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Chapter I

A Summons in the Night

It all seemed so real that I could hardly imagine that it had everoccurred before; and

yet each episode came, not as a fresh step in thelogic of things, but as something

expected. It is in such a wise thatmemory plays its pranks for good or ill; for pleasure

or pain; for wealor woe. It is thus that life is bittersweet, and that which has beendone

becomes eternal.

Again, the light skiff, ceasing to shoot through the lazy water as whenthe oars flashed

and dripped, glided out of the fierce July sunlightinto the cool shade of the great

drooping willow branches--I standingup in the swaying boat, she sitting still and with

deft fingersguarding herself from stray twigs or the freedom of the resilience

ofmoving boughs. Again, the water looked golden-brown under the canopyof

translucent green; and the grassy bank was of emerald hue. Again,we sat in the cool

shade, with the myriad noises of nature both withoutand within our bower merging

into that drowsy hum in whose sufficingenvironment the great world with its

disturbing trouble, and its moredisturbing joys, can be effectually forgotten. Again, in

that blissfulsolitude the young girl lost the convention of her prim, narrowupbringing,

and told me in a natural, dreamy way of the loneliness ofher new life. With an

undertone of sadness she made me feel how in thatspacious home each one of the

household was isolated by the personalmagnificence of her father and herself; that

there confidence had noaltar, and sympathy no shrine; and that there even her father's

facewas as distant as the old country life seemed now. Once more, thewisdom of my

manhood and the experience of my years laid themselves atthe girl's feet. It was

seemingly their own doing; for the individual"I" had no say in the matter, but only



just obeyed imperative orders.And once again the flying seconds multiplied

themselves endlessly. Forit is in the arcana of dreams that existences merge and

renewthemselves, change and yet keep the same--like the soul of a musicianin a

fugue. And so memory swooned, again and again, in sleep.

It seems that there is never to be any perfect rest. Even in Eden thesnake rears its

head among the laden boughs of the Tree of Knowledge.The silence of the dreamless

night is broken by the roar of theavalanche; the hissing of sudden floods; the clanging

of the enginebell marking its sweep through a sleeping American town; the

clankingof distant paddles over the sea.... Whatever it is, it is breaking thecharm of

my Eden. The canopy of greenery above us, starred withdiamond-points of light,

seems to quiver in the ceaseless beat ofpaddles; and the restless bell seems as though

it would never cease....

All at once the gates of Sleep were thrown wide open, and my wakingears took in the

cause of the disturbing sounds. Waking existence isprosaic enough--there was

somebody knocking and ringing at someone'sstreet door.

I was pretty well accustomed in my Jermyn Street chambers to passingsounds;

usually I did not concern myself, sleeping or waking, with thedoings, however noisy,

of my neighbours. But this noise was toocontinuous, too insistent, too imperative to

be ignored. There wassome active intelligence behind that ceaseless sound; and some

stressor need behind the intelligence. I was not altogether selfish, and atthe thought of

someone's need I was, without premeditation, out of bed.Instinctively I looked at my

watch. It was just three o'clock; therewas a faint edging of grey round the green blind

which darkened myroom. It was evident that the knocking and ringing were at the

door ofour own house; and it was evident, too, that there was no one awake toanswer

the call. I slipped on my dressing-gown and slippers, and wentdown to the hall door.

When I opened it there stood a dapper groom,with one hand pressed unflinchingly on

the electric bell whilst withthe other he raised a ceaseless clangour with the knocker.

The instanthe saw me the noise ceased; one hand went up instinctively to the brimof



his hat, and the other produced a letter from his pocket. A neatbrougham was

opposite the door, the horses were breathing heavily asthough they had come fast. A

policeman, with his night lantern stillalight at his belt, stood by, attracted to the spot

by the noise.

"Beg pardon, sir, I'm sorry for disturbing you, but my orders wasimperative; I was not

to lose a moment, but to knock and ring tillsomeone came. May I ask you, sir, if Mr.

Malcolm Ross lives here?"

"I am Mr. Malcolm Ross."

"Then this letter is for you, sir, and the bro'am is for you too, sir!"

I took, with a strange curiosity, the letter which he handed to me. Asa barrister I had

had, of course, odd experiences now and then,including sudden demands upon my

time; but never anything like this. Istepped back into the hall, closing the door to, but

leaving it ajar;then I switched on the electric light. The letter was directed in astrange

hand, a woman's. It began at once without "dear sir" or anysuch address:

"You said you would like to help me if I needed it; and I believe youmeant what you

said. The time has come sooner than I expected. I amin dreadful trouble, and do not

know where to turn, or to whom toapply. An attempt has, I fear, been made to murder

my Father; though,thank God, he still lives. But he is quite unconscious. The

doctorsand police have been sent for; but there is no one here whom I candepend on.

Come at once if you are able to; and forgive me if you can.I suppose I shall realise

later what I have done in asking such afavour; but at present I cannot think. Come!

Come at once! MARGARETTRELAWNY."

Pain and exultation struggled in my mind as I read; but the masteringthought was that

she was in trouble and had called on me--me! Mydreaming of her, then, was not

altogether without a cause. I calledout to the groom:



"Wait! I shall be with you in a minute!" Then I flew upstairs.

A very few minutes sufficed to wash and dress; and we were soon drivingthrough the

streets as fast as the horses could go. It was marketmorning, and when we got out on

Piccadilly there was an endless streamof carts coming from the west; but for the rest

the roadway was clear,and we went quickly. I had told the groom to come into the

broughamwith me so that he could tell me what had happened as we went along.He

sat awkwardly, with his hat on his knees as he spoke.

"Miss Trelawny, sir, sent a man to tell us to get out a carriage atonce; and when we

was ready she come herself and gave me the letter andtold Morgan--the coachman,

sir--to fly. She said as I was to lose nota second, but to keep knocking till someone

come."

"Yes, I know, I know--you told me! What I want to know is, why shesent for me.

What happened in the house?"

"I don't quite know myself, sir; except that master was found in hisroom senseless,

with the sheets all bloody, and a wound on his head. Hecouldn't be waked nohow.

Twas Miss Trelawny herself as found him."

"How did she come to find him at such an hour? It was late in thenight, I suppose?"

"I don't know, sir; I didn't hear nothing at all of the details."

As he could tell me no more, I stopped the carriage for a moment to lethim get out on

the box; then I turned the matter over in my mind as Isat alone. There were many

things which I could have asked theservant; and for a few moments after he had gone

I was angry withmyself for not having used my opportunity. On second thought,

however,I was glad the temptation was gone. I felt that it would be morede



licate to learn what I wanted to know of Miss Trelawny's surroundingsfrom herself,

rather than from her servants.

We bowled swiftly along Knightsbridge, the small noise of ourwell-appointed vehicle

sounding hollowly in the morning air. We turnedup the Kensington Palace Road and

presently stopped opposite a greathouse on the left-hand side, nearer, so far as I could

judge, theNotting Hill than the Kensington end of the avenue. It was a trulyfine

house, not only with regard to size but to architecture. Even inthe dim grey light of

the morning, which tends to diminish the size ofthings, it looked big.
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Miss Trelawny met me in the hall. She was not in any way shy. Sheseemed to rule all

around her with a sort of high-bred dominance, allthe more remarkable as she was

greatly agitated and as pale as snow.In the great hall were several servants, the men

standing together nearthe hall door, and the women clinging together in the further

cornersand doorways. A police superintendent had been talking to MissTrelawny;

two men in uniform and one plain-clothes man stood near him.As she took my hand

impulsively there was a look of relief in her eyes,and she gave a gentle sigh of relief.

Her salutation was simple.

"I knew you would come!"

The clasp of the hand can mean a great deal, even when it is notintended to mean

anything especially. Miss Trelawny's hand somehowbecame lost in my own. It was

not that it was a small hand; it wasfine and flexible, with long delicate fingers--a rare

and beautifulhand; it was the unconscious self-surrender. And though at the momentI

could not dwell on the cause of the thrill which swept me, it cameback to me later.

She turned and said to the police superintendent:

"This is Mr. Malcolm Ross." The police officer saluted as he answered:

"I know Mr. Malcolm Ross, miss. Perhaps he will remember I had thehonour of

working with him in the Brixton Coining case." I had not atfirst glance noticed who it

was, my whole attention having been takenwith Miss Trelawny.

"Of course, Superintendent Dolan, I remember very well!" I said as weshook hands. I

could not but note that the acquaintanceship seemed arelief to Miss Trelawny. There



was a certain vague uneasiness in hermanner which took my attention; instinctively I

felt that it would beless embarrassing for her to speak with me alone. So I said to

theSuperintendent:

"Perhaps it will be better if Miss Trelawny will see me alone for a fewminutes. You,

of course, have already heard all she knows; and I shallunderstand better how things

are if I may ask some questions. I willthen talk the matter over with you if I may."

"I shall be glad to be of what service I can, sir," he answeredheartily.

Following Miss Trelawny, I moved over to a dainty room which openedfrom the hall

and looked out on the garden at the back of the house.When we had entered and I had

closed the door she said:

"I will thank you later for your goodness in coming to me in mytrouble; but at present

you can best help me when you know the facts."

"Go on," I said. "Tell me all you know and spare no detail, howevertrivial it may at

the present time seem to be." She went on at once:

"I was awakened by some sound; I do not know what. I only know that itcame

through my sleep; for all at once I found myself awake, with myheart beating wildly,

listening anxiously for some sound from myFather's room. My room is next Father's,

and I can often hear himmoving about before I fall asleep. He works late at night,

sometimesvery late indeed; so that when I wake early, as I do occasionally, orin the

grey of the dawn, I hear him still moving. I tried once toremonstrate with him about

staying up so late, as it cannot be good forhim; but I never ventured to repeat the

experiment. You know how sternand cold he can be--at least you may remember

what I told you abouthim; and when he is polite in this mood he is dreadful. When he

isangry I can bear it much better; but when he is slow and deliberate,and the side of

his mouth lifts up to show the sharp teeth, I think Ifeel--well, I don't know how! Last



night I got up softly and stole tothe door, for I really feared to disturb him. There was

not any noiseof moving, and no kind of cry at all; but there was a queer kind

ofdragging sound, and a slow, heavy breathing. Oh! it was dreadful,waiting there in

the dark and the silence, and fearing--fearing I didnot know what!

"At last I took my courage a deux mains, and turning the handle assoftly as I could, I

opened the door a tiny bit. It was quite darkwithin; I could just see the outline of the

windows. But in thedarkness the sound of breathing, becoming more distinct, was

appalling.As I listened, this continued; but there was no other sound. I pushedthe door

open all at once. I was afraid to open it slowly; I felt asif there might be some

dreadful thing behind it ready to pounce out onme! Then I switched on the electric

light, and stepped into the room.I looked first at the bed. The sheets were all

crumpled up, so that Iknew Father had been in bed; but there was a great dark red

patch inthe centre of the bed, and spreading to the edge of it, that made myheart stand

still. As I was gazing at it the sound of the breathingcame across the room, and my

eyes followed to it. There was Father onhis right side with the other arm under him,

just as if his dead bodyhad been thrown there all in a heap. The track of blood went

acrossthe room up to the bed, and there was a pool all around him whichlooked

terribly red and glittering as I bent over to examine him. Theplace where he lay was

right in front of the big safe. He was in hispyjamas. The left sleeve was torn, showing

his bare arm, and stretchedout toward the safe. It looked--oh! so terrible, patched all

withblood, and with the flesh torn or cut all around a gold chain bangle onhis wrist. I

did not know he wore such a thing, and it seemed to giveme a new shock of surprise."

She paused a moment; and as I wished to relieve her by a moment'sdivergence of

thought, I said:

"Oh, that need not surprise you. You will see the most unlikely menwearing bangles.

I have seen a judge condemn a man to death, and thewrist of the hand he held up had

a gold bangle." She did not seem toheed much the words or the idea; the pause,

however, relieved hersomewhat, and she went on in a steadier voice:



"I did not lose a moment in summoning aid, for I feared he might bleedto death. I

rang the bell, and then went out and called for help asloudly as I could. In what must

have been a very short time--though itseemed an incredibly long one to me--some of

the servants came runningup; and then others, till the room seemed full of staring

eyes, anddishevelled hair, and night clothes of all sorts.

"We lifted Father on a sofa; and the housekeeper, Mrs. Grant, whoseemed to have her

wits about her more than any of us, began to lookwhere the flow of blood came from.

In a few seconds it became apparentthat it came from the arm which was bare. There

was a deep wound--notclean-cut as with a knife, but like a jagged rent or tear--close

to thewrist, which seemed to have cut into the vein. Mrs. Grant tied ahandkerchief

round the cut, and screwed it up tight with a silverpaper-cutter; and the flow of blood

seemed to be checked at once. Bythis time I had come to my senses--or such of them

as remained; and Isent off one man for the doctor and another for the police. When

theyhad gone, I felt that, except for the servants, I was all alone in thehouse, and that

I knew nothing--of my Father or anything else; and agreat longing came to me to

have someone with me who could help me.Then I thought of you and your kind offer

in the boat under thewillow-tree; and, without waiting to think, I told the men to get

acarriage ready at once, and I scribbled a note and sent it on to you."

She paused. I did not like to say just then anything of how I felt. Ilooked at her; I

think she understood, for her eyes were raised to minefor a moment and then fell,

leaving her cheeks as red as peony roses.With a manifest effort she went on with her

story:

"The Doctor was with us in an incredibly short time. The groom had methim letting

himself into his house with his latchkey, and he came hererunning. He made a proper

tourniquet for poor Father's arm, and thenwent home to get some appliances. I dare

say he will be back almostimmediately. Then a policeman came, and sent a message

to the station;and very soon the Superintendent was here. Then you came."



There was a long pause, and I ventured to take her hand for an ins

tant.Without a word more we opened the door, and joined the Superintendentin the

hall. He hurried up to us, saying as he came:

"I have been examining everything myself, and have sent off a messageto Scotland

Yard. You see, Mr. Ross, there seemed so much that was oddabout the case that I

thought we had better have the best man of theCriminal Investigation Department that

we could get. So I sent a noteasking to have Sergeant Daw sent at once. You

remember him, sir, inthat American poisoning case at Hoxton."

"Oh yes," I said, "I remember him well; in that and other cases, for Ihave benefited

several times by his skill and acumen. He has a mindthat works as truly as any that I

know. When I have been for thedefence, and believed my man was innocent, I was

glad to have himagainst us!"

"That is high praise, sir!" said the Superintendent gratified: "I amglad you approve of

my choice; that I did well in sending for him."

I answered heartily:

"Could not be better. I do not doubt that between you we shall get atthe facts--and

what lies behind them!"

We ascended to Mr. Trelawny's room, where we found everything exactlyas his

daughter had described.

There came a ring at the house bell, and a minute later a man was showninto the

room. A young man with aquiline features, keen grey eyes, anda forehead that stood

out square and broad as that of a thinker. Inhis hand he had a black bag which he at

once opened. Miss Trelawnyintroduced us: "Doctor Winchester, Mr. Ross,



Superintendent Dolan."We bowed mutually, and he, without a moment's delay, began

his work.We all waited, and eagerly watched him as he proceeded to dress thewound.

As he went on he turned now and again to call theSuperintendent's attention to some

point about the wound, the latterproceeding to enter the fact at once in his notebook.

"See! several parallel cuts or scratches beginning on the left side ofthe wrist and in

some places endangering the radial artery.
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"These small wounds here, deep and jagged, seem as if made with a bluntinstrument.

This in particular would seem as if made with some kind ofsharp wedge; the flesh

round it seems torn as if with lateral pressure."

Turning to Miss Trelawny he said presently:

"Do you think we might remove this bangle? It is not absolutelynecessary, as it will

fall lower on the wrist where it can hangloosely; but it might add to the patient's

comfort later on." The poorgirl flushed deeply as she answered in a low voice:

"I do not know. I--I have only recently come to live with my Father;and I know so

little of his life or his ideas that I fear I can hardlyjudge in such a matter. The Doctor,

after a keen glance at her, saidin a very kindly way:

"Forgive me! I did not know. But in any case you need not bedistressed. It is not

required at present to move it. Were it so Ishould do so at once on my own

responsibility. If it be necessarylater on, we can easily remove it with a file. Your

Father doubtlesshas some object in keeping it as it is. See! there is a tiny keyattached

to it...." As he was speaking he stopped and bent lower,taking from my hand the

candle which I held and lowering it till itslight fell on the bangle. Then motioning me

to hold the candle in thesame position, he took from his pocket a magnifying-glass

which headjusted. When he had made a careful examination he stood up andhanded

the magnifying-glass to Dolan, saying as he did so:

"You had better examine it yourself. That is no ordinary bangle. Thegold is wrought

over triple steel links; see where it is worn away. Itis manifestly not meant to be

removed lightly; and it would need morethan an ordinary file to do it."



The Superintendent bent his great body; but not getting close enoughthat way knelt

down by the sofa as the Doctor had done. He examinedthe bangle minutely, turning it

slowly round so that no particle of itescaped observation. Then he stood up and

handed the magnifying-glassto me. "When you have examined it yourself," he said,

"let the ladylook at it if she will," and he commenced to write at length in

hisnotebook.

I made a simple alteration in his suggestion. I held out the glasstoward Miss

Trelawny, saying:

"Had you not better examine it first?" She drew back, slightly raisingher hand in

disclaimer, as she said impulsively:

"Oh no! Father would doubtless have shown it to me had he wished me tosee it. I

would not like to without his consent." Then she added,doubtless fearing lest her

delicacy of view should give offence to therest of us:

"Of course it is right that you should see it. You have to examine andconsider

everything; and indeed--indeed I am grateful to you..."

She turned away; I could see that she was crying quietly. It wasevident to me that

even in the midst of her trouble and anxiety therewas a chagrin that she knew so little

of her father; and that herignorance had to be shown at such a time and amongst so

many strangers.That they were all men did not make the shame more easy to bear,

thoughthere was a certain relief in it. Trying to interpret her feelings Icould not but

think that she must have been glad that no woman'seyes--of understanding greater

than man's--were upon her in that hour.

When I stood up from my examination, which verified to me that of theDoctor, the

latter resumed his place beside the couch and went on withhis ministrations.

Superintendent Dolan said to me in a whisper:



"I think we are fortunate in our doctor!" I nodded, and was about toadd something in

praise of his acumen, when there came a low tapping atthe door.

Chapter II

Strange Instructions

Superintendent Dolan went quietly to the door; by a sort of naturalunderstanding he

had taken possession of affairs in the room. The restof us waited. He opened the door

a little way; and then with a gestureof manifest relief threw it wide, and a young man

stepped in. A youngman clean-shaven, tall and slight; with an eagle face and bright,

quickeyes that seemed to take in everything around him at a glance. As hecame in,

the Superintendent held out his hand; the two men shook handswarmly.

"I came at once, sir, the moment I got your message. I am glad I stillhave your

confidence."

"That you'll always have," said the Superintendent heartily. "I havenot forgotten our

old Bow Street days, and I never shall!" Then,without a word of preliminary, he

began to tell everything he knew upto the moment of the newcomer's entry. Sergeant

Daw asked a fewquestions--a very few--when it was necessary for his understanding

ofcircumstances or the relative positions of persons; but as a ruleDolan, who knew his

work thoroughly, forestalled every query, andexplained all necessary matters as he

went on. Sergeant Daw threwoccasionally swift glances round him; now at one of us;

now at the roomor some part of it; now at the wounded man lying senseless on the

sofa.

When the Superintendent had finished, the Sergeant turned to me andsaid:

"Perhaps you remember me, sir. I was with you in that Hoxton case."



"I remember you very well," I said as I held out my hand. TheSuperintendent spoke

again:

"You understand, Sergeant Daw, that you are put in full charge of thiscase."

"Under you I hope, sir," he interrupted. The other shook his head andsmiled as he

said:

"It seems to me that this is a case that will take all a man's time andhis brains. I have

other work to do; but I shall be more thaninterested, and if I can help in any possible

way I shall be glad to doso!"

"All right, sir," said the other, accepting his responsibility with asort of modified

salute; straightway he began his investigation.

First he came over to the Doctor and, having learned his name andaddress, asked him

to write a full report which he could use, and whichhe could refer to headquarters if

necessary. Doctor Winchester bowedgravely as he promised. Then the Sergeant

approached me and said sottovoce:

"I like the look of your doctor. I think we can work together!"Turning to Miss

Trelawny he asked:

"Please let me know what you can of your Father; his ways of life, hishistory--in fact

of anything of whatsoever kind which interests him, orin which he may be

concerned." I was about to interrupt to tell himwhat she had already said of her

ignorance in all matters of her fatherand his ways, but her warning hand was raised to

me pointedly and shespoke herself.

"Alas! I know little or nothing. Superintendent Dolan and Mr. Rossknow already all I

can say."
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"Well, ma'am, we must be content to do what we can," said the officergenially. "I'll

begin by making a minute examination. You say that youwere outside the door when

you heard the noise?"

"I was in my room when I heard the queer sound--indeed it must havebeen the early

part of whatever it was which woke me. I came out of myroom at once. Father's door

was shut, and I could see the whole landingand the upper slopes of the staircase. No

one could have left by thedoor unknown to me, if that is what you mean!"

"That is just what I do mean, miss. If every one who knows anythingwill tell me as

well as that, we shall soon get to the bottom of this."

He then went over to the bed, looked at it carefully, and asked:

"Has the bed been touched?"

"Not to my knowledge," said Miss Trelawny, "but I shall ask Mrs.Grant--the

housekeeper," she added as she rang the bell. Mrs. Grantanswered it in person.

"Come in," said Miss Trelawny. "These gentlemenwant to know, Mrs. Grant, if the

bed has been touched."

"Not by me, ma'am."

"Then," said Miss Trelawny, turning to Sergeant Daw, "it cannot havebeen touched

by any one. Either Mrs. Grant or I myself was here allthe time, and I do not think any

of the servants who came when I gavethe alarm were near the bed at all. You see,

Father lay here justunder the great safe, and every one crowded round him. We sent



themall away in a very short time." Daw, with a motion of his hand, askedus all to

stay at the other side of the room whilst with amagnifying-glass he examined the bed,

taking care as he moved each foldof the bed-clothes to replace it in exact position.

Then he examinedwith his magnifying-glass the floor beside it, taking especial

painswhere the blood had trickled over the side of the bed, which was ofheavy red

wood handsomely carved. Inch by inch, down on his knees,carefully avoiding any

touch with the stains on the floor, he followedthe blood-marks over to the spot, close

under the great safe, where thebody had lain. All around and about this spot he went

for a radius ofsome yards; but seemingly did not meet with anything to arrest

specialattention. Then he examined the front of the safe; round the lock, andalong the

bottom and top of the double doors, more especially at theplaces of their touching in

front.

Next he went to the windows, which were fastened down with the hasps.

"Were the shutters closed?" he asked Miss Trelawny in a casual way asthough he

expected the negative answer, which came.

All this time Doctor Winchester was attending to his patient; nowdressing the wounds

in the wrist or making minute examination all overthe head and throat, and over the

heart. More than once he put hisnose to the mouth of the senseless man and sniffed.

Each time he didso he finished up by unconsciously looking round the room, as

though insearch of something.

Then we heard the deep strong voice of the Detective:

"So far as I can see, the object was to bring that key to the lock ofthe safe. There

seems to be some secret in the mechanism that I amunable to guess at, though I

served a year in Chubb's before I joinedthe police. It is a combination lock of seven

letters; but there seemsto be a way of locking even the combination. It is one of

Chatwood's;I shall call at their place and find out something about it." Thenturning to



the Doctor, as though his own work were for the presentdone, he said:

"Have you anything you can tell me at once, Doctor, which will notinterfere with

your full report? If there is any doubt I can wait, butthe sooner I know something

definite the better." Doctor Winchesteranswered at once:

"For my own part I see no reason in waiting. I shall make a fullreport of course. But

in the meantime I shall tell you all Iknow--which is after all not very much, and all I

think--which is lessdefinite. There is no wound on the head which could account for

thestate of stupor in which the patient continues. I must, therefore,take it that either

he has been drugged or is under some hypnoticinfluence. So far as I can judge, he has

not been drugged--at least bymeans of any drug of whose qualities I am aware. Of

course, there isordinarily in this room so much of a mummy smell that it is difficultto

be certain about anything having a delicate aroma. I dare say thatyou have noticed the

peculiar Egyptians scents, bitumen, nard, aromaticgums and spices, and so forth. It is

quite possible that somewhere inthis room, amongst the curios and hidden by stronger

scents, is somesubstance or liquid which may have the effect we see. It is possiblethat

the patient has taken some drug, and that he may in some sleepingphase have injured

himself. I do not think this is likely; andcircumstances, other than those which I have

myself been investigating,may prove that this surmise is not correct. But in the

meantime it ispossible; and must, till it be disproved, be kept within our

purview."Here Sergeant Daw interrupted:

"That may be, but if so, we should be able to find the instrument withwhich the wrist

was injured. There would be marks of blood somewhere."

"Exactly so!" said the Doctor, fixing his glasses as though preparingfor an argument.

"But if it be that the patient has used some strangedrug, it may be one that does not

take effect at once. As we are asyet ignorant of its potentialities--if, indeed, the whole

surmise iscorrect at all--we must be prepared at all points."



Here Miss Trelawny joined in the conversation:

"That would be quite right, so far as the action of the drug wasconcerned; but

according to the second part of your surmise the woundmay have been self-inflicted,

and this after the drug had taken effect."

"True!" said the Detective and the Doctor simultaneously. She went on:

"As however, Doctor, your guess does not exhaust the possibilities, wemust bear in

mind that some other variant of the same root-idea may becorrect. I take it, therefore,

that our first search, to be made onthis assumption, must be for the weapon with

which the injury was doneto my Father's wrist."

"Perhaps he put the weapon in the safe before he became quiteunconscious," said I,

giving voice foolishly to a half-formed thought.

"That could not be," said the Doctor quickly. "At least I think itcould hardly be," he

added cautiously, with a brief bow to me. "Yousee, the left hand is covered with

blood; but there is no blood markwhatever on the safe."

"Quite right!" I said, and there was a long pause.

The first to break the silence was the Doctor.

"We shall want a nurse here as soon as possible; and I know the veryone to suit. I

shall go at once to get her if I can. I must ask thattill I return some of you will remain

constantly with the patient. Itmay be necessary to remove him to another room later

on; but in themeantime he is best left here. Miss Trelawny, may I take it thateither

you or Mrs. Grant will remain here--not merely in the room, butclose to the patient

and watchful of him--till I return?"



She bowed in reply, and took a seat beside the sofa. The Doctor gaveher some

directions as to what she should do in case her father shouldbecome conscious before

his return.

The next to move was Superintendent Dolan, who came close to SergeantDaw as he

said:

"I had better return now to the station--unless, of course, you shouldwish me to

remain for a while."

He answered, "Is Johnny Wright still in your division?"
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"Yes! Would you like him to be with you?" The other nodded reply."Then I will send

him on to you as soon as can be arranged. He shallthen stay with you as long as you

wish. I will tell him that he is totake his instructions entirely from you."

The Sergeant accompanied him to the door, saying as he went:

"Thank you, sir; you are always thoughtful for men who are working withyou. It is a

pleasure to me to be with you again. I shall go back toScotland Yard and report to my

chief. Then I shall call at Chatwood's;and I shall return here as soon as possible. I

suppose I may take it,miss, that I may put up here for a day or two, if required. It may

besome help, or possibly some comfort to you, if I am about, until weunravel this

mystery."

"I shall be very grateful to you." He looked keenly at her for a fewseconds before he

spoke again.

"Before I go have I permission to look about your Father's table anddesk? There

might be something which would give us a clue--or a leadat all events." Her answer

was so unequivocal as almost to surprisehim.

"You have the fullest possible permission to do anything which may helpus in this

dreadful trouble--to discover what it is that is wrong withmy Father, or which may

shield him in the future!"

He began at once a systematic search of the dressing-table, and afterthat of the

writing-table in the room. In one of the drawers he founda letter sealed; this he

brought at once across the room and handed toMiss Trelawny.



"A letter--directed to me--and in my Father's hand!" she said as sheeagerly opened it.

I watched her face as she began to read; but seeingat once that Sergeant Daw kept his

keen eyes on her face, unflinchinglywatching every flitting expression, I kept my

eyes henceforth fixed onhis. When Miss Trelawny had read her letter through, I had

in my minda conviction, which, however, I kept locked in my own heart. Amongstthe

suspicions in the mind of the Detective was one, rather perhapspotential than definite,

of Miss Trelawny herself.

For several minutes Miss Trelawny held the letter in her hand with hereyes downcast,

thinking. Then she read it carefully again; this timethe varying expressions were

intensified, and I thought I could easilyfollow them. When she had finished the

second reading, she pausedagain. Then, though with some reluctance, she handed the

letter to theDetective. He read it eagerly but with unchanging face; read it asecond

time, and then handed it back with a bow. She paused a littleagain, and then handed it

to me. As she did so she raised her eyes tomine for a single moment appealingly; a

swift blush spread over herpale cheeks and forehead.

With mingled feelings I took it, but, all said, I was glad. She didnot show any

perturbation in giving the letter to the Detective--shemight not have shown any to

anyone else. But to me... I feared tofollow the thought further; but read on, conscious

that the eyes ofboth Miss Trelawny and the Detective were fixed on me.

"MY DEAR DAUGHTER, I want you to take this letter as aninstruction--absolute

and imperative, and admitting of no deviationwhatever--in case anything untoward or

unexpected by you or by othersshould happen to me. If I should be suddenly and

mysteriously strickendown--either by sickness, accident or attack--you must follow

thesedirections implicitly. If I am not already in my bedroom when you aremade

cognisant of my state, I am to be brought there as quickly aspossible. Even should I

be dead, my body is to be brought there.Thenceforth, until I am either conscious and

able to give instructionson my own account, or buried, I am never to be left alone--

not for asingle instant. From nightfall to sunrise at least two persons mustremain in



the room. It will be well that a trained nurse be in theroom from time to time, and will

note any symptoms, either permanent orchanging, which may strike her. My

solicitors, Marvin & Jewkes, of 27BLincoln's Inn, have full instructions in case of my

death; and Mr.Marvin has himself undertaken to see personally my wishes carried

out.I should advise you, my dear Daughter, seeing that you have no relativeto apply

to, to get some friend whom you can trust to either remainwithin the house where

instant communication can be made, or to comenightly to aid in the watching, or to

be within call. Such friend maybe either male or female; but, whichever it may be,

there should beadded one other watcher or attendant at hand of the opposite

sex.Understand, that it is of the very essence of my wish that there shouldbe, awake

and exercising themselves to my purposes, both masculine andfeminine intelligences.

Once more, my dear Margaret, let me impress onyou the need for observation and

just reasoning to conclusions,howsoever strange. If I am taken ill or injured, this will

be noordinary occasion; and I wish to warn you, so that your guarding may

becomplete.

"Nothing in my room--I speak of the curios--must be removed ordisplaced in any

way, or for any cause whatever. I have a specialreason and a special purpose in the

placing of each; so that any movingof them would thwart my plans.

"Should you want money or counsel in anything, Mr. Marvin will carryout your

wishes; to the which he has my full instructions."

"ABEL TRELAWNY."

I read the letter a second time before speaking, for I feared to betraymyself. The

choice of a friend might be a momentous occasion for me.I had already ground for

hope, that she had asked me to help her in thefirst throe of her trouble; but love makes

its own doubtings, and Ifeared. My thoughts seemed to whirl with lightning rapidity,

and in afew seconds a whole process of reasoning became formulated. I must

notvolunteer to be the friend that the father advised his daughter to haveto aid her in



her vigil; and yet that one glance had a lesson which Imust not ignore. Also, did not

she, when she wanted help, send tome--to me a stranger, except for one meeting at a

dance and one briefafternoon of companionship on the river? Would it not humiliate

her tomake her ask me twice? Humiliate her! No! that pain I could at allevents save

her; it is not humiliation to refuse. So, as I handed herback the letter, I said:

"I know you will forgive me, Miss Trelawny, if I presume too much; butif you will

permit me to aid in the watching I shall be proud. Thoughthe occasion is a sad one, I

shall be so far happy to be allowed theprivilege."

Despite her manifest and painful effort at self-control, the red tideswept her face and

neck. Even her eyes seemed suffuse

d, and in sterncontrast with her pale cheeks when the tide had rolled back.

Sheanswered in a low voice:

"I shall be very grateful for your help!" Then in an afterthought sheadded:

"But you must not let me be selfish in my need! I know you have manyduties to

engage you; and though I shall value your help highly--mosthighly--it would not be

fair to monopolise your time."

"As to that," I answered at once, "my time is yours. I can for todayeasily arrange my

work so that I can come here in the afternoon andstay till morning. After that, if the

occasion still demands it, I canso arrange my work that I shall have more time still at

my disposal."

She was much moved. I could see the tears gather in her eyes, and sheturned away

her head. The Detective spoke:

"I am glad you will be here, Mr. Ross. I shall be in the house myself,as Miss



Trelawny will allow me, if my people in Scotland Yard willpermit. That letter seems

to put a different complexion on everything;though the mystery remains greater than

ever. If you can wait here anhour or two I shall go to headquarters, and then to the

safe-makers.After that I shall return; and you can go away easier in your mind, forI

shall be here."

When he had gone, we two, Miss Trelawny and I, remained in silence. Atlast she

raised her eyes and looked at me for a moment; after that Iwould not have exchanged

places with a king. For a while she busiedherself round the extemporised bedside of

her father. Then, asking meto be sure not to take my eyes off him till she returned,

she hurriedout.

In a few minutes she came back with Mrs. Grant and two maids and acouple of men,

who bore the entire frame and furniture of a light ironbed. This they proceeded to put

together and to make. When the workwas completed, and the servants had

withdrawn, she said to me:

"It will be well to be all ready when the Doctor returns. He willsurely want to have

Father put to bed; and a proper bed will be betterfor him than the sofa." She then got

a chair close beside her father,and sat down watching him.

I went about the room, taking accurate note of all I saw. And trulythere were enough

things in the room to evoke the curiosity of anyman--even though the attendant

circumstances were less strange. Thewhole place, excepting those articles of furniture

necessary to awell-furnished bedroom, was filled with magnificent curios,

chieflyEgyptian. As the room was of immense size there was opportunity for

theplacing of a large number of them, even if, as with these, they were ofhuge

proportions.

Whilst I was still investigating the room there came the sound ofwheels on the gravel

outside the house. There was a ring at the halldoor, and a few minutes later, after a



preliminary tap at the door andan answering "Come in!" Doctor Winchester entered,

followed by a youngwoman in the dark dress of a nurse.

"I have been fortunate!" he said as he came in. "I found her at onceand free. Miss

Trelawny, this is Nurse Kennedy!"

Chapter III
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The Watchers

I was struck by the way the two young women looked at each other. Isuppose I have

been so much in the habit of weighing up in my own mindthe personality of

witnesses and of forming judgment by theirunconscious action and mode of bearing

themselves, that the habitextends to my life outside as well as within the court-house.

At thismoment of my life anything that interested Miss Trelawny interested me;and

as she had been struck by the newcomer I instinctively weighed herup also. By

comparison of the two I seemed somehow to gain a newknowledge of Miss

Trelawny. Certainly, the two women made a goodcontrast. Miss Trelawny was of

fine figure; dark, straight-featured.She had marvellous eyes; great, wide-open, and as

black and soft asvelvet, with a mysterious depth. To look in them was like gazing at

ablack mirror such as Doctor Dee used in his wizard rites. I heard anold gentleman at

the picnic, a great oriental traveller, describe theeffect of her eyes "as looking at night

at the great distant lamps of amosque through the open door." The eyebrows were

typical. Finelyarched and rich in long curling hair, they seemed like the

properarchitectural environment of the deep, splendid eyes. Her hair wasblack also,

but was as fine as silk. Generally black hair is a type ofanimal strength and seems as

if some strong expression of the forces ofa strong nature; but in this case there could

be no such thought.There were refinement and high breeding; and though there was

nosuggestion of weakness, any sense of power there was, was ratherspiritual than

animal. The whole harmony of her being seemed complete.Carriage, figure, hair,

eyes; the mobile, full mouth, whose scarletlips and white teeth seemed to light up the

lower part of the face--asthe eyes did the upper; the wide sweep of the jaw from chin

to ear; thelong, fine fingers; the hand which seemed to move from the wrist asthough

it had a sentience of its own. All these perfections went tomake up a personality that

dominated either by its grace, itssweetness, its beauty, or its charm.



Nurse Kennedy, on the other hand, was rather under than over a woman'saverage

height. She was firm and thickset, with full limbs and broad,strong, capable hands.

Her colour was in the general effect that of anautumn leaf. The yellow-brown hair

was thick and long, and thegolden-brown eyes sparkled from the freckled, sunburnt

skin. Her rosycheeks gave a general idea of rich brown. The red lips and white

teethdid not alter the colour scheme, but only emphasized it. She had asnub nose--

there was no possible doubt about it; but like such noses ingeneral it showed a nature

generous, untiring, and full of good-nature.Her broad white forehead, which even the

freckles had spared, was fullof forceful thought and reason.

Doctor Winchester had on their journey from the hospital, coached herin the

necessary particulars, and without a word she took charge of thepatient and set to

work. Having examined the new-made bed and shakenthe pillows, she spoke to the

Doctor, who gave instructions; presentlywe all four, stepping together, lifted the

unconscious man from thesofa.

Early in the afternoon, when Sergeant Daw had returned, I called at myrooms in

Jermyn Street, and sent out such clothes, books and papers asI should be likely to

want within a few days. Then I went on to keepmy legal engagements.

The Court sat late that day as an important case was ending; it wasstriking six as I

drove in at the gate of the Kensington Palace Road.I found myself installed in a large

room close to the sick chamber.

That night we were not yet regularly organised for watching, so thatthe early part of

the evening showed an unevenly balanced guard. NurseKennedy, who had been on

duty all day, was lying down, as she hadarranged to come on again by twelve o'clock.

Doctor Winchester, whowas dining in the house, remained in the room until dinner

wasannounced; and went back at once when it was over. During dinner Mrs.Grant

remained in the room, and with her Sergeant Daw, who wished tocomplete a minute

examination which he had undertaken of everything inthe room and near it. At nine



o'clock Miss Trelawny and I went in torelieve the Doctor. She had lain down for a

few hours in the afternoonso as to be refreshed for her work at night. She told me that

she haddetermined that for this night at least she would sit up and watch. Idid not try

to dissuade her, for I knew that her mind was made up.Then and there I made up my

mind that I would watch with her--unless,of course, I should see that she really did

not wish it. I saidnothing of my intentions for the present. We came in on tiptoe,

sosilently that the Doctor, who was bending over the bed, did not hearus, and seemed

a little startled when suddenly looking up he saw oureyes upon him. I felt that the

mystery of the whole thing was gettingon his nerves, as it had already got on the

nerves of some others ofus. He was, I fancied, a little annoyed with himself for

having beenso startled, and at once began to talk in a hurried manner as though toget

over our idea of his embarrassment:

"I am really and absolutely at my wits' end to find any fit cause forthis stupor. I have

made again as accurate an examination as I knowhow, and I am satisfied that there is

no injury to the brain, that is,no external injury. Indeed, all his vital organs seem

unimpaired. Ihave given him, as you know, food several times and it has

manifestlydone him good. His breathing is strong and regular, and his pulse isslower

and stronger than it was this morning. I cannot find evidenceof any known drug, and

his unconsciousness does not resemble any of themany cases of hypnotic sleep which

I saw in the Charcot Hospital inParis. And as to these wounds"--he laid his finger

gently on thebandaged wrist which lay outside the coverlet as he spoke, "I do

notknow what to make of them. They might have been made by acarding-machine;

but that supposition is untenable. It is within thebounds of possibility that they might

have been made by a wild animalif it had taken care to sharpen its claws. That too is,

I take it,impossible. By the way, have you any strange pets here in the house;anything

of an exceptional kind, such as a tiger-cat or anything out ofthe common?" Miss

Trelawny smiled a sad smile which made my heart ache,as she made answer:

"Oh no! Father does not like animals about the house, unless they aredead and

mummied." This was said with a touch of bitterness--orjealousy, I could hardly tell



which. "Even my poor kitten was onlyallowed in the house on sufferance; and though

he is the dearest andbest-conducted cat in the world, he is now on a sort of parole,

and isnot allowed into this room."

As she was speaking a faint rattling of the door handle was heard.Instantly Miss

Trelawny's face brightened. She sprang up and went overto the door, saying as she

went:

"There he is! That is my Silvio. He stands on his hind legs andrattles the door handle

when he wants to come into a room." She openedthe door, speaking to the cat as

though he were a baby: "Did him wanthis movver? Come then; but he must stay with

her!" She lifted thecat, and came back with him in her arms. He was certainly

amagnificent animal. A chinchilla grey Persian with long silky hair; areally lordly

animal with a haughty bearing despite his gentleness; andwith great paws which

spread out as he placed them on the ground.Whilst she was fondling him, he suddenly

gave a wriggle like an eel andslipped out of her arms. He ran across the room and

stood opposite alow table on which stood the mummy of an animal, and began to

mew andsnarl. Miss Trelawny was after him in an instant and lifted him in herarms,

kicking and struggling and wriggling to get away; but not bitingor scratching, for

evidently he loved his beautiful mistress. Heceased to make a noise the moment he

was in her arms; in a whisper sheadmonished him:

"O you naughty Silvio! You have broken your parole that mother gavefor you. Now,

say goodnight to the gentlemen, and come away tomother's room!" As she was

speaking she held out the cat's paw to meto shake. As I did so I could not but admire

its size and beauty."Why," said I, "his paw seems like a little boxing-glove full

ofclaws." She smiled:

"So it ought to. Don't you notice that my Silvio has seven toes, see!"she opened the

paw; and surely enough there were seven separate claws,each of them sheathed in a

delicate, fine, shell-like case. As Igently stroked the foot the claws emerged and one



of themaccidentally--there was no anger now and the cat was purring--stuckinto my

hand. Instinctively I said as I drew back:

"Why, his claws

are like razors!"

Doctor Winchester had come close to us and was bending over looking atthe cat's

claws; as I spoke he said in a quick, sharp way:

"Eh!" I could hear the quick intake of his breath. Whilst I wasstroking the now

quiescent cat, the Doctor went to the table and toreoff a piece of blotting-paper from

the writing-pad and came back. Helaid the paper on his palm and, with a simple

"pardon me!" to MissTrelawny, placed the cat's paw on it and pressed it down with

his otherhand. The haughty cat seemed to resent somewhat the familiarity, andtried to

draw its foot away. This was plainly what the Doctor wanted,for in the act the cat

opened the sheaths of its claws and and madeseveral reefs in the soft paper. Then

Miss Trelawny took her pet away.She returned in a couple of minutes; as she came in

she said:

"It is most odd about that mummy! When Silvio came into the roomfirst--indeed I

took him in as a kitten to show to Father--he went onjust the same way. He jumped

up on the table, and tried to scratch andbite the mummy. That was what made Father

so angry, and brought thedecree of banishment on poor Silvio. Only his parole, given

throughme, kept him in the house."

Whilst she had been gone, Doctor Winchester had taken the bandage fromher father's

wrist. The wound was now quite clear, as the separatecuts showed out in fierce red

lines. The Doctor folded theblotting-paper across the line of punctures made by the

cat's claws,and held it down close to the wound. As he did so, he looked

uptriumphantly and beckoned us over to him.



The cuts in the paper corresponded with the wounds in the wrist! Noexplanation was

needed, as he said:

"It would have been better if master Silvio had not broken his parole!"

We were all silent for a little while. Suddenly Miss Trelawny said:

"But Silvio was not in here last night!"

"Are you sure? Could you prove that if necessary?" She hesitatedbefore replying:

"I am certain of it; but I fear it would be difficult to prove. Silviosleeps in a basket in

my room. I certainly put him to bed last night;I remember distinctly laying his little

blanket over him, and tuckinghim in. This morning I took him out of the basket

myself. I certainlynever noticed him in here; though, of course, that would not mean

much,for I was too concerned about poor father, and too much occupied withhim, to

notice even Silvio."

The Doctor shook his head as he said with a certain sadness:

"Well, at any rate it is no use trying to prove anything now. Any catin the world

would have cleaned blood-marks--did any exist--from hispaws in a hundredth part of

the time that has elapsed."

Again we were all silent; and again the silence was broken by MissTrelawny:

"But now that I think of it, it could not have been poor Silvio thatinjured Father. My

door was shut when I first heard the sound; andFather's was shut when I listened at it.

When I went in, the injuryhad been done; so that it must have been before Silvio

could possiblyhave got in." This reasoning commended itself, especially to me as

abarrister, for it was proof to satisfy a jury. It gave me a distinctpleasure to have



Silvio acquitted of the crime--possibly because he wasMiss Trelawny's cat and was

loved by her. Happy cat! Silvio'smistress was manifestly pleased as I said:

"Verdict, 'not guilty!'" Doctor Winchester after a pause observed:
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"My apologies to master Silvio on this occasion; but I am still puzzledto know why

he is so keen against that mummy. Is he the same towardthe other mummies in the

house? There are, I suppose, a lot of them.I saw three in the hall as I came in."

"There are lots of them," she answered. "I sometimes don't knowwhether I am in a

private house or the British Museum. But Silvionever concerns himself about any of

them except that particular one. Isuppose it must be because it is of an animal, not a

man or a woman."

"Perhaps it is of a cat!" said the Doctor as he started up and wentacross the room to

look at the mummy more closely. "Yes," he went on,"it is the mummy of a cat; and a

very fine one, too. If it hadn't beena special favourite of some very special person it

would never havereceived so much honour. See! A painted case and obsidian eyes--

justlike a human mummy. It is an extraordinary thing, that knowledge ofkind to kind.

Here is a dead cat--that is all; it is perhaps four orfive thousand years old--and

another cat of another breed, in what ispractically another world, is ready to fly at it,

just as it would ifit were not dead. I should like to experiment a bit about that cat

ifyou don't mind, Miss Trelawny." She hesitated before replying:

"Of course, do anything you may think necessary or wise; but I hope itwill not be

anything to hurt or worry my poor Silvio." The Doctorsmiled as he answered:

"Oh, Silvio would be all right: it is the other one that my sympathieswould be

reserved for."

"How do you mean?"



"Master Silvio will do the attacking; the other one will do thesuffering."

"Suffering?" There was a note of pain in her voice. The Doctor smiledmore broadly:

"Oh, please make your mind easy as to that. The other won't suffer aswe understand

it; except perhaps in his structure and outfit."

"What on earth do you mean?"

"Simply this, my dear young lady, that the antagonist will be a mummycat like this

one. There are, I take it, plenty of them to be had inMuseum Street. I shall get one

and place it here instead of thatone--you won't think that a temporary exchange will

violate yourFather's instructions, I hope. We shall then find out, to begin

with,whether Silvio objects to all mummy cats, or only to this one inparticular."

"I don't know," she said doubtfully. "Father's instructions seem

veryuncompromising." Then after a pause she went on: "But of course underthe

circumstances anything that is to be ultimately for his good mustbe done. I suppose

there can't be anything very particular about themummy of a cat."

Doctor Winchester said nothing. He sat rigid, with so grave a look onhis face that his

extra gravity passed on to me; and in itsenlightening perturbation I began to realise

more than I had yet donethe strangeness of the case in which I was now so deeply

concerned.When once this thought had begun there was no end to it. Indeed itgrew,

and blossomed, and reproduced itself in a thousand differentways. The room and all

in it gave grounds for strange thoughts. Therewere so many ancient relics that

unconsciously one was taken back tostrange lands and strange times. There were so

many mummies or mummyobjects, round which there seemed to cling for ever the

penetratingodours of bitumen, and spices and gums--"Nard and Circassia's

balmysmells"--that one was unable to forget the past. Of course, there wasbut little

light in the room, and that carefully shaded; so that therewas no glare anywhere.



None of that direct light which can manifestitself as a power or an entity, and so

make for companionship. Theroom was a large one, and lofty in proportion to its size.

In itsvastness was place for a multitude of things not often found in abedchamber. In

far corners of the room were shadows of uncanny shape.More than once as I thought,

the multitudinous presence of the dead andthe past took such hold on me that I caught

myself looking roundfearfully as though some strange personality or influence was

present.Even the manifest presence of Doctor Winchester and Miss Trelawny

couldnot altogether comfort or satisfy me at such moments. It was with adistinct

sense of relief that I saw a new personality in the room inthe shape of Nurse

Kennedy. There was no doubt that that business-like,self-reliant, capable young

woman added an element of security to suchwild imaginings as my own. She had a

quality of common sense thatseemed to pervade everything around her, as though it

were some kind ofemanation. Up to that moment I had been building fancies around

thesick man; so that finally all about him, including myself, had becomeinvolved in

them, or enmeshed, or saturated, or... But now that she hadcome, he relapsed into his

proper perspective as a patient; the roomwas a sick-room, and the shadows lost their

fearsome quality. The onlything which it could not altogether abrogate was the

strange Egyptiansmell. You may put a mummy in a glass case and hermetically seal it

sothat no corroding air can get within; but all the same it will exhaleits odour. One

might think that four or five thousand years wou

ldexhaust the olfactory qualities of anything; but experience teaches usthat these

smells remain, and that their secrets are unknown to us.Today they are as much

mysteries as they were when the embalmers putthe body in the bath of natron...

All at once I sat up. I had become lost in an absorbing reverie. TheEgyptian smell had

seemed to get on my nerves--on my memory--on my verywill.

At that moment I had a thought which was like an inspiration. If I wasinfluenced in

such a manner by the smell, might it not be that the sickman, who lived half his life or

more in the atmosphere, had graduallyand by slow but sure process taken into his



system something which hadpermeated him to such degree that it had a new power

derived fromquantity--or strength--or...

I was becoming lost again in a reverie. This would not do. I musttake such precaution

that I could remain awake, or free from suchentrancing thought. I had had but half a

night's sleep last night; andthis night I must remain awake. Without stating my

intention, for Ifeared that I might add to the trouble and uneasiness of Miss

Trelawny,I went downstairs and out of the house. I soon found a chemist's shop,and

came away with a respirator. When I got back, it was ten o'clock;the Doctor was

going for the night. The Nurse came with him to thedoor of the sick-room, taking her

last instructions. Miss Trelawny satstill beside the bed. Sergeant Daw, who had

entered as the Doctor wentout, was some little distance off.

When Nurse Kennedy joined us, we arranged that she should sit up tilltwo o'clock,

when Miss Trelawny would relieve her. Thus, in accordancewith Mr. Trelawny's

instructions, there would always be a man and awoman in the room; and each one of

us would overlap, so that at no timewould a new set of watchers come on duty

without some one to tell ofwhat--if anything--had occurred. I lay down on a sofa in

my own room,having arranged that one of the servants should call me a little

beforetwelve. In a few moments I was asleep.

When I was waked, it took me several seconds to get back my thoughts soas to

recognise my own identity and surroundings. The short sleep had,however, done me

good, and I could look on things around me in a morepractical light than I had been

able to do earlier in the evening. Ibathed my face, and thus refreshed went into the

sick-room. I movedvery softly. The Nurse was sitting by the bed, quiet and alert;

theDetective sat in an arm-chair across the room in deep shadow. He didnot move

when I crossed, until I got close to him, when he said in adull whisper:

"It is all right; I have not been asleep!" An unnecessary thing tosay, I thought--it

always is, unless it be untrue in spirit. When Itold him that his watch was over; that



he might go to bed till I shouldcall him at six o'clock, he seemed relieved and went

with alacrity. Atthe door he turned and, coming back to me, said in a whisper:

"I sleep lightly and I shall have my pistols with me. I won't feel soheavy-headed

when I get out of this mummy smell."

He too, then, had shared my experience of drowsiness!

I asked the Nurse if she wanted anything. I noticed that she had avinaigrette in her

lap. Doubtless she, too, had felt some of theinfluence which had so affected me. She

said that she had all sherequired, but that if she should want anything she would at

once let meknow. I wished to keep her from noticing my respirator, so I went tothe

chair in the shadow where her back was toward me. Here I quietlyput it on, and made

myself comfortable.

For what seemed a long time, I sat and thought and thought. It was awild medley of

thoughts, as might have been expected from theexperiences of the previous day and

night. Again I found myselfthinking of the Egyptian smell; and I remember that I felt

a delicioussatisfaction that I did not experience it as I had done. Therespirator was

doing its work.

It must have been that the passing of this disturbing thought made forrepose of mind,

which is the corollary of bodily rest, for, though Ireally cannot remember being

asleep or waking from it, I saw avision--I dreamed a dream, I scarcely know which.

I was still in the room, seated in the chair. I had on my respiratorand knew that I

breathed freely. The Nurse sat in her chair with herback toward me. She sat quite still.

The sick man lay as still as thedead. It was rather like the picture of a scene than the

reality; allwere still and silent; and the stillness and silence were continuous.Outside,

in the distance I could hear the sounds of a city, theoccasional roll of wheels, the

shout of a reveller, the far-away echoof whistles and the rumbling of trains. The light



was very, very low;the reflection of it under the green-shaded lamp was a dim relief

tothe darkness, rather than light. The green silk fringe of the lamp hadmerely the

colour of an emerald seen in the moonlight. The room, forall its darkness, was full of

shadows. It seemed in my whirlingthoughts as though all the real things had become

shadows--shadowswhich moved, for they passed the dim outline of the high

windows.Shadows which had sentience. I even thought there was sound, a faintsound

as of the mew of a cat--the rustle of drapery and a metallicclink as of metal faintly

touching metal. I sat as one entranced. Atlast I felt, as in nightmare, that this was

sleep, and that in thepassing of its portals all my will had gone.

All at once my senses were full awake. A shriek rang in my ears. Theroom was filled

suddenly with a blaze of light. There was the sound ofpistol shots--one, two; and a

haze of white smoke in the room. When mywaking eyes regained their power, I could

have shrieked with horrormyself at what I saw before me.

Chapter IV

The Second Attempt

The sight which met my eyes had the horror of a dream within a dream,with the

certainty of reality added. The room was as I had seen itlast; except that the shadowy

look had gone in the glare of the manylights, and every article in it stood stark and

solidly real.
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By the empty bed sat Nurse Kennedy, as my eyes had last seen her,sitting bolt upright

in the arm-chair beside the bed. She had placed apillow behind her, so that her back

might be erect; but her neck wasfixed as that of one in a cataleptic trance. She was, to

all intentsand purposes, turned into stone. There was no special expression onher

face--no fear, no horror; nothing such as might be expected of onein such a condition.

Her open eyes showed neither wonder nor interest.She was simply a negative

existence, warm, breathing, placid; butabsolutely unconscious of the world around

her. The bedclothes weredisarranged, as though the patient had been drawn from

under themwithout throwing them back. The corner of the upper sheet hung uponthe

floor; close by it lay one of the bandages with which the Doctorhad dressed the

wounded wrist. Another and another lay further alongthe floor, as though forming a

clue to where the sick man now lay.This was almost exactly where he had been found

on the previous night,under the great safe. Again, the left arm lay toward the safe.

Butthere had been a new outrage, an attempt had been made to sever the armclose to

the bangle which held the tiny key. A heavy "kukri"knife--one of the leaf-shaped

knives which the Gurkhas and others ofthe hill tribes of India use with such effect--

had been taken from itsplace on the wall, and with it the attempt had been made. It

wasmanifest that just at the moment of striking, the blow had beenarrested, for only

the point of the knife and not the edge of the bladehad struck the flesh. As it was, the

outer side of the arm had beencut to the bone and the blood was pouring out. In

addition, the formerwound in front of the arm had been cut or torn about terribly, one

ofthe cuts seemed to jet out blood as if with each pulsation of theheart. By the side of

her father knelt Miss Trelawny, her whitenightdress stained with the blood in which

she knelt. In the middle ofthe room Sergeant Daw, in his shirt and trousers and

stocking feet, wasputting fresh cartridges into his revolver in a dazed mechanical

kindof way. His eyes were red and heavy, and he seemed only half awake,and less

than half conscious of what was going on around him. Severalservants, bearing lights



of various kinds, were clustered round thedoorway.

As I rose from my chair and came forward, Miss Trelawny raised her eyestoward me.

When she saw me she shrieked and started to her feet,pointing towards me. Never

shall I forget the strange picture shemade, with her white drapery all smeared with

blood which, as she rosefrom the pool, ran in streaks toward her bare feet. I believe

that Ihad only been asleep; that whatever influence had worked on Mr.Trelawny and

Nurse Kennedy--and in less degree on Sergeant Daw--had nottouched me. The

respirator had been of some service, though it had notkept off the tragedy whose dire

evidences were before me. I canunderstand now--I could understand even then--the

fright, added to thatwhich had gone before, which my appearance must have evoked.

I hadstill on the respirator, which covered mouth and nose; my hair had beentossed in

my sleep. Coming suddenly forward, thus enwrapped anddishevelled, in that horrified

crowd, I must have had, in the strangemixture of lights, an extraordinary and

terrifying appearance. It waswell that I recognised all this in time to avert another

catastrophe;for the half-dazed, mechanically-acting Detective put in the cartridgesand

had raised his revolver to shoot at me when I succeeded inwrenching off the

respirator and shouting to him to hold his hand. Inthis also he acted mechanically; the

red, half-awake eyes had not inthem even then the intention of conscious action. The

danger, however,was averted. The relief of the situation, strangely enough, came in

asimple fashion. Mrs. Grant, seeing that her young mistress had on onlyher

nightdress, had gone to fetch a dressing-gown, which she now threwover her. This

simple act brought us all back to the region of fact.With a long breath, one and all

seemed to devote themselves to the mostpressing matter before us, that of staunching

the flow of blood fromthe arm of the wounded man. Even as the thought of action

came, Irejoiced; for the bleeding was very proof that Mr. Trelawny still lived.

Last night's lesson was not thrown away. More than one of thosepresent knew now

what to do in such an emergency, and within a fewseconds willing hands were at

work on a tourniquet. A man was at oncedespatched for the doctor, and several of the

servants disappeared tomake themselves respectable. We lifted Mr. Trelawny on to



the sofawhere he had lain yesterday; and, having done what we could for him,turned

our attention to the Nurse. In all the turmoil she had notstirred; she sat there as before,

erect and rigid, breathing softly andnaturally and with a placid smile. As it was

manifestly of no use toattempt anything with her till the doctor had come, we began

to thinkof the general situation.

Mrs. Grant had by this time taken her mistress away and changed herclothes; for she

was back presently in a dressing-gown and slippers,and with the traces of blood

removed from her hands. She was now muchcalmer, though she trembled sadly; and

her face was ghastly white.When she had looked at her father's wrist, I holding the

tourniquet,she turned her eyes round the room, resting them now and again on

eachone of us present in turn, but seeming to find no comfort. It was soapparent to me

that she did not know where to begin or whom to trustthat, to reassure her, I said:

"I am all right now; I was only asleep." Her voice had a gulp in it asshe said in a low

voice:

"Asleep! You! and my Father in danger! I thought you were on thewatch!" I felt the

sting of justice in the reproach; but I reallywanted to help her, so I answered:

"Only asleep. It is bad enough, I know; but there is something morethan an "only"

round us here. Had it not been that I took a definiteprecaution I might have been like

the Nurse there." She turned hereyes swiftly on the weird figure, sitting grimly

upright like a paintedstatue; and then her face softened. With the action of

habitualcourtesy she said:

"Forgive me! I did not mean to be rude. But I am in such distress andfear that I hardly

know what I am saying. Oh, it is dreadful! I fearfor fresh trouble and horror and

mystery every moment." This cut me tothe very heart, and out of the heart's fulness I

spoke:



"Don't give me a thought! I don't deserve it. I was on guard, and yetI slept. All that I

can say is that I didn't mean to, and I tried toavoid it; but it was over me before I

knew it. Anyhow, it is done now;and can't be undone. Probably some day we may

understand it all; butnow let us try to get at some idea of what has happened. Tell me

whatyou remember!" The effort to recollect seemed to stimulate her; shebecame

calmer as she spoke:

"I was asleep, and woke suddenly with the same horrible feeling on methat Father

was in great and immediate danger. I jumped up and ran,just as I was, into his room.

It was nearly pitch dark, but as Iopened the door there was light enough to see

Father's nightdress as helay on the floor under the safe, just as on that first awful

night.Then I think I must have gone mad for a moment." She stopped andshuddered.

My eyes lit on Sergeant Daw, still fiddling in an aimlessway with the revolver.

Mindful of my work with the tourniquet, I saidcalmly:

"Now tell us, Sergeant Daw, what did you fire at?" The policemanseemed to pull

himself together with the habit of obedience. Lookingaround at the servants

remaining in the room, he said with that air ofimportance which, I take it, is the

regulation attitude of an officialof the law before strangers:

"Don't you think, sir, that we can allow the servants to go away? Wecan then better

go into the matter." I nodded approval; the servantstook the hint and withdrew,

though unwillingly, the last one closingthe door behind him. Then the Detective went

on:

"I think I had better tell you my impressions, sir, rather than recountmy actions. That

is, so far as I remember them." There was a mortifieddeference now in his manner,

which probably arose from hisconsciousness of the awkward position in which he

found himself. "Iwent to sleep half-dressed--as I am now, with a revolver under

mypillow. It was the last thing I r



emember thinking of. I do not knowhow long I slept. I had turned off the electric

light, and it wasquite dark. I thought I heard a scream; but I can't be sure, for Ifelt

thick-headed as a man does when he is called too soon after anextra long stretch of

work. Not that such was the case this time.Anyhow my thoughts flew to the pistol. I

took it out, and ran on tothe landing. Then I heard a sort of scream, or rather a call for

help,and ran into this room. The room was dark, for the lamp beside theNurse was

out, and the only light was that from the landing, comingthrough the open door. Miss

Trelawny was kneeling on the floor besideher father, and was screaming. I thought I

saw something move betweenme and the window; so, without thinking, and being

half dazed and onlyhalf awake, I shot at it. It moved a little more to the right

betweenthe windows, and I shot again. Then you came up out of the big chairwith all

that muffling on your face. It seemed to me, being as I sayhalf dazed and half awake--

I know, sir, you will take this intoaccount--as if it had been you, being in the same

direction as thething I had fired at. And so I was about to fire again when you

pulledoff the wrap." Here I asked him--I was cross-examining now and felt athome:

"You say you thought I was the thing you fired at. What thing?" Theman scratched

his head, but made no reply.

"Come, sir," I said, "what thing; what was it like?" The answer camein a low voice:

"I don't know, sir. I thought there was something; but what it was, orwhat it was like,

I haven't the faintest notion. I suppose it wasbecause I had been thinking of the pistol

before I went to sleep, andbecause when I came in here I was half dazed and only half

awake--whichI hope you will in future, sir, always remember." He clung to

thatformula of excuse as though it were his sheet-anchor. I did not wantto antagonise

the man; on the contrary I wanted to have him with us.Besides, I had on me at that

time myself the shadow of my own default;so I said as kindly as I knew how:

"Quite right! Sergeant. Your impulse was correct; though of course inthe half-

somnolent condition in which you were, and perhaps partlyaffected by the same



influence--whatever it may be--which made me sleepand which has put the Nurse in

that cataleptic trance, it could not beexpected that you would paused to weigh

matters. But now, whilst thematter is fresh, let me see exactly where you stood and

where I sat.We shall be able to trace the course of your bullets." The prospect

ofaction and the exercise of his habitual skill seemed to brace him atonce; he seemed

a different man as he set about his work. I asked Mrs.Grant to hold the tourniquet,

and went and stood where he had stood andlooked where, in the darkness, he had

pointed. I could not but noticethe mechanical exactness of his mind, as when he

showed me where he hadstood, or drew, as a matter of course, the revolver from his

pistolpocket, and pointed with it. The chair from which I had risen stillstood in its

place. Then I asked him to point with his hand only, as Iwished to move in the track

of his shot.

Just behind my chair, and a little back of it, stood a high buhlcabinet. The glass door

was shattered. I asked:

"Was this the direction of your first shot or your second?" The answercame promptly.

"The second; the first was over there!"

He turned a little to the left, more toward the wall where the greatsafe stood, and

pointed. I followed the direction of his hand and cameto the low table whereon rested,

amongst other curios, the mummy of thecat which had raised Silvio's ire. I got a

candle and easily found themark of the bullet. It had broken a little glass vase and a

tazza ofblack basalt, exquisitely engraved with hieroglyphics, the graven linesbeing

filled with some faint green cement and the whole thing beingpolished to an equal

surface. The bullet, flattened against the wall,lay on the table.

I then went to the broken cabinet. It was evidently a receptacle forvaluable curios; for

in it were some great scarabs of gold, agate,green jasper, amethyst, lapis lazuli, opal,

granite, and blue-greenchina. None of these things happily were touched. The bullet



had gonethrough the back of the cabinet; but no other damage, save theshattering of

the glass, had been done. I could not but notice thestrange arrangement of the curios

on the shelf of the cabinet. All thescarabs, rings, amulets, &c. were arranged in an

uneven oval round anexquisitely-carved golden miniature figure of a hawk-headed

God crownedwith a disk and plumes. I did not wait to look further at present, formy

attention was demanded by more pressing things; but I determined tomake a more

minute examination when I should have time. It was evidentthat some of the strange

Egyptian smell clung to these old curios;through the broken glass came an added

whiff of spice and gum andbitumen, almost stronger than those I had already noticed

as comingfrom others in the room.

All this had really taken but a few minutes. I was surprised when myeye met, through

the chinks between the dark window blinds and thewindow cases, the brighter light of

the coming dawn. When I went backto the sofa and took the tourniquet from Mrs.

Grant, she went over andpulled up the blinds.

It would be hard to imagine anything more ghastly than the appearanceof the room

with the faint grey light of early morning coming in uponit. As the windows faced

north, any light that came was a fixed greylight without any of the rosy possibility of

dawn which comes in theeastern quarter of heaven. The electric lights seemed dull

and yetglaring; and every shadow was of a hard intensity. There was nothingof

morning freshness; nothing of the softness of night. All was hardand cold and

inexpressibly dreary. The face of the senseless man onthe sofa seemed of a ghastly

yellow; and the Nurse's face had taken asuggestion of green from the shade of the

lamp near her. Only MissTrelawny's face looked white; and it was of a pallor which

made myheart ache. It looked as if nothing on God's earth could ever againbring back

to it the colour of life and happiness.

It was a relief to us all when Doctor Winchester came in, breathlesswith running. He

only asked one question:



"Can anyone tell me anything of how this wound was gotten?" On seeingthe

headshake which went round us under his glance, he said no more,but applied himself

to his surgical work. For an instant he looked upat the Nurse sitting so still; but then

bent himself to his task, agrave frown contracting his brows. It was not till the arteries

weretied and the wounds completely dressed that he spoke again, except, ofcourse,

when he had asked for anything to be handed to him or to bedone for him. When Mr.

Trelawny's wounds had been thoroughly caredfor, he said to Miss Trelawny:

"What about Nurse Kennedy?" She answered at once:

"I really do not know. I found her when I came into the room athalf-past two o'clock,

sitting exactly as she does now. We have notmoved her, or changed her position. She

has not wakened since. EvenSergeant Daw's pistol-shots did not disturb her."

"Pistol-shots? Have you then discovered any cause for this newoutrage?" The rest

were silent, so I answered:
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"We have discovered nothing. I was in the room watching with theNurse. Earlier in

the evening I fancied that the mummy smells weremaking me drowsy, so I went out

and got a respirator. I had it on whenI came on duty; but it did not keep me from

going to sleep. I awoke tosee the room full of people; that is, Miss Trelawny and

Sergeant Daw,being only half awake and still stupefied by the same scent orinfluence

which had affected us, fancied that he saw something movingthrough the shadowy

darkness of the room, and fired twice. When I roseout of my chair, with my face

swathed in the respirator, he took me forthe cause of the trouble. Naturally enough,

he was about to fireagain, when I was fortunately in time to manifest my identity.

Mr.Trelawny was lying beside the safe, just as he was found last night;and was

bleeding profusely from the new wound in his wrist. We liftedhim on the sofa, and

made a tourniquet. That is, literally andabsolutely, all that any of us know as yet. We

have not touched theknife, which you see lies close by the pool of blood. Look!" I

said,going over and lifting it. "The point is red with the blood which hasdried."

Doctor Winchester stood quite still a few minutes before speaking:

"Then the doings of this night are quite as mysterious as those of lastnight?"

"Quite!" I answered. He said nothing in reply,

but turning to MissTrelawny said:

"We had better take Nurse Kennedy into another room. I suppose thereis nothing to

prevent it?"

"Nothing! Please, Mrs. Grant, see that Nurse Kennedy's room is ready;and ask two of



the men to come and carry her in." Mrs. Grant went outimmediately; and in a few

minutes came back saying:

"The room is quite ready; and the men are here." By her direction twofootmen came

into the room and, lifting up the rigid body of NurseKennedy under the supervision of

the Doctor, carried her out of theroom. Miss Trelawny remained with me in the sick

chamber, and Mrs.Grant went with the Doctor into the Nurse's room.

When we were alone Miss Trelawny came over to me, and taking both myhands in

hers, said:

"I hope you won't remember what I said. I did not mean it, and I wasdistraught." I did

not make reply; but I held her hands and kissedthem. There are different ways of

kissing a lady's hands. This waywas intended as homage and respect; and it was

accepted as such in thehigh-bred, dignified way which marked Miss Trelawny's

bearing and everymovement. I went over to the sofa and looked down at the

senselessman. The dawn had come much nearer in the last few minutes, and therewas

something of the clearness of day in the light. As I looked at thestern, cold, set face,

now as white as a marble monument in the palegrey light, I could not but feel that

there was some deep mysterybeyond all that had happened within the last twenty-six

hours. Thosebeetling brows screened some massive purpose; that high, broad

foreheadheld some finished train of reasoning, which the broad chin and massivejaw

would help to carry into effect. As I looked and wondered, therebegan to steal over

me again that phase of wandering thought which hadlast night heralded the approach

of sleep. I resisted it, and heldmyself sternly to the present. This was easier to do

when MissTrelawny came close to me, and, leaning her forehead against myshoulder,

began to cry silently. Then all the manhood in me woke, andto present purpose. It

was of little use trying to speak; words wereinadequate to thought. But we understood

each other; she did not drawaway when I put arm protectingly over her shoulder as I

used to do withmy little sister long ago when in her childish trouble she would

cometo her big brother to be comforted. That very act or attitude ofprotection made



me more resolute in my purpose, and seemed to clear mybrain of idle, dreamy

wandering in thought. With an instinct ofgreater protection, however, I took away my

arm as I heard the Doctor'sfootstep outside the door.

When Doctor Winchester came in he looked intently at the patient beforespeaking.

His brows were set, and his mouth was a thin, hard line.Presently he said:

"There is much in common between the sleep of your Father and NurseKennedy.

Whatever influence has brought it about has probably workedthe same way in both

cases. In Kennedy's case the coma is less marked.I cannot but feel, however, that with

her we may be able to do more andmore quickly than with this patient, as our hands

are not tied. I haveplaced her in a draught; and already she shows some signs, though

veryfaint ones, of ordinary unconsciousness. The rigidity of her limbs isless, and her

skin seems more sensitive--or perhaps I should say lessinsensitive--to pain."

"How is it, then," I asked, "that Mr. Trelawny is still in this stateof insensibility; and

yet, so far as we know, his body has not had suchrigidity at all?"

"That I cannot answer. The problem is one which we may solve in a fewhours; or it

may need a few days. But it will be a useful lesson indiagnosis to us all; and perhaps

to many and many others after us, whoknows!" he added, with the genuine fire of an

enthusiast.

As the morning wore on, he flitted perpetually between the two rooms,watching

anxiously over both patients. He made Mrs. Grant remain withthe Nurse, but either

Miss Trelawny or I, generally both of us,remained with the wounded man. We each

managed, however, to get bathedand dressed; the Doctor and Mrs. Grant remained

with Mr. Trelawnywhilst we had breakfast.

Sergeant Daw went off to report at Scotland Yard the progress of thenight; and then

to the local station to arrange for the coming of hiscomrade, Wright, as fixed with



Superintendent Dolan. When he returnedI could not but think that he had been hauled

over the coals forshooting in a sick-room; or perhaps for shooting at all without

certainand proper cause. His remark to me enlightened me in the matter:

"A good character is worth something, sir, in spite of what some ofthem say. See! I've

still got leave to carry my revolver."

That day was a long and anxious one. Toward nightfall Nurse Kennedy sofar

improved that the rigidity of her limbs entirely disappeared. Shestill breathed quietly

and regularly; but the fixed expression of herface, though it was a calm enough

expression, gave place to falleneyelids and the negative look of sleep. Doctor

Winchester had, towardsevening, brought two more nurses, one of whom was to

remain with NurseKennedy and the other to share in the watching with Miss

Trelawny, whohad insisted on remaining up herself. She had, in order to prepare

forthe duty, slept for several hours in the afternoon. We had all takencounsel together,

and had arranged thus for the watching in Mr.Trelawny's room. Mrs. Grant was to

remain beside the patient tilltwelve, when Miss Trelawny would relieve her. The new

nurse was to sitin Miss Trelawny's room, and to visit the sick chamber each quarter

ofan hour. The Doctor would remain till twelve; when I was to relievehim. One or

other of the detectives was to remain within hail of theroom all night; and to pay

periodical visits to see that all was well.Thus, the watchers would be watched; and the

possibility of such eventsas last night, when the watchers were both overcome, would

be avoided.

When the sun set, a strange and grave anxiety fell on all of us; and inour separate

ways we prepared for the vigil. Doctor Winchester hadevidently been thinking of my

respirator, for he told me he would goout and get one. Indeed, he took to the idea so

kindly that Ipersuaded Miss Trelawny also to have one which she could put on

whenher time for watching came.

And so the night drew on.



Chapter V

More Strange Instructions

When I came from my room at half-past eleven o'clock I found all wellin the sick-

room. The new nurse, prim, neat, and watchful, sat in thechair by the bedside where

Nurse Kennedy had sat last night. A littleway off, between the bed and the safe, sat

Dr. Winchester alert andwakeful, but looking strange and almost comic with the

respirator overmouth and nose. As I stood in the doorway looking at them I heard

aslight sound; turning round I saw the new detective, who nodded, heldup the finger

of silence and withdrew quietly. Hitherto no one of thewatchers was overcome by

sleep.

I took a chair outside the door. As yet there was no need for me torisk coming again

under the subtle influence of last night. Naturallymy thoughts went revolving round

the main incidents of the last day andnight, and I found myself arriving at strange

conclusions, doubts,conjectures; but I did not lose myself, as on last night, in trains

ofthought. The sense of the present was ever with me, and I really feltas should a

sentry on guard. Thinking is not a slow process; and whenit is earnest the time can

pass quickly. It seemed a very short timeindeed till the door, usually left ajar, was

pulled open and Dr.Winchester emerged, taking off his respirator as he came. His

act,when he had it off, was demonstrative of his keenness. He turned upthe outside of

the wrap and smelled it carefully.

"I am going now," he said. "I shall come early in the morning; unless,of course, I am

sent for before. But all seems well tonight."

The next to appear was Sergeant Daw, who went quietly into the room andtook the

seat vacated by the Doctor. I still remained outside; butevery few minutes looked into

the room. This was rather a form than amatter of utility, for the room was so dark that

coming even from thedimly-lighted corridor it was hard to distinguish anything.



A little before twelve o'clock Miss Trelawny came from her room.Before coming to

her father's she went into that occupied by NurseKennedy. After a couple of minutes

she came out, looking, I thought, atrifle more cheerful. She had her respirator in her

hand, but beforeputting it on, asked me if anything special had occurred since she

hadgone to lie down. I answered in a whisper--there was no loud talkingin the house

tonight--that all was safe, was well. She then put on herrespirator, and I mine; and we

entered the room. The Detective and theNurse rose up, and we took their places.

Sergeant Daw was the last togo out; he closed the door behind him as we had

arranged.

For a while I sat quiet, my heart beating. The place was grimly dark.The only light

was a faint one from the top of the lamp which threw awhite circle on the high

ceiling, except the emerald sheen of the shadeas the light took its under edges. Even

the light only seemed toemphasize the blackness of the shadows. These presently

began to seem,as on last night, to have a sentience of their own. I did not myselffeel

in the least sleepy; and each time I went softly over to look atthe patient, which I did

about every ten minutes, I could see that MissTrelawny was keenly alert. Every

quarter of an hour one or other ofthe policemen looked in through the partly opened

door. Each time bothMiss Trelawny and I said through our mufflers, "all right," and

thedoor was closed again.

As the time wore on, the silence and the darkness seemed to increase.The circle of

light on the ceiling was still there, but it seemed lessbrilliant than at first. The green

edging of the lamp-shade becamelike Maori greenstone rather than emerald. The

sounds of the nightwithout the house, and the starlight spreading pale lines along

theedges of the window-cases, made the pall of black within more solemnand more

mysterious.

We heard the clock in the corridor chiming the quarters with its silverbell till two

o'clock; and then a strange feeling came over me. Icould see from Miss Trelawny's

movement as she looked round, that shealso had some new sensation. The new



detective had just looked in; wetwo were alone with the unconscious patient for

another quarter of anhour.
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My heart began to beat wildly. There was a sense of fear over me. Notfor myself; my

fear was impersonal. It seemed as though some newperson had entered the room, and

that a strong intelligence was awakeclose to me. Something brushed against my leg. I

put my hand downhastily and touched the furry coat of Silvio. With a very faintfar-

away sound of a snarl he turned and scratched at me. I felt bloodon my hand. I rose

gently and came over to the bedside. MissTrelawny, too, had stood up and was

looking behind her, as though therewas something close to her. Her eyes were wild,

and her breast rose andfell as though she were fighting for air. When I touched her

she didnot seem to feel me; she worked her hands in front of her, as thoughshe was

fending off something.

There was not an instant to lose. I seized her in my arms and rushedover to the door,

threw it open, and strode into the passage, callingloudly:

"Help! Help!"

In an instant the two Detectives, Mrs. Grant, and the Nurse appeared onthe scene.

Close on their heels came several of the servants, both menand women. Immediately

Mrs. Grant came near enough, I placed MissTrelawny in her arms, and rushed back

into the room, turning up theelectric light as soon as I could lay my hand on it.

Sergeant Daw andthe Nurse followed me.

We were just in time. Close under the great safe, where on the twosuccessive nights

he had been found, lay Mr. Trelawny with his leftarm, bare save for the bandages,

stretched out. Close by his side wasa leaf-shaped Egyptian knife which had lain

amongst the curios on theshelf of the broken cabinet. Its point was stuck in the

parquet floor,whence had been removed the blood-stained rug.



But there was no sign of disturbance anywhere; nor any sign of any oneor anything

unusual. The Policemen and I searched the room accurately,whilst the Nurse and two

of the servants lifted the wounded man back tobed; but no sign or clue could we get.

Very soon Miss Trelawnyreturned to the room. She was pale but collected. When she

came closeto me she said in a low voice:

"I felt myself fainting. I did not know why; but I was afraid!"

The only other shock I had was when Miss Trelawny cried out to me, as Iplaced my

hand on the bed to lean over and look carefully at her father:

"You are wounded. Look! look! your hand is bloody. There is blood onthe sheets!" I

had, in the excitement, quite forgotten Silvio'sscratch. As I looked at it, the

recollection came back to me; butbefore I could say a word Miss Trelawny had

caught hold of my hand andlifted it up. When she saw the parallel lines of the cuts

she cried outagain:

"It is the same wound as Father's!" Then she laid my hand down gentlybut quickly,

and said to me and to Sergeant Daw:

"Come to my room! Silvio is there in his basket." We followed her,and found Silvio

sitting in his basket awake. He was licking his paws.The Detective said:

"He is there sure enough; but why licking his paws?"

Margaret--Miss Trelawny--gave a moan as she bent over and took one ofthe forepaws

in her hand; but the cat seemed to resent it and snarled.At that Mrs. Grant came into

the room. When she saw that we werelooking at the cat she said:

"The Nurse tells me that Silvio was asleep on Nurse Kennedy's bed eversince you

went to your Father's room until a while ago. He came therejust after you had gone to



master's room. Nurse says that NurseKennedy is moaning and muttering in her sleep

as though she had anightmare. I think we should send for Dr. Winchester."

"Do so at once, please!" said Miss Trelawny; and we went back to theroom.

For a while Miss Trelawny stood looking at her father, with her browswrinkled.

Then, turning to me, as though her mind were made up, shesaid:

"Don't you think we should have a consultation on Father? Of course Ihave every

confidence in Doctor Winchester; he seems an immenselyclever young man. But he

is a young man; and there must be men whohave devoted themselves to this branch of

science. Such a man wouldhave more knowledge and more experience; and his

knowledge andexperience might help to throw light on poor Father's case. As it

is,Doctor Winchester seems to be quite in the dark. Oh! I don't know whatto do. It is

all so terrible!" Here she broke down a little and cried;and I tried to comfort her.

Doctor Winchester arrived quick

ly. His first thought was for hispatient; but when he found him without further harm,

he visited NurseKennedy. When he saw her, a hopeful look came into his eyes.

Taking atowel, he dipped a corner of it in cold water and flicked on the face.The skin

coloured, and she stirred slightly. He said to the newnurse--Sister Doris he called her:

"She is all right. She will wake in a few hours at latest. She may bedizzy and

distraught at first, or perhaps hysterical. If so, you knowhow to treat her."

"Yes, sir!" answered Sister Doris demurely; and we went back to Mr.Trelawny's

room. As soon as we had entered, Mrs. Grant and the Nursewent out so that only

Doctor Winchester, Miss Trelawny, and myselfremained in the room. When the door

had been closed Doctor Winchesterasked me as to what had occurred. I told him

fully, giving exactlyevery detail so far as I could remember. Throughout my



narrative,which did not take long, however, he kept asking me questions as to

whohad been present and the order in which each one had come into theroom. He

asked other things, but nothing of any importance; these wereall that took my

attention, or remained in my memory. When ourconversation was finished, he said in

a very decided way indeed, toMiss Trelawny:

"I think, Miss Trelawny, that we had better have a consultation on thiscase." She

answered at once, seemingly a little to his surprise:

"I am glad you have mentioned it. I quite agree. Who would yousuggest?"

"Have you any choice yourself?" he asked. "Any one to whom your Fatheris known?

Has he ever consulted any one?"

"Not to my knowledge. But I hope you will choose whoever you thinkwould be best.

My dear Father should have all the help that can behad; and I shall be deeply obliged

by your choosing. Who is the bestman in London--anywhere else--in such a case?"

"There are several good men; but they are scattered all over the world.Somehow, the

brain specialist is born, not made; though a lot of hardwork goes to the completing of

him and fitting him for his work. Hecomes from no country. The most daring

investigator up to the presentis Chiuni, the Japanese; but he is rather a surgical

experimentalistthan a practitioner. Then there is Zammerfest of Uppsala, and

Fenelonof the University of Paris, and Morfessi of Naples. These, of course,are in

addition to our own men, Morrison of Aberdeen and Richardson ofBirmingham. But

before them all I would put Frere of King's College.Of all that I have named he best

unites theory and practice. He has nohobbies--that have been discovered at all events;

and his experience isimmense. It is the regret of all of us who admire him that the

nerveso firm and the hand so dexterous must yield to time. For my own partI would

rather have Frere than any one living."



"Then," said Miss Trelawny decisively, "let us have Doctor Frere--bythe way, is he

'Doctor' or 'Mister'?--as early as we can get him in themorning!"

A weight seemed removed from him, and he spoke with greater ease andgeniality

than he had yet shown:

"He is Sir James Frere. I shall go to him myself as early as it ispossibly to see him,

and shall ask him to come here at once." Thenturning to me he said:

"You had better let me dress your hand."
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"It is nothing," I said.

"Nevertheless it should be seen to. A scratch from any animal mightturn out

dangerous; there is nothing like being safe." I submitted;forthwith he began to dress

my hand. He examined with amagnifying-glass the several parallel wounds, and

compared them withthe slip of blotting-paper, marked with Silvio's claws, which he

tookfrom his pocket-book. He put back the paper, simply remarking:

"It's a pity that Silvio slips in--and out--just when he shouldn't."

The morning wore slowly on. By ten o'clock Nurse Kennedy had so farrecovered that

she was able to sit up and talk intelligibly. But shewas still hazy in her thoughts; and

could not remember anything thathad happened on the previous night, after her taking

her place by thesick-bed. As yet she seemed neither to know nor care what had

happened.

It was nearly eleven o'clock when Doctor Winchester returned with SirJames Frere.

Somehow I felt my heart sink when from the landing I sawthem in the hall below; I

knew that Miss Trelawny was to have the painof telling yet another stranger of her

ignorance of her father's life.

Sir James Frere was a man who commanded attention followed by respect.He knew

so thoroughly what he wanted himself, that he placed at once onone side all wishes

and ideas of less definite persons. The mere flashof his piercing eyes, or the set of his

resolute mouth, or the loweringof his great eyebrows, seemed to compel immediate

and willing obedienceto his wishes. Somehow, when we had all been introduced and

he waswell amongst us, all sense of mystery seemed to melt away. It was witha



hopeful spirit that I saw him pass into the sick-room with DoctorWinchester.

They remained in the room a long time; once they sent for the Nurse,the new one,

Sister Doris, but she did not remain long. Again theyboth went into Nurse Kennedy's

room. He sent out the nurse attendanton her. Doctor Winchester told me afterward

that Nurse Kennedy, thoughshe was ignorant of later matters, gave full and

satisfactory answersto all Doctor Frere's questions relating to her patient up to the

timeshe became unconscious. Then they went to the study, where theyremained so

long, and their voices raised in heated discussion seemedin such determined

opposition, that I began to feel uneasy. As forMiss Trelawny, she was almost in a

state of collapse from nervousnessbefore they joined us. Poor girl! she had had a

sadly anxious time ofit, and her nervous strength had almost broken down.

They came out at last, Sir James first, his grave face looking asunenlightening as that

of the sphinx. Doctor Winchester followed himclosely; his face was pale, but with

that kind of pallor which lookedlike a reaction. It gave me the idea that it had been

red not longbefore. Sir James asked that Miss Trelawny would come into the

study.He suggested that I should come also. When we had entered, Sir Jamesturned to

me and said:

"I understand from Doctor Winchester that you are a friend of MissTrelawny, and

that you have already considerable knowledge of thiscase. Perhaps it will be well that

you should be with us. I know youalready as a keen lawyer, Mr. Ross, though I never

had the pleasure ofmeeting you. As Doctor Winchester tells me that there are some

strangematters outside this case which seem to puzzle him--and others--and inwhich

he thinks you may yet be specially interested, it might be aswell that you should

know every phase of the case. For myself I do nottake much account of mysteries--

except those of science; and as thereseems to be some idea of an attempt at

assassination or robbery, all Ican say is that if assassins were at work they ought to

take someelementary lessons in anatomy before their next job, for they

seemthoroughly ignorant. If robbery were their purpose, they seem to haveworked



with marvellous inefficiency. That, however, is not mybusiness." Here he took a big

pinch of snuff, and turning to to MissTrelawny, went on: "Now as to the patient.

Leaving out the cause of hisillness, all we can say at present is that he appears to be

sufferingfrom a marked attack of catalepsy. At present nothing can be done,except to

sustain his strength. The treatment of my friend DoctorWinchester is mainly such as I

approve of; and I am confident thatshould any slight change arise he will be able to

deal with itsatisfactorily. It is an interesting case--most interesting; andshould any

new or abnormal development arise I shall be happy to comeat any time. There is just

one thing to which I wish to call yourattention; and I put it to you, Miss Trelawny,

directly, since it isyour responsibility. Doctor Winchester informs me that you are

notyourself free in the matter, but are bound by an instruction given byyour Father in

case just such a condition of things should arise. Iwould strongly advise that the

patient be removed to another room; or,as an alternative, that those mummies and all

such things should beremoved from his chamber. Why, it's enough to put any man

into anabnormal condition, to have such an assemblage of horrors round him,and to

breathe the atmosphere which they exhale. You have evidencealready of how such

mephitic odour may act. That nurse--Kennedy, Ithink you said, Doctor--isn't yet out

of her state of catalepsy; andyou, Mr. Ross, have, I am told, experienced something

of the sameeffects. I know this"--here his

eyebrows came down more than ever, andhis mouth hardened--"if I were in charge

here I should insist on thepatient having a different atmosphere; or I would throw up

the case.Doctor Winchester already knows that I can only be again consulted onthis

condition being fulfilled. But I trust that you will see yourway, as a good daughter to

my mind should, to looking to your Father'shealth and sanity rather than to any whim

of his--whether supported ornot by a foregoing fear, or by any number of "penny

dreadful"mysteries. The day has hardly come yet, I am glad to say, when theBritish

Museum and St. Thomas's Hospital have exchanged their normalfunctions. Good-

day, Miss Trelawny. I earnestly hope that I may soonsee your Father restored.

Remember, that should you fulfil theelementary condition which I have laid down, I

am at your service dayor night. Good-morning, Mr. Ross. I hope you will be able to



reportto me soon, Doctor Winchester."

When he had gone we stood silent, till the rumble of his carriagewheels died away.

The first to speak was Doctor Winchester:

"I think it well to say that to my mind, speaking purely as aphysician, he is quite

right. I feel as if I could have assaulted himwhen he made it a condition of not giving

up the case; but all the samehe is right as to treatment. He does not understand that

there issomething odd about this special case; and he will not realise the knotthat we

are all tied up in by Mr. Trelawny's instructions. Ofcourse--" He was interrupted by

Miss Trelawny:

"Doctor Winchester, do you, too, wish to give up the case; or are youwilling to

continue it under the conditions you know?"

"Give it up! Less now than ever. Miss Trelawny, I shall never give itup, so long as

life is left to him or any of us!" She said nothing,but held out her hand, which he took

warmly.

"Now," said she, "if Sir James Frere is a type of the cult ofSpecialists, I want no more

of them. To start with, he does not seemto know any more than you do about my

Father's condition; and if hewere a hundredth part as much interested in it as you are,

he would notstand on such punctilio. Of course, I am only too anxious about mypoor

Father; and if I can see a way to meet either of Sir James Frere'sconditions, I shall do

so. I shall ask Mr. Marvin to come here today,and advise me as to the limit of Father's

wishes. If he thinks I amfree to act in any way on my own responsibility, I shall not

hesitateto do so." Then Doctor Winchester took his leave.

Miss Trelawny sat down and wrote a letter to Mr. Marvin, telling him ofthe state of

affairs, and asking him to come and see her and to bringwith him any papers which

might throw any light on the subject. Shesent the letter off with a carriage to bring



back the solicitor; wewaited with what patience we could for his coming.

It is not a very long journey for oneself from Kensington PalaceGardens to Lincoln's

Inn Fields; but it seemed endlessly long whenwaiting for someone else to take it. All

things, however, are amenableto Time; it was less than an hour all told when Mr.

Marvin was with us.

He recognised Miss Trelawny's impatience, and when he had learnedsufficient of her

father's illness, he said to her:

"Whenever you are ready I can go with you into particulars regardingyour Father's

wishes."

"Whenever you like," she said, with an evident ignorance of hismeaning. "Why not

now?" He looked at me, as to a fellow man ofbusiness, and stammered out:

"We are not alone."

"I have brought Mr. Ross here on purpose," she answered. "He knows somuch at

present, that I want him to know more." The solicitor was alittle disconcerted, a thing

which those knowing him only in courtswould hardly have believed. He answered,

however, with some hesitation:

"But, my dear young lady--Your Father's wishes!--Confidence betweenfather and

child--"

Here she interrupted him; there was a tinge of red in her pale cheeksas she did so:

"Do you really think that applies to the present circumstances, Mr.Marvin? My Father

never told me anything of his affairs; and I cannow, in this sad extremity, only learn

his wishes through a gentlemanwho is a stranger to me and of whom I never even



heard till I got myFather's letter, written to be shown to me only in extremity. Mr.

Rossis a new friend; but he has all my confidence, and I should like him tobe present.

Unless, of course," she added, "such a thing is forbiddenby my Father. Oh! forgive

me, Mr. Marvin, if I seem rude; but I havebeen in such dreadful trouble and anxiety

lately, that I have hardlycommand of myself." She covered her eyes with her hand for

a fewseconds; we two men looked at each other and waited, trying to

appearunmoved. She went on more firmly; she had recovered herself:

"Please! please do not think I am ungrateful to you for your kindnessin coming here

and so quickly. I really am grateful; and I have everyconfidence in your judgment. If

you wish, or think it best, we can bealone." I stood up; but Mr. Marvin made a

dissentient gesture. He wasevidently pleased with her attitude; there was geniality in

his voiceand manner as he spoke:

"Not at all! Not at all! There is no restriction on your Father'spart; and on my own I

am quite willing. Indeed, all told, it may bebetter. From what you have said of Mr.

Trelawny's illness, and theother--incidental--matters, it will be well in case of any

graveeventuality, that it was understood from the first, that circumstanceswere ruled

by your Father's own imperative instructions. For, pleaseunderstand me, his

instructions are imperative--most imperative. Theyare so unyielding that he has given

me a Power of Attorney, under whichI have undertaken to act, authorising me to see

his written wishescarried out. Please believe me once for all, that he intended

fullyeverything mentioned in that letter to you! Whilst he is alive he isto remain in his

own room; and none of his property is to be removedfrom it under any circumstances

whatever. He has even given aninventory of the articles which are not to be

displaced."

Miss Trelawny was silent. She looked somewhat distressed; so, thinkingthat I

understood the immediate cause, I asked:

"May we see the list?" Miss Trelawny's face at once brightened; but itfell again as the



lawyer answered promptly--he was evidently preparedfor the question:

"Not unless I am compelled to take action on the Power of Attorney. Ihave brought

that instrument with me. You will recognise, Mr.Ross"--he said this with a sort of

business conviction which I hadnoticed in his professional work, as he handed me the

deed--"howstrongly it is worded, and how the grantor made his wishes apparent

insuch a way as to leave no loophole. It is his own wording, except forcertain legal

formalities; and I assure you I have seldom seen a moreiron-clad document. Even I

myself have no power to make the slightestrelaxation of the instructions, without

committing a distinct breach offaith. And that, I need not tell you, is impossible." He

evidentlyadded the last words in order to prevent an appeal to his

personalconsideration. He did not like the seeming harshness of his words,however,

for he added:
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"I do hope, Miss Trelawny, that you understand that I amwilling--frankly and

unequivocally willing--to do anything I can,within the limits of my power, to relieve

your distress. But yourFather had, in all his doings, some purpose of his own which

he did notdisclose to me. So far as I can see, there is not a word of hisinstructions that

he had not thought over fully. Whatever idea he hadin his mind was the idea of a

lifetime; he had studied it in everypossible phase, and was prepared to guard it at

every point.

"Now I fear I have distressed you, and I am truly sorry for it; for Isee you have

much--too much--to bear already. But I have noalternative. If you want to consult me

at any time about anything, Ipromise you I will come without a moment's delay, at

any hour of theday or night. There is my private address," he scribbled in hispocket-

book as he spoke, "and under it the address of my club, where Iam generally to be

found in the evening." He tore out the paper andhanded it to her. She thanked him. He

shook hands with her and withme and withdrew.

As soon as the hall door was shut on him, Mrs. Grant tapped at the doorand came in.

There was such a look of distress in her face that MissTrelawny stood up, deadly

white, and asked her:

"What is it, Mrs. Grant? What is it? Any new trouble?"

"I grieve to say, miss, that the servants, all

but two, have givennotice and want to leave the house today. They have talked the

matterover among themselves; the butler has spoken for the rest. He says ashow they

are willing to forego their wages, and even to pay their legalobligations instead of



notice; but that go today they must."

"What reason do they give?"

"None, miss. They say as how they're sorry, but that they've nothingto say. I asked

Jane, the upper housemaid, miss, who is not with therest but stops on; and she tells

me confidential that they've got somenotion in their silly heads that the house is

haunted!"

We ought to have laughed, but we didn't. I could not look in MissTrelawny's face and

laugh. The pain and horror there showed no suddenparoxysm of fear; there was a

fixed idea of which this was aconfirmation. For myself, it seemed as if my brain had

found a voice.But the voice was not complete; there was some other thought,

darkerand deeper, which lay behind it, whose voice had not sounded as yet.

Chapter VI

Suspicions

The first to get full self-command was Miss Trelawny. There was ahaughty dignity in

her bearing as she said:

"Very well, Mrs. Grant; let them go! Pay them up to today, and amonth's wages. They

have hitherto been very good servants; and theoccasion of their leaving is not an

ordinary one. We must not expectmuch faithfulness from any one who is beset with

fears. Those whoremain are to have in future double wages; and please send these to

mepresently when I send word." Mrs. Grant bristled with smotheredindignation; all

the housekeeper in her was outraged by such generoustreatment of servants who had

combined to give notice:

"They don't deserve it, miss; them to go on so, after the way they havebeen treated



here. Never in my life have I seen servants so welltreated or anyone so good to them

and gracious to them as you havebeen. They might be in the household of a King for

treatment. And now,just as there is trouble, to go and act like this. It's

abominable,that's what it is!"

Miss Trelawny was very gentle with her, and smothered her ruffleddignity; so that

presently she went away with, in her manner, a lessermeasure of hostility to the

undeserving. In quite a different frame ofmind she returned presently to ask if her

mistress would like her toengage a full staff of other servants, or at any rate try to do

so."For you know, ma'am," she went on, "when once a scare has beenestablished in

the servants' hall, it's wellnigh impossible to get ridof it. Servants may come; but they

go away just as quick. There's noholding them. They simply won't stay; or even if

they work out theirmonth's notice, they lead you that life that you wish every hour of

theday that you hadn't kept them. The women are bad enough, the huzzies;but the

men are worse!" There was neither anxiety nor indignation inMiss Trelawny's voice

or manner as she said:

"I think, Mrs. Grant, we had better try to do with those we have.Whilst my dear

Father is ill we shall not be having any company, sothat there will be only three now

in the house to attend to. If thoseservants who are willing to stay are not enough, I

should only getsufficient to help them to do the work. It will not, I should think,be

difficult to get a few maids; perhaps some that you know already.And please bear in

mind, that those whom you get, and who are suitableand will stay, are henceforth to

have the same wages as those who areremaining. Of course, Mrs. Grant, you well

enough understand thatthough I do not group you in any way with the servants, the

rule ofdouble salary applies to you too." As she spoke she extended her long,fine-

shaped hand, which the other took and then, raising it to herlips, kissed it

impressively with the freedom of an elder woman to ayounger. I could not but admire

the generosity of her treatment of herservants. In my mind I endorsed Mrs. Grant's

sotto voce remark as sheleft the room:



"No wonder the house is like a King's house, when the mistress is aPrincess!"

"A Princess!" That was it. The idea seemed to satisfy my mind, and tobring back in a

wave of light the first moment when she swept across myvision at the ball in

Belgrave Square. A queenly figure! tall andslim, bending, swaying, undulating as the

lily or the lotos. Clad in aflowing gown of some filmy black material shot with gold.

For ornamentin her hair she wore an old Egyptian jewel, a tiny crystal disk,

setbetween rising plumes carved in lapis lazuli. On her wrist was a broadbangle or

bracelet of antique work, in the shape of a pair of spreadingwings wrought in gold,

with the feathers made of coloured gems. Forall her gracious bearing toward me,

when our hostess introduced me, Iwas then afraid of her. It was only when later, at

the picnic on theriver, I had come to realise her sweet and gentle, that my awe

changedto something else.

For a while she sat, making some notes or memoranda. Then putting themaway, she

sent for the faithful servants. I thought that she hadbetter have this interview alone,

and so left her. When I came backthere were traces of tears in her eyes.

The next phase in which I had a part was even more disturbing, andinfinitely more

painful. Late in the afternoon Sergeant Daw came intothe study where I was sitting.

After closing the door carefully andlooking all round the room to make certain that

we were alone, he cameclose to me.

"What is it?" I asked him. "I see you wish to speak to me privately."

"Quite so, sir! May I speak in absolute confidence?"

"Of course you may. In anything that is for the good of MissTrelawny--and of course

Mr. Trelawny--you may be perfectly frank. Itake it that we both want to serve them to

the best of our powers." Hehesitated before replying:



"Of course you know that I have my duty to do; and I think you know mewell enough

to know that I will do it. I am a policeman--a detective;and it is my duty to find out

the facts of any case I am put on,without fear or favour to anyone. I would rather

speak to you alone,in confidence if I may, without reference to any duty of anyone

toanyone, except mine to Scotland Yard."

"Of course! of course!" I answered mechanically, my heart sinking, Idid not know

why. "Be quite frank with me. I assure you of myconfidence."

"Thank you, sir. I take it that what I say is not to pass beyondyou--not to anyone. Not

to Miss Trelawny herself, or even to Mr.Trelawny when he becomes well again."

"Certainly, if you make it a condition!" I said a little more stiffly.The man recognised

the change in my voice or manner, and saidapologetically:

"Excuse me, sir, but I am going outside my duty in speaking to you atall on the

subject. I know you, however, of old; and I feel that I cantrust you. Not your word,

sir, that is all right; but your discretion!"

I bowed. "Go on!" I said. He began at once:

"I have gone over this case, sir, till my brain begins to reel; but Ican't find any

ordinary solution of it. At the time of each attempt noone has seemingly come into

the house; and certainly no one has gotout. What does it strike you is the inference?"
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"That the somebody--or the something--was in the house already," Ianswered,

smiling in spite of myself.

"That's just what I think," he said, with a manifest sigh of relief."Very well! Who can

be that someone?"

"'Someone, or something,' was what I said," I answered.

"Let us make it 'someone,' Mr. Ross! That cat, though he might havescratched or bit,

never pulled the old gentleman out of bed, and triedto get the bangle with the key off

his arm. Such things are all verywell in books where your amateur detectives, who

know everything beforeit's done, can fit them into theories; but in Scotland Yard,

where themen aren't all idiots either, we generally find that when crime isdone, or

attempted, it's people, not things, that are at the bottom ofit."

"Then make it 'people' by all means, Sergeant."

"We were speaking of 'someone,' sir."

"Quite right. Someone, be it!"

"Did it ever strike you, sir, that on each of the three separateoccasions where outrage

was effected, or attempted, there was oneperson who was the first to be present and to

give the alarm?"

"Let me see! Miss Trelawny, I believe, gave the alarm on the firstoccasion. I was

present myself, if fast asleep, on the second; and sowas Nurse Kennedy. When I



woke there were several people in the room;you were one of them. I understand that

on that occasion also MissTrelawny was before you. At the last attempt I was Miss

Trelawnyfainted. I carried her out and went back. In returning, I was first;and I think

you were close behind me."

Sergeant Daw thought for a moment before replying:

"She was present, or first, in the room on all the occasions; there wasonly damage

done in the first and second!"

The inference was one which I, as a lawyer, could not mistake. Ithought the best thing

to do was to meet it half-way. I have alwaysfound that the best way to encounter an

inference is to cause it to beturned into a statement.

"You mean," I said, "that as on the only occasions when actual harm wasdone, Miss

Trelawny's being the first to discover it is a proof thatshe did it; or was in some way

connected with the attempt, as well asthe discovery?"

"I didn't venture to put it as clear as that; but that is where thedoubt which I had

leads." Sergeant Daw was a man of

courage; heevidently did not shrink from any conclusion of his reasoning on facts.

We were both silent for a while. Fears began crowding in on my ownmind. Not

doubts of Miss Trelawny, or of any act of hers; but fearslest such acts should be

misunderstood. There was evidently a mysterysomewhere; and if no solution to it

could be found, the doubt would becast on someone. In such cases the guesses of the

majority are boundto follow the line of least resistance; and if it could be proved

thatany personal gain to anyone could follow Mr. Trelawny's death, shouldsuch

ensue, it might prove a difficult task for anyone to proveinnocence in the face of

suspicious facts. I found myselfinstinctively taking that deferential course which,



until the plan ofbattle of the prosecution is unfolded, is so safe an attitude for

thedefence. It would never do for me, at this stage, to combat anytheories which a

detective might form. I could best help Miss Trelawnyby listening and understanding.

When the time should come for thedissipation and obliteration of the theories, I

should be quite willingto use all my militant ardour, and all the weapons at my

command.

"You will of course do your duty, I know," I said, "and without fear.What course do

you intend to take?"

"I don't know as yet, sir. You see, up to now it isn't with me even asuspicion. If any

one else told me that that sweet young lady had ahand in such a matter, I would think

him a fool; but I am bound tofollow my own conclusions. I know well that just as

unlikely personshave been proved guilty, when a whole court--all except the

prosecutionwho knew the facts, and the judge who had taught his mind towait--would

have sworn to innocence. I wouldn't, for all the world,wrong such a young lady; more

especial when she has such a cruel weightto bear. And you will be sure that I won't

say a word that'll promptanyone else to make such a charge. That's why I speak to

you inconfidence, man to man. You are skilled in proofs; that is yourprofession. Mine

only gets so far as suspicions, and what we call ourown proofs--which are nothing but

ex parte evidence after all. Youknow Miss Trelawny better than I do; and though I

watch round thesick-room, and go where I like about the house and in and out of it,

Ihaven't the same opportunities as you have of knowing the lady and whather life is,

or her means are; or of anything else which might give mea clue to her actions. If I

were to try to find out from her, it wouldat once arouse her suspicions. Then, if she

were guilty, allpossibility of ultimate proof would go; for she would easily find a

wayto baffle discovery. But if she be innocent, as I hope she is, itwould be doing a

cruel wrong to accuse her. I have thought the matterover according to my lights

before I spoke to you; and if I have takena liberty, sir, I am truly sorry."

"No liberty in the world, Daw," I said warmly, for the man's courageand honesty and



consideration compelled respect. "I am glad you havespoken to me so frankly. We

both want to find out the truth; and thereis so much about this case that is strange--so

strange as to go beyondall experiences--that to aim at truth is our only chance of

makinganything clear in the long-run--no matter what our views are, or whatobject

we wish to achieve ultimately!" The Sergeant looked pleased ashe went on:

"I thought, therefore, that if you had it once in your mind thatsomebody else held to

such a possibility, you would by degrees getproof; or at any rate such ideas as would

convince yourself, either foror against it. Then we would come to some conclusion;

or at any ratewe should so exhaust all other possibilities that the most likely

onewould remain as the nearest thing to proof, or strong suspicion, thatwe could get.

After that we should have to--"

Just at this moment the door opened and Miss Trelawny entered the room.The

moment she saw us she drew back quickly, saying:

"Oh, I beg pardon! I did not know you were here, and engaged." By thetime I had

stood up, she was about to go back.

"Do come in," I said; "Sergeant Daw and I were only talking mattersover."

Whilst she was hesitating, Mrs. Grant appeared, saying as she enteredthe room:

"Doctor Winchester is come, miss, and is asking for you."

I obeyed Miss Trelawny's look; together we left the room.

When the Doctor had made his examination, he told us that there wasseemingly no

change. He added that nevertheless he would like to stayin the house that night is he

might. Miss Trelawny looked glad, andsent word to Mrs. Grant to get a room ready

for him. Later in the day,when he and I happened to be alone together, he said

suddenly:



"I have arranged to stay here tonight because I want to have a talkwith you. And as I

wish it to be quite private, I thought the leastsuspicious way would be to have a cigar

together late in the eveningwhen Miss Trelawny is watching her father." We still kept

to ourarrangement that either the sick man's daughter or I should be on watchall

night. We were to share the duty at the early hours of themorning. I was anxious

about this, for I knew from our conversationthat the Detective would watch in secret

himself, and would beparticularly alert about that time.

The day passed uneventfully. Miss Trelawny slept in the afternoon; andafter dinner

went to relieve the Nurse. Mrs. Grant remained with her,Sergeant Daw being on duty

in the corridor. Doctor Winchester and Itook our coffee in the library. When we had

lit our cigars he saidquietly:

"Now that we are alone I want to have a confidential talk. We are'tiled,' of course; for

the present at all events?"

"Quite so!" I said, my heart sinking as I thought of my conversationwith Sergeant

Daw in the morning, and of the disturbing and harrowingfears which it had left in my

mind. He went on:
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"This case is enough to try the sanity of all of us concerned in it.The more I think of

it, the madder I seem to get; and the two lines,each continually strengthened, seem to

pull harder in oppositedirections."

"What two lines?" He looked at me keenly for a moment before replying.Doctor

Winchester's look at such moments was apt to be disconcerting.It would have been so

to me had I had a personal part, other than myinterest in Miss Trelawny, in the

matter. As it was, however, I stoodit unruffled. I was now an attorney in the case; an

amicus curiae inone sense, in another retained for the defence. The mere thought

thatin this clever man's mind were two lines, equally strong and opposite,was in itself

so consoling as to neutralise my anxiety as to a newattack. As he began to speak, the

Doctor's face wore an inscrutablesmile; this, however, gave place to a stern gravity as

he proceeded:

"Two lines: Fact and--Fancy! In the first there is this whole thing;attacks, attempts at

robbery and murder; stupefyings; organisedcatalepsy which points to either criminal

hypnotism and thoughtsuggestion, or some simple form of poisoning unclassified yet

in ourtoxicology. In the other there is some influence at work which is notclassified

in any book that I know--outside the pages of romance. Inever felt in my life so

strongly the truth of Hamlet's words:

'There are more things in Heaven and earth... Than are dreamt of in your philosophy.'

"Let us take the 'Fact' side first. Here we have a man in his home;amidst his own

household; plenty of servants of different classes inthe house, which forbids the

possibility of an organised attempt madefrom the servants" hall. He is wealthy,

learned, clever. From hisphysiognomy there is no doubting that he is a man of iron



will anddetermined purpose. His daughter--his only child, I take it, a younggirl bright

and clever--is sleeping in the very next room to his.There is seemingly no possible

reason for expecting any attack ordisturbance of any kind; and no reasonable

opportunity for any outsiderto effect it. And yet we have an attack made; a brutal and

remorselessattack, made in the middle of the night. Discovery is made quickly;made

with that rapidity which in criminal cases generally is found tobe not accidental, but

of premeditated intent. The attacker, orattackers, are manifestly disturbed before the

completion of theirwork, whatever their ultimate intent may have been. And yet there

isno possible sign of their escape; no clue, no disturbance of anything;no open door

or window; no sound. Nothing whatever to show who haddone the deed, or even that

a deed has been done; except the victim,and his surroundings incidental to the deed!

"The next night a similar attempt is made, though the ho

use is full ofwakeful people; and though there are on watch in the room and around

ita detective officer, a trained nurse, an earnest friend, and the man'sown daughter.

The nurse is thrown into a catalepsy, and the watchingfriend--though protected by a

respirator--into a deep sleep. Even thedetective is so far overcome with some phase of

stupor that he firesoff his pistol in the sick-room, and can't even tell what he thought

hewas firing at. That respirator of yours is the only thing that seemsto have a bearing

on the 'fact' side of the affair. That you did notlose your head as the others did--the

effect in such case being inproportion to the amount of time each remained in the

room--points tothe probability that the stupefying medium was not hypnotic,

whateverelse it may have been. But again, there is a fact which iscontradictory. Miss

Trelawny, who was in the room more than any ofyou--for she was in and out all the

time and did her share of permanentwatching also--did not seem to be affected at all.

This would showthat the influence, whatever it is, does not affect generally--unless,of

course, it was that she was in some way inured to it. If it shouldturn out that it be

some strange exhalation from some of those Egyptiancurios, that might account for it;

only, we are then face to face withthe fact that Mr. Trelawny, who was most of all in

the room--who, infact, lived more than half his life in it--was affected worst of



all.What kind of influence could it be which would account for all thesedifferent and

contradictory effects? No! the more I think of this formof the dilemma, the more I am

bewildered! Why, even if it were thatthe attack, the physical attack, on Mr. Trelawny

had been made by someone residing in the house and not within the sphere of

suspicion, theoddness of the stupefyings would still remain a mystery. It is noteasy to

put anyone into a catalepsy. Indeed, so far as is known yet inscience, there is no way

to achieve such an object at will. The cruxof the whole matter is Miss Trelawny, who

seems to be subject to noneof the influences, or possibly of the variants of the same

influence atwork. Through all she goes unscathed, except for that one slightsemi-

faint. It is most strange!"

I listened with a sinking heart; for, though his manner was notilluminative of distrust,

his argument was disturbing. Although it wasnot so direct as the suspicion of the

Detective, it seemed to singleout Miss Trelawny as different from all others

concerned; and in amystery to be alone is to be suspected, ultimately if not

immediately.I thought it better not to say anything. In such a case silence isindeed

golden; and if I said nothing now I might have less to defend,or explain, or take back

later. I was, therefore, secretly glad thathis form of putting his argument did not

require any answer fromme--for the present, at all events. Doctor Winchester did not

seem toexpect any answer--a fact which, when I recognised it, gave mypleasure, I

hardly knew why. He paused for a while, sitting with hischin in his hand, his eyes

staring at vacancy, whilst his brows werefixed. His cigar was held limp between his

fingers; he had apparentlyforgotten it. In an even voice, as though commencing

exactly where hehad left off, he resumed his argument:

"The other horn of the dilemma is a different affair altogether; and ifwe once enter on

it we must leave everything in the shape of scienceand experience behind us. I

confess that it has its fascinations forme; though at every new thought I find myself

romancing in a way thatmakes me pull up suddenly and look facts resolutely in the

face. Isometimes wonder whether the influence or emanation from the sick-roomat

times affects me as it did the others--the Detective, for instance.Of course it may be



that if it is anything chemical, any drug, forexample, in vaporeal form, its effects may

be cumulative. But then,what could there be that could produce such an effect? The

room is, Iknow, full of mummy smell; and no wonder, with so many relics from

thetomb, let alone the actual mummy of that animal which Silvio attacked.By the

way, I am going to test him tomorrow; I have been on the traceof a mummy cat, and

am to get possession of it in the morning. When Ibring it here we shall find out if it be

a fact that racial instinctcan survive a few thousand years in the grave. However, to

get back tothe subject in hand. These very mummy smells arise from the presenceof

substances, and combinations of substances, which the Egyptianpriests, who were the

learned men and scientists of their time, foundby the experience of centuries to be

strong enough to arrest thenatural forces of decay. There must be powerful agencies

at work toeffect such a purpose; and it is possible that we may have here somerare

substance or combination whose qualities and powers are notunderstood in this later

and more prosaic age. I wonder if Mr.Trelawny has any knowledge, or even

suspicion, of such a kind? I onlyknow this for certain, that a worse atmosphere for a

sick chamber couldnot possibly be imagined; and I admire the courage of Sir James

Frerein refusing to have anything to do with a case under such conditions.These

instructions of Mr. Trelawny to his daughter, and from what youhave told me, the

care with which he has protected his wishes throughhis solicitor, show that he

suspected something, at any rate. Indeed,it would almost seem as if he expected

something to happen.... I wonderif it would be possible to learn anything about that!

Surely hispapers would show or suggest something.... It is a difficult matter totackle;

but it might have to be done. His present condition cannot goon for ever; and if

anything should happen there would have to be aninquest. In such case full

examination would have to be made intoeverything.... As it stands, the police

evidence would show a murderousattack more than once repeated. As no clue is

apparent, it would benecessary to seek one in a motive."

He was silent. The last words seemed to come in a lower and lower toneas he went

on. It had the effect of hopelessness. It came to me as aconviction that now was my

time to find out if he had any definitesuspicion; and as if in obedience to some



command, I asked:

"Do you suspect anyone?" He seemed in a way startled rather thansurprised as he

turned his eyes on me:

"Suspect anyone? Any thing, you mean. I certainly suspect that thereis some

influence; but at present my suspicion is held within suchlimit. Later on, if there be

any sufficiently definite conclusion tomy reasoning, or my thinking--for there are not

proper data forreasoning--I may suspect; at present however--"

He stopped suddenly and looked at the door. There was a faint sound asthe handle

turned. My own heart seemed to stand still. There was overme some grim, vague

apprehension. The interruption in the morning,when I was talking with the Detective,

came back upon me with a rush.

The door opened, and Miss Trelawny entered the room.

When she saw us, she started back; and a deep flush swept her face.For a few seconds

she paused; at such a time a few succeeding secondsseem to lengthen in geometrical

progression. The strain upon me, and,as I could easily see, on the Doctor also, relaxed

as she spoke:

"Oh, forgive me, I did not know that you were engaged. I was lookingfor you, Doctor

Winchester, to ask you if I might go to bed tonightwith safety, as you will be here. I

feel so tired and worn-out that Ifear I may break down; and tonight I would certainly

not be of anyuse." Doctor Winchester answered heartily:

"Do! Do go to bed by all means, and get a good night's sleep. Godknows! you want it.

I am more than glad you have made the suggestion,for I feared when I saw you

tonight that I might have you on my hands apatient next."



She gave a sigh of relief, and the tired look seemed to melt from herface. Never shall

I forget the deep, earnest look in her great,beautiful black eyes as she said to me:

"You will guard Father tonight, won't you, with Doctor Winchester? Iam so anxious

about him that every second brings new fears. But I amreally worn-out; and if I don't

get a good sleep, I think I shall gomad. I will change my room for tonight. I'm afraid

that if I stay soclose to Father's room I shall multiply every sound into a new

terror.But, of course, you will have me waked if there be any cause. I shallbe in the

bedroom of the little suite next the boudoir off the hall. Ihad those rooms when first I

came to live with Father, and I had nocare then.... It will be easier to rest there; and

perhaps for a fewhours I may forget. I shall be all right in the morning. Good-night!"

When I had closed the door behind her and come bac

k to the little tableat which we had been sitting, Doctor Winchester said:

"That poor girl is overwrought to a terrible degree. I am delightedthat she is to get a

rest. It will be life to her; and in the morningshe will be all right. Her nervous system

is on the verge of abreakdown. Did you notice how fearfully disturbed she was, and

how redshe got when she came in and found us talking? An ordinary thing likethat, in

her own house with her own guests, wouldn't under normalcircumstances disturb

her!"

I was about to tell him, as an explanation in her defence, how herentrance was a

repetition of her finding the Detective and myself alonetogether earlier in the day,

when I remembered that that conversationwas so private that even an allusion to it

might be awkward in evokingcuriosity. So I remained silent.

We stood up to go to the sick-room; but as we took our way through thedimly-lighted

corridor I could not help thinking, again and again, andagain--ay, and for many a day

after--how strange it was that she hadinterrupted me on two such occasions when



touching on such a theme.

There was certainly some strange web of accidents, in whose meshes wewere all

involved.

Chapter VII

The Traveller's Loss

That night everything went well. Knowing that Miss Trelawny herselfwas not on

guard, Doctor Winchester and I doubled our vigilance. TheNurses and Mrs. Grant

kept watch, and the Detectives made their visiteach quarter of an hour. All night the

patient remained in his trance.He looked healthy, and his chest rose and fell with the

easy breathingof a child. But he never stirred; only for his breathing he might

havebeen of marble. Doctor Winchester and I wore our respirators, andirksome they

were on that intolerably hot night. Between midnight andthree o'clock I felt anxious,

and had once more that creepy feeling towhich these last few nights had accustomed

me; but the grey of thedawn, stealing round the edges of the blinds, came with

inexpressiblerelief, followed by restfulness, went through the household. Duringthe

hot night my ears, strained to every sound, had been almostpainfully troubled; as

though my brain or sensoria were in anxioustouch with them. Every breath of the

Nurse or the rustle of her dress;every soft pat of slippered feet, as the Policeman went

his rounds;every moment of watching life, seemed to be a new impetus

toguardianship. Something of the same feeling must have been abroad inthe house;

now and again I could hear upstairs the sound of restlessfeet, and more than once

downstairs the opening of a window. With thecoming of the dawn, however, all this

ceased, and the whole householdseemed to rest. Doctor Winchester went home when

Sister Doris came torelieve Mrs. Grant. He was, I think, a little disappointed

orchagrined that nothing of an exceptional nature had happened during hislong night

vigil.



At eight o'clock Miss Trelawny joined us, and I was amazed as well asdelighted to

see how much good her night's sleep had done her. She wasfairly radiant; just as I had

seen her at our first meeting and at thepicnic. There was even a suggestion of colour

in her cheeks, which,however, looked startlingly white in contrast with her black

brows andscarlet lips. With her restored strength, there seemed to have come

atenderness even exceeding that which she had at first shown to her sickfather. I

could not but be moved by the loving touches as she fixedhis pillows and brushed the

hair from his forehead.

I was wearied out myself with my long spell of watching; and now thatshe was on

guard I started off to bed, blinking my tired eyes in thefull light and feeling the

weariness of a sleepless night on me all atonce.
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I had a good sleep, and after lunch I was about to start out to walk toJermyn Street,

when I noticed an importunate man at the hall door. Theservant in charge was the one

called Morris, formerly the "odd man,"but since the exodus of the servants promoted

to be butler pro tem.The stranger was speaking rather loudly, so that there was

nodifficulty in understanding his grievance. The servant man wasrespectful in both

words and demeanour; but he stood squarely in frontof the great double door, so that

the other could not enter. The firstwords which I heard from the visitor sufficiently

explained thesituation:

"That's all very well, but I tell you I must see Mr. Trelawny! What isthe use of your

saying I can't, when I tell you I must. You put meoff, and off, and off! I came here at

nine; you said then that he wasnot up, and that as he was not well he could not be

disturbed. I cameat twelve; and you told me again he was not up. I asked then to

seeany of his household; you told me that Miss Trelawny was not up. Now Icome

again at three, and you tell me he is still in bed, and is notawake yet. Where is Miss

Trelawny? 'She is occupied and must not bedisturbed!' Well, she must be disturbed!

Or some one must. I am hereabout Mr. Trelawny's special business; and I have come

from a placewhere servants always begin by saying No. 'No' isn't good enough forme

this time! I've had three years of it, waiting outside doors andtents when it took

longer to get in than it did into the tombs; andthen you would think, too, the men

inside were as dead as the mummies.I've had about enough of it, I tell you. And when

I come home, andfind the door of the man I've been working for barred, in just the

sameway and with the same old answers, it stirs me up the wrong way. DidMr.

Trelawny leave orders that he would not see me when I should come?"

He paused and excitedly mopped his forehead. The servant answered

veryrespectfully:



"I am very sorry, sir, if in doing my duty I have given any offence.But I have my

orders, and must obey them. If you would like to leaveany message, I will give it to

Miss Trelawny; and if you will leaveyour address, she can communicate with you if

she wishes." The answercame in such a way that it was easy to see that the speaker

was akind-hearted man, and a just one.

"My good fellow, I have no fault to find with you personally; and I amsorry if I have

hurt your feelings. I must be just, even if I amangry. But it is enough to anger any

man to find himself in theposition I am. Time is pressing. There is not an hour--not

aminute--to lose! And yet here I am, kicking my heels for six hours;knowing all the

time that your master will be a hundred times angrierthan I am, when he hears how

the time has been fooled away. He wouldrather be waked out of a thousand sleeps

than not see me just atpresent--and before it is too late. My God! it's simply

dreadful,after all I've gone through, to have my work spoiled at the last and befoiled

in the very doorway by a stupid flunkey! Is there no one withsense in the house; or

with authority, even if he hasn't got sense? Icould mighty soon convince him that

your master must be awakened; evenif he sleeps like the Seven Sleepers--"

There was no mistaking the man's sincerity, or the urgency andimportance of his

business; from his point of view at any rate. Istepped forward.

"Morris," I said, "you had better tell Miss Trelawny that thisgentleman wants to see

her particularly. If she is busy, ask Mrs.Grant to tell her."

"Very good, sir!" he answered in a tone of relief, and hurried away.

I took the stranger into the little boudoir across the hall. As wewent he asked me:

"Are you the secretary?"

"No! I am a friend of Miss Trelawny's. My name is Ross."



"Thank you very much, Mr. Ross, for your kindness!" he said. "My nameis Corbeck.

I would give you my card, but they don't use cards whereI've come from. And if I had

had any, I suppose they, too, would havegone last night--"

He stopped suddenly, as though conscious that he had said too much. Weboth

remained silent; as we waited I took stock of him. A short,sturdy man, brown as a

coffee-berry; possibly inclined to be fat, butnow lean exceedingly. The deep wrinkles

in his face and neck were notmerely from time and exposure; there were those

unmistakable signswhere flesh or fat has fallen away, and the skin has become loose.

Theneck was simply an intricate surface of seams and wrinkles, andsun-scarred with

the burning of the Desert. The Far East, the TropicSeasons, and the Desert--each can

have its colour mark. But all threeare quite different; and an eye which has once

known, can thencefortheasily distinguish them. The dusky pallor of one; the fierce

red-brownof the other; and of the third, the dark, ingrained burning, as thoughit had

become a permanent colour. Mr. Corbeck had a big head, massiveand full; with

shaggy, dark red-brown hair, but bald on the temples.His forehead was a fine one,

high and broad; with, to use the terms ofphysiognomy, the frontal sinus boldly

marked. The squareness of itshowed "ratiocination"; and the fulness under the eyes

"language". Hehad the short, broad nose that marks energy; the square chin--

markeddespite a thick, unkempt beard--and massive jaw that showed greatresolution.

"No bad man for the Desert!" I thought as I looked.

Miss Trelawny came very quickly. When Mr. Corbeck saw her, he seemedsomewhat

surprised. But his annoyance and excitement had notdisappeared; quite enough

remained to cover up any such secondary andpurely exoteric feeling as surprise. But

as she spoke he never took hiseyes off her; and I made a mental note that I would find

some earlyopportunity of investigating the cause of his surprise. She began withan

apology which quite smoothed down his ruffled feelings:

"Of course, had my Father been well you would not have been keptwaiting. Indeed,



had not I been on duty in the sick-room when youcalled the first time, I should have

seen you at once. Now will youkindly tell me what is the matter which so presses?"

He looked at meand

hesitated. She spoke at once:

"You may say before Mr. Ross anything which you can tell me. He has myfullest

confidence, and is helping me in my trouble. I do not thinkyou quite understand how

serious my Father's condition is. For threedays he has not waked, or given any sign of

consciousness; and I am interrible trouble about him. Unhappily I am in great

ignorance of myFather and his life. I only came to live with him a year ago; and

Iknow nothing whatever of his affairs. I do not even know who you are,or in what

way your business is associated with him." She said thiswith a little deprecating

smile, all conventional and altogethergraceful; as though to express in the most

genuine way her absurdignorance.

He looked steadily at her for perhaps a quarter of a minute; then hespoke, beginning

at once as though his mind were made up and hisconfidence established:

"My name is Eugene Corbeck. I am a Master of Arts and Doctor of Lawsand Master

of Surgery of Cambridge; Doctor of Letters of Oxford; Doctorof Science and Doctor

of Languages of London University; Doctor ofPhilosophy of Berlin; Doctor of

Oriental Languages of Paris. I havesome other degrees, honorary and otherwise, but I

need not trouble youwith them. Those I have name will show you that I am

sufficientlyfeathered with diplomas to fly into even a sick-room. Early inlife--

fortunately for my interests and pleasures, but unfortunately formy pocket--I fell in

with Egyptology. I must have been bitten by somepowerful scarab, for I took it bad. I

went out tomb-hunting; andmanaged to get a living of a sort, and to learn some things

that youcan't get out of books. I was in pretty low water when I met yourFather, who

was doing some explorations on his own account; and sincethen I haven't found that I

have many unsatisfied wants. He is a realpatron of the arts; no mad Egyptologist can



ever hope for a betterchief!"

He spoke with feeling; and I was glad to see that Miss Trelawnycoloured up with

pleasure at the praise of her father. I could nothelp noticing, however, that Mr.

Corbeck was, in a measure, speaking asif against time. I took it that he wished, while

speaking, to studyhis ground; to see how far he would be justified in taking

intoconfidence the two strangers before him. As he went on, I could seethat his

confidence kept increasing. When I thought of it afterward,and remembered what he

had said, I realised that the measure of theinformation which he gave us marked his

growing trust.

"I have been several times out on expeditions in Egypt for your Father;and I have

always found it a delight to work for him. Many of histreasures--and he has some rare

ones, I tell you-he has procuredthrough me, either by my exploration or by purchase--

or--or--otherwise.Your Father, Miss Trelawny, has a rare knowledge. He sometimes

makesup his mind that he wants to find a particular thing, of whoseexistence--if it

still exists--he has become aware; and he will followit all over the world till he gets it.

I've been on just such a chasenow."

He stopped suddenly, as suddenly as thought his mouth had been shut bythe jerk of a

string. We waited; when he went on he spoke with acaution that was new to him, as

though he wished to forestall ourasking any questions:

"I am not at liberty to mention anything of my mission; where it wasto, what it was

for, or anything at all about it. Such matters are inconfidence between Mr. Trelawny

and myself; I am pledged to absolutesecrecy."

He paused, and an embarrassed look crept over his face. Suddenly hesaid:

"You are sure, Miss Trelawny, your Father is not well enough to see metoday?"



A look of wonderment was on her face in turn. But it cleared atonce;--she stood up,

saying in a tone in which dignity and graciousnesswere blended:

"Come and see for yourself!" She moved toward her father's room; hefollowed, and I

brought up the rear.

Mr. Corbeck entered the sick-room as though he knew it. There is anunconscious

attitude or bearing to persons in new surroundings whichthere is no mistaking. Even

in his anxiety to see his powerful friend,he glanced for a moment round the room, as

at a familiar place. Thenall his attention became fixed on the bed. I watched him

narrowly, forsomehow I felt that on this man depended much of our

enlightenmentregarding the strange matter in which we were involved.

It was not that I doubted him. The man was of transparent honesty; itwas this very

quality which we had to dread. He was of thatcourageous, fixed trueness to his

undertaking, that if he should deemit his duty to guard a secret he would do it to the

last. The casebefore us was, at least, an unusual one; and it would,

consequently,require more liberal recognition of bounds of the duty of secrecy

thanwould hold under ordinary conditions. To us, ignorance washelplessness. If we

could learn anything of the past we might at leastform some idea of the conditions

antecedent to the attack; and might,so, achieve some means of helping the patient to

recovery. There werecurios which might be removed.... My thoughts were beginning

to whirlonce again; I pulled myself up sharply and watched. There was a lookof

infinite pity on the sun-stained, rugged face as he gazed at hisfriend, lying so

helpless. The sternness of Mr. Trelawny's face had notrelaxed in sleep; but somehow

it made the helplessness more marked. Itwould not have troubled one to see a weak or

an ordinary face undersuch conditions; but this purposeful, masterful man, lying

before uswrapped in impenetrable sleep, had all the pathos of a great ruin. Thesight

was not a new one to us; but I could see that Miss Trelawny, likemyself, was moved

afresh by it in the presence of the stranger. Mr.Corbeck's face grew stern. All the pity

died away; and in its steadcame a grim, hard look which boded ill for whoever had



been the causeof this mighty downfall. This look in turn gave place to one ofdecision;

the volcanic energy of the man was working to some definitepurpose. He glanced

around at us; and as his eyes lighted on NurseKennedy his eyebrows went up a trifle.

She noted the look, and glancedinterrogatively at Miss Trelawny, who flashed back a

reply with aglance. She went quietly from the room, closing the door behind her.Mr.

Corbeck looked first at me, with a strong man's natural impulse tolearn from a man

rather than a woman; then at Miss Trelawny, with aremembrance of the duty of

courtesy, and said:
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"Tell me all about it. How it began and when!" Miss Trelawny lookedat me

appeallingly; and forthwith I told him all that I knew. Heseemed to make no motion

during the whole time; but insensibly thebronze face became steel. When, at the end,

I told him of Mr. Marvin'svisit and of the Power of Attorney, his look began to

brighten. Andwhen, seeing his interest in the matter, I went more into detail as toits

terms, he spoke:

"Good! Now I know where my duty lies!"

With a sinking heart I heard him. Such a phrase, coming at such atime, seemed to

close the door to my hopes of enlightenment.

"What do you mean?" I asked, feeling that my question was a feeble one.

His answer emphasized my fears:

"Trelawny knows what he is doing. He had some definite purpose in allthat he did;

and we must not thwart him. He evidently expectedsomething to happen, and guarded

himself at all points."

"Not at all points!" I said impulsively. "There must have been a weakspot

somewhere, or he wouldn't be lying here like that!" Somehow hisimpassiveness

surprised me. I had expected that he would find a validargument in my phrase; but it

did not move him, at least not in the wayI thought. Something like a smile flickered

over his swarthy face ashe answered me:

"This is not the end! Trelawny did not guard himself to no purpose.Doubtless, he



expected this too; or at any rate the possibility of it."

"Do you know what he expected, or from what source?" The questionerwas Miss

Trelawny.

The answer came at once: "No! I know nothing of either. I canguess..." He stopped

suddenly.

"Guess what?" The suppressed excitement in the girl's voice was akinto anguish. The

steely look came over the swarthy face again; but therewas tenderness and courtesy in

both voice and manner as he replied:

"Believe me, I would do anything I honestly could to relieve youanxiety. But in this I

have a higher duty."

"What duty?"

"Silence!" As he spoke the word, the strong mouth closed like a steeltrap.

We all remained silent for a few minu

tes. In the intensity of ourthinking, the silence became a positive thing; the small

sounds of lifewithin and without the house seemed intrusive. The first to break itwas

Miss Trelawny. I had seen an idea--a hope--flash in her eyes; butshe steadied herself

before speaking:

"What was the urgent subject on which you wanted to see me, knowingthat my Father

was--not available?" The pause showed her mastery ofher thoughts.

The instantaneous change in Mr. Corbeck was almost ludicrous. Hisstart of surprise,

coming close upon his iron-clad impassiveness, waslike a pantomimic change. But all



idea of comedy was swept away by thetragic earnestness with which he remembered

his original purpose.

"My God!" he said, as he raised his hand from the chair back on whichit rested, and

beat it down with a violence which would in itself havearrested attention. His brows

corrugated as he went on: "I quiteforgot! What a loss! Now of all times! Just at the

moment ofsuccess! He lying there helpless, and my tongue tied! Not able toraise hand

or foot in my ignorance of his wishes!"

"What is it? Oh, do tell us! I am so anxious about my dear Father!Is it any new

trouble? I hope not! oh, I hope not! I have had suchanxiety and trouble already! It

alarms me afresh to hear you speak so!Won't you tell me something to allay this

terrible anxiety anduncertainty?"

He drew his sturdy form up to his full height as he said:

"Alas! I cannot, may not, tell you anything. It is his secret." Hepointed to the bed.

"And yet--and yet I came here for his advice, hiscounsel, his assistance. And he lies

there helpless.... And time isflying by us! It may soon be too late!"

"What is it? what is it?" broke in Miss Trelawny in a sort of passionof anxiety, her

face drawn with pain. "Oh, speak! Say something!This anxiety, and horror, and

mystery are killing me!" Mr. Corbeckcalmed himself by a great effort.

"I may not tell you details; but I have had a great loss. My mission,in which I have

spent three years, was successful. I discovered allthat I sought--and more; and

brought them home with me safely.Treasures, priceless in themselves, but doubly

precious to him by whosewishes and instructions I sought them. I arrived in London

only lastnight, and when I woke this morning my precious charge was stolen.Stolen

in some mysterious way. Not a soul in London knew that I wasarriving. No one but

myself knew what was in the shabby portmanteauthat I carried. My room had but one



door, and that I locked andbolted. The room was high in the house, five stories up, so

that noentrance could have been obtained by the window. Indeed, I had closedthe

window myself and shut the hasp, for I wished to be secure in everyway. This

morning the hasp was untouched.... And yet my portmanteauwas empty. The lamps

were gone! ... There! it is out. I went to Egyptto search for a set of antique lamps

which Mr. Trelawny wished totrace. With incredible labour, and through many

dangers, I followedthem. I brought them safe home.... And now!" He turned away

muchmoved. Even his iron nature was breaking down under the sense of loss.

Miss Trelawny stepped over and laid her hand on his arm. I looked ather in

amazement. All the passion and pain which had so moved herseemed to have taken

the form of resolution. Her form was erect, hereyes blazed; energy was manifest in

every nerve and fibre of her being.Even her voice was full of nervous power as she

spoke. It was apparentthat she was a marvellously strong woman, and that her

strength couldanswer when called upon.

"We must act at once! My Father's wishes must be carried out if it ispossible to us.

Mr. Ross, you are a lawyer. We have actually in thehouse a man whom you consider

one of the best detectives in London.Surely we can do something. We can begin at

once!" Mr. Corbeck tooknew life from her enthusiasm.

"Good! You are your Father's daughter!" was all he said. But hisadmiration for her

energy was manifested by the impulsive way in whichhe took her hand. I moved over

to the door. I was going to bringSergeant Daw; and from her look of approval, I knew

that Margaret--MissTrelawny--understood. I was at the door when Mr. Corbeck

called meback.

"One moment," he said, "before we bring a stranger on the scene. Itmust be borne in

mind that he is not to know what you know now, thatthe lamps were the objects of a

prolonged and difficult and dangeroussearch. All I can tell him, all that he must know

from any source, isthat some of my property has been stolen. I must describe some of



thelamps, especially one, for it is of gold; and my fear is lest thethief, ignorant of its

historic worth, may, in order to cover up hiscrime, have it melted. I would willingly

pay ten, twenty, a hundred, athousand times its intrinsic value rather than have it

destroyed. Ishall tell him only what is necessary. So, please, let me answer

anyquestions he may ask; unless, of course, I ask you or refer to eitherof you for the

answer." We both nodded acquiescence. Then a thoughtstruck me and I said:

"By the way, if it be necessary to keep this matter quiet it will bebetter to have it if

possible a private job for the Detective. If oncea thing gets to Scotland Yard it is out

of our power to keep it quiet,and further secrecy may be impossible. I shall sound

Sergeant Dawbefore he comes up. If I say nothing, it will mean that he accepts

thetask and will deal with it privately." Mr. Corbeck answered at once:

"Secrecy is everything. The one thing I dread is that the lamps, orsome of them, may

be destroyed at once." To my intense astonishmentMiss Trelawny spoke out at once,

but quietly, in a decided voice:
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"They will not be destroyed; nor any of them!" Mr. Corbeck actuallysmiled in

amazement.

"How on earth do you know?" he asked. Her answer was still moreincomprehensible:

"I don't know how I know it; but know it I do. I feel it all throughme; as though it

were a conviction which has been with me all my life!"

Chapter VIII

The Finding of the Lamps

Sergeant Daw at first made some demur; but finally agreed to adviseprivately on a

matter which might be suggested to him. He added that Iwas to remember that he

only undertook to advise; for if action wererequired he might have to refer the matter

to headquarters. With thisunderstanding I left him in the study, and brought Miss

Trelawny andMr. Corbeck to him. Nurse Kennedy resumed her place at the

bedsidebefore we left the room.

I could not but admire the cautious, cool-headed precision with whichthe traveller

stated his case. He did not seem to conceal anything,and yet he gave the least possible

description of the objects missing.He did not enlarge on the mystery of the case; he

seemed to look on itas an ordinary hotel theft. Knowing, as I did, that his one object

wasto recover the articles before their identity could be obliterated, Icould see the rare

intellectual skill with which he gave the necessarymatter and held back all else,

though without seeming to do so."Truly," thought I, "this man has learned the lesson

of the Easternbazaars; and with Western intellect has improved upon his masters!"



Hequite conveyed his idea to the Detective, who, after thinking thematter over for a

few moments, said:

"Pot or scale? that is the question."

"What does that mean?" asked the other, keenly alert.

"An old thieves phrase from Birmingham. I thought that in these daysof slang

everyone knew that. In old times at Brum, which had a lot ofsmall metal industries,

the gold- and silver-smiths used to buy metalfrom almost anyone who came along.

And as metal in small quantitiescould generally be had cheap when they didn't ask

where it came from,it got to be a custom to ask only one thing--whether the

customerwanted the goods melted, in which case the buyer made the price, andthe

melting-pot was always on the fire. If it was to be preserved inits present state at the

buyer's option, it went into the scale andfetched standard price for old metal.

"There is a good deal of such work done still, and in other places thanBrum. When

we're looking for stolen watches we often come across theworks, and it's not possible

to identify wheels and springs out of aheap; but it's not often that we come across

cases that are wanted.Now, in the present instance much will depend on whether the

thief is agood man--that's what they call a man who knows his work. Afirst-class

crook will know whether a thing is of more value thanmerely the metal in it; and in

such case he would put it with someonewho could place it later on--in America or

France, perhaps. By theway, do you think anyone but yourself could identify your

lamps?"

"No one but myself!"

"Are there others like them?"

"Not that I know of," answered Mr. Corbeck; "though there may be othersthat



resemble them in many particulars." The Detective paused beforeasking again:

"Would any other skilled person--at the British Museum,for instance, or a dealer, or a

collector like Mr. Trelawny, know thevalue--the artistic value--of the lamps?"

"Certainly! Anyone with a head on his shoulders would see at a glancethat the things

were valuable."

The Detective's face brightened. "Then there is a chance. If yourdoor was locked and

the window shut, the goods were not stolen by thechance of a chambermaid or a

boots coming along. Whoever did the jobwent after it special; and he ain't going to

part with his swag withouthis price. This must be a case of notice to the pawnbrokers.

There'sone good thing about it, anyhow, that the hue and cry needn't be given.We

needn't tell Scotland Yard unless you like; we can work the thingprivately. If you

wish to keep the thing dark, as you told me at thefirst, that is our chance." Mr.

Corbeck, after a pause, said quietly:

"I suppose you couldn't hazard a suggestion as to how the robbery waseffected?" The

Policeman smiled the smile of knowledge and experience.

"In a very simple way, I have no doubt, sir. That is how all thesemysterious crimes

turn out in the long-run. The criminal knows hiswork and all the tricks of it; and he is

always on the watch forchances. Moreover, he knows by experience what these

chances are likelyto be, and how they usually come. The other person is only careful;

hedoesn't know all the tricks and pits that may be made for him, and bysome little

oversight or other he falls into the trap. When we knowall about this case, you will

wonder that you did not see the method ofit all along!" This seemed to annoy Mr.

Corbeck a little; there wasdecided heat in his manner as he answered:

"Look here, my good friend, there is not anything simple about thiscase--except that

the things were taken. The window was closed; thefireplace was bricked up. There is

only one door to the room, and thatI locked and bolted. There is no transom; I have



heard all about hotelrobberies through the transom. I never left my room in the night.

Ilooked at the things before going to bed; and I went to look at themagain when I

woke up. If you can rig up any kind of simple robbery outof these facts you are a

clever man. That's all I say; clever enoughto go right away and get my things back."

Miss Trelawny laid her handupon his arm in a soothing way, and said quietly:

"Do not distress yourself unnecessarily. I am sure they will turn up."Sergeant Daw

turned to her so quickly that I could not help rememberingvividly his suspicions of

her, already formed, as he said:

"May I ask, miss, on what you base that opinion?"

I dreaded to hear her answer, given to ears already awake to suspicion;but it came to

me as a new pain or shock all the same:

"I cannot tell you how I know. But I am sure of it!" The Detectivelooked at her for

some seconds in silence, and then threw a quickglance at me.

Presently he had a little more conversation with Mr. Corbeck as to hisown

movements, the details of the hotel and the room, and the means ofidentifying the

goods. Then he went away to commence his inquiries,Mr. Corbeck impressing on

him the necessity for secrecy lest the thiefshould get wind of his danger and destroy

the lamps. Mr. Corbeckpromised, when going away to attend to various matters of his

ownbusiness, to return early in the evening, and to stay in the house.

All that day Miss Trelawny was in better spirits and looked in betterstrength than she

had yet been, despite the new shock and annoyance ofthe theft which must ultimately

bring so much disappointment to herfather.

We spent most of the day looking over the curio treasures of Mr.Trelawny. From

what I had heard from Mr. Corbeck I began to have someidea of the vastness of his



enterprise in the world of Egyptianresearch; and with this light everything around me

began to have a newinterest. As I went on, the interest grew; any lingering doubts

whichI might have had changed to wonder and admiration. The house seemed tobe a

veritable storehouse of marvels of antique art. In addition tothe curios, big and little,

in Mr. Trelawny's own room--from the greatsarcophagi down to the scarabs of all

kinds in the cabinets--the greathall, the staircase landings, the study, and even the

boudoir were fullof antique pieces which would have made a collector's mouth water.

Miss Trelawny from the first came with me, and looked with growinginterest at

everything. After having examined some cabinets ofexquisite amulets she said to me

in quite a naive way:

"You will hardly believe that I have of late seldom even looked at anyof these things.

It is only since Father has been ill that I seem tohave even any curiosity about them.

But now, they grow and grow on meto quite an absorbing degree. I wonder if it is that

the collector'sblood which I have in my veins is beginning to manifest itself. If so,the

strange thing is that I have not felt the call of it before. Ofcourse I know most of the

big things, and have examined them more orless; but really, in a sort of way I have

always taken them forgranted, as though they had always been there. I have noticed

the samething now and again with family pictures, and the way they are takenfor

granted by the family. If you will let me examine them with you itwill be delightful!"

It was a joy to me to hear her talk in such a way; and her lastsuggestion quite thrilled

me. Together we went round the various roomsand passages, examining and admiring

the magnificent curios. There wassuch a bewildering amount and variety of objects

that we could onlyglance at most of them; but as we went along we arran

ged that we shouldtake them seriatim, day by day, and examine them more closely. In

thehall was a sort of big frame of floriated steel work which Margaretsaid her father

used for lifting the heavy stone lids of thesarcophagi. It was not heavy and could be

moved about easily enough.By aid of this we raised the covers in turn and looked at



the endlessseries of hieroglyphic pictures cut in most of them. In spite of

herprofession of ignorance Margaret knew a good deal about them; her yearof life

with her father had had unconsciously its daily and hourlylesson. She was a

remarkably clever and acute-minded girl, and with aprodigious memory; so that her

store of knowledge, gatheredunthinkingly bit by bit, had grown to proportions that

many a scholarmight have envied.
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And yet it was all so naive and unconscious; so girlish and simple.She was so fresh in

her views and ideas, and had so little thought ofself, that in her companionship I

forgot for the time all the troublesand mysteries which enmeshed the house; and I felt

like a boy again....

The most interesting of the sarcophagi were undoubtedly the three inMr. Trelawny's

room. Of these, two were of dark stone, one of porphyryand the other of a sort of

ironstone. These were wrought with somehieroglyphs. But the third was strikingly

different. It was of someyellow-brown substance of the dominating colour effect of

Mexican onyx,which it resembled in many ways, excepting that the natural pattern

ofits convolutions was less marked. Here and there were patches almosttransparent--

certainly translucent. The whole chest, cover and all,was wrought with hundreds,

perhaps thousands, of minute hieroglyphics,seemingly in an endless series. Back,

front, sides, edges, bottom, allhad their quota of the dainty pictures, the deep blue of

theircolouring showing up fresh and sharply edge in the yellow stone. Itwas very

long, nearly nine feet; and perhaps a yard wide. The sidesundulated, so that there was

no hard line. Even the corners took suchexcellent curves that they pleased the eye.

"Truly," I said, "thismust have been made for a giant!"

"Or for a giantess!" said Margaret.

This sarcophagus stood near to one of the windows. It was in onerespect different

from all the other sarcophagi in the place. All theothers in the house, of whatever

material--granite, porphyry,ironstone, basalt, slate, or wood--were quite simple in

form within.Some of them were plain of interior surface; others were engraved,

inwhole or part, with hieroglyphics. But each and all of them had noprotuberances or

uneven surface anywhere. They might have been usedfor baths; indeed, they



resembled in many ways Roman baths of stone ormarble which I had seen. Inside

this, however, was a raised space,outlined like a human figure. I asked Margaret if

she could explain itin any way. For answer she said:

"Father never wished to speak about this. It attracted my attentionfrom the first; but

when I asked him about it he said: 'I shall tellyou all about it some day, little girl--if I

live! But not yet! Thestory is not yet told, as I hope to tell it to you! Some day,

perhapssoon, I shall know all; and then we shall go over it together. And amighty

interesting story you will find it--from first to last!' Onceafterward I said, rather

lightly I am afraid: 'Is that story of thesarcophagus told yet, Father?' He shook his

head, and looked at megravely as he said: 'Not yet, little girl; but it will be--if Ilive--if

I live!' His repeating that phrase about his living ratherfrightened me; I never

ventured to ask him again."

Somehow this thrilled me. I could not exactly say how or why; but itseemed like a

gleam of light at last. There are, I think, moments whenthe mind accepts something

as true; though it can account for neitherthe course of the thought, nor, if there be

more than one thought, theconnection between them. Hitherto we had been in such

outer darknessregarding Mr. Trelawny, and the strange visitation which had fallen

onhim, that anything which afforded a clue, even of the faintest and mostshadowy

kind, had at the outset the enlightening satisfaction of acertainty. Here were two

lights of our puzzle. The first that Mr.Trelawny associated with this particular curio a

doubt of his ownliving. The second that he had some purpose or expectation with

regardto it, which he would not disclose, even to his daughter, tillcomplete. Again it

was to be borne in mind that this sarcophagusdiffered internally from all the others.

What meant that odd raisedplace? I said nothing to Miss Trelawny, for I feared lest I

shouldeither frighten her or buoy her up with future hopes; but I made up mymind

that I would take an early opportunity for further investigation.

Close beside the sarcophagus was a low table of green stone with redveins in it, like

bloodstone. The feet were fashioned like the paws ofa jackal, and round each leg was



twined a full-throated snake wroughtexquisitely in pure gold. On it rested a strange

and very beautifulcoffer or casket of stone of a peculiar shape. It was something like

asmall coffin, except that the longer sides, instead of being cut offsquare like the

upper or level part were continued to a point. Thus itwas an irregular septahedron,

there being two planes on each of the twosides, one end and a top and bottom. The

stone, of one piece of whichit was wrought, was such as I had never seen before. At

the base itwas of a full green, the colour of emerald without, of course, itsgleam. It

was not by any means dull, however, either in colour orsubstance, and was of infinite

hardness and fineness of texture. Thesurface was almost that of a jewel. The colour

grew lighter as itrose, with gradation so fine as to be imperceptible, changing to a

fineyellow almost of the colour of "mandarin" china. It was quite unlikeanything I

had ever seen, and did not resemble any stone or gem that Iknew. I took it to be some

unique mother-stone, or matrix of some gem.It was wrought all over, except in a few

spots, with finehieroglyphics, exquisitely done and coloured with the same blue-

greencement or pigment that appeared on the sarcophagus. In length it wasabout two

feet and a half; in breadth about half this, and was nearly afoot high. The vacant

spaces were irregularly distributed about thetop running to the pointed end. These

places seemed less opaque thanthe rest of the stone. I tried to lift up the lid so that I

might seeif they were translucent; but it was securely fixed. It fitted soexactly that the

whole coffer seemed like a single piece of stonemysteriously hollowed from within.

On the sides and edges were someodd-looking protuberances wrought just as finely

as any other portionof the coffer which had been sculptured by manifest design in

thecutting of the stone. They had queer-shaped holes or hollows,different in each;

and, like the rest, were covered with thehieroglyphic figures, cut finely and filled in

with the same blue-greencement.

On the other side of the great sarcophagus stood another small table ofalabaster,

exquisitely chased with symbolic figures of gods and thesigns of the zodiac. On this

table stood a case of about a foot squarecomposed of slabs of rock crystal set in a

skeleton of bands of redgold, beautifully engraved with hieroglyphics, and coloured

with a bluegreen, very much the tint of the figures on the sarcophagus and thecoffer.



The whole work was quite modern.

But if the case was modern what it held was not. Within, on a cushionof cloth of gold

as fine as silk, and with the peculiar softness of oldgold, rested a mummy hand, so

perfect that it startled one to see it.A woman's hand, fine and long, with slim tapering

fingers and nearly asperfect as when it was given to the embalmer thousands of years

before.In the embalming it had lost nothing of its beautiful shape; even thewrist

seemed to maintain its pliability as the gentle curve lay on thecushion. The skin was

of a rich creamy or old ivory colour; a duskyfair skin which suggested heat, but heat

in shadow. The greatpeculiarity of it, as a hand, was that it had in all seven

fingers,there being two middle and two index fingers. The upper end of thewrist was

jagged, as though it had been broken off, and was stainedwith a red-brown stain. On

the cushion near the hand was a smallscarab, exquisitely wrought of emerald.

"That is another of Father's mysteries. When I asked him about it hesaid that it was

perhaps the most valuable thing he had, except one.When I asked him what that one

was, he refused to tell me, and forbademe to ask him anything concerning it. 'I will

tell you,' he said, 'allabout it, too, in good time--if I live!'"

"If I live!" the phrase again. These three things grouped together,the Sarcophagus, t

he Coffer, and the Hand, seemed to make a trilogy ofmystery indeed!

At this time Miss Trelawny was sent for on some domestic matter. Ilooked at the

other curios in the room; but they did not seem to haveanything like the same charm

for me, now that she was away. Later onin the day I was sent for to the boudoir where

she was consulting withMrs. Grant as to the lodgment of Mr. Corbeck. They were in

doubt as towhether he should have a room close to Mr. Trelawny's or quite awayfrom

it, and had thought it well to ask my advice on the subject. Icame to the conclusion

that he had better not be too near; for thefirst at all events, he could easily be moved

closer if necessary.When Mrs. Grant had gone, I asked Miss Trelawny how it came



that thefurniture of this room, the boudoir in which we were, was so differentfrom the

other rooms of the house.

"Father's forethought!" she answered. "When I first came, he thought,and rightly

enough, that I might get frightened with so many records ofdeath and the tomb

everywhere. So he had this room and the littlesuite off it--that door opens into the

sitting-room--where I slept lastnight, furnished with pretty things. You see, they are

all beautiful.That cabinet belonged to the great Napoleon."

"There is nothing Egyptian in these rooms at all then?" I asked, ratherto show interest

in what she had said than anything else, for thefurnishing of the room was apparent.

"What a lovely cabinet! May Ilook at it?"

"Of course! with the greatest pleasure!" she answered, with a smile."Its finishing,

within and without, Father says, is absolutelycomplete." I stepped over and looked at

it closely. It was made oftulip wood, inlaid in patterns; and was mounted in ormolu. I

pulledopen one of the drawers, a deep one where I could see the work to

greatadvantage. As I pulled it, something rattled inside as though rolling;there was a

tinkle as of metal on metal.

"Hullo!" I said. "There is something in here. Perhaps I had betternot open it."

"There is nothing that I know of," she answered. "Some of thehousemaids may have

used it to put something by for the time andforgotten it. Open it by all means!"

I pulled open the drawer; as I did so, both Miss Trelawny and I startedback in

amazement.

There before our eyes lay a number of ancient Egyptian lamps, ofvarious sizes and of

strangely varied shapes.



We leaned over them and looked closely. My own heart was beating likea trip-

hammer; and I could see by the heaving of Margaret's bosom thatshe was strangely

excited.

Whilst we looked, afraid to touch and almost afraid to think, there wasa ring at the

front door; immediately afterwards Mr. Corbeck, followedby Sergeant Daw, came

into the hall. The door of the boudoir was open,and when they saw us Mr. Corbeck

came running in, followed more slowlyby the Detective. There was a sort of

chastened joy in his face andmanner as he said impulsively:

"Rejoice with me, my dear Miss Trelawny, my luggage has come and all mythings

are intact!" Then his face fell as he added, "Except the lamps.The lamps that were

worth all the rest a thousand times...." Hestopped, struck by the strange pallor of her

face. Then his eyes,following her look and mine, lit on the cluster of lamps in the

drawer.He gave a sort of cry of surprise and joy as he bent over and touchedthem:

"My lamps! My lamps! Then they are safe--safe--safe! ... But how, inthe name of

God--of all the Gods--did they come here?"

We all stood silent. The Detective made a deep sound of in-takingbreath. I looked at

him, and as he caught my glance he turned his eyeson Miss Trelawny whose back

was toward him.

There was in them the same look of suspicion which had been there whenhe had

spoken to me of her being the first to find her father on theoccasions of the attacks.

Chapter IX

The Need of Knowledge

Mr. Corbeck seemed to go almost off his head at the recovery of thelamps. He took



them up one by one and looked them all over tenderly,as though they were things that

he loved. In his delight andexcitement he breathed so hard that it seemed almost like

a catpurring. Sergeant Daw said quietly, his voice breaking the silencelike a discord

in a melody:

"Are you quite sure those lamps are the ones you had, and that werestolen?"



Page 19

Source Creation Date: July 10, 2025, 6:18 am

His answer was in an indignant tone: "Sure! Of course I'm sure.There isn't another set

of lamps like these in the world!"

"So far as you know!" The Detective's words were smooth enough, buthis manner

was so exasperating that I was sure he had some motive init; so I waited in silence.

He went on:

"Of course there may be some in the British Museum; or Mr. Trelawny mayhave had

these already. There's nothing new under the sun, you know,Mr. Corbeck; not even in

Egypt. These may be the originals, and yoursmay have been the copies. Are there any

points by which you canidentify these as yours?"

Mr. Corbeck was really angry by this time. He forgot his reserve; andin his

indignation poured forth a torrent of almost incoherent, butenlightening, broken

sentences:

"Identify! Copies of them! British Museum! Rot! Perhaps they keep aset in Scotland

Yard for teaching idiot policemen Egyptology! Do Iknow them? When I have carried

them about my body, in the desert, forthree months; and lay awake night after night

to watch them! When Ihave looked them over with a magnifying-glass, hour after

hour, till myeyes ached; till every tiny blotch, and chip, and dinge became asfamiliar

to me as his chart to a captain; as familiar as they doubtlesshave been all the time to

every thick-headed area-prowler within thebounds of mortality. See here, young man,

look at these!" He rangedthe lamps in a row on the top of the cabinet. "Did you ever

see a setof lamps of these shapes--of any one of these shapes? Look at thesedominant

figures on them! Did you ever see so complete a set--even inScotland Yard; even in

Bow Street? Look! one on each, the seven formsof Hathor. Look at that figure of the



Ka of a Princess of the TwoEgypts, standing between Ra and Osiris in the Boat of the

Dead, withthe Eye of Sleep, supported on legs, bending before her; and

Harmochisrising in the north. Will you find that in the British Museum--or

BowStreet? Or perhaps your studies in the Gizeh Museum, or theFitzwilliam, or

Paris, or Leyden, or Berlin, have shown you that theepisode is common in

hieroglyphics; and that this is only a copy.Perhaps you can tell me what that figure of

Ptah-Seker-Ausar holdingthe Tet wrapped in the Sceptre of Papyrus means? Did you

ever see itbefore; even in the British Museum, or Gizeh, or Scotland Yard?"

He broke off suddenly; and then went on in quite a different way:

"Look here! it seems to me that the thick-headed idiot is myself! Ibeg your pardon,

old fellow, for my rudeness. I quite lost my temperat the suggestion that I do not

know these lamps. You don't mind, doyou?" The Detective answered heartily:

"Lord, sir, not I. I like to see folks angry when I am dealing withthem, whether they

are on my side or the other. It is when people areangry that you learn the truth from

them. I keep cool; that is mytrade! Do you know, you have told me more about those

lamps in thepast two minutes than when you filled me up with details of how

toidentify them."

Mr. Corbeck grunted; he was not pleased at having given himself away.All at once he

turned to me and said in his natural way:

"Now tell me how you got them back?" I was so surprised that I saidwithout thinking:

"We didn't get them back!" The traveller laughed openly.

"What on earth do you mean?" he asked. "You didn't get them back!Why, there they

are before your eyes! We found you looking at themwhen we came in." By this time I

had recovered my surprise and had mywits about me.



"Why, that's just it," I said. "We had only come across them, byaccident, that very

moment!"

Mr. Corbeck drew back and looked hard at Miss Trelawny and myself;turning his

eyes from one to the other as he asked:

"Do you mean to tell me that no one brought them here; that you foundthem in that

drawer? That, so to speak, no one at all brought themback?"

"I suppose someone must have brought them here; they couldn't have comeof their

own accord. But who it was, or when, or how, neither of usknows. We shall have to

make inquiry, and see if any of the servantsknow anything of it."

We all stood silent for several seconds. It seemed a long time. Thefirst to speak was

the Detective, who said in an unconscious way:

"Well, I'm damned! I beg your pardon, miss!" Then his mouth shut likea steel trap.

We called up the servants, one by one, and asked them if they knewanything of some

articles placed in a drawer in the boudoir; but noneof them could throw any light on

the circumstance. We did not tellthem what the articles were; or let them see them.

Mr. Corbeck packed the lamps in cotton wool, and placed them in a tinbox. This, I

may mention incidentally, was then brought up to thedetectives' room, where one of

the men stood guard over them with arevolver the whole night. Next day we got a

small safe into the house,and placed them in it. There were two different keys. One of

them Ikept myself; the other I placed in my drawer in the Safe Deposit vault.We were

all determined that the lamps should not be lost again.

About an hour after we had found the lamps, Doctor Winchester arrived.He had a

large parcel with him, which, when unwrapped, proved to be themummy of a cat.



With Miss Trelawny's permission he placed this in theboudoir; and Silvio was

brought close to it. To the surprise of usall, however, except perhaps Doctor

Winchester, he did not manifest theleast annoyance; he took no notice of it whatever.

He stood on thetable close beside it, purring loudly. Then, following out his plan,the

Doctor brought him into Mr. Trelawny's room, we all following.Doctor Winchester

was excited; Miss Trelawny anxious. I was more thaninterested myself, for I began to

have a glimmering of the Doctor'sidea. The Detective was calmly and coldly

superior; but Mr. Corbeck,who was an enthusiast, was full of eager curiosity.

The moment Doctor Winchester got into the room, Silvio began to mew andwriggle;

and jumping out of his arms, ran over to the cat mummy andbegan to scratch angrily

at it. Miss Trelawny had some difficulty intaking him away; but so soon as he was

out of the room he became quiet.When she came back there was a clamour of

comments:

"I thought so!" from the Doctor.

"What can it mean?" from Miss Trelawny.

"That's a very strange thing!" from Mr. Corbeck.

"Odd! but it doesn't prove anything!" from the Detective.

"I suspend my judgment!" from myself, thinking it advisable to saysomething.

Then by common consent we dropped the theme--for the present.

In my room that evening I was making some notes of what had happened,when there

came a low tap on the door. In obedience to my summonsSergeant Daw came in,

carefully closing the door behind him.



"Well, Sergeant," said I, "sit down. What is it?"
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"I wanted to speak to you, sir, about those lamps." I nodded andwaited: he went on:

"You know that that room where they were foundopens directly into the room where

Miss Trelawny slept last night?"

"Yes."

"During the night a window somewhere in that part of the house wasopened, and shut

again. I heard it, and took a look round; but I couldsee no sign of anything."

"Yes, I know that!" I said; "I heard a window moved myself."

"Does nothing strike you as strange about it, sir?"

"Strange!" I said; "Strange! why it's all the most bewildering,maddening thing I have

ever encountered. It is all so strange that oneseems to wonder, and simply waits for

what will happen next. But whatdo you mean by strange?"

The Detective paused, as if choosing his words to begin; and then saiddeliberately:

"You see, I am not one who believes in magic and such things. I am forfacts all the

time; and I always find in the long-run that there is areason and a cause for

everything. This new gentleman says thesethings w

ere stolen out of his room in the hotel. The lamps, I take itfrom some things he has

said, really belong to Mr. Trelawny. Hisdaughter, the lady of the house, having left

the room she usuallyoccupies, sleeps that night on the ground floor. A window is

heard toopen and shut during the night. When we, who have been during the



daytrying to find a clue to the robbery, come to the house, we find thestolen goods in

a room close to where she slept, and opening out of it!"

He stopped. I felt that same sense of pain and apprehension, which Ihad experienced

when he had spoken to me before, creeping, or ratherrushing, over me again. I had to

face the matter out, however. Myrelations with her, and the feeling toward her which

I now knew fullwell meant a very deep love and devotion, demanded so much. I said

ascalmly as I could, for I knew the keen eyes of the skilful investigatorwere on me:

"And the inference?"

He answered with the cool audacity of conviction:

"The inference to me is that there was no robbery at all. The goodswere taken by

someone to this house, where they were received through awindow on the ground

floor. They were placed in the cabinet, ready tobe discovered when the proper time

should come!"

Somehow I felt relieved; the assumption was too monstrous. I did notwant, however,

my relief to be apparent, so I answered as gravely as Icould:

"And who do you suppose brought them to the house?"

"I keep my mind open as to that. Possibly Mr. Corbeck himself; thematter might be

too risky to trust to a third party."

"Then the natural extension of your inference is that Mr. Corbeck is aliar and a fraud;

and that he is in conspiracy with Miss Trelawny todeceive someone or other about

those lamps."

"Those are harsh words, Mr. Ross. They're so plain-spoken that theybring a man up



standing, and make new doubts for him. But I have to gowhere my reason points. It

may be that there is another party thanMiss Trelawny in it. Indeed, if it hadn't been

for the other matterthat set me thinking and bred doubts of its own about her, I

wouldn'tdream of mixing her up in this. But I'm safe on Corbeck. Whoever elseis in

it, he is! The things couldn't have been taken without hisconnivance--if what he says

is true. If it isn't--well! he is a liaranyhow. I would think it a bad job to have him stay

in the house withso many valuables, only that it will give me and my mate a chance

ofwatching him. We'll keep a pretty good look-out, too, I tell you.He's up in my room

now, guarding those lamps; but Johnny Wright isthere too. I go on before he comes

off; so there won't be much chanceof another house-breaking. Of course, Mr. Ross,

all this, too, isbetween you and me."

"Quite so! You may depend on my silence!" I said; and he went away tokeep a close

eye on the Egyptologist.

It seemed as though all my painful experiences were to go in pairs, andthat the

sequence of the previous day was to be repeated; for beforelong I had another private

visit from Doctor Winchester who had nowpaid his nightly visit to his patient and

was on his way home. He tookthe seat which I proffered and began at once:

"This is a strange affair altogether. Miss Trelawny has just beentelling me about the

stolen lamps, and of the finding of them in theNapoleon cabinet. It would seem to be

another complication of themystery; and yet, do you know, it is a relief to me. I have

exhaustedall human and natural possibilities of the case, and am beginning tofall back

on superhuman and supernatural possibilities. Here are suchstrange things that, if I

am not going mad, I think we must have asolution before long. I wonder if I might

ask some questions and somehelp from Mr. Corbeck, without making further

complications andembarrassing us. He seems to know an amazing amount regarding

Egyptand all relating to it. Perhaps he wouldn't mind translating a littlebit of

hieroglyphic. It is child's play to him. What do you think?"



When I had thought the matter over a few seconds I spoke. We wantedall the help we

could get. For myself, I had perfect confidence inboth men; and any comparing notes,

or mutual assistance, might bringgood results. Such could hardly bring evil.

"By all means I should ask him. He seems an extraordinarily learnedman in

Egyptology; and he seems to me a good fellow as well as anenthusiast. By the way, it

will be necessary to be a little guarded asto whom you speak regarding any

information which he may give you."

"Of course!" he answered. "Indeed I should not dream of sayinganything to anybody,

excepting yourself. We have to remember that whenMr. Trelawny recovers he may

not like to think that we have beenchattering unduly over his affairs."

"Look here!" I said, "why not stay for a while: and I shall ask him tocome and have a

pipe with us. We can then talk over things."

He acquiesced: so I went to the room where Mr. Corbeck was, andbrought him back

with me. I thought the detectives were pleased at hisgoing. On the way to my room he

said:

"I don't half like leaving those things there, with only those men toguard them.

They're a deal sight too precious to be left to the police!"

From which it would appear that suspicion was not confined to SergeantDaw.

Mr. Corbeck and Doctor Winchester, after a quick glance at each other,became at

once on most friendly terms. The traveller professed hiswillingness to be of any

assistance which he could, provided, he added,that it was anything about which he

was free to speak. This was notvery promising; but Doctor Winchester began at once:

"I want you, if you will, to translate some hieroglyphic for me."
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"Certainly, with the greatest pleasure, so far as I can. For I maytell you that

hieroglyphic writing is not quite mastered yet; though weare getting at it! We are

getting at it! What is the inscription?"

"There are two," he answered. "One of them I shall bring here."

He went out, and returned in a minute with the mummy cat which he hadthat evening

introduced to Silvio. The scholar took it; and, after ashort examination, said:

"There is nothing especial in this. It is an appeal to Bast, the Ladyof Bubastis, to give

her good bread and milk in the Elysian Fields.There may be more inside; and if you

will care to unroll it, I will domy best. I do not think, however, that there is anything

special.From the method of wrapping I should say it is from the Delta; and of alate

period, when such mummy work was common and cheap. What is theother

inscription you wish me to see?"

"The inscription on the mummy cat in Mr. Trelawny's room."

Mr. Corbeck's face fell. "No!" he said, "I cannot do that! I am, forthe present at all

events, practically bound to secrecy regarding anyof the things in Mr. Trelawny's

room."

Doctor Winchester's comment and my own were made at the same moment. Isaid

only the one word "Checkmate!" from which I think he may havegathered that I

guessed more of his idea and purpose than perhaps I hadintentionally conveyed to

him. He murmured:



"Practically bound to secrecy?"

Mr. Corbeck at once took up the challenge conveyed:

"Do not misunderstand me! I am not bound by any definite pledge ofsecrecy; but I

am bound in honour to respect Mr. Trelawny's confidence,given to me, I may tell

you, in a very large measure. Regarding manyof the objects in his room he has a

definite purpose in view; and itwould not be either right or becoming for me, his

trusted friend andconfidant, to forestall that purpose. Mr. Trelawny, you may know--

orrather you do not know or you would not have so construed my remark--isa

scholar, a very great scholar. He has worked for years toward acertain end. For this he

has spared no labour, no expense, no personaldanger or self-denial. He is on the line

of a result which will placehim amongst the foremost discoverers or investigators of

his age. Andnow, just at the time when any hour might bring him success, he

isstricken down!"

He stopped, seemingly overcome with emotion. After a time he recoveredhimself and

went on:

"Again, do not misunderstand me as to another point. I have said thatMr. Trelawny

has made much confidence with me; but I do not mean tolead you to believe that I

know all his plans, or his aims or objects.I know the period which he has been

studying; and the definitehistorical individual whose life he has been investigating,

and whoserecords he has bee

n following up one by one with infinite patience.But beyond this I know nothing.

That he has some aim or object in thecompletion of this knowledge I am convinced.

What it is I may guess;but I must say nothing. Please to remember, gentlemen, that I

havevoluntarily accepted the position of recipient of a partial confidence.I have

respected that; and I must ask any of my friends to do the same."



He spoke with great dignity; and he grew, moment by moment, in therespect and

esteem of both Doctor Winchester and myself. We understoodthat he had not done

speaking; so we waited in silence till hecontinued:

"I have spoken this much, although I know well that even such a hint aseither of you

might gather from my words might jeopardise the successof his work. But I am

convinced that you both wish to help him--andhis daughter," he said this looking me

fairly between the eyes, "to thebest of your power, honestly and unselfishly. He is so

stricken down,and the manner of it is so mysterious that I cannot but think that itis in

some way a result of his own work. That he calculated on someset-back is manifest to

us all. God knows! I am willing to do what Ican, and to use any knowledge I have in

his behalf. I arrived inEngland full of exultation at the thought that I had fulfilled

themission with which he had trusted me. I had got what he said were thelast objects

of his search; and I felt assured that he would now beable to begin the experiment of

which he had often hinted to me. It istoo dreadful that at just such a time such a

calamity should havefallen on him. Doctor Winchester, you are a physician; and, if

yourface does not belie you, you are a clever and a bold one. Is there noway which

you can devise to wake this man from his unnatural stupor?"

There was a pause; then the answer came slowly and deliberately:

"There is no ordinary remedy that I know of. There might possibly besome

extraordinary one. But there would be no use in trying to findit, except on one

condition."

"And that?"

"Knowledge! I am completely ignorant of Egyptian matters, language,writing,

history, secrets, medicines, poisons, occult powers--all thatgo to make up the mystery

of that mysterious land. This disease, orcondition, or whatever it may be called, from

which Mr. Trelawny issuffering, is in some way connected with Egypt. I have had a



suspicionof this from the first; and later it grew into a certainty, thoughwithout proof.

What you have said tonight confirms my conjecture, andmakes me believe that a

proof is to be had. I do not think that youquite know all that has gone on in this house

since the night of theattack--of the finding of Mr. Trelawny's body. Now I propose

that weconfide in you. If Mr. Ross agrees, I shall ask him to tell you. He ismore

skilled than I am in putting facts before other people. He canspeak by his brief; and in

this case he has the best of all briefs, theexperience of his own eyes and ears, and the

evidence that he hashimself taken on the spot from participators in, or spectators of,

whathas happened. When you know all, you will, I hope, be in a position tojudge as

to whether you can best help Mr. Trelawny, and further hissecret wishes, by your

silence or your speech."

I nodded approval. Mr. Corbeck jumped up, and in his impulsive wayheld out a hand

to each.

"Done!" he said. "I acknowledge the honour of your confidence; and onmy part I

pledge myself that if I find my duty to Mr. Trelawny's wisheswill, in his own interest,

allow my lips to open on his affairs, Ishall speak so freely as I may."

Accordingly I began, and told him, as exactly as I could, everythingthat had happened

from the moment of my waking at the knocking on thedoor in Jermyn Street. The

only reservations I made were as to my ownfeeling toward Miss Trelawny and the

matters of small import to themain subject which followed it; and my conversations

with Sergeant Daw,which were in themselves private, and which would have

demandeddiscretionary silence in any case. As I spoke, Mr. Corbeck followedwith

breathless interest. Sometimes he would stand up and pace aboutthe room in

uncontrollable excitement; and then recover himselfsuddenly, and sit down again.

Sometimes he would be about to speak,but would, with an effort, restrain himself. I

think the narrationhelped me to make up my own mind; for even as I talked, things

seemedto appear in a clearer light. Things big and little, in relation oftheir importance

to the case, fell into proper perspective. The storyup to date became coherent, except



as to its cause, which seemed agreater mystery than ever. This is the merit of entire,

or collected,narrative. Isolated facts, doubts, suspicions, conjectures, give wayto a

homogeneity which is convincing.

That Mr. Corbeck was convinced was evident. He did not go through anyprocess of

explanation or limitation, but spoke right out at once tothe point, and fearlessly like a

man:

"That settles me! There is in activity some Force that needs specialcare. If we all go

on working in the dark we shall get in oneanother's way, and by hampering each

other, undo the good that any oreach of us, working in different directions, might do.

It seems to methat the first thing we have to accomplish is to get Mr. Trelawny

wakedout of that unnatural sleep. That he can be waked is apparent from theway the

Nurse has recovered; though what additional harm may have beendone to him in the

time he has been lying in that room I suppose no onecan tell. We must chance that,

however. He has lain there, andwhatever the effect might be, it is there now; and we

have, and shallhave, to deal with it as a fact. A day more or less won't hurt in thelong-

run. It is late now; and we shall probably have tomorrow a taskbefore us that will

require our energies afresh. You, Doctor, willwant to get to your sleep; for I suppose

you have other work as well asthis to do tomorrow. As for you, Mr. Ross, I

understand that you areto have a spell of watching in the sick-room tonight. I shall get

youa book which will help to pass the time for you. I shall go and lookfor it in the

library. I know where it was when I was here last; and Idon't suppose Mr. Trelawny

has used it since. He knew long ago allthat was in it which was or might be of interest

to him. But it willbe necessary, or at least helpful, to understand other things which

Ishall tell you later. You will be able to tell Doctor Winchester allthat would aid him.

For I take it that our work will branch out prettysoon. We shall each have our own

end to hold up; and it will take eachof us all our time and understanding to get

through his own tasks. Itwill not be necessary for you to read the whole book. All that

willinterest you--with regard to our matter I mean of course, for the wholebook is

interesting as a record of travel in a country then quiteunknown--is the preface, and



two or three chapters which I shall markfor you."

He shook hands warmly with Doctor Winchester who had stood up to go.

Whilst he was away I sat lonely, thinking. As I thought, the worldaround me seemed

to be illimitably great. The only little spot inwhich I was interested seemed like a tiny

speck in the midst of awilderness. Without and around it were darkness and unknown

danger,pressing in from every side. And the central figure in our littleoasis was one of

sweetness and beauty. A figure one could love; couldwork for; could die for...!

Mr. Corbeck came back in a very short time with the book; he had foundit at once in

the spot where he had seen it three years before. Havingplaced in it several slips of

paper, marking the places where I was toread, he put it into my hands, saying:

"That is what started Mr. Trelawny; what started me when I read it; andwhich will, I

have no doubt, be to you an interesting beginning to aspecial study--whatever the end

may be. If, indeed, any of us here mayever see the end."

At the door he paused and said:

"I want to take back one thing. That Detective is a good fellow. Whatyou have told

me of him puts him in a new light. The best proof of itis that I can go quietly to sleep

tonight, and leave the lamps in hiscare!"
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When he had gone I took the book with me, put on my respirator, andwent to my

spell of duty in the sick-room!

Chapter X

The Valley of the Sorcerer

I placed the book on the little table on which the shaded lamp restedand moved the

screen to one side. Thus I could have the light on mybook; and by looking up, see the

bed, and the Nurse, and the door. Icannot say that the conditions were enjoyable, or

calculated to allowof that absorption in the subject which is advisable for

effectivestudy. However, I composed myself to the work as well as I could. Thebook

was one which, on the very face of it, required special attention.It was a folio in

Dutch, printed in Amsterdam in 1650. Some one hadmade a literal translation,

writing generally the English word underthe Dutch, so that the grammatical

differences between the two tonguesmade even the reading of the translation a

difficult matter. One hadto dodge backward and forward among the words. This was

in addition tothe difficulty of deciphering a strange handwriting of two hundredyears

ago. I found, however, that after a short time I got into thehabit of following in

conventional English the Dutch construction; and,as I became more familiar with the

writing, my task became easier.

At first the circumstances of the room, and the fear lest Miss Trelawnyshould return

unexpectedly and find me reading the book, disturbed mesomewhat. For we had

arranged amongst us, before Doctor Winchester hadgone home, that she was not to be

brought into the range of the cominginvestigation. We considered that there might be

some shock to awoman's mind in matters of apparent mystery; and further, that



she,being Mr. Trelawny's daughter, might be placed in a difficult positionwith him

afterward if she took part in, or even had a personalknowledge of, the disregarding of

his expressed wishes. But when Iremembered that she did not come on nursing duty

till two o'clock, thefear of interruption passed away. I had still nearly three

housebefore me. Nurse Kennedy sat in her chair by the bedside, patient andalert. A

clock ticked on the landing; other clocks in the houseticked; the life of the city

without manifested itself in the distanthum, now and again swelling into a roar as a

breeze floating westwardtook the concourse of sounds with it. But still the dominant

idea wasof silence. The light on my book, and the soothing fringe of greensilk round

the shade intensified, whenever I looked up, the gloom ofthe sick-room. With every

line I read, this seemed to grow deeper anddeeper; so that when my eyes came back

to the page the light seemed todazzle me. I stuck to my work, however, and presently

began to getsufficiently into the subject to become interested in it.

The book was by one Nicholas van Huyn of Hoorn. In the preface he toldhow,

attracted by the work of John Greaves of Merton College,Pyramidographia, he

himself visited Egypt, where he became sointerested in its wonders that he devoted

some years of his life tovisiting strange places, and exploring the ruins of many

temples andtombs. He had come across many variants of the story of the buildingof

the Pyramids as told by the Arabian historian, Ibn Abd Alhokin, someof which he set

down. These I did not stop to read, but went on to themarked pages.

As soon as I began to read these, however, there grew on me some senseof a

disturbing influence. Once or twice I looked to see if the Nursehad moved, for there

was a feeling as though some one were near me.Nurse Kennedy sat in her place, as

steady and alert as ever; and I cameback to my book again.

The narrative went on to tell how, after passing for several daysthrough the

mountains to the east of Aswan, the explorer came to acertain place. Here I give his

own words, simply putting thetranslation into modern English:



"Toward evening we came to the entrance of a narrow, deep valley,running east and

west. I wished to proceed through this; for the sun,now nearly down on the horizon,

showed a wide opening beyond thenarrowing of the cliffs. But the fellaheen

absolutely refused to enterthe valley at such a time, alleging that they might be caught

by thenight before they could emerge from the other end. At first they wouldgive no

reason for their fear. They had hitherto gone anywhere Iwished, and at any time,

without demur. On being pressed, however,they said that the place was the Valley of

the Sorcerer, where nonemight come in the night. On being asked to tell of the

Sorcerer, theyrefused, saying that there was no name, and that they knew nothing.

Onthe next morning, however, when the sun was up and shining down thevalley, their

fears had somewhat passed away. Then they told me that agreat Sorcerer in ancient

days--'millions of millions of years' was theterm they used--a King or a Queen, they

could not say which, was buriedthere. They could not give the name, persisting to the

last that therewas no name; and that anyone who should name it would waste away

inlife so that at death nothing of him would remain to be raised again inthe Other

World. In passing through the valley they kept together in acluster, hurrying on in

front of me. None dared to remain behind. Theygave, as their reason for so

proceeding, that the arms of the Sorcererwere long, and that it was dangerous to be

the last. The which was oflittle comfort to me who of this necessity took that

honourable post.In the narrowest part of the valley, on the south side, was a greatcliff

of rock, rising sheer, of smooth and even surface. Hereon weregraven certain

cabalistic signs, and many figures of men and animals,fishes, reptiles and birds; suns

and stars; and many quaint symbols.Some of these latter were disjointed limbs and

features, such as armsand legs, fingers, eyes, noses, ears, and lips. Mysterious

symbolswhich will puzzle the Recording Angel to interpret at the Judgment Day.The

cliff faced exactly north. There was something about it sostrange, and so different

from the other carved rocks which I hadvisited, that I called a halt and spent the day

in examining the rockfront as well as I could with my telescope. The Egyptians of

mycompany were terribly afraid, and used every kind of persuasion toinduce me to

pass on. I stayed till late in the afternoon, by whichtime I had failed to make out

aright the entry of any tomb, for Isuspected that such was the purpose of the sculpture



of the rock. Bythis time the men were rebellious; and I had to leave the valley if Idid

not wish my whole retinue to desert. But I secretly made up mymind to discover the

tomb, and explore it. To this end I went furtherinto the mountains, where I met with

an Arab Sheik who was willing totake service with me. The Arabs were not bound by

the samesuperstitious fears as the Egyptians; Sheik Abu Some and his followingwere

willing to take a part in the explorations.

"When I returned to the valley with these Bedouins, I made effort toclimb the face of

the rock, but failed, it being of one impenetrablesmoothness. The stone, generally flat

and smooth by nature, had beenchiselled to completeness. That there had been

projecting steps wasmanifest, for there remained, untouched by the wondrous climate

of thatstrange land, the marks of saw and chisel and mallet where the stepshad been

cut or broken away.

"Being thus baffled of winning the tomb from below, and beingunprovided with

ladders to scale, I found a way by much circuitousjourneying to the top of the cliff.

Thence I caused myself to belowered by ropes, till I had investigated that portion of

the rock facewherein I expected to find the opening. I found that there was

anentrance, closed however by a great stone slab. This was cut in therock more than a

hundred feet up, being two-thirds the height of thecliff. The hieroglyphic and

cabalistic symbols cut in the rock were somanaged as to disguise it. The cutting was

deep, and was continuedthrough the rock and the portals of the doorway, and through

the greatslab which formed the door itself. This was fixed in place with

suchincredible exactness that no stone chisel or cutting implement which Ihad with

me could find a lodgment in the interstices. I used muchforce, however; and by many

heavy strokes won a way into the tomb, forsuch I found it to be. The stone door

having fallen into the entranceI passed over it into the tomb, noting as I went a long

iron chainwhich hung coiled on a bracket close to the doorway.

"The tomb I found to be complete, after the manner of the finestEgyptian tombs, with

chamber and shaft leading down to the corridor,ending in the Mummy Pit. It had the



table of pictures, which seemssome kind of record--whose meaning is now for ever

lost--graven in awondrous colour on a wondrous stone.

"All the walls of the chamber and the passage were carved with strangewritings in the

uncanny form mentioned. The huge stone coffin orsar

cophagus in the deep pit was marvellously graven throughout withsigns. The Arab

chief and two others who ventured into the tomb withme, and who were evidently

used to such grim explorations, managed totake the cover from the sarcophagus

without breaking it. At which theywondered; for such good fortune, they said, did not

usually attend suchefforts. Indeed they seemed not over careful; and did handle

thevarious furniture of the tomb with such little concern that, only forits great

strength and thickness, even the coffin itself might havebeen injured. Which gave me

much concern, for it was very beautifullywrought of rare stone, such as I had no

knowledge of. Much I grievedthat it were not possible to carry it away. But time and

desertjourneyings forbade such; I could only take with me such small mattersas could

be carried on the person.

"Within the sarcophagus was a body, manifestly of a woman, swathed withmany

wrappings of linen, as is usual with all mummies. From certainembroiderings

thereon, I gathered that she was of high rank. Acrossthe breast was one hand,

unwrapped. In the mummies which I had seen,the arms and hands are within the

wrappings, and certain adornments ofwood, shaped and painted to resemble arms and

hands, lie outside theenwrapped body.

"But this hand was strange to see, for it was the real hand of her wholay enwrapped

there; the arm projecting from the cerements being offlesh, seemingly made as like

marble in the process of embalming. Armand hand were of dusky white, being of the

hue of ivory that hath lainlong in air. The skin and the nails were complete and

whole, as thoughthe body had been placed for burial over night. I touched the hand

andmoved it, the arm being something flexible as a live arm; though stiffwith long



disuse, as are the arms of those faqueers which I have seenin the Indees. There was,

too, an added wonder that on this ancienthand were no less than seven fingers, the

same all being fine and long,and of great beauty. Sooth to say, it made me shudder

and my fleshcreep to touch that hand that had lain there undisturbed for so

manythousands of years, and yet was like unto living flesh. Underneath thehand, as

though guarded by it, lay a huge jewel of ruby; a great stoneof wondrous bigness, for

the ruby is in the main a small jewel. Thisone was of wondrous colour, being as of

fine blood whereon the lightshineth. But its wonder lay not in its size or colour,

though thesewere, as I have said, of priceless rarity; but in that the light of itshone

from seven stars, each of seven points, as clearly as though thestars were in reality

there imprisoned. When that the hand was lifted,the sight of that wondrous stone

lying there struck me with a shockalmost to momentary paralysis. I stood gazing on

it, as did those withme, as though it were that faded head of the Gorgon Medusa with

thesnakes in her hair, whose sight struck into stone those who beheld. Sostrong was

the feeling that I wanted to hurry away from the place. So,too, those with me;

therefore, taking this rare jewel, together withcertain amulets of strangeness and

richness being wrought ofjewel-stones, I made haste to depart. I would have remained

longer,and made further research in the wrappings of the mummy, but that Ifeared so

to do. For it came to me all at once that I was in a desertplace, with strange men who

were with me because they were notover-scrupulous. That we were in a lone cavern

of the dead, an hundredfeet above the ground, where none could find me were ill

done to me,nor would any ever seek. But in secret I determined that I would

comeagain, though with more secure following. Moreover, was I tempted toseek

further, as in examining the wrappings I saw many things ofstrange import in that

wondrous tomb; including a casket of eccentricshape made of some strange stone,

which methought might have containedother jewels, inasmuch as it had secure

lodgment in the greatsarcophagus itself. There was in the tomb also another coffer

which,though of rare proportion and adornment, was more simply shaped. Itwas of

ironstone of great thickness; but the cover was lightly cementeddown with what

seemed gum and Paris plaster, as though to insure thatno air could penetrate. The

Arabs with me so insisted in its opening,thinking that from its thickness much



treasure was stored therein, thatI consented thereto. But their hope was a false one, as

it proved.Within, closely packed, stood four jars finely wrought and carved

withvarious adornments. Of these one was the head of a man, another of adog,

another of a jackal, and another of a hawk. I had before knownthat such burial urns as

these were used to contain the entrails andother organs of the mummied dead; but on

opening these, for thefastening of wax, though complete, was thin, and yielded easily,

wefound that they held but oil. The Bedouins, spilling most of the oilin the process,

groped with their hands in the jars lest treasureshould have been there concealed. But

their searching was of no avail;no treasure was there. I was warned of my danger by

seeing in the eyesof the Arabs certain covetous glances. Whereon, in order to

hastentheir departure, I wrought upon those fears of superstition which evenin these

callous men were apparent. The chief of the Bedouins ascendedfrom the Pit to give

the signal to those above to raise us; and I, notcaring to remain with the men whom I

mistrusted, followed himimmediately. The others did not come at once; from which I

feared thatthey were rifling the tomb afresh on their own account. I refrained tospeak

of it, however, lest worse should befall. At last they came.One of them, who ascended

first, in landing at the top of the clifflost his foothold and fell below. He was instantly

killed. The otherfollowed, but in safety. The chief came next, and I came last.

Beforecoming away I pulled into its place again, as well as I could, the slabof stone

that covered the entrance to the tomb. I wished, if possible,to preserve it for my own

examination should I come again.

"When we all stood on the hill above the cliff, the burning sun thatwas bright and full

of glory was good to see after the darkness andstrange mystery of the tomb. Even was

I glad that the poor Arab whofell down the cliff and lay dead below, lay in the

sunlight and not inthat gloomy cavern. I would fain have gone with my companions

to seekhim and give him sepulture of some kind; but the Sheik made light ofit, and

sent two of his men to see to it whilst we went on our way.

"That night as we camped, one of the men only returned, saying that alion of the

desert had killed his companion after that they had buriedthe dead man in a deep sand



without the valley, and had covered thespot where he lay with many great rocks, so

that jackals or otherpreying beasts might not dig him up again as is their wont.

"Later, in the light of the fire round which the men sat or lay, I sawhim exhibit to his

fellows something white which they seemed to regardwith special awe and reverence.

So I drew near silently, and saw thatit was none other than the white hand of the

mummy which had lainprotecting the Jewel in the great sarcophagus. I heard the

Bedouin tellhow he had found it on the body of him who had fallen from the

cliff.There was no mistaking it, for there were the seven fingers which I hadnoted

before. This man must have wrenched it off the dead body whilsthis chief and I were

otherwise engaged; and from the awe of the othersI doubted not that he had hoped to

use it as an Amulet, or charm.Whereas if powers it had, they were not for him who

had taken it fromthe dead; since his death followed hard upon his theft. Already

hisAmulet had had an awesome baptism; for the wrist of the dead hand wasstained

with red as though it had been dipped in recent blood.

"That night I was in certain fear lest there should be some violencedone to me; for if

the poor dead hand was so valued as a charm, whatmust be the worth in such wise of

the rare Jewel which it had guarded.Though only the chief knew of it, my doubt was

perhaps even greater;for he could so order matters as to have me at his mercy when

he would.I guarded myself, therefore, with wakefulness so well as I could,determined

that at my earliest opportunity I should leave this party,and complete my journeying

home, first to the Nile bank, and then downits course to Alexandria; with other guides

who knew not what strangematters I had with me.

"At last there came over me a disposition of sleep, so potent that Ifelt it would be

resistless. Fearing attack, or that being searched inmy sleep the Bedouin might find

the Star Jewel which he had seen meplace with others in my dress, I took it out

unobserved and held it inmy hand. It seemed to give back the light of the flickering

fire andthe light of the stars--for there was n



o moon--with equal fidelity; andI could note that on its reverse it was graven deeply

with certainsigns such as I had seen in the tomb. As I sank into theunconsciousness of

sleep, the graven Star Jewel was hidden in thehollow of my clenched hand.

"I waked out of sleep with the light of the morning sun on my face. Isat up and

looked around me. The fire was out, and the camp wasdesolate; save for one figure

which lay prone close to me. It was thatof the Arab chief, who lay on his back, dead.

His face was almostblack; and his eyes were open, and staring horribly up at the sky,

asthough he saw there some dreadful vision. He had evidently beenstrangled; for on

looking, I found on his throat the red marks wherefingers had pressed. There seemed

so many of these marks that Icounted them. There were seven; and all parallel, except

the thumbmark, as though made with one hand. This thrilled me as I thought ofthe

mummy hand with the seven fingers.

"Even there, in the open desert, it seemed as if there could beenchantments!

"In my surprise, as I bent over him, I opened my right hand, which upto now I had

held shut with the feeling, instinctive even in sleep, ofkeeping safe that which it held.

As I did so, the Star Jewel heldthere fell out and struck the dead man on the mouth.

Mirabile dictuthere came forth at once from the dead mouth a great gush of blood,

inwhich the red jewel was for the moment lost. I turned the dead manover to look for

it, and found that he lay with his right hand bentunder him as though he had fallen on

it; and in it he held a greatknife, keen of point and edge, such as Arabs carry at the

belt. It mayhave been that he was about to murder me when vengeance came on

him,whether from man or God, or the Gods of Old, I know not. Suffice it,that when I

found my Ruby Jewel, which shone up as a living star fromthe mess of blood wherein

it lay, I paused not, but fled from theplace. I journeyed on alone through the hot

desert, till, by God'sgrace, I came upon an Arab tribe camping by a well, who gave

me salt.With them I rested till they had set me on my way.

"I know not what became of the mummy hand, or of those who had it.What strife, or



suspicion, or disaster, or greed went with it I knownot; but some such cause there

must have been, since those who had itfled with it. It doubtless is used as a charm of

potence by somedesert tribe.

"At the earliest opportunity I made examination of the Star Ruby, as Iwished to try to

understand what was graven on it. The symbols--whosemeaning, however, I could

not understand--were as follows..."

Twice, whilst I had been reading this engrossing narrative, I hadthought that I had

seen across the page streaks of shade, which theweirdness of the subject had made to

seem like the shadow of a hand.On the first of these occasions I found that the

illusion came from thefringe of green silk around the lamp; but on the second I had

lookedup, and my eyes had lit on the mummy hand across the room on which

thestarlight was falling under the edge of the blind. It was of littlewonder that I had

connected it with such a narrative; for if my eyestold me truly, here, in this room with

me, was the very hand of whichthe traveller Van Huyn had written. I looked over at

the bed; and itcomforted me to think that the Nurse still sat there, calm and

wakeful.At such a time, with such surrounds, during such a narrative, it waswell to

have assurance of the presence of some living person.

I sat looking at the book on the table before me; and so many strangethoughts

crowded on me that my mind began to whirl. It was almost asif the light on the white

fingers in front of me was beginning to havesome hypnotic effect. All at once, all

thoughts seemed to stop; andfor an instant the world and time stood still.

There lay a real hand across the book! What was there to so overcomeme, as was the

case? I knew the hand that I saw on the book--and lovedit. Margaret Trelawny's hand

was a joy to me to see--to touch; and yetat that moment, coming after other

marvellous things, it had astrangely moving effect on me. It was but momentary,

however, and hadpassed even before her voice had reached me.



Page 23

Source Creation Date: July 10, 2025, 6:18 am

"What disturbs you? What are you staring at the book for? I thoughtfor an instant that

you must have been overcome again!" I jumped up.

"I was reading," I said, "an old book from the library." As I spoke Iclosed it and put it

under my arm. "I shall now put it back, as Iunderstand that your Father wishes all

things, especially books, keptin their proper places." My words were intentionally

misleading; for Idid not wish her to know what I was reading, and thought it best not

towake her curiosity by leaving the book about. I went away, but not tothe library; I

left the book in my room where I could get it when I hadhad my sleep in the day.

When I returned Nurse Kennedy was ready to goto bed; so Miss Trelawny watched

with me in the room. I did not wantany book whilst she was present. We sat close

together and talked in awhisper whilst the moments flew by. It was with surprise that

I notedthe edge of the curtains changing from grey to yellow light. What wetalked of

had nothing to do with the sick man, except in so far thatall which concerned his

daughter must ultimately concern him. But ithad nothing to say to Egypt, or

mummies, or the dead, or caves, orBedouin chiefs. I could well take note in the

growing light thatMargaret's hand had not seven fingers, but five; for it lay in mine.

When Doctor Winchester arrived in the morning and had made his visit tohis patient,

he came to see me as I sat in the dining-room having alittle meal--breakfast or supper,

I hardly knew which it was--before Iwent to lie down. Mr. Corbeck came in at the

same time; and we resumedout conversation where we had left it the night before. I

told Mr.Corbeck that I had read the chapter about the finding of the tomb, andthat I

thought Doctor Winchester should read it, too. The latter saidthat, if he might, he

would take it with him; he had that morning tomake a railway journey to Ipswich, and

would read it on the train. Hesaid he would bring it back with him when he came

again in the evening.I went up to my room to bring it down; but I could not find



itanywhere. I had a distinct recollection of having left it on the littletable beside my

bed, when I had come up after Miss Trelawny's going onduty into the sick-room. It

was very strange; for the book was not ofa kind that any of the servants would be

likely to take. I had to comeback and explain to the others that I could not find it.

When Doctor Winchester had gone, Mr. Corbeck, who seemed to know

theDutchman's work by heart, talked the whole matter over with me. I toldhim that I

was interrupted by a change of nurses, just as I had come tothe description of the ring.

He smiled as he said:

"So far as that is concerned, you need not be disappointed. Not in VanHuyn's time,

nor for nearly two centuries later, could the meaning ofthat engraving have been

understood. It was only when the work wastaken up and followed by Young and

Champollion, by Birch and Lepsiusand Rosellini and Salvolini, by Mariette Bey and

by Wallis Budge andFlinders Petrie and the other scholars of their times that

greatresults ensued, and that the true meaning of hieroglyphic was known.

"Later, I shall explain to you, if Mr. Trelawny does not explain ithimself, or if he

does not forbid me to, what it means in thatparticular place. I think it will be better

for you to know whatfollowed Van Huyn's narrative; for with the description of the

stone,and the account of his bringing it to Holland at the termination of histravels, the

episode ends. Ends so far as his book is concerned. Thechief thing about the book is

that it sets others thinking--and acting.Amongst them were Mr. Trelawny and myself.

Mr. Trelawny is a goodlinguist of the Orient, but he does not know Northern tongues.

As forme I have a faculty for learning languages; and when I was pursuing mystudies

in Leyden I learned Dutch so that I might more easily makereferences in the library

there. Thus it was, that at the very timewhen Mr. Trelawny, who, in making his great

collection of works onEgypt, had, through a booksellers' catalogue, acquired this

volume withthe manuscript translation, was studying it, I was reading anothercopy, in

original Dutch, in Leyden. We were both struck by thedescription of the lonely tomb

in the rock; cut so high up as to beinaccessible to ordinary seekers: with all means of



reaching itcarefully obliterated; and yet with such an elaborate ornamentation ofthe

smoothed surface of the cliff as Van Huyn has described. It alsostruck us both as an

odd thing--for in the years b

etween Van Huyn'stime and our own the general knowledge of Egyptian curios and

recordshas increased marvellously--that in the case of such a tomb, made insuch a

place, and which must have cost an immense sum of money, therewas no seeming

record or effigy to point out who lay within. Moreover,the very name of the place,

'the Valley of the Sorcerer', had, in aprosaic age, attractions of its own. When we met,

which we did throughhis seeking the assistance of other Egyptologists in his work,

wetalked over this as we did over many other things; and we determined tomake

search for the mysterious valley. Whilst we were waiting to starton the travel, for

many things were required which Mr. Trelawnyundertook to see to himself, I went to

Holland to try if I could by anytraces verify Van Huyn's narrative. I went straight to

Hoorn, and setpatiently to work to find the house of the traveller and hisdescendants,

if any. I need not trouble you with details of myseeking--and finding. Hoorn is a

place that has not changed much sinceVan Huyn's time, except that it has lost the

place which it heldamongst commercial cities. Its externals are such as they had

beenthen; in such a sleepy old place a century or two does not count formuch. I found

the house, and discovered that none of the descendantswere alive. I searched records;

but only to one end--death andextinction. Then I set me to work to find what had

become of histreasures; for that such a traveller must have had great treasures

wasapparent. I traced a good many to museums in Leyden, Utrecht, andAmsterdam;

and some few to the private houses of rich collectors. Atlast, in the shop of an old

watchmaker and jeweller at Hoorn, I foundwhat he considered his chiefest treasure; a

great ruby, carven like ascarab, with seven stars, and engraven with hieroglyphics.

The old mandid not know hieroglyphic character, and in his old-world, sleepy life,the

philological discoveries of recent years had not reached him. Hedid not know

anything of Van Huyn, except that such a person had been,and that his name was,

during two centuries, venerated in the town as agreat traveller. He valued the jewel as

only a rare stone, spoiled inpart by the cutting; and though he was at first loth to part



with suchan unique gem, he became amenable ultimately to commercial reason. Ihad

a full purse, since I bought for Mr. Trelawny, who is, as I supposeyou know,

immensely wealthy. I was shortly on my way back to London,with the Star Ruby safe

in my pocket-book; and in my heart a joy andexultation which knew no bounds.

"For here we were with proof of Van Huyn's wonderful story. The jewelwas put in

security in Mr. Trelawny's great safe; and we started out onour journey of exploration

in full hope.

"Mr. Trelawny was, at the last, loth to leave his young wife whom hedearly loved;

but she, who loved him equally, knew his longing toprosecute the search. So keeping

to herself, as all good women do, allher anxieties--which in her case were special--

she bade him follow outhis bent."

Chapter XI

A Queen's Tomb

"Mr. Trelawny's hope was at least as great as my own. He is not sovolatile a man as I

am, prone to ups and downs of hope and despair; buthe has a fixed purpose which

crystallises hope into belief. At times Ihad feared that there might have been two such

stones, or that theadventures of Van Huyn were traveller's fictions, based on

someordinary acquisition of the curio in Alexandria or Cairo, or London

orAmsterdam. But Mr. Trelawny never faltered in his belief. We had manythings to

distract our minds from belief or disbelief. This was soonafter Arabi Pasha, and

Egypt was so safe place for travellers,especially if they were English. But Mr.

Trelawny is a fearless man;and I almost come to think at times that I am not a coward

myself. Wegot together a band of Arabs whom one or other of us had known

informer trips to the desert, and whom we could trust; that is, we didnot distrust them

as much as others. We were numerous enough toprotect ourselves from chance

marauding bands, and we took with uslarge impedimenta. We had secured the



consent and passive co-operationof the officials still friendly to Britain; in the

acquiring of whichconsent I need hardly say that Mr. Trelawny's riches were of

chiefimportance. We found our way in dhahabiyehs to Aswan; whence, havinggot

some Arabs from the Sheik and having given our usual backsheesh, weset out on our

journey through the desert.

"Well, after much wandering and trying every winding in theinterminable jumble of

hills, we came at last at nightfall on just sucha valley as Van Huyn had described. A

valley with high, steep cliffs;narrowing in the centre, and widening out to the eastern

and westernends. At daylight we were opposite the cliff and could easily note

theopening high up in the rock, and the hieroglyphic figures which wereevidently

intended originally to conceal it.

"But the signs which had baffled Van Huyn and those of his time--andlater, were no

secrets to us. The host of scholars who have giventheir brains and their lives to this

work, had wrested open themysterious prison-house of Egyptian language. On the

hewn face of therocky cliff we, who had learned the secrets, could read what the

Thebanpriesthood had had there inscribed nearly fifty centuries before.

"For that the external inscription was the work of the priesthood--anda hostile

priesthood at that--there could be no living doubt. Theinscription on the rock, written

in hieroglyphic, ran thus:

"'Hither the Gods come not at any summons. The "Nameless One" hasinsulted them

and is for ever alone. Go not nigh, lest their vengeancewither you away!'

"The warning must have been a terribly potent one at the time it waswritten and for

thousands of years afterwards; even when the languagein which it was given had

become a dead mystery to the people of theland. The tradition of such a terror lasts

longer than its cause. Evenin the symbols used there was an added significance of

alliteration.'For ever' is given in the hieroglyphics as 'millions of years'. Thissymbol



was repeated nine times, in three groups of three; and aftereach group a symbol of the

Upper World, the Under World, and the Sky.So that for this Lonely One there could

be, through the vengeance ofall the Gods, resurrection in neither the World of

Sunlight, in theWorld of the Dead, or for the soul in the region of the Gods.

"Neither Mr. Trelawny nor I dared to tell any of our people what thewriting meant.

For though they did not believe in the religion whencethe curse came, or in the Gods

whose vengeance was threatened, yet theywere so superstitious that they would

probably, had they known of it,have thrown up the whole task and run away.

"Their ignorance, however, and our discretion preserved us. We made anencampment

close at hand, but behind a jutting rock a little furtheralong the valley, so that they

might not have the inscription alwaysbefore them. For even that traditional name of

the place: 'The Valleyof the Sorcerer', had a fear for them; and for us through them.

Withthe timber which we had brought, we made a ladder up the face of therock. We

hung a pulley on a beam fixed to project from the top of thecliff. We found the great

slab of rock, which formed the door, placedclumsily in its place and secured by a few

stones. Its own weight keptit in safe position. In order to enter, we had to push it in;

and wepassed over it. We found the great coil of chain which Van Huyn haddescribed

fastened into the rock. There were, however, abundantevidences amid the wreckage

of the great stone door, which had revolvedon iron hinges at top and bottom, that

ample provision had beenoriginally made for closing and fastening it from within.

"Mr. Trelawny and I went alone into the tomb. We had brought plenty oflights with

us; and we fixed them as we went along. We wished to get acomplete survey at first,

and then make examination of all in detail.As we went on, we were filled with ever-

increasing wonder and delight.The tomb was one of the most magnificent and

beautiful which either ofus had ever seen. From the elaborate nature of the sculpture

andpainting, and the perfection of the workmanship, it was evident thatthe tomb was

prepared during the lifetime of her for whoseresting-place it was intended. The

drawing of the hieroglyphicpictures was fine, and the colouring superb; and in that



high cavern,far away from even the damp of the Nile-flood, all was as fresh as

whenthe artists had laid down their palettes. There was one thing which wecould not

avoid seeing. That although the cutting on the outside rockwas the work of the

priesthood, the smoothing of the cliff face wasprobably a part of the tomb-builder's

original design. The symbolismof the painting and cutting within all gave the same

idea. The outercavern, partly natural and partly hewn, was regarded architecturally

asonly an ante-chamber. At the end of it, so that it would face the east,was a pillared

portico, hewn out of the solid rock. The pillars weremassive and were seven-sided, a

thing which we had not come across inany other tomb. Sculptured on the architrave

was the Boat of the Moon,containing Hathor, cow-headed and bearing the disk and

plumes, and thedog-headed Hapi, the God of the North. It was steered by

Harpocratestowards the north, represented by the Pole Star surrounded by Draco

andUrsa Major. In the latter the stars that form what we call the 'Plough'were cut

larger than any of the other stars; and were filled with goldso that, in the light of

torches, they seemed to flame with a specialsignificance. Passing within the portico,

we found two of thearchitectural features of a rock tomb, the Chamber, or Chapel,

and thePit, all complete as Van Huyn had noticed, though in his day the namesgiven

to these parts by the Egyptians of old were unknown.

"The Stele, or record, which had its place low down on the westernwall, was so

remarkable that we examined it minutely, even before goingon our way to find the

mummy which was the object of our search. ThisStele was a great slab of lapis lazuli,

cut all over with hieroglyphicfigures of small size and of much beauty. The cutting

was filled inwith some cement of exceeding fineness, and of the colour of

purevermilion. The inscription began:

"'Tera, Queen of the Egypts, daughter of Antef, Monarch of the Northand the South.'

'Daughter of the Sun,' 'Queen of the Diadems'.

"It then set out, in full record, the history of her life and reign.



"The signs of sovereignty were given with a truly feminine profusion ofadornment.

The united Crowns of Upper and Lower Egypt were, inespecial, cut with exquisite

precision. It was new to us both to findthe Hejet and the Desher--the White and the

Red crowns of Upper andLower Egypt--on the Stele of a queen; for it was a rule,

withoutexception in the records, that in ancient Egypt either crown was wornonly by

a king; though they are to be found on goddesses. Later on wefound an explanation,

of which I shall say more presently.

"Such an inscription was in itself a matter so startling as to arrestattention from

anyone anywhere at any time; but you can have noconception of the effect which it

had upon us. Though our eyes werenot the first which had seen it, they were the first

which could see itwith understanding since first the slab of rock was fixed in the

cliffopening nearly five thousand years before. To us was given to readthis message

from the dead. This message of one who had warred againstthe Gods of Old, and

claimed to have controlled them at a time when thehierarchy professed to be the only

means of exciting their fears orgaining their good will.

"The walls of the

upper chamber of the Pit and the sarcophagus Chamberwere profusely inscribed; all

the inscriptions, except that on theStele, being coloured with bluish-green pigment.

The effect when seensideways as the eye caught the green facets, was that of an

old,discoloured Indian turquoise.

"We descended the Pit by the aid of the tackle we had brought with us.Trelawny went

first. It was a deep pit, more than seventy feet; but ithad never been filled up. The

passage at the bottom sloped up to thesarcophagus Chamber, and was longer than is

usually found. It had notbeen walled up.

"Within, we found a great sarcophagus of yellow stone. But that I neednot describe;

you have seen it in Mr. Trelawny's chamber. The cover ofit lay on the ground; it had



not been cemented, and was just as VanHuyn had described it. Needless to say, we

were excited as we lookedwithin. There must, however, be one sense of

disappointment. I couldnot help feeling how different must have been the sight which

met theDutch traveller's eyes when he looked within and found that white handlying

lifelike above the shrouding mummy cloths. It is true that apart of the arm was there,

white and ivory like.

"But there was a thrill to us which came not to Van Huyn!
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"The end of the wrist was covered with dried blood! It was as thoughthe body had

bled after death! The jagged ends of the broken wristwere rough with the clotted

blood; through this the white bone,sticking out, looked like the matrix of opal. The

blood had streameddown and stained the brown wrappings as with rust. Here, then,

wasfull confirmation of the narrative. With such evidence of thenarrator's truth before

us, we could not doubt the other matters whichhe had told, such as the blood on the

mummy hand, or marks of the sevenfingers on the throat of the strangled Sheik.

"I shall not trouble you with details of all we saw, or how we learnedall we knew.

Part of it was from knowledge common to scholars; part weread on the Stele in the

tomb, and in the sculptures and hieroglyphicpaintings on the walls.

"Queen Tera was of the Eleventh, or Theban Dynasty of Egyptian Kingswhich held

sway between the twenty-ninth and twenty-fifth centuriesbefore Christ. She

succeeded as the only child of her father, Antef.She must have been a girl of

extraordinary character as well asability, for she was but a young girl when her father

died. Her youthand sex encouraged the ambitious priesthood, which had then

achievedimmense power. By their wealth and numbers and learning they

dominatedall Egypt, more especially the Upper portion. They were then secretlyready

to make an effort for the achievement of their bold andlong-considered design, that of

transferring the governing power from aKingship to a Hierarchy. But King Antef had

suspected some suchmovement, and had taken the precaution of securing to his

daughter theallegiance of the army. He had also had her taught statecraft, and

hadeven made her learned in the lore of the very priests themselves. Hehad used

those of one cult against the other; each being hopeful ofsome present gain on its own

part by the influence of the King, or ofsome ultimate gain from its own influence over

his daughter. Thus, thePrincess had been brought up amongst scribes, and was herself



no meanartist. Many of these things were told on the walls in pictures or

inhieroglyphic writing of great beauty; and we came to the conclusionthat not a few

of them had been done by the Princess herself. It wasnot without cause that she was

inscribed on the Stele as 'Protector ofthe Arts'.

"But the King had gone to further lengths, and had had his daughtertaught magic, by

which she had power over Sleep and Will. This wasreal magic--"black" magic; not

the magic of the temples, which, I mayexplain, was of the harmless or "white" order,

and was intended toimpress rather than to effect. She had been an apt pupil; and had

gonefurther than her teachers. Her power and her resources had given hergreat

opportunities, of which she had availed herself to the full. Shehad won secrets from

nature in strange ways; and had even gone to thelength of going down into the tomb

herself, having been swathed andcoffined and left as dead for a whole month. The

priests had tried tomake out that the real Princess Tera had died in the experiment,

andthat another girl had been substituted; but she had conclusively provedtheir error.

All this was told in pictures of great merit. It wasprobably in her time that the impulse

was given in the restoring theartistic greatness of the Fourth Dynasty which had

found its perfectionin the days of Chufu.

"In the Chamber of the sarcophagus were pictures and writings to showthat she had

achieved victory over Sleep. Indeed, there was everywherea symbolism, wonderful

even in a land and an age of symbolism.Prominence was given to the fact that she,

though a Queen, claimed allthe privileges of kingship and masculinity. In one place

she waspictured in man's dress, and wearing the White and Red Crowns. In

thefollowing picture she was in female dress, but still wearing the Crownsof Upper

and Lower Egypt, while the discarded male raiment lay at herfeet. In every picture

where hope, or aim, of resurrection wasexpressed there was the added symbol of the

North; and in manyplaces--always in representations of important events, past,

present,or future--was a grouping of the stars of the Plough. She evidentlyregarded

this constellation as in some way peculiarly associated withherself.



"Perhaps the most remarkable statement in the records, both on theStele and in the

mural writings, was that Queen Tera had power tocompel the Gods. This, by the way,

was not an isolated belief inEgyptian history; but was different in its cause. She had

engraved ona ruby, carved like a scarab, and having seven stars of seven

points,Master Words to compel all the Gods, both of the Upper and the UnderWorlds.

"In the statement it was plainly set forth that the hatred of thepriests was, she knew,

stored up for her, and that they would after herdeath try to suppress her name. This

was a terrible revenge, I maytell you, in Egyptian mythology; for without a name no

one can afterdeath be introduced to the Gods, or have prayers said for him.Therefore,

she had intended her resurrection to be after a long timeand in a more northern land,

under the constellation whose seven starshad ruled her birth. To this end, her hand

was to be in theair--'unwrapped'--and in it the Jewel of Seven Stars, so that

whereverthere was air she might move even as her Ka could move! This,

afterthinking it over, Mr. Trelawny and I agreed meant that her body couldbecome

astral at command, and so move, particle by particle, and becomewhole again when

and where required. Then there was a piece of writingin which allusion was made to a

chest or casket in which were containedall the Gods, and Will, and Sleep, the two

latter being personified bysymbols. The box was mentioned as with seven sides. It

was not much ofa surprise to us when, underneath the feet of the mummy, we found

theseven-sided casket, which you have also seen in Mr. Trelawny's room.On the

underneath part of the wrapping--linen of the left foot waspainted, in the same

vermilion colour as that used in the Stele, thehieroglyphic symbol for much water,

and underneath the right foot thesymbol of the earth. We made out the symbolism to

be that her body,immortal and transferable at will, ruled both the land and water,

airand fire--the latter being exemplified by the light of the Jewel Stone,and further by

the flint and iron which lay outside the mummy wrappings.

"As we lifted the casket from the sarcophagus, we noticed on its sidesthe strange

protuberances which you have already seen; but we wereunable at the time to account

for them. There were a few amulets inthe sarcophagus, but none of any special worth



or significance. Wetook it that if there were such, they were within the wrappings;

ormore probably in the strange casket underneath the mummy's feet. This,however,

we could not open. There were signs of there being a cover;certainly the upper

portion and the lower were each in one piece. Thefine line, a little way from the top,

appeared to be where the coverwas fixed; but it was made with such exquisite

fineness and finish thatthe joining could hardly be seen. Certainly the top could not

be moved.We took it, that it was in some way fastened from within. I tell youall this

in order that you may understand things with which you may bein contact later. You

must suspend your judgment entirely. Suchstrange things have happened regarding

this mummy and all around it,that there is a necessity for new belief somewhere. It is

absolutelyimpossible to reconcile certain things which have happened with

theordinary currents of life or knowledge.

"We stayed around the Valley of the Sorcerer, till we had copiedroughly all the

drawings and writings on the walls, ceiling and floor.We took with us the Stele of

lapis lazuli, whose graven record wascoloured with vermilion pigment. We took the

sarcophagus and themummy; the stone chest with the alabaster jars; the tables

ofbloodstone and alabaster and onyx and carnelian; and the ivory pillowwhose arch

rested on 'buckles', round each of which was twisted anuraeus wrought in gold. We

took all the articles which lay in theChapel, and the Mummy Pit; the wooden boats

with crews and the ushaptiufigures, and the symbolic amulets.

"When coming away we took down the ladders, and at a distance buriedthem in the

sand under a cliff, which we noted so that if necessary wemight find them again.

Then with our heavy baggage, we set out on ourlaborious journey back to the Nile. It

was no easy task, I tell you, tobring the case with that great sarcophagus over the

desert. We had arough cart and sufficient men to draw it; but the progress

seemedterribly slow, for we were anxious to get our treasures into a place ofsafety.

The night was an anxious time with us, for we feared attackfrom some marauding

band. But more still we feared some of those withus. They were, after all, but



predatory, unscrupulous men; and we hadwith us a considerable bulk of precious

things. They, or at least thedangerous ones amongst them, did not know why it was so

precious; theytook it for granted that it was material treasure of some kind that

wecarried. We had taken the mummy from the sarcophagus, and packed itfor safety

of travel in a separate case. During the first night twoattempts were made to steal

things from the cart; and two men werefound dead in the morning.

"On the second night there came on a violent storm, one of thoseterrible simooms of

the desert which makes one feel his helplessness.We were overwhelmed with drifting

sand. Some of our Bedouins had fledbefore the storm, hoping to find shelter; the rest

of us, wrapped inour bournous, endured with what patience we could. In the

morning,when the storm had passed, we recovered from under the piles of sandwhat

we could of our impedimenta. We found the case in which the mummyhad been

packed all broken, but the mummy itself could nowhere befound. We searched

everywhere around, and dug up the sand which hadpiled around us; but in vain. We

did not know what to do, for Trelawnyhad his heart set on taking home that mummy.

We waited a whole day inhopes that the Bedouins, who had fled, would return; we

had a blindhope that they might have in some way removed the mummy from the

cart,and would restore it. That night, just before dawn, Mr. Trelawny wokeme up and

whispered in my ear:

"'We must go back to the tomb in the Valley of the Sorcerer. Show nohesitation in the

morning when I give the orders! If you ask anyquestions as to where we are going it

will create suspicion, and willdefeat our purpose."

"'All right!" I answered. "But why shall we go there?' His answerseemed to thrill

through me as though it had struck some chord readytuned within:

"'We shall find the mummy there! I am sure of it!' Then anticipatingdoubt or

argument he added:



"'Wait, and you shall see!' and he sank back into his blanket again.

"The Arabs were surprised when we retraced our steps; and some of themwere not

satisfied. There was a good deal of friction, and there wereseveral desertions; so that

it was with a diminished following that wetook our way eastward again. At first the

Sheik did not manifest anycuriosity as to our definite destination; but when it became

apparentthat we were again making for the Valley of the Sorcerer, he too

showedconcern. This grew as we drew near; till finally at the entrance ofthe valley he

halted and refused to go further. He said he would awaitour return if we chose to go

on alone. That he would wait three days;but if by that time we had not returned he

would leave. No offer ofmoney would tempt him to depart from this resolution. The

onlyconcession he would make was that he would find the ladders and bringthem

near the cliff. This he did; and then, with the rest of thetroop, he went back to wait at

the entrance of the valley.

"Mr. Trelawny and I took ropes and torches, and again ascended to thetomb. It was

evident that someone had been there in our absence, forthe stone slab which protected

the entrance to the tomb was lying flatinside, and a rope was dangling from the cliff

summit. Within, therewas another rope hanging into the shaft of the Mummy Pit. We

looked ateach other; but neither said a word. We fixed our own rope, and asarranged

Trelawny descended first, I following at once. It was nottill we stood together at the

foot of the shaft that the thoughtflashed across me that we might be in some sort of a

trap; that someonemight descend the rope from the cliff, and by cutting the rope by

whichwe had lowered ourselves into the Pit, bury us there alive. Thethought was

horrifying; but it was too late to do anything. I remainedsilent. We both had torches,

so that there was ample light as wepassed through the passage and entered the

Chamber where thesarcophagus had stood. The first thing noticeable was the

emptiness ofthe place. Despite all its magnificent adornment, the tomb was made

adesolation by the absence of the great sarcophagus, to hold which itwas hewn in the

rock; of the chest with the alabaster jars; of thetables which had held the implements

and food for the use of the dead,and the ushaptiu figures.



"It was made more infinitely desolate still by the shrouded figure ofthe mummy of

Queen Tera which lay on the floor where the greatsarcophagus had stood! Beside it

lay, in the strange contortedattitudes of violent death, three of the Arabs who had

deserted fromour party. Their faces were black, and their hands and necks

weresmeared with blood which had burst from mouth and nose and eyes.

"On the throat of each were the marks, now blackening, of a hand ofseven fingers.

"Trelawny and I drew close, and clutched each other in awe and fear aswe looked.

"For, most wonderful of all, across the breast of the mummied Queen laya hand of

seven fingers, ivory white, the wrist only showing a scarlike a jagged red line, from

which seemed to depend drops of blood."

Chapter XII

The Magic Coffer

"When we recovered our amazement, which seemed to last unduly long, wedid not

lose any time carrying the mummy through the passage, andhoisting it up the Pit

shaft. I went first, to receive it at the top.As I looked down, I saw Mr. Trelawny lift

the severed hand and put itin his breast, manifestly to save it from being injured or

lost. Weleft the dead Arabs where they lay. With our ropes we lowered ourprecious

burden to the ground; and then took it to the entrance of thevalley where our escort

was to wait. To our astonishment we found themon the move. When we remonstrated

with the Sheik, he answered that hehad fulfilled his contract to the letter; he had

waited the three daysas arranged. I thought that he was lying to cover up his

baseintention of deserting us; and I found when we compared notes thatTrelawny had

the same suspicion. It was not till we arrived at Cairothat we found he was correct. It

was the 3rd of November 1884 when weentered the Mummy Pit for the second time;

we had reason to rememberthe date.



"We had lost three whole days of our reckoning--out of ourlives--whilst we had stood

wondering in that chamber of the dead. Wasit strange, then, that we had a

superstitious feeling with regard tothe dead Queen Tera and all belonging to her? Is it

any wonder that itrests with us now, with a bewildering sense of some power

outsideourselves or our comprehension? Will it be any wonder if it go down tothe

grave with us at the appointed time? If, indeed, there be anygraves for us who have

robbed the dead!" He was silent for quite aminute before he went on:

"We got to Cairo all right, and from there to Alexandria, where we wereto take ship

by the Messagerie service to Marseilles, and go thence byexpress to London. But

'The best-laid schemes o' mice and men Gang aft agley.'

At Alexandria, Trelawny found waiting a cable stating that Mrs.Trelawny had died in

giving birth to a daughter.

"Her stricken husband hurried off at once by the Orient Express; and Ihad to bring the

treasure alone to the desolate house. I got to Londonall safe; there seemed to be some

special good fortune to our journey.When I got to this house, the funeral had long

been over. The childhad been put out to nurse, and Mr. Trelawny had so far recovered

fromthe shock of his loss that he had set himself to take up again thebroken threads of

his life and his work. That he had had a shock, anda bad one, was apparent. The

sudden grey in his black hair was proofenough in itself; but in addition, the strong

cast of his features hadbecome set and stern. Since he received that cable in the

shippingoffice at Alexandria I have never seen a happy smile on his face.
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"Work is the best thing in such a case; and to his work he devotedhimself heart and

soul. The strange tragedy of his loss and gain--forthe child was born after the

mother's death--took place during the timethat we stood in that trance in the Mummy

Pit of Queen Tera. It seemedto have become in some way associated with his

Egyptian studies, andmore especially with the mysteries connected with the Queen.

He toldme very little about his daughter; but that two forces struggled in hismind

regarding her was apparent. I could see that he loved, almostidolised her. Yet he

could never forget that her birth had cost hermother's life. Also, there was something

whose existence seemed towring his father's heart, though he would never tell me

what it was.Again, he once said in a moment of relaxation of his purpose of silence:

"'She is unlike her mother; but in both feature and colour she has amarvellous

resemblance to the pictures of Queen Tera.'

"He said that he had sent her away to people who would care for her ashe could not;

and that till she became a woman she should have all thesimple pleasures that a

young girl might have, and that were best forher. I would often have talked with him

about her; but he would neversay much. Once he said to me: 'There are reasons why I

should notspeak more than is necessary. Some day you will know--and understand!'I

respected his reticence; and beyond asking after her on my returnafter a journey, I

have never spoken of her again. I had never seenher till I did so in your presence.

"Well, when the treasures which we had--ah!--taken from the tomb hadbeen brought

here, Mr. Trelawny arranged their disposition himself.The mummy, all except the

severed hand, he placed in the greatironstone sarcophagus in the hall. This was

wrought for the ThebanHigh Priest Uni, and is, as you may have remarked, all

inscribed withwonderful invocations to the old Gods of Egypt. The rest of the



thingsfrom the tomb he disposed about his own room, as you have seen.Amongst

them he placed, for special reasons of his own, the mummy hand.I think he regards

this as the most sacred of his possessions, withperhaps one exception. That is the

carven ruby which he calls the'Jewel of Seven Stars', which he keeps in that great safe

which islocked and guarded by various devices, as you know.

"I dare say you find this tedious; but I have had to explain it, sothat you should

understand all up to the present. It was a long timeafter my return with the mummy of

Queen Tera when Mr. Trelawnyre-opened the subject with me. He had been several

times to Egypt,sometimes with me and sometimes alone; and I had been several trips,

onmy own account or for him. But in all that time, nearly sixteen years,he never

mentioned the subject, unless when some pressing occasionsuggested, if it did not

necessitate, a reference.

"One morning early he sent for me in a hurry; I was then studying inthe British

Museum, and had rooms in Hart Street. When I came, he wasall on fire with

excitement. I had not seen him in such a glow sincebefore the news of his wife's

death. He took me at once into his room.The window blinds were down and the

shutters closed; not a ray ofdaylight came in. The ordinary lights in the room were not

lit, butthere were a lot of powerful electric lamps, fifty candle-power atleast, arranged

on one side of the room. The little bloodstone tableon which the heptagonal coffer

stands was drawn to the centre of theroom. The coffer looked exquisite in the glare of

light which shone onit. It actually seemed to glow as if lit in some way from within.

"'What do you think of it?' he asked.

"'It is like a jewel,' I answered. 'You may well call it the'sorcerer's Magic Coffer', if it

often looks like that. It almostseems to be alive.'

"'Do you know why it seems so?'



"'From the glare of the light, I suppose?'

"'Light of course,' he answered, 'but it is rather the disposition oflight.' As he spoke he

turned up the ordinary lights of the room andswitched off the special ones. The effect

on the stone box wassurprising; in a second it lost all its glowing effect. It was still

avery beautiful stone, as always; but it was stone and no more.

"'Do you notice anything about the arrangement of the lamps?' he asked.

"'No!'

"'They were in the shape of the stars in the Plough, as the stars arein the ruby!' The

statement came to me with a certain sense ofconviction. I do not know why, except

that there had been so manymysterious associations with the mummy and all

belonging to it that anynew one seemed enlightening. I listened as Trelawny went on

to explain:

"'For sixteen years I have never ceased to think of that adventure, orto try to find a

clue to the mysteries which came before us; but neveruntil last night did I seem to

find a solution. I think I must havedreamed of it, for I woke all on fire about it. I

jumped out of bedwith a determination of doing something, before I quite knew what

itwas that I wished to do. Then, all at once, the purpose was clearbefore me. There

were allusions in the writing on the walls of the tombto the seven stars of the Great

Bear that go to make up the Plough; andthe North was again and again emphasized.

The same symbols wererepeated with regard to the "Magic Box", as we called it. We

hadalready noticed those peculiar translucent spaces in the stone of thebox. You

remember the hieroglyphic writing had told that the jewelcame from the heart of an

aerolite, and that the coffer was cut from italso. It might be, I thought, that the light of

the seven stars,shining in the right direction, might have some effect on the box,

orsomething within it. I raised the blind and looked out. The Plough washigh in the

heavens, and both its stars and the Pole Star were straightopposite the window. I



pulled the table with the coffer out

into thelight, and shifted it until the translucent patches were in thedirection of the

stars. Instantly the box began to glow, as you saw itunder the lamps, though but

slightly. I waited and waited; but the skyclouded over, and the light died away. So I

got wires and lamps--youknow how often I use them in experiments--and tried the

effect ofelectric light. It took me some time to get the lamps properly placed,so that

they would correspond to the parts of the stone, but the momentI got them right the

whole thing began to glow as you have seen it.

"'I could get no further, however. There was evidently somethingwanting. All at once

it came to me that if light could have someeffect there should be in the tomb some

means of producing light, forthere could not be starlight in the Mummy Pit in the

cavern. Then thewhole thing seemed to become clear. On the bloodstone table, which

hasa hollow carved in its top, into which the bottom of the coffer fits, Ilaid the Magic

Coffer; and I at once saw that the odd protuberances socarefully wrought in the

substance of the stone corresponded in a wayto the stars in the constellation. These,

then, were to hold lights.

"'Eureka!' I cried. 'All we want now is the lamps.'" I tried placingthe electric lights on,

or close to, the protuberances. But the glownever came to the stone. So the conviction

grew on me that there werespecial lamps made for the purpose. If we could find

them, a step onthe road to solving the mystery should be gained.

"'But what about the lamps?' I asked. 'Where are they? When are we todiscover them?

How are we to know them if we do find them? What--"

"He stopped me at once:

"'One thing at a time!' he said quietly. 'Your first question containsall the rest. Where

are these lamps? I shall tell you: In the tomb!'



"'In the tomb!' I repeated in surprise. 'Why you and I searched theplace ourselves

from end to end; and there was not a sign of a lamp.Not a sign of anything remaining

when we came away the first time; oron the second, except the bodies of the Arabs.'

"Whilst I was speaking, he had uncoiled some large sheets of paperwhich he had

brought in his hand from his own room. These he spreadout on the great table,

keeping their edges down with books andweights. I knew them at a glance; they were

the careful copies whichhe had made of our first transcripts from the writing in the

tomb.When he had all ready, he turned to me and said slowly:

"'Do you remember wondering, when we examined the tomb, at the lack ofone thing

which is usually found in such a tomb?'

"'Yes! There was no serdab.'

"The serdab, I may perhaps explain," said Mr. Corbeck to me, "is a sortof niche built

or hewn in the wall of a tomb. Those which have as yetbeen examined bear no

inscriptions, and contain only effigies of thedead for whom the tomb was made."

Then he went on with his narrative:

"Trelawny, when he saw that I had caught his meaning, went on speakingwith

something of his old enthusiasm:

"'I have come to the conclusion that there must be a serdab--a secretone. We were

dull not to have thought of it before. We might haveknown that the maker of such a

tomb--a woman, who had shown in otherways such a sense of beauty and

completeness, and who had finishedevery detail with a feminine richness of

elaboration--would not haveneglected such an architectural feature. Even if it had not

its ownspecial significance in ritual, she would have had it as an adornment.Others

had had it, and she liked her own work to be complete. Dependupon it, there was--

there is--a serdab; and that in it, when it isdiscovered, we shall find the lamps. Of



course, had we known then whatwe now know or at all events surmise, that there

were lamps, we mighthave suspected some hidden spot, some cachet. I am going to

ask you togo out to Egypt again; to seek the tomb; to find the serdab; and tobring

back the lamps!'"

"'And if I find there is no serdab; or if discovering it I find nolamps in it, what then?'

He smiled grimly with that saturnine smile ofhis, so rarely seen for years past, as he

spoke slowly:

"'Then you will have to hustle till you find them!'
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"'Good!' I said. He pointed to one of the sheets.

"'Here are the transcripts from the Chapel at the south and the east.I have been

looking over the writings again; and I find that in sevenplaces round this corner are

the symbols of the constellation which wecall the Plough, which Queen Tera held to

rule her birth and herdestiny. I have examined them carefully, and I notice that they

areall representations of the grouping of the stars, as the constellationappears in

different parts of the heavens. They are all astronomicallycorrect; and as in the real

sky the Pointers indicate the Pole Star, sothese all point to one spot in the wall where

usually the serdab is tobe found!'

"'Bravo!' I shouted, for such a piece of reasoning demanded applause.He seemed

pleased as he went on:

"'When you are in the tomb, examine this spot. There is probably somespring or

mechanical contrivance for opening the receptacle. What itmay be, there is no use

guessing. You will know what best to do, whenyou are on the spot.'

"I started the next week for Egypt; and never rested till I stood againin the tomb. I

had found some of our old following; and was fairlywell provided with help. The

country was now in a condition verydifferent to that in which it had been sixteen

years before; there wasno need for troops or armed men.

"I climbed the rock face alone. There was no difficulty, for in thatfine climate the

woodwork of the ladder was still dependable. It waseasy to see that in the years that

had elapsed there had been othervisitors to the tomb; and my heart sank within me

when I thought thatsome of them might by chance have come across the secret place.



Itwould be a bitter discovery indeed to find that they had forestalledme; and that my

journey had been in vain.

"The bitterness was realised when I lit my torches, and passed betweenthe seven-

sided columns to the Chapel of the tomb.

"There, in the very spot where I had expected to find it, was theopening of a serdab.

And the serdab was empty.

"But the Chapel was not empty; for the dried-up body of a man in Arabdress lay close

under the opening, as though he had been stricken down.I examined all round the

walls to see if Trelawny's surmise wascorrect; and I found that in all the positions of

the stars as given,the Pointers of the Plough indicated a spot to the left hand, or

southside, of the opening of the serdab, where was a single star in gold.

"I pressed this, and it gave way. The stone which had marked the frontof the serdab,

and which lay back against the wall within, movedslightly. On further examining the

other side of the opening, I founda similar spot, indicated by other representations of

theconstellation; but this was itself a figure of the seven stars, andeach was wrought

in burnished gold. I pressed each star in turn; butwithout result. Then it struck me that

if the opening spring was onthe left, this on the right might have been intended for

thesimultaneous pressure of all the stars by one hand of seven fingers.By using both

my hands, I managed to effect this.

"With a loud click, a metal figure seemed to dart from close to theopening of the

serdab; the stone slowly swung back to its place, andshut with a click. The glimpse

which I had of the descending figureappalled me for the moment. It was like that

grim guardian which,according to the Arabian historian Ibn Abd Alhokin, the builder

of thePyramids, King Saurid Ibn Salhouk placed in the Western Pyramid todefend its

treasure: 'A marble figure, upright, with lance in hand;with on his head a serpent

wreathed. When any approached, the serpentwould bite him on one side, and twining



about his throat and killinghim, would return again to his place.'

"I knew well that such a figure was not wrought to pleasantry; and thatto brave it was

no child's play. The dead Arab at my feet was proof ofwhat could be done! So I

examined again along the wall; and found hereand there chippings as if someone had

been tapping with a heavy hammer.This then had been what happened: The grave-

robber, more expert at hiswork than we had been, and suspecting the presence of a

hidden serdab,had made essay to find it. He had struck the spring by chance;

hadreleased the avenging 'Treasurer', as the Arabian writer designatedhim. The issue

spoke for itself. I got a piece of wood, and, standingat a safe distance, pr

essed with the end of it upon the star.

"Instantly the stone flew back. The hidden figure within dartedforward and thrust out

its lance. Then it rose up and disappeared. Ithought I might now safely press on the

seven stars; and did so. Againthe stone rolled back; and the 'Treasurer' flashed by to

his hiddenlair.

"I repeated both experiments several times; with always the sameresult. I should have

liked to examine the mechanism of that figure ofsuch malignant mobility; but it was

not possible without such tools ascould not easily be had. It might be necessary to cut

into a wholesection of the rock. Some day I hope to go back, properly equipped,and

attempt it.

"Perhaps you do not know that the entrance to a serdab is almost alwaysvery narrow;

sometimes a hand can hardly be inserted. Two things Ilearned from this serdab. The

first was that the lamps, if lamps atall there had been, could not have been of large

size; and secondly,that they would be in some way associated with Hathor, whose

symbol,the hawk in a square with the right top corner forming a smallersquare, was

cut in relief on the wall within, and coloured the brightvermilion which we had found

on the Stele. Hathor is the goddess whoin Egyptian mythology answers to Venus of



the Greeks, in as far as sheis the presiding deity of beauty and pleasure. In the

Egyptianmythology, however, each God has many forms; and in some aspects

Hathorhas to do with the idea of resurrection. There are seven forms orvariants of the

Goddess; why should not these correspond in some way tothe seven lamps! That

there had been such lamps, I was convinced. Thefirst grave-robber had met his death;

the second had found the contentsof the serdab. The first attempt had been made

years since; the stateof the body proved this. I had no clue to the second attempt.

Itmight have been long ago; or it might have been recently. If, however,others had

been to the tomb, it was probable that the lamps had beentaken long ago. Well! all the

more difficult would be my search; forundertaken it must be!

"That was nearly three years ago; and for all that time I have beenlike the man in the

Arabian Nights, seeking old lamps, not for new, butfor cash. I dared not say what I

was looking for, or attempt to giveany description; for such would have defeated my

purpose. But I had inmy own mind at the start a vague idea of what I must find. In

processof time this grew more and more clear; till at last I almost overshotmy mark

by searching for something which might have been wrong.

"The disappointments I suffered, and the wild-goose chases I made,would fill a

volume; but I persevered. At last, not two months ago, Iwas shown by an old dealer

in Mossul one lamp such as I had looked for.I had been tracing it for nearly a year,

always sufferingdisappointment, but always buoyed up to further endeavour by a

growinghope that I was on the track.

"I do not know how I restrained myself when I realised that, at last, Iwas at least close

to success. I was skilled, however, in the finesseof Eastern trade; and the Jew-Arab-

Portugee trader met his match. Iwanted to see all his stock before buying; and one by

one he produced,amongst masses of rubbish, seven different lamps. Each of them had

adistinguishing mark; and each and all was some form of the symbol ofHathor. I

think I shook the imperturbability of my swarthy friend bythe magnitude of my

purchases; for in order to prevent him guessingwhat form of goods I sought, I nearly



cleared out his shop. At the endhe nearly wept, and said I had ruined him; for now he

had nothing tosell. He would have torn his hair had he known what price I

shouldultimately have given for some of his stock, that perhaps he valuedleast.

"I parted with most of my merchandise at normal price as I hurriedhome. I did not

dare to give it away, or even lose it, lest I shouldincur suspicion. My burden was far

too precious to be risked by anyfoolishness now. I got on as fast as it is possible to

travel in suchcountries; and arrived in London with only the lamps and

certainportable curios and papyri which I had picked up on my travels.

"Now, Mr. Ross, you know all I know; and I leave it to your discretionhow much, if

any of it, you will tell Miss Trelawny."

As he finished a clear young voice said behind us:

"What about Miss Trelawny? She is here!"

We turned, startled; and looked at each other inquiringly. MissTrelawny stood in the

doorway. We did not know how long she had beenpresent, or how much she had

heard.

Chapter XIII

Awaking From the Trance

The first unexpected words may always startle a hearer; but when theshock is over,

the listener's reason has asserted itself, and he canjudge of the manner, as well as of

the matter, of speech. Thus it wason this occasion. With intelligence now alert, I

could not doubt ofthe simple sincerity of Margaret's next question.

"What have you two men been talking about all this time, Mr. Ross? Isuppose, Mr.



Corbeck has been telling you all his adventures in findingthe lamps. I hope you will

tell me too, some day, Mr. Corbeck; butthat must not be till my poor Father is better.

He would like, I amsure, to tell me all about these things himself; or to be present

whenI heard them." She glanced sharply from one to the other. "Oh, thatwas what

you were saying as I came in? All right! I shall wait; but Ihope it won't be long. The

continuance of Father's condition is, Ifeel, breaking me down. A little while ago I felt

that my nerves weregiving out; so I determined to go out for a walk in the Park. I

amsure it will do me good. I want you, if you will, Mr. Ross, to be withFather whilst I

am away. I shall feel secure then."

I rose with alacrity, rejoicing that the poor girl was going out, evenfor half an hour.

She was looking terribly wearied and haggard; and thesight of her pale cheeks made

my heart ache. I went to the sick-room;and sat down in my usual place. Mrs. Grant

was then on duty; we hadnot found it necessary to have more than one person in the

room duringthe day. When I came in, she took occasion to go about some

householdduty. The blinds were up, but the north aspect of the room softened thehot

glare of the sunlight without.

I sat for a long time thinking over all that Mr. Corbeck had told me;and weaving its

wonders into the tissue of strange things which hadcome to pass since I had entered

the house. At times I was inclined todoubt; to doubt everything and every one; to

doubt even the evidencesof my own five senses. The warnings of the skilled detective

keptcoming back to my mind. He had put down Mr. Corbeck as a clever liar,and a

confederate of Miss Trelawny. Of Margaret! That settled it!Face to face with such a

proposition as that, doubt vanished. Eachtime when her image, her name, the merest

thought of her, came beforemy mind, each event stood out stark as a living fact. My

life upon herfaith!
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I was recalled from my reverie, which was fast becoming a dream oflove, in a

startling manner. A voice came from the bed; a deep,strong, masterful voice. The first

note of it called up like a clarionmy eyes and my ears. The sick man was awake and

speaking!

"Who are you? What are you doing here?"

Whatever ideas any of us had ever formed of his waking, I am quite surethat none of

us expected to see him start up all awake and full masterof himself. I was so surprised

that I answered almost mechanically:

"Ross is my name. I have been watching by you!" He looked surprisedfor an instant,

and then I could see that his habit of judging forhimself came into play.

"Watching by me! How do you mean? Why watching by me?" His eye hadnow lit on

his heavily bandaged wrist. He went on in a different tone;less aggressive, more

genial, as of one accepting facts:

"Are you a doctor?" I felt myself almost smiling as I answered; therelief from the

long pressure of anxiety regarding his life wasbeginning to tell:

"No, sir!"

"Then why are you here? If you are not a doctor, what are you?" Histone was again

more dictatorial. Thought is quick; the whole train ofreasoning on which my answer

must be based flooded through my brainbefore the words could leave my lips.

Margaret! I must think ofMargaret! This was her father, who as yet knew nothing of



me; even ofmy very existence. He would be naturally curious, if not anxious, toknow

why I amongst men had been chosen as his daughter's friend on theoccasion of his

illness. Fathers are naturally a little jealous insuch matters as a daughter's choice, and

in the undeclared state of mylove for Margaret I must do nothing which could

ultimately embarrassher.

"I am a Barrister. It is not, however, in that capacity I am here; butsimply as a friend

of your daughter. It was probably her knowledge ofmy being a lawyer which first

determined her to ask me to come when shethought you had been murdered.

Afterwards she was good enough toconsider me to be a friend, and to allow me to

remain in accordancewith your expressed wish that someone should remain to

watch."

Mr. Trelawny was manifestly a man of quick thought, and of few words.He gazed at

me keenly as I spoke, and his piercing eyes seemed to readmy thought. To my relief

he said no more on the subject just then,seeming to accept my words in simple faith.

There was evidently in hisown mind some cause for the acceptance deeper than my

own knowledge.His eyes flashed, and there was an unconscious movement of

themouth--it could hardly be called a twitch--which betokenedsatisfaction. He was

following out some train of reasoning in his ownmind. Suddenly he said:

"She thought I had been murdered! Was that last night?"

"No! four days ago." He seemed surprised. Whilst he had been speakingthe first time

he had sat up in bed; now he made a movement as thoughhe would jump out. With an

effort, however, he restrained himself;leaning back on his pillows he said quietly:

"Tell me all about it! All you know! Every detail! Omit nothing!But stay; first lock

the door! I want to know, before I see anyone,exactly how things stand."

Somehow his last words made my heart leap. "Anyone!" He evidentlyaccepted me,



then, as an exception. In my present state of feeling forhis daughter, this was a

comforting thought. I felt exultant as I wentover to the door and softly turned the key.

When I came back I foundhim sitting up again. He said:

"Go on!"

Accordingly, I told him every detail, even of the slightest which Icould remember, of

what had happened from the moment of my arrival atthe house. Of course I said

nothing of my feeling towards Margaret,and spoke only concerning those things

already within his ownknowledge. With regard to Corbeck, I simply said that he had

broughtback some lamps of which he had been in quest. Then I proceeded totell him

fully of their loss, and of their re-discovery in the house.

He listened with a self-control which, under the circumstances, was tome little less

than marvellous. It was impassiveness, for at times hiseyes would flash or blaze, and

the strong fingers of his uninjured handwould grip the sheet, pulling it into far-

extending wrinkles. This wasmost noticeable when I told him of the return of

Corbeck, and thefinding of the lamps in the boudoir. At times he spoke, but only a

fewwords, and as if unconsciously in emotional comment. The mysteriousparts, those

which had most puzzled us, seemed to have no specialinterest for him; he seemed to

know them already. The utmost concernhe showed was when I told him of Daw's

shooting. His muttered comment:"stupid ass!" together with a quick glance across the

room at theinjured cabinet, marked the measure of his disgust. As I told him ofhis

daughter's harrowing anxiety for him, of her unending care anddevotion, of the tender

love which she had shown, he seemed much moved.There was a sort of veiled

surprise in his unconscious whisper:

"Margaret! Margaret!"

When I had finished my narration, bringing matters up to the momentwhen Miss

Trelawny had gone out for her walk--I thought of her as "MissTrelawny', not as



'Margaret' now, in the presence of her father--heremained silent for quite a long time.

It was probably two or threeminutes; but it seemed interminable. All at once he

turned and said tome briskly:

"Now tell me all about yourself!" This was something of a floorer; Ifelt myself grow

red-hot. Mr. Trelawny's eyes were upon me; they werenow calm and inquiring, but

never ceasing in their soul-searchingscrutiny. There was just a suspicion of a smile on

the mouth which,though it added to my embarrassment, gave me a certain measure

ofrelief. I was, however, face to face with difficulty; and the habit ofmy life stood me

in good stead. I looked him straight in the eyes as Ispoke:

"My name, as I told you, is Ross, Malcolm Ross. I am by profession aBarrister. I was

made a Q. C. in the last year of the Queen's reign.I have been fairly successful in my

work." To my relief he said:

"Yes, I know. I have always heard wel

l of you! Where and when did youmeet Margaret?"

"First at the Hay's in Belgrave Square, ten days ago. Then at a picnicup the river with

Lady Strathconnell. We went from Windsor to Cookham.Mar--Miss Trelawny was in

my boat. I scull a little, and I had my ownboat at Windsor. We had a good deal of

conversation--naturally."

"Naturally!" there was just a suspicion of something sardonic in thetone of

acquiescence; but there was no other intimation of his feeling.I began to think that as

I was in the presence of a strong man, Ishould show something of my own strength.

My friends, and sometimes myopponents, say that I am a strong man. In my present

circumstances,not to be absolutely truthful would be to be weak. So I stood up tothe

difficulty before me; always bearing in mind, however, that mywords might affect

Margaret's happiness through her love for herfather. I went on:



"In conversation at a place and time and amid surroundings so pleasing,and in a

solitude inviting to confidence, I got a glimpse of her innerlife. Such a glimpse as a

man of my years and experience may get froma young girl!" The father's face grew

graver as I went on; but he saidnothing. I was committed now to a definite line of

speech, and went onwith such mastery of my mind as I could exercise. The occasion

mightbe fraught with serious consequences to me too.

"I could not but see that there was over her spirit a sense ofloneliness which was

habitual to her. I thought I understood it; I ammyself an only child. I ventured to

encourage her to speak to mefreely; and was happy enough to succeed. A sort of

confidence becameestablished between us." There was something in the father's

facewhich made me add hurriedly:

"Nothing was said by her, sir, as you can well imagine, which was notright and

proper. She only told me in the impulsive way of one longingto give voice to

thoughts long carefully concealed, of her yearning tobe closer to the father whom she

loved; more en rapport with him; morein his confidence; closer within the circle of

his sympathies. Oh,believe me, sir, that it was all good! All that a father's heart

couldhope or wish for! It was all loyal! That she spoke it to me wasperhaps because I

was almost a stranger with whom there was no previousbarrier to confidence."

Here I paused. It was hard to go on; and I feared lest I might, in myzeal, do Margaret

a disservice. The relief of the strain came from herfather.

"And you?"
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"Sir, Miss Trelawny is very sweet and beautiful! She is young; and hermind is like

crystal! Her sympathy is a joy! I am not an old man, andmy affections were not

engaged. They never had been till then. I hopeI may say as much, even to a father!"

My eyes involuntarily dropped.When I raised them again Mr. Trelawny was still

gazing at me keenly.All the kindliness of his nature seemed to wreath itself in a smile

ashe held out his hand and said:

"Malcolm Ross, I have always heard of you as a fearless and honourablegentleman. I

am glad my girl has such a friend! Go on!"

My heart leaped. The first step to the winning of Margaret's fatherwas gained. I dare

say I was somewhat more effusive in my words and mymanner as I went on. I

certainly felt that way.

"One thing we gain as we grow older: to use our age judiciously! Ihave had much

experience. I have fought for it and worked for it allmy life; and I felt that I was

justified in using it. I ventured toask Miss Trelawny to count on me as a friend; to let

me serve hershould occasion arise. She promised me that she would. I had littleidea

that my chance of serving her should come so soon or in such away; but that very

night you were stricken down. In her desolation andanxiety she sent for me!" I

paused. He continued to look at me as Iwent on:

"When your letter of instructions was found, I offered my services.They were

accepted, as you know."

"And these days, how did they pass for you?" The question startled me.There was in

it something of Margaret's own voice and manner; somethingso greatly resembling



her lighter moments that it brought out all themasculinity in me. I felt more sure of

my ground now as I said:

"These days, sir, despite all their harrowing anxiety, despite all thepain they held for

the girl whom I grew to love more and more with eachpassing hour, have been the

happiest of my life!" He kept silence fora long time; so long that, as I waited for him

to speak, with my heartbeating, I began to wonder if my frankness had been too

effusive. Atlast he said:

"I suppose it is hard to say so much vicariously. Her poor mothershould have heard

you; it would have made her heart glad!" Then ashadow swept across his face; and he

went on more hurriedly.

"But are you quite sure of all this?"

"I know my own heart, sir; or, at least, I think I do!"

"No! no!" he answered, "I don't mean you. That is all right! But youspoke of my girl's

affection for me ... and yet...! And yet she hasbeen living here, in my house, a whole

year... Still, she spoke to youof her loneliness--her desolation. I never--it grieves me

to say it,but it is true--I never saw sign of such affection towards myself inall the

year!..." His voice trembled away into sad, reminiscentintrospection.

"Then, sir," I said, "I have been privileged to see more in a few daysthan you in her

whole lifetime!" My words seemed to call him up fromhimself; and I thought that it

was with pleasure as well as surprisethat he said:

"I had no idea of it. I thought that she was indifferent to me. Thatwhat seemed like

the neglect of her youth was revenging itself on me.That she was cold of heart.... It is

a joy unspeakable to me that hermother's daughter loves me too!" Unconsciously he

sank back upon hispillow, lost in memories of the past.



How he must have loved her mother! It was the love of her mother'schild, rather than

the love of his own daughter, that appealed to him.My heart went out to him in a

great wave of sympathy and kindliness. Ibegan to understand. To understand the

passion of these two great,silent, reserved natures, that successfully concealed the

burninghunger for the other's love! It did not surprise me when presently

hemurmured to himself:

"Margaret, my child! Tender, and thoughtful, and strong, and true, andbrave! Like her

dear mother! like her dear mother!"

And then to the very depths of my heart I rejoiced that I had spoken sofrankly.

Presently Mr. Trelawny said:

"Four days! The sixteenth! Then this is the twentieth of July?" Inodded affirmation;

he went on:

"So I have been lying in a trance for four days. It is not the firsttime. I was in a trance

once under strange conditions for three days;and never even suspected it till I was

told of the lapse of time. Ishall tell you all about it some day, if you care to hear."

That made me thrill with pleasure. That he, Margaret's father, wouldso take me into

his confidence made it possible.... The business-like,every-day alertness of his voice

as he spoke next quite recalled me:

"I had better get up now. When Margaret comes in, tell her yourselfthat I am all right.

It will avoid any shock! And will you tellCorbeck that I would like to see him as soon

as I can. I want to seethose lamps, and hear all about them!"

His attitude towards me filled me with delight. There was a possiblefather-in-law

aspect that would have raised me from a death-bed. I washurrying away to carry out



his wishes; when, however, my hand was onthe key of the door, his voice recalled

me:

"Mr. Ross!"

I did not like to hear him say "Mr." After he knew of my friendshipwith his daughter

he had called me Malcolm Ross; and this obviousreturn to formality not only pained,

but filled me with apprehension.It must be something about Margaret. I thought of

her as "Margaret"and not as "Miss Trelawny", now that there was danger of losing

her. Iknow now what I felt then: that I was determined to fight for herrather than lose

her. I came back, unconsciously holding myself erect.Mr. Trelawny, the keen

observer of men, seemed to read my thought; hisface, which was set in a new anxiety,

relaxed as he said:

"Sit down a minute; it is better that we speak now than later. We areboth men, and

men of the world. All this about my daughter is very newto me, and very sudden; and

I want to know exactly how and where Istand. Mind, I am making no objection; but

as a father I have dutieswhic

h are grave, and may prove to be painful. I--I"--he seemedslightly at a loss how to

begin, and this gave me hope--"I suppose I amto take it, from what you have said to

me of your feelings towards mygirl, that it is in your mind to be a suitor for her hand,

later on?"I answered at once:

"Absolutely! Firm and fixed; it was my intention the evening after Ihad been with her

on the river, to seek you, of course after a properand respectful interval, and to ask

you if I might approach her on thesubject. Events forced me into closer relationship

more quickly than Ihad to hope would be possible; but that first purpose has

remainedfresh in my heart, and has grown in intensity, and multiplied itselfwith every

hour which has passed since then." His face seemed tosoften as he looked at me; the

memory of his own youth was coming backto him instinctively. After a pause he



said:

"I suppose I may take it, too, Malcolm Ross"--the return to thefamiliarity of address

swept through me with a glorious thrill--"thatas yet you have not made any

protestation to my daughter?"

"Not in words, sir." The arriere pensee of my phrase struck me, not byits own

humour, but through the grave, kindly smile on the father'sface. There was a pleasant

sarcasm in his comment:

"Not in words! That is dangerous! She might have doubted words, oreven disbelieved

them."
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I felt myself blushing to the roots of my hair as I went on:

"The duty of delicacy in her defenceless position; my respect for herfather--I did not

know you then, sir, as yourself, but only as herfather--restrained me. But even had not

these barriers existed, Ishould not have dared in the presence of such grief and

anxiety to havedeclared myself. Mr. Trelawny, I assure you on my word of honour

thatyour daughter and I are as yet, on her part, but friends and nothingmore!" Once

again he held out his hands, and we clasped each otherwarmly. Then he said heartily:

"I am satisfied, Malcolm Ross. Of course, I take it that until I haveseen her and have

given you permission, you will not make anydeclaration to my daughter--in words,"

he added, with an indulgentsmile. But his face became stern again as he went on:

"Time presses; and I have to think of some matters so urgent and sostrange that I dare

not lose an hour. Otherwise I should not have beenprepared to enter, at so short a

notice and to so new a friend, on thesubject of my daughter's settlement in life, and of

her futurehappiness." There was a dignity and a certain proudness in his

mannerwhich impressed me much.

"I shall respect your wishes, sir!" I said as I went back and openedthe door. I heard

him lock it behind me.

When I told Mr. Corbeck that Mr. Trelawny had quite recovered, he beganto dance

about like a wild man. But he suddenly stopped, and asked meto be careful not to

draw any inferences, at all events at first, whenin the future speaking of the finding of

the lamps, or of the firstvisits to the tomb. This was in case Mr. Trelawny should

speak to meon the subject; "as, of course, he will," he added, with a sidelonglook at



me which meant knowledge of the affairs of my heart. I agreedto this, feeling that it

was quite right. I did not quite understandwhy; but I knew that Mr. Trelawny was a

peculiar man. In no case couldone make a mistake by being reticent. Reticence is a

quality which astrong man always respects.

The manner in which the others of the house took the news of therecovery varied

much. Mrs. Grant wept with emotion; then she hurriedoff to see if she could do

anything personally, and to set the house inorder for "Master", as she always called

him. The Nurse's face fell:she was deprived of an interesting case. But the

disappointment wasonly momentary; and she rejoiced that the trouble was over. She

wasready to come to the patient the moment she should be wanted; but inthe

meantime she occupied herself in packing her portmanteau.

I took Sergeant Daw into the study, so that we should be alone when Itold him the

news. It surprised even his iron self-control when I toldhim the method of the waking.

I was myself surprised in turn by hisfirst words:

"And how did he explain the first attack? He was unconscious when thesecond was

made."

Up to that moment the nature of the attack, which was the cause of mycoming to the

house, had never even crossed my mind, except when I hadsimply narrated the

various occurrences in sequence to Mr. Trelawny.The Detective did not seem to think

much of my answer:

"Do you know, it never occurred to me to ask him!" The professionalinstinct was

strong in the man, and seemed to supersede everything else.

"That is why so few cases are ever followed out," he said, "unless ourpeople are in

them. Your amateur detective neer hunts down to thedeath. As for ordinary people,

the moment things begin to mend, andthe strain of suspense is off them, they drop the



matter in hand. Itis like sea-sickness," he added philosophically after a pause;

"themoment you touch the shore you never give it a thought, but run off tothe buffet

to feed! Well, Mr. Ross, I'm glad the case is over; forover it is, so far as I am

concerned. I suppose that Mr. Trelawnyknows his own business; and that now he is

well again, he will take itup himself. Perhaps, however, he will not do anything. As

he seemed toexpect something to happen, but did not ask for protection from

thepolice in any way, I take it that he don't want them to interfere withan eye to

punishment. We'll be told officially, I suppose, that it wasan accident, or sleep-

walking, or something of the kind, to satisfy theconscience of our Record

Department; and that will be the end. As forme, I tell you frankly, sir, that it will be

the saving of me. Iverily believe I was beginning to get dotty over it all. There

weretoo many mysteries, that aren't in my line, for me to be reallysatisfied as to either

facts or the causes of them. Now I'll be ableto wash my hands of it, and get back to

clean, wholesome, criminalwork. Of course, sir, I'll be glad to know if you ever do

light on acause of any kind. And I'll be grateful if you can ever tell me howthe man

was dragged out of bed when the cat bit him, and who used theknife the second time.

For master Silvio could never have done it byhimself. But there! I keep thinking of it

still. I must look out andkeep a check on myself, or I shall think of it when I have to

keep mymind on other things!"

When Margaret returned from her walk, I met her in the hall. She wasstill pale and

sad; somehow, I had expected to see her radiant afterher walk. The moment she saw

me her eyes brightened, and she looked atme keenly.

"You have some good news for me?" she said. "Is Father better?"

"He is! Why did you think so?"

"I saw it in your face. I must go to him at once." She was hurryingaway when I

stopped her.



"He said he would send for you the moment he was dressed."

"He said he would send for me!" she repeated in amazement. "Then he isawake again,

and conscious? I had no idea he was so well as that! OMalcolm!"

She sat down on the nearest chair and began to cry. I felt overcomemyself. The sight

of her joy and emotion, the mention of my own namein such a way and at such a

time, the rush of glorious possibilitiesall coming together, quite unmanned me. She

saw my emotion, and seemedto understand. She put out her hand. I held it hard, and

kissed it.Such moments as these, the opportunities of lovers, are gifts of thegods! Up

to this instant, though I knew I loved her, and though Ibelieved she returned my

affection, I had had only hope. Now, however,the self-surrender manifest in her

willingness to let me squeeze herhand, the ardour of her pressure in return, and the

glorious flush oflove in her beautiful, deep, dark eyes as she lifted them to mine,

wereall the eloquences which the most impatient or exacting lover couldexpect or

demand.

No word was spoken; none was needed. Even had I not been pledged toverbal

silence, words would have been poor and dull to express what wefelt. Hand in hand,

like two little children, we went up the staircaseand waited on the landing, till the

summons from Mr. Trelawny shouldcome.

I whispered in her ear--it was nicer than speaking aloud and at agreater distance--how

her father had awakened, and what he had said;and all that had passed between us,

except when she herself had beenthe subject of conversation.

Presently a bell rang from the room. Margaret slipped from me, andlooked back with

warning finger on lip. She

went over to her father'sdoor and knocked softly.



"Come in!" said the strong voice.

"It is I, Father!" The voice was tremulous with love and hope.

There was a quick step inside the room; the door was hurriedly thrownopen, and in an

instant Margaret, who had sprung forward, was claspedin her father's arms. There

was little speech; only a few brokenphrases.

"Father! Dear, dear Father!"

"My child! Margaret! My dear, dear child!"

"O Father, Father! At last! At last!"

Here the father and daughter went into the room together, and the doorclosed.
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Chapter XIV

The Birth-Mark

During my waiting for the summons to Mr. Trelawny's room, which I knewwould

come, the time was long and lonely. After the first few momentsof emotional

happiness at Margaret's joy, I somehow felt apart andalone; and for a little time the

selfishness of a lover possessed me.But it was not for long. Margaret's happiness was

all to me; and inthe conscious sense of it I lost my baser self. Margaret's last wordsas

the door closed on them gave the key to the whole situation, as ithad been and as it

was. These two proud, strong people, though fatherand daughter, had only come to

know each other when the girl was grownup. Margaret's nature was of that kind

which matures early.

The pride and strength of each, and the reticence which was theircorollary, made a

barrier at the beginning. Each had respected theother's reticence too much thereafter;

and the misunderstanding grew tohabit. And so these two loving hearts, each of

which yearned forsympathy from the other, were kept apart. But now all was well,

and inmy heart of hearts I rejoiced that at last Margaret was happy. WhilstI was still

musing on the subject, and dreaming dreams of a personalnature, the door was

opened, and Mr. Trelawny beckoned to me.

"Come in, Mr. Ross!" he said cordially, but with a certain formalitywhich I dreaded. I

entered the room, and he closed the door again. Heheld out his hand, and I put mine

in it. He did not let it go, butstill held it as he drew me over toward his daughter.

Margaret lookedfrom me to him, and back again; and her eyes fell. When I was close

toher, Mr. Trelawny let go my hand, and, looking his daughter straight inthe face,



said:

"If things are as I fancy, we shall not have any secrets between us.Malcolm Ross

knows so much of my affairs already, that I take it hemust either let matters stop

where they are and go away in silence, orelse he must know more. Margaret! are you

willing to let Mr. Ross seeyour wrist?"

She threw one swift look of appeal in his eyes; but even as she did soshe seemed to

make up her mind. Without a word she raised her righthand, so that the bracelet of

spreading wings which covered the wristfell back, leaving the flesh bare. Then an icy

chill shot through me.

On her wrist was a thin red jagged line, from which seemed to hang redstains like

drops of blood!

She stood there, a veritable figure of patient pride.

Oh! but she looked proud! Through all her sweetness, all her dignity,all her high-

souled negation of self which I had known, and which neverseemed more marked

than now--through all the fire that seemed to shinefrom the dark depths of her eyes

into my very soul, pride shoneconspicuously. The pride that has faith; the pride that is

born ofconscious purity; the pride of a veritable queen of Old Time, when tobe royal

was to be the first and greatest and bravest in all highthings. As we stood thus for

some seconds, the deep, grave voice of herfather seemed to sound a challenge in my

ears:

"What do you say now?"

My answer was not in words. I caught Margaret's right hand in mine asit fell, and,

holding it tight, whilst with the other I pushed back thegolden cincture, stooped and

kissed the wrist. As I looked up at her,but never letting go her hand, there was a look



of joy on her face suchas I dream of when I think of heaven. Then I faced her father.

"You have my answer, sir!" His strong face looked gravely sweet. Heonly said one

word as he laid his hand on our clasped ones, whilst hebent over and kissed his

daughter:

"Good!"

We were interrupted by a knock at the door. In answer to an impatient"Come in!"

from Mr. Trelawny, Mr. Corbeck entered. When he saw usgrouped he would have

drawn back; but in an instant Mr. Trelawny hadsprung forth and dragged him

forward. As he shook him by both hands,he seemed a transformed man. All the

enthusiasm of his youth, of whichMr. Corbeck had told us, seemed to have come

back to him in an instant.

"So you have got the lamps!" he almost shouted. "My reasoning wasright after all.

Come to the library, where we will be alone, and tellme all about it! And while he

does it, Ross," said he, turning to me,"do you, like a good fellow, get the key from the

safe deposit, so thatI may have a look at the lamps!"

Then the three of them, the daughter lovingly holding her father's arm,went into the

library, whilst I hurried off to Chancery Lane.

When I returned with the key, I found them still engaged in thenarrative; but Doctor

Winchester, who had arrived soon after I left,was with them. Mr. Trelawny, on

hearing from Margaret of his greatattention and kindness, and how he had, under

much pressure to thecontrary, steadfastly obeyed his written wishes, had asked him

toremain and listen. "It will interest you, perhaps," he said, "to learnthe end of the

story!"

We all had an early dinner together. We sat after it a good while, andthen Mr.



Trelawny said:

"Now, I think we had all better separate and go quietly to bed early.We may have

much to talk about tomorrow; and tonight I want to think."

Doctor Winchester went away, taking, with a courteous forethought, Mr.Corbeck

with him, and leaving me behind. When the others had gone Mr.Trelawny said:

"I think it will be well if you, too, will go home for tonight. I wantto be quite alone

with my daughter; there are many things I wish tospeak of to her, and to her alone.

Perhaps, even tomorrow, I will beable to tell you also of them; but in the meantime

there will be lessdistraction to us both if we are alone in the house." I quiteunderstood

and sympathised with his feelings; but the experiences ofthe last few days were

strong on me, and with some hesitation I said:

"But may it not be dangerous? If you knew as we do--" To my surpriseMargaret

interrupted me:

"There will be no danger, Malcolm. I shall be with Father!" As shespoke she clung to

him in a protective way. I said no more, but stoodup to go at once. Mr. Trelawny said

heartily:

"Come as early as you please, Ross. Come to breakfast. After it, youand I will want

to have a word together." He went out of the roomquietly, leaving us together. I

clasped and kissed Margaret's hands,which she held out to me, and then drew her

close to me, and our lipsmet for the first time.

I did not sleep much that night. Happiness on the one side of my bedand Anxiety on

the other kept sleep away. But if I had anxious care, Ihad also happiness which had

not equal in my life--or ever can have.The night went by so quickly that the dawn

seemed to rush on me, notstealing as is its wont.



Before nine o'clock I was at Kensington. All anxiety seemed to floataway like a cloud

as I met Margaret, and saw that already the pallor ofher face had given to the rich

bloom which I knew. She told me thather father had slept well, and that he would be

with us soon.

"I do believe," she whispered, "that my dear and thoughtful Father haskept back on

purpose, so that I might meet you first, and alone!"

After breakfast Mr. Trelawny took us into the study, saying as hepassed in:

"I have asked Margaret to come too." When we were seated, he saidgravely:
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"I told you last night that we might have something to say to eachother. I dare say

that you may have thought that it was about Margaretand yourself. Isn't that so?"

"I thought so."

"Well, my boy, that is all right. Margaret and I have been talking,and I know her

wishes." He held out his hand. When I wrung it, andhad kissed Margaret, who drew

her chair close to mine, so that we couldhold hands as we listened, he went on, but

with a certainhesitation--it could hardly be called nervousness--which was new to me.

"You know a good deal of my hunt after this mummy and her belongings;and I dare

say you have guessed a good deal of my theories. But theseat any rate I shall explain

later, concisely and categorically, if itbe necessary. What I want to consult you about

now is this: Margaretand I disagree on one point. I am about to make an experiment;

theexperiment which is to crown all that I have devoted twenty years ofresearch, and

danger, and labour to prepare for. Through it we maylearn things that have been

hidden from the eyes and the knowledge ofmen for centuries; for scores of centuries.

I do not want my daughterto be present; for I cannot blind myself to the fact that there

may bedanger in it--grea

t danger, and of an unknown kind. I have, however,already faced very great dangers,

and of an unknown kind; and so hasthat brave scholar who has helped me in the

work. As to myself, I amwilling to run any risk. For science, and history, and

philosophy maybenefit; and we may turn one old page of a wisdom unknown in

thisprosaic age. But for my daughter to run such a risk I am loth. Heryoung bright life

is too precious to throw lightly away; now especiallywhen she is on the very

threshold of new happiness. I do not wish tosee her life given, as her dear mother's



was--"

He broke down for a moment, and covered his eyes with his hands. In aninstant

Margaret was beside him, clasping him close, and kissing him,and comforting him

with loving words. Then, standing erect, with onehand on his head, she said:

"Father! mother did not bid you stay beside her, even when you wantedto go on that

journey of unknown danger to Egypt; though that countrywas then upset from end to

end with war and the dangers that followwar. You have told me how she left you free

to go as you wished; thoughthat she thought of danger for you and and feared it for

you, is provedby this!" She held up her wrist with the scar that seemed to runblood.

"Now, mother's daughter does as mother would have done herself!"Then she turned

to me:

"Malcolm, you know I love you! But love is trust; and you must trustme in danger as

well as in joy. You and I must stand beside Father inthis unknown peril. Together we

shall come through it; or together weshall fail; together we shall die. That is my wish;

my first wish to myhusband that is to be! Do you not think that, as a daughter, I

amright? Tell my Father what you think!"

She looked like a Queen stooping to plead. My love for her grew andgrew. I stood up

beside her; and took her hand and said:

"Mr. Trelawny! in this Margaret and I are one!"

He took both our hands and held them hard. Presently he said with deepemotion:

"It is as her mother would have done!"

Mr. Corbeck and Doctor Winchester came exactly at the time appointed,and joined us

in the library. Despite my great happiness I felt ourmeeting to be a very solemn



function. For I could never forget thestrange things that had been; and the idea of the

strange things whichmight be, was with me like a cloud, pressing down on us all.

From thegravity of my companions I gathered that each of them also was ruled

bysome such dominating thought.

Instinctively we gathered our chairs into a circle round Mr. Trelawny,who had taken

the great armchair near the window. Margaret sat by himon his right, and I was next

to her. Mr. Corbeck was on his left, withDoctor Winchester on the other side. After a

few seconds of silence Mr.Trelawny said to Mr. Corbeck:

"You have told Doctor Winchester all up to the present, as we arranged?"

"Yes," he answered; so Mr. Trelawny said:

"And I have told Margaret, so we all know!" Then, turning to theDoctor, he asked:

"And am I to take it that you, knowing all as we know it who havefollowed the matter

for years, wish to share in the experiment which wehope to make?" His answer was

direct and uncompromising:

"Certainly! Why, when this matter was fresh to me, I offered to go onwith it to the

end. Now that it is of such strange interest, I wouldnot miss it for anything which you

could name. Be quite easy in yourmind, Mr. Trelawny. I am a scientist and an

investigator of phenomena.I have no one belonging to me or dependent on me. I am

quite alone,and free to do what I like with my own--including my life!" Mr.Trelawny

bowed gravely, and turning to Mr. Corbeck said:

"I have known your ideas for many years past, old friend; so I need askyou nothing.

As to Margaret and Malcolm Ross, they have already told metheir wishes in no

uncertain way." He paused a few seconds, as thoughto put his thoughts or his words

in order; then he began to explain hisviews and intentions. He spoke very carefully,



seeming always to bearin mind that some of us who listened were ignorant of the

very root andnature of some things touched upon, and explaining them to us as

hewent on:

"The experiment which is before us is to try whether or no there is anyforce, any

reality, in the old Magic. There could not possibly be morefavourable conditions for

the test; and it is my own desire to do allthat is possible to make the original design

effective. That there issome such existing power I firmly believe. It might not be

possible tocreate, or arrange, or organise such a power in our own time; but Itake it

that if in Old Time such a power existed, it may have someexceptional survival. After

all, the Bible is not a myth; and we readthere that the sun stood still at a man's

command, and that an ass--nota human one--spoke. And if the Witch at Endor could

call up to Saulthe spirit of Samuel, why may not there have been others with

equalpowers; and why may not one among them survive? Indeed, we are told inthe

Book of Samuel that the Witch of Endor was only one of many, andher being

consulted by Saul was a matter of chance. He only sought oneamong the many whom

he had driven out of Israel; 'all those that hadFamiliar Spirits, and the Wizards.' This

Egyptian Queen, Tera, whoreigned nearly two thousand years before Saul, had a

Familiar, and wasa Wizard too. See how the priests of her time, and those after ittried

to wipe out her name from the face of the earth, and put a curseover the very door of

her tomb so that none might ever discover thelost name. Ay, and they succeeded so

well that even Manetho, thehistorian of the Egyptian Kings, writing in the tenth

century beforeChrist, with all the lore of the priesthood for forty centuries behindhim,

and with possibility of access to every existing record, could noteven find her name.

Did it strike any of you, in thinking of the lateevents, who or what her Familiar was?"

There was an interruption, forDoctor Winchester struck one hand loudly on the other

as he ejaculated:

"The cat! The mummy cat! I knew it!" Mr. Trelawny smiled over at him.

"You are right! There is every indication that the Familiar of theWizard Queen was



that cat which was mummied when she was, and was notonly placed in her tomb, but

was laid in the sarcophagus with her.That was what bit into my wrist, what cut me

with sharp claws." Hepaused. Margaret's comment was a purely girlish one:

"Then my poor Silvio is acquitted! I am glad!" Her father stroked herhair and went

on:

"This woman seems to have had an extraordinary foresight. Foresightfar, far beyond

her age and the philosophy of her time. She seems tohave seen through the weakness

of her own religion, and even preparedfor emergence into a different world. All her

aspirations were for theNorth, the point of the compass whence blew the cool

invigoratingbreezes that make life a joy. From the first, her eyes seem to havebeen

attracted to the seven stars of the Plough from the fact, asrecorded in the

hieroglyphics in her tomb, that at her birth a greataerolite fell, from whose heart was

finally extracted that Jewel ofSeven Stars which she regarded as the talisman of her

life. It seemsto have so far ruled her destiny that all her thought and care circledround

it. The Magic Coffer, so wondrously wrought with seven sides, welearn from the

same source, came from the aerolite. Seven was to her amagic number; and no

wonder. With seven fingers on one hand, and seventoes on one foot. With a talisman

of a rare ruby with seven stars inthe same position as in that constellation which ruled

her birth, eachstar of the seven having seven points--in itself a geologicalwonder--it

would have been odd if she had not been attracted by it.Again, she was born, we learn

in the Stele of her tomb, in the seventhmonth of the year--the month beginning with

the Inundation of the Nile.Of which month the presiding Goddess was Hathor, the

Goddess of her ownhouse, of the Antefs of the Theban line--the Goddess who in

variousforms symbolises beauty, and pleasure, and resurrection. Again, inthis seventh

month--which, by later Egyptian astronomy began on October28th, and ran to the

27th of our November--on the seventh day thePointer of the Plough just rises above

the horizon of the sky at Thebes.

"In a marvellously strange way, therefore, are grouped into thiswoman's life these



various things. The number seven; the Pole Star,with the constellation of seven stars;

the God of the month, Hathor,who was her own particular God, the God of her

family, the Antefs ofthe Theban Dynasty, whose Kings' symbol it was, and whose

seven formsruled love and

the delights of life and resurrection. If ever therewas ground for magic; for the power

of symbolism carried into mysticuse; for a belief in finites spirits in an age which

knew not theLiving God, it is here.

"Remember, too, that this woman was skilled in all the science of hertime. Her wise

and cautious father took care of that, knowing that byher own wisdom she must

ultimately combat the intrigues of theHierarchy. Bear in mind that in old Egypt the

science of Astronomybegan and was developed to an extraordinary height; and that

Astrologyfollowed Astronomy in its progress. And it is possible that in thelater

developments of science with regard to light rays, we may yetfind that Astrology is

on a scientific basis. Our next wave ofscientific thought may deal with this. I shall

have something specialto call your minds to on this point presently. Bear in mind also

thatthe Egyptians knew sciences, of which today, despite all ouradvantages, we are

profoundly ignorant. Acoustics, for instance, anexact science with the builders of the

temples of Karnak, of Luxor, ofthe Pyramids, is today a mystery to Bell, and Kelvin,

and Edison, andMarconi. Again, these old miracle-workers probably understood

somepractical way of using other forces, and amongst them the forces oflight that at

present we do not dream of. But of this matter I shallspeak later. That Magic Coffer

of Queen Tera is probably a magic boxin more ways than one. It may--possibly it

does--contain forces thatwe wot not of. We cannot open it; it must be closed from

within. Howthen was it closed? It is a coffer of solid stone, of amazinghardness, more

like a jewel than an ordinary marble, with a lid equallysolid; and yet all is so finely

wrought that the finest tool made todaycannot be inserted under the flange. How was

it wrought to suchperfection? How was the stone so chosen that those translucent

patchesmatch the relations of the seven stars of the constellation? How isit, or from

what cause, that when the starlight shines on it, it glowsfrom within--that when I fix



the lamps in similar form the glow growsgreater still; and yet the box is irresponsive

to ordinary lighthowever great? I tell you that that box hides some great mystery

ofscience. We shall find that the light will open it in some way:either by striking on

some substance, sensitive in a peculiar way toits effect, or in releasing some greater

power. I only trust that inour ignorance we may not so bungle things as to do harm to

itsmechanism; and so deprive the knowledge of our time of a lesson handeddown, as

by a miracle, through nearly five thousand years.

"In another way, too, there may be hidden in that box secrets which,for good or ill,

may enlighten the world. We know from their records,and inferentially also, that the

Egyptians studied the properties ofherbs and minerals for magic purposes--white

magic as well as black.We know that some of the wizards of old could induce from

sleep dreamsof any given kind. That this purpose was mainly effected by

hypnotism,which was another art or science of Old Nile, I have little doubt. Butstill,

they must have had a mastery of drugs that is far beyondanything we know. With our

own pharmacopoeia we can, to a certainextent, induce dreams. We may even

differentiate between good andbad--dreams of pleasure, or disturbing and harrowing

dreams. But theseold practitioners seemed to have been able to command at will any

formor colour of dreaming; could work round any given subject or thought inalmost

any was required. In that coffer, which you have seen, may resta very armoury of

dreams. Indeed, some of the forces that lie withinit may have been already used in my

household." Again there was aninterruption from Doctor Winchester.

"But if in your case some of these imprisoned forces were used, whatset them free at

the opportune time, or how? Besides, you and Mr.Corbeck were once before put into

a trance for three whole days, whenyou were in the Queen's tomb for the second time.

And then, as Igathered from Mr. Corbeck's story, the coffer was not back in the

tomb,though the mummy was. Surely in both these cases there must have beensome

active intelligence awake, and with some other power to wield."Mr. Trelawny's

answer was equally to the point:
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"There was some active intelligence awake. I am convinced of it. Andit wielded a

power which it never lacks. I believe that on both thoseoccasions hypnotism was the

power wielded."

"And wherein is that power contained? What view do you hold on thesubject?"

Doctor Winchester's voice vibrated with the intensity of hisexcitement as he leaned

forward, breathing hard, and with eyes staring.Mr. Trelawny said solemnly:

"In the mummy of the Queen Tera! I was coming to that presently.Perhaps we had

better wait till I clear the ground a little. What Ihold is, that the preparation of that

box was made for a specialoccasion; as indeed were all the preparations of the tomb

and allbelonging to it. Queen Tera did not trouble herself to guard againstsnakes and

scorpions, in that rocky tomb cut in the sheer cliff face ahundred feet above the level

of the valley, and fifty down from thesummit. Her precautions were against the

disturbances of human hands;against the jealousy and hatred of the priests, who, had

they known ofher real aims, would have tried to baffle them. From her point ofview,

she made all ready for the time of resurrection, whenever thatmight be. I gather from

the symbolic pictures in the tomb that she sofar differed from the belief of her time

that she looked for aresurrection in the flesh. It was doubtless this that intensified

thehatred of the priesthood, and gave them an acceptable cause forobliterating the

very existence, present and future, of one who hadoutrage their theories and

blasphemed their gods. All that she mightrequire, either in the accomplishment of the

resurrection or after it,were contained in that almost hermetically sealed suite of

chambers inthe rock. In the great sarcophagus, which as you know is of a sizequite

unusual even for kings, was the mummy of her Familiar, the cat,which from its great

size I take to be a sort of tiger-cat. In thetomb, also in a strong receptacle, were the

canopic jars usuallycontaining those internal organs which are separately embalmed,



butwhich in this case had no such contents. So that, I take it, there wasin her case a

departure in embalming; and that the organs were restoredto the body, each in its

proper place--if, indeed, they had ever beenremoved. If this surmise be true, we shall

find that the brain of theQueen either was never extracted in the usual way, or, if so

taken out,that it was duly replaced, instead of being enclosed within the

mummywrappings. Finally, in the sarcophagus there was the Magic Coffer onwhich

her feet rested. Mark you also, the care taken in thepreservance of her power to

control the elements. According to herbelief, the open hand outside the wrappings

controlled the Air, and thestrange Jewel Stone with the shining stars controlled Fire.

Thesymbolism inscribed on the soles of her feet gave sway over Land andWater.

About the Star Stone I shall tell you later; but whilst we arespeaking of the

sarcophagus, mark how she guarded her secret in case ofgrave-wrecking or intrusion.

None could open her Magic Coffer withoutthe lamps, for we know now that ordinary

light will not be effective.The great lid of the sarcophagus was not sealed down as

usual, becauseshe wished to control the air. But she hid the lamps, which instructure

belong to the Magic Coffer, in a place where none could findthem, except by

following the secret guidance which she had preparedfor only the eyes of wisdom.

And even here she had guarded againstchance discovery, by preparing a bolt of death

for the unwarydiscoverer. To do this she had applied the lesson of the tradition ofthe

avenging guard of the treasures of the pyramid, built by her greatpredecessor of the

Fourth Dynasty of the throne of Egypt.

"You have noted, I suppose, how there were, in the case of her tomb,certain

deviations from the usual rules. For instance, the shaft ofthe Mummy Pit, which is

usually filled up solid with stones andrubbish, was left open. Why was this? I take it

that she had madearrangements for leaving the tomb when, after her resurrection,

sheshould be a new woman, with a different personality, and less inured tothe

hardships that in her first existence she had suffered. So far aswe can judge of her

intent, all things needful for her exit into theworld had been thought of, even to the

iron chain, described by VanHuyn, close to the door in the rock, by which she might

be able tolower herself to the ground. That she expected a long period to elapsewas



shown in the choice of material. An ordinary rope would berendered weaker or

unsafe in pr

ocess of time, but she imagined, andrightly, that the iron would endure.

"What her intentions were when once she trod the open earth afresh wedo not know,

and we never shall, unless her own dead lips can softenand speak."

Chapter XV

The Purpose of Queen Tera

"Now, as to the Star Jewel! This she manifestly regarded as thegreatest of her

treasures. On it she had engraven words which none ofher time dared to speak.

"In the old Egyptian belief it was held that there were words, which,if used properly--

for the method of speaking them was as important asthe words themselves--could

command the Lords of the Upper and theLower Worlds. The 'hekau', or word of

power, was all-important incertain ritual. On the Jewel of Seven Stars, which, as you

know, iscarved into the image of a scarab, are graven in hieroglyphic two suchhekau,

one above, the other underneath. But you will understand betterwhen you see it! Wait

here! Do not stir!"

As he spoke, he rose and left the room. A great fear for him came overme; but I was

in some strange way relieved when I looked at Margaret.Whenever there had been

any possibility of danger to her father, shehad shown great fear for him; now she was

calm and placid. I saidnothing, but waited.

In two or three minutes, Mr. Trelawny returned. He held in his hand alittle golden

box. This, as he resumed his seat, he placed before himon the table. We all leaned

forward as he opened it.



On a lining of white satin lay a wondrous ruby of immense size, almostas big as the

top joint of Margaret's little finger. It was carven--itcould not possibly have been its

natural shape, but jewels do not showthe working of the tool--into the shape of a

scarab, with its wingsfolded, and its legs and feelers pressed back to its sides.

Shiningthrough its wondrous "pigeon's blood" colour were seven differentstars, each

of seven points, in such position that they reproducedexactly the figure of the Plough.

There could be no possible mistakeas to this in the mind of anyone who had ever

noted the constellation.On it were some hieroglyphic figures, cut with the most

exquisiteprecision, as I could see when it came to my turn to use themagnifying-

glass, which Mr. Trelawny took from his pocket and handed tous.

When we all had seen it fully, Mr. Trelawny turned it over so that itrested on its back

in a cavity made to hold it in the upper half of thebox. The reverse was no less

wonderful than the upper, being carved toresemble the under side of the beetle. It,

too, had some hieroglyphicfigures cut on it. Mr. Trelawny resumed his lecture as we

all sat withour heads close to this wonderful jewel:

"As you see, there are two words, one on the top, the other underneath.The symbols

on the top represent a single word, composed of onesyllable prolonged, with its

determinatives. You know, all of you, Isuppose, that the Egyptian language was

phonetic, and that thehieroglyphic symbol represented the sound. The first symbol

here, thehoe, means 'mer', and the two pointed ellipses the prolongation of thefinal r:

mer-r-r. The sitting figure with the hand to its face is whatwe call the 'determinative'

of 'thought'; and the roll of papyrus thatof 'abstraction'. Thus we get the word 'mer',

love, in its abstract,general, and fullest sense. This is the hekau which can command

theUpper World."

Margaret's face was a glory as she said in a deep, low, ringing tone:

"Oh, but it is true. How the old wonder-workers guessed at almightyTruth!" Then a

hot blush swept her face, and her eyes fell. Herfather smiled at her lovingly as he



resumed:

"The symbolisation of the word on the reverse is simpler, though themeaning is more

abstruse. The first symbol means 'men', 'abiding', andthe second, 'ab', 'the heart'. So

that we get 'abiding of heart', orin our own language 'patience'. And this is the hekau

to control theLower World!"

He closed the box, and motioning us to remain as we were, he went backto his room

to replace the Jewel in the safe. When he had returned andresumed his seat, he went

on:

"That Jewel, with its mystic words, and which Queen Tera held under herhand in the

sarcophagus, was to be an important factor--probably themost important--in the

working out of the act of her resurrection.From the first I seemed by a sort of instinct

to realise this. I keptthe Jewel within my great safe, whence none could extract it; not

evenQueen Tera herself with her astral body."

"Her 'astral body'? What is that, Father? What does that mean?" Therewas a keenness

in Margaret's voice as she asked the question whichsurprised me a little; but

Trelawny smiled a sort of indulgent parentalsmile, which came through his grim

solemnity like sunshine through arifted cloud, as he spoke:

"The astral body, which is a part of Buddhist belief, long subsequentto the time I

speak of, and which is an accepted fact of modernmysticism, had its rise in Ancient

Egypt; at least, so far as we know.It is that the gifted individual can at will, quick as

thought itself,transfer his body whithersoever he chooses, by the dissolution

andreincarnation of particles. In the ancient belief there were severalparts of a human

being. You may as well know them; so that you willunderstand matters relative to

them or dependent on them as they occur.

"First there is the 'Ka', or 'Double', which, as Doctor Budge explains,may be defined



as 'an abstract individuality of personality' which wasimbued with all the

characteristic attributes of the individual itrepresented, and possessed an absolutely

independent existence. It wasfree to move from place to place on earth at will; and it

could enterinto heaven and hold converse with the gods. Then there was the 'Ba',or

'soul', which dwelt in the 'Ka', and had the power of becomingcorporeal or

incorporeal at will; 'it had both substance and form....It had power to leave the

tomb.... It could revisit the body in thetomb ... and could reincarnate it and hold

converse with it.' Againthere was the 'Khu', the 'spiritual intelligence', or spirit. It

tookthe form of 'a shining, luminous, intangible shape of the body.'...Then, again,

there was the 'Sekhem', or 'power' of a man, his strengthor vital force personified.

These were the 'Khaibit', or 'shadow', the'Ren', or 'name', the 'Khat', or 'physical

body', and 'Ab', the'heart', in which life was seated, went to the full making up of a

man.

"Thus you will see, that if this division of functions, spiritual andbodily, ethereal and

corporeal, ideal and actual, be accepted as exact,there are all the possibilities and

capabilities of corporealtransference, guided always by an unimprisonable will or

intelligence."As he paused I murmured the lines from Shelley's "Prometheus

Unbound":

"'The Magnus Zoroaster... Met his own image walking in the garden.'"

Mr. Trelawny was not displeased. "Quite so!" he said, in his quietway. "Shelley had a

better conception of ancient beliefs than any ofour poets." With a voice changed

again he resumed his lecture, for soit was to some of us:

"There is another belief of the ancient Egyptian which you must bear inmind; that

regarding the ushaptiu figures of Osiris, which were placedwith the dead to its work

in the Under World. The enlargement of thisidea came to a belief that it was possible

to transmit, by magicalformulae, the soul and qualities of any living creature to a

figuremade in its image. This would give a terrible extension of power toone who



held the gift of magic.

"It is from a union of these various beliefs, and their naturalcorollaries, that I have

come to the conclusion that Queen Teraexpected to be able to effect her own

resurrection, when, and where,and how, she would. That she may have held before

her a definite timefor making her effort is not only possible but likely. I shall notstop

now to explain it, but shall enter upon the subject later on.With a soul with the Gods,

a spirit which could wander the earth atwill, and a power of corporeal transference, or

an astral body, thereneed be no bounds or limits to her ambition. The belief is forced

uponus that for these forty or fifty centuries she lay dormant in hertomb--waiting.

Waiting with that 'patience' which could rule the Godsof the Under World, for that

'love' which could command those of theUpper World. What she may have dreamt

we know not; but her dream musthave been broken when the Dutch explorer entered

her sculptured cavern,and his follower violated the sacred privacy of her tomb by his

rudeoutrage in the theft of her hand.

"That theft, with all that followed, proved to us one thing, however:that each part of

her body, though separated from the rest, can be acentral point or rallying place for

the items or particles of herastral body. That hand in my room could ensure her

instantan

eouspresence in the flesh, and its equally rapid dissolution.
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"Now comes the crown of my argument. The purpose of the attack on mewas to get

the safe open, so that the sacred Jewel of Seven Stars couldbe extracted. That

immense door of the safe could not keep out herastral body, which, or any part of it,

could gather itself as wellwithin as without the safe. And I doubt not that in the

darkness ofthe night that mummied hand sought often the Talisman Jewel, and

drewnew inspiration from its touch. But despite all its power, the astralbody could not

remove the Jewel through the chinks of the safe. TheRuby is not astral; and it could

only be moved in the ordinary way bythe opening of the doors. To this end, the

Queen used her astral bodyand the fierce force of her Familiar, to bring to the keyhole

of thesafe the master key which debarred her wish. For years I havesuspected, nay,

have believed as much; and I, too, guarded myselfagainst powers of the Nether

World. I, too, waited in patience till Ishould have gathered together all the factors

required for the openingof the Magic Coffer and the resurrection of the mummied

Queen!" Hepaused, and his daughter's voice came out sweet and clear, and full

ofintense feeling:

"Father, in the Egyptian belief, was the power of resurrection of amummied body a

general one, or was it limited? That is: could itachieve resurrection many times in the

course of ages; or only once,and that one final?"

"There was but one resurrection," he answered. "There were some whobelieved that

this was to be a definite resurrection of the body intothe real world. But in the

common belief, the Spirit found joy in theElysian Fields, where there was plenty of

food and no fear of famine.Where there was moisture and deep-rooted reeds, and all

the joys thatare to be expected by the people of an arid land and burning clime."

Then Margaret spoke with an earnestness which showed the conviction ofher inmost



soul:

"To me, then, it is given to understand what was the dream of thisgreat and far-

thinking and high-souled lady of old; the dream that heldher soul in patient waiting

for its realisation through the passing ofall those tens of centuries. The dream of a

love that might be; a lovethat she felt she might, even under new conditions, herself

evoke. Thelove that is the dream of every woman's life; of the Old and of theNew;

Pagan or Christian; under whatever sun; in whatever rank orcalling; however may

have been the joy or pain of her life in otherways. Oh! I know it! I know it! I am a

woman, and I know a woman'sheart. What were the lack of food or the plenitude of

it; what werefeast or famine to this woman, born in a palace, with the shadow of

theCrown of the Two Egypts on her brows! What were reedy morasses or thetinkle of

running water to her whose barges could sweep the great Nilefrom the mountains to

the sea. What were petty joys and absence ofpetty fears to her, the raising of whose

hand could hurl armies, ordraw to the water-stairs of her palaces the commerce of the

world! Atwhose word rose temples filled with all the artistic beauty of theTimes of

Old which it was her aim and pleasure to restore! Under whoseguidance the solid

rock yawned into the sepulchre that she designed!

"Surely, surely, such a one had nobler dreams! I can feel them in myheart; I can see

them with my sleeping eyes!"

As she spoke she seemed to be inspired; and her eyes had a far-awaylook as though

they saw something beyond mortal sight. And then thedeep eyes filled up with

unshed tears of great emotion. The very soulof the woman seemed to speak in her

voice; whilst we who listened satentranced.

"I can see her in her loneliness and in the silence of her mightypride, dreaming her

own dream of things far different from those aroundher. Of some other land, far, far

away under the canopy of the silentnight, lit by the cool, beautiful light of the stars. A

land underthat Northern star, whence blew the sweet winds that cooled thefeverish



desert air. A land of wholesome greenery, far, far away.Where were no scheming and

malignant priesthood; whose ideas were tolead to power through gloomy temples and

more gloomy caverns of thedead, through an endless ritual of death! A land where

love was notbase, but a divine possession of the soul! Where there might be someone

kindred spirit which could speak to hers through mortal lips likeher own; whose

being could merge with hers in a sweet communion of soulto soul, even as their

breaths could mingle in the ambient air! I knowthe feeling, for I have shared it

myself. I may speak of it now, sincethe blessing has come into my own life. I may

speak of it since itenables me to interpret the feelings, the very longing soul, of

thatsweet and lovely Queen, so different from her surroundings, so highabove her

time! Whose nature, put into a word, could control the forcesof the Under World; and

the name of whose aspiration, though but gravenon a star-lit jewel, could command

all the powers in the Pantheon ofthe High Gods.

"And in the realisation of that dream she will surely be content torest!"

We men sat silent, as the young girl gave her powerful interpretationof the design or

purpose of the woman of old. Her every word and tonecarried with it the conviction

of her own belief. The loftiness of herthoughts seemed to uplift us all as we listened.

Her noble words,flowing in musical cadence and vibrant with internal force, seemed

toissue from some great instrument of elemental power. Even her tone wasnew to us

all; so that we listened as to some new and strange beingfrom a new and strange

world. Her father's face was full of delight.I knew now its cause. I understood the

happiness that had come intohis life, on his return to the world that he knew, from

that prolongedsojourn in the world of dreams. To find in his daughter, whose

naturehe had never till now known, such a wealth of affection, such asplendour of

spiritual insight, such a scholarly imagination, such...The rest of his feeling was of

hope!

The two other men were silent unconsciously. One man had had hisdreaming; for the

other, his dreams were to come.



For myself, I was like one in a trance. Who was this new, radiantbeing who had won

to existence out of the mist and darkness of ourfears? Love has divine possibilities for

the lover's heart! The wingsof the soul may expand at any time from the shoulders of

the loved one,who then may sweep into angel form. I knew that in my

Margaret'snature were divine possibilities of many kinds. When under the shadeof the

overhanging willow-tree on the river, I had gazed into thedepths of her beautiful eyes,

I had thenceforth a strict belief in themanifold beauties and excellences of her nature;

but this soaring andunderstanding spirit was, indeed, a revelation. My pride, like

herfather's, was outside myself; my joy and rapture were complete andsupreme!

When we had all got back to earth again in our various ways, Mr.Trelawny, holding

his daughter's hand in his, went on with hisdiscourse:

"Now, as to the time at which Queen Tera intended her resurrection totake place! We

are in contact with some of the higher astronomicalcalculations in connection with

true orientation. As you know, thestars shift their relative positions in the heavens;

but though thereal distances traversed are beyond all ordinary comprehension,

theeffects as we see them are small. Nevertheless, they are susceptibleof

measurement, not by years, indeed, but by centuries. It was by thismeans that Sir

John Herschel arrived at the date of the building of theGreat Pyramid--a date fixed by

the time necessary to change the star ofthe true north from Draconis to the Pole Star,

and since then verifiedby later discoveries. From the above there can be no doubt

whateverthat astronomy was an exact science with the Egyptians at least athousand

years before the time of Queen Tera. Now, the stars that goto make up a constellation

change in process of time their relativepositions, and the Plough is a notable example.

The changes in theposition of stars in even forty centuries is so small as to be

hardlynoticeable by an eye not trained to minute observances, but they can

bemeasured and verified. Did you, or any of you, notice how exactly thestars in the

Ruby correspond to the position of the stars in thePlough; or how the same holds with

regard to the translucent places inthe Magic Coffer?"



We all assented. He went on:

"You are quite correct. They correspond exactly. And yet when QueenTera was laid

in her tomb, neither the stars in the Jewel nor thetranslucent places in the Coffer

corresponded to the position of thestars in the Constel

lation as they then were!"

We looked at each other as he paused: a new light was breaking uponus. With a ring

of mastery in his voice he went on:

"Do you not see the meaning of this? Does it not throw a light on theintention of the

Queen? She, who was guided by augury, and magic, andsuperstition, naturally chose

a time for her resurrection which seemedto have been pointed out by the High Gods

themselves, who had senttheir message on a thunderbolt from other worlds. When

such a time wasfixed by supernal wisdom, would it not be the height of human

wisdom toavail itself of it? Thus it is"--here his voice deepened and trembledwith the

intensity of his feeling--"that to us and our time is giventhe opportunity of this

wondrous peep into the old world, such as hasbeen the privilege of none other of our

time; which may never be again.

"From first to last the cryptic writing and symbolism of that wondroustomb of that

wondrous woman is full of guiding light; and the key ofthe many mysteries lies in

that most wondrous Jewel which she held inher dead hand over the dead heart, which

she hoped and believed wouldbeat again in a newer and nobler world!

"There are only loose ends now to consider. Margaret has given us thetrue

inwardness of the feeling of the other Queen!" He looked at herfondly, and stroked

her hand as he said it. "For my own part Isincerely hope she is right; for in such case

it will be a joy, I amsure, to all of us to assist at such a realisation of hope. But

wemust not go too fast, or believe too much in our present state ofknowledge. The



voice that we hearken for comes out of times strangelyother than our own; when

human life counted for little, and when themorality of the time made little account of

the removing of obstaclesin the way to achievement of desire. We must keep our eyes

fixed onthe scientific side, and wait for the developments on the psychic side.

"Now, as to this stone box, which we call the Magic Coffer. As I havesaid, I am

convinced that it opens only in obedience to some principleof light, or the exercise of

some of its forces at present unknown tous. There is here much ground for conjecture

and for experiment; foras yet the scientists have not thoroughly differentiated the

kinds, andpowers, and degrees of light. Without analysing various rays we may,

Ithink, take it for granted that there are different qualities andpowers of light; and this

great field of scientific investigation isalmost virgin soil. We know as yet so little of

natural forces, thatimagination need set no bounds to its flights in considering

thepossibilities of the future. Within but a few years we have made suchdiscoveries as

two centuries ago would have sent the discoverer's tothe flames. The liquefaction of

oxygen; the existence of radium, ofhelium, of polonium, of argon; the different

powers of Roentgen andCathode and Bequerel rays. And as we may finally prove that

there aredifferent kinds and qualities of light, so we may find that combustionmay

have its own powers of differentiation; that there are qualities insome flames non-

existent in others. It may be that some of theessential conditions of substance are

continuous, even in thedestruction of their bases. Last night I was thinking of this,

andreasoning that as there are certain qualities in some oils which arenot in others, so

there may be certain similar or correspondingqualities or powers in the combinations

of each. I suppose we have allnoticed some time or other that the light of colza oil is

not quite thesame as that of paraffin, or that the flames of coal gas and whale oilare

different. They find it so in the light-houses! All at once itoccurred to me that there

might be some special virtue in the oil whichhad been found in the jars when Queen

Tera's tomb was opened. Thesehad not been used to preserve the intestines as usual,

so they musthave been placed there for some other purpose. I remembered that inVan

Huyn's narrative he had commented on the way the jars were sealed.This was lightly,

though effectually; they could be opened withoutforce. The jars were themselves



preserved in a sarcophagus which,though of immense strength and hermetically

sealed, could be openedeasily. Accordingly, I went at once to examine the jars. A

little--avery little of the oil still remained, but it had grown thick in thetwo and a half

centuries in which the jars had been open. Still, itwas not rancid; and on examining it

I found it was cedar oil, and thatit still exhaled something of its original aroma. This

gave me the ideathat it was to be used to fill the lamps. Whoever had placed the oilin

the jars, and the jars in the sarcophagus, knew that there might beshrinkage in process

of time, even in vases of alabaster, and fullyallowed for it; for each of the jars would

have filled the lamps half adozen times. With part of the oil remaining I made some

experiments,therefore, which may give useful results. You know, Doctor, that

cedaroil, which was much used in the preparation and ceremonials of theEgyptian

dead, has a certain refractive power which we do not find inother oils. For instance,

we use it on the lenses of our microscopesto give additional clearness of vision. Last

night I put some in oneof the lamps, and placed it near a translucent part of the

MagicCoffer. The effect was very great; the glow of light within was fullerand more

intense than I could have imagined, where an electric lightsimilarly placed had little,

if any, effect. I should have triedothers of the seven lamps, but that my supply of oil

ran out. This,however, is on the road to rectification. I have sent for more cedaroil,

and expect to have before long an ample supply. Whatever mayhappen from other

causes, our experiment shall not, at all events, failfrom this. We shall see! We shall

see!"

Doctor Winchester had evidently been following the logical process ofthe other's

mind, for his comment was:

"I do hope that when the light is effective in opening the box, themechanism will not

be impaired or destroyed."

His doubt as to this gave anxious thought to some of us.

Chapter XVI



The Cavern

In the evening Mr. Trelawny took again the whole party into the study.When we were

all attention he began to unfold his plans:

"I have come to the conclusion that for the proper carrying out of whatwe will call

our Great Experiment we must have absolute and completeisolation. Isolation not

merely for a day or two, but for as long aswe may require. Here such a thing would

be impossible; the needs andhabits of a great city with its ingrained possibilities

ofinterruption, would, or might, quite upset us. Telegrams, registeredletters, or

express messengers would alone be sufficient; but the greatarmy of those who want

to get something would make disaster certain.In addition, the occurrences of the last

week have drawn policeattention to this house. Even if special instructions to keep an

eyeon it have not been issued from Scotland Yard or the District Station,you may be

sure that the individual policeman on his rounds will keepit well under observation.

Besides, the servants who have dischargedthemselves will before long begin to talk.

They must; for they have,for the sake of their own characters, to give some reason for

thetermination of a service which has I should say a position in theneighbourhood.

The servants of the neighbours will begin to talk, and,perhaps the neighbours

themselves. Then the active and intelligentPress will, with its usual zeal for the

enlightenment of the public andits eye to increase of circulation, get hold of the

matter. When thereporter is after us we shall not have much chance of privacy. Even

ifwe were to bar ourselves in, we should not be free from interruption,possibly from

intrusion. Either would ruin our plans, and so we musttake measures to effect a

retreat, carrying all our impedimenta withus. For this I am prepared. For a long time

past I have foreseen sucha possibility, and have made preparation for it. Of course, I

had noforeknowledge of what has happened; but I knew something would, ormight,

happen. For more than two years past my house in Cornwall hasbeen made ready to

receive all the curios which are preserved here.When Corbeck went off on his search

for the lamps I had the old houseat Kyllion made ready; it is fitted with electric light

all over, andall the appliances for manufacture of the light are complete. I hadperhaps



better tell you, for none of you, not even Margaret, knowsanything of it, that the

house is absolutely shut out from publicaccess or even from view. It stands on a little

rocky promontorybehind a steep hill, and except from the sea cannot be seen. Of old

itwas fenced in by a high stone wall, for the house which it succeededwas built by an

ancestor of mine in the days when a great house faraway from a centre had to be

prepared to defend itself. Here, then, isa place so well adapted to our needs that it

might have been preparedon purpose. I shall explain it to you when we are all there.

Thiswill not be long, for already our movement is in train. I have sentword to Marvin

to have all preparation for our transport ready. He isto have a special train, which is to

run at night so as to avoidnotice. Also a number of carts and stone-wagons, with

sufficient menand appliances to take all our packing-cases to Paddington. We shallbe

away before the Argus-eyed Pressman is on the watch. We shall todaybegin our

packing up; and I dare say that by tomorrow night we shall beready. In the outhouses

I have all the packing-cases which were usedfor bringing the things from Egypt, and I

am satisfied that as theywere sufficient for the journey across the desert and down the

Nile toAlexandria and thence on to London, they will serve without failbetween here

and Kyllion. We four men, with Margaret to hand us suchthings as we may require,

will be able to get the things packed safely;and the carrier's men will take them to the

trucks.

"Today the servants go to Kyllion, and Mrs. Grant will make sucharrangements as

may be required. She will take a stock of necessarieswith her, so that we will not

attract local attention by our dailyneeds; and will keep us supplied with perishable

food from London.Thanks to Margaret's wise and generous treatment of the servants

whodecided to remain, we have got a staff on which we can depend. Theyhave been

already cautioned to secrecy, so that we need not fear gossipfrom within. Indeed, as

the servants will be in London after theirpreparations at Kyllion are complete, there

will not be much subjectfor gossip, in detail at any rate.
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"As, however, we should commence the immediate work of packing at once,we will

leave over the after proceedings till later when we haveleisure."

Accordingly we set about our work. Under Mr. Trelawny's guidance, andaided by the

servants, we took from the outhouses great packing-cases.Some of these were of

enormous strength, fortified by many thicknessesof wood, and by iron bands and rods

with screw-ends and nuts. Weplaced them throughout the house, each close to the

object which it wasto contain. When this preliminary work had been effected, and

therehad been placed in each room and in the hall great masses of new hay,cotton-

waste and paper, the servants were sent away. Then we set aboutpacking.

No one, not accustomed to packing, could have the slightest idea of theamount of the

amount of work involved in such a task as that in whichin we were engaged. For my

own part I had had a vague idea that therewere a large number of Egyptian objects in

Mr. Trelawny's house; butuntil I came to deal with them seriatim I had little idea of

eithertheir importance, the size of some of them, or of their endless number.Far into

the night we worked. At times we used all the strength whichwe could muster on a

single object; again we worked separately, butalways under Mr. Trelawny's

immediate direction. He himself, assistedby Margaret, kept an exact tall of each

piece.

It was only when we sat down, utterly wearied, to a long-delayed supperthat we

began to realised that a large part of the work was done. Onlya few of the packing-

cases, however, were closed; for a vast amount ofwork still remained. We had

finished some of the cases, each of whichheld only one of the great sarcophagi. The

cases which held manyobjects could not be closed till all had been differentiated and

packed.



I slept that night without movement or without dreams; and on ourcomparing notes in

the morning, I found that each of the others had hadthe same experience.

By dinner-time next evening the whole work was complete, and all wasready for the

carriers who were to come at midnight. A little beforethe appointed time we heard the

rumble of carts; then we were shortlyinvaded by an army of workmen, who seemed

by sheer force of numbers tomove without effort, in an endless procession, all our

preparedpackages. A little over an hour sufficed them, and when the carts

hadrumbled away, we all got ready to follow them to Paddington. Silviowas of course

to be taken as one of our party.

Before leaving we went in a body over the house, which looked desolateindeed. As

the servants had all gone to Cornwall there had been noattempt at tidying-up; every

room and passage in which we had worked,and all the stairways, were strewn with

paper and waste, and markedwith dirty feet.

The last thing which Mr. Trelawny did before coming away was to takefrom the great

safe the Ruby with the Seven Stars. As he put it safelyinto his pocket-book, Margaret,

who had all at once seemed to growdeadly tired and stood beside her father pale and

rigid, suddenlybecame all aglow, as though the sight of the Jewel had inspired

her.She smiled at her father approvingly as she said:

"You are right, Father. There will not be any more trouble tonight.She will not wreck

your arrangements for any cause. I would stake mylife upon it."

"She--or something--wrecked us in the desert when we had come from thetomb in the

Valley of the Sorcerer!" was the grim comment of Corbeck,who was standing by.

Margaret answered him like a flash:

"Ah! she was then near her tomb from which for thousands of years herbody had not

been moved. She must know that things are different now."



"How must she know?" asked Corbeck keenly.

"If she has that astral body that Father spoke of, surely she mustknow! How can she

fail to, with an invisible presence and an intellectthat can roam abroad even to the

stars and the worlds beyond us!" Shepaused, and her father said solemnly:

"It is on that supposition that we are proceeding. We must have thecourage of our

convictions, and act on them--to the last!"

Margaret took his hand and held

it in a dreamy kind of way as we filedout of the house. She was holding it still when

he locked the halldoor, and when we moved up the road to the gateway, whence we

took acab to Paddington.

When all the goods were loaded at the station, the whole of the workmenwent on to

the train; this took also some of the stone-wagons used forcarrying the cases with the

great sarcophagi. Ordinary carts andplenty of horses were to be found at Westerton,

which was our stationfor Kyllion. Mr. Trelawny had ordered a sleeping-carriage for

ourparty; as soon as the train had started we all turned into our cubicles.

That night I slept sound. There was over me a conviction of securitywhich was

absolute and supreme. Margaret's definite announcement:"There will not be any

trouble tonight!" seemed to carry assurance withit. I did not question it; nor did

anyone else. It was onlyafterwards that I began to think as to how she was so sure.

The trainwas a slow one, stopping many times and for considerable intervals. AsMr.

Trelawny did not wish to arrive at Westerton before dark, there wasno need to hurry;

and arrangements had been made to feed the workmen atcertain places on the

journey. We had our own hamper with us in theprivate car.

All that afternoon we talked over the Great Experiment, which seemed tohave



become a definite entity in our thoughts. Mr. Trelawny becamemore and more

enthusiastic as the time wore on; hope was with himbecoming certainty. Doctor

Winchester seemed to become imbued withsome of his spirit, though at times he

would throw out some scientificfact which would either make an impasse to the

other's line ofargument, or would come as an arresting shock. Mr. Corbeck, on

theother hand, seemed slightly antagonistic to the theory. It may havebeen that whilst

the opinions of the others advanced, his own stoodstill; but the effect was an attitude

which appeared negative, if notwholly one of negation.

As for Margaret, she seemed to be in some way overcome. Either it wassome new

phase of feeling with her, or else she was taking the issuemore seriously than she had

yet done. She was generally more or lessdistraite, as though sunk in a brown study;

from this she would recoverherself with a start. This was usually when there occurred

some markedepisode in the journey, such as stopping at a station, or when

thethunderous rumble of crossing a viaduct woke the echoes of the hills orcliffs

around us. On each such occasion she would plunge into theconversation, taking such

a part in it as to show that, whatever hadbeen her abstracted thought, her senses had

taken in fully all that hadgone on around her. Towards myself her manner was

strange. Sometimesit was marked by a distance, half shy, half haughty, which was

new tome. At other times there were moments of passion in look and gesturewhich

almost made me dizzy with delight. Little, however, of a markednature transpired

during the journey. There was but one episode whichhad in it any element of alarm,

but as we were all asleep at the timeit did not disturb us. We only learned it from a

communicative guard inthe morning. Whilst running between Dawlish and

Teignmouth the trainwas stopped by a warning given by someone who moved a torch

to and froright on the very track. The driver had found on pulling up that justahead of

the train a small landslip had taken place, some of the redearth from the high bank

having fallen away. It did not however reachto the metals; and the driver had resumed

his way, none too wellpleased at the delay. To use his own words, the guard thought

"therewas too much bally caution on this 'ere line!'"



We arrived at Westerton about nine o'clock in the evening. Carts andhorses were in

waiting, and the work of unloading the train began atonce. Our own party did not

wait to see the work done, as it was inthe hands of competent people. We took the

carriage which was inwaiting, and through the darkness of the night sped on to

Kyllion.

We were all impressed by the house as it appeared in the brightmoonlight. A great

grey stone mansion of the Jacobean period; vast andspacious, standing high over the

sea on the very verge of a high cliff.When we had swept round the curve of the

avenue cut through the rock,and come out on the high plateau on which the house

stood, the crashand murmur of waves breaking against rock far below us came with

aninvigorating breath of moist sea air. We understood then in an instanthow well we

were shut out from the world on that rocky shelf above thesea.

Within the house we found all ready. Mrs. Grant and her staff hadworked well, and

all was bright and fresh and clean. We took a briefsurvey of the chief rooms and then

separated to have a wash and tochange our clothes after our long journey of more

than four-and-twentyhours.

We had supper in the great dining-room on the south side, the walls ofwhich actually

hung over the sea. The murmur came up muffled, but itnever ceased. As the little

promontory stood well out into the sea,the northern side of the house was open; and

the due north was in noway shut out by the great mass of rock, which, reared high

above us,shut out the rest of the world. Far off across the bay we could seethe

trembling lights of the castle, and here and there along the shorethe faint light of a

fisher's window. For the rest the sea was a darkblue plain with an occasional flicker

of light as the gleam ofstarlight fell on the slope of a swelling wave.

When supper was over we all adjourned to the room which Mr. Trelawnyhad set

aside as his study, his bedroom being close to it. As weentered, the first thing I

noticed was a great safe, somewhat similarto that which stood in his room in London.



When we were in the roomMr. Trelawny went over to the table, and, taking out his

pocket-book,laid it on the table. As he did so he pressed down on it with the palmof

his hand. A strange pallor came over his face. With fingers thattrembled he opened

the book, saying as he did so:

"Its bulk does not seem the same; I hope nothing has happened!"

All three of us men crowded round close. Margaret alone remained calm;she stood

erect and silent, and still as a statue. She had a far-awaylook in her eyes, as though

she did not either know or care what wasgoing on around her.

With a despairing gesture Trelawny threw open the pouch of thepocket-book wherein

he had placed the Jewel of Seven Stars. As he sankdown on the chair which stood

close to him, he said in a hoarse voice:

"My God! it is gone. Without it the Great Experiment can come tonothing!"

His words seemed to wake Margaret from her introspective mood. Anagonised spasm

swept her face; but almost on the instant she was calm.She almost smiled as she said:
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"You may have left it in your room, Father. Perhaps it has fallen outof the pocket-

book whilst you were changing." Without a word we allhurried into the next room

through the open door between the study andthe bedroom. And then a sudden calm

fell on us like a cloud of fear.

There! on the table, lay the Jewel of Seven Stars, shining andsparkling with lurid

light, as though each of the seven points of eachthe seven stars gleamed through

blood!

Timidly we each looked behind us, and then at each other. Margaret wasnow like the

rest of us. She had lost her statuesque calm. All theintrospective rigidity had gone

from her; and she clasped her handstogether till the knuckles were white.

Without a word Mr. Trelawny raised the Jewel, and hurried with it intothe next room.

As quietly as he could he opened the door of the safewith the key fastened to his wrist

and placed the Jewel within. Whenthe heavy doors were closed and locked he seemed

to breathe more freely.

Somehow this episode, though a disturbing one in many ways, seemed tobring us

back to our old selves. Since we had left London we had allbeen overstrained; and

this was a sort of relief. Another step in ourstrange enterprise had been effected.

The change back was more marked in Margaret than in any of us. Perhapsit was that

she was a woman, whilst we were men; perhaps it was thatshe was younger than the

rest; perhaps both reasons were effective,each in its own way. At any rate the change

was there, and I washappier than I had been through the long journey. All her

buoyancy,her tenderness, her deep feeling seemed to shine forth once more; nowand



again as her father's eyes rested on her, his face seemed to lightup.

Whilst we waited for the carts to arrive, Mr. Trelawny took us throughthe house,

pointing out and explaining where the objects which we hadbrought with us we

re to be placed. In one respect only did he withholdconfidence. The positions of all

those things which had connectionwith the Great Experiment were not indicated. The

cases containing themwere to be left in the outer hall, for the present.

By the time we had made the survey, the carts began to arrive; and thestir and bustle

of the previous night were renewed. Mr. Trelawny stoodin the hall beside the massive

ironbound door, and gave directions asto the placing of each of the great packing-

cases. Those containingmany items were placed in the inner hall where they were to

be unpacked.

In an incredibly short time the whole consignment was delivered; andthe men

departed with a douceur for each, given through their foreman,which made them

effusive in their thanks. Then we all went to our ownrooms. There was a strange

confidence over us all. I do not thinkthat any one of us had a doubt as the the quiet

passing of theremainder of the night.

The faith was justified, for on our re-assembling in the morning wefound that all had

slept well and peaceably.

During that day all the curios, except those required for the GreatExperiment, were

put into the places designed for them. Then it wasarranged that all the servants should

go back with Mrs. Grant to Londonon the next morning.

When they had all gone Mr. Trelawny, having seen the doors locked, tookus into the

study.



"Now," said he when we were seated, "I have a secret to impart; but,according to an

old promise which does not leave me free, I must askyou each to give me a solemn

promise not to reveal it. For threehundred years at least such a promise has been

exacted from everyone towhom it was told, and more than once life and safety were

securedthrough loyal observance of the promise. Even as it is, I am breakingthe letter,

if not the spirit of the tradition; for I should only tellit to the immediate members of

my family."

We all gave the promise required. Then he went on:

"There is a secret place in this house, a cave, natural originally butfinished by labour,

underneath this house. I will not undertake to saythat it has always been used

according to the law. During the BloodyAssize more than a few Cornishmen found

refuge in it; and later, andearlier, it formed, I have no doubt whatever, a useful place

forstoring contraband goods. 'Tre Pol and Pen', I suppose you know, havealways been

smugglers; and their relations and friends and neighbourshave not held back from the

enterprise. For all such reasons a safehiding-place was always considered a valuable

possession; and as theheads of our House have always insisted on preserving the

secret, I amin honour bound to it. Later on, if all be well, I shall of coursetell you,

Margaret, and you too, Ross, under the conditions that I ambound to make."

He rose up, and we all followed him. Leaving us in the outer hall, hewent away alone

for a few minutes; and returning, beckoned us to followhim.

In the inside hall we found a whole section of an outstanding anglemoved away, and

from the cavity saw a great hole dimly dark, and thebeginning of a rough staircase cut

in the rock. As it was not pitchdark there was manifestly some means of lighting it

naturally, sowithout pause we followed our host as he descended. After some fortyor

fifty steps cut in a winding passage, we came to a great cave whosefurther end

tapered away into blackness. It was a huge place, dimlylit by a few irregular slits of

eccentric shape. Manifestly these werefaults in the rock which would readily allow



the windows be disguised.Close to each of them was a hanging shutter which could

be easily swungacross by means of a dangling rope. The sound of the ceaseless beat

ofthe waves came up muffled from far below. Mr. Trelawny at once beganto speak:

"This is the spot which I have chosen, as the best I know, for thescene of our Great

Experiment. In a hundred different ways it fulfilsthe conditions which I am led to

believe are primary with regard tosuccess. Here, we are, and shall be, as isolated as

Queen Tera herselfwould have been in her rocky tomb in the Valley of the Sorcerer,

andstill in a rocky cavern. For good or ill we must here stand by ourchances, and

abide by results. If we are successful we shall be ableto let in on the world of modern

science such a flood of light from theOld World as will change every condition of

thought and experiment andpractice. If we fail, then even the knowledge of our

attempt will diewith us. For this, and all else which may come, I believe we

areprepared!" He paused. No one spoke, but we all bowed our headsgravely in

acquiescence. He resumed, but with a certain hesitancy:

"It is not yet too late! If any of you have a doubt or misgiving, forGod's sake speak it

now! Whoever it may be, can go hence without let orhindrance. The rest of us can go

on our way alone!"

Again he paused, and looked keenly at us in turn. We looked at eachother; but no one

quailed. For my own part, if I had had any doubt asto going on, the look on

Margaret's face would have reassured me. Itwas fearless; it was intense; it was full of

a divine calm.

Mr. Trelawny took a long breath, and in a more cheerful, as well as ina more decided

tone, went on:

"As we are all of one mind, the sooner we get the necessary matters intrain the better.

Let me tell you that this place, like all the restof the house, can be lit with electricity.

We could not join the wiresto the mains lest our secret should become known, but I



have a cablehere which we can attach in the hall and complete the circuit!" As hewas

speaking, he began to ascend the steps. From close to the entrancehe took the end of a

cable; this he drew forward and attached to aswitch in the wall. Then, turning on a

tap, he flooded the whole vaultand staircase below with light. I could now see from

the volume oflight streaming up into the hallway that the hole beside the

staircasewent direct into the cave. Above it was a pulley and a mass of strongtackle

with multiplying blocks of the Smeaton order. Mr. Trelawny,seeing me looking at

this, said, correctly interpreting my thoughts:

"Yes! it is new. I hung it there myself on purpose. I knew we shouldhave to lower

great weights; and as I did not wish to take too manyinto my confidence, I arranged a

tackle which I could work alone ifnecessary."

We set to work at once; and before nightfall had lowered, unhooked, andplaced in the

positions designated for each by Trelawny, all the greatsarcophagi and all the curios

and other matters which we had taken withus.

It was a strange and weird proceeding, the placing of those wonderfulmonuments of a

bygone age in that green cavern, which represented inits cutting and purpose and up-

to-date mechanism and electric lightsboth the old world and the new. But as time

went on I grew more andmore to recognise the wisdom and correctness of Mr.

Trelawny's choice.I was much disturbed when Silvio, who had been brought into the

cave inthe arms of his mistress, and who was lying asleep on my coat which Ihad

taken off, sprang up when the cat mummy had been unpacked, and flewat it with the

same ferocity which he had previously exhibited. Theincident showed Margaret in a

new phase, and one which gave my heart apang. She had been standing quite still at

one side of the caveleaning on a sarcophagus, in one of those fits of abstraction which

hadof late come upon her; but on hearing the sound, and seeing Silvio'sviolent

onslaught, she seemed to fall into a positive fury of passion.Her eyes blazed, and her

mouth took a hard, cruel tension which was newto me. Instinctively she stepped

towards Silvio as if to interfere inthe attack. But I too had stepped forward; and as she



caught my eye astrange spasm came upon her, and she stopped. Its intensity made

mehold my breath; and I put up my hand to clear my eyes. When I had donethis, she

had on the instant recovered her calm, and there was a lookof brief wonder on her

face. With all her old grace and sweetness sheswept over and lifted Silvio, just as she

had done on former occasions,and held him in her arms, petting him and treating him

as though hewere a little child who had erred.

As I looked a strange fear came over me. The Margaret that I knewseemed to be

changing; and in my inmost heart I prayed that thedisturbing cause might soon come

to an end. More than ever I longed atthat moment that our terrible Experiment should

come to a prosperoustermination.

When all had been arranged in the room as Mr. Trelawny wished he turnedto us, one

after another, till he had concentrated the intelligence ofus all upon him.

Then he said:

"All is now ready in this place. We must only await the proper time tobegin."
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We were silent for a while. Doctor Winchester was the first to speak:

"What is the proper time? Have you any approximation, even if you arenot satisfied

as to the exact day?" He answered at once:

"After the most anxious thought I have fixed on July 31!"

"May I ask why that date?" He spoke his answer slowly:

"Queen Tera was ruled in great degree by mysticism, and there are somany evidences

that she looked for resurrection that naturally shewould choose a period ruled over by

a God specialised to such apurpose. Now, the fourth month of the season of

Inundation was ruledby Harmachis, this being the name for 'Ra', the Sun-God, at his

risingin the morning, and therefore typifying the awakening or arising. Thisarising is

manifestly to physical life, since it is of the mid-world ofhuman daily life. Now as

this month begins on our 25th July, theseventh day would be July 31st, for you may

be sure that the mysticQueen would not have chosen any day but the seventh or some

power ofseven.

"I dare say that some of you have wondered why our preparations havebeen so

deliberately undertaken. This is why! We must be ready inevery possible way when

the time comes; but there was no use in havingto wait round for a needless number of

days."

And so we waited only for the 31st of July, the next day but one, whenthe Great

Experiment would be made.



Chapter XVII

Doubts and Fears

We learn of great things by little experiences. The history of ages isbut an indefinite

repetition of the history of hours. The record of asoul is but a multiple of the story of

a moment. The Recording Angelwrites in the Great Book in no rainbow tints; his pen

is dipped in nocolours but light and darkness. For the eye of infinite wisdom thereis

no need of shading. All things, all thoughts, all emotions, allexperiences, all doubts

and hopes and fears, all intentions, all wishesseen down to the lower strata of their

concrete and multitudinouselements, are finally resolved into direct opposites.

Did any human being wish for the epitome of a life wherein weregathered and

grouped all the experiences that a child of Adam couldhave, the history, fully and

frankly written, of my own mind during thenext forty-eight hours would afford him

all that could be wanted. Andthe Recorder could have wrought as usual in sunlight

and shadow, whichmay be taken to represent the final expressions of Heaven and

Hell.For in the highest Heaven is Faith; and Doubt hangs over the yawningblackness

of Hell.

There were of course times of sunshine in those two days; moments when,in the

realisation of Margaret's sweetness and her love for me, alldoubts were dissipated like

morning mist before the sun. But thebalance of the time--and an overwhelming

balance it was--gloom hungover me like a pall. The hour, in whose coming I had

acquiesced, wasapproaching so quickly and was already so near that the sense

offinality was bearing upon me! The issue was perhaps life or death toany of us; but

for this we were all prepared. Margaret and I were oneas to the risk. The question of

the moral aspect of the case, whichinvolved the religious belief in which I had been

reared, was not oneto trouble me; for the issues, and the causes that lay behind

them,were not within my power even to comprehend. The doubt of the successof the

Great Experiment was such a doubt as exists in all enterpriseswhich have great



possibilities. To me, whose life was passed in aseries of intellectual struggles, this

form of doubt was a stimulus,rather than deterrent. What then was it that made for me

a trouble,which became an anguish when my thoughts dwelt long on it?

I was beginning to doubt Margaret!

What it was that I doubted I knew not. It was not her love, or herhonour, or her truth,

or her kindness, or her zeal. What then was it?

It was herself!

Margaret was changing! At times during the past few days I had hardlyknown her as

the same girl whom I had met at the picnic, and whosevigils I had shared in the sick-

room of her father. Then, even in hermoments of greatest sorrow or fright or anxiety,

she was all life andthought and keenness. Now she was generally distraite, and at

times ina sort of negative condition as though her mind--her very being--wasnot

present. At such moments she would have full possession ofobservation and memory.

She would know and remember all that was goingon, and had gone on around her;

but her coming back to her old self hadto me something the sensation of a new person

coming into the room. Upto the time of leaving London I had been content whenever

she waspresent. I had over me that delicious sense of security which comeswith the

consciousness that love is mutual. But now doubt had takenits place. I never knew

whether the personality present was myMargaret--the old Margaret whom I had loved

at the first glance--or theother new Margaret, whom I hardly understood, and whose

intellectualaloofness made an impalpable barrier between us. Sometimes she

wouldbecome, as it were, awake all at once. At such times, though she wouldsay to

me sweet and pleasant things which she had often said before,she would seem most

unlike herself. It was almost as if she wasspeaking parrot-like or at dictation of one

who could read words oracts, but not thoughts. After one or two experiences of this

kind, myown doubting began to make a barrier; for I could not speak with theease

and freedom which were usual to me. And so hour by hour wedrifted apart. Were it



not for the few odd moments when the oldMargaret was back with me full of her

charm I do not know what wouldhave happened. As it was, each such moment gave

me a fresh start andkept my love from changing.

I would have given the world for a confidant; but this was impossible.How could I

speak a doubt of Margaret to anyone, even her father! Howcould I speak a doubt to

Margaret, when Margaret herself was the theme!I could only endure--and hope. And

of the two the endurance was thelesser pain.

I think that Margaret must have at times felt that there was some cloudbetween us, for

towards the end of the first day she began to shun me alittle; or perhaps it was that

she had become more diffident that usualabout me. Hitherto she had sought every

opportunity of being with me,just as I had tried to be with her; so that now any

avoidance, one ofthe other, made a new pain to us both.

On this day the household seemed very still. Each one of us was abouthis own work,

or occupied with his own thoughts. We only met at mealtimes; and then, though we

talked, all seemed more or less preoccupied.There was not in the house even the stir

of the routine of service.The precaution of Mr. Trelawny in having three rooms

prepared for eachof us had rendered servants unnecessary. The dining-room was

solidlyprepared with cooked provisions for several days. Towards evening Iwent out

by myself for a stroll. I had looked for Margaret to ask herto come with me; but when

I found her, she was in one of her apatheticmoods, and the charm of her presence

seemed lost to me. Angry withmyself, but unable to quell my own spirit of

discontent, I went outalone over the rocky headland.

On the cliff, with the wide expanse of wonderful sea before me, and nosound but the

dash of waves below and the harsh screams of the seagullsabove, my thoughts ran

free. Do what I would, they returnedcontinuously to one subject, the solving of the

doubt that was upon me.Here in the solitude, amid the wide circle of Nature's force

andstrife, my mind began to work truly. Unconsciously I found myselfasking a



question which I would not allow myself to answer. At lastthe persistence of a mind

working truly prevailed; I found myself faceto face with my doubt. The habit of my

life began to assert itself,and I analysed the evidence before me.

It was so startling that I had to force myself into obedience tological effort. My

starting-place was this: Margaret was changed--inwhat way, and by what means?

Was it her character, or her mind, or hernature? for her physical appearance remained

the same. I began togroup all that I had ever heard of her, beginning at her birth.

It was strange at the very first. She had been, according to Corbeck'sstatement, born

of a dead mother during the time that her father andhis friend were in a trance in the

tomb at Aswan. That trance waspresumably effected by a woman; a woman

mummied, yet preserving as wehad every reason to believe from after experience, an

astral bodysubject to a free will and an active intelligence. With that astralbody, space

ceased to exist. The vast distance between London andAswan became as naught; and

whatever power of necromancy the Sorceresshad might have been exercised over the

dead mother, and possibly thedead child.

The dead child! Was it possible that the child was dead and was madealive again?

Whence then came the animating spirit--the soul? Logicwas pointing the way to me

now with a vengeance!

If the Egyptian belief was true for Egyptians, then the "Ka" of thedead Queen and her

"Khu" could animate what she might choose. In suchcase Margaret would not be an

individual at all, but simply a phase ofQueen Tera herself; an astral body obedient to

her will!

Here I revolted against logic. Every fibre of my being resented such aconclusion.

How could I believe that there was no Margaret at all; butjust an animated image,

used by the Double of a woman of fortycenturies ago to its own ends...! Somehow,

the outlook was brighter tome now, despite the new doubts.



At least I had Margaret!

Back swung the logical pendulum again. The child then was not dead.If so, had the

Sorceress had anything to do with her birth at all? Itwas evident--so I took it again

from Corbeck--that there was a strangelikeness between Margaret and the pictures of

Queen Tera. How couldthis be? It could not be any birth-mark reproducing what had

been inthe mother's mind; for Mrs. Trelawny had never seen the pictures. Nay,even

her father had no

t seen them till he had found his way into thetomb only a few days before her birth.

This phase I could not get ridof so easily as the last; the fibres of my being remained

quiet. Thereremained to me the horror of doubt. And even then, so strange is themind

of man, Doubt itself took a concrete image; a vast andimpenetrable gloom, through

which flickered irregularly andspasmodically tiny points of evanescent light, which

seemed to quickenthe darkness into a positive existence.

The remaining possibility of relations between Margaret and the mummiedQueen

was, that in some occult way the Sorceress had power to changeplaces with the other.

This view of things could not be so lightlythrown aside. There were too many

suspicious circumstances to warrantthis, now that my attention was fixed on it and

my intelligencerecognised the possibility. Hereupon there began to come into my

mindall the strange incomprehensible matters which had whirled through ourlives in

the last few days. At first they all crowded in upon me in ajumbled mass; but again

the habit of mind of my working life prevailed,and they took order. I found it now

easier to control myself; forthere was something to grasp, some work to be done;

though it was of asorry kind, for it was or might be antagonistic to Margaret.

ButMargaret was herself at stake! I was thinking of her and fighting forher; and yet if

I were to work in the dark, I might be even harmful toher. My first weapon in her

defence was truth. I must know andunderstand; I might then be able to act. Certainly,

I could not actbeneficently without a just conception and recognition of the

facts.Arranged in order these were as follows:



Firstly: the strange likeness of Queen Tera to Margaret who had beenborn in another

country a thousand miles away, where her mother couldnot possibly have had even a

passing knowledge of her appearance.
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Secondly: the disappearance of Van Huyn's book when I had read up tothe

description of the Star Ruby.

Thirdly: the finding of the lamps in the boudoir. Tera with herastral body could have

unlocked the door of Corbeck's room in thehotel, and have locked it again after her

exit with the lamps. Shecould in the same way have opened the window, and put the

lamps in theboudoir. It need not have been that Margaret in her own person

shouldhave had any hand in this; but--but it was at least strange.

Fourthly: here the suspicions of the Detective and the Doctor cameback to me with

renewed force, and with a larger understanding.

Fifthly: there were the occasions on which Margaret foretold withaccuracy the

coming occasions of quietude, as though she had someconviction or knowledge of the

intentions of the astral-bodied Queen.

Sixthly: there was her suggestion of the finding of the Ruby which herfather had lost.

As I thought now afresh over this episode in thelight of suspicion in which her own

powers were involved, the onlyconclusion I could come to was--always supposing

that the theory of theQueen's astral power was correct--that Queen Tera being

anxious thatall should go well in the movement from London to Kyllion had in

herown way taken the Jewel from Mr. Trelawny's pocket-book, finding it ofsome use

in her supernatural guardianship of the journey. Then in somemysterious way she

had, through Margaret, made the suggestion of itsloss and finding.

Seventhly, and lastly, was the strange dual existence which Margaretseemed of late to

be leading; and which in some way seemed aconsequence or corollary of all that had



gone before.

The dual existence! This was indeed the conclusion which overcame alldifficulties

and reconciled opposites. If indeed Margaret were not inall ways a free agent, but

could be compelled to speak or act as shemight be instructed; or if her whole being

could be changed for anotherwithout the possibility of any one noticing the doing of

it, then allthings were possible. All would depend on the spirit of theindividuality by

which she could be so compelled. If thisindividuality were just and kind and clean, all

might be well. But ifnot! ... The thought was too awful for words. I ground my teeth

withfutile rage, as the ideas of horrible possibilities swept through me.

Up to this morning Margaret's lapses into her new self had been few andhardly

noticeable, save when once or twice her attitude towards myselfhad been marked by a

bearing strange to me. But today the contrary wasthe case; and the change presaged

badly. It might be that that otherindividuality was of the lower, not of the better sort!

Now that Ithought of it I had reason to fear. In the history of the mummy, fromthe

time of Van Huyn's breaking into the tomb, the record of deathsthat we knew of,

presumably effected by her will and agency, was astartling one. The Arab who had

stolen the hand from the mummy; and theone who had taken it from his body. The

Arab chief who had tried tosteal the Jewel from Van Huyn, and whose throat bore the

marks of sevenfingers. The two men found dead on the first night of Trelawny's

takingaway the sarcophagus; and the three on the return to the tomb. TheArab who

had opened the secret serdab. Nine dead men, one of themslain manifestly by the

Queen's own hand! And beyond this again theseveral savage attacks on Mr. Trelawny

in his own room, in which, aidedby her Familiar, she had tried to open the safe and to

extract theTalisman jewel. His device of fastening the key to his wrist by asteel

bangle, though successful in the end, had wellnigh cost him hislife.

If then the Queen, intent on her resurrection under her own conditionshad, so to

speak, waded to it through blood, what might she not do wereher purpose thwarted?

What terrible step might she not take to effecther wishes? Nay, what were her wishes;



what was her ultimate purpose?As yet we had had only Margaret's statement of them,

given in all theglorious enthusiasm of her lofty soul. In her record there was

noexpression of love to be sought or found. All we knew for certain wasthat she had

set before her the object of resurrection, and that in itthe North which she had

manifestly loved was to have a special part.But that the resurrection was to be

accomplished in the lonely tomb inthe Valley of the Sorcerer was apparent. All

preparations had beencarefully made for accomplishment from within, and for her

ultimateexit in her new and living form. The sarcophagus was unlidded. The oiljars,

though hermetically sealed, were to be easily opened by hand; andin them provision

was made for shrinkage through a vast period of time.Even flint and steel were

provided for the production of flame. TheMummy Pit was left open in violation of

usage; and beside the stonedoor on the cliff side was fixed an imperishable chain by

which shemight in safety descend to earth. But as to what her after intentionswere we

had no clue. If it was that she meant to begin life again as ahumble individual, there

was something so noble in the thought that iteven warmed my heart to her and turned

my wishes to her success.

The very idea seemed to endorse Margaret's magnificent tribute to herpurpose, and

helped to calm my troubled spirit.

Then and there, with this feeling strong upon me, I determined to warnMargaret and

her father of dire possibilities; and to await, as wellcontent as I could in my

ignorance, the development of things overwhich I had no power.

I returned to the house in a different frame of mind to that in which Ihad left it; and

was enchanted to find Margaret--the oldMargaret--waiting for me.

After dinner, when I was alone for a time with the father and daughter,I opened the

subject, though with considerable hesitation:

"Would it not be well to take every possible precaution, in case theQueen may not



wish what we are doing, with regard to what may occurbefore the Experiment; and at

or after her waking, if it comes off?"Margaret's answer came back quickly; so quickly

that I was convincedshe must have had it ready for some one:

"But she does approve! Surely it cannot be otherwise. Father isdoing, with all his

brains and all his energy and all his greatcourage, just exactly what the great Queen

had arranged!"

"But," I answered, "that can hardly be. All that she arranged was in atomb high up in

a rock, in a desert solitude, shut away from the worldby every conceivable means.

She seems to have depended on thisisolation to insure against accident. Surely, here

in another countryand age, with quite different conditions, she may in her anxiety

makemistakes and treat any of you--of us--as she did those others in timesgone past.

Nine men that we know of have been slain by her own hand orby her

instigation. She can be remorseless if she will." It did notstrike me till afterwards

when I was thinking over this conversation,how thoroughly I had accepted the living

and conscious condition ofQueen Tera as a fact. Before I spoke, I had feared I might

offend Mr.Trelawny; but to my pleasant surprise he smiled quite genially as

heanswered me:

"My dear fellow, in a way you are quite right. The Queen didundoubtedly intend

isolation; and, all told, it would be best that herexperiment should be made as she

arranged it. But just think, thatbecame impossible when once the Dutch explorer had

broken into hertomb. That was not my doing. I am innocent of it, though it was

thecause of my setting out to rediscover the sepulchre. Mind, I do notsay for a

moment that I would not have done just the same as Van Huyn.I went into the tomb

from curiosity; and I took away what I did, beingfired with the zeal of acquisitiveness

which animates the collector.But, remember also, that at this time I did not know of

the Queen'sintention of resurrection; I had no idea of the completeness of

herpreparations. All that came long afterwards. But when it did come, Ihave done all



that I could to carry out her wishes to the full. Myonly fear is that I may have

misinterpreted some of her crypticinstructions, or have omitted or overlooked

something. But of this Iam certain; I have left undone nothing that I can imagine right

to bedone; and I have done nothing that I know of to clash with Queen

Tera'sarrangement. I want her Great Experiment to succeed. To this end Ihave not

spared labour or time or money--or myself. I have enduredhardship, and braved

danger. All my brains; all my knowledge andlearning, such as they are; all my

endeavours such as they can be, havebeen, are, and shall be devoted to this end, till

we either win or losethe great stake that we play for."

"The great stake?" I repeated; "the resurrection of the woman, and thewoman's life?

The proof that resurrection can be accomplished; bymagical powers; by scientific

knowledge; or by use of some force whichat present the world does not know?"

Then Mr. Trelawny spoke out the hopes of his heart which up to now hehad indicated

rather than expressed. Once or twice I had heard Corbeckspeak of the fiery energy of

his youth; but, save for the noble wordsof Margaret when she had spoken of Queen

Tera's hope--which coming fromhis daughter made possible a belief that her power

was in some sensedue to heredity--I had seen no marked sign of it. But now his

words,sweeping before them like a torrent all antagonistic thought, gave me anew

idea of the man.

"'A woman's life!' What is a woman's life in the scale with what wehope for! Why,

we are risking already a woman's life; the dearest lifeto me in all the world, and that

grows more dear with every hour thatpasses. We are risking as well the lives of four

men; yours and myown, as well as those two others who have been won to our

confidence.'The proof that resurrection can be accomplished!' That is much.

Amarvellous thing in this age of science, and the scepticism thatknowledge makes.

But life and resurrection are themselves but items inwhat may be won by the

accomplishment of this Great Experiment.Imagine what it will be for the world of

thought--the true world ofhuman progress--the veritable road to the Stars, the itur ad



astra ofthe Ancients--if there can come back to us out of the unknown past onewho

can yield to us the lore stored in the great Library of Alexandria,and lost in its

consuming flames. Not only history can be set right,and the teachings of science

made veritable from their beginnings; butwe can be placed on the road to the

knowledge of lost arts, lostlearning, lost sciences, so that our feet may tread on the

indicatedpath to their ultimate and complete restoration. Why, this woman cantell us

what the world was like before what is called 'the Flood'; cangive us the origin of that

vast astounding myth; can set the mind backto the consideration of things which to us

now seem primeval, but whichwere old stories before the days of the Patriarchs. But

this is notthe end! No, not even the beginning! If the story of this woman beall that

we think--which some of us most firmly believe; if her powersand the restoration of

them prove to be what we expect, why, then wemay yet achieve a knowledge beyond

what our age has ever known--beyondwhat is believed today possible for the children

of men. If indeedthis resurrection can be accomplished, how can we doubt the

oldknowledge, the old magic, the old belief! And if this be so, we musttake it that the

'Ka' of this great and learned Queen has won secretsof more than mortal worth from

her surroundings amongst the stars. Thiswoman in her life voluntarily went down

living to the grave, and cameback again, as we learn from the records in her tomb;

she chose to dieher mortal death whilst young, so that at her resurrection in

anotherage, beyond a trance of countless magnitude, she might emerge from hertomb

in all the fulness and splendour of her youth and power. Alreadywe have evidence

that though her body slept in patience through thosemany centuries, her intelligence

never passed away, that her resolutionnever flagged, that her will remained supreme;

and, most important ofall, that her memory was unimpaired. Oh, what possibilities

are therein the coming of such a being into our midst! One whose history beganbefore

the concrete teaching of our Bible; whose experiences wereantecedent to the

formulation of the Gods of Greece; who can linktogether the Old and the New, Earth

and Heaven, and yield to the knownworlds of thought and physical existence the

mystery of the Unknown--ofthe Old World in its youth, and of Worlds beyond our

ken!"



He paused, almost overcome. Margaret had taken his hand when he spokeof her

being so dear to him, and held it hard. As he spoke shecontinued to hold it. But there

came over her face that change which Ihad so often seen of late; that mysterious

veiling of her ownpersonality which gave me the subtle sense of separation from her.

Inhis impassioned vehemence her father did not notice; but when hestopped she

seemed all at once to be herself again. In her gloriouseyes came the added brightness

of unshed tears; and with a gesture ofpassionate love and admiration, she stooped and

kissed her father'shand. Then, turning to me, she too spoke:

"Malcolm, you have spoken of the deaths that came from the poor Queen;or rather

that justly came from meddling with her arrangements andthwarting her purpose. Do

you not think that, in putting it as you havedone, you have been unjust? Who would

not have done just as she did?Remember she was fighting for her life! Ay, and for

more than herlife! For life, and love, and all the glorious possibilities of thatdim

future in the unknown world of the North which had such enchantinghopes for her!

Do you not think that she, with all the learning of hertime, and with all the great and

resistless force of her mighty nature,had hopes of spreading in a wider way the lofty

aspirations of hersoul! That she hoped to bring to the conquering of unknown worlds,

andusing to the advantage of her people, all that she had won from sleepand death

and time; all of which might and could have been frustratedby the ruthless hand of an

assassin or a thief. Were it you, in suchcase would you not struggle by all means to

achieve the object of yourlife and hope; whose possibilities grew and grew in the

passing ofthose endless years? Can you think that that active brain was at restduring

all those weary centuries, whilst her free soul was flittingfrom world to world

amongst the boundless regions of the stars? Hadthese stars in their myriad and varied

life no lessons for her; as theyhave had for us since we followed the glorious path

which she and herpeople marked for us, when they sent their winged imaginations

circlingamongst the lamps of the night!"

Here she paused. She too was overcome, and the welling tears ran downher cheeks. I

was myself more moved than I can say. This was indeed myMargaret; and in the



consciousness of her presence my heart leapt. Outof my happiness came boldness,

and I dared to say now what I had fearedwould be impossible: something which

would call the attention of Mr.Trelawny to what I imagined was the dual existence of

his daughter. AsI took Margaret's hand in mine and kissed it, I said to her father:

"Why, sir! she couldn't speak more eloquently if the very spirit ofQueen Tera was

with her to animate her and suggest thoughts!"

Mr. Trelawny's answer simply overwhelmed me with surprise. Itmanifested to me

that he too had gone through just such a process ofthought as my own.

"And what if it was; if it is! I know well that the spirit of hermother

is within her. If in addition there be the spirit of that greatand wondrous Queen, then

she would be no less dear to me, but doublydear! Do not have fear for her, Malcolm

Ross; at least have no morefear than you may have for the rest of us!" Margaret took

up thetheme, speaking so quickly that her words seemed a continuation of herfather's,

rather than an interruption of them.

"Have no special fear for me, Malcolm. Queen Tera knows, and willoffer us no harm.

I know it! I know it, as surely as I am lost in thedepth of my own love for you!"

There was something in her voice so strange to me that I looked quicklyinto her eyes.

They were bright as ever, but veiled to my seeing theinward thought behind them as

are the eyes of a caged lion.
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Then the two other men came in, and the subject changed.

Chapter XVIII

The Lesson of the "Ka"

That night we all went to bed early. The next night would be ananxious one, and Mr.

Trelawny thought that we should all be fortifiedwith what sleep we could get. The

day, too, would be full of work.Everything in connection with the Great Experiment

would have to begone over, so that at the last we might not fail from any unthought-

offlaw in our working. We made, of course, arrangements for summoning aidin case

such should be needed; but I do not think that any of us hadany real apprehension of

danger. Certainly we had no fear of suchdanger from violence as we had had to guard

against in London duringMr. Trelawny's long trance.

For my own part I felt a strange sense of relief in the matter. I hadaccepted Mr.

Trelawny's reasoning that if the Queen were indeed such aswe surmised--such as

indeed we now took for granted--there would not beany opposition on her part; for

we were carrying out her own wishes tothe very last. So far I was at ease--far more at

ease than earlier inthe day I should have thought possible; but there were other

sources oftrouble which I could not blot out from my mind. Chief amongst themwas

Margaret's strange condition. If it was indeed that she had in herown person a dual

existence, what might happen when the two existencesbecame one? Again, and again,

and again I turned this matter over in mymind, till I could have shrieked out in

nervous anxiety. It was noconsolation to me to remember that Margaret was herself

satisfied, andher father acquiescent. Love is, after all, a selfish thing; and itthrows a

black shadow on anything between which and the light itstands. I seemed to hear the



hands go round the dial of the clock; Isaw darkness turn to gloom, and gloom to grey,

and grey to lightwithout pause or hindrance to the succession of my miserable

feelings.At last, when it was decently possible without the fear of disturbingothers, I

got up. I crept along the passage to find if all was wellwith the others; for we had

arranged that the door of each of our roomsshould be left slightly open so that any

sound of disturbance would beeasily and distinctly heard.

One and all slept; I could hear the regular breathing of each, and myheart rejoiced

that this miserable night of anxiety was safely passed.As I knelt in my own room in a

burst of thankful prayer, I knew in thedepths of my own heart the measure of my fear.

I found my way out ofthe house, and went down to the water by the long stairway cut

in therock. A swim in the cool bright sea braced my nerves and made me myold self

again.

As I came back to the top of the steps I could see the bright sunlight,rising from

behind me, turning the rocks across the bay to glitteringgold. And yet I felt somehow

disturbed. It was all too bright; as itsometimes is before the coming of a storm. As I

paused to watch it, Ifelt a soft hand on my shoulder; and, turning, found Margaret

close tome; Margaret as bright and radiant as the morning glory of the sun! Itwas my

own Margaret this time! My old Margaret, without alloy of anyother; and I felt that,

at least, this last and fatal day was wellbegun.

But alas! the joy did not last. When we got back to the house from astroll around the

cliffs, the same old routine of yesterday wasresumed: gloom and anxiety, hope, high

spirits, deep depression, andapathetic aloofness.

But it was to be a day of work; and we all braced ourselves to it withan energy which

wrought its own salvation.

After breakfast we all adjourned to the cave, where Mr. Trelawny wentover, point by

point, the position of each item of our paraphernalia.He explained as he went on why



each piece was so placed. He had withhim the great rolls of paper with the measured

plans and the signs anddrawings which he had had made from his own and Corbeck's

rough notes.As he had told us, these contained the whole of the hieroglyphics onwalls

and ceilings and floor of the tomb in the Valley of the Sorcerer.Even had not the

measurements, made to scale, recorded the position ofeach piece of furniture, we

could have eventually placed them by astudy of the cryptic writings and symbols.

Mr. Trelawny explained to us certain other things, not laid down on thechart. Such as,

for instance, that the hollowed part of the table wasexactly fitted to the bottom of the

Magic Coffer, which was thereforeintended to be placed on it. The respective legs of

this table wereindicated by differently shaped uraei outlined on the floor, the headof

each being extended in the direction of the similar uraeus twinedround the leg. Also

that the mummy, when laid on the raised portion inthe bottom of the sarcophagus,

seemingly made to fit the form, wouldlie head to the West and feet to the East, thus

receiving the naturalearth currents. "If this be intended," he said, "as I presume it is,

Igather that the force to be used has something to do with magnetism orelectricity, or

both. It may be, of course, that some other force,such, for instance, as that emanating

from radium, is to be employed.I have experimented with the latter, but only in such

small quantity asI could obtain; but so far as I can ascertain the stone of the Cofferis

absolutely impervious to its influence. There must be some suchunsusceptible

substances in nature. Radium does not seemingly manifestitself when distributed

through pitchblende; and there are doubtlessother such substances in which it can be

imprisoned. Possibly thesemay belong to that class of "inert" elements discovered or

isolated bySir William Ramsay. It is therefore possible that in this Coffer, madefrom

an aerolite and therefore perhaps containing some element unknownin our world,

may be imprisoned some mighty power which is to bereleased on its opening."

This appeared to be an end of this branch of the subject; but as hestill kept the fixed

look of one who is engaged in a theme we allwaited in silence. After a pause he went

on:



"There is one thing which has up to now, I confess, puzzled me. It maynot be of

prime importance; but in a matter like this, where all isunknown, we must take it that

everything is important. I cannot thinkthat in a matter worked out with such

extraordinary scrupulosity such athing should be overlooked. As you may see by the

ground-plan of thetomb the sarcophagus stands near the north wall, with the Magic

Cofferto the south of it. The space covered by the former is left quite bareof symbol

or ornamentation of any kind. At the first glance this wouldseem to imply that the

drawings had been made after the sarcophagus hadbeen put into its place. But a more

minute examination will show thatthe symbolisation on the floor is so arranged that a

definite effect isproduced. See, here the writings run in correct order as though

theyhad jumped across the gap. It is only from certain effects that itbecomes clear

that there is a meaning of some kind. What that meaningmay be is what we want to

know. Look at the top and bottom of thevacant space, which lies West and East

corresponding to the head andfoot of the sarcophagus. In both are duplications of the

samesymbolisation, but so arranged that the parts of each one of them areintegral

portions of some other writing running crosswise. It is onlywhen we get a coup d'oeil

from either the head or the foot that yourecognise that there are symbolisations. See!

they are in triplicateat the corners and the centre of both top and bottom. In every

casethere is a sun cut in half by the line of the sarcophagus, as by thehorizon. Close

behind each of these and faced away from it, as thoughin some way dependent on it,

is the vase which in hieroglyphic writingsymbolises the heart--'Ab' the Egyptians

called it. Beyond each ofthese again is the figure of a pair of widespread arms turned

upwardsfrom the elbow; this is the determinative of the 'Ka' or 'Double'. Butits

relative position is different at top and bottom. At the head ofthe sarcophagus the top

of the 'Ka' is turned towards the mouth of thevase, but at the foot the extended arms

point away from it.

"The symbolisation seems to mean that during the passing of the Sunfrom West to

East--from sunset to sunrise, or through the Under World,otherwise night--the Heart,

which is material even in the tomb andcannot leave it, simply revolves, so that it can

always rest on 'Ra'the Sun-God, the origin of all good; but that the Double,



whichrepresents the active principle, goes whither it will, the same bynight as by day.

If this be correct it is a warning--a caution--areminder that the consciousness of the

mummy does not rest but is to bereckoned with.

"Or it may be intended to convey that after the particular night of theresurrection, the

'Ka' would leave the hea

rt altogether, thus typifyingthat in her resurrection the Queen would be restored to a

lower andpurely physical existence. In such case what would become of hermemory

and the experiences of her wide-wandering soul? The chiefestvalue of her

resurrection would be lost to the world! This, however,does not alarm me. It is only

guess-work after all, and iscontradictory to the intellectual belief of the Egyptian

theology, thatthe 'Ka' is an essential portion of humanity." He paused and we

allwaited. The silence was broken by Doctor Winchester:

"But would not all this imply that the Queen feared intrusion of hertomb?" Mr.

Trelawny smiled as he answered:

"My dear sir, she was prepared for it. The grave robber is no modernapplication of

endeavour; he was probably known in the Queen's owndynasty. Not only was she

prepared for intrusion, but, as shown inseveral ways, she expected it. The hiding of

the lamps in the serdab,and the institution of the avenging 'treasurer' shows that there

wasdefence, positive as well as negative. Indeed, from the manyindications afforded

in the clues laid out with the most consummatedthought, we may almost gather that

she entertained it as a possibilitythat others--like ourselves, for instance--might in all

seriousnessundertake the work which she had made ready for her own hands when

thetime should have come. This very matter that I have been speaking ofis an

instance. The clue is intended for seeing eyes!"

Again we were silent. It was Margaret who spoke:



"Father, may I have that chart? I should like to study it during theday!"

"Certainly, my dear!" answered Mr. Trelawny heartily, as he handed itto her. He

resumed his instructions in a different tone, a morematter-of-fact one suitable to a

practical theme which had no mysteryabout it:

"I think you had better all understand the working of the electriclight in case any

sudden contingency should arise. I dare say you havenoticed that we have a complete

supply in every part of the house, sothat there need not be a dark corner anywhere.

This I had speciallyarranged. It is worked by a set of turbines moved by the flowing

andebbing tide, after the manner of the turbines at Niagara. I hope bythis means to

nullify accident and to have without fail a full supplyready at any time. Come with

me and I will explain the system ofcircuits, and point out to you the taps and the

fuses." I could notbut notice, as we went with him all over the house, how

absolutelycomplete the system was, and how he had guarded himself against

anydisaster that human thought could foresee.

But out of the very completeness came a fear! In such an enterprise asours the bounds

of human thought were but narrow. Beyond it lay thevast of Divine wisdom, and

Divine power!

When we came back to the cave, Mr. Trelawny took up another theme:

"We have now to settle definitely the exact hour at which the GreatExperiment is to

be made. So far as science and mechanism go, if thepreparations are complete, all

hours are the same. But as we have todeal with preparations made by a woman of

extraordinarily subtle mind,and who had full belief in magic and had a cryptic

meaning ineverything, we should place ourselves in her position before deciding.It is

now manifest that the sunset has an important place in thearrangements. As those

suns, cut so mathematically by the edge of thesarcophagus, were arranged of full

design, we must take our cue fromthis. Again, we find all along that the number



seven has had animportant bearing on every phase of the Queen's thought and

reasoningand action. The logical result is that the seventh hour after sunsetwas the

time fixed on. This is borne out by the fact that on each ofthe occasions when action

was taken in my house, this was the timechosen. As the sun sets tonight in Cornwall

at eight, our hour is tobe three in the morning!" He spoke in a matter-of-fact way,

thoughwith great gravity; but there was nothing of mystery in his word ormanner.

Still, we were all impressed to a remarkable degree. I couldsee this in the other men

by the pallor that came on some of theirfaces, and by the stillness and unquestioning

silence with which thedecision was received. The only one who remained in any way

at easewas Margaret, who had lapsed into one of her moods of abstraction, butwho

seemed to wake up to a note of gladness. Her father, who waswatching her intently,

smiled; her mood was to him a directconfirmation of his theory.

For myself I was almost overcome. The definite fixing of the hourseemed like the

voice of Doom. When I think of it now, I can realisehow a condemned man feels at

his sentence, or at the sounding of thelast hour he is to hear.

There could be no going back now! We were in the hands of God!

The hands of God...! And yet...! What other forces were arrayed? ...What would

become of us all, poor atoms of earthly dust whirled in thewind which cometh

whence and goeth whither no man may know. It was notfor myself... Margaret...!

I was recalled by Mr. Trelawny's firm voice:

"Now we shall see to the lamps and finish our preparations."Accordingly we set to

work, and under his supervision made ready theEgyptian lamps, seeing that they were

well filled with the cedar oil,and that the wicks were adjusted and in good order. We

lighted andtested them one by one, and left them ready so that they would light

atonce and evenly. When this was done we had a general look round; andfixed all in

readiness for our work at night.
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All this had taken time, and we were I think all surprised when as weemerged from

the cave we heard the great clock in the hall chime four.

We had a late lunch, a thing possible without trouble in the presentstate of our

commissariat arrangements. After it, by Mr. Trelawny'sadvice, we separated; each to

prepare in our own way for the strain ofthe coming night. Margaret looked pale and

somewhat overwrought, so Iadvised her to lie down and try to sleep. She promised

that she would.The abstraction which had been upon her fitfully all day lifted for

thetime; with all her old sweetness and loving delicacy she kissed megood-bye for the

present! With the sense of happiness which this gaveme I went out for a walk on the

cliffs. I did not want to think; and Ihad an instinctive feeling that fresh air and God's

sunlight, and themyriad beauties of the works of His hand would be the best

preparationof fortitude for what was to come.

When I got back, all the party were assembling for a late tea. Comingfresh from the

exhilaration of nature, it struck me as almost comicthat we, who were nearing the end

of so strange--almost monstrous--anundertaking, should be yet bound by the needs

and habits of our lives.

All the men of the party were grave; the time of seclusion, even if ithad given them

rest, had also given opportunity for thought. Margaretwas bright, almost buoyant; but

I missed about her something of herusual spontaneity. Towards myself there was a

shadowy air of reserve,which brought back something of my suspicion. When tea was

over, shewent out of the room; but returned in a minute with the roll of drawingwhich

she had taken with her earlier in the day. Coming close to Mr.Trelawny, she said:

"Father, I have been carefully considering what you said today aboutthe hidden



meaning of those suns and hearts and 'Ka's', and I have beenexamining the drawings

again."

"And with what result, my child?" asked Mr. Trelawny eagerly.

"There is another reading possible!"

"And that?" His voice was now tremulous with anxiety. Margaret spokewith a strange

ring in her voice; a ring that cannot be, unless thereis the consciousness of truth

behind it:

"It means that at the sunset the 'Ka' is to enter the 'Ab'; and it isonly at the sunrise that

it will leave it!"

"Go on!" said her father hoarsely.

"It means that for this night the Queen's Double, which is otherwisefree, will remain

in her heart, which is mortal and cannot leave itsprison-place in the mummy-

shrouding. It means that when the sun hasdropped into the sea, Queen Tera will cease

to exist as a consciouspower, till sunrise; unless the Great Experiment can recall her

towaking life. It means that there will be nothing whatever for you orothers to fear

from her in such way as we have all cause to remember.Whatever change may come

from the working of the Great Experiment,there can come none from the poor,

helpless, dead woman who has waitedall those centuries for this night; who has given

up to the coming hourall the freedom of ete

rnity, won in the old way, in hope of a new lifein a new world such as she longed

for...!" She stopped suddenly. Asshe had gone on speaking there had come with her

words a strangepathetic, almost pleading, tone which touched me to the quick. As

shestopped, I could see, before she turned away her head, that her eyeswere full of

tears.



For once the heart of her father did not respond to her feeling. Helooked exultant, but

with a grim masterfulness which reminded me of theset look of his stern face as he

had lain in the trance. He did notoffer any consolation to his daughter in her

sympathetic pain. He onlysaid:

"We may test the accuracy of your surmise, and of her feeling, when thetime comes!"

Having said so, he went up the stone stairway and into hisown room. Margaret's face

had a troubled look as she gazed after him.

Strangely enough her trouble did not as usual touch me to the quick.

When Mr. Trelawny had gone, silence reigned. I do not think that anyof us wanted to

talk. Presently Margaret went to her room, and I wentout on the terrace over the sea.

The fresh air and the beauty of allbefore helped to restore the good spirits which I had

known earlier inthe day. Presently I felt myself actually rejoicing in the belief thatthe

danger which I had feared from the Queen's violence on the comingnight was

obviated. I believed in Margaret's belief so thoroughly thatit did not occur to me to

dispute her reasoning. In a lofty frame ofmind, and with less anxiety than I had felt

for days, I went to my roomand lay down on the sofa.

I was awaked by Corbeck calling to me, hurriedly:

"Come down to the cave as quickly as you can. Mr. Trelawny wants tosee us all there

at once. Hurry!"

I jumped up and ran down to the cave. All were there except Margaret,who came

immediately after me carrying Silvio in her arms. When thecat saw his old enemy he

struggled to get down; but Margaret held himfast and soothed him. I looked at my

watch. It was close to eight.

When Margaret was with us her father said directly, with a quietinsistence which was



new to me:

"You believe, Margaret, that Queen Tera has voluntarily undertaken togive up her

freedom for this night? To become a mummy and nothingmore, till the Experiment

has been completed? To be content that sheshall be powerless under all and any

circumstances until after all isover and the act of resurrection has been accomplished,

or the efforthas failed?" After a pause Margaret answered in a low voice:

"Yes!"

In the pause her whole being, appearance, expression, voice, manner hadchanged.

Even Silvio noticed it, and with a violent effort wriggledaway from her arms; she did

not seem to notice the act. I expectedthat the cat, when he had achieved his freedom,

would have attacked themummy; but on this occasion he did not. He seemed too

cowed toapproach it. He shrunk away, and with a piteous "miaou" came over

andrubbed himself against my ankles. I took him up in my arms, and henestled there

content. Mr. Trelawny spoke again:

"You are sure of what you say! You believe it with all your soul?"Margaret's face had

lost the abstracted look; it now seemed illuminatedwith the devotion of one to whom

is given to speak of great things.She answered in a voice which, though quiet,

vibrated with conviction:

"I know it! My knowledge is beyond belief!" Mr. Trelawny spoke again:

"Then you are so sure, that were you Queen Tera herself, you would bewilling to

prove it in any way that I might suggest?"

"Yes, any way!" the answer rang out fearlessly. He spoke again, in avoice in which

was no note of doubt:



"Even in the abandonment of your Familiar to death--to annihilation."

She paused, and I could see that she suffered--suffered horribly.There was in her eyes

a hunted look, which no man can, unmoved, see inthe eyes of his beloved. I was

about to interrupt, when her father'seyes, glancing round with a fierce determination,

met mine. I stoodsilent, almost spellbound; so also the other men. Something was

goingon before us which we did not understand!

With a few long strides Mr. Trelawny went to the west side of the caveand tore back

the shutter which obscured the window. The cool air blewin, and the sunlight

streamed over them both, for Margaret was now byhis side. He pointed to where the

sun was sinking into the sea in ahalo of golden fire, and his face was as set as flint. In

a voicewhose absolute uncompromising hardness I shall hear in my ears at timestill

my dying day, he said:
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"Choose! Speak! When the sun has dipped below the sea, it will be toolate!" The

glory of the dying sun seemed to light up Margaret's face,till it shone as if lit from

within by a noble light, as she answered:

"Even that!"

Then stepping over to where the mummy cat stood on the little table,she placed her

hand on it. She had now left the sunlight, and theshadows looked dark and deep over

her. In a clear voice she said:

"Were I Tera, I would say 'Take all I have! This night is for the Godsalone!'"

As she spoke the sun dipped, and the cold shadow suddenly fell on us.We all stood

still for a while. Silvio jumped from my arms and ranover to his mistress, rearing

himself up against her dress as if askingto be lifted. He took no notice whatever of the

mummy now.

Margaret was glorious with all her wonted sweetness as she said sadly:

"The sun is down, Father! Shall any of us see it again? The night ofnights is come!"

Chapter XIX

The Great Experiment

If any evidence had been wanted of how absolutely one and all of us hadcome to

believe in the spiritual existence of the Egyptian Queen, itwould have been found in



the change which in a few minutes had beeneffected in us by the statement of

voluntary negation made, we allbelieved, through Margaret. Despite the coming of

the fearful ordeal,the sense of which it was impossible to forget, we looked and acted

asthough a great relief had come to us. We had indeed lived in such astate of

terrorism during the days when Mr. Trelawny was lying in atrance that the feeling

had bitten deeply into us. No one knows tillhe has experienced it, what it is to be in

constant dread of someunknown danger which may come at any time and in any

form.

The change was manifested in different ways, according to each nature.Margaret was

sad. Doctor Winchester was in high spirits, and keenlyobservant; the process of

thought which had served as an antidote tofear, being now relieved from this duty,

added to his intellectualenthusiasm. Mr. Corbeck seemed to be in a retrospective

rather than aspeculative mood. I was myself rather inclined to be gay; the relieffrom

certain anxiety regarding Margaret was sufficient for me for thetime.

As to Mr. Trelawny he seemed less changed than any. Perhaps this wasonly natural,

as he had had in his mind the intention for so many yearsof doing that in which we

were tonight engaged, that any eventconnected with it could only seem to him as an

episode, a step to theend. His was that commanding nature which looks so to the end

of anundertaking that all else is of secondary importance. Even now, thoughhis

terrible sternness relaxed under the relief from the strain, henever flagged nor faltered

for a moment in his purpose. He asked usmen to come with him; and going to the hall

we presently managed tolower into the cave an oak table, fairly long and not too

wide, whichstood against the wall in the hall. This we placed under the strongcluster

of electric lights in the middle of the cave. Margaret lookedon for a while; then all at

once her face blanched, and in an agitatedvoice she said:

"What are you going to do, Father?"

"To unroll the mummy of the cat! Queen Tera will not need her Familiartonight. If



she should want him, it might be dangerous to us; so weshall make him safe. You are

not alarmed, dear?"

"Oh no!" she answered quickly. "But I was thinking of my Silvio, andhow I should

feel if he had been the mummy that was to be unswathed!"

Mr. Trelawny got knives and scissors ready, and placed the cat on thetable. It was a

grim beginning to our work; and it made my heart sinkwhen I thought of what might

happen in that lonely house in themid-gloom of the night. The sense of loneliness and

isolation from theworld was increased by the moaning of the wind which had now

risenominously, and by the beating of waves on the rocks below. But we hadtoo

grave a task before us to be swayed by external manifestations:the unrolling of the

mummy began.

There was an incredible number of bandages; and the tearing sound--theybeing stuck

fast to each other by bitumen and gums and spices--and thelittle cloud of red pungent

dust that arose, pressed on the senses ofall of us. As the last wrappings came away,

we saw the animal seatedbefore us. He was all hunkered up; his hair and teeth and

claws werecomplete. The eyes were closed, but the eyelids had not the fiercelook

which I expected. The whiskers had been pressed down on the sideof the face by the

bandaging; but when the pressure was taken away theystood out, just as they would

have done in life. He was a magnificentcreature, a tiger-cat of great size. But as we

looked at him, ourfirst glance of admiration changed to one of fear, and a shudder

ranthrough each one of us; for here was a confirmation of the fears whichwe had

endured.

His mouth and his claws were smeared with the dry, red stains of recentblood!

Doctor Winchester was the first to recover; blood in itself had smalldisturbing quality

for him. He had taken out his magnifying-glass andwas examining the stains on the

cat's mouth. Mr. Trelawny breathedloudly, as though a strain had been taken from



him.

"It is as I expected," he said. "This promises well for what is tofollow."

By this time Doctor Winchester was looking at the red stained paws."As I expected!"

he said. "He has seven claws, too!" Opening hispocket-book, he took out the piece of

blotting-paper marked by Silvio'sclaws, on which was also marked in pencil a

diagram of the cuts made onMr. Trelawny's wrist. He placed the paper under the

mummy cat's paw.The marks fitted exactly.

When we had carefully examined the cat, finding, however, nothingstrange about it

but its wonderful preservation, Mr. Trelawny lifted itfrom the table. Margaret started

forward, crying out:

"Take care, Father! Take care! He may injure you!"

"Not now, my dear!" he answered as he moved towards the stairway. Herface fell.

"Where are you going?" she asked in a faint voice.

"To the kitchen," he answered. "Fire will take away all danger for thefuture; even an

astral body cannot materialise from ashes!" He signedto us to follow him. Margaret

turned away with a sob. I went to her;but she motioned me back and whispered:

"No, no! Go with the others. Father may want you. Oh! it seems likemurder! The

poor Queen's pet...!" The tears were dropping from underthe fingers that covered her

eyes.

In the kitchen was a fire of wood ready laid. To this Mr. Trelawnyapplied a match; in

a few seconds the kindling had caught and theflames leaped. When the fire was

solidly ablaze, he threw the body ofthe cat into it. For a few seconds it lay a dark

mass amidst theflames, and the room was rank with the smell of burning hair. Then



thedry body caught fire too. The inflammable substances used in embalmingbecame

new fuel, and the flames roared. A few minutes of fierceconflagration; and then we

breathed freely. Queen Tera's Familiar wasno more!

When we went back to the cave we found Margaret sitting in the dark.She had

switched off the electric light, and only a faint glow of theevening light came through

the narrow openings. Her father wentquickly over to her and put his arms round her

in a loving protectiveway. She laid her head on his shoulder for a minute and

seemedcomforted. Presently she called to me:

"Malcolm, turn up the light!" I carried out her orders, and could seethat, though she

had been crying, her eyes were now dry. Her fathersaw it too and looked glad. He

said to us in a grave tone:

"Now we had better prepare for our great work. It will not do to leaveanything to the

last!" Margaret must have had a suspicion of what wascoming, for it was with a

sinking voice that she asked:
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"What are you going to do now?" Mr. Trelawny too must have had asuspicion of her

feelings, for he answered in a low tone:

"To unroll the mummy of Queen Tera!" She came close to him and saidpleadingly in

a whisper:

"Father, you are not going to unswathe her! All you men...! And inthe glare of light!"

"But why not, my dear?"

"Just think, Father, a woman! All alone! In such a way! In such aplace! Oh! it's cruel,

cruel!" She was manifestly much overcome. Hercheeks were flaming red, and her

eyes were full of indignant tears.Her father saw her distress; and, sympathising with

it, began tocomfort her. I was moving off; but he signed to me to stay. I took itthat

after the usual manner of men he wanted help on such an occasion,and man-like

wished to throw on someone else the task of dealing with awoman in indignant

distress. However, he began to appeal first to herreason:

"Not a woman, dear; a mummy! She has been dead nearly five thousandyears!"

"What does that matter? Sex is not a matter of years! A woman is awoman, if she had

been dead five thousand centuries! And you expecther to arise out of that long sleep!

It could not be real death, ifshe is to rise out of it! You have led me to believe that she

willcome alive when the Coffer is opened!"

"I did, my dear; and I believe it! But if it isn't death that has beenthe matter with her

all these years, it is something uncommonly likeit. Then again, just think; it was men



who embalmed her. They didn'thave women's rights or lady doctors in ancient Egypt,

my dear! Andbesides," he went on more freely, seeing that she was accepting

hisargume

nt, if not yielding to it, "we men are accustomed to such things.Corbeck and I have

unrolled a hundred mummies; and there were as manywomen as men amongst them.

Doctor Winchester in his work has had todeal with women as well of men, till custom

has made him think nothingof sex. Even Ross has in his work as a barrister..." He

stoppedsuddenly.

"You were going to help too!" she said to me, with an indignant look.

I said nothing; I thought silence was best. Mr. Trelawny went onhurriedly; I could see

that he was glad of interruption, for the partof his argument concerning a barrister's

work was becoming decidedlyweak:

"My child, you will be with us yourself. Would we do anything whichwould hurt or

offend you? Come now! be reasonable! We are not at apleasure party. We are all

grave men, entering gravely on anexperiment which may unfold the wisdom of old

times, and enlarge humanknowledge indefinitely; which may put the minds of men

on new tracks ofthought and research. An experiment," as he went on his

voicedeepened, "which may be fraught with death to any one of us--to us all!We

know from what has been, that there are, or may be, vast and unknowndangers ahead

of us, of which none in the house today may ever see theend. Take it, my child, that

we are not acting lightly; but with allthe gravity of deeply earnest men! Besides, my

dear, whatever feelingsyou or any of us may have on the subject, it is necessary for

thesuccess of the experiment to unswathe her. I think that under anycircumstances it

would be necessary to remove the wrappings before shebecame again a live human

being instead of a spiritualised corpse withan astral body. Were her original intention

carried out, and did shecome to new life within her mummy wrappings, it might be to

exchange acoffin for a grave! She would die the death of the buried alive! Butnow,



when she has voluntarily abandoned for the time her astral power,there can be no

doubt on the subject."

Margaret's face cleared. "All right, Father!" she said as she kissedhim. "But oh! it

seems a horrible indignity to a Queen, and a woman."

I was moving away to the staircase when she called me:

"Where are you going?" I came back and took her hand and stroked it asI answered:

"I shall come back when the unrolling is over!" She looked at me long,and a faint

suggestion of a smile came over her face as she said:

"Perhaps you had better stay, too! It may be useful to you in yourwork as a barrister!"

She smiled out as she met my eyes: but in aninstant she changed. Her face grew

grave, and deadly white. In a faraway voice she said:

"Father is right! It is a terrible occasion; we need all to be seriousover it. But all the

same--nay, for that very reason you had betterstay, Malcolm! You may be glad, later

on, that you were presenttonight!"

My heart sank down, down, at her words; but I thought it better to saynothing. Fear

was stalking openly enough amongst us already!

By this time Mr. Trelawny, assisted by Mr. Corbeck and DoctorWinchester, had

raised the lid of the ironstone sarcophagus whichcontained the mummy of the Queen.

It was a large one; but it was nonetoo big. The mummy was both long and broad and

high; and was of suchweight that it was no easy task, even for the four of us, to lift

itout. Under Mr. Trelawny's direction we laid it out on the tableprepared for it.

Then, and then only, did the full horror of the whole thing burst uponme! There, in



the full glare of the light, the whole material andsordid side of death seemed staringly

real. The outer wrappings, tornand loosened by rude touch, and with the colour either

darkened by dustor worn light by friction, seemed creased as by rough treatment;

thejagged edges of the wrapping-cloths looked fringed; the painting waspatchy, and

the varnish chipped. The coverings were evidently many,for the bulk was great. But

through all, showed that unhidable humanfigure, which seems to look more horrible

when partially concealed thanat any other time. What was before us was Death, and

nothing else.All the romance and sentiment of fancy had disappeared. The two

eldermen, enthusiasts who had often done such work, were not disconcerted;and

Doctor Winchester seemed to hold himself in a business-likeattitude, as if before the

operating-table. But I felt low-spirited,and miserable, and ashamed; and besides I was

pained and alarmed byMargaret's ghastly pallor.

Then the work began. The unrolling of the mummy cat had prepared mesomewhat for

it; but this was so much larger, and so infinitely moreelaborate, that it seemed a

different thing. Moreover, in addition tothe ever present sense of death and humanity,

there was a feeling ofsomething finer in all this. The cat had been embalmed with

coarsermaterials; here, all, when once the outer coverings were removed, wasmore

delicately done. It seemed as if only the finest gums and spiceshad been used in this

embalming. But there were the same surroundings,the same attendant red dust and

pungent presence of bitumen; there wasthe same sound of rending which marked the

tearing away of thebandages. There were an enormous number of these, and their

bulk whenopened was great. As the men unrolled them, I grew more and

moreexcited. I did not take a part in it myself; Margaret had looked at megratefully as

I drew back. We clasped hands, and held each other hard.As the unrolling went on,

the wrappings became finer, and the smellless laden with bitumen, but more pungent.

We all, I think, began tofeel it as though it caught or touched us in some special way.

This,however, did not interfere with the work; it went on uninterruptedly.Some of the

inner wrappings bore symbols or pictures. These were donesometimes wholly in pale

green colour, sometimes in many colours; butalways with a prevalence of green. Now

and again Mr. Trelawny or Mr.Corbeck would point out some special drawing before



laying the bandageon the pile behind them, which kept growing to a monstrous

height.

At last we knew that the wrappings were coming to an end. Already theproportions

were reduced to those of a normal figure of the manifestheight of the Queen, who was

more than average height. And as the enddrew nearer, so Margaret's pallor grew; and

her heart beat more andmore wildly, till her breast heaved in a way that frightened

me.

Just as her father was taking away the last of the bandages, hehappened to look up

and caught the pained and anxious look of her paleface. He paused, and taking her

concern to be as to the outrage onmodesty, said in a comforting way:

"Do not be uneasy, dear! See! there is nothing to harm you. The Queenhas on a

robe.--Ay, and a royal robe, too!"

The wrapping was a wide piece the whole length of the body. It beingremoved, a

profusely full robe of white linen had appeared, coveringthe body from the throat to

the feet.

And such linen! We all bent over to look at it.

Margaret lost her concern, in her woman's interest in fine stuff. Thenthe rest of us

looked with admiration; for surely such linen was neverseen by the eyes of our age. It

was as fine as the finest silk. Butnever was spun or woven silk which lay in such

gracious folds,constrict though they were by the close wrappings of the mummy

cloth,and fixed into hardness by the passing of thousands of years.

Round the neck it was delicately embroidered in pure gold with tinysprays of

sycamore; and round the feet, similarly worked, was anendless line of lotus plants of

unequal height, and with all thegraceful abandon of natural growth.



Across the body, but manifestly not surrounding it, was a girdle ofjewels. A

wondrous girdle, which shone and glowed with all the formsand phases and colours

of the sky!
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The buckle was a great yellow stone, round of outline, deep and curved,as if a

yielding globe had been pressed down. It shone and glowed, asthough a veritable sun

lay within; the rays of its light seemed tostrike out and illumine all round. Flanking it

were two greatmoonstones of lesser size, whose glowing, beside the glory of

thesunstone, was like the silvery sheen of moonlight.

And then on either side, linked by golden clasps of exquisite shape,was a line of

flaming jewels, of which the colours seemed to glow.Each of these stones seemed to

hold a living star, which twinkled inevery phase of changing light.

Margaret raised her hands in ecstasy. She bent over to examine moreclosely; but

suddenly drew back and stood fully erect at her grandheight. She seemed to speak

with the conviction of absolute knowledgeas she sa

id:

"That is no cerement! It was not meant for the clothing of death! Itis a marriage

robe!"

Mr. Trelawny leaned over and touched the linen robe. He lifted a foldat the neck, and

I knew from the quick intake of his breath thatsomething had surprised him. He lifted

yet a little more; and then he,too, stood back and pointed, saying:

"Margaret is right! That dress is not intended to be worn by the dead!See! her figure

is not robed in it. It is but laid upon her." Helifted the zone of jewels and handed it to

Margaret. Then with bothhands he raised the ample robe, and laid it across the arms

which sheextended in a natural impulse. Things of such beauty were too preciousto



be handled with any but the greatest care.

We all stood awed at the beauty of the figure which, save for the facecloth, now lay

completely nude before us. Mr. Trelawny bent over, andwith hands that trembled

slightly, raised this linen cloth which was ofthe same fineness as the robe. As he

stood back and the whole gloriousbeauty of the Queen was revealed, I felt a rush of

shame sweep over me.It was not right that we should be there, gazing with irreverent

eyeson such unclad beauty: it was indecent; it was almost sacrilegious!And yet the

white wonder of that beautiful form was something to dreamof. It was not like death

at all; it was like a statue carven in ivoryby the hand of a Praxiteles. There was

nothing of that horribleshrinkage which death seems to effect in a moment. There was

none ofthe wrinkled toughness which seems to be a leading characteristic ofmost

mummies. There was not the shrunken attenuation of a body dried inthe sand, as I

had seen before in museums. All the pores of the bodyseemed to have been preserved

in some wonderful way. The flesh wasfull and round, as in a living person; and the

skin was as smooth assatin. The colour seemed extraordinary. It was like ivory, new

ivory;except where the right arm, with shattered, bloodstained wrist andmissing hand

had lain bare to exposure in the sarcophagus for so manytens of centuries.

With a womanly impulse; with a mouth that drooped with pity, with eyesthat flashed

with anger, and cheeks that flamed, Margaret threw overthe body the beautiful robe

which lay across her arm. Only the facewas then to be seen. This was more startling

even than the body, forit seemed not dead, but alive. The eyelids were closed; but the

long,black, curling lashes lay over on the cheeks. The nostrils, set ingrave pride,

seemed to have the repose which, when it is seen in life,is greater than the repose of

death. The full, red lips, though themouth was not open, showed the tiniest white line

of pearly teethwithin. Her hair, glorious in quantity and glossy black as the

raven'swing, was piled in great masses over the white forehead, on which a

fewcurling tresses strayed like tendrils. I was amazed at the likeness toMargaret,

though I had had my mind prepared for this by Mr. Corbeck'squotation of her father's

statement. This woman--I could not think ofher as a mummy or a corpse--was the



image of Margaret as my eyes hadfirst lit on her. The likeness was increased by the

jewelled ornamentwhich she wore in her hair, the "Disk and Plumes", such as

Margaret,too, had worn. It, too, was a glorious jewel; one noble pearl ofmoonlight

lustre, flanked by carven pieces of moonstone.

Mr. Trelawny was overcome as he looked. He quite broke down; and whenMargaret

flew to him and held him close in her arms and comforted him,I heard him murmur

brokenly:

"It looks as if you were dead, my child!"

There was a long silence. I could hear without the roar of the wind,which was now

risen to a tempest, and the furious dashing of the wavesfar below. Mr. Trelawny's

voice broke the spell:

"Later on we must try and find out the process of embalming. It is notlike any that I

know. There does not seem to have been any opening cutfor the withdrawing of the

viscera and organs, which apparently remainintact within the body. Then, again, there

is no moisture in theflesh; but its place is supplied with something else, as though

wax orstearine had been conveyed into the veins by some subtle process. Iwonder

could it be possible that at that time they could have usedparaffin. It might have been,

by some process that we know not, pumpedinto the veins, where it hardened!"

Margaret, having thrown a white sheet over the Queen's body, asked usto bring it to

her own room, where we laid it on her bed. Then shesent us away, saying:

"Leave her alone with me. There are still many hours to pass, and I donot like to

leave her lying there, all stark in the glare of light.This may be the Bridal she

prepared for--the Bridal of Death; and atleast she shall wear her pretty robes."

When presently she brought me back to her room, the dead Queen wasdressed in the



robe of fine linen with the embroidery of gold; and allher beautiful jewels were in

place. Candles were lit around her, andwhite flowers lay upon her breast.

Hand in hand we stood looking at her for a while. Then with a sigh,Margaret covered

her with one of her own snowy sheets. She turnedaway; and after softly closing the

door of the room, went back with meto the others who had now come into the dining

room. Here we all beganto talk over the things that had been, and that were to be.

Now and again I could feel that one or other of us was forcingconversation, as if we

were not sure of ourselves. The long wait wasbeginning to tell on our nerves. It was

apparent to me that Mr.Trelawny had suffered in that strange trance more than we

suspected, orthan he cared to show. True, his will and his determination were

asstrong as ever; but the purely physical side of him had been weakenedsomewhat. It

was indeed only natural that it should be. No man can gothrough a period of four

days of absolute negation of life withoutbeing weakened by it somehow.

As the hours crept by, the time passed more and more slowly. The othermen seemed

to get unconsciously a little drowsy. I wondered if in thecase of Mr. Trelawny and

Mr. Corbeck, who had already been under thehypnotic influence of the Queen, the

same dormance was manifestingitself. Doctor Winchester had periods of distraction

which grew longerand more frequent as the time wore on.

As to Margaret, the suspense told on her exceedingly, as might havebeen expected in

the case of a woman. She grew paler and paler still;till at last about midnight, I began

to be seriously alarmed about her.I got her to come into the library with me, and tried

to make her liedown on a sofa for a little while. As Mr. Trelawny had decided thatthe

experiment was to be made exactly at the seventh hour after sunset,it would be as

nearly as possible three o'clock in the morning when thegreat trial should be made.

Even allowing a whole hour for the finalpreparations, we had still two hours of

waiting to go through, and Ipromised faithfully to watch her and to awake her at any

time she mightname. She would not hear of it, however. She thanked me sweetly



andsmiled at me as she did so; but she assured me that she was not sleepy,and that

she was quite able to bear up. That it was only the suspenseand excitement of waiting

that made her pale. I agreed perforce; but Ikept her talking of many things in the

library for more than an hour;so that at last, when she insisted on going back to her

father's room Ifelt that I had at least done something to help her pass the time.

We found the three men sitting patiently in silence. With manlikefortitude they were

content to be still when they felt they had doneall in their power. And so we waited.

The striking of two o'clock seemed to freshen us all up. Whatevershadows had been

settling over us during the long hours precedingseemed to lift at once; and we went

about our separate duties alert andwith alacrity. We looked first to the windows to see

that they wereclosed, and we got ready our respirators to put them on when the

timeshould be close at hand. We had from the first arranged to use themfor we did

not know whether some noxious fume might not come from themagic coffer when it

should be opened. Somehow, it never seemed tooccur to any of us that there was any

doubt as to its opening.

Then, under Margaret's guidance, we carried the mummied body of QueenTera from

her room into her father's, and laid it on a couch. We putthe sheet lightly over it, so

that if she should wake she could at onceslip from under it. The severed hand was

placed in its true positionon her breast, and under it the Jewel of Seven Stars which

Mr. Trelawnyhad taken from the great safe. It seemed to flash and

blaze as he putit in its place.

It was a strange sight, and a strange experience. The group of gravesilent men carried

the white still figure, which looked like an ivorystatue when through our moving the

sheet fell back, away from thelighted candles and the white flowers. We placed it on

the couch inthat other room, where the blaze of the electric lights shone on thegreat

sarcophagus fixed in the middle of the room ready for the finalexperiment, the great



experiment consequent on the researches during alifetime of these two travelled

scholars. Again, the startlinglikeness between Margaret and the mummy, intensified

by her ownextraordinary pallor, heightened the strangeness of it all. When allwas

finally fixed three-quarters of an hour had gone, for we weredeliberate in all our

doings. Margaret beckoned me, and I went outwith her to bring in Silvio. He came to

her purring. She took him upand handed him to me; and then did a thing which

moved me strangely andbrought home to me keenly the desperate nature of the

enterprise onwhich we were embarked. One by one, she blew out the candles

carefullyand placed them back in their usual places. When she had finished shesaid to

me:

"They are done with now. Whatever comes--life or death--there will beno purpose in

their using now." Then taking Silvio into her arms, andpressing him close to her

bosom where he purred loudly, we went back tothe room. I closed the door carefully

behind me, feeling as I did so astrange thrill as of finality. There was to be no going

back now.Then we put on our respirators, and took our places as had beenarranged. I

was to stand by the taps of the electric lights beside thedoor, ready to turn them off or

on as Mr. Trelawny should direct.Doctor Winchester was to stand behind the couch

so that he should notbe between the mummy and the sarcophagus; he was to watch

carefullywhat should take place with regard to the Queen. Margaret was to bebeside

him; she held Silvio ready to place him upon the couch or besideit when she might

think right. Mr. Trelawny and Mr. Corbeck were toattend to the lighting of the lamps.

When the hands of the clock wereclose to the hour, they stood ready with their

linstocks.

The striking of the silver bell of the clock seemed to smite on ourhearts like a knell of

doom. One! Two! Three!

Before the third stroke the wicks of the lamps had caught, and I hadturned out the

electric light. In the dimness of the struggling lamps,and after the bright glow of the

electric light, the room and allwithin it took weird shapes, and all seemed in an



instant to change.We waited with our hearts beating. I know mine did, and I fancied

Icould hear the pulsation of the others.

The seconds seemed to pass with leaden wings. It were as though allthe world were

standing still. The figures of the others stood outdimly, Margaret's white dress alone

showing clearly in the gloom. Thethick respirators which we all wore added to the

strange appearance.The thin light of the lamps showed Mr. Trelawny's square jaw

and strongmouth and the brown shaven face of Mr. Corbeck. Their eyes seemed

toglare in the light. Across the room Doctor Winchester's eyes twinkledlike stars, and

Margaret's blazed like black suns. Silvio's eyes werelike emeralds.

Would the lamps never burn up!
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It was only a few seconds in all till they did blaze up. A slow,steady light, growing

more and more bright, and changing in colour fromblue to crystal white. So they

stayed for a couple of minutes withoutchange in the coffer; till at last there began to

appear all over it adelicate glow. This grew and grew, till it became like a

blazingjewel, and then like a living thing whose essence of life was light.We waited

and waited, our hearts seeming to stand still.

All at once there was a sound like a tiny muffled explosion and thecover lifted right

up on a level plane a few inches; there was nomistaking anything now, for the whole

room was full of a blaze oflight. Then the cover, staying fast at one side rose slowly

up on theother, as though yielding to some pressure of balance. The cofferstill

continued to glow; from it began to steal a faint greenish smoke.I could not smell it

fully on account of the respirator; but, eventhrough that, I was conscious of a strange

pungent odour. Then thissmoke began to grow thicker, and to roll out in volumes of

everincreasing density till the whole room began to get obscure. I had aterrible desire

to rush over to Margaret, whom I saw through the smokestill standing erect behind

the couch. Then, as I looked, I saw DoctorWinchester sink down. He was not

unconscious; for he waved his handback and forward, as though to forbid any one to

come to him. At thistime the figures of Mr. Trelawny and Mr. Corbeck were

becomingindistinct in the smoke which rolled round them in thick billowyclouds.

Finally I lost sight of them altogether. The coffer stillcontinued to glow; but the

lamps began to grow dim. At first I thoughtthat their light was being overpowered by

the thick black smoke; butpresently I saw that they were, one by one, burning out.

They musthave burned quickly to produce such fierce and vivid flames.

I waited and waited, expecting every instant to hear the command toturn up the light;

but none came. I waited still, and looked withharrowing intensity at the rolling



billows of smoke still pouring outof the glowing casket, whilst the lamps sank down

and went out one byone.

Finally there was but one lamp alight, and that was dimly blue andflickering. The

only effective light in the room was from the glowingcasket. I kept my eyes fixed

toward Margaret; it was for her now thatall my anxiety was claimed. I could just see

her white frock beyondthe still white shrouded figure on the couch. Silvio was

troubled; hispiteous mewing was the only sound in the room. Deeper and denser

grewthe black mist and its pungency began to assail my nostrils as well asmy eyes.

Now the volume of smoke coming from the coffer seemed tolessen, and the smoke

itself to be less dense. Across the room I sawsomething white move where the couch

was. There were severalmovements. I could just catch the quick glint of white

through thedense smoke in the fading light; for now the glow of the coffer

beganquickly to subside. I could still hear Silvio, but his mewing camefrom close

under; a moment later I could feel him piteously crouchingon my foot.

Then the last spark of light disappeared, and through the Egyptiandarkness I could

see the faint line of white around the window blinds.I felt that the time had come to

speak; so I pulled off my respiratorand called out:

"Shall I turn up the light?" There was no answer; so before the thicksmoke choked

me, I called again but more loudly:

"Mr. Trelawny, shall I turn up the light?" He did not answer; but fromacross the room

I heard Margaret's voice, sounding as sweet and clearas a bell:

"Yes, Malcolm!" I turned the tap and the lamps flashed out. But theywere only dim

points of light in the midst of that murky ball of smoke.In that thick atmosphere there

was little possibility of illumination.I ran across to Margaret, guided by her white

dress, and caught hold ofher and held her hand. She recognised my anxiety and said

at once:



"I am all right."

"Thank God!" I said. "How are the others? Quick, let us open all thewindows and get

rid of this smoke!" To my surprise, she answered in asleepy way:

"They will be all right. They won't get any harm." I did not stop toinquire how or on

what ground she formed such an opinion, but threw upthe lower sashes of all the

windows, and pulled down the upper. Then Ithrew open the door.

A few seconds made a perceptible change as the thick, black smoke beganto roll out

of the windows. Then the lights began to grow intostrength and I could see the room.

All the men were overcome. Besidethe couch Doctor Winchester lay on his back as

though he had sunk downand rolled over; and on the farther side of the sarcophagus,

where theyhad stood, lay Mr. Trelawny and Mr. Corbeck. It was a relief to me tosee

that, though they were unconscious, all three were breathingheavily as though in a

stupor. Margaret still stood behind the couch.She seemed at first to be in a partially

dazed condition; but everyinstant appeared to get more command of herself. She

stepped forwardand helped me to raise her father and drag him close to a

window.Together we placed the others similarly, and she flew down to thedining-

room and returned with a decanter of brandy. This we proceededto administer to them

all in turn. It was not many minutes after wehad opened the windows when all three

were struggling back toconsciousness. During this time my entire thoughts and efforts

hadbeen concentrated on their restoration; but now that this strain wasoff, I looked

round the room to see what had been the effect of theexperiment. The thick smoke

had nearly cleared away; but the room wasstill misty and was full of a strange

pungent acrid odour.

The great sarcophagus was just as it had been. The coffer was open,and in it,

scattered through certain divisions or partitions wrought inits own substance, was a

scattering of black ashes. Over all,sarcophagus, coffer and, indeed, all in the room,

was a sort of blackfilm of greasy soot. I went over to the couch. The white sheet



stilllay over part of it; but it had been thrown back, as might be when oneis stepping

out of bed.

But there was no sign of Queen Tera! I took Margaret by the hand andled her over.

She reluctantly left her father to whom she wasadministering, but she came docilely

enough. I whispered to her as Iheld her hand:

"What has become of the Queen? Tell me! You were close at hand, andmust have

seen if anything happened!" She answered me very softly:

"There was nothing that I could see. Until the smoke grew too dense Ikept my eyes

on the couch, but there was no change. Then, when allgrew so dark that I could not

see, I thought I heard a movement closeto me. It might have been Doctor Winchester

who had sunk down overcome;but I could not be sure. I thought that it might be the

Queen waking,so I put down poor Silvio. I did not see what became of him; but Ifelt

as if he had deserted me when I heard him mewing over by the door.I hope he is not

offended with me!" As if in answer, Silvio camerunning into the room and reared

himself against her dress, pulling itas though clamouring to be taken up. She stooped

down and took him upand began to pet and comfort him.

I went over and examined the couch and all around it most carefully.When Mr.

Trelawny and Mr. Corbeck recovered sufficiently, which theydid quickly, though

Doctor Winchester took longer to come round, wewent over it afresh. But all we

could find was a sort of ridge ofimpalpable dust, which gave out a strange dead

odour. On the couch laythe jewel of the disk and plumes which the Queen had worn

in her hair,and the Star Jewel which had words to command the Gods.

Other than this we never got clue to what had happened. There was justone thing

which confirmed our idea of the physical annihilation of themummy. In the

sarcophagus in the hall, where we had placed the mummyof the cat, was a small

patch of similar dust.



* * * * *

In the autumn Margaret and I were married. On the occasion she worethe mummy

robe and zone and the jewel which Queen Tera had worn in herhair. On her breast, set

in a ring of gold make like a twisted lotusstalk, she wore the strange Jewel of Seven

Stars which held words tocommand the God of all the worlds. At the marriage the

sunlightstreaming through the chancel windows fell on it, and it seemed to glowlike a

living thing.

The graven words may have been of efficacy; for Margaret holds to them,and there is

no other life in all the world so happy as my own.

We often think of the great Queen, and we talk of her freely. Once,when I said with a

sigh that I was sorry she could not have waked intoa new life in a new world, my

wife, putting both her hands in mine andlooking into my eyes with that far-away

eloquent dreamy look whichsometimes comes into her own, said lovingly:

"Do not grieve for her! Who knows, but she may have found the joy shesought? Love

and patience are all that make for happiness in thisworld; or in the world of the past

or of the future; of the living orthe dead. She dreamed her dream; and that is all that

any of us canask!"

THE END


