Nor will we be the last to leave E urope 's shores , "  added Innocent ,  

" The Portagees talke d of is lands t o  the west, 1 1  s aid Alaric , 

1 1 What was s aid of them ? "  asked Innoc ent , 

"Ah - - that 's all .it was , talk ! 1 1  

" The two hills we s aw yesterday mus t have been on an is land, " s aid Mas etto, 
" or we ' d  have been wrecked, s ure . We must have bee:n blown p ast it , "  

Pietro nodded his head in agreement . • i Pas s it we did - .. or blew around it . 
I ' ll s wear by all the Saints that wind blew in the oppos ite . dicrectj.on when it 
started up again . 11 

· • · 

Had they but known it the helples s  voyagers had rais ed the 
·
northwe'� en4 of 

the is land known to modern times as C uba, only to be moved westward p ast it 
and then s outhward by one of the Caribbean ' s  hurr�c anes .  Theil' s outhward drift 
in the tail end of the s torm was taking them toward the inhos pitable c oas t of 
Yucatan, the land that three hundred years later was to confound the Spaniard, 
Montejo . 

When the s ail was patched to Pietro ' s  s atis faction .,and properly hung in plac e 
again, the voyagers turned to the other s hip -board chores which !lle.ant ke epipg 
the Q ueen afloat and in running condition . But, as this work was c aught up late 
in the day a kind of lethargy s et over them as an afte r�ath. of the . storm and as 
a kind of letdown bec aus e of. the land - les s , s eas c ape which s urroun�ed th�� !1-gain. 
The mains ail pulled not a breath of air that day as it remained furle d. 

"Ah, we 'll dry it tomorrow if there ' s s un, u Pietro had s aid, and to help re ­
lieve the pall of gloom which s ettled over them he opened a new c ask Qf r ed wine . 
L othario Conti pas s ed his c up as often as the res t .  By the tbne Venus s howed 
her pale light low in the wes tern s ky, the c rew of the Sahib Queen had s et them ­
s elves aglow as well . Ther e was maJ.Y a j est, many a wild tale of the s e�, and 
a round of s ea chanties s ung off key to fill the long hours of that memorable 
night . They fell as leep where they were •round the s moky lamp amidships and 
it was the wine and the gentle motion of the ship that d�d it .  
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Lothario was the thinnest and the oldest of the five . His we t-e· the aching 
bones that s et up the loudest complaint in the pre -dawn darknes s there on the 
c old, hard deck. He - hitched hims elf around, tJ:ying in vain to find a s oft resting 
plac e for his sharp pointed elbow . When that was finally quiet h*s .knee on the 
deck s et up a complaint . He breathed a c urs e against all boards in gene ral and 
the deck of the Sahib Q ue en in partic ular and ·turned over . Now, much to his 
dis gust he fac ed the full forc e of Pietro ' s open ... throated s noring . . The Pope 
heaved a deep s igh, groaned and s at up . Dawn was stretching the firs t of its 
delic ate fingers up the eastern sky .  Even a mis spent Pope c ould s natch the 
blis s of another hour of s leep on a Sardinian fishing ves sel which had neither 
fis h nor port of c all . He lurched to his feet and hobbled with creaking joints to 
his rope -c oil bed on the olive c asks by the mast.  Stiff fingers fumbled for his 
heavy winter c loak, found it, dragged it up around s hivering s houlders .  Just 
before eas ing hims elf down into restful s lumber, his eye c aught a black s hadow 
along the western horizon . 

" What a heavy bank of clouds , " b�eathed Lothario C onti, "heaven forbid we 
s hould fac e s uch a storm s o  s oon again. " 

He leaned forward and rubbed the s leep from his aching eye s . Daylight 
was rac ing fast acr os s  the oc ean now and it revealed two layers of clouds to 
the west . The lower one was black, all right, in fact it didn't s eem to get any 
lighter . The uppe r  on� turned from black to gzey before his eyes . It even had 
tinges of · white which would turn to gold when the s un c ame up; he had s e en that 
joyous s ight dozens of times on this voyage . 

" Our drift is westward, " noted Lothario as he leaned ther e  drows ing, " and 
if we drift at this rate we 'll s oon know whether thos e c louds are clouds or land. ' 1  

" Land ! " h e  exc laimed s o  loudly it startled him. In eager amazement he 
mov ed quickly to the l'ail, aching bones forgot, for a clos e r  look; but s tr ain as 
he would he c ouldn't be s ure . Then he thought of the c aptain's glas s in the c abin 
and turned to hurry toward the little door by the galley , A s nore from the pro ­
s trate Pietro caught his attention as he stepped fully over the s leeping man .  
Impuls e turned by a s ense o f  duty, h e  stooped and s hook the man's shoul�er . 

1 1 Eh, what ' s  up, grey -beard ? "  Pietro reache d  up along L othario1 s  arm and 
held onto him, s quinting up at him from s leep - bleared eyes . 

"It may be that the c aptain's glas s will enable you to tell if that is lane to 
the -wes't of us or only clouds , " s aid Lothario quietly. 

If the Pope had been excited Pietro would probably have reacted e qually 
s trongly the other way and told him r oughly to go back to s le ep .  The very quiet ­
nes s of his spoken words , however, c arried an urgency which brought the s ailor 
immediately to his feet . With s c arc ely a glance in the direction Lothario point ­
e d  he plunged into the cabin and c ame out with the c aptain' s  magic glas s .  
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One quick look s eemed to tell him nothing s o  he moved to the ran and 
s teadied hims elf with one arm hooked around the rigging . He s tatted a long, 
long time at that low, black. s hadow and with never a word between them. Fin­
ally he turned to Lothario . 

" Land it is . my Churchly fr iend . " There was a smile of s atisfaction on his 
face as he handed the glas s to Lothario . He s trode over to the prostrate c rew 
and booted Mas etto in the rear . 

n Jes us ,  Alaric ! "  He roared. n and you Mas etto, rous e out there ye lazy 
b ilge rats ! Ye dream of port and maidens fair and there they to the west of 
us ! Turn to't " And he started loosening the lines which bound the £urled main­
s ail . " Gr ey beard, stand by the tiller 'tU we get the Queen's rags aloft. then 
it 's  due west . "  

Pietro s ang out the chorus of a s ailo.r •s work song and roused the others 
quickly from s le epy reluctance to a happy- go - lucky teamwork to g et the Sahib 
Queen underway . 

Almost before the s ails were s et Pietro had s c urried up to the makes hift 
c row's nes t  with the glas s to watch that black s hadow grow larger and grayer 
as they made westing at a good c lip . Even the always hungry Alaric was elow 
in making breakfast that morning as he peered anxious ly from the galley eve ry 
other moment. 

B efore Pietro's c onfirming s hout, " L and it is ! "  came down to them, all knew 
that flat mas s loomit'lg ever larger before them was more than just water vapor 
flo�ting above the s ea.  It was land, ris ing abruptly out of the ocean to an un­
relieved levelnes s with no s uggestion of even the low rounded peaks they had 
s een two days before . S on\ehow, it was dis appointing. 

Mid-morning brought them c los e enough that Pietro felt it wis e to s wing 
s outhward on a tack which moved them s lowly on a line al most parallel to the 
rugged s hore and s everal hundred yards off. At noon they had s earched in vain 
for a haven of any s ort along this inhospitable coas t .  The s urf was so small 
as to be almost negligible, and it ros e and fell on what appeal'ed to be for the 
most pa� narrow, s andy beaches running into the bas e of limestone cliffs per ­
haps s eventy or eighty feet high . There was the edge of a flat, jungle -covered 
table land. Here and there rock s I ides had come do.wn, bringing part of the 
jungle with them and offering rough but ready acc es s to the c ountry above .  
Never a s ign of a human being, ship, boat, dwelling, town o r  city had they s een; 
neither was there a stream or river of any kind to c ut a harbor for them, 
lacking any natural c over or bay . 

" I 'm all for beaching he�. n the Norman s aid more than once during that two 
hour cruis e and Pietro did finally agree that might hav e  to be done if they were 
to land at all . Even as clos e as a hundred yartls they were still in blue water 
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but the wind had die d  to tbe gentlest of zephyrs . The c rew s tood by and at 
Pietro's  s hout the mains ail c ame down with a bang . He had s ighted a s and bar 
lying off s hore with a c ons iderable stretch of water behind it . He ordered Alar .. 
ic to the tiller and, standing in the bow, guided the helms man - as jib and fol­
lowing breeze nudged the Queen into the c alm, s hallow harbor . Sparkling in 
the bright s un was a c le an. clear s and bottom perhaps ten feet below.. Pietro 
let the Queen drift a little clos er to shore and then down went the anchor . 
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C H A P T E R  S E V E N  

No s ens e of triumph c ours ed his veins as Lothario looked at the prec ipitous 
s hore . This s udden relaxing o£ the strain left him weak . He eyed the chalky 
limes tone, the dens e growth that topped it, inc urious ly, and turned to Pietro . 

" Well, my s ailor friend, my mouth is watering for a j uicy orange , a roas t  
chicken, perchanc e .  Think you w e  c an c limb that bluff and find the wherewithal 
for a dec ent meal ? "  

"Aye, that we c an, " replied Pietro . " C ome on, men. " 

The small boat was dropped over the s ide . It leaked badly but not enough to 
s top them. Jesus and Mas etto were left aboard. T he oar s  dug into the water 
and quickly the keel grated on the beach. Lothario was first out . When the s olid 
ground met his feet a wave of dizzines s s wept over him and he fell rathe r than 

-­

knelt to kis s the s and. Pietro was c los e behind and then the No rman giant and 
they followed s uit . They c ro s s ed thems elves ther e  on their kne e s ,  and L othario 
breathed a quiet prayer of thanks giving for the s afe j ourney, and for protection 
and guidanc e in the days to c ome . 

The peac e was short lived, a c loud of hungry mosquitoes des cended. Slapping 
impatiently at them, the men pulled the boat up and s urveyed the beach. Either 
way it pres ented a s amenes s .  In s ome plac es the c rumbling re ached the water,. 
with great chunks of stone deep buried in the s and . The re was little choic e  but 
to go straiiht up where they were . This they did . Vines and creepers c ame 
part way over the c rest and with their aid the men s truggled on up into a he avy 
growth that made an unobs tructed view of the c oast fr om their vantage point 
imposs ible . Lothario wondered vaguely if they s hc uld hav e  brought arms . Not 
that the Queen boasted an ars enal, but a s word might have been wis e s ec urity, 
and it would have helped in c utting through s ome of the br us h that blocked their 
way as they headed due west inland. Pietro and Alaric had their kniv es ,  Lothar ­
io nothi�. 

The enforced activity and the thras hing leaves did relieve them of the mos qui ­
toes temporarily, but nettles and thorny branches s tung and tore at them in a 
hundred plac es . After s eventy -five yards of this heavy going Lothario was a 
poor third and just about ready to drop when an exc lamation from Alaric urged 
him forward. Pushing blindly ahe ad the Pope lunged s uddenly free . The ground 
was hard, s tone hard underfoot - - pavement ! 

This s udden trans ition left them all wordles s for a moment . Pietro looked 
wonderingly at him. Lothar io s cr aped thoughtfully at the blocks of this road; for 
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highway · it was , perhaps thirty feet wide , s tretching. endle·s s ly north and s outh 
through the jungle . Developed c ivilizations produc ed highways like the s e ,  
though how old i t  was would b e  ·hard to determine . 

'"' This granite - like stuff Gowould be as indestructible as the Appian
.
W ay, " 

· .  ·Lothario · obs e rved, half to P ietro, half to hims elf . ' ' Ther e 's gras s in the c racks . 

" No hors e manure , " Pietro pointed out . 

" No c art tracks either," Al;q:ic added. 

It was true . Not a s ign of a wheel mark of any kind, and yet this highway 
gave a feeling of having been traveled, though not heavily enough that the traf ­
fie had to pus h back the j ungle for room . T hat grew s olidly to the edge of the 
stone . Pietro s las hed s everal branches , broke them down and out into the road 
to show the ir entry point, and they s et out . to the right, northward, into the s un ­
dappled reaches of ·the highway . 

Here mos quitoes c ould get at them again and s o  their walk was neither s low 
nor ple as ant .  P erhaps a mile of that quiet was uneventful exc ept for r aucous 
bird nois es and the c ras h of s o.m e s mall animal through the brush;  at least 
L othario hoped it was s mall . B es ides , his nerves were j umpy, what with the 
pests and the uns olved problem of this �es erted road. 

Then they s aw it, a him, or at least a figure that looked like a man . They 
stopped .  He $ topped. He had c ome in s-ight as the highway c urved gently toward 
the west, perhaps two hundr ed yards away. They approac he � e ach other c au ­
tious ly . T o  the stranger the voyagers were unarmed by any s tandards except 
for the s heath knives Pietro and Alaric c arried. T he:::-e was nothing for�idable 
about him, e ither ,  s o  c urios ity drew them irr es istibly together . 

He was bare armed, bare legged. Apparently the eve r -pres ent. mos quitoes 
bothered him little, if at all . He was dark, v ery dark. L oth ario· c ompared 
him to the Moors of North Afric a .  His nos e was jus� as hooked, eyen more s o .  
The man ' s  eyes were dark, too, with a c ertain fierc e quality about them . The 
s andals on his feet were made of s ome hard, wo'(ren material .  HiS dres s was 
a s imple, s le eveles s tunic ; there were ornaments of precious s tone� attached 
to it . B lack hair, unc overed and thick, hung str aight to the shoulders ._ This 
was no rac e that any of them had ever s een, European or Oriental .. Lothario 
felt a s ens e of dis appointment . He had hoped, s omehow, vaguely, that the 
S ahib Queen had brought them to the Indies . ·He knew .now that the . dis c overy of 
the highway had made that hope a c ertainty without his realizing it • . 

The stranger spoke . . They were clos e and all stopped and s tared. 

L othario ans wered in Latin, s lowly and c arefully . Hook - nos e replie d with 
one word that might have been, 1 1  What ? "  
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Lothario s poke again, more s lowly .. Hook nos e s hook his head . 

The Pope tried Italian . Hook nos e s hook his head again and laughed. They 
all laughed .  He s aid s omething which might have b een " c ome" or " follow" , for 
he turned and trotte d  back up the pavement. expecting them to do likewis e .  
They did. S oon they were to a break in the jungle wall which opened inland at 
right angles . This was neither paved nor as wide as the road. 

" No wheel tracks here ,  either ,  t t  grunted P ietro . 

" No , " panted Lothario, " they dont have wheels . nor hors es e ither, I ' ll 
wager . "  

" My God1 do they � everywher e ? "  Alaric was winded, too . 

" Probably, " gas ped Lcthario . " Stop ,  s top, I c ant run any farther ! "  And 
he s lowed to a walk . T o  add to their lack of c ondition the ground was ris ing 
now, and as the growth · · thinned a little he c ould s ee they were climbing a long 
s lope which led to low hills a distanc e ahead of them . Then, without warning, 
c leared land was on eit}ler s ide of them with c ultiv ated crops in various s tages 
of maturity . 

Hook nos e s houted and c urious people of this strange new world gathered to 
s tare as the odd looking tr io followed their guide . The· women were dres s ed 
not unlike tbok nos e .  S ome wore head bands and were lighter in c olor .  Chi! .. 
dren of both s exes were quite naked - - to a.n e mbarras s ingly mature age , Lo ­
thario thought, as he s aw Alaric and Pietro eyeing the girls with long, thorough ­
ly appreciative glances . The girls s tare d  bac k  with no apparent cons cioas nes s 
of nakednes s  .. 

Then the y were in the v illage, but Lothario was dis appointed.. There was 
little in this obvious ly agrarian, unmechanical culture to c onnect it with the. 
highway through the jungle . Any more than the Italian villages of this thir ­
teenth c entury along the Appian W ay had anything to do with the c reation of that 
magnific ent road which agel es s ly pas s ed them by . 

Hook nos e proudly pres ented them to other adults of the s ame general char ­
acteris tic s . Lothario with his long white beard drew their mos t  obvious curi ­
os ity . The re didn't s eem to be any elderly counterparts in this c ommunity,. 
Perhaps no one lived to old age in this new world - - or had thes e people dis co ­
vered the s ourc e of eternal youth. Lotha:rio lis tened to their s oft, queerly 
c ented spe ech . W ell, he 'd  have to add another tongue to the s ix  he alr eady knew. 

The village was an odd mixtur e of old and new, of unpret entious . reed­
thatched s tructures , and of mas s ive stone buildings whos e s etting and arrange ­
ment were part of a far large r plan than ·this village . It looked as thoU:gh the s e 
mighty structures had long outlasted their builders .. 
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Thes e obs ervations and c onc lus ions flitted ac ros s his. c ons c ious nes s  as In­
noc ent III v1atched their dark -s kinned hos ts . From a group of perhaps a hundred 
adults an older. stockier man than Hook nos e stepped forward and s poke to him; 

· then, turning obvious ly to the Pop e ·  as . the leader of the three , he s poke rapidly 
and at length. The lis tener s miled and s hook hi.s head. The leade r c ontinued, 
however, with remarks that we re intended for their audience� benefit as well. 
Then, to Lothario ' s  amazement the leader bowed low to him in deferenc e .  
Others s tepped forth from the c rowd and this group, along with Lotha�io, Pietro, 
and Alaric , made its way to the most impos ing of the stone structur es . This 
had finely c his ele·d, ornate patterns on its exte rior walls , and bas - r�liefs of 
r lers and warriors , animals and reptiles in a profus ion whic h  gave no indic a­
tion of whether - they were entel'ing a temple or a palac e .  

There was s till plenty of light from the late afternoon s un but the interior 
was dimly lit by s mall apertures in the thick s tone walls . From an oil lamp 
others were lit to reveal a long, narrow room . T o  Lothario it was low c eiled 
after the pillared and vaulted magnific ence of Italy . The arch was apparently 
unknown to this rac e .  In the flickering light there was a barbaric s plendor 
about it, nevertheles s . R ich woven mater ials hung against the walls . T hes e 
were as ornately hieroglyphed as the outs ide walls . This building appeared to 
be a c ounc il chamber as there was a rais ed chair or throne at one end with 
othe rs in a formal rectangle below it . 

Lothario looked doubtfully at his threadbare garments , fingered s elf - con­
s c ious ly his long, white be ard, and pulled at the hair hanging loos e ly to his 
s houlders . 

" We aint very pretty for being rec eived by a Duke, or whatever he is , "  Al ­
aric nodded toward the le ader as he watc he d  Lothar io . 

As though catching the import of Alaric ' s  words , and L othario' s thought, 
the leader went up behind the throne and lightly r emoved the hanging. The 
brillianc e of its c olors was s uperior to anything L othario had ever s e en in 
E urop

_
e .  By this , all were standing ins ide the rectangle of chairs . 

The le ader approached Lothario and before he c ould rais e a hand in protest 
the robe,  or c ape,  which it proved to be , was about hts s houlders . · He looked 
in startled amaze at his c ompanions . Their s tares were equally blank. Then 
they wer e  treated in like manner . The leader drew Lothario upon the dais 
which c ontaine d the s eat of honor and motioned him to s it there . The Pope 
thought better than to protes t .  In fact the whole proc edure was s o  far removed 
fron::t either experienc e or antic ipation that the re was re ally nothing to do but 
acquies c e .  In folding the mantle about him before s itting, his hands were s tar ­
tled at the unfamiliar finenes s  of the textur e .  Looking clos e ly L othario was 
amazed to s ee that it was made of c ountles s thous ands of tiny fe athers , artfully 
attached to s ome k ind of woven backing . 

· 

- 4 7 -



A laric plucked at his mantle rather doubtfully and laughed again, "Aint this 
s omethin' ? B ut ye cant eat it and I 'm hungry ! "  He looked at Pietro .  

' *Aye,  honors are fine ; but I 'd like to fill my belly with s om e  of that ove r ­
s ized chicken we s aw running around out there . " Pietro looked me aningly from 
Lothario to the leader . 

Lothario nodded and looked at the leader, too . He pointed down his throat 
and rubbed his stomach.  He regretted the impuls ive action as s oon as he had 
done it, cons idering the honor which had just been bestowed. The leader s eemed 
not offended, however, and s miled back in understanding, as did the res t of his 
c ouncil . All stood watching Lothario . T ardily it c ame over him that their eti ­
quette demanded he move first . Aris ing, and stepping off the dais , he offered 
to remove the robe of honor and r eturn it to the leader with thanks , but he and 
the others gave immediate proteet . Thinking better than to r efus e ,  the Pope led 
the way from the building out into the village street and the light of the s etting 
s un. As they walked along Lothario bec ame aware of his aching legs . 

" Pietro, if you • re feeling as tired as I am, this night we11 11 not be going back 
to the Sahib Queen. " 

Pietro looked doubtful. Alaric s hrugged .  

" Jes us and Mas etto will b e  all right down there . I ' m  s ure they'll neither 
s ail away nor c ome as hore in this dark, " Lothario added . 

Pietro laughed in as s ent . " Aye, there ' s  no moon. 11m not for finding my 
way back to the Queen if it aint nec es s ary . Are you, Alaric ? "  

"Naw, " his gaze s wept the awed villagers and he winked at Pietro, " maybe 
we wont s leep alone, either. ' ' 

They had stopped by this time, Lotha,rio not knowing where to go. He looked 
dis approvingly at the Norman . ° For s ome reas on unknown to us we happen to 
have been honored by the s e  people .  Let 's not do anything to change this res pect 
to dis like . W e 1 11 need their welcome for a long time to c ome . :• 

Pietro nodded in s ilent as s ent .  

The leader spoke t o  women, and indic ated an open air structure lightly roof ­
ed over against the rains . This evidently s erved any public function; now it was 
to be a dining room in which the villagers c ould watch the newcome rs eat . Such 
affairs were c ommon enough in Europe and Lothario was stranger neither to the 
idea nor the c ustom . The treatment in the hall puzzled him. The welc ome was 
of a kind which admitte d  only of one explanation. B ut on the fac e of it, it was 
impos s ible ;  they had been expected ! The behavior of the people was indisputable . 
The fact was impos s ible . 
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T o  their delight a huge roas t  chicken was brought. s ome fruit, delightful if 
only bec aus e it was fresh, and s ome flat c akes of a c oars ely ground grain or 
c (;real c ompletely strange to all three of them. . They agr e ed on that. Neve rthe ­
les s ,  the voyagers ate he artily and with great gusto, much to the j oy of the v,il ­
lage which had turned out in full fore e ,  c rying babies and all . Probably there 
were one hundred and !ifty people altogether .  A fire at either end of the shelter 
gave light and smoke ; however, the s mudge effect under the roof dis c ouraged 
the mos quitoes ; s o  the white men s uffered thei� s marting eyes without complaint . 

A thous and questions thronged Lothario ' s  mind , and a thous and pos s ibilities 
of exploration, c olonization and evangelization thrilled in ans wer .  If the vitality 
and driv e  of the Church of Europe were dir ected here, what might not r es ult ? . 
Here_, too, VJe1•e evidenc es of a civilization which handled stone as cleverly as 
had E gypt and perhaps at an ea1•lier dat e . What a tale to take back with him ! 

Lothario and Pietro endeavored by s igns to s how how they had s ailed for many 
days from th.� east, but with no s ucces s .. They did put acr os s the idea ihat there 
were five of them altogether and that two mor e  were waiting back along the high� 
way from whenc e they had c ome . But any \'eturn trip to the boat would have 
to wait till the morrow . Already the villagers were quiely s lipping away to their 
homes in the dark. The white men found that they were to s le ep right there un ­
der the shelter on the s implest of acc om-odations , T he best they c ould do for 
protection against the mos quitoes was to c ontrive to c over thems elv es with their 
feather capes . 

Dav-Jn c ame quickly and with it the village was up and about like any agrarian 
c ommunity . After breaking their fast the v oyagers plac ed th�ir c e remonial robes 
r everently in the c ouncil hall; then an expedition wa s organized and, carrying 
fresh food and water, all s et out for the Sahib Queen . Along the way, Lothario 
began to acquaint hims elf �ith tr .. eir language, asking the names of trees . flow ­
e rs , birds , the highway, the s un,. When he pointed to this las t� now well up in 
the heavens , their esc ort of half a dozen men including the leader and Hook nos e 
bec ame vociferous . The leader pointed at the s un and named it, and then he tied 
that word up 'vi'th the name of each of the voyagers , pronouncing the c ompound 
word as dis tinctly as pos s ible c ons idering that their names were foreign to ·hi .m .  
The re was n o  mistaking his meaning . 

" Now, I s e e  why we wer e honored s o  upon our arrival, t t  s aid L othario . 

" Why¥'1 asked Pietro . 

" They apparently think we c ame from the s un . " 

" What made th�m think that ? "  he asked inc redu�ous ly. He looked down at 
his tattered gar-m�nts . 

" Well, it c ant be our c lothes .  They are different but obvious ly not the finery 
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of royalty, n mus ed Lothario .  H e  was thinking of the s plendor o f  his former 
pos it ion in Rome . 

"Nor of Gods � " laughed Alaric . He was boisterous ly amused at L othario's 
deduction. 

· 

0And we have no followers , no coach, no arms , no bodyguard - - nothing at 
least of what we c ons ider important - - to indicate authority or wealth, " c ontin­
ued the Pope . 

"Aye, and we aint religious appearin' ,  either, " Pietro obs erved drily� 
glancing s ideways at his white - bearded c ompanion. 

Innocent lli ros e to the challenge . "Are you s o  s ur e ,  my friend ? Of all 
things which might rais e a man to eminence among his fellows , holines s  has 
the least need of exterior trappings to reveal its true worth. You know, the 
most obvious differenc e between us and our hosts is the lightnes s of our skin, 
hair and eyes , and the s hape of our nos es . " 

· 

" What ' s  s o  holy about them ? "  s c offed Alaric . 

" It might be to them, " returned Lothario . " There ' s  no logic to religious 
beliefs . ' ' 

Pietro ' s  marke rs were still on the highway where he had felled them .  The 
Mayas , for that was app�Tently their collective name, followed reluctantly 
through the heavy bush to the edge of the cliff . The Queen was not clearly 
vis ible from above but as they des cended the Italians proudly pointed her out 
riding gently in the lagoon. Jes us and Mas etto heard them c ras hing down and 
c ame to the rail with shouts of relief. T he s mall boat v1as quickly launched and 
Pietro rowed out with Lothario and the leader ,  Ahmet, as pas s engers . 

The s ailors fell on the food like wolves and gulped down the gourds of fresh 
water . No, they hadn't left the ship at all. They had heard nois es during the 
night but they weren't going as hore to find out what they were ! 

Ahmet had stepped onto the Queen in reverent awe . In fact it was only with 
the s trongest ins istence of Lothario and Pietro that he c ould be gotten a'board 
at all . The strange craft which had brought the holy vis itors was s ac red to him . 

" It ' s  well we--re not s howin' the Queen to C aptain Donizetti, " obs erved Pie ­
tro as his practis ed eye took in the weather beaten hull and decks , the frayed 
s ails and torn rigging. The Queen smelled, too, of rancid oil and moldy wheat, 
not to mention the fish that had flopped their last o n  the decks . 

1 1 I 1m thinkin' there 's a powerful lot of work t • be done here if we 're aimin' 
to get back to Ostia s ome fine day, " he eyed the Pope as he s poke . 
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Lothario ' s  foot turned s ome loos e gear on the eeck . " Do you think we c an 
c ros s  the Atlantic again ? "  

Pietro was defiant . 1 1 Well, aint we · done it onc e ? "  

Lothar io s miled at him, then s aid, " 1  expect we ' ll spend s om e  tim e  here . 
I ' d  like to learn much about this c ountry and thes e - ... ah - - Mayas , as they c all 
thems elves . W ouldn •t you ? '  1 

Pietro s pat deliberately ove r  the rail . u rf you was inc luain' them he athen 
women, I wouldn 't mind at all, at all . " He knew there would be little sympathy 
from this Churchman in his fifties ,  with the normal, healthy nee ds  of a younger 
man . T hen he laughed . " Anyhow, we ' ll have to beach the Q ueen, before s ome 
s torm does , an 1 if we c an get s ome men down her e  we tll s wing her on her s ides 
enough to c lean that bottom 1n get s ome of the fllth out of her, too . " 

" Well, you know what ' s  to be done, " repli ed Lothario. If the work prog�es ­
s ed too rapidly he c ould find exc us es for staying long enough to dis c over all he 
wanted to know about Mayab . 

" Not knowin' how quick s torms blow up here, we ' d  better run her up on the 
s and now. the tide appears to be full, " s aid Pietro . " L et ' s fall to!" 

Jes us and Mas etto wer e  s ent as hore to fell and trim logs . W ith Ahmet' s  
help the anchor was rais ed and the Queen towed into a natural depr e s s ion in the 
s and. There she was s wung broads ide and, with the s turdy M ayas lending their 
s trength. tipped on her s ide and propped there with logs . 
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, . , C H A P T E R  E I G H T 

Days pas � ed, and with them the voyagers c ame to accept their exalted sta­
tus in the c ommunity . Europe might as well have been heaven for all Lothario 
c ould c onvey its �e ality to the M ayans . Language would long be a barrier even 
to Lothario 's keen mind. and where the vis itors had already be en plac ed out of 
reach, s o  to speak. what common ground could there be for understanding ? The 
highway was a great temptation but with neither animals nor vehicles of any kind 
Lothario •s range of exploration at his age was extremely limited. Pietro and 
the s ailors had little intellectual curios ity to lead them far fro m the Q ueen, 
which they knew was their one chance to get back to the de ar ,  familiar 
Mediterranean . 

From s ign language L othario determined that the next c ommunity was three 
days march northward along the c oast .  Inland was r eally up the hi�l back of the 
village .  When he evinced curios ity about what might be found in that direction, 
Ahmet v ery willingly led him up what might have been a s treet of the ancient 
c ity; for the way lay between rather well defined but jungle c overed stone struc ­
tuees . The s teeper plac es were terrac ed and with well s pac ed steps at inter ­
vals . The whole was obvious ly part of a well planned c ity which must have been 
impres s ive in its day . There was a steep crest, almot cliff - like, which was not 
notic eable from the village . The bu'ild ers had taken advantage of this forma.tion 
to s uch an extent that with the ove rgrowth that c overed it, it was hard to tell 
where the hill left off and the stone builder 's work began . 

That which showed to the eye was rectangular blocks , minutely c arved with 
a predominating fe athe red s erpent motif, all of what might have been an artifi ­
c ially c ons tructed pyramid. However, Ahmet s ettled this unspoken question 
by brushing as ide s ome vines to reveal a doorway c ut into liviag rock . It was 
the beginning of a s tairway leading up and up and up into the s unlight . There 
was a landing along the way with openings leading off into impenetrable gloom . 
Ahmet made no move to enter, and with no means of giving light, Lothario felt 
no inclination to explore ther e !  

There was rubble on the steps and decayed ve getable matter from which their 
feet dis turbed crawling things . More reas on not to loiter . F inally they reached 
the light with Lothario far behind on trembling le gs . His lungs ached from the 
strain of the c limb . There was n't the s plendid vie w  of the s urrounding c ountry 
he had expected. The stairway had c ome up through the floor of a walled court, 
with openings and a pas s ageway leading to other un ... roofed rooms on the top of 
this hill . What a citadel it was ! 
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Vines an d gras s es had gained footholds in the accumulations on floors and 
walls . Monkeys chattered at this invas ion of their s anctuary . But what held 
Lothario 's attention was statuary and c urious s hape d  ves s els or vas es which oc ­
c upied appropriate niches in the walls .. One s uch, more like a large jar , with 
pleas ingly curved s ides s welling out from a s mall bas e then c los e in at the top 
with a gently c urved lip, attracted him . It stood perhaps three feet high .. He 
s c ratched at dis c olorations on its s ide. It was metal, not potte ry !' The s harp 
jewel in his M ayan ring s c ratched deeper:  the dull glint startled him, gold ! And 
the vas e was half as tall as he . He looked quickly at the M ayan ·but Ahmet s howed 
no interest in the dis c overy. The Pope moved on to a bust,  life - s ize, and with 
a profile s imilar to Ahmet 's . This was stone, but s tay !  A s ort of lavalier - like 
ornament s et at the throat of the stone c arved garment was gold s et with precious 
s tones . Lothario estimated, as his eye took in the c ourt, that he look�d on enough 
wealth to rans om all the C t'owned heads of Europe.  There were other c ourts on 
that hilltop and time alone knew how much lay untouched in the rooms below _ 

He longed to ask Ahmet innumerable questions about the tre as ure hous. e but 
the language barrier made it imposs ible . With s ign language he tried to ask how 
long the temple had been thue or at least now long Ahmet gues s ed it had been 
there ,  but he c ouldn 't s eem to get it acr os s . Further in'\restigation reve aled a 
c ourt on either s ide of the one they had c ome up into . Thes e  were s imilar in 
s hape and c ontained more objects of art . The�e was a s ort of e erie loneliness 
about the plac e which appealed to Lothario after the common life of the village. 
He was eager to continue the meditations started s o  hopefully on the Queen dur .. 
ing the voyage ac ros s and this plac e offered a s olitude and an elevation s uitable' 
as anything he c ould have hoped for . The untold wealth the� meant little to him 
now. U s eles s it was , as s uch, in this remote land. Of c ours e if he s hould get 
back to R ome - - but that was s omething he wished to be fully informed about long 
before landing at Ostia . He had no illus ions about the men who had engineered 
his dis appearanc e and knew that next time they would not s top at kidnapping, 
s mould he show hims elf in his true identity at the Vatic an. 

There was one ins c ription on the wall that held L othario ' s  attention. At least 
thes e figures had a look more of writing than much of the ornamental work whi�h 
appeared to be nothing but just that . He showed it to Ahmet, but the Mayan s hook 
his head. No help there . The c ivilization that built this place had pas s ed its 
peak hundreds , perhaps ·thous ands of years ago if Ahmet, obvious descendent 
that he was , c ould not read what they had written .. 

W ith nothing els e of interes t  to s ee . Lothario motioned toward the stairway . 
Ahmet led the way down. From the general condition of things , none of the vil ­
lagers ever c ame up here . Ahmet 's knowing of it, however, indic ated it was a 

s pot the villagers s uperstitious ly held s acred as having once Upon a time been a 
temple . Perhaps thes e wer e  als o the apartments of the priesthood . Ahmet had 
taken obvious s atis faction in showing it to Lothario, as though he had . expected 
the Pope to make us e of the plac e .  If s o, L othario res olved the leade r  would 
have to prevail upon the villagers to com e  and clean up the s tairway and the 
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c ourts , and the rooms in the roc� as well. 

Lothario 's legs were s haking again when they re ached the s unlight below; he 
paus ed to rest on a c onvenient stone balustra de , brus hing as ide the vines that 

� overlaid it . It was pleas ant there with bird� chattering about . The heat of the 
s un was s oftened by · te·afy shadows and a breeze c ooled his brow .  He knew at 
once a· peac e which ·had . been wanting for years in the multifarious res pons ibili ­

. ties and eares of ·.the' Holy See . Of what c ons equence was time in this timeles s ,  
ageles s  s etting ? A ·ti�y lizard, almost the c olor of the leaf which bore him, 
c ocked a fearles s eye at hitn . The Pope laughed fro� s heer j oy and peac e . 

1 1 1 like it here , ' '  he s aid aloud, and waiting llQt for Ahm.et ' s  c urious glance, 
c ontinued on down the terrac e . 

Actually, the men s aw eye to eye on the cleaning and preparation of the 
s anctuary. Ahmet felt that the Gods had c ome again to earth to take up their 
abode in the ancient temple, long des erted. The P op� looked upon it as a s ane - · 
tuary indeed, from the unutterably dull life of the village l:>elow, and as a place 
in which to practic e the c ontemplative approach to the inner life begun s o  s ue: ­
c es sfully aboard the S ahib Queen; and even before in the V atic an . But there 
the c ares of state and his failing he.alth had allowed little time for energy fox-
a cours e which his heart told him was the only way to T ruth. 

Lothario, after his life long habit as a Churchman, would fain have men 
wait upon himt but this· the Mayans · would not or c ould not do . Ahrnet, after 
many threats and much c ajoling, did get a reluctant crew to clean the place from 
top to bottom, but then only with him there to s up ervis e .  It remained for the 
women to choos e two of their number to bring food and water regularly, to c ut 
fres h flowers for the urns , and to do s uch c leaning as might be nec es s ary . 
The girls s lept in the village and as no men es c orted them to the stairway in 
the mornings , Lothario as s umed they were unmarried or unmated. The loos e 
fitting tunics they wore c overed their s welling brea&ts , for whic h he was thank ­
ful; and the garments hung c los e to the knees , altogether not embarras s ing c on ­
s idering the demands o f  the humid climate . Their long black hair hung loos ely 
even beautifully down their backs . Eventually the quiet, unas s uming behavior 
of thes e  tw·o Mayan girls won his respect . 

· 

The two rooms off the stairway pres ented a problem in mathematic s ,  had 
he but known it . There was no way then of looking into the minds of the men 
who hundreds or thous ands of years before had s uperintended the c arving out 
of their maus oleum . Lothario c ouldn 1t know then that the entrance s  to the rooms 
and to the s tairway had been s e aled and c ould be s ealed _again . They were open 
when he was firs t taken there and that was enough for him at the time . Jars of 
oil, golden jars at that, were brought for his lamps . There had to be a plenti .. 
ful s upply of that s o  he might study the ins c riptions at his leis ure.  Ther e were 
symbols , too, a huge feathered s erpent oc c upied the whole wall of one of the 
rooms ; it was the north �vall . There were acc ompanying s ymbols . In the other 
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years nor were thos e e arnest endeavors unrewarded . When Lothario Conti di 
S egni,  Innocent In·, s ought the · Inner Light for the vis ion and .stre�gth w�ich his 
daily . problems required, he got · it ! God·, · to him, was real; a B eing, the grace 
of . whos e vis itations had been a constant benediction to him . 

� 

And yet there was . an end to all things temporal;  c ertainly is .this true of 
worldly rulers � and Popes no les s . So, in the fall of 1Z16 , Innoc ent Ill c ould 
s ee t�e ._end not . too far away . The time was c oming when he would have done 
with care for his children and their endles s quarrels distu:rbing the peac e of 
his reaim. In a he was glad. He had finally realized that which never comes 
to s ome rulers ; ·a limit, a very confb�.ing limit, to

. 
what can be done for 

mankind; 'or peJ;h�ps more properly, to what mankind will allow to have done 
for it . There was no c onception of s uch a limitation to becloud his �ro� when 
he took offi� e  in 119 8. Then the world was at his feet, s oft and pliable, to be 
molded to God ' s  Holy purpos e - - or s o  he thought in his exuberanc e .  

T ime changed that and there were occas ions. when Innocent III _would gladly' 
have relinquished his august post to younger, more c apable hands , could they 
have been found. The one thing that kept him to .his purpos e,  _the glorific ation 
of the Mos t  High through his Church, was the boundles s  ambition, the Uf:lS crup ­
ulous nes s ,  the vanity of the C ardinals and the Bishops , and of ��e I�alian nobil ­
ity which s urrounded him . The vainglory and s eU - s eeking of s ome of thes e men 
was not to be gains aid; finally they got him removed _ s o  that the mighty power 
and prestige of the Holy S�e could be directed to their own ends . Lothario 
had s een the inevitability of this long - before it happened. The vis ion that had 
c ome to him aboard the Sahib Q ueen c onfirmed his fears but left him curious 
as to the c omplete state of affairs in R ome and thos e mos t clos ely ass ociated 
.with him . 

T hus we find, as the s anctual'y on the hill bec omes l�v e able, Lothario deli& ... . ( · '  
erately creating an atmos phere favorable to the attainme�t of . that ecstasy known 
to s o.me mystics , to many adepts , . and to a few s aints . With freshly cut flowers 
to pe.rfume the air and the. ·constant flame of four lamps to fr eshen Jt, �oth�rio 
found the stairway room on the left s uitable for his needs for meditat�on an4 
study . Onc e cleared out and cleaned · out and free from ins ect nois es - -. . even 
mos quito�s were not to be found there - - the room could as s ume a deathly 
s tillnes s .  ·Then there was little to interfere with conc entration b.ut bodr. . nois es 
and they are eas ily overcome . 
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C H A P T E R  N I N E 

Morgantini and his high whe eled c art pulled on into R ome, down the way 
Veggiatore to the market . It was at a c ros s  s treet in the narrow, twis ting lanes 
that he was brought up s hort by a covered brougham . His little mule, pus hed on 
by the loaded c art, rammed full into the spirited hors e s  drawing the other vehicle . 

The res ulting tangle had Morgantini down by his mule and the gorgeous Mar ­

garita, of all people, thrusting her head forth to s e e who had dared block the 

way of an Ors ini . 

" You c ommon dog of a fruit peddler, you, 1 1  s he s hrilled. " Giovanni ! ' ' she 
s c reamed at her coachman, " box his ears ! "  

T he coac hman c limbed down and added to the c haos by bellowing at Mor gantini 
while that poor unfortunate tried in vain to s eparate the struggling animals . Mar ­
garita c ontinued to add c urs es to the p andemonium . Soon traffic had piled up in 
every direction. C urious bystanders c r owded in, a few to help, but mos t merely 
to watch the s how . It was a rar e  thing to have a beautiful noblewoman s how her ­
s elf at all in thos e times , and one who not only looked out on the common world 
but s wore like a man was a r are s how indee d ! 

Word flew like magic through the s urrounding neighborhood, a none too s avory 
district as .R ome went in thos e days . What might have been only a s light mishap 
in the ordinary c ours e of things built up into a brawl . Street be ggars , taking s ides 
with Morgantini, pretended to be tryigtg to extric ate the Princ es s a ' s  hors es from 
the tangle . They actually made it wors e and in s truggling with the frightene d  and 
plunging beas ts managed to knock the c oachman to the pavement. Margarita's 
voic e  ros e as the c r owd r oared its laughte r .  

" Swine , rabble , s c um of the earth - - why dont you do s omething ! "  s he s houted.  
' ' You the re, " to a £rocked and hooded priest, " name of the Virgin, why dont you 
help ! God knows , I need it I " 

For ans we� the p-�iest,  never s howing his fac e, s lipped away into the crowd.: 

T he two footmen on the back of the brougham had by this gotten down ·to help 
the c oachman and they were s wallowed up in the milling throng. A sharp knife in 
a strong hand s las hed the trac es , one s ide and then the other .  T he harnes s of 
the hous e of Ors ini was heavy with s ilve r  and gold.. Onc e  melted into new s hapes , 
who would know or c ar e  whe re it was obtained ?  One of the hors es reared fre e ,  
lifting a footman off the ground with him . The Ct'OWd s c attered momentarily, only 
to clos e in again to s natch at a glittering buckle or a s lip ring. 

As Margarita watched from the limited s afety of he r vehic le , s he bit her lips 
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in vain regret at the abs ence of the tr oop of mounted s oldiers which us ually ac ­
c ompanied an Ors ini c oach onto the s treets of the West city . If her fathe r were 
still aliv- e, woe to the unfortunate c aptain of the guard who would have let s uch a 
thing happen; but Margarita, proud in he r independence ,  had laughed the guard 
away . Now there was an angry shout, and than another . Had two of the beggars 
fought- over a· piece of harnes s ?  Or had they c ome to blows with her men ? Look­
big o ut -she s aw two ruffians struggling with her c oachman, trying to take his 
whip away from him . Another beggar s truck the brave fellow fr om b ehind and 
down he went . 

A s c arred, broken fac e leered at her as s he s tared out the c oach door . She 
jerked back and it followed her in, quivering . It s c owled and s pat on the fine fur 
floor c ove ring . 

"Get out of here f "  she s c reamed. 

He paid no attention to her . His eyes followed his s pittle and lighted on the 
luxury of the rug . A bare, hairy and extremely dirty arm reac hed in ; filthy 
fingers grasped the fur . 

" No you dont ! " she kicked at his hand. 

B ut too fast for her it 1 s  owner jerked the fur from unde r her feet and -held it 
on high outs ide . There was a boars e shout of triumph. Like a s ignal the waving 
of that booty rous ed the mob and they began to tear the coach ;apart. _A bloody 
fac e at the other window made her s c ream again . It was one of the footmen . 

" Your grac e ,  you' d better c ut for it now, if you want to live . This mob 'll 
likely do anything. St . B artholomeo ' s  is c los e by; you'll be s afe ther e . " 

With that he opened the door . Saying never a word Margarita pulled her 
hooded c loak around he r to c over her gorgeous hair and s tepped carefully into 
the filthy s treet .  The c rus h was n't s o  bad here ber: aus e s he was b etween her 
rocking coach and Morgantini ' s  high wheeled c art . She c ould s e e  her driver 
hanging on to the bridle of one hors e, the other had already dis appeared. The 
s ec ond footman forc ed his way to her s ide . She looked wildly at him , r eady 
to s c ream again . 

B etween them they worked her c arefully along the wall of the nearest building 
to the c orner where the next lane c ame in. There s he paus ed and looked back. 

" You'll die for this ! " shouted Margarita Ors ini in helples s fury, " You gutter 
rats ! "  

Eye s  turned toward this new nois e heard briefly above the triumphant roar, 
and then the rabble of R ome c ontinued the divis ion of the s po ils . 
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The footmen dragged Margarita away from the c orner . They were happy 
that the mob had turned its devouring fury on the ornate  vehicle rather than on 
the m and their lovely charge .. Soon the shelter of St . Bartholomeo •s was gained, 
No s ound of the street penetrated that dim interior . Its c andle -blackened rafters 
were old when Lothario was a boy. Its stone pav ements were already hollowed 
with the shuffle of thous ands of feet . A hurrying priest � stopped. At the 
footman's whispered explanation he peered at the noblewoman. Under her hood 
and the shadows of the ai'chway her face was dimly vis ible . He turned with 
s c ar c e  a word and hurried back the way he came . 

Margarita found it difficult to remain still but finally the meas ured tread of 
the Father Superior echoed faintly along the walls . As he looked questioningly 
at the two men she stepped forward into the pale light filtering down through 
from stained glas s far above . She s lipped her hood back a little to reveal her 
white and lovely fac e .  

" I  am the Princ es s a  di Ors ini, father . "  

" T o  what good fortqne do we owe the honor of your presence here ? " She 
received a cheery s mile from a wrinkled, happy fac e .  

"Ill fortune, fathe r . " Margarita did not mince words , " Not twenty paces 
from your door I have been robbed; my hors es stolen from me; my c oach given 
over to the rabble; and my own pers on has been endangered! ' If it hadn't been 
for my brave footmen here - - " 

"St .  B artholomeo's  is most happy to afford shelter to your grac e at this 
unfortunate time . I, Father Maggiore ,  thank the most merc iful Father for your 
deliverance from the ruffians . Indeed, it is as much as a man's life is worth 
to venture out in broad daylight . What a s ad� s ad state is R ome today ! '' 

M argarita stamped her foot . " Words went s ave my brougham from complete 
destruction ! t ' Her words echoed hollowly down the vault. "Aren't there any 
men around here ? " 

"St .  B artholomeots has never felt the need of any, " replied the Churchman. 

One of the footmen snickered at this and Father Maggiore looked at him in 
wonderment . 

" I 'll s et,d one of my men to the Orsini Palace for help, then, " retorted. \he 
Princes s a .  

" Your grace i s  welcome t o  s uch c omfort as my Church affords , " Father 
Maggiore r eplied without his voic e .  ncome this way .  u 

The footman who had laughed s lipped into the shadow and was gone . 
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' 'Stay here ,  " she s aid to the· other and followed the father . 

He led her along the s ide of ·the nave and out into the bright sunlight of a de-
light'ful patch of garden. She tos s ed back the hood in grateful relief. The glints 
of red in her dark· hair caus·ed the father to blink, Margarita was Christian in 
name only and the atmos-phere of the church stifled her . . It didn 't occ ur to her 
to be grat'eful !or the· protection she had received. Other -things were on her 
active mind-as she strolled down the garden path. 

u Father . " 

" Yes , your gaac e .  " He followed along bes ide and a little behind her. 

"Have you lately had an audience with His Holiness ·? "  

" Why, yes your grace.. The Holy See was most gener t>us when I was in his 
august pres ence - - not a fortnight ago. 1 was with him, 1 believe, upwards of 
an hour . " 

"An hour ! Well, and what in the name of the Sacred Virgin did you talk about 
in all that time ? ' '  

" Your grac e,  -that was most strange, mo:w tho.t you mention it . His Holiness 
was s o  - - s o  humble about the respons ibilities that had been thrust upon him. 
1 believe he c ompared hims elf to s ome lowly s cullion in the abbey kitchen. " 
Father MaggioJ9e shook his head s lowly from s ide to s ide in disbelief as they 
walked. 

They reached the end of the little garden path and turned back before he 
s poke again. 

" I  had hoped for s ome word of wis dom to bring back to my faithful parish­
oners but how could I tell them that His Holines s dis cours ed so learnedly about� ' 
he made. a wry face ,  "pots and pans . " 

Margarita snorted her disdain. 

" The strangest thing of all was that he asked me - - His Holines s ,  I mean - ­
to bless him before I left. " 

"Unbelievable, "  murmured the princes s a, " a  truly great and humble man. " 

"His Holines s ,  Innocent Ill, " s aid the good father, " was indeed a most wor ­
thy repres entative of the most High. " He stopped and pointed s olemnly toward 
the heavens . "Most worthy, " he r_epeated, "to s it at the right hand of the Father 
in Heaven. " 

Margarita's amusement at him went unnoticed. They res umed their v/
alking. 
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Her ·eyes blazed at. him. "If I were there, and let not your heart be deceived 
about that, dear brother, no. crimes such as. happened to me this afternoon would 
go unpunished. Have you nothing to say about the loss of your finest carriage?" 

Pietro slouched on the seat opposite her and just looked at her out of sullen 
eyes: his lips were. curleq in the typically selfish pout he carried over from 
childhood. Pietro Orsini was !-!Sed to having his way. No� nothing turned 
out well. 
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C H A P T E R  T E N 

The s un r os e , fiery red over the endles s ly flat forests of Mayab . Its rays 
woke the bright plumed birds in the trees , s tirred the monkeys from the ir s leep, 
and , in the v illage of Moctalpan, Lothario ' s  votaries s tirr ed als o .  

This bid 
·
fair t o  b e  one of the mos t ex;citing days in their uneventful lives .  

The white gods who had c ome ac ros s the s e a  in their white winged ves s el were 
about to go back to the dis tant heaven from whenc e they had c ome . All were r e ­
turning that is , but one .  The one with the long white hair and the beard equally 
long, he had grac ious ly c ons ented to s tay and ble s s  the people of Moctalpan with 
his pres enc e .  

N anee bt'ought Lothario his morning c up ,  a bitter brew made with little beans 
nativ e to the r egion . They named it c ac ao .  A later day would c all it chocolate . 
All L othario knew was that it had a marvelous fac ility for waking a pers on, re ­
gardles s  of the hour . There was fruit and rough c akes c ooked on hot stones by 
the fire . The only grain thes e Mayas had, apparently, was a lar ge yellow s eed 
the women pounded int o  a c oars e meal in stone mortars . They c alled it e es h ­
meel.  

" You'll be coming to the Sahib Queen, F ather ? 1 1  It was M as etto who had 
c ome up to Lothario 's shelter in the early morning . 

" And I would be no other plac e in this wide world today, good M as etto, than 
at the c asting of£ of the Queen on her return voyag e to Europe, to R orne ! " 
L othario s miled warmly a.t his young c ompanion. 

' ' Surely you' ll not be bereft of ev ery b it of s ens e ,  s ire, and s tay on in this 
heathen land ? ' ' His voic e was heavy with the anxiety of his disbelief. 

"Ah, this worthles s  life would be worth les s still in Christian Europe-. Ma­
s etto .  Marl' you, I have been dead thes e many months t·o the wo�ld I onc e ruled . . . 
His nails s c ratched thoughtfully for the rings of p ower they once c arried . 
n B etter to be a god in Moctalpan than a madman in a R oman pris on, or wors e .  n 

' ' Madman ? " 

" Who would believ e  the truth ? That I, Innoc ent III ,  had been kidnapped and 
had s ailed to a new and unborn world in a S ardinian fis hing vess el ? " Finished 
with breakfas t, L othar io stood up and s miled again at Mas etto's refus al to acc ept 
the idea that h e  would not ac c ompany them all on the long voyage back . 

The two s et off down through the village, followed by the usual proc es s ion of 
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childre n  and dogs . Lothario placed a father ly arm acr os s  Masetto 1s shoulder . 

" The j oy of bre aking the ne ws of Mayab and the M ayans I leave to you, my 
fr iend, if you can c onviUlc e 3 orne of the existenc e  of all this . L et them c ome to 
me . It is my be lief that he r e  I c an meet them on mor e equal te rms . "  

They stopped at one of the last c r ude she lters wher e P ietr o was s upervis ing 
the packing of the r emaining loads of food, and of gold, that wer e  to be stor ed 
on the Sahib Queen. Alar ic and the Egyptian had spent this last night aboar d, 
ostens ibly to guard the he avily laden Queen, but mor e  probably for pr ivacy to 
c ons ummate s ome . amorous intr igue . 

L othar io had found it wis er to ignore s uch allianc es as his c ompanions had 
c lapped up with Moctalpan maids . It was to be expecte d  that Maya gir ls would 
put up little r e s istanc e to men whom their own par ents rever enc ed as gods . He 
was thankful the s ailors wer e able to s atisfy their lusts without c ausing any· 
tr ouble . P erhaps this was bec aus e ,  as much as anything e ls e ,  the white men 
were c oas ide red above the s oc ial inhibitions of the c ommunity . 

The Maya women had a way .of baking their meal into har d  c akes which would 
keep for months even in this tr opic al c limate . Of c our s e  they r equired s oaking 
in wate r to make them edible . With bundles of thes e on their he ads the females 
formed a stately pr oc ess ion winding down the path to the gr e at s tone highway . 
T hey were followed by twenty men, e ach bear ing a c r ude s ack bulging with gold 
idols and ornaments which Lothar io had c aus e d  to be c arried down out of the 
temple wher e  he studied. The tre as ur e  tha.t r emained c ould s till be c ounted in 
the millioas . 

The Mayans c ar e d  little for the stuff even as us able dis he s . It had no value 
to them .  They wer e  puzzlep as to why the white gods s h.>uld want to c ar ry it 
away with the m, but they willingly helped at L othar io 1 s  command. 

" Pietr o, if ther e would be one thing to s end men s currying acr oss the s e as 
- - beyond the ends of the e arth - - the c ontents of yonde r s acks will do it . " Lo ­
thar io nodded towar d the las t  c ar r ier just ahead of them . 

"Aye , that it will, " Pietr o agr e ed., • U  we dont get our heads cr acked open 
for our pains , you may be s ure we 'll be back for more of this s tuff . " He eyed 
L othar io shrewdly . " It's be en r.nany a day s inc e ye dis c over ed this pr e c ious 
stuff up the r e  in that heathen temple . Ye didn1t load us up with all this gold for 
nothing . ' ' 

· 

Lothar io looked ahead and s miled, " If Innocent III c ould leave one last be ­
quest to the land of his birth, to his Chur ch, it would be the knowledge of this 
New Wor ld . Dont you s e e  what it would mean ? ' ' He turned to M as etto . 
" Eur ope is c r owded now; its s oil is p oor ; its people ar e poor from too many 
wars . Dis c overy of this new land would turn the attention of the �rinces away 
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fr om their petty quar r e ls . They would s end out expeditions ; people would follow. 
T he wor d of Chr ist with its mes sage of brothel"hoo d would find new birth her e . u 

He looked again at the burden on the s tur dy s hatlder of the Mayan ahe ad of him . 
1 1  That gold has alre ady bought your return, Pietr o .  When men s ee that they ' ll 
follow you to hell its e lf ! u 

Ahmet had s hown the white men an e as ier way down to the ship than the pre ­
c ipitous as c ent the voyagers had made the day of the ir fir s t  landing. A natural 
br eak or defile in the s tone c liffs a half mile c los er to the village c reated a 
gradual des ceb.t to the beach. From then on the har d packed s and xnade walking 
e asy . The white man c ouldn't help but admir e the s winging s tride and the s toic 
endur ance of the men and women ahead of them . Hors es , beasts of burden of 
a�y kind were unknown here . Even the temple - building c ivilization s howed no 
burden- c ar rying animals of any kind in its endles s  friezes . 

If Alar ic and the Egyptian had had c ompany with them the ni ght befor e ,  ther e  
was n o  s ign of it when Lothario, Mas etto and Pietro ar r ived at the anchor ing 
plac e . Without s etting their loads down the c ar r ier s waded r ight on out to the 
S ahib Queen, motionles s  in the s andy lagoon. 

"Ahoy, you lubbers ! "  Shouted J?j.etro as the Mayans splashe d  toward the 
s hip . 

"Ahoy, " ans wer ed Alaric fr om the galley. The r e  was a big grin on his fac e 
as he c ame out and reached low for the first bundle of food. He tr ied to c atch 
the woman under the arm as though to pull her aboar d, too;  but s he s lipped away 
with a laugh and came back to the s hor e where the three white men watched. 

The skinny E gyptian, dark and s ilent as Alar ic was blond and talkative,  was 
ther e to ke lp, too . The gold requir ed the hands of two n:1en to lift fr om Mayan 
s houlder s  up ove r  the r ail . Mas etto s hook his he ad doubtfully as the Q ue en 
s ank lower and lower into the water .  

u old Donizetti never s aw c ar go the like o '  this , eh, Pietr o ? "  s houted Alar ic .  

The Egyptian opened the hatch to the hold whe r e  Innoc ent III had fir st re gain­
e d  c ons c ious nes s . The two men picke d up the first s ack of gold to pitch it in. 

" Le ave be ! "  shouted Pietr o angr ily . 1 1 ! 1 11 s tow the gold mys elf when I c ome 
aboard. " 

The two men dr opped the s ack where it was and r eturned to the rail. 

" The c r ew s eem to be agr e e d  that you'r e captain, Pietr o . " 

"If I dont s ail the Q ue en back to Ostia no one els e will; thos e lubbers know 
that . They had orde rs to get their women off the Q ueen fir st thing this morn-
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ing·. Y ou dont s ee· ·�m, , do ye ? ' '  

u No, " replied Lothario approvingly. "Are all the other s upplies aboard now, 
water , . s ails and s o  on:? "  

1 1Aye , we finished stowing all the gear we c ould s cr ape up yesterday after ­
noon, Though I dont hold much with this flimsy stuff they weave here . Give me 
stout Majorca canvas .�ny day, best in the Mediterranean, one end to the other . "  

It was true the Maya c loth had little to recommend it for anything but the 
purpose for which it was made - - a light cover ing against tropic heat .  Lightly 
woven and lightly c olor ed, the plant from which the fibers wer e  taken was appar ­
ently chos en for eas e  of working rather than str ength of material . Nevertheles s ,  
for want of any better �he village s upply of c loth for months t o  c ome had been 
r olled up and put aboard.  The filling of the Queen's water casks had been an ar ­
duous and time consuming task that took ali of four days . The r emaining wheat 
at the end of the .v oyage had long s ince molded and been thrown �away but the un­
touched bar rels of olives were still s we et and s ound. 

It was man to man when Pietro and Lothario parted, a warm hand on a friend­
ly shoulder . 

" Ye ' re a r eal man now that the sm,:ell of the church is gone from ye, and 
it 's  r eluctant I am to leave ye among the s e  heathen. " 

"God alone could tell who is more heathen, they or I, " jested Lothar io , t tl 
haven't s aid my office s ince I left R ome . " 

"Aye ? Well, ye ' r e  still a Chr istian, " Pietro r eplied. If there was a tear 
in his eye he covered it well by s aying roughly, " Ye speak their crazy to�gue 
better than I .  Will ye tell them to cast us off and push us out as far as they can ?  
There 's a spit of a breeze c omin' down from them �hills , Come on, Mas etto - ­
if ye 're  goin• with us . u 

The cur ly headed adventurer had already put foot in the water but he drew 
back. ' ' I 'm not going ! " 

As Pietro stopped in the water and looked back at him Masetto moved to 
Lothar io 's s ide and dropped on his knees in the wet s and. 

" Father,  I cannot leave you here alone with thes e heathen people . "-

" My s on, I c ould not ask you to live the last years of your life in exile with 
me . What matters it where I spend my declining years-; but you, you are young 
yet and should r eturn to your homeland. There must be s ome s we et maiden a­
waiting you; eager to hear your tales of adventure and travel to the new world. " . 

In answer Mas etto grasped Lothario' s  hand and pres sed his forehe ad
. 
against 
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" The quickes t  we c an hope for will be a ye ar , at the very least and - - if 
the Queen doe s r eturn - - my way of life will be s o  orde r e d  here I s hall not c ar e  
t o  leave . "  

Mas �tto just shook his head s lowly for reply .  
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Lothario ' s  eyebrows lifted even higher ,  but before he c ould question this 
bold bit of prophecy she continued. " T here is opportuni.ty in this plac e  of leaving 
a record of wis dom which a thous and years hence will stir men to action; to 
leading a better life . Would you be willing to lend yours e lf, your body. to s uch 
a cause ? "  

Lothario, still s eated before his lovely visl.tor, held his hands palms up on 
the stone table . He s aid nothing to stem the flow of her c onver s ation. 

" The Mayans , as you have obs erved, are greatly skilled in workigg stone . " 
As though ans wering his mental protest she added, "It is true that Ahmet and 
his people no longer eltpress the great ideas which once led their ancestors to 
c reate all this , but the latent skill is there . Y our word is law to them. "  

Lothario s miled an d inclined his head toward her s lightly .  " I  have had 
enough of empir es . ' '  

The vis ion s miled in return. 

" Worldly empires , yes ; but we would have you build an empire of the spirit . " 

" We ? " 

' ' You r s ailing to this new wor ld was not of my doing alone . Nor are the 
words which you will lea\'e on the walls above , my wor ds , "  

" Words ? On these walls ? Will you not explain, give s ome c learer meaning 
to all this ? 1 1  he asked. 

But even as he spoke t� beautiful being grew visibly s maller and then van­
ished before his eyes . With that radiance gone the light from his oil lamps was 
al most intolerably dark. As he r e ached to trim the wicks there was the s oumf 
of a familiar step behind him . 

" Nanee ? u  

"It is I .  even Nanee,  Master . "  And his wide browed, wide che eked Indian 
s ervant stood beside him. "Nanee he ard voices . Was there a guest with the 
Master ? Nanee saw no pers on on the stairs . "  

Lothario was startled but tried not to show it as Nanee watched him quietly 
for the ans wer . 

" Yes ," .  he s aid to he:t ,  "there was a per s on here,  and she will come again 
from time to time in ways neither you nor I can tell, Nane e . " 

"Nanee ha$ brought oil !or the lamps of the Maste:r . " She s et a gourd on the 
floor beside the table . 
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Lothario was gratified that she s aid nothing mor e about the str ange vis itor . 
He would have been hard put to have ans wered any mor e  questions himse lf .  He 
wanted to be alone to think about it, but Nanee was there bes ide him and this 
question came unbidden to his lips . 

"Know you o£ any man in Moctalpan who car r ies the knowledge of the carving 
of this stone ? "  He waved a hand at the figured walls about them . 

Nanee looked about her ,  wide - eyed, as though s eeing the multitudinous 
c arving for the first time . Wide - eyed she turned back to Lothar io and '\YOrd­
les s ly shook her head. He was tempted to  argue with her but recalling the words 
of his evanes cent visitor he waved Nanee away. 

" 1 ' 11 take the matter up with Ahmet on the morrow. 11  

Alone again he s at baek and tr ied to recall s omething of. what had happened 
to him . His vis itor certainly wasn't an angel .  She s ee med mor e  like a glori­
fied human being. Her approach toward him, her whole bear ing was so  direct,  
so matter of  fact that he c ouldn't help but treat her likewis e while she was there .  
It was only afterward that he wondered what his behavior should have been in 
the pres ence of this celestial vis itor who materialized out of nowhere in the 
midst of his meditation. T o  call her holy would for c e  him to make room for 
her s omewhere in the holy tr inity, and he just couldn't do that . 

Lothario may have stopped s aying his office everyday .  He had dropped 
the mantle of the Pope with s car cely a r egr et; but a lifetime of Chris tian or -
thodoxy was not to be swept as ide unless  s omething more s ubstantial came 
along to replace it . He fell to mus ing over her wor ds , t t leave a r ecord on 
thes e walls that may be r ead a thousand years hence . "  

What did he know, indeed, that mankind of .2Zl7 A .  D.  would c ons ider of in­
terest to them ? 

Of c ours e,  the voyage ac ross  the trackles s Atlantic was s omething. So fan­
tastic was it that half the people of Europe would s c orn the story as a complete 
fabr ication. He could tell that but in what language ? Spanis h ?  French? Ital­
ian ? Thos e modern tongues that changed fr om year to year ? A thous and year s  
fr om now who would know· them for what they were ? 

Latin ? Ah, Latin,. perfect tongue of scholars and poets . There was the 
language of the gods ! Dead a thous and years already, Latin still lived and 
would live in the hearts and minds of all the noble s cholars of the wor ld. And 
who indeed would bother to r ead stone ins criptions but scholars ? 

And where to wr ite ? One glance around his inner s anctum s ufficed ! Have 
thos e heavy -handed clods raise their dust and nois e here ? Never ! He blew one 
lamp out and took the other to its stairway r ec eptac le with him, then on up to 
the fading s unlight above . Here there were acres of nice.  black stone walls in 
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in a plain, earthenwar e pot .  Full of the dust and dirt o f  c enturies ,  he had un­
c eremonious ly dump ed it . The stone chis els wer e  still undoubtedly laying 
where he had c ontemptuous ly kicked them months befor e .  

T he would-be c arvers s quatted motionles s  and s ilet:Lt while he finis hed his 
breakfast of bananas, c or n - meal c akes and chocolate . 

What the devil was it he had dec ided the night befor e ? Oh, yes , his death­
les s  mes s age to the futur e was to be ins cribed in the most s c holar ly latin .  As 
they c limbed the ter rac es and trudged the long stai•s he turned c hoice phras es 
over in his mind. 

" I, Innocent In, being of s ound mind and body do declare to all the world 
that on the lZth of October ,  in the year 1Zl6 A . D .  , I was forcibly abducted from 
the Garden of San Sebastian, at the Vatican, R ome , and through force of c ir c um ­
s tances did arr ive in this land after a long s ea v oyage . "  

The r e  was a beginning which would lead to what ? If .ther e  was to be any wis ­
dom given to the world wher e  would it c ome from, the beautiful be ing who had 
mater ialized in his study ? 

Arrived at the top he went directly to the c ourt wher e  the stone chis els had 
been left on the fioor and the re indeed he found them .  There were chis els but 
no hammers . As he muddle d this problem in his mind he notice d  little barrel 
shaped stones in the debr is that had c ome out of the jar with the chis e ls .  Of 
c our s e, the nar rowed, waist - like appearance of thes e  was for the binding. T hese 
wer e  hammer heads , or iginally fastened or bound to wooden handle s long since 
pas s ed into dust . The Mayans had c rude mallets ·of s ofter stone down in the 
village . 

Lothar io handed a hammer head to each ol the men, s howed them the chis e ls ,  
and demonstrated with words and actions what their work would be . Agr e eably 
enough - - was he not a God ? -- they went below \Vith the hamme r heads . He 
had found four which would be us able . 

While they were gone he made a c los er s urvey of the walls . Apparently 
he was going to c ar ry on in his way a work \'\'hich had been dr opped a good man¥ 
hundr eds of thous ands of years befor e . · · The open c ourts and galleri�s on this 
old hill top had been c ons tructed, partially at least, for· the very purpose he had 
in mind. It gave him a s ens e of kinship with the place which was very comfort ­
ing r ight then. 

" A  thous and years ar e as but a day in my s ight . Whe r e  one hand faileth, 
another ris eth up to take its place . "  

The stair way c arne up into practic ally the
. 

middle of a c entral open court, 
perhaps a hundr ed feet £ quar e. . To the right and left on e ither s ide wer e  s mal­
ler c ourts , s lightly rectangular in shape and c onnected to the centr al one by a 
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All thr e e  were open to the s ky .  The walls of all thre e  wer e  fille d  s olid with the 
heir oglyphics , and gods and the dr amatic frie ze s  which depicted the s acr ed and 
s e cular life of this anc ient mac e .  

Dir e ctly oppos ite the s tairway an appar ently newer or lat e r  pas s ageway had 
been �arved str aight back for a hundred leet or .more out of the living r ock. 
At r egular intervals of �bout six p aces nar r ow galle r ie s  had been hewn at right 
angles to the c entral pas s age , on e ither s ide . T he walls of these galleries had 
been dr es s ed and paneled in pr epar ation for c arving appar ently_, but nothi11g had 
ever be en put on them .  The top of th e  old hill was v e ry leve l and all the c ourts 
and gallery walls had a unifor-m height of about eight feet. 

When the volunteer c arve rs r etur ned with the hammers all r eady for us e 
N ane e  was with them. Lothar io s et all four to c le ar ing the firs t  two gallerie s  
o f  debT is . He took one of the black , glitter ing chis e ls and a hammer and tried 
it out on the near e s t  stretch of wall . This happened to be the pas s age le ading 
to the galle ries from the main court . One blow told him why the work up her e  
had been s o  e laborate and extens ive .  The s oft limestone of the hilltop was an 
ideal medium indee d  for pres erving r ecords . Eas ily worked by thes e  s imple 
hand tools , it was neverthele s s  durable enough in this mild c limate to last for 
thous ands of year s ,  if not for ever . 

He s et hims e lf  to c arvigg the words "Ave Verum" in 1 etters about s ix inche s  
high. H e  w as  still at it when the Mayans had finis hed the galler ies . N ane e  and 
the men watched clos e ly as he worked. Jt was n't long before he could tell they 
we re itching to get the ir fingers on th-e tools and do s ome c arving too. 

Lothar io s cr atched the outlines of the " E" in verum and pas s ed the tools to 
the ne attest Indian. Without thinking about the way it s hould be done , the Pope 
c ut the lette r s  into the Obv ious ly that method would be s impler and far 
e as ie r  than outlining e ach letter and c uttin g the limestone away to get the r ais e d  
effect. 

The other Mayans had taken up hammers and chis e ls and we r e  e ager to go s o  
L othar io s c r atched with gre at c ar e  this s entence ,  which began: " I.  Innoc ent Ill , 
being of s ound mind, etc . " 

He s aw immediate ly,. and with r e s ignation, that their lack of expe rie nc e  would 
c aus e many a botched wor d  if they we ren't watche d clos e ly .  
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C H A P T E �  T W E L V E  

In thirteen long years, Lothar io C onti, Innocent Ill, bec ame an ac c omplis hed 
s tone c utte r  in his own l" ight . It was a strange ly s atis fying pastime to chis e l  fine 
Latin phras es in the s oft limes tone of this Yuc atan c itade l which had be c ome 
his pris on . F or almost five ye ars now he had lived and worked on the hill top 
and nev er s et foot in the village be low. He went down as far as the .room behind 
the fac e of the c liff and that was all . His inc r eas ing age and the c ompar ative 
infirmity ot tis limbs made Lothario fear that he rnight not be able to c limb back 
up again . 

The ignoi" ant and s uperstitious Mayans wer e c ontent to wors hip him as a god 
and to furnis h him with s uch s e rvice and s upplies as he ne eded for his living 
and his work. While his body aged his mind gr ew mor e keen and c lear with s im� ­
ple living and with thos e c ontemplative exe r c is e s  which have r e war de d  the mys tic 
and the oc c ultist of all 4-ges . In the thirteen years of his exile , Pope Innocent 
III had plac ed his fe et fir mly on the Path which leads to fr eedom. from all earthly 
bonds . An.d, the r e c or d  of that inner deve lopment had been eter nally engraved 
in the s tone galler ie s  of the Maya temple . 

His awakene d inne r perc eptions enabled Lothar io to unlock the s ec ret of the 
pictograph wr itings on the walls and to us e the c irc uhar calendar c arv ed in the 
stone table top i n  the stair way r oom to the r ight . He knew that the Sahib Queen 
had, thanks to Pietr o ' s  skillful s eamans hip, made the c oast of Afr ica and worked 
its way northwar d and into the Medite r r ane an in good tirne . He knew that at this 
v e ry moment, Pietro was again finding his way acr os s  the Atlantic in a s omewhat 
lar ge r ,  s lower s isters hip of the Q ueen.  The c re w  was dif£er ent, of c our- s e ,  and 
in plac e of C aptain Donizetti, Or s ini ' s  r edoubtable henchman, A lonzo C antinelli, 
was in char ge . Howe"�er , Alonzo was no s ailor and the good s e aman, Pietr o, 
had been a captain in his own r ight for years , s ailing the Me diterr anean in this 
v e ry ship, the Atlantia, bought with Maya gold taken home on the fir s t  voyage .  

Lothar io kne w that the wor ld had r efus ed t o  believe the tale the s ailo r $  told 
on the ir r eturn. Sail due we st from the Pillar s of He r c ules ? Only a cr azy man 
would take a trip off the edge of the wor ld its e lf !  The gold was r eal e nough and 
that was r e adily ac c epted r e gar dle s s  of wher e  they s aid they obtained it. 

Neverthe le s s ,  the voyagers' tales of a land beyond the s etting s qn, beyond the 
end of the wor ld as Eur ope kne w it, trav e led up and down the Mediter r anean for 
year s befor e rthey got to the e ar of Or s ini . Two hundre d  years later the r umor s 
wer..e' to he lp s et the whee ls of imagination going in the mind of one , Chr istopher 
C olumbus , of Liv or no . 

P iet�o had been shr ewd enough to avoid Ostia in his trading trips from the 
Moor ish dominions to Spain and Italy . T he young Ors ini and his methods wer e  
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well known; and the clever s ailor , comfortably s et up in his own bus iees s ,  had 
no mind to report the unfavorable r esults of the kidnap voyage . Let Ors ini dwell 
in uncertainty the r est of his life, it was none of the s ailor 's  busines s .  

But the legendary tale , gloss ed with the years of retelling, finally did r each 
the ears of ·the mercur ial Italian, the fir e  of whos e per s onality was no whit 
dimmed by the pas s age of time . Alonzo br ought the story to him. 

"Say you this tale again ! "  The flames in Ors ini 's eyes revealed s c ar c e  a 
tenth of the storm which raged within. All the gnawing curios ity of thirteen long 
years sprang forth in a moment.  

Alonzo stepped back instinctively at the suddenness  of his master 's r espons e .  

"Sire, " he protested, " it was only the wildest of tales - .;  from a bawd on 
the waterfront at Ostia . " 

The two were in Ors ini's study in the family palace in .Home . The Italian 
nobleman s at back s lightly, never taking his eyes from his s ervant's  face as 
the man stood acros s  the desk from him. 

"I  had stopped at the inn, the Mare Nostrum - - " 

" So that 's why you were late ! " interrupted Ors ini. 

" - - for a spot of wine , " continued Alonzo, " and I heard_ this old wench 
laughing over some story she 'd gotten from a wild Nor man .. - " 

• • When ? ' ' 

"It was a long, long time ago,  she s aid. years - - " 

u continue, in the name of heaven ! "  

" This s ailor wanted her to s ail beyond the Pillars of He�:cules with him . " 

1 1 Why ? I 

"She s aid he claimed there was s ome strange land out beyond the end of the 
world . 11 Alonzo shrugged his shoulders , "Said he 'd been there and come bac� 
with millions in gold. " 

" Why did he want to go back ? " 

"He cl aimed he 'd spent his share and it was time to go hack for mor e . " 

"Th�e was a Norman s ailor on Donizetti's  ship, . the S ahib Queen ! " ex ­
c laimed Ors ini. His eyes looked past Alonzo down the long years to a winter's  
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night thirteen years agone when the two of them had c ar r ied a limp , heavy bun ­
dle aboar d the Sahib Que e n  in Ostia harbor . He r emembe r e d  the shaggy blond 
giant who loomed up behind Donizetti in the flicke r ing torchlight . 

"Alonzo r emember s  him, too, Sire , " was the quiet r es pons e .  

T hen was s et in motion the :machinery which after months of s earc h  and the 
expenditure of thous ands of s cud di put the e ager Or s ini in touch ·with Innocent 
Ill 's  erstwhile navigator , Pietr o .  The pers uas ive abilities of one of the most 
powerful men in Eur ope wer e  not to be denied; and P ietro ,  only after beitlf allow­
ed to pick a s hip and c rew of his own choos ing, was prevailed upon to undertake 
the long journey to Yucatan.  

Ostens ibly, Ors ini's partner in c r ime was the c aptain of the expedition, but 
ther e was little doubt in anyone ' s  mind as to who would make it s uc c e d  or fail. 
A title and lands awaited the s ailor upon his s uc c es s ful r eturn.  

In Mayab, Lothar io knew that his lonely vigils in the hilltop obs ervation pos t 
would have their rewar d .  In that empty expans e of s ea a s ail would s how again, 
guided to that very s pot by the s elf-s ame Will which had br ought the S ahib Queen 
the firs t  time . 

He pas s ed the word to Mas etto that his " Voic es ' '  had intimated the long wait 
would s oon be at an end . The mis spent Pope eyed the man keenly for the effect 
of the news . 

Mas etto s lumped down on a handy stone s eat . 

" Ship ? � eturning ? "  He repeated s lowly after Lothar io . Then he sho uted, 
" I 'm going home , Sir e ,  hE>me to Italy, to my mother in Florenc e ! "  He j umped 
up, gestur ing with great exc itement and turned to Lothario . "And what of you, 
S ire , you' ll be r etur ning too ? You'll not s tay in this r ock - walled pris on for a­
nother thirteen years ? "  He gr asped L othar io 1 s  bony ar ms and s hook them .  

" No, my s on, I ' ll not be going back to lta.ly, to �� orne ; this i s  my home now . " 

Doubt c r os se-d Mas etto's fac e ,  his loyalty to the old man gave him paus e .  He 
had always as s umed that Lothar io would retur n  if P ietr o c ame back for them. 
Now, by his own state:rnent, the Pope was s aying that the r es c ue r s  wer e  within 
an hour ' s  s ailing of the anchorage below the village of Moctalpan_, but that he 
would not acc ept the chance to escape . Mas etto's wide , gene rous mouth hung 
open; he dr opped Lothario 1s arms and stepped back. 

"Sur ely, Sir e ,  you 're jolting with M as etto . You c an1t mean it. This is a 

living death here while ye ar s  of happines s  may r emain to you i n  R ome among 
the people you know and love . If not the r e  you can live with mothe� and me . I 
am young yet . I can make a living for all o£ us . "  
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The ke�n eyes -looked away fr.om the pleas of the younger man. The white 
hair fell back as though Lothario were looking and listening for s ome inner s c;ene .  
He spoke quietly . 

" The men who banished me to this land, farther than even th�y knew, are 
still alive, still in power in R ome . They would snuff me out the instant I s et 
foot in .rl orne, in Italy, or in Europe ! I have a feeling the coming of this ship is 
to make sur e  I a� dead - - by the time it leaves . "  

"Surely, Sire,  you do not mean - - " Mas etto 's mouth hung open in horror . 

"A murderer is coming ashore from that ship, my s on, " added Lothario _· 
quietly, "but my work is not finished her e .  It must continue . If you wish to r e ­
turn with them I shall not keep you. " 

" What a s ad thing this is , "  the younger man s aid, eV'ery line of him drooped 
dis c our agement as he turned his eyes away, " that I must go back. " 

His body followed his eyes and without a backward look the c ompanion of 
Lothario•s exile walked s lowly across the middle c ourt and disappear ed down 
the stone stair way. 

What Lothar io's  feelings were at that moment would be hard to s ay. The , 
white hair ed, white bearded figure turned and made its way to the stairway lead­
ing to the obs ervation platform above the walls and climbed upward with meas ur ­
ed step .  The morning s un beat fiercely upon him as he s eated himse lf and fold­
ed his hands quietly upon his lap, just as he had done eve.ry morning for years . 
If longing had power , Innocent Ill had drawn that s hip of Pietro's back to Yucatan. 
Many a night in dreams he had s een a ves·s el on the far horizon, its white s ails 
leaning to the breeze . Now that dr eam bec am·e a reality and a thrill of tr iumph 
c ours ed through him; though an obs erver would have looked in vain for any out ­
ward sign or movement . He s at motionles s  as the Atlantia s earched her way 
along and finally dis appeared, hidden by the limestone c lif�s of that inhospitable , 
harborless c oast .  

Finally he stirr ed, aros e ,  and made his way down t o  the temple floor . At 
the head of the stairs he looked down� Against the rectangle of green far below 
no figure moved. He glanced at the sun; it was getting high in the heaveas , s oon 
time for Nane e .  

H e  moved with mor e  than his accustomed s lowness .  A numbnes s  weighed 
on his every action now as he des cended to the landing which led off into the 
c eremonial chambe rs , still no Nanee . The very weight of feeling which laid 
upon him s eemed to move him on and downward, down the steps which he had 
not trod for five years . The misspent Pope was going down into the village of 
Moctalpan. The god was leaving his heaven. As he des c ended his mind raced 
back over the years . He re -covered the telling of his fateful story on the walls 
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above . I� was n't full written yet and he wondered if he would be permitted to 
firtis h. 

" Be pe rmitte d ? "  he s aid aloud. " W�y of c our $ e  I ' ll finis h my work, and to 
the full ! " 

At the lower entr anc e  he paus e d  to r ais e the vines which hung ove r it . The r e  
was no one i n  s ight o n  the ter rac e d  s lopes . H e  stepped carefully out, a s  though 
he might be lis tening, and went down the ter r ac e s . The gr as s - c ov e red, vine ­
c ove r ed ruins on either s ide we r e  unchanged . His first tr ip up that s lope with 
Ahmet might have been yeste rday . 

Then he s aw Nane e ;  or r ather s he s aw him and fled back t o  the village . Soon 
an excited c r owd c ame streaming out towar d him; the " Exalted Mis t" they had 
wors hippe d  for thirteen year s . Mas etto was lost among them, if he was the r e  
at all; for Ahmet lead the thr ong .  Twenty pac e s  apart they stopped and the vil ­
lage rs fell on their fac es . Ahmet s poke without looking up. 

" Ob, S ac r ed Mist,  Great Vis itor from the sky, land of the s un, why has t 
T hou left Thy temple ? "  

1 1 1 go to the s ea to we lc ome the gods who c ome from afar , " Innoc ent r eplied. 
" Even now they await in the ir winged ves s e l  along the shor e .  I would welcome 
them , ' '  

The cur ious Mayans s tole furtive glanc es at him as he talked; when h e  s tar ­
ted forwar d again they je rked backward awkwardly to · make way for him; and as 
he c ontinue d through the v illage many ar os e and followed him . He stopped again 
and tur ned, and again they fe ll like wheat befor e the s cythe . 

"Ahmet, " he s aid, " s e e that a feast is pr epar ed for the m .  C ome, thou and 
thy c ouncil, with me . ' '  

In s ole mn pr oc e s s ion the Pope and his wor s hippe rs filed down the long s lope 
to the anc ient stone highv.Jay, along that and then off to the left and down the 
path that led by many twists and turns to the s andy be ache s  be low. At first 
ther e s e emed to be no s ight of s ail . Ahmet and the Yillage headme n mur mur ed 
behind Lothario but uner r ingly he c ontinued on to the old anchor age of the S ahib 
Queen. And the r e  inde ed, behind a c r umbling outcr opping of limes tone was a 
s hip . 

-

F our figur es had dr awn a s mall boat upon the s and. One dis cerne d  L othar io 
as s oon as he appeared from behind the r ocks . This man shouted and the four 
s tarted running toward him . The P ope hes itated not, but as his Mayan e s cort 
c ame into view behind him the voyage rs s lowed down to a walk. 

One s quat,  long armed, blockhous e of a man held Lothar io•s attention. That 
r ight ar m had s wung the c lub which felled him by the fountain of San S e bastian. 
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How many times had h.e obs e rved Ors ini 's  henchman in the vis ions which had c ome 
to him in his long exile . Lothario knew Alonzo ins ide out .  He kne w the blood 
which was on the menacing s wor d that c lanked and banged against the stocky legs 

' as they moved their owner c los er .  The r e  was no mistaking the still-young man 
who walked bes ide him .

' 

" Pietro ,  my br other,. " s aid Lothar io . 

"Sir e, y�u still alive ! "  · came the happy reply .  

The two ·met in a br other ly embrac e warm with Latin s entiment and under ... 
s tanding . 

"Sir e , " s aid Pietro, "the s e  be men from my good s hip, Atlantia, "  he pointed 
at the two sailors ,  "And this be the master of the voyage, Alonzo C antinelli, of 
the hous e of Ors ini, in .a orne . " 

" Welc ome . ' '  Lothario briefly· at each one of them . " Y ou ar e indeed welcome 
to the shor es of Mayab . I trust your v oyage to this new world was a s wift and 
uneventful one . " 

"It was that, " s aid Alonzo s hortly, "though I have little stomach for heaving 
decks and r otten food. " 

B ehind Lothar io the Mayans had fallen prostr ate on the beach. Alonao1s eyes 
wandered past the Pope to watch. His lips curled in a s ne er .  

' ' Y our followers s e rve you well . " 

" You, too, shall be as well s e rved during, your stay in Mayab, " r eplied Inno­
c ent evenly to his one -time aoductor , " if you c omport yours e lf in the manner to 
which they are accustotned fro m me . "  

"And if I dont ? " 

Lothar io chos e not to ans wer but turned to Pietro .  "Have you not informed 
t.his gentleman that white men are gods to thes e people ? 1 1 

"Aye , that I have , " replied the intr epid s ailor , 1 1 and wher e  is M� etto, has 
he not s urvived thes e years as well as your s elf ? " 

"He has s urvived, indeed, " replied Lothar io . " Even now he awaits in the vil-
lage , no �oubt . Your arr ival was not unexpected . "  

-

Alonzo ·and Pietro exchanged puzzled glanc es . 

" Would you like to c ome to the village and refr es h  yo�rs e lve s ? "  

" That we would, " s aid Alonzo .  
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" ! 111 call the others ashore ,  ' '  s aid Pietro and he turned back towar d  the 
Atlantia . 

" Leave be ! "  s narled Alonzo . " W e ' ll go as we are .. They stay . " 

The Pope ordered the Mayans to ris e  and follow them back up the path to the 
v illage . He s uggested to Ahmet that a runner be s ent ahead with orders to hur ry 
the prepar ation of the feas t .  

A lonzo had little t o  s ay dur ing the long walk, but h e  was a keen obs erver of 
everything that took place and of every word that pas sed between the two friends 
of the voyage of thirteen year s  aback. M as etto met them on the highway . 

" We ll,  my s on, what have you been up to now ? "  que ried Lothar io. 

" Preparing for the trip, Father ,  u he almost s houted.  He fell upon P ietro 
and hugged him, laughing for joy .  

" Who might this r agamuffin be ? "  asked Alonzo in annoyance .  

" Mas etto chos e to share my year s  of exile . He joined the S ahib Queen at 
.a oubia, in the Moo r ish dominions . "  

The motley proces s ion c ontinued down the mos quito infested highway and up 
the s loping fields of corn. Alonzo did s weat and s wear under his helmet and 
breastplate . He had ins isted on c oming as hor e fully armed and armored in spite 
of Pietr o's  as s ur anc es , and still acted as though he expected s ome fierc e warrior 
to spring out at him from behind eve ry bus h .  

" To the mur der e r  there i s  a hidden foe around eve ry c orne r . " thought 
L othario . 

Sight of the naked Maya .Jilaidens in the fields ar ous e d  the us ual raw jests and 
knowing winks between the Italians . Pietro had probably s par ed no detail of his 
past exp erienc es and the c oming pleas ures of the c rew. 

" Do you really think me c apable ol. s uch s winish behavior at my age ? " aske d  
L othario, o f  the uns poken ins ult in Alonzo 's eyes . 

The fac e of the Ors ini henchman flus hed even redder than the tropic heat had 
made it, but he chos e not to reply .  

The aged man led the way t o  the r oyal c ouncil chamber ,  and, this time the 
vis itors performed the c er emony of the feathered r obes with the Mayans looking 
on. This time the Italian rene gade was s eated, by the Pope hims elf.  Innoc ent ' s  
als o  wer e  the hands that placed the r oyal garment ac ros s the steel - cas ed shoul ­
ders . The little black eyes glitter ed their s atisfaction. Inwardly, Lothario mar ­
ked the patent weaknes s  in the str ong man ' s  a�mor , flattery . 
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W ith -the r obe c eremony finished the white men r etired to the public dining 
s helter in the center of the v illage for the feast of welc ome . Women s erved them .  
Dur ing the pas s ing of the differ ent cours es a naked maiden appr oache d  s hyly with 
a tray of r oast chicken. It was towar d Alonzo, the gues t  of honor , that s he came 
and brnshed past one of the s ailors ,  a lop - eared fellow. He pinched her br own' 

thigh. She jqmped away from him with a cry, spilling s ome of the food on the 
gr ound. 

" We 'll have none of that, 1 1 exclaimed Lothario angr ily, " Le ave the women 
alone ! "  

" They ' r e  nothing but heathen, " gr owled Alonzo ove r  a mouthful of chicken. · 

" I 'm with His Holines s  her e ,  1 1 Pietr o s poke up firmly . " That lout could start 
s uch a fir e as would c ons ume us all. Me ? I want to s pend my last ·days at home, 
not in this God-fors aken c orner of the earth ! ' ' 

" That's a different tune from what you was s i�in' when we hir ed aboard at 
Ostia, 1 1 whined..l..>pp�ear . 

"Mind your tongue , " s aid Pietr o .  " When darknes s c omes ther e 'll b e  plenty 
of time for wenchin ' ,  not befor e . " 

Alonzo spat out a piece of chicken bone and lee r e d  at Lothar io, gesturing 
with a drum stick. 

"If thes e  heathen women ar e anxious to know what manner of men the Gods 
ar e,  we 1'11 show • etn ! " He belched with great and obvious s atisfaction and 'tore 
off another mouthful of meat .  

" What would b e  the objed't of your j ourney t o  this unknown world ? 1 1 L othario 
addr es s ed the question to Pietr o .  

" 1  was or dered t o  c ome, " the ship c aptain r eplied shortly .  "Ask him . n 

Alonzo pointed back at Pietro as Lothario turned to him. 
) 

" He s ays the re ' s  millions in gold her e ,  aint that · enough ? " 

At that moment Nanee came up with a gourd dish of bananas and c akes of 
e esh ... meel and plac ed it in front of him. He grabbed a handful of ke� knee ­
length skirt and wiped his gr easy finger s  on it. R ather to Alonzo's s urpris e .  
she stood motionles s until he was through, her eyes o n  Lothario . The s quat 
Italian c aught the look and s wor e under his breath as he c ontinued eating . · 

Innocent s ens ed that the bur ly leader of the Ors ini expedition had not quite 
the s ame s elf- as s ur ance here and now which had onc e led him to lay violent hands 
on Iiis Holines s ,  Pope Innoc ent III, that c old winter day in the gardens of the 

... sz ... 

. 

• 



V
a

tica
n

. 
H

is b
o

s
s w

a
s n

o
w

h
e

r
e

 n
e

a
r to

 a
dv

is
e

 h
im

, 
a

n
d

 th
e

r
e

 w
a

s ju
s

t e
n

o
u

g
h

 
c

o
w

a
r

d
ic

e a
n

d
 s

u
p

e
r

stitio
n

 in
 h

is b
la

ck
 s

o
u

l to
 h

o
ld

 h
im

 h
a

lf fe
a

rfu
l o

f th
is old

 
m

a
n

 w
h

o
, 

c
a

st 
o

u
t o

f h
is p

o
s

itio
n

 
of p

o
w

e
r a

n
d

 a
u

th
o

r
ity

 o
n

 o
n

e s
id

e of th
e w

o
r

ld
, 

h
a

d
 still b

e
e

n
 a

b
le to

 a
ch

iev
e

 th
e s

a
m

e
 r

o
le in

 th
is n

am
e

le
s

s
 c

o
m

m
un

ity
. 

T
h

e
s

e fe
e

lin
g

-th
o

u
gh

ts flittin
g

 th
r

ou
g

h
 th

e a
n

im
a

l m
in

d
 b

e
fo

r
e

 h
im

 In
n

o
c

ent
 

c
o

u
ld

 r
e

ad
 lik

e th
e w

o
r

d
s 

on
 a

n
 o

p
en

 s
c

r
o

ll. 
H

e ev
e

n
 k

n
e

w
 t�

at A
lo

n
z

o
's p

e
as

an
t 

c
u

n
n

in
g

 s
e

n
s

e
d

 th
e r

e
a

d
in

g
 an

d
 h

a
ted

 a
n

d
 fe

a
r

e
d

 it.. 
T

h
e

 o
ld

 m
an

 k
n

e
w

 th
a

t A
lo

n
 .. 

z
o

 
h

a
d

 b
e

e
n

 s
e

nt to 
Y

u
c

a
ta

n
 w

ith
 tw

o m
is

s ion
s to fu

lfill. 
H

e w
a

s d
ete

r
m

in
e

d
 to

 
a

llo
w

 th
e

 o
n

e
 a

n
d

 to
 th

w
a

rt th
e

 o
th

er
. 

"A
h

m
e

t," 
In

n
o

c
e

nt c
a

lle
d

, 
"S

e
n

d
 th

ou
 tw

o m
e

s
s

e
n

g
e

r
s 

-
-

m
en

, 
n

o
t w

o
m

en
 -

­
to

 th
e h

e
av

e
n

-s
en

t v
e

s
s

e
l w

h
ich

 r
e

sts b
y

 th
e s

h
o

r
e

. 
L

et th
em

 c
a

r
ry

 fo
od

 a
n

d
 

fr
e

sh
 w

a
te

r to th
e m

is
t-b

o
rn

 g
o

d
s w

h
o r

e
m

a
in

 th
e

r
e

. 
T

h
e

r
e

 a
r

e tw
o

." 

"
W

h
a

t w
a

s a
ll th

at a
b

o
ut ?

u
 

g
r

o
w

led
 A

lo
n

z
o

. 

"
R

e
fr

e
s

h
m

en
ts fo

r y
o

u
r s

a
ilo

r
s o

n
 th

e s
h

ip
1' r

e
p

lie
d

 
L

oth
a

r
io

. 
"

M
e

s
s

e
n

g
e

r
s

 
w

ill c
a

r
ry

 s
o

m
eth

in
g

 to
 th

em
. u

 

"
L

ik
e a

s n
ot th

ey
'll r

e
fu

s
e it," s

a
id

 P
ie

tro
 w

ith
 a

 s
h

a
k

e of 
h

is h
e

a
d

. 
"

T
h

es
e 

h
e

ath
en

 M
a

y
a

n
s h

a
v

e th
em

 a
fra

id
 to c

o
m

e a
sh

o
r

e
. 

H
e

y
," 

h
e

 tu
r

n
e

d
 to th

e lo
p

· 
e

a
r

e
d

 o
n

e
, 

"
G

o y
ou

 wi
th

 th
e r

u
n

n
e

r
s to s

h
o

w
 th

o
s

e b
lo

ck
-h

ea
d

s a
b

o
a

r
d

 s
h

ip th
a

t 
w

e r
e

m
a

in
 u

n
h

a
r

m
e

d
 a

n
d

 th
a

t th
e g

r
up

 a
in

t p
o

is
o

n
ed

."
 

-
83 -

, . 4 

'"' 

I) 



. 
C

H
A

P
T

E
R

· 
.';r

.H
I

.tl
 T

E
E

N
 

T
h

e v
o

y
a

g
e

r
s

 w
o

u
ld

 h
a

v
e n

a
p

p
e

d
 a

fte
r

 th
e fe

a
st w

as.
 ov

e
r

, 
a

s th
a

t w
a

s th
e 

c
u

sto
m

 o
f th

e M
ay

a
s

: b
ut

 th
e m

o
s

q
u

ito
e

s b
id

 fa
ir to b

e too m
u

ch
 fo

r th
em

. 
A

h
m

et 
c

a
u

s
e

d
 s

m
u

d
g

e fir
e

s
 to b

e lit u
n

d
er

 th
e d

in
in

g
 sh

e
lte

r d
or th

e
ir

 p
r

o
te

ctio
n

, 
b

u
t 

b
e

tw
e

e
n

 th
e s

te
n

ch
 a

n
d

 .S:
t ink

' 
of th

e s
m

ok
� a

n
d

 th
e b

ite of th
e p

e
sts t�

e
r

e s
e

em
ed

 
little ch

oic
e

. 
A

lo
n

z
o n

otic
e

d
 L

oth
a

r
io

's
 in

d
iffe

r
e

n
c

e to th
e m

os
q

u
ito

e
s

 an:� th
a

t 
a

d
d

ed
 to h

is 
a

n
n

oy
a

n
c

e
.  

N
a

p
p

in
g

 w
a

s n
ot fo

r h
im

 an
y

h
o

w
 a

n
d

 h
e w

a
s s

o
o ·n

 u
p

 a
n

d
 

a
b

o
u

t, 
p

ok
in

g
 a

r
ou

n
d

 th
e v

illa
g

e
. 

H
is h

e
lm

et a
n

d
 b

r
e

a
stp

la
te s

et h
im

 q
u

ite a
p

a
rt fr

om
 th

e oth
er 

w
h

ite m
en

, 
e

v
e

n
 if h

is tr
u

c
u

len
t d

is
p

o
s

itio
n

 d
id

n
't; a

n
d

 s
o

 th
e

r
e

 w
a

s a
 s

c
atte

r
in

g
 o

f a
d

u
lts 

a
m

o
n

g
 th

e p
a

r
a

d
e o

f d
o

g
s a

n
d

 c
h

ild
r

e
n

 w
h

ich
 fo

llo
w

e
d

 th
em

. 
L

o
th

a
rio

 w
ent w

ith
 

h
im

. "
W

h
e

r
e

's a
ll th

e g
o

ld
 P

ie
tro

 b
o

a
s

te
d

 o
f

?
" a

sk
e

d
 A

lo
n

z
o

 b
lun

tly
. 

"
T

h
is G

od
­

fo
r

s
ak

e
n

 p
la

c
e is

 p
o

o
r

e
r

 th
a

n
 th

e s
lu

m
s o

f N
a

p
le

s
! 

W
h

at's
 m

o
r

«;-
, th

e
s

e p
e

o
p

le 
d

o
nt ev

e
n

 figh
t

!" 
H

is lip
 c

u
r

le
d

 c
o

nte
m

p
tu

o
u

s
ly

, 
"

T
h

e
r

e
 isn

•t a
 w

e
a

p
o

n
 a

m
o

n
g

 
•e

m
." 

"
T

h
e M

ay
a

n
s a

p
p

a
r

en
tly

 h
a

v
e n

o
 e

n
e

m
ie

s
," r

ep
lie

d
 In

n
o

c
e

n
t. 

"
N

e
ith

er d
o

 
th

ey
 h

a
v

e c
r

im
e

, 
n

o
r ja

ils
, 

n
o

r p
r

o
stitutio

n
. 

M
o

n
ey

 is th
e

 r
o

ot of
 th

o
s

e ev
ils 

a
n

d
 m

o
n

ey
 th

ey
 n

e
ith

e
r h

a
v

e n
or n

e
e

d
. 11 

"
B

u
t th

e g
o

ld
, 

m
a

n
, 

th
e g

o
ld

!" 
A

lon
z

o
 u

r
g

ed
 w

ith
 g

r
e

a
t im

p
atie

n
c

e
. 

F
o

r a
n

s
w

e
r L

oth
a

r
io

 s
top

p
e

d
 a

n
d

 p
ick

e
d

 u
p

 a
 b

a
tte

r
e

d
 w

a
te

r
 ja

r
; th

ey
 w

e
r

e
 

s
ta

n
d

in
g

 b
y

 th
e d

o
o

r of a
 tli

a
tch

ed
 M

ay
a

 h
u

t a
s h

u
m

b
le

 a
n

d
 s

im
p

le a
s

 th
e r

es
t. 

T
h

e ja
r w

a
s h

e
a

v
y

, 
p

e
rh

a
p

s a
 fo

o
t hi

g
h

 a
n

d
 le

s
s th

a
n

 h
a

lf
 a

s m
u

ch
 in

 c
ir

c
um

fe
r

­
e

n
c

e
, 

a
n

d
 o

f a
 g

r
a

c
efu

l, 
v

a
s

e
-lik

e sh
a

p
e

. 
L

oth
a

r
;.o

 h
e

ld
 it o

u
t to h

im
 w

it�
 b

oth
 

h
a

n
d

s
. 

A
lo

n
z

o
 a

c
c

ep
ted

 it w
ith

 a
 cu

rl of th
e lip

. 
H

e h
efted

 it in
 o

n
e m

e
aty

 h
a

n
d

. 
A

 
p

o
n

ia
r

d
 w

a
s w

ith
d

r
a

w
n

 fr
o

m
 its s

c
a

b
b

a
r

d
 at th

e w
a

ist w
ith

 th
e oth

e
r a

n
d

 jab
b

e
d

 
a

t th
e d

is
c

o
lo

r
e

d
 s

u
rfa

c
e

. 
H

e s
c

r
atch

e
d

 a
g

a
in

 w
ith

 a
n

 o
ath

. 
H

e lo
ok

e
d

 u
p

 a
t 

L
oth

a
r

io
, 

h
is te

e
th

 g
le

a
m

in
g

 u
n

d
er h

is m
o

u
sta

ch
e

. 

"
M

oth
e

r of G
o

d
, 

th
is 

is g
o

ld
! 

A
n

d
 th

e
s

e
 s

w
in

e k
n

ow
 n

o
t th

a
t it is

. 
H

a
w

, 
h

a
w

, 
h

o
, 

h
o

." 
H

e
 lo

ok
e

d a
r

o
u

n
d

 at th
e

 v
illa

g
e

r
s a

s h
e la

u
g

h
e

d
 a

n
d

 ja
m

m
e

d
 th

e 
d

a
gg

e
r

 b
a

c
k

 in
to its p

la
c

e
. 

T
h

e
 c

ir
c

le o
f o

n
lo

ok
e

r
s

 sta
r

e
d

 b
a

ck
 a

t h
im

 in
 th

e
ir 

str
a

n
g

e
ly

 in
c

u
r

io
u

s w
ay

. 

1 1 W
h

a
t a

r
e y

ou
 s

ta
r

in
g

 at
?

"
 

h
e r

o
a

r
e

d
. 

"G
o

 o
n

, 
b

e
 off w

ith
 y

o
u

!"
 

H
e

 s
c

atte
r

e
d

 th
em

 w
ith

 a
 g

r
e

a
t, 

s
w

o
o

sh
in

g
 g

e
s

tu
r

e
; b

u
t o

n
e y

ou
th

 m
ov

e
d

 to
o

 

-
84 -

4. 



s lowly and Alonzo felled him with a blow on the head fr om the golden jar . 'T he 
boy lay the re without a s ound and s till as de ath. Innoc ent kne lt bes ide him and 

laid a hand on the war m, brown ches t .  The heart s till beat, fortunately. 

"And what would happen if I killed him ? "  s ne ered Alonzo as Innoc ent looked 

�P· 

" Who knows ? "  was the thoughtful reply . " T hes e pe ople dont know v iolenc e 
- - as you do . In all the thirteen ye ar s  I have lived her e ther e  has been no c r ime . " 

The Ors ini minion mer e ly s hrugged his beefy shoulder s  in r eply . 

Hif you start s omething, you may have to end it. " warned Lothario.  " Y ou 
c ame in pe ac e ;  why not go in peac e ? Ther e is mor e gold her e than your s hip 
c an pos s ibly c ar ry back to ·ostia. T ake it. It is us e le s s  her e .  u 

The beady eyes glitte r ed at Innoc ent when he s poke of the inexhaustible tre a ­
s ur e . H e  ignored the import of the Divine ' s  r emarks . 

" Wher e  is it ? Scatter ed thr ough this junk heap ? "  he ges tured at the thatched 
hous e s .  " D o  I have to te ar eve ry one apart to get the gold out of it ? "  He s aid 
that with a c alc ulating look as though he wer e  about to start . 

Innocent became c ontemptuous in his turn. ' ' Y ou would bother with hous ehold 
tr inkets like the s e  when a s ingle vas e  fr om the temple would r ans om the Holy 
�� oman Empe r or ? Pah, Alonzo, s ur e ly yot' r isked life and limb ac ros s a thou ­
s and le agues of oce an for mor e than water pots . C ome ! 1 1  

The Maya boy had by this r eturne d  to c ons cious nes s ,  apparently no wor s e for 
the blow . With a parting pp.t on the lad' s  head. Innoc ent r os e ..  He led Alonzo 
through the village and picked up Pietr o and the s ailors on the way . They all 
c limbed the br oad terrac e s ,  pas s e d  the c rumbling temple s .  and paus e d  before 
the stair way in the cliff. Alonzo held back when Lothar io pulled the vine s as ide . 

" This leads to an open c ourt abov e , " the P ope as s ur ed him_ " s e e  the light 
up ther e J "  

When Pietro plunged in Alonzo ne e de no further ur ging and up they all went .  
L othario was winded befor e the landing was r e ached and was in n o  c ondition to 
keep up with the impatient fe et of the othe r s . As he lagged behind he watched 
fe arfully when Pietr o led the way pas t  the c er e monial r oom landing and steadily 
on upward. He would hate to have had that holy plac e des e c r ated for its few ob ­
j e cts of art when ther e  was s o  much mor e  above . When he thought of the many 
hundr edweight of gold to be c ar r ied out in the next few days he almos t  s toppe d  
fr om the wear ines s  of it; but he did want t o  b e  up the r e  for the unc ove r ing o f  the 
prec ious stuff and pr es s ed on as best he c ould . 

Alonzo was rus hing about the open c ourt ,  poniard in hand. pricking and 
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s c raping every bit of gold "pottery" and statuary he c ould get his hands on. He 
was like one pos s es s ed. Pieces which would have s tagge r ed an ordiaary man 
were picked up and carried to the stair head, It wasn't long before he had a 

fantas�ic pile . Pietr o, Mas etto and the others caught the fever too, ·and s oon 
the pile of pricele s s  Maya metalwork waiting to be c ar r ie d  down was near a 
s hip load. 

Lothar io watched this de -nuding of his favorite abode with mixed emotions . 
Pity was uppermost, as , ·in his mind's  eye he s aw the trail of lust, murder and 
c orruption which would follow the dumping of this unearne d  wealth in Italy - - if 
it ever got that far ! Als o ,  he s aw the v irtual s lavery of thes e peaceful, defens e ­
less people once the gr eedy, more v ir ile Eur opeans c ame t o  thes e quiet shor es . 

"Nor is the Church mighty enough to stay the hand of the c onqueror . "  Loth­
aria spoke this last aloud to the uz:Uteeding men as he p icked his steps carefully 
ar ound the pile and moved away from the stair he ad. 

Alonzo started down the c entral pas s ageway which led to the gallerie s  of 
Lothario•s endle s s  c arvings and the P ope followed him. The murderer glance d  
impatiently into each gallery. and hur r ie d  o n  to the next . 

" Pah, empty ! 1 1  he exc laimed at last and turned back, s c arcely hee ding the 
white hair ed figur e at his elbow. 

"Do you not s ee the words written on the walls ? "  asked Lothar io. 

" Words ? "  sneered Alonzo, " What have I to do with words ? C ant haul them 
back to lt.aly, have too many there now ! What I want is gold ! " 

Mas etto had followed them down the pas s ageway and as Alonzo spoke s o  
v ehemently of his s oul 's  des ire his baleful eyes fell on the hopeful Italian.  

" What do you want ? 1 1  he asked harshly . 

B efore Mas etto could pull hims elf together to think of a r eply to the point ­
les s  question, Lothar io spoke up. 

" There is a city full of gold not tJ;lre e  days mar ch down the c oast. " 

" That ' s  r ight, " gulped Mas etto . '. ' I 've s een it . " 

" But, " added Lothario, " There are traine d armies ther e  als o for the de ­
fens e of it . " 

Alonzo ' s  eyes gleamed with excitement at mention of this new s ourc e  of 
wealth, but when he heard the wor d " armie s " he shr ugged his shoulder s  impa ­
tiently and started back toward the central c ourt. "There is enough here for 
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our r eturn tr ip and we c an c ome back again . " 

At the pile he s urveye d  it fr om s everal s ides . All we r e  s ilent watching him 

and then he looked s hr e wdly at Lothario . 

" C an we Ja.ve the he lp of the heathen to car ry this gold to the ship ? " 

Innocent was s o  s urpris e d  at this mollifying tone that he found hims e lf agree ­
ing before he knew it ! 

Pietro spoke up quickly, " Ye 1 r e  not thinkin' o 1  puttin' that s tuff on the Atlan-
tia tonight, ar e ye ? "  ·, .. 

" Why not ? u  was the blunt r eply. 

" The Atlantia nee ds ove rhaulin1 and r epair s . We aim to beach he r and c le an 
the barnac le s off her bottom ! " 

" We s ail tomor r ow ! 1 1 exc laimed Alonzo. He bange d his s word hilt with his 
open hand for emphas is . 

"Sail tomorr ow on the Atlantia and ye ' ll s ail s tr aight to he ll ! " r eplie d Pietro 
with equal firmne s s . 

Innoc ent s tood as ide , v er bally, in this c ontest of wills . The s ailor eyai the 
Or s ini henc hman for fully a minute . Alonz o  fingered the handle of his poniar d 
abstractedly, as though, thr ough P ietro ' s  eye s ,  he c ould s ee storms las hing 
their ill -pr epar e d  s hip on the r etur n voyage and the ove r - laden v es s e l  founder ing 
in the vast and s ilent s ea .  He s ettled back with a s hrug o£ his s houlde rs . 

" So be it, " he s aid, " neverthe les s ,  the gold will be moved to the beach for 
loading and that on the morr ow. " He turne d  to Lothario, " Thinkes t  thou a guard 
should be posted he r e  this night ? 1 1  

Innocent laughed at him. " T he s e pr e cious things have lain her e for t e n  thou ­
s and ye ars undisturbed, until you c ame along . u The delic ate allus ion wa$ beyond 
Alonz o's s ens ibilities . "Until you r emove them, her e  they stay !  As you obs e rv ­
e d  in the village , gold means nothing t o  the Mayans . "  

"Aye , 1 1  s aid Pietro \Vith a chuckle , " if ther e  be any r obbers in Moctalpau - ­
or whatever they name the plac e - - we ' r e  the one s what 's do in *  it and none to 
hinde r . " 

C onfident of Pietr o ' s  backing, Innoc ent r efus e d  to as k the nativ e s  to help 
c arry the loot below that night and s uggested that all des c end to the village while 
the r e  was yet light to follow the stair s down . He would gr eatly have preferred 
to spend the night in his s anctuary as was his wont for s o  :many years past but 
he fear ed for the peac e of the village s hould he not be pres ent whilst the vis itor s  
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nibbled at a c ake dipped in honey the while . " R ome at its best c ould never offer 
an early morning feast to top this . " 

Alonzo grumbled s omething about a ' ' joint of mutton" for him, but put the 
melon r ind as ide and reached for his drink. It had cooled a little by this and he 
s macked his lips over the first s ip .  With this encouragement the s ailors tried 
their s ervings a little mor e  s lowly and by the tiane the third r ound was pour ed 

0 they•d  drained the pot .  

Innocent called for mor e  " c acao" and breakfast c ontinued in a happy mood. 
Even the ever -pr esent mosquitoes seemed les s bothers ome . Ther e was a crowd 
of onlooke-rs to watch the godS at table and Lothar io took advantage of the moment 
to ask Ahmet to choos e s ix of the strongest men to help move the gold figures 
and ves s els from the temple down to the ship .  

The pile at the head o f  the stairs was not enough for Alonzo and he would 
have caus ed more to be brought down. Pietr o put a stop to it by s aying there 
was more gold on the beach already than his Atlantia c ould c arry back in one 
tr ip.  This argument took place late in the second day on the s and where the 
ship 's crew prepared to beach the ship. Alonzo made himself comfortable on 
the pile of gold and watched while Pietro and the s ailors r igged block and tackle 
in prepar ation. At high tide the ves s e l  was brought in and tipped s horeward by 
ballasting the shore -s ide deck . B efore darkness fell that evening the s ailors 
had made a good beginning at c leaning the barnacles off the upper s ide of the 
ship's  bottom and had als o r ecaulked one sprung s eam to Pietro's  s atisfa�tion. 

"It looks like the morrow will finish the outs ide of the hull, " he reported 
to Alonzo . 

" What els e ? 1 1  asked \he Ors ini hireling with exaggerated boredom. 

"If we get the other s ide clean by evenin1 we should be able to check and 
patch her runnin' gear the following day and if all goes well ... - load fresh water 
and food - - " 

" The gold. man, the gold ! " was Alonzo's fur ious inter ruption. ' 'Y1"Qu'll be 
thinking of that firs t ! " 

"11 ·m as alive to a r ich car go as yourself ! " retorted Pietro . "But it takes 
a good ship and better to get 1er home, you'll be rememberin ' . "  He waited not 
for more words from the leader of the expedition but turned to his cre w. "It 's  
up to the village now with ye for a warm meal and a warmer bed ! 1 1  

B y  the afternoon of the next day Alonzo was pac ing the beach like a c aged 
0 lion. Each look of his eyes spoke out .  "This has been too e asy . Someone will 

s urely res ist our taking of this tre as ure . "  

He railed at Pietro for the s low and car eful c leaning of the barnacles from 
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the Atlantia ' s  naked bottom, tur ned up to the burning s un; and his r age knew no 
bounds when one of the c r ew, hard at work, punched the sharp e dge of his s c r a ­
p ing tool nearly thr ough a plank that was well below the wate r line . C aution 
demanded that it be replac e d, yet Alonzo was all for c aulking the hole with 
P ietr o ' s  c r ude pitch and making that do . 

" Only a c r azy man would s ail a s hip with a r otten hull ! "  r etorted Pietro .  
" We r eplace that plank and any other that '' s o- r otten a man's blade cuts thr ough 
it like it was chees e .  " 

The rest of the day was s pent in. s ear ching for a tre e  of the proper hardnes s 
in the woods above the ship, and half the next in felling it and letting it down to 
the beach. T hen the s ailors fe ll to with axes and hoe - s haped adzes , tr imming 
and shaping it to the pr oper width, thicknes s  and length . Even Mas etto was put 
to work at this .• 

It s e emed to be tac itly unde r stood that he woul� r eturn with the Atlantia, 
though nothing had been s aid to Alonzo . And, as for Innocent's  going or staying, 
nothing had been s aid about that, e ither .  The mis s pent P ope kne w in his own 
mind that he had no des ir e  to r etur n to Italy even had be been welc ome . Eur op e  
had for gotten him and h e  i n  turn had s haken the dust o f  the mis guided. unhappy 
Holy R oman Empir e from his fe et . All that r emained to him to do in this life 
was to finish the rec or d  of it in the temp le . Even now he was longing for the 
old, quiet r outine which had be en s o  r udely br oken by the arr ival of the �ge rs . 
He had looked for ward to their c oming, had watche d  for it daily for ye ar s ,  and 
yet dr e aded it. Now that it was an acc omplished fact he would has ten the depar ­
ture als o.  Of c our s e  ther e  was the question of the s ec r et ins tructions given 
Alonzo by Ors ini befor e the Atlantia 1eft Os tia . Undoubte dly the murde r e r  had 
been or dered to finish what had or iginally been planned when Innoc ent III had 
been shipped off to T unis , to c omplete oblivion . 

The question had been in L othar iot s  mind and heart with the nagging per s is ­
tency of a toothache for almost a week now. He yearned for its ans wer iag and 
e nding, one way or the other .  
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. C HA P T E R  F O U � T E E N 

Beginnings and endings , how many times had Lothar io de Conti di Se gni made 
them in his s ixty -nine years , and now he was threatened with the end of ;his life 
unles s ,  perchance ,  it was the end of the road for Alonzo C ant'inelli there on the 
s andy beaches of Yucatan. It c ame about thus ly . 

Burning anger had been co�s uming him for two days . He raged thr ough the 
r eplacing of the r otten plank and when Pietro express ed doubt about the s o�ndness 
of  the one next above it, C �ntinelli was· bes ide hims elf. 

"I ' ll spit the man who prevents our s ailing another day ! " he roar ed and jerk­
ed his sword from the s cabbard; That was the last voluntary move he ever made . 
The lop -eared s ailor was standing behind him, a freshly s harpened adze in his 
hands . Quicker than thought - - the move could only have been instinctive - - he 
shifted, swung the heavy tool aloft and down. It cut thr ough Alonzo 's helmet like 
it had been s o  much tin. ! 

Wordless ,  the mighty figure s lumped to the beach. The men of the Atlantia 
gathered in s ilence while blood spurted over the still stuck blade and s oaked away 
in the s and . A s ailor cros s ed hims elf, his lips moving s ilently . 

" There 1 11 be the devil to pay in Ostia, " whispered another one of the crew. 

Lop - ear looked blankly from one fac e to another .  " It was so e asy ! And I 
never killed a man before ,  in all my life . 1 s wear by the Vir gin I didn't ! When 
there was fightin' I always ran away. " 

He looked as though he were ready to cry bec aus e no one would believe him. 
Each was busy with his own thoughts , mostly of relief that the menacing .figure 
had been stilled forever . 

" 1  aint s or ry, " s aid Pietro, "rather it was him than the old one up in the 
village . "  

1 1 What111 ye be tell in' the Ors ini when we get back ? "  asked the first one that 
s poke . 

"There 's  other places in the world bes ides Ostia and R ome, " was Lop - ear 's 
defiant ans we r �  " With my share o •  the gold ... - and I'm expectin' my share now -
- I can s et mys elf up like a duke anywhere ! " He looked meaningfully at Pietro. 

The ship captain's eyes s wung reas s uringly fran face to face ,.  "You c an lay 
odds nobody but his Lordship knew of this trip and he was n't tellin1 anyone . We 'll -
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take our own sweet time about returnin• and it ' ll be an empty Atlantia that ties 
up to the quay at Ostia . " He winked broadly at Lop - ear . " The whole pack of ye 
was washed overboard in mid-Atlantic and I never did get to the New World - ­
haw, haw, haw, haw ! u 

R oaring at his own humor Pietro s et off up the beach. As an afterthought he 
shouted back, "Bury that s ack o' guts where  he lays . I'm to the village to tell 
his Holines s about this . "  

Lothario received the news with mixed feelings . He had been s eated in the 
dining shelter with Mas etto, discus s ing last  details of the latter 's  departure on 
the Atlanti.a. It was only as he stood up tmat the Pope was aware of the tr emen­
dous load that had been lifted £rom him with the pas sing of Alonzo. 

Mas etto c ross ed hims elf hurriedly .  

" Waste no words on the dead, t t  said Pietro.  " B etter be  s ayin'  thanks that 
ye 'r e about to s et s ail for home - - which ye wouldn't be a doin1 if jug-head hadn't 
split the man • s skull. " 

"He is dead then, " s aid Lothario quietly . 

"And buried, by now ! " replied Pietro emphatically. "Ye 111 be leavin1 this 
heathen land now for s ur e ,  wont ye , Sire  ? 1 1 

Innocent moved his head s lowly from s ide to s ide and s miled at the s ailor , 
" This is the last earthly home I ' ll ever know, Moctalpan and - - 1 1  he pointed 
back up the hill . 

"Moctalpan be damned!  n exploded Pietro .  "Surely ye !ve had enough of this 
pris on. " 

" Even a pris on has its comforts , Pietr o, and its s afety . The wants of an old 
man ar e s imple . They are eas ily s upplied here . Europe is full of mis ery and 
s uffering, the work of ambitious and s elfish men. Someday they'll even bring 
their wars to thes e shores ; but long, long after I 'm gone .. - for which 1 am grate ­
ful. I have no stomach for strife any more . 1 1 

uyer rnind is made up, . I s ee . " replied Pietro r e gr etfully, "but ye 111 help 
with the last of the loadin' and s ee us s afely off ? " 

"That I shall , my friend, and Moctalpan shall give of its precious best to 
s peed your return to Italy. " He s ent Nanee with orders to Ahmet for the prepar ­
ation of food for the tr ip .  

Pietro said nothing t o  Lothario of his plan t o  deny having reached the 5eWI 
� upon his return, and Lothar io thought not to ask how Alonzo's  murder 
would be explained. 
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All was complete in another four days and a s olemn, stately process ion of 
burden bearers again marched down to the shore just as they had s o  long ago.  
Innocent was determined to accompany them as he knew in his feeble bones that 
this was the last trip he would ever make to thes e  s ands � He asked, but was 
r efus ed, knowledge of where Alonzo's  corps e was buried. Once the Atlantie. 
was floated and the tides moved over the sands none of the crew could have lo­
c ated the spot with certainty; for the gold, with Mas etto •s  eager help had been 
s afely stowed aboard. 

This time , Pietro knelt there in the s and, along with Mas etto, Lop -ear ,  and 
the others to r eceive the Pope 's bles s ing on their r eturn journey. When the 
brief ceremony was over and the voyagers waded out to their _ s hip, Pietro held 
back. 

"There 's still r oom aboard foJ: ye, Sir e ;  ye can still have my c abin. " 

Innocent shook his head for reply .  

" I  feel like a murderer ! "  exclaimed Pietr o. 

" 1 '11 be s afer here than any of you on the Atlantia, " said Innocent with a s mile, 
" Go along with you. " 

Pietro shrugg-ed his shoulders and followed the othe rs into the water .  The 
anchor was up befor e he was aboard and the mains ail s oon after .  

Innoceut stood and watched and waved until his tired eyes could stand the 
s un's glare no longer .  Nanee was by his s ide . Leaning on the s ilent girl he 
moved s lowly along up the beach toward the break in the cliffs . The Mayans 
followed wordles s ly .  
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' C H A P T E R  F I F T E E N 

T o  Innocent lli in Yucatan, e ach day r olled up s wiftly the r e after and tucked 
its elf away in his ' memory . · The r e c ord on the r ocks grew and grew, but it was 
s till unfinished and now he knew it was a gr im r ac e  betwe en ' hims e lf and death� 

C arvers , dark-hair ed and hook -no s e d  c ame up fr om the village to work with J 

and for the god who lived in the temple . They c arved in a language which they 
knew not ; c las s ic Latin wr itten for them by a scrh6lar out of mediaev al Eur ope . 
Names me ant nothing to Lothar io, ne ither did pe r s onalities .  He tr ained them ·_ 
to carve and s et them to work. Ther e wer e  s mas hed fingers and strained tem -
pers - - the latter mor e us ually on Lothar io ' s  part, but the work of tr ans c ribing 
a lifetime of wis dom went on . 

One thing had been revealed to him. Europeans would r etur n  to this New 
Wor ld eventually and make it their own; new c ountr ies would ar is e .  And part 
of h�s work would be to t ell thes e  new - c omers , through these carven wor ds , just 
how much effort, and failur e ,  had gone into many attempts to open up the land 
to exploration and c olonization. His own plan to break theaew; to E ur ope h�d 
failed for the time , but the future would br ing other adventur ers to thes e s hor e s . 
T hey wo uld r etur n and spr ead the story wide . 

* * * 

The voyagers wer e  well out to s e a  by the time Innoc; ent had c limbed back to 
the village of Moctalpan. As he pas s ed thr ough the c ult ivated fie lds at the �owe r 
leve l he paus e d  to look about him . The younge r childr en played in the ir naked 
innoc enc e alon g  the rows ; s ome making a game of helping to pull weeds . The 
handles of the cultivating blades r os e  and fe ll in the br ight s unlight .  They glit ­
tered with the polis h of year s  of us e .  Thos e c los e r  by paus ed to give he e d  fcom 
the ir work as the gr eybear d  pas s e d  by . The gods had c ome,; the gods had gone : 
god r emained; and the temple was on the hill. That was enough for them. 

" Aye , the temple on the hill; that is my home , " thought the enfeebled Pope 
and he moved s lowly on up thro ugh the village . t t lf the s e  trembling limbs get 
me to the top of thos e stair s of stone , they' ll not bring me down again. " 

It was thoughts s uch as thes e which gave him paus e along the way for one 
long, las t look at the familiar things : the dining she lte r ,  the counc il chamber 
wher e Ahmet had placed the feathe r e d  c loak about his s houlde rs thirte en long 
year s  befor e ,  and the terrac e d  walk thr ough the c rumbling, vine c over ed gran ­
deur that was M octalpan a thous and year s ago . 
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" � etu:r n  to the hilltop fas tne s s  and finis h they work e r e  the s ands of thy time 
on earth r un out . " 

The Inne r Voic e spoke the wor ds of str ength. Thes e c ar r ie d  his tr embling 
limbs up the hundre d  and�:one s teps to the temple chamber landing. He hes itated 
before the inky black inte r ior , but ins ide awaited the meditation chair of his many 
r e stings . One foot befor e the other ,  that was the way ;  but lo, as he went in the 
darkne s s  r ec eded before him . It was as though he c as t  his own light about him, 
a ste ady glow which was s hadowle s s  bec aus e it r adiated fr om him in eve ry dir e c ­
tion. From forc e of habit he reached for an o il lamp in the niche ; then he laugh ­
e d  aft..:hi:ms e lf and s poke aloud . 

" What better light c ould man ask than this ? His own. t t  

At the table h e  s at down. Writing papyrus was ther e ,  undis turbed, and a 
quill and the ber ry - r e d  ink of his own devis ing; but all the s e r emained untouched. 
The Pope s at quietly with folde d h�nds until the puls ing of his he art should r eturn 
to the s teady rhythm of c omplete r epos e .  Then the thoughts c ame, the vis ion, 
c lear and perfectly understood. 

" The weight of thirte en year s of wor ry has be en lifted with the pas s ing of 
Alonzo C antinelli .. B efore the "Voyage r s  s hall s ee the Pillar s  of Hercules , Pietro 
di Or s ini will have gone to his rewar d. C e ntur ie s  will pas s befor e the all ... c on ­
quer ing white man from the e as t  tr e ads the s e  shor e s  again . Turn thou t o  t!)y 
labors with a light heart, at one with body, mind and s oul . T hough the futur e 
r e ader s  of thy mes s age ar e long yet 1;1nborn, time for thee is short . t t  

The exiled Pope s ettled back in his chair . So, ther e would be mor e  v is itors 
fr om Eur ope but not in his life time . How he had we ighted hims elf down with 
that fe arful hope all thes e now he was fre e ,  fr ee l 

The r e  we r e  still a hundr ed steps to c limb but the journey upward was lighter 
now and each step was a s tep of joy . In the c ourt above he hurr ied to the little 
s tair way which led him to his obs e rvation post. Up the r e ,  s eated, his gaze 
s wept out acr os s  the vast r e aches of the s un -dappled s ea. He was- home again, 
r eally home . 

Now the shimmer ing waters be c ame a dazzling s cr e en in which he viewed 
his pas s ing wor ld, looked down the endles s c or ridor s of time , b ack into his own 
pr imitive be ginnings as a human being on this planet . Then he tr ac ed the r is e  
and fall of each life ' s  effort in s earch for T ruth. H e  followed out e ach wilfull 
miss tep which blinded him, temporar ily, to the Path . He s aw the guidipg hand 
of his own Highe r Self, his s oul, c or r ecting the e r rors and s etti7:1g his steps a­
r ight. His obs e rvations br ought him to the pr es ent life as L othar io de C onti di 
S e gni, His Holines s ,  Pope Innoc ent Ill . Fr om this v antage point in time he s aw 
how the very frustr ations and dis appointments which had bee n  s lowly kUling him 
at St . P eters would br ing him back the next and last time with even gr e ater for c e  
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and deeper unde·rstaddbig to lead, not men, but nations to that Path which he had 
discovered here in the crumbling ruins of Yucatan . 

. Pope Innoc�nt· Iii read well the message of the vision and fell into a deep 
sleep there on his 'meditative perch. · 
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C H A P T E R  S I X T E E N 

Line after tedious line of c las s ic Latin was c arved on the s oft limestone walls 
of the temple as the ye ars s ped by, four of them. The wis dom of a lifetime of 
the s truggling with men, with the ir ambitions , gr eeds and jealous ies was distil ­
led ther e under the s te aming tr opical s un. T o  this c ollection of exper ienc e s  was 
added the all - wis e r eve lations of the Inner Voic e ,  now a daily c ompanion to lnnoe ·  
c ent.+.s s elf chos en labor s . He was not given t o  spec ulation about the end of them 
- - which would be the end of his life as well; nev ertheles s ,  the vis ion . of the end 
c ame c learly to him one day and it inc luded a s ce ne which made him s ummon 
Nane e from her c leaning labors .  

' ' I  would have words with Ahmet e r e  the s etting s un of this day. " 

She bowed low and hur ried down the stairway to the wor ld be low . 

Innocent knew the Mayans wer e  busy in the fie lds with the ir planting and 
that Ahmet was not above helping. That was why he left the time of c oming to 
the leader ' s  c onvenience - A c all from. the "Exalted Mist" was not to be lightly 
accepted, however; and the village chieftain s oon r etur ne d  with Nane e .  After 
the heads c raping bows we r e  made , Innocent bade him stand. 

' ' The Exalted Mis t would have s tones gathered on the terrac e  befo r e  the en­
tr anc e to the stairway .  Let the re be clay br ought the r e  and other building ma­
terials . " 

"As the Exalted Mist des ir e s , "  murmur ed Ahmet. 

" The day is not far off when .the Exalted Mis t  s hall r etur n  to his home with 
the Sun god who dwells on high . ' '  

Ahmet 's head struck the pavement again ,. 

" The faithful attendant, Nane e ,  will c onvey the mes s age of my dep artur e . 
Unde r pain of de ath let no one c ome up into the temple . When the faithful one 
c omes to the village to r etur n her e  no mor e ,  let the entrance at the foot of the 
s tair s be s e aled ove r .  W ith thine own hand plant vines and c r eepe r s  between 
the stones , that the entranc e c omes to s e em, in tim e .  a part of the c liff . " 

Ahmet and Nane e kneeled with he ads low until, r e alizing that Lothario had 
finis hed, they backed away on all four s . 

"So be it, oh Exalted One , " was Ahmet • s  mumble d  c omplianc e as he fled 
back to the worldly c omforts of his village . 
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Each day of the pas s ing years had s eemingly placed Innocent closer to heaven 
and farther from the s imple villagers . Until by this he was little mor e  than a 
le gend to the major ity . They wer e c ontent merely to come to the foot of the 
stairs to bring their offerings and to s ay their prayers . The work in which 
Innocent was engaged was not for their ken and finally any effort expended toward 
a clos-er rapport· with the Mayans s eemed wasted • 

. * * * 

It was toward the c los e of one fine day in the year 1233 that a premonition of 
the c oming end s ent the whitehaired figure toward the stairway as hur riedly as 
his ti"embling limbs could carry him. The carvers had alr eady des cended to 
the village and N anee with them. 

He leaned heavily against the wall as he des cended toward the r oom where 
the great Mayan god watched with its air of timeles s  brooding. 

The aged man found his meditation chair i.n the dark and c omposed hims elf 
as best he c ould to still the wild throbbing of his heart; but now, instead of as ­
s uming their wonted c alm, his puls es r oared on until the very c ataract of s ound 
threatened to s weep away s ight, s ound, feeling, life its elf l  

" I  need air, Nanee ! "  

The folded hands unclasped and r eached for the table before him, but even 
as he r eached his body s lumped forward, lifeles s  wh�r e it r ested.  

En victus , T e  victum. 
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