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88 Rimble Road,

Westchester County, New York

April, 1938…
Carter Hall took his morning coffee
in the garden overlooking his estate. Unshaven and still in his
bathrobe, he had a seat and picked up the newspaper that had been
laid out for him, yawning. He had not slept well; he had had one of
his dreams. This time, he dreamt he was a warrior in a strange
land, Japan he thought, though he knew very little of the place. He
awoke before the end, but they all ended the same way. In his
death.



He shook off the foreboding feeling and glanced at the paper,
today’s New York Times. There was another article about the Mystery
Man from Keystone City that the press had dubbed the Flash. The
photograph was blurry, but Carter could almost make out a running
figure in red, wearing an outlandish helmet, waving and smiling
broadly. What a bizarre phenomenon. First that caped fellow in
Fawcett City, Captain Marvel, and now this… Flash! There were
rumors of another Mystery Man, too, the so-called Sandman, who
haunted the streets of Manhattan. He grunted and flipped through
the pages.



Germany was doing more saber-rattling at Poland, President
Roosevelt affirming U.S. relations with Britain and France, and
Bolshevik clubs stirring trouble in Opal City.



Same old stuff. He finished his coffee and went back inside. A full
day awaited him. The museum would be expecting their chief field
agent; he’d have to take the train into the city early if he was to
finish cataloguing next month’s exhibit of Mesopotamian artifacts
on time.

A newly delivered package was waiting for him. He took it into his
study, an oak-paneled room, the walls of which were lined with
Carter’s personal collection of ancient weapons.



He raised an eyebrow at the return address: Professor James
Rock, Shepards Hotel, Cairo, Egypt. What was Jim up to these
days? Carter recalled that his old college friend was supposed to
be stateside, his university recalling all researchers the more it
looked that the world was drifting closer to war. His eyes drifted
to the black and white photo on his desk, showing three young men
in college jerseys laughing together: himself, Jim and Cal “Cave”
Carson.

He opened the package.



There were only two things inside: a folded piece of paper and a
dagger.



It was not unheard of for Jim or Cave to send Carter a new,
interesting piece for his collection, but Carter could tell
instantly that there was something different about this dagger. He
lifted it carefully from the box, thinking that it should not have
been so light and yet feel so dense. It was the color of gold, only
a little darker, and obviously very old, ancient even. It was
unadorned and unnaturally sharp, despite its apparent age. It
looked like Egyptian craftsmanship, but he could not identify the
metal…



He felt an instinctive, personal revulsion to the weapon. He laid
it down in instant distaste. He knew —he knew not how!— that this
thing had been an instrument of murder…



The paper was a simple note in Jim’s handwriting: I’ve found
Khufu. Come quickly.



Carter frowned. Something was not right. Khufu…The name
resonated with Carter— he’d been obsessed with finding the lost
pharaoh’s final resting place for years, but all trails seemed to
lead to dead-ends. Jim was a competent archaeologist, but he didn’t
have the background, the years of study, the passion that Carter
did for the lore of the forgotten, short-reigned pharaoh.



What had Carter missed?



One thing was certain, he decided, studying the mysterious dagger
on the desktop: he would be on the next boat out to Alexandria.

 

 



Cairo, Egypt

Two weeks later…
The muezzin’s call to prayer
echoed between the rooftops of the old city and the sun was low in
the sky when the taxi finally arrived at the grand colonial
Shepards Hotel. Carter paid the Arab driver to forward his luggage
to his customary rooms and escaped the dry heat of Cairo by ducking
into the exquisite marble-floored lobby. It was all lazily turning
ceiling fans, gently swaying palm fronds and softly bubbling
fountains, just as he remembered it. But it was not the same. In
addition to Jean-Louis, the elegantly attired concierge, and his
efficient staff of mostly European descent, there were off-duty
soldiers, British and German, eyeing each other suspiciously.
Instead of the profligate and indulgent expatriates and tourists
lounging about sipping whiskey and wine, there were jittery-looking
diplomats and functionaries in sweat-stained suits.



Carter went to the concierge’s desk and asked after Professor James
Rock.



“I am very sorry Professor Hall; Professor Rock has not been seen
for weeks.” Jean-Louis explained in heavily-accented English.



Carter was not surprised. He had sent a number of telegrams to Jim,
all of which had gone unanswered.



“Jean-Louis, did he say what he was onto, or where he might be
digging?”



The thin Frenchman frowned. “No, monsieur. But I know he has made
several trips to Erdu this season.”



That was a good enough place to start. “Would you be so kind as to
book me a place on the next steamer upriver?”



“Oiu, monsieur.”



That made sense. There was rumored to be a lost temple to Horus, a
god Pharaoh Khufu especially revered, at Erdu, but it had never
been unearthed; Carter himself had led three expeditions to the
site, strangely drawn to the place, but had found nothing. Had Jim
found something that Carter had overlooked?



“Professor Hall, will you be attending the reception for Dr. Hastor
this evening?” The concierge interrupted Carter’s thoughts.



“Who?”



“Dr. Anton Hastor, the wealthy American philanthropist from
Chicago.” Explained Jean-Louis politely. “He has generously donated
the funds for a new wing to the Cairo Museum, and the Antiquities
department is holding a reception in his honor in our ballroom this
evening.”



For some reason, the little hairs on the back of Carter’s neck
stood up, and a feeling of subtle menace crept over him. Anton
Hastor. He had never heard the name before, yet somehow it was
familiar.



His curiosity was roused.



“Jean-Louis, I think I just might see you there.”

 

 



Freshly shaven and his dark blond hair combed respectably back,
Carter emerged into the ballroom in a custom-tailored suit to the
strains of the orchestra playing a Strauss waltz. He accepted a
flute of champagne from a passing waiter and scanned the crowd of
whirling couples; he didn’t have the slightest idea what the guest
of honor looked like, only that he would know him when he saw
him.



Here, at last, was the Shepards he remembered: people dancing while
the world spun ever faster and nearer to conflagration.



He caught a glimpse of some old friends, the husband and wife
archaeological team of C.C. and Marilyn Batson, chatting politely
with that new fellow, the very dour Kent Nelson whom Carter had
worked with briefly a few seasons before; the man had strange
tastes and dangerous predilections, and Carter was somewhat
surprised to see him with the amiable Batsons. He was a bout to
approach them when he heard his name called.



“Carter?”



A familiar bearded man in a suit came up to him, with a young woman
on his arm.



“Cave!” Carter exclaimed, both pleased and puzzled to see
his friend where he was least expected. The two shook hands
boisterously. “What the hell are you doing here? Last I heard you
were in Addis Ababa excavating the temple caverns… ?”



“Had to clear out.” Cave Carson explained. “Things were getting too
hot; the war with the Italians is spreading all over the country.
I’ve been in Cairo for a week now, waiting for the next boat out,
but everything is crazy, what with the Nazis— Have you two
met?”



Carter blinked. He had not been aware he’d been staring. The girl
on Cave’s arm was the most beautiful thing he had ever seen: her
long and lustrous hair spilled over one bare, alabaster shoulder in
soft copper waves, and her eyes were a deep, rich molten
brown. She outshone every other woman in the room in her evening
gown— every one of them would have died for her figure. And she was
staring up at Carter with an expression that was equally perplexed
and intense.



“Um… I don’t think so.” Carter mumbled when he regained his voice.
“I’m very sure I would have remembered.”



“Then allow me the honors.” Cave said smoothly. “Carter Hall, this
is my fiancée, Shiera Saunders. Shiera is an ingénue at the Lyric
Opera in Gotham. Darling, this is my old friend from Princeton,
Professor Carter Hall, curator of the Antiquities department of the
Metropolitan Museum in Manhattan, lecturer, and itinerant
archaeologist.”



“Delighted.” She extended her hand to Carter, who found himself
only able to hold it for a moment without an unaccountable fit of
shaking.



“Shiera was in town for the big production of Aida last
night, coincidentally. And an absolute triumph for her, I might
add.” Cave was saying. “But what brings you to Egypt, Carter? The
season’s almost over, and with the situation in Europe what it
is…?”



It cost Carter a visible effort to tear his eyes off of Shiera to
address his old friend. “Actually, I’m looking for Jim. I got a
message from him two weeks ago that he was onto something big. But
it seems he’s disappeared…”



He told Cave the whole story, acutely aware of the girl at his
friend’s side, hanging on his every word. Consciously, he
determined not to look at her, but at every opportunity he stole a
glance, rewarded with the faintest impression of a smile and the
electric thrill that sent up his spine.



“Erdu, huh?” Cave scratched his beard. “I don’t know, Carter,
you’ve been over that place pretty thoroughly. But I guess the
dagger came from somewhere. Could Jim really be on to
something?”



Carter shrugged and sipped his all-but-forgotten champagne. “I
don’t know. But I’m going to find out.”



“Then I’m going with you.” Cave declared. “If Jim’s in trouble,
you’ll need all the help you can get.”



“And I’m going, too.” Shiera pronounced, in a tone that would brook
no disagreement. “I’ve never been on an archaeological expedition
before, and I think a trip up the Nile will be just the thing for
Cyril, he’s going stir crazy—.”



“Absolutely not!” Cave objected. “Both you and your cousin are
taking the first train back to Alexandria in the morning…” The two
bickered, but Carter could tell that Shiera would not be easily
dissuaded. She was a courageous and strong-willed young woman— but
then, how did he know that?



The guest of honor made his entrance soon after. Dr. Anton Hastor
was a tall, impeccably-dressed man with an imposingly intense
stare, an elderly gentleman with a well-kempt thin grey moustache.
He diligently made the rounds of the room, escorted by a short
Egyptian functionary in a fez, in a smooth, almost calculating
manner.



When he had reached Carter’s little group, there was a feverish
light in his eye that was utterly out of place in a civilized
world.



“Professor Hall, we meet at last.” He crowed in a crisp, exuberant
voice. “I’ve followed your scholarly exploits in the papers for
years now.”



A bland smile on his face, Carter mumbled a polite greeting, unable
to dispel an uneasy feeling.



“And surely you must be Shiera Saunders,” He turned to Cave and his
fiancé, reaching almost greedily for the delicate hand the singer
extended. “I was at the performance last night, my dear. The finest
Amneris I have ever heard. You are an ornament to the Gotham
Opera.” His lips lingered too long over her delicate fingers, his
eyes gauging hers. Shiera faked a cough and withdrew her hand
abruptly to cover her mouth. Hastor’s lips curled in a thin
smile.



Cave cleared his throat pointedly and introduced himself.



Carter and Shiera exchanged meaningful looks, aware that Hastor was
watching them out of the corner of his eye.



“You must be here because of Professor Rock’s discoveries.” Hastor
directed toward Carter after Cave had finished speaking. “We’re all
very proud of the work he’s done at Erdu.”



Carter blinked. “You know about Jim’s work at Erdu?”



“Know about it? I’m financing it.” Hastor told them smugly. “I
think we may have found the lost tomb of Khufu at last.”



Carter downed the remainder of his champagne in a vain attempt to
hide his ire. He had a sneaking suspicion this old man was trying
to push his buttons.



“As a matter of fact, I’m sending some supplies and equipment up
the Nile in the morning to check on Professor Rock’s progress…” His
voice trailed off, and Cave took the bait.



“We were just talking about doing the same thing ourselves!”



“Marvelous!” Hastor exclaimed with a gleam in his eye. “You are
more than welcome to attach yourselves to the expedition. I’m
afraid I can’t join it myself, business in Cairo, you understand,
but my steamer, the Lady Bast has ample accommodations…
You will give Professor Rock my regards…?”



“We wouldn’t dream of imposing—.” Carter attempted to object, but
was cut off by the old man.



“Nonsense! I won’t hear another word of it. I’m sure Professor Rock
would be quite irate with me if I didn’t send you to him in his
moment of glory. Besides, I have an ulterior motive,” He glanced
sidelong at Shiera. “I was hoping that, while you are away, Ms.
Saunders will pay for your passage with an impromptu performance
for an appreciative admirer… ?”



The polite smile that Shiera answered with did not reach her eyes,
and Carter Hall had the distinct impression that they had all been
subtly threatened and cunningly outmaneuvered.



In the days to come, he would be keeping a close eye on Dr. Anton
Hastor.

 

 



Later, that night…
Unable to sleep,
Carter went out onto the hotel verandah to clear his head, gazing
up at the star-pocked night sky. It was a sultry night in Cairo,
and a few others had the same idea, escaping the heat of their
rooms, quietly sipping drinks, or lounging in the piano bar.



Dr. Hastor was behaving like the perfect patron and benefactor, but
there was something about him that Carter did not trust. He was too
eager, almost, too accommodating… And Carter could tell there was
something he wasn’t telling them, something he was holding back.
How in the world had Jim become involved with such a shady
character?



And then there was Shiera…



More than anything else, he could not get her out of his head.
Whenever he looked at her, he felt that he had waited his whole
life for just that moment. And what was worse, he could tell that
she felt the same way. But she was his friend’s fiancée. There
could be nothing between them…



She was out on the verandah as well, in a diaphanous evening robe,
having a smoke by the rail. For a moment, Carter was transfixed by
the image of her, silhouetted in moonlight, her hair down on her
shoulders. He tried to steal away unseen, but she turned, seemingly
aware of being observed.



“Excuse me, I was just leaving—.” He tried to go, but she called
after him.



“Please, don’t go. Keep me company.” She extended her hand to him,
gently pulling him by the arm up to the rail beside her.



Her touch was electric, but fleeting. They consciously kept a
distance between them, but the look they exchanged communicated an
unspoken sentiment that neither knew how to articulate.



“Good evening, Ms. Saunders. We all have an early start in the
morning, shouldn’t you be asleep?” He said after an uncomfortable
moment.



She took a drag on the long, thin cigarette and blew out a dainty
stream of smoke, watching him from beneath dangerously long
eyelashes.



“I couldn’t sleep. I’ve been having… strange dreams lately.” She
admitted uneasily. “Ever since I came to Egypt, and one extremely…
vivid one this evening. I don’t think I can get back to sleep
anytime soon.” She smiled weakly.



Carter fixed her with a probing stare; he knew a thing or two about
strange dreams. But he wanted to put her at ease, so he changed the
subject.



“You shouldn’t be smoking those. They’re not good for your voice.”
He admonished her lightly.



Shiera gave him a bemused, arched look.



“Professor Hall, if all you’re going to do is tell me what I should
and shouldn’t do, we’ll never be friends!”



“Can we ever be friends?” He blurted, more than he meant
to say.



And Shiera seemed to understand him intuitively. Suddenly serious,
she flicked the cigarette into the brush below, and gazed
searchingly up into Carter’s eyes.



“I don’t know.” She admitted in a solemn whisper. “Things have
become all of a sudden very confusing…”



Carter’s hand rested on the rail between them. Her own descended to
touch it, but Carter pulled it away, clearing his throat.



“However did Cave convince you to remain in Cairo?” He asked
frantically struggling to stuff down feelings that were threatening
to overwhelm him. “You seemed quite adamant about coming to
Erdu.”



With as much effort, Shiera pulled her own gaze away, visibly
collecting herself.



“Oh, I’ve been engaged for two more performances of Aida.
The lead soprano fell ill tonight, and they’ve asked me to sing the
lead. It could make my career…”



“Looks like Hastor will get his wish to hear you sing again, after
all.”



A shadow fell over the young singer’s face, and she shivered
involuntarily.



“That one… I’m not sure if I like the way he looks at me… He makes
my skin positively crawl…”



She wrapped her slender arms around herself, though the night air
was thick. She gazed up at Carter through long lashes, her lips
slightly parted.



Carter’s breath caught in his throat. He longed more than anything
to reach out for her, crush his chest against her, and lose himself
in the bottomless wells of those eyes. Her face was pointed up at
his, her eyelids drooping. She stood on her tip-toes even as he
bent his head to hers—.



Loud laughter from just inside the hotel lounge intruded upon their
moment, and the two sprang guilty away from each other. Carter
coughed to hide his embarrassment, and Shiera raised a trembling
hand to brush her hair aside, not looking at him.



“How— <ahem!>— how long have you and Cave…?” He stuttered
clumsily.



“All our lives.” She answered hastily, too quickly. “We grew up
next door to each other in Connecticut. Our families have known
each other for ages. Our mothers have been planning the wedding
since I was thirteen.”



Carter tried to chuckle but it came out as a strangled grunt. His
hand ached from the tightly clenched fist he made..



More quietly she added: “I could never break his heart…”



Before Carter could figure out how to respond to that, there came
the sound of loud drunken singing. A young man clutching a bottle
of Egyptian beer burst from the French doors, obviously
inebriated.



“Shiera! I’ve just relieved a handful of Nazis of a great deal of
money at the poker tables! You should have seen—.”



“Cyril!” Shiera chided, taking advantage of her cousin’s sudden
appearance to dodge the consequence of her last remark.



Carter was relieved.



Cyril, or as he preferred to be known, “Speed”, did his best to
stand straight and stoically while Shiera castigated him. He was
supposed to be her escort on this trip, and instead he used the
opportunity to carouse and get himself into every kind of trouble,
when would he ever take his responsibilities seriously…?



While she was distracted, Carter retreated back inside the hotel,
and another sleepless night.

 

 



Wadi Erdu

St Roch University Expedition Base Camp…
“Where
the blazes is everyone?” Cave was the first to break the silence,
squinting into the sun from atop his camel.



A dry wind blew through the dig site, stirring tent flaps and
unattended field equipment, but that was all that stirred. Other
than themselves, there were no other living souls in Wadi Erdu. Not
only was the base camp deserted, but it seemed the team had left in
some haste, as well, abandoning not just their equipment and
personal belongings, but their finds as well. Carter slid from his
camel and methodically searched the camp, finding it in great
disarray.



“This place has been ransacked.” He proclaimed grimly.



“Nonsense.” Scoffed Captain Moldoff, the leader of Dr. Hastor’s
relief mission, examining a piece of lapis lazuli jewelry left
sitting atop a steamer trunk. “Thieves or Bedouin would have stolen
everything of value, including these very nice pieces here.
Professor Rock, however does have some explaining to do.”



Something bad had happened here, Carter felt it in his bones. He
did not want to frighten the others, so he did not mention the
rifle shell he spotted on the ground, and he hastily kicked up sand
over the smear of blood that was nearby. But Moldoff did have a
point: thieves or Bedouin would have taken everything to sell on
the black market. Whoever scared away Jim and his team and
ransacked the camp was looking for something in particular.
Something valuable enough to kill for.

 

 



While the others rested in the shade of the wadi, Carter trudged
off alone to see where Jim was excavating by the canyon wall. It
was a sheer cliff-face, with a hole dynamited about 20 feet up,
accessible by a makeshift scaffold. How had Jim known to blast the
rock there? Carter himself had always dug on the other side of the
cliff, on the broad slope to the cliff-top where an entrance could
have been hidden beneath the sand. He climbed the scaffolding and
peered into the gap of darkness beyond.



We’ll, I’ll be damned…!



The sun was almost directly over ahead, allowing Carter to see that
the opening that Jim had blasted into the cliff led to a massive,
hollowed-out underground structure. He could make out no details—
the sunlight did not extend that far— but he could tell from the
echo of his whistle that the drop was greater than 20 feet, so it
must extend underground.



My god, was this the famed Temple of Horus at long last?



Carter turned to shrug off his backpack, intending to find his
lantern and gasped to see a looming figure rear up behind him,
blotting out the sun! He had a glimpse of burning eyes and a
gaping maw exhaling a noxious breath, and then the black-robed
assassin snarled and shoved Carter through the opening.



He fell with a long, echoing cry.

 

 



He awoke in darkness.



Every muscle hurt and joint ached, but amazingly he could feel no
broken bones— something like a thick bed of straw had cushioned his
fall. He struggled to sit up, his head throbbing.



The lack of sunlight above him meant either many hours had passed
and it was now night, or that the entrance had been sealed
up.



He had no idea how long he must have been out, but he was sure that
if the others were able to, they would have rescued him by now.
Unless there were more of those black robed assassins about, and
they had attacked the camp—.



Cave!



Carter repressed a surge of panic, hoping that his friend had not
fallen prey to the ambush of the black-robed assassins! Cave was
one of the most resourceful men Carter had ever known— he had to
trust he would be alright.



And right now, Carter had to worry about himself.



The lantern in his pack had broken in his fall, but he had a full
box of stick matches. He struck one and gasped at what he saw. He
was in a vast chamber, strewn with straw and roughly square, with
walls painted in the hieroglyphs of the 15th Dynasty. An immense
statue of Hawk-headed Horus dominated one side of the room, it’s
eternal gaze seeming to beam down on Carter. He crept up to it and
read the inscription on the base: Beware all that enter here
with no reverence for Divine Horus in your heart, for this is his
house, and his wrath is eternal.

 

 



Hours passed, but Carter hardly noticed, so absorbed was he in his
exploration of the Temple. With awe and reverence, he searched out
every nook and cranny of the main chamber, luckily stumbling upon
some ancient torches which he lit with his matches, leaving most in
their sconces on the walls, but carrying one with him for greater
light. The place was a trove of hieroglyphic art, most of which
told of the legend of Horus, and the stories of the hawk-god’s
champions. The last bit, on the farthest wall, told of the Pharaoh
Khufu.



… devoted his life to the service of justice, a much beloved
prince and savior of his people, foully betrayed by the High Priest
Hath-Set and murdered before the eyes of Divine Horus. His body
rests in the House of Horus, but his Ka journeys forever on across
the shores of night. In a time far distant, when the world is in
need, this noble hawk-man shall live again, this I, Nabu, have
seen…



His body rests in the House of Horus…! Was that to be taken
literally? Was the tomb of Khufu in the temple after all?



His blood racing, Carter crept as fast as he dared down the single
passageway leading from the main chamber. The darkened hallway,
illuminated only by his blazing torch, inclined downward. The air
was stagnant and hot, but breathable. The passage opened up
finally, into an antechamber. The torchlight showed a treasure
house of burial goods, unlike any found since Howard Carter had
unearthed the tomb of Tut-Ankh-Amun 17 years ago. But the dust of
four millennia, thick everywhere, had been disturbed, some smaller
pieces shifted— Carter was not the first recent visitor here.



But the room was a dead-end, and there was no sarcophagus.



Carter rummaged in his pack and brought out the queer dagger Jim
had sent him. The odd metal gleamed more than was natural from mere
torchlight. He felt again that vague sense of disgust and revulsion
holding the ancient weapon; the thing seemed to thrum in his hand,
not audibly but palpably nonetheless, as if every atom it consisted
of was alive and pulsing. The feeling echoed through his own body—
and suddenly, Carter felt an acute, stabbing pain in his back, as
if a knife had been driven between his shoulder blades! His knees
buckled and he fell to the dusty floor of the tomb, dropping the
torch but not the knife. He twisted, grunting in agony, but he was
alone still— except that in the light of the guttering torch, weird
shadows played on the wall, enacting an ancient scene of
murder!



A sinister shadow threatened another, a woman at prayer before the
hawk-god—



“Shiera…?” Carter groaned, recognizing the shape of the woman— but
then realizing his error, he muttered a name he had never heard
before but was as familiar to him as his own: “Chay-Ara?
No…!”



The shadow of Hath-Set lengthened on the wall, and the two
struggled, but another shadow appeared now, and Carter knew he was
looking at the shade of Pharaoh Khufu!



He could almost hear the cries echoing down the ages—. He gasped as
the shadows danced, and Shiera— No, Chay-Ara!— went down, falling
into his— no, Khufu’s arms!



And then the shadow of Hath-Set loomed over them, striking downward
with the dagger that now sang in Carter’s own hand!



Memories flooded over him like a tidal wave. Ancient days and epic
battles, sand and blood and nights floating on the serene Nile…
He had lived before, many times before, he realized, but
this was the first time, who he really was… A
prince and a hero…, a hawk-man.



Khufu…



Nor was he alone. Other souls traveled down the road of eternity
with him, one light and one dark.



Chay-Ara. Their Ka’s were forever linked, immortal souls bound
together in an endless cycle of love and murder. Did Shiera
know?



And Hath-Set. Knife raised, hounding them throughout the ages, to
kill and be killed until the cycle was broken and one of them
triumphed!



Lost in the throes of his resurgent memories, Carter almost did not
notice the answering thrum coming from beneath him— until the floor
abruptly gave way and he was falling through it.

 

 



This time, there was not far to fall. The chamber below was
similarly covered in rushes, but Carter nevertheless arose with an
aching groan. His torch was in the antechamber above, but he found
that his eyes were adjusting to the darkness, and that he could see
quite well.



Though he wasn’t sure if he could believe his eyes.



For in front of him was what he could only describe as a spaceship.
It was roughly circular, with two wings that arced forward like a
bird’s, like something out of a Flash Gordon comic strip. It was
damaged in places, but other than that, perfectly preserved, sealed
in this chamber since the days of the pharaohs.



Intuitively, Carter examined the knife in his hand and knew that
the metal had come from the ship.



Nth Metal, a memory he never should have had, reminded
him. Out of the sky-chariot from a world called Thanagar. It
was the knife that had murdered him. Murdered him? But he was
still alive…? No, not Carter Hall; Khufu. Khufu Ma-at Kha-Taar.
It was Hath-Set’s knife— he had stolen into the temple where they
had hidden the sky-chariot, and used the rest of the Nth Metal to
forge this horrible weapon…!



Khufu (no, Carter!) dropped the vile thing in disgust and spat on
it. He murdered Chay-Ara, and he murdered me! Damned jackal, he
will pay for this perfidy!



But he had, hadn’t he? Carter (no, Khufu!) remembered squeezing the
life from the high priest’s throat, snapping his neck…



Yet I am born again, and so are they, my beloved and my enemy,
Chay-Ara and Hath-Set, the three of us locked in an endless duel
down the ages, until the cycle is broken at last. Chay-Ara was
reborn as Shiera Saunders, of that much Carter was certain— he knew
it the first moment he saw her. As for Hath-Set… where did he
lurk?



In his mind’s eye, he saw again, the wild flash of Dr. Anton
Hastor’s gaze, and felt again the pulse of Hath-Set in his
grip.



Hastor! And he had left Shiera alone with him in Cairo!

He didn’t know what Hastor’s game was, but he was determined to
find out.



The heat was stifling, and his shirt was slick with sweat; he took
it off and began searching for a way out of the room. He thought he
could climb atop the space ship and leverage himself into the
antechamber above, but the hole in the ceiling was just out of
reach. He looked around for something else to stand on, spotting
two oblong blocks in the dark across the chamber. His curiosity
roused, he went over to them.



They were side by side and topped with golden effigies.



He had found at last the sarcophagi of Khufu and his beloved
Chay-Ara.

 

 



Carter stared at them for a long time, unable to do anymore. He
could not bring himself to lift the lid and stare at his own
mummified corpse. Not now. There would be time later, after he
confronted Hastor.



Behind the two sarcophagi mounted to the wall, was a collection of
artifacts that seized Carter’s eye. Two delicately crafted
hawk-masks; two amulets, both of them the same, cast in the image
of a hawk; a finely wrought metal gauntlet; and a ceremonial pair
of wings made of perfectly preserved hawk feathers. His senses were
becoming so attuned now to the presence of the Nth Metal, which
both the amulets and the gauntlet were made out of, that he
implicitly understood that it was the long-term exposure to the
metal that had so perfectly preserved the masks and wings, and most
everything else in the room. Carter reverently took the amulets off
the wall, and the instant his fingers touched the smooth
otherworldly metal, he knew he had forged them with his own hands.
There was no way he could leave these behind. He put them both
around his neck, vowing to return hers to Chay-Ara (but he must
think of her only as Shiera! He reminded himself).



The wings… A not uncommon article to be buried with a champion of
Horus, to speed the hero on his journey into the afterlife. With
clarity so startling, Carter had a vision of himself, Chay-Ara at
his side, flying over the pyramids, born aloft by the strange
properties of the Thanagarian Nth Metal…



…In a time far distant, when the world is in need, this noble
hawk-man shall live again…



In grim resolution, Carter Hall took the ancient wings off the wall
and put them on, attaching the harness across his bare chest. He
put the clawed gauntlet on his left hand, and reverently donned one
of the hawk-masks.

Summoning the power from deep within the amulets, he was aloft
before he could even wonder how to do it.



He rose above the Thanagarian spaceship, through the hole in the
ceiling and back into the antechamber with the burial goods. He
paused only long enough to claim a long spear and to buckle around
his waist an ornate Hyksos short sword. Then he was back in the
air, reveling in the sensation. In the main temple chamber, the
colossal statue of Horus seemed to regard him with approval. His
senses made freakishly keen by the Nth Metal, Carter thought he
could hear whispering on the dry, stagnant air: …Ah, my
champion, a dread and beautiful Ka is laid upon you! You shall be a
hero when all my monuments are dust and I have made the long
journey to the Far Lands whence there is no return… See that they
in the mortal lands remember the hawk-god that stands between the
light and the evil things…



With a grave salute to the forgotten deity, Carter rose overhead,
to the hole that Jim had blown in the wall, now blocked by rocks.
He began shifting them away, but very quickly lost patience. Dr.
Anton Hastor, the man who was Hath-Set, was out there somewhere; he
had already tried to kill Carter, sealing him in the tomb, and he
had no doubt the villain’s next target would be Shiera! With a
frustrated cry, Carter slammed his Nth Metal-covered fist into the
rocks, and the Claw of Horus responded with fantastic results: the
whole side of the wall exploded outward in a shower of dust and
debris, letting in sunlight.



Rocketing from the buried Temple of Horus, Hawkman spread his wings
with a jubilant roar as he climbed towards the sun!



====================================================================================



If you enjoyed this story, you can find more tales of your favorite
DC heroes at DC2
Universe.



All characters are (c) DC Comics and no infringement upon their
copyrights is intended. Support DC Comics by buying their monthly
comic books and graphic novels.







From the same author on
Feedbooks


	The Adventures
of Superman #0 (2005)
The Adventures of Superman: Lost Sons of Krypton, Prelude:
Strange Visitors!

A strange visitor from another planet comes to Metropolis--- and
Superman is all that stands in his way! It's a battle royale in the
skies and streets of the City of Tomorrow as a mistake from
Jor-El's past comes back to haunt his son. And intrepid reporter
Lois Lane is onto the story of her career, but can the Man of Steel
save her when she goes too far?



	


The
Adventures of Superman #1 (2005)
The Adventures of Superman: Lost Sons of Krypton, Pt. 1: A War
of Brothers!

Zod, the Destroyer of Krypton, has come to Earth, and with his
Tigress and Hound, the bastard son of Jor-El, at his side, can even
Superman stand against him? Meanwhile, Lois plays a deadly game to
get to the bottom of the sinister machinations of Lex Luthor!



	


The
Adventures of Superman #2 (2005)
The Adventures of Superman: Kingdom of Zod.

Superman leads a desperate assault on the Antarctic Kingdom of
Zod. But even with the aid of an unexpected ally, can the Man of
Steel overthrow the might of the Destroyer and his Doomsday
Bomb?



	


Wonder Woman
#0 (2005)
Wonder Woman: A Game of Gods and Men, Prelude.

Meet the Amazing Amazon as she hosts a summit of world leaders
at Themyscira House--- but danger stalks the hallowed halls as a
familiar foe lurks, thirsty for the blood of her enemy Wonder
Woman! Meanwhile, on Paradise Island, former USAAF Colonel Steve
Trevor becomes embroiled in the deadly affairs of gods and men---
and learns that sometimes they are one and the same!



	


Detective
Comics #0 (2005)
Detective Comics: Lustmord, Prelude.

A wicked new serial killer with a bloody history stalks the
nighttime streets of Gotham, and no one is safe! Reeling from
personal crises, the Dark Knight must confront hidden dangers from
his own past and new enemies laying in wait for him... From Crime
Alley to Arkham Asylum, Batman is tested by a diabolical
mastermind!



	


Detective
Comics #1 (2005)
Detective Comics: Lustmord: Shadows and Fog.

The mystery of the Gotham Ripper deepens as his murderous
rampage continues. Batman haunts the streets and shadows,
determined to bring the lunatic to justice, but in Arkham Asylum,
plots are laid for the Dark Knight's demise!



	


Detective
Comics #2 (2005)
Detective Comics: Lustmord: An Uncommon Fondness for Blood.

With Vicki Vale in the clutches of the Gotham Ripper, Batman
must contend with a foe who has studied him for years--- and
discovered his secret identity! This is the gruesome conclusion to
the Lustmord storyline!



	


The
Immortal Legend of Hawkman #0 (2005)
The Immortal Legend of Hawkman: Under Ancient Stars.

In the days of the pharaohs, in the land of the pyramids, is
born a hero for all time! Defying the will of men and gods, Prince
Khufu and his beloved Chay-Ara embark upon a destiny filled with
triumph and tragedy, sacrifice and murder. With the wizard Nabu and
the champion of Shazam who will one day be known as Black Adam at
their side, they must use the power of the otherworldly Thanagarian
Nth Metal and the gifts of the hawk-god Horus to defeat the
villainous immortal tyrant known as Vandal Savage! Born in the
fires of war, undying passion and treacherous betrayal, this is a
definitive retelling of the ancient origin of the hero who will be
known as--- Hawkman!



	


The
Immortal Legend of Hawkman #2 (2005)
The Immortal Legend of Hawkman: Wings of Destiny, Part 2.

The two part origin arc of the Golden Age Hawkman concludes as
Carter Hall takes up the mantle of the immortal hero and races
against time to save Shiera Saunders from the clutches of the
villainous Dr. Anton Hastor! But first he must survive the attack
of the undead Sons of Anubis, and defeat the man who is destined to
slay him!



	


Wonder Woman
#1 (2005)
Wonder Woman: The Swords of the Amazons!

As Wonder Woman hunts the Cheetah, Doom's Doorway opens and
Themysicra is besieged by the horrors of the underworld! Diana must
contend with a deadly and secret mastermind determined to destroy
her and all she holds dear!



	


Teen
Titans #0 (2005)
Teen Titans: Friends and Heroes.

Reeling from recent harrowing events in Gotham, Dick Grayson
struggles with the decision to hang up his cape and mask forever as
he goes off to college in New York City. Joined by Roy Harper and
Wally West, the trio have a fateful meeting with the girls who will
forever change their lives! Guest starring Wonder Woman!



	


Wonder Woman
#2 (2005)
Wonder Woman: The Rage of Angels.

As the Minotaur leads the Sons of Uranus against the walls of
Themyscira and Wonder Woman does battle with Typhon, the Father of
Monsters, a more devastating threat comes to Olympus... Nothing
will be the same after this issue!



	


Teen
Titans #1 (2005)
Teen Titans: Serpent's Tooth, Part 1 (of 2).

As the team comes together, Wally West is seduced by a
mysterious girl with a dangerous secret. The Titans must infiltrate
the church of a fanatical ancient cult to rescue one of their own,
but a fierce enemy awaits them: Enter Brother Blood!



	


Teen
Titans #2 (2005)
Teen Titans: Serpent's Tooth, Part 2 (of 2).

The Titans have fallen to Mother Mayhem and a dark messiah is on
the brink of awakening! Only Dick Grayson and his new ally, the
mysterious and dangerous girl known as Raven, stand in the way of
the resurrection of the dreaded... Brother Blood!



	


New
Outsiders #0 (2005)
New Outsiders: What Happens in Vegas...

PLEASE NOTE: THIS IS A MATURE READERS TITLE.

A gritty and realistic look at vice, corruption and superheroing
in Sin City! Meet the New Outsiders---Green Arrow, Black Canary,
Huntress, Batgirl, Zatanna, and a driven District Attorney named
Adrian Chase, the Vigilante!--- an unorthodox team of heroes banded
together to stand against a sinister conspiracy and depraved
foes!



	


New
Outsiders #1 (2005)
New Outsiders: House Rules: Luck be a Lady.

PLEASE NOTE: THIS IS A MATURE READERS TITLE.

Things heat up in Vegas as the Vigilante and Huntress face off
against each other, and Green Arrow and Black Canary enlist the aid
of young college prodigy Barbara Gordon to break into L'Inferno and
rescue an old friend from the clutches of the criminal
organization, the House, and its cruel mistress, Roulette--- and
only Zatanna stands in their way!



	


New
Outsiders #2 (2005)
New Outsiders: House Rules: The Most Dangerous Game.

PLEASE NOTE: THIS IS A MATURE READERS TITLE.

With Black Lightning's life at stake and Green Arrow and Black
Canary in the clutches of the House, Batgirl looks for some
unlikely allies as she plays a dangerous game with Roulette in the
conclusion of the New Outsiders origin arc!



	


JSA:
Legends of the Golden Age #0 (2005)
Justice Society of America: Legends of the Golden Age: The
Society, Prelude.

In the dark days before WWII, A Secret Society of Super Villains
unleash a masterplan to seize the world in its iron grip of
tyranny! But, in the gathering shadows of war, there is a glimmer
of hope! The emerging mystery men of America--- Hawkman! the Flash!
Hourman! the Atom! Starman! Dr. Fate! the Sandman! and the Amazing
Amazon, Wonder Woman!--- rise up in a Justice Society to oppose the
evil oppressors! But can even they withstand--- the Spear of
Destiny!?!



	


All-Star
Comics #1 (2006)
All-Star Comics: Captain Marvel, Part 1 (of 2).

At last! The history of the World's Mightiest Mortal in the DC2
is finally revealed! The ancient wizard Shazam recalls the career
of his champion, even as foes from the past regroup to threaten the
world once more. But will there be a Captain Marvel to stand
against them?



	


Action
Comics #7 (2006)
Action Comics: Hostile Takeover.

What is Genesis Corporation? Clark and Lois want to know--- and
so does Lex Luthor! The Countdown to the Crisis heats up as some
major players are revealed and a three-way brawl erupts in the
skies over Metropolis!



	


Action
Comics #8 (2006)
Action Comics: For All Mankind...

Crisis: The Apokolips Imperative, Part 9!

Darkseid has assembled nearly all of the components to complete the
Anti-Life Equation. Now, Wonder Woman leads a daring mission to the
very gates of Darkseid's palace to rescue the Man of Steel and
bring hope to the war-torn planet Earth! Don't dare miss this
pivotal chapter, as one man shows just what it means to be a hero!
You won't believe the shocking ending!



	


Action
Comics #9 (2006)
Action Comics: Return to Smallville, Part 1 (of 4).

In the wake of the crisis, the greatest tragedy of his life
brings Clark Kent home to Smallville. But can you go home again? A
new era in the life of the Man of Steel begins here! New dangers
await, an old romance is rekindled--- and you won't believe the
shocking ending!



	


Action
Comics #11 (2006)
Action Comics: Return to Smallville, Part 3 (of 4).

The mystery villain stands revealed and the truth about Connor
finally comes out! Superman stands alone against friend and foe
alike and the surprises keeps coming in this penultimate chapter of
the new adventures of the Man of Steel!



	


Action
Comics #10 (2006)
Action Comics: Return to Smallville, Part 2 (of 4).

Reeling from Lana Lang's recent revelation, Clark is forced to
re-evaluate his future--- unaware that a secret enemy is lurking
and waiting to destroy him! Meanwhile, Lois Lane shows up in
Smallville on the trail of the biggest story of her career: the
secret identity of Superman!



	


All-Star
Comics #2 (2006)
All-Star Comics: Captain Marvel, Part 2 (of 2).

Billy Batson has no time to adjust to his new role as Captain
Marvel as the Monster Society of Evil unleashes their attack upon
Fawcett City! And not even the wizard Shazam is safe when the
villains storm the Rock of Eternity and a new, deadly fiend is
born!



	


Wonder Woman
#8 (2006)
Wonder Woman: Hell Hath No Fury...



	


All-Star
Comics #5 (2006)
All-Star Comics: Martian Manhunter.

Snatched across time and space by the machine of Dr. Erdel,
J'onn J'onzz is the Last Son of Mars, a dead planet wasted by a
telepathic plague created by his own brother. On Earth, he is the
Martian Manhunter, a crusader for justice in the years after the
JSA retired and before the advent of Superman. Now, hoping to at
last find his place on his adopted homeworld, he is John Jones,
Private Investigator--- but his quiet retirement is at an end when
a beautiful dame walks into his office with legs to kill for and a
fiery disposition...



	


Rogues
Gallery #1 (2006)
Rogues Gallery: Catwoman: Hot Tin Roof.

A wave of cat burglaries sweeps through Gotham's elite society!
But as the Crown Jewels of Bahdnesia come to the city, can the
beautiful socialite Selina Kyle resist the lure? Sparks fly when
Batman comes face to face for the first time with the deadly feline
fatale, Catwoman!



	


DC2
Special #1: An Arkham Christmas Carol (2006)
DC2 Special: An Arkham Christmas Carol.



	


Wonder Woman
#4 (2006)
Wonder Woman: The Eye of the Storm.

The true enemy is at last revealed, and the gods of Olympus
discover there is a traitor among them! Meanwhile, the war on
Paradise Island comes to a turning point as mysterious new arrivals
appear--- but are they friends or foes? And in the end, Diana must
set out upon a new quest to save everything she holds dear...



	


Wonder Woman
#5 (2006)
Wonder Woman: The Quest for the Syrinx.

Nemesis is awake, and destined to bring about the end of the
cosmos! Only the Syrinx, the Pipes of Pan, can stave off the
inevitable fate of the universe, and now Diana, Hippolytus and
Steve Trevor set off on a quest to the isle of the witch to find
the legendary artifact. But will Circle prove Wonder Woman's most
implacable foe yet?

As the traitor to Olympus makes his next move, the gods brace
themselves for the final assault of the Furies!



	


Wonder Woman
#3 (2006)
Wonder Woman: Horns of Doom.

Both Olympus and Paradise Island are reeling from the
cataclysmic events of last issue, and the true enemy is at last
revealed! Be here when Wonder Woman and the Minotaur face off at
last under the walls of Themyscira!



	


Wonder Woman
#6 (2006)
Wonder Woman: The Isle of the Witch.

The Quest for the Syrinx continues! As Wonder Woman confronts
her old enemy, the witch Circe, the plots and machinations of all
the players start to become known: friends are not who they seem
and the true plans of the Olympian traitor are revealed as the Game
of Gods and Mortals hurtles towards it's epic conclusion next
issue!



	


Wonder Woman
#7 (2006)
Wonder Woman: Down the Widening Gyre.

Wonder Woman must journey into the Underworld to retrieve the
Mask of Hecate for Circe, as time is running out! Even the Gods of
Olympus prepare to meet their end as Nemesis, She Whom None Can
Escape finally rises to work her terrible will, and the final moves
of the Game of Gods and Mortals are played out! The Olympian
traitor is revealed--- and his masterplan at last is clear!--- in
this penultimate chapter of the epic storyline that began in Issue
0!



	


Wonder Woman
#9 (2006)
Wonder Woman: Armageddon Aria.

The war is over and Wonder Woman is faced with a host of new
problems: what to do about the war-like Lost Amazons, who will rule
Paradise Island--- and who wants her to get... married?!?

And Godfrey's Glorious Crusades reaches fever pitch as a deadly new
foe is unleashed upon Diana--- and leads directly into next month's
crisis!



	


Wonder Woman
#10 (2006)
Wonder Woman: Darkseid Is.

Crisis: The Apokolips Imperative, Part 13!

At long last, the Anti-Life Equation is within the grasp of the
Lord of Apokolips! The world's greatest heroes come together for
the first time--- to destroy each other! Don't miss the epic battle
as Wonder Woman stands alone against a world turned against
her!



	


JSA:
Legends of the Golden Age #1 (2006)
JSA: Legends of the Golden Age: Attack of the Giant Nazi
Robots!

It's mayhem at the 1939 Worlds Fair in New York, as Baron
Blitzkrieg attacks the greatest gathering of scientific minds in
the world, and the Secret Society of Super Villains continue their
quest for the Three Holy Artifacts!

This is it! The birth of the JSA!



	


Teen
Titans #10 (2006)
Teen Titans: Forever and Never, Amen!

Crisis: The Apokolips Imperative, Part 7!

The city of Metropolis teeters on the edge of an uneasy peace as
the truce between Lex Luthor and Darkseid begins to beak down. Who
are the Forever People and what happens when they turn the city of
refugees against the Titans? Bedlam ensues!



	


Justice
League #0 (2006)
Justice League: Justice Falls.

Crisis: The Apokolips Imperative, concludes!

This is it! The final battle between Earth and Apokolips as the
World's Greatest Heroes take the fight to Darkseid! Don't dare miss
this issue--- one year in the making!--- and the senses-shattering
conclusion to this epic storyline!



	


Justice
League #1 (2006)
Justice League: A League of His Own, Part 1.

It's finally here! The World's Greatest Heroes have come
together as one! But not everyone is happy about that... It's the
grand opening of the Hall of Justice, and all of Metropolis has
turned out to honor their saviors. But hatred and jealousy lurk in
the heart of one man as he schemes to destroy the newly-formed
League! And this time, the League has met its match!



	


Justice
League #2 (2006)
Justice League: A League of His Own, Conclusion.

The most powerful members of the Justice League have fallen to
Amazo. Now, only Batman stands against the villainous Professor Ivo
and his killer android, with all the powers of the World's Greatest
Heroes at his disposal...



	


World's Finest
#1: Batman (2007)
Join us on Earth-X for the re-imagined Batman and his new
adventures.



	


World's Finest
#1: Superman (2007)
Join us on Earth-X for the re-imagined Superman and his new
adventures.



	


World's Finest
#1: Wonder Woman (2007)
Join us on Earth-X for the re-imagined Wonder Woman and her new
adventures.



	


All-Star
Comics Annual #1 (2007)
All-Star Comics Annual: Justice Society of America: The Time of
Their Lives.



	


All-Star
Comics #10 (2007)
All-Star Comics: Hawkman: Sins of the Father, Part 1 (of 4)



	


All-Star
Comics #11 (2007)
All-Star Comics: Hawkman: Sins of the Father, Part 2 (of 4)



	


All-Star
Comics #12 (2007)
All-Star Comics: Hawkman: Sins of the Father, Part 3 (of 4).



	


All-Star
Comics #13 (2007)
All-Star Comics: Hawkman: Sins of the Father, Part 4 (of 4).



	


The
Flash #23 (2008)
The Flash: Flash of Infinite Worlds!

When Barry Allen agreed to help his good friend Ray Palmer with
an experiment, he never thought he'd find himself in another
reality! The Cosmic Treadmill takes the Scarlet Speedster to a
parallel Earth, and just may give him a glimpse at his own tragic
destiny! Can even the Flash fight the future? Find out in this
first ever DC2/DC3 crossover issue as we enter the Multiverse!



	


Adventure
Comics #11 (2010)
Adventure Comics: Stranger New Visitor.

The long-awaited return of the DC2's original Superman book, by
its original creative team! Springing from the pages of last
month's "Action and Adventure" Annuals, the new era for the Man of
Steel continues here, as Lois investigates the sinister Evil
Factory, a strange figure in a familiar costume arrives and a
threat from beyond the stars strikes in the heart of Metropolis...
A huge storyline for the Man of Tomorrow begins here!









  

    [image: FeedBooks]
 
 
    www.feedbooks.com

    Food for the mind


  


OPS/images/cover.png





OPS/images/logo-feedbooks.png
Eeedbomls





OPS/images/logo-feedbooks-tiny.png
E{;edbooﬂs





