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PART I

THE GATES OF XKAMT

" CHAPTER 1

TANKERVILLE’S HOBBY

It is a curious fact that, although Hugh Tankerville
was destined to play such an all-absorbing part in
the strange and mystic drama which filled both our
lives, I have no distinct recollection of my first meet-
ing with him.

We were at St. Paul’s School together, and I, a
boisterous schoolboy of the usual pattern, have but "
a vague memory of the silent, dark-eyed lad, who hated
football, and was generally voted to be a * bookworm,”
called “ Sawnie Girlie,” and was, without exception,
the most unpopular boy in the school.

The masters must have thought a great deal of him,
for, in recreation time, we often saw him go to one of
their rooms and emerge thence, when the bell rang,
in close conversation with old Foster, or Crabtree, the
Greek or history master. This, together with the fact
that he carried off every prize and scholarship with
utmost ease, did not tend to make him more popular.
I, for one, who was captain of our football team and
the champion boxer of the school, held the taciturn -
bookworm in withering contempt, until one day-—and
this is my first distinct recollection of him—he and
I had . . . welll a few words;—I forget what
about. I think that I wanted him to join in a tug-
of-war and he wouldn’t; anyway, I indulged in the
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words—grand, sound, British schoolboy vocabulary it
was, too—and he indulged in contemptuous silence for
fully five minutes, while the floods of my eloquence were
poured over his dark, unresisting head. Yes, con-
temptuous, if you please, towards me! the captain of
the football team, the champion boxer of the school.
I could hear that ass, Snipey, and Bathroom Slippers
sniggering behind me like a pair of apes; and con-
tempt in the front, derision in the rear, soon became
more than schoolboy nature could bear.

Well, I don’t know exactly how it happened. Did
my language wax more forcibly eloquent still, or did
my champion fist actually come-in aid to my words?
I cannot say; certain it is that there was a shout, a
draught that sent my cap flying to the other end of the
schoolroom, a whirlwind which caught both sides of
my head at once, and Sawnie Girlie was all over me
in a minute. Where I was during that minute T would
not venture to state definitely. I was vaguely con-
scious of a pair of dark eyes blazing down at me like
the hall gas, and of a husky voice hissing at intervals,
“How dare you? how dare you? ” whilst I, blinded,
breathless, bruised and sore, contrived to wonder how,
indeed, I had dared.

When the whirlwind had at last subsided, I found
myself in an unaccustomed position on the floor, un-
derneath one of the forms; those blithering cowards,
Snipey and Bathroom Slippers, were disappearing
through the door, and Sawnie Girlie was quietly knock-
ing the dust off his nether garments.

Well! after that interesting downfall of the cham-
pion boxer of St. Paul’s, nobody who knows anything
of schoolboy mnature will wonder that Sawnie Girlie
and I became the closest of chums, and that, with that
well-deserved licking, Flugh Tankerville laid the foun-
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dations of that friendship and admiration which has
lasted throughout my life.

Silent and taciturn he remained towards the others,
but from the moment that I—having struggled to my
feet, after my ignominious downfall—went up to him
and offered him my hand, in token of my admiration
for his prowess, he and I were practically inseparable.

Gradually the strange influence, which savoured of
the mystical, and which he seemed to exercise over all
those with whom he came in contact, asserted itself over
me, and I began to find pleasure in other things besides
football and boxing. It was he who kindled in me a
spark of that enthusiasm for the great past which was
so overwhelming in him, and after a few months of our
friendship I had one or two fairly stiff tussles with
him for a top place in Classics or History. I will
do myself the justice to say that never once did I
succeed in getting that top place, but it certainly was
not for want of trying.

Never shall I forget the memorable day when Sawnie
Girlie—for so I still continued to call him—asked me
to go home with him to afternoon tea one Saturday.

He lived in Hammersmith, he told me, and I, whose
parents lived in Kensington, vaguely wondered what
sort of mud-hut or hovel could be situated in such an
out-of-the-way suburb as Hammersmith. I had never
been down King Street, and as we two boys picked
our way through the barrows on the edge of the kerb,
and among the dense, not altogether sober crowd, 1
marvelled more and more how any civilised being could
live in this extraordinary neighbourhood, when sud-
denly, having left King Street behind us, Sawnie
Girlie stopped before a large, old-fashioned iron gate,
behind which tall chestnuts and oak trees threw a de-
lightfully mysterious shadow on the ground.
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“ Here we are!” he said, as he pushed open the
gate, and I followed, astonished at this quaint bit of
old-world garden in the midst of the turmoil and taw-
driness of suburban London. Beyond those gates
everything seemed cool, peaceful, silent; only a few
birds twittered in the great trees. The ground was
covered with the first fallen leaves of autumn, and they
made a curious, sweet-sounding “ Hush-sh-sh* as we
walked. Obviously the place had been, from a strictly
landscape-gardening point of view, sadly neglected,
but I did not notice this. I only saw the great, tall
trees, smelt the delicious aroma of the damp, fallen
leaves, and stopped a moment, anxious and awed, ex-
pecting to see down the cool alley some cavalier with
plume and sword walking arm-in-arm with his lady,
in great hooped skirt and farthingale.

Hugh Tankerville had taken no notice of me. He
walked on ahead towards the house, which must have
lain far back from the road, for it was not discernible
from the gates. The scene was, of course, familiar
to him, and he knew that no plumes or farthingales
were left anywhere about, but from the moment that
he had pushed those great gates open his whole be-
ing seemed to have changed. He walked more erect,
he threw back his head, opened wide his nostrils and
seemed, as it were, to breathe freedom in at every pore.

I was but a mere raw school lad at the time, and
no doubt my impression of the old-fashioned house
and garden was exaggerated in my mind, through its
very unexpectedness after the picture of sordid Sat-
urday afternoon Hammersmith. The house itself was
as picturesque as the garden, with a quaint terrace
-and stone stairs leading up to a glass door. Sawnie
Girlie led me through this and across a hall, and pres-
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ently I found myself in the most wonderful spot which
up to that moment it had been my happy lot to see.

The room into which I followed Hugh Tankerville
was low and square, with a great bow window that
looked out onto another bit of tangled, old-fashioned
garden; but to my delighted fancy it was crammed
with everything that could fill a boy’s soul with delight.

There were great cases filled with all sorts of strange
arms and shields, spears with flint heads, axes and quiv-
ers of arrows; there were great slabs of stone, cov-
ered with curious writing and adorned with weird and
wonderful images; there were strange little figures
of men and women in funny garbs, some with heads
of beasts on their shoulders, others with human heads
on fantastic bodies; but what seemed to me more
strange than all, and made me stop awestruck at the
door, was that the whole length of two walls there
stood a row of mummies, such as I had once seen in
the British Museum, some in their coffins, but others
showing their human shape distinctly through the linen
bandages—dark and discoloured with age—that cov-
ered them.

Hugh’s voice roused me from my stupor. ¢ Father,
this is Mark,” he said, and at the further end of the
room, from behind a huge desk, littered with . pon-
derous books and pyramids of papers, there emerged
a head which I, in my excited imagination, fancied to be
one of those mummies come temporarily to life. It
was yellow and wrinkled all over, and a reading lamp
which, in spite of the daylight, stood burning on the
table, threw a weird blue light on the thin, sharp fea-
tures. The eyes, however, bright and small, looked
across very kindly at us both and a voice said:

% Well! you two boys had better go and get your
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tea, and after that you may come up and Mark shall
see the museum.”

I was delighted; I had no idea that this was the
treat my newly-found friend had prepared for me.
Even with me he had been strangely reserved about
his home and about his father. I knew nothing of
either.

We had a delicious tea, and were waited on by a dear
old thing, who evidently was more a friend than a
servant, for she hugged and kissed Hugh as if he were
her greatest treasure; and though she did not kiss
me, she shook hands and said how anxious she had been
to see me, having heard so much about me from “ the
young master.” I blushed and wondered if Sawnie
Girlie had also told of that memorable whirlwind epi-
sode, and did not enjoy my first slice of sally-lunn
in consequence.

But it was a glorious tea, and I, no doubt, in true
~ schoolboy fashion, would have contrived to stow most
of the delicious cakes and muffins away had I had time
to do so; but I remembered that after tea we were to
go up and see the museum, so after my third cup and
seventh slice of cake I stopped.

Oh, the delights of that museum! A real museum all
to yourself, where there is no horrid attendant behind
you to tell you not to touch, but where every piece
is actually put into your hands and you are allowed
to turn it over, and look at every one of.its sides, just
as you please. I shall never forget the feeling of de-
licious horror that crept over me when first I absolutely
touched one of the mummies with my hand. Mr.
Tankerville was more than kind. He answered every
one of my schoolboy questions with cheerful patienc,
explained everything, showed everything. It was—1
think I may safely say—the happiest' day of my life.



TANKERVILLE’S HOBBY 7

From that eventful afternoon I became—for as long
as we were schoolfellows together—a constant visitor
at The Chestnuts. Mr. Tankerville, who was one of
the greatest archzologists and Egyptologists of his
generation, took a keen delight in initiating us boys
into the half-veiled mysteries of ancient Egyptian his-
tory. We were never tired of hearing about Ra and
Horus, about the building of the great Pyramids, about
the tombs and the wonders of Thebes and Mem-
phis. But above all did he delight our ears with tales
of that mysterious period which immediately followed
the death of Queen Neit-akrit and the close of the
Sixth Dynasty. This, so far as the scientific world is
concerned, also marks the close of the old Empire.
Strangers appear to have overrun the country, and
for over 400 years the history of ancient Egypt is a
blank; neither tombs nor temples mark the changes
and vicissitudes which befel that wonderful nation, only
a few royal names appear on scarabs, or tablets, but
of the great people themselves, and of their ancient
civilisation, the people who built the great Pyramids
and carved the immortal Sphinx, of them there is not
a trace.

When once more the veil is lifted from Egyptian
history the whole aspect of the land is changed; we
see a new Empire, and it is a new people that dwells
along the banks of the sacred Nile.

What had happened to the old? This blank page
in Egyptian history Mr. Tankerville had reconstructed
on a theory all his own, and his fancy had filled it with
warriors and conquests, with downfalls and regenera-
tion. Open-eyed, open-mouthed, we listened to him for
hours, while, sitting round the huge, old-fashioned
grate, with the light of the great log fire illumining
his shrivelled features, he told us of Neit-akrit and of
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the strangers who overran the land, and of the great
Egyptian people, the old, original builders of the most
ancient monuments, they who disappeared, no one knew
whither, to make way for the new Empire, ‘with its new
art, its new architecture, its new religion.

This point in history was his hobby, and I learned
long afterwards with what derision the scientific world
looked upon it; but we boys listened to these tales as
if to the words of a prophet preaching the Gospel.
Hugh’s eyes would then begin to glow, his hands would
be tightly clenched, he would hang on every word his
father uttered; and I too listened, awed and amazed,
while before my eyes Cheops and Khefren and the mys-
terious Neit-akrit wandered in gorgeous and ghost-like
procession. ’

Then, as we both grew older, gradually Mr. Tanker-
ville extended our knowledge of that most ancient of
all histories. His erudition was perfectly amazing, but
his hobby—at least I looked upon it as a hobby then
—was the language of ancient Kamt. Upon Dr.
Young’s and Champollion’s methods he had constructed
a complete, though somewhat complicated, grammar,
and this, with marvellous patience, he began slowly and
thoroughly to teach to us, together with the hiero-
glyphic and cuneiform writings practised by the an-
cient Egyptians.

In the literal sense of the word, he put new life into
the dead language; no word in it, no construction of
vsentencff was a mystery to him. He read it all as easily
as he did his Latin and Greck. Hugh, naturally, was
a most apt pupil. He worshipped his father, and was
passionately enthusiastic about the mystic science. I
tried to f9llow Hugh in his ardour and aptitude, and
I don’t think that I was often left far behind.

I remember that my uncle, who had charge of my
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education since I had lost both my parents, shrugged
his shoulders very contemptuously when I spoke to him
of Mr. Tankerville. “That old fool,” was my Aunt
Charlotte’s more forcible comment; 1T hope to good-
ness you are not wasting your time cramming his non-
sense into your head.” After that I never mentioned
my friend’s name to either of them, but spent more
and more time at The Chestnuts, imbibing that fasci-
nating and semi-mystic lore of the great people of the
past.

Such as Mr. Tankerville had reconstructed it, an-
cient Egyptian was not a difficult language, not nearly
so difficult as Greek, for instance, and, certainly to -
me, in no sense as complicated as German. By the
time that we were lads of about sixteen we could read
almost any inscription on steles or potteries of old
Egypt, more readily than we could have read a French
poem, and Hugh was not quite seventeen when he
translated parts of the Gospel of St. John into ancient
Egyptian.

No wonder then that after some five years of that
happy time my heart well-nigh broke when the exigen-
cies of my future demanded that I should go to college.
I was destined for the medical profession and was to
spend three years at Oxford, while Hugh meant to
remain as an active help to his father in his scientific
researches. With many protestations of eternal friend-
ship I bade good-bye to the museum, the mummies and
the phantom of Queen Neit-akrit.

When at the first vacation my eager thought was
to go and see my kind friends at once, I learned with
much sorrow that Mr. Tankerville was seriously ill.
Hugh came to the door to speak to me for a moment.
He looked pale and worn from long-continued night

watches,
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During the weary period of his father’s terrible ill-
ness, through which he nursed him with heroic patience
and devotion, I saw practically nothing of Hugh.
While I was at college I frequently wrote him long
letters, to which he barely sent a short reply. Then I
read of Mr. Tankerville’s death, and to my horror and
amazement read also in various papers satirical and
seldom kind comments on the scientific visionary who
had just passed away. It seemed to me as if profane
hands had dared to touch at my most cherished illu-
sions. I had imagined that the whole of the scientific
world would go into mourning for the illustrious an-
tiquarian gone to where all nations, young and old,
mingle in the vast mansions; and lo and behold! a
shrug of the shoulders was the only tribute paid to
his memory. I sincerely hoped that Hugh would be
too busy to read the obituary notices about his father.
I longed for the vacation so that I might go and see -
him. I knew he would preserve intact the old chestnut
trees, the old-world garden, the museum and the mum-
mies, and I looked forward to once more watching in
imagination by the fitful light of the great log fire
the shade of Queen Neit-akrit wandering before my
enraptured gaze.



CHAPTER 1II

THE SHADE OF NEIT-AKRIT

My uncle died soon after my return from college.
After that I was supposed to be busy laying the foun-
dations of a good consulting practice in Harley Street,
but in reality was enjoying life and the newly-acquired
delights of a substantial fortune left to me by a distant
relative.

My Aunt Charlotte kept house for me and tyrannised
over me to her heart’s content. To her I had not
yet begun to grow up; I was still the raw schoolboy,
prone to mischief and to catching cold, who was in
need of sound advice since he no longer had the ines-
timable boon of the birch-rod vigorously applied by
loving hands. ‘

Dear Aunt Charlotte !'—she really was a very worthy
soul, but she held most uncomfortable views on the
subject of duty, which, according to her code, chiefly
consisted in making oneself disagreeable to other peo-
ple “ for their own good.” She had those twin char-
acteristics peculiar to Englishwomen of a certain stamp
and an uncertain age—self-righteousness and a narrow
mind.

She ruled my servants, my household, my one or two
patients and me with a rod of iron, and it never seri-
ously entered my head to dispute her rule. I was born
with a temperament which always preferred to follow
rather than to lead. Had I ever married I should have
been hopelessly henpecked; as it was, my Aunt Char-
lotte decided how many servants I should keep, and
what entertainments I should give. She said the final

11
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word on the subject of my suggested holidays and on
the price of my new pyjamas.

Still, with all her faults, she was a good sort, and
as she took all household cares from off my shoulders,
I was duly grateful to her for that.

I saw less and less of Hugh Tankerville during all
this time. At first, whenever I could, I found my way
to the silent and cool Chestnuts, but as often as not
Hugh seemed absorbed in thoughts or in work; his
mind, evidently, while I chatted and we smoked, seemed
so far removed from his surroundings that by-and-by
I began to wonder whether my visits were as welcome
as they used to be, and I took to spacing them out at
longer intervals. Once—I remember I had not been
to see him for over two months—I was bidding him
good-bye after a very short and silent visit; he placed
his hand on my shoulder, and said, with some of his
old wonted cordiality : :

“I am not as inhospitable as I seem, old chap, and
soom, very soon now, you will see me quite myself again.
It is always delightful to see you, but the work I am
doing now is so great, so absorbing, that I must ap-
pear hideously unresponsive to your kindness to me.”

“TI guessed, old Girlie,” I said, with a laugh, ¢ that
you must be busy over something terribly scientific.
But,” I added, noting suddenly how hot his hand felt,
and how feverishly his eyes seemed to glow, “it strikes
me that you are overworking yourself, and that as a
fully qualiﬁeg medical man I have the right to advise
you . . .

“ Advise nothing just now, old chap,” he said, very
seriously, “I should not follow it. Give me two years
more, and my work will be done. Then . . .”

. “Two years, at this sort of work? Girlie, you’ll be
a dead man before then at this rate.”
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He shook his head.

“ Ah! but it’s no use shaking your head, old man!
The dinners you do not eat, the bed you don’t sleep
in, the fresh air you do not breathe, all will have their
revenge upon you for your studied neglect. ook
here! you say you want to do another two years’ work;
I say your health will not stand the strain if you do.
Will you pander to our old friendship to the extent
of listening to me for once, and coming away with
me for one month to the sea—preferably Margate—
and after that I promise you I shall not say a word
about your health for the next half-year at least.”

Again he shook his head.

“1I could not live if you parted me from my work
now.”

And he looked so determined, his eyes glowed with
such a strange inward fire, while there was such in-
domitable will expressed in his whole being, that I was
not fool enough to pursue my point.

“ Look here, Hugh,” I said, “ I don’t want, of course,
to interfere in your secrets. You have never thought
fit to tell me what this all-absorbing work is that you
pursue at risk of physical damage to yourself. But
I want you to remember, Girlie, that I have independent
means, that my time is my own, and that your father
often used to tell me, when I was a great many years
younger, of some of his labours, and of his work; once
I helped him—do you remember?—over some L2

“ My father was too fond of talking about his work,”
he interrupted. “I don’t mean to offend you by say-
ing this, old chap, but you must remember the purport
of most of the obituary notices written about one of
the most scientific men that ever lived. He toiled all
his life, contracted the illness of which he died, wore
himself out, body and soul, in pursuit of one great
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object: when he died, with that great object unat-
tained, the world shrugged its shoulders and called him
a fool for his pains. But I am here now. I am still
young. What he could not complete I have already
almost accomplished. Give me two years, old chap,
and the world will stand gaping round in speechless
amazement at the tearing asunder of its own veil of
. ignorance, torn by me from before its eyes, by me, and
by my father: ¢mad Tankerville’ they called him!
Then it will bow and fawn at my feet, place laurel
wreaths on my father’s tomb, and confer all the honours
it can upon his memory; and I e

“You will be sadly in need of laurel wreaths too,
Girlie, by then,” I said half crossly, half in grudging
admiration at his enthusiasm, * for you will have worked
yourself into your grave long before that halcyon
time.”

He pulled himself together as if he were half-
ashamed of his outburst, and said, with a mirthless
laugh:

“You are talking just like your Aunt Charlotte,
old Mark.”

I suppose my flippancy had jarred on him in his
present highly nervous state. Before I finally went,
I said to him:

“Promise me one thing, Girlie.”

“What is it? >

“How cautious you are! Will you promise? It is
for your good and for mine.”

_“In that case I will promise.s’

“ Promise me that, if you want any kind of help in
your work, you will send for me.”

“I promise.”

; vlvr((l)ltci -no}tesﬁd}ﬁm for the whole of those two years.
: not reply. I called: he would not
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leave his study to see me. It was useless being offended
with him. T waited.
Then one day I had a telegram:—

“ Come at once if you can.”

I jumped into a hansom, and half an hour later
was seated In the dear old museum once more, beside
the great log fire, which burned cheerfully in the grate.
I had said nothing when first I saw Hugh. I was too
much shocked at his altered, emaciated appearance:
he looked like his own ghost, wandering about among
the mummies. I could see that he was terribly excited:
he was pacing about the room, muttering strange and
incoherent words. For a moment I had feared that
his reason had begun to give way under the terrible
strain of absorbing brain work.

“It was good of you to come, Mark.”

“1 was only too happy that you sent for me, old
Girlie,” I said sadly.

“T have done the work.”

“Thank God for that!” .

“ And now I must have your help.” ;

“ Thank God again, Girlie! What is it? >~

Silently he took my hand and led me across the room,
behind the ponderous desk which I remembered so well
in his father’s lifetime.

¢ Here is the work, it took forty years—my father’s
whole life and my own youth—to complete.”

He pointed to a large flat case, placed slanting on
the desk, so as to receive the full light from the window.
The top of the case was a sheet of clear plate-glass,
beneath which I saw, what I at first took to be a piece
of brown rag, frayed and irregular at the edges and
full of holes. Again the terrible thought flashed across
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" my mind that Flugh Tankerville had suffered from
nerve tension and that his reason had given way under
the strain.

“ You don’t see what this is? > he asked in reproach-
ful amazement.

I looked again while he turned the strong light of
the reading-lamp on the case, and then I realised that
I had before me a piece of parchment rendered brown
with age, made up of an infinity of fragments, some
too minute even to see with the naked eye, and covered
with those strange Egyptian hieroglyphics with which
dear old Mr. Tankerville had originally rendered me
familiar. Inquiringly I looked up at Hugh.

“When my father first found this parchment,” he
said, while strong excitement seemed to choke the words
as they rose in his throat, “it was little else than a
handful of dust, with a few larger pieces among it,
interesting enough to encourage his desire to know
its contents and to whet his enthusiasm. At first, for
he was then but a young man, though already consid-
ered a distinguished Egyptologist, he amused himself
by placing the larger fragments together, just as a
child would be amused by piecing a Chinese puzzle;
but gradually the secrets that these fragments revealed
were so wonderful, and yet so incomplete, that rest-
lessly, by day and by night, with the help of the
strongest magnifying glasses money could procure,
he continued the task of evolving from that handful
of dust a page of history which for thousands of
years has remained an impenetrable mystery.”

He paused a moment as his hand, which was trem-
bling with inward fever, wandered lovingly over the
glass that covered the precious parchment.

“Illness and death overtook him in the midst of a
task but half accomplished, but before he died he
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initiated me into the secrets of his work; it was not
necessary that he should request me to continue it.
One glance at the parchment, then still in a very frag-
mentary condition, was sufficient to kindle in me the
same mad enthusiasm for the secrets it revealed which
had animated, then exhausted, him. I was young, my
sight was at its prime, my patience unbounded. He
had all his life helped me to a knoi?yledge of hiero-
glyphics as great as his own. The sneer of the scien-
tific Press at what it called ¢ mad Tankerville’s hobby,’
his visions, acted but as a spur to my enthusiasm.
It is six years since my father died, and to-day I
fitted the last fragment of the parchment into its
proper place.”

Amazed, I listened to this Wonderful tale of toil and
patience, extending over the greater part of half a
century, and amazed, I looked down at the result of
this labour of Sisyphus, the framents of brown dust—
they could have been little else—which now, after
thousands of years, had revealed secrets which Hugh
said would set the world gaping. My knowledge of
Egyptology and hieroglyphies had become’ somewhat
rusty since the happy days when, sitting in the room
in the fitful ligh’c of the fire, I used to hear from the
dear old man’s lips the wonders of Khefren and the
mysteries of Queen Neit-akrit; but, as I looked, sud-
denly the old familiar cartouche, the name of the
Queen, caught my eye. There it was

Neit-akrit, Child of the Sun, my queen as I called her
then; and as Hugh was silent and the shades of even-
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ing began to draw in, I thought I saw, as I did in my
schoolboy days, the glorious procession of Pharaohs,
priests and gods pass before my eyes again.

Then Hugh began to tell me of the contents of the
parchment. His voice sounded distant and muffled, as
if the very shades that peopled this dear old museum
were themselves telling me their history. It was the
same old theme, so familiar and yet so mysterious still,
with which Mr. Tankerville used to rejoice our school-
boy hearts; the blank page in Egyptian history when,
after the reign of Queen Neit-akrit and the close of
the Sixth Dynasty, the grand old people, who built the
great Pyramid and carved the mystic Sphinx, disap-
peared from the scene, gone—no one knows whither—
to make way some hundreds of years later for a new
people with new ideas, new kings, new art, new gods.

To me it seemed, as Hugh was speaking, that it was
the shade of Neit-akrit herself who was telling me in
that soft, sing-song Egyptian tongue how her Empire
had been run over by the stranger. How she was weak,
being a woman, and how she allowed herself to be
dominated by him, for he was handsome, brave and
masterful. Then I seemed to hear the voice of the
high priest of Ra, bewailing the influence of the
stranger and his hordes over the great people of Egypt,
whose origin was lost in the rolling billows of primaval
chaos: and I saw the uprising of the multitude, the
bloody battles, I saw the ultimate triumph of the
stranger, as he spread his conquest from Net-amen to
Men-ne-fer, from Tanis to Assuan; and at last I saw
the people, the owners of that land which had once been
so great, which they had covered with monuments that
stood towering skywards, defying the rolling ages,
that same people I saw, as Hugh still spoke, wandering
off in one dense horde, driven onwards by the remorse-
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less hand of the usurping stranger,—homeless, on,
ever on, across the vast wilderness, to be heard of no
more.

“No more until this day,” now sounded Hugh’s
voice, clear and distinct in my ears, * until I, and my
father before me, have lifted the veil which hid this
strange and mysterious past, and are prepared to show
the world once more this great people, whose work,
whose art, whose science has set it agape since hundreds
of years.”

He seemed like a prophet inspired, whilst I, having
forcibly aroused myself from my stupor and my visions,
was gradually returning to the prosy realities of life.
It seemed suddenly absurd that two sane Englishmen
—at least I could vouch for the sanity of one of
them—should get into a state of excitement over the
fact as to whether a certain people five thousand years
ago had had a war, been licked and had wandered across
the desert or not.

I even caught myself wondering in what light Aunt
Charlotte—as being a good typical example of the
narrow and sane-minded, unimaginative Englishwoman
—in what light she would regard the disappearance
of the most ancient, civilised people of this world, and
what importance she would attach to their problemat-
ical wanderings across the desert.

Personally, though the subject had had a weird and
unaccountable fascination for me, I soon felt that I
did not care much whether Mr. Tankerville or other
historians were correct about the Seventh, Eighth or
Tenth Dynasty or not, and I asked, with a last sem-
blance of interest:

“ Then this parchment sets forth all these historical
facts, no doubt; they are invaluable to the scientific
world, but personally I, as one of the vulgar, do not
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consider that they were worth either your father or
you wearing yourselves into your coffins about them.”

He looked at me in complete amazement, and passed
his hand across his forehead once or twice, as if to
collect his thoughts.

% Ah, yes! I see, of course, you do not understand.
How could you? You have not spent years in this
work, till it has become a part and parcel of your
very life.”

“Well, I certainly do not understand, old man, why
you should work yourself into a brain fever for the
sake of a people, however interesting, who have dis-
appeared from this world for the last five thousand
years.”

“ Disappeared? ” he almost shricked. “I see now
why you did not understand. But come, old chap, sit
here by the fire. Have a pipe, I’ll have one too. .
Tl tell you all about it, quite calmly. Of course, you
thought me mad—a maniac . . . Matches? Here
you are. Shall we have the lamps? »

He rang the bell. 0ld Janet, more wrinkled and
pleasant than ever, brought in the lamp. She threw
a log on the fire and left a delicious atmosphere of
prosy cheerfulness behind her as she left. We were
now both comfortably installed by the fire, smoking.
Hugh seemed quite calm, only his eyes stared, large and
glowing, into the fire.



CHAPTER III

THE TOMB OF THE GREEK PRIEST

“I pon’t wonder that you think me mad, Mark, old
chap,” began Hugh very calmly after a little while;
“the work has been so close, that no doubt it did get
on to my nerves a bit. When I actually put the finish-
ing touches on it to-day, my only other thought, be-
sides that of exultant triumph, was that of sharing
my delights with you. Then you came, so ready to
help me since I had called to you, and I, like a foolish
enthusiast, never reflected on the all-important neces-
sity of putting the facts clearly and coherently before
you.”

He pointed to one of the mummies that stood up-
right in a glass case at the further end of the museum.
The human outline was clear and distinct under the
few linen wrappings, painted all over with designs and
devices and the portrait of the deceased, after the
fashion introduced into Egypt by the Greeks.

“When you and I were schoolboys together all those
mummies were our friends, and our imaginations ran
riot when my father, in his picturesque way, explained
to us the meaning of the various inscriptions which
recorded their lives. We knew in those days that this
particular mummy had once been a Greek priest and
scribe of Assuan, who had expressed a desire to be
buried in a peculiarly lonely spot in the desert land,
opposite what is now Wady-Halfa. A pious friend or
relative had evidently carried out this wish, for it was
in that desolate spot that my father found this mummy

21
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in its solitary tomb. I remember how, for my part,
I loved to think of that pious friend sailing down
the silent Nile, with the body of the dead scribe lying
at rest in the prow of his dahabijeh, while the great
goddess Isis smiled down approvingly at the reverent
deed, and the sacred crocodiles watched curiously the
silent craft, flitting ghost-like amidst the lotus leaves.
More than two thousand years later my father visited
this lonely desert tomb. It was before the days that
a strict surveillance was kept over tourists and amateur
explorers, and he was alone, save for an old and faith-
ful fellah—dead now—who was his constant attendant
in his scientific researches. Beside the mummy of
the dead scribe stood the four canopic jars, dedicated
to the children of Horus and containing the heart
and other entrails of the deceased: my father, with
less reverence than scientific enthusiasm, had with his
penknife loosened the top of one of the jars, when, to
his astonishment, he saw that it contained in addition
to the embalmed heart a papyrus closely written in
Greek.”

“In Greek? Not this one, then?

“ No, another, equally priceless, equally valuable, but
only as a solution, a complement of the first.”

He went up to the desk, and from one of the drawers
took out a papyrus, faded and yellow with age, and
placed it before me. :

“I have made a translation of it, old fellow,” he
said with a smile, seeing my look of perplexity ;f “ you
were a pretty good classic scholar, though, at one time,
and you will be able to verify that mine is a correct -
rendering of the original.” ’

He took a paper out of his pocket-book and began
to read, whilst I listened more and more amazed and

bewildered, still wondering why Hugh Tankerville had
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worked himself to such a pitch of excitement for the
sake of a dead and vanished past.

“I pray to Osiris and to Isis that I may be buried on
the spot where my footsteps led me that day, when I
was still young. Oh, mother Isis! what was thy sacred
wish when thou didst guide mine eyes to read the
mysteries of thy people? 1 pray to be buried within
that same tomb where I found the papyrus, that guided
my way to the land of wheat and barley of ancient
Kamt, that lies beyond the wilderness of the sand from
the east to the west. I stood upon the spot and I,
too, shot my arrow into the heart of Osiris as he dis-
appears behind Manou, into the walley of perpetual
night, on the first day that Hapi gives forth goodness
to the land. I, too, crossed the sands from the east
to the west, and I, too, rejoiced when I saw the Rock
of Anubis, and found the way no longer barred to me,
to that land of plenty, wherein dwell the chosen people
of Ra, secure from all enemies—great, solitary and
eternal. But, alas! it was not for me to dwell in their
midst! Enough! They are! and Ra and his children
have surrounded them with a barrier, which no child of
man can traverse.”

I had to confess that after hearing the contents of
this so-called explanatory papyrus I was more per-
plexed than before.

“You don’t understand this, do you, old Mark?”
resumed Hugh, * any more than my father did; but
the whole thing seemed so enigmatical to him, and yet
so real, so strange, that he looked round him eagerly
for a solution. One by one he opened each of the
other three canopic jars, and it was in the last one
that he found the priceless papyrus, of a date some
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three thousand years previous to the existence of the
scribe in whose tomb it rested. Here was obviously
the key to the puzzle propounded in the Greek priest’s
writing, and the explanation of his mysterious state-
ments; but alas! the moment the outer air reached the
ancient treasure, it fell before my father’s very eyes
into more than a thousand minute fragments.”

He paused, then added, as if he wished every one of
his words to impress itself indelibly on my mind:

“ 1t has taken forty years of ceaseless toil to solve
that great and glorious mystery, but now at last it
is done, and I, Hugh Tankerville, am ready, with your
help, to prove to the world that those great people,
who were driven off by the stranger across the desert,
did not perish in the wilderness: that they found a land
which lies beyond the rolling billows of sand and shin-
gle, where they formed an empire more great and
vast, more wonderful and glorious, than Vaught we
have dreamed of in our so-called science.”

“This is a theory,” I said with a smile.

“It is a fact,” he replied earnestly; ¢ at least it was
a fact two thousand years ago, when that same Greek
priest wandered across the wilderness in search of the
vanished hordes of Egypt: when he with simple con-
viction, perhaps with his dying breath, pronounced,
¢ Enough! They are!®” ‘

“Then do you mean to tell me? . . .’ began.

“I tell you, Mark, that beyond those inaccessible
sand dunes that surround the Libyan desert, in that
so-called arid wilderness, there live at the present mo-
ment the descendants of those same people who built
the Pyramid of Ghizeh and carved the mysterious
majesty of the Sphinx.”

“Let them live in peace,” I said flippantly, * since
no one can get at, or to, them. You have said it your-



TOMB OF THE GREEK PRIEST 25

self, they are—if they are at all—beyond the inacces-
sible dunes.”

¢ Inaccessible only to the ignorant, but not to those
who know. They were not inaccessible to the scribe
who wrote this parchment over three thousand years
after the great emigration into the wilderness.”

“Do you maintain then,” I said still incredulously,
“ that the writer of parchment No. 2 actually set out
on a desert journey and verified the truth, as set forth
in parchment No. 1?”

“How he came possessed of the original papyrus
he does not very clearly say, but, as soon as he had
deciphered it, he started forth across the Libyan desert,
and crossed those inaccessible dunes, using those land-
marks which are clearly explained on the old Egyptian
document, and which proved, in every instance, to be
absolutely correct in indicating a way across the im-
passable wilderness.”

“Well! but he never got there.”

“ That we do not know. . . . His MS. ends ab-
ruptly, and . .

“Like Poe’s Arthur Gordon Pym, eh, old Girlie?
It is a way narrators of adventure have.”

“ His is not a narration; he set out to verify cer-
tain facts. He verified them. We do not know what
caused him to turn back in sight of goal.”

“Hm! that turning back in sight of goal does not
carry conviction to the mind of an obstinate Britisher.”

“No! . . . Nothing would deter us, Mark, old
chap, would it? ” he said calmly. “We will not turn
back.”

(13 We? bd]

I jumped up in bewildered amazement, the object of
Hugh’s excitement, of his patient explanations to my
dull intellect, suddenly dawning on me. I gave a long
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whistle, buried my hands in my pockets, fixed Hugh
with my most professional eye, and said:

“You are absolutely and unmistakably cracked,
Girlie!”

He came up to me, put his hand on my shoulder,
and looked at me. I have said it before, he was a man
of boundless influence over his fellow-creatures, when-
ever he chose to exert it.

“ Come and look at the papyrus,” he said.

“D the papyrus. The whole thing is too pre-
posterous for words.”

‘He said very simply, ¢ Why? ”

“ Because. . . . Becawse. . . . Damn it,
Hugh,” I said very crossly . . . and . . . Iwent
~ to have a look at the papyrus.

It was still very fragmentary, of course, as in places
quite large pieces were missing, but certain passages
were peculiarly clear; for instance, the part which
described the way the wandering hordes of Egypt took
when in search of a home.

“You see, they wandered down the Nile,” explained
Hugh, eagerly, showing me the drawing of the river
and of the multitude following its course; ¢ and then
it was that from the lonely spot where the Greek scribe
lay buried they went forth towards the west.”

“That is a mere surmise,” I objected.

“The scribe says, ‘ Let me be buried there where 1
found the papyrus!”’ and later, ¢ I stood upon the spot,
and 1, too, shot my arrow into the heart of Qsiris,” etc.
Osiris is the sun, and a figure shooting an arrow is
one of the simplest hieroglyphics known, meaning a
perfectly straight course.” ‘

“Yes! and here,” I exclaimed suddenly, “is the
figure shooting an arrow at the setting sun.”

In spite of myself a very little of Hugh’s enthusiasm
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was beginning to filtrate into my mind. The whole
thing was preposterous, of course, but the old fascina-
tion which ancient Egypt, with its gorgeousness, its
mysteries, its glorious art had ever excited, even in
my raw schoolboy mind, began to hold me enthralled.

“ Remember, Mark, too, that due west, line for line
with Wady-Halfa, a couple of thousand miles away,
Lies the high peak of Uj-en-ari, and that almost at
its very base Rholf found traces of an ancient way
which he took to have once led to, and therefore from,
Egypt.”

“ And the arrow which the hieroglyphic person is
shooting is depicted in the next sign as being stuck
in a high and precipitous mountain, which might easily
be Uj-en-ari,” I added excitedly.

There was no doubt that my common sense was
lulling itself to rest.

Hugh took hold of my coatsleeve and made me turn
to where a large map of Egypt and the Libyan desert
hung against the wall.

“ There lies the land,” he said, running his fingers
round the vast blank space on the map, “and that is
where I mean to go.”

And common sense gave another dying gasp.

“Rholfs and Caillaud both found that inaccessible
and shifting dunes, running from north to south,
barred any way across the Libyan desert,” I objected.

“1If we go due west from that one spot I feel con-
vinced that we shall find a way through those inacces-
sible sand dunes,” replied Hugh, emphatically.

He was so sure, so convinced, there was so much
power in his whole personality, that the conviction
very soon dawned upon me that, if I did not choose
to accompany him in his wild search after his Egyp-
" tians, he would risk the dangerous desert journey alone.
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With an impatient sigh I turned to the papyrus.

« Gee how clear are the directions,” resumed Hugh.
“ Having started from the spot, we evidently have
many days’ march before us, due west, across the des-
ert, for we see the multitudes wandering, and one or
two dead on the way, but soon we come to this figure,
a man rejoicing—can you see it? it is very clear—
look at the arms! and now the words: °Then when
to be seen is the Rock of Anubis mot is barred against
him the way, and opened are before him the gates of
ground of wheat and barley of the land of Kamt.””

“ How do you explain that, Girlie? ” I asked.

“The Greek priest saw that rock. I imagine its
* shape is something like a jackal’s head—Anubis, old
Mark, was the jackal-headed god of ancient Egypt—
or there may actually be a figure of the god carved
into the living rock. We shall see when we get there.”

It was a fairy tale, of course. My reason stood up
confronting me, and telling me that the idea was pre-
posterous beyond what words could say; it told me
that, even granting that those Egyptians had found
and established themselves, in some distant and fertile
oasis, in the heart of the most arid wilderness on the
globe, future generations would have heard about or
from them, and recorded their existence or extinction.
It told me that no people could have lived on any one
spot on earth for five thousand years and have been con-
tent not to extend their dominions, with their growing
population ; that they could not have gone there with-
out wanting to come back; that Rholfs, Caillaud, Cat,
any of the great desert explorers, would have found
some traces of the route to this unknown land, if route
there was. It told me that, and a hundred other argu-
ments besides, and yet, as Hugh Tankerville talked,
explained and argued, I listened more and more eagerly ;
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his influence, which he himself knew to be boundless,
and which he was endeavouring to exert to its full,
was beginning to pervade me; my objections became
more and more feeble.

“You cannot bring forward one single positive argu-
ment against my elaborate scaffolding of facts, Mark!
You are not going to tell me that two people, one
living more than three thousand years before the other,
have joined hands across thirty centuries to concoct
the same lie. What object would a Greek priest have
in corroborating the falsehoods of an Egyptian, whose
existence even he would ignore? ”

“I cannot make that Greek priest of yours out,”
Iargued. “ What made him turn back? ”

“ He may not have been sufficiently provisioned for
any further journey; having ascertained that the land-
marks did exist, he may have gone back with a view
to making a fresh and more elaborate start. He
may . . .”

“ He may have been a confounded liar, as most in-
habitants—notably the priests—of those countries gen-
erally are,” I laughed.

Hugh frowned, and said at last, with a trifle less
enthusiasm :

% Of course, old chap, I have no desire to persuade
you against your will. When I wired to you I was
merely fulfilling my promise, and R

“Well? ”

“T can always go alone.”

What was the use of further argument? I had
known all along that I should ultimately give in. After
all, T had independent means, was my own master—in
spite of Aunt Charlotte; I had nothing to do, and was
barely thirty years of age. Is it great wonder that
the love of adventure, inherent in every Englishman,
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had by now completely annihilated my reason? After
all, I’d just as soon go and hunt for ancient Egyptians
in impossible desert regions with Hugh Tankerville
as wait for problematical patients in Harley Street.
I stretched out my hand to Sawnie Girlie and said:
“No, you don’t, Girlie. When do we start? ”



CHAPTER 1V

THE ROCK OF ANUBIS

WEe started about a week afterwards; personally, I
should find it difficult to say exactly how much of
Hugh’s wild theories I believed. The whole thing fas-
cinated me immensely, and although I never for a mo-
ment credited the notion that we should find any living
beings, other than wild Bedouins and Tibestis, in that
part of the Libyan desert which we meant to traverse,
yet I certainly did hope that we might find a few in-
teresting relics of a great and vanished past.

Hugh had made a good photographic reproduction
of the two papyri, leaving the originals safely locked
up in a ponderous fire-proof safe, which had been
screwed to the floor of the museum in the dear old
Chestnuts. Old Janet with her daughter and son-in-
law were to take care of the house in the master’s
absence, and . . . we started.

No one who met us, either at Charing Cross or
Paris, or subsequently at Marseilles or Cairo, could
have guessed, in our thoroughly matter-of-fact form
of procedure, that we were aught but a pair of young,
_enthusiastic tourists visiting the glorious country for
the first time, and with no other object in view save
that of our own selfish pleasures. And we were bent
on crossing half a continent to find a people who had
disappeared from the history of the world since nigh
upon five thousand years.

The dragoman from whom we hired the dahabijeh
and its crew, which were to take us up the Nile as far

31
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as Wady-Halfa, was struck, with speechless wonder at
the two mad English who obstinately refused to do
more than cursorily glance at the glories of Thebes
and Luxor, and seemed impelled by some chasing spirit
which forbade them to land or to waste time. I could
not, of course, very accurately estimate Hugh’s
thoughts and feelings, as our little craft slowly and
silently flitted up the sacred and historic river. At
eventime, when the waters lay dark and peaceful, and
the moon shone silvery and radiant on date palms and
distant mosques, on sandy shores and majestic ruins,
the boatmen, whom we had provided with tambourines
and darabukas, would crouch on deck and intone some
of their half-melancholy, monotonous tunes. Then I
would see Hugh’s eyes fixed longingly and searchingly
on that distant horizon towards the west, and I myself,
quiet, matter-of-fact Britisher as I was, would begin

" to dream of the great people whom we had set forth to
seek. I saw, as the dahabijeh glided noiselessly along,
the great procession of the wandering hordes quitting
their homes, polluted by the conquering stranger, and
seeking a new and glorious resting-place in the west
far away.

The great and mysterious immensities of the Libyan
desert became peopled in my mind with high priests
in flowing robes and leopards’ skins, with priestesses
in heavy plaited wigs, and priests with shaven crowns,
with men and women, angular and gaunt, dark and

“high cheek-boned, flat-footed and large-eyed, such as
we see depicted on ancient tombs and papyri. I seemed
to hear the monotonous, sing-song tones of the ancient
Egyptian language with which dear old Mr. Tanker-
ville had rendered me familiar; the air became filled
with sounds of the sistrum and the drum, and the tall
bapyrus grass, as we passed, seemed to send forth in
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the evening air a long-drawn sigh for the glories past
and gone.

In the daytime we pored over Champollion’s and Mr.
Tankerville’s Egyptian grammar; and if at times I
smiled indulgently at Hugh’s patience and ardent study
~of a language I believed to be dead, yet I tried to
emulate him in my eagerness to master its many diffi-
culties. We set each other daily tasks in conversation,
and we each kept a diary written in hieroglyphic and
cuneiform characters.

Before we reached Wady-Halfa, however, reason,
as represented by my humble self, made a final com-
pact with enthusiasm, as personified by Hugh.

“ Look here, Girlie,” I said to him one evening, as
we sat lazily smoking on the deck of the dahabijeh,
“I am only too delighted to join you in any mad ad-
venture upon this dark and interesting continent, and
the Libyan desert is as good as any other place for me
in which to spend six months in your company; at
the same time, I am not sufficiently devoted to science
‘to risk perishing of hunger and thirst in the midst
of some terrible wilderness. Now, when Rholfs tried
to do the journey which you and I propose to start
on, he had to give it up because he found a line of
inaccessible and shifting dunes right across his path
in the desert.”

“ He started from Beni-Adin, and Assuan, and . . .

«“J know. We start from a given point—the tomb
of the defunct priest—and you are absolutely con-
vinced that in a straight line due west from that tomb
we shall find that the said line of inaccessible dunes
is not inaccessible.”

“T am absolutely convinced that the Greek priest
crossed them.”

“Very well; this is my point. If, having started

2
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from that tomb and travelled due west, we find that
we cannot effect a crossing straight ahead, you must
give me your solemn word of honour that you will
not entertain any foolish idea of roaming about the
desert in search of imaginary ways, which may after
all have vanished, nor risk a miserable and inglorious.
death in the mazes of the arid immensity.”

He looked at me and smiled. I was half ashamed of
my eagerness and pompous diction, for I had spoken
very solemnly. :

“I can safely promise you that, old chap, for I am
sure we shall find the way.”

Hugh had already given me his views on the sub-
Jject of taking attendants with us on the desert journey.

“ What in the world is the good of them? > he asked.
“They do not know the way any better than we do,
and they would, of course, terribly increase our re-
sponsibilities and anxiety. Their only advantage, as
far as I can see, is that they look after the camels.
Well, old Mark, will you tell me if there is anything in
the world that a set of beastly niggers can do, which.
two resolute and practical Englishmen cannot do
equally well, and a great deal better? ” ,

I must confess that I fully endorsed these views.
We both were ready to rough it, both had plenty of
gumption, and both hated niggers about our persons.
The result of our decision was that we elected to spend
a month quietly in Wady-Halfa, where we lodged with
an old Arab store-dealer and his family, whose ways
of talking and walking, of scraping and shuffling, we
set ourselves to study and were soon able to closely
imitate. We had, of course, decided to start on our
desert journey, dressed in the burnous and general rig-
out of Arab small traders, this costume being far more
cool and comfortable for our purpose than any Euro-



THE ROCK OF ANUBIS 85

pean suit of ducks, besides being so much less likely
to attract attention.

Hugh spoke Arabic like a native, and by the time
that our month’s probation at Wady-Halfa was over,
we both looked as brown, red and other colours of the
rainbow as any actual son of the desert soil.

Our host’s eldest son, who was a camel-dealer by
occupation and a thief by nature, was of great service
to us in the choice of the four beasts we would require
for our journey. He looked upon us as the most
crack-brained Englishmen he had ever come across.
He tried hard to cheat us, but as he did not succeed
he conceived a violent admiration for us both, and I
believe was genuinely. sorry to see us go so cheerfully
to certain death.

By his aid, and acting under his guidance, we spent
that month practically living in constant companion-
ship with the four camels which were to bear us and
our equipment on the great journey. We learned their
ways, their manners and customs, their wants and re-
quirements, and after the first fortnight could look
after a camel better than most Englishmen can look
after a horse; and—as we had selected two strong,
healthy milchers—we solemnly and conscientiously (oh,
shade of Aunt Charlotte!) learned the gentle art of
milking, so as to have the delicious and nourishing
commodity on our way. ‘

Our equipment was not complicated: we were not
going to make astronomical observations, take alti-
tudes, or catalogue the fauna and flora of the
wilderness. Our own supply of provisions was as con-
centrated as modern scientific grocery could make it
—meat lozenges and essences of all kinds constituting
its main portion: there was our supply of water in
gourds, plenty of tobacco and matches, half-a-dozen
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bottles of brandy, all to last us sixty clear days, by
which time, if we had not found the land of wheat and
barley of ancient Kamt, we hoped at least to strike
the point where the great caravan route to Wadai
crosses the interior of the Libyan desert.

Then, if our expedition had proved to be—well! a
wild-goose chase, we could perhaps fall in with a cara-
van, and in a chastened and humbled spirit attach
ourselves to it, and in its train travel southwards or
northwards as the case might be. This was, of course,
very problematical; caravans do not travel along that
route very frequently, and it was just as likely as
not that, if we ever reached that point, we could com-
fortably starve by the wayside before we caught sight
of a single human soul. Still, as a concession to
common sense, this plan served well enough.

We also provided ourselves with sundry soaps and
shaving creams, also with a rather more gorgeous
change of attire than the one in which we meant to
travel, all with a view of presenting a respectable
appearance before the highly-civilised people we meant
to visit. A good light folding tent and a magnificent
compass completed our simple equipment. Moreover,
we each carried a rifle and a revolver and a hundred
rounds of ammunition, and—well —we started.

Up to the last moment I fancy that our hosts thought
that we would give up our mad undertaking, but when
they actually saw us depart, and realised that we
seriously meant to cross the desert with four camels
and no escort, they shrucrged their shoulders with true
Oriental placidity. *Our lives,” they said, * were our
own to throw away.”

The tomb of the Greek priest, from which we were,
in our turn, to shoot the arrow from the east to the
west, was about a couple of miles from Wady-Halfa,
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and faced straight out across the desert towards the
setting sun. Mr. Tankerville had explained to Hugh
exactly how to get to it, and late one evening we found
our way there, ready to start. It was carved out of
the living rock, and, of course, was empty, now that
the secrets it had guarded for over two thousand years
were safely lodged in The Chestnuts. The paintings
on the walls recorded that the priest had been a good
and pious man who had offered sacrifices to the gods,
and who, I concluded, would be above leading his fel-
low-men astray.

By the time night came we had pitched our tent
four miles from Wady-Halfa. Already we seemed in
another world: London, civilisation, hansom cabs and
top hats, even the dear old Chestnuts and the museum
of mummies and papyri had become akin to dreamland.
Hugh looked magnificent in his abajah and white
burnous: the Eastern clothes seemed to suit his ro-
mantic personality. I am afraid I looked somewhat
less impressive than he did, and I felt that in the
distant and mysterious land which we were about to
visit I should be looked upon merely as Hugh’s sat-
ellite.

At first T enjoyed the journey immensely. The ro-
mance of the adventure, the delightful peace of the
vast wilderness, the novelty of the whole thing, and
above all, Hugh’s companionship, made day follow day
in agreeable monotony.

For it was monotony of the most absolute, unvary-
ing order. Day after day the same sky, the same
sand and shingle, the same tufts of coarse grass and
clumps of seedy palms, the same pools of brackish water,
the same glittering pieces of rock, smoothed and polished
with the roll of ages, the same, the same, always the
same. After a while I got to hate the colour of the
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sky, the interminable billows of sand, which seemed
never to vary in shape or size, but to repeat themselves
in weary numbers day after day, week after week.
Soon I lost count of time, while we wandered on straight
towards the setting sun. Yes, straight! Though sand
dunes rose before and round us, steep, rocky tableland,
moving shingle, inaccessible heights, yet, straight be-
fore us as the arrow flies, from the tomb of the Greek
priest to the heart of Osiris, we always found a moun-
tain pass, a way up or round a boulder—a way, in
fact, straight on towards the west.

We went forward in the early mornings and late
afternoons, and rested during the hot parts of the
day and the darker hours of the night. Our worst
foe decidedly was ennui, at least it was so as far as
I was concerned, though Hugh helped me to pass many
weary hours by plunging into his endless store of
knowledge about the people we had set out to seek. I
could see that, as we wandered on, his belief and en-
thusiasm never for a moment flagged, and when I
expressed my abhorrence of the interminable expanse
of shingle and sand he would rouse my spirits by glow-
ing descriptions of what lay beyond. ‘

After the first week we had ceased to perceive the
slightest trace of animal life, and this terrible silence,
which hangs over the desert like a pall, was more op-
Pressive than words can say. So oppressive was it
that one almost longed for the weird cries of the hy-
enas, which had made the nights hideous in the begin-
ning of our journey.

Then the day came when exactly one-half of our
provisions which we had taken with us had been con-
sumed by us and by the beasts, the day after which
the question of turning back would become more and
more difficult to answer; and still before us sand and
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shingle, and rising upland, and monotony, and slowly-
creeping mortal ennui.

I fought against it honestly as hard as I could. I
was ashamed that I, the stronger physically when we
started, should be the first to show signs of weakness,
but somehow this ennui, caused by the ceaseless, ter-
rible, appalling monotony of the wilderness, and of
the slow shambling gait of the camels, developed into
a malady which robbed me totally of sleep. Still, I
said nothing to Hugh, but I could see that he knew
what ailed me, for the efforts he made to distract my
thoughts became positively touching.

One night, when we crouched as usual under our
tents smoking, I asked:

“ Girlie, how long is it since we left Wady-Halfa? ”

“ Thirty-one days,” he replied quietly.

Yes, quietly. He could speak with equanimity of
thirty-one times twenty-four hours, of thirty-one times
1440 minutes spent in gazing at the same sand, the
same scraps of coarse grass, the same limitless blue
sky, the same horizon far away.

“ And how many miles do you reckon that we have
travelled due west?”

“ Nearly six hundred, I should say.”

I said nothing more, and he went outside the tent,
where I could see him presently gazing out longingly
towards the west. I went up to him and put my hand
'on his shoulder.

“ Girlie,” I said, * we have wandered thirty-one days
in the wilderness. If everything goes at its best, and
if we are very economical with our food, we can per-
haps wander another thirty and no more.”

He did not reply, and I had not the courage or
the cowardice to continue with what was going on in
my mind. But I knew that he guessed it, for later
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on in the evening, when we made a fresh start, I saw
him examining the various packages on the camels’
backs, and, when he thought I was not looking, he
hastily passed his hand across his eyes as if he wished
to chase away a persistent, unpleasant thought.

Two more days elapsed without any change, save
. that one of our camels, the one which had given us
the best milk, suddenly sickened and died. We left
her by the wayside and continued to wander on, but
a couple of hours later, when we took our customary
midnight rest, Hugh said to. me:

“ Mark, old fellow, there are three sound camels
left. Will you take two and a sufficient amount of
provisions and return eastward to-night? ”

“ And you?”

“I am going on, of course.”

“So am I, Girlie.”

“I refuse to take you any further, Mark.”
~ “I was not aware that I was being taken, Girlie.”

“I was a fool to persuade you to come. I feel
morally responsible for your welfare, and . . .7

[13 And? 2

“The game is becoming dangerous.”

“So much the better, Girlie, it was getting deuced
monotonous.” ,

“Will you turn back, Mark? »

“No! I won’t. Not without you, at least.”

We laid ourselves down to sleep after that, but I
don’t think that either of us found much rest, I,
for one, never closed an eye, and I could hear Hugh
tossing about restlessly in his rug on the ground.
Towards early dawn I got up and looked out on the
ever-monotonous landscape, when, from afar, towards
the west, high over head, I saw three or four tiny black
specks approaching—birds, of course. I gazed aston-
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ished, for it was over three weeks since we had seen
any sign of bird or beast. The specks came nearer,
and soon I recognised a flight of vultures, attracted,
no doubt, by the dead camel we had left on the way,
while at the same time, through the oppressive silence
around, my ears caught the dismal sound of a pack
of hyenas crying in the wilderness. As I turned I
saw that Hugh stood behind me; he, too, had seen the
carrion beast and heard the melancholy cry. His whole
face beamed with a sudden reawakened enthusiasm, and
he laid his hand on my shoulder, saying:

“Will you come with me for another five days,
Mark? and I promise you that if at the end of that
time we have found no further traces that we are on
the right track, I will accompany you back to Wady-
Halfa. We can be a little more economical with our
provisions and make them last out a few days longer
than we had intended.”

Strangely enough, with the dismal advent of the
birds of prey, my enthusiasm seemed to have revived.
I think it must have been owing to the sound of other
life than ours, through the terrible, unvarying silence.
Hugh’s promise also comforted me, and for the next
three days I delighted him with my reawakened spirits.

One morning, at break of day, as we were loading the
camels, Hugh pointed westward.

“ The enemy at last, Mark. It is no use attempting
to make a start; he will overtake us before we are well
on our way. I have been wondering how it was that
he has avoided us all this while.”

I had read a great deal about sandstorms, and had
when we first started, spoken about the chances of our
meeting with one with perfect equanimity. We made
what preparations were necessary to meet the enemy:
the camels, poor things, were trembling from head to
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foot. We spread the canvas of our tent right over
them and us, and our heads well protected with cloaks
and rugs, we could but wait and trust our lives to a
higher keeping.

The experience was a terrible one, one that made me
forget my ennui and Hugh his visionary dreams. The
stunning blows from sand and shingle, the darkness,
the fright of the camels, the suffocation, all helped to
make me long for that monotony of calm desert sand
which I had railed against for so many days.

I think I must have been hit on the back of the head
by some sharp loose stone, for I can remember the

- sensation of a terrible blow and then nothing more.

When I recovered consciousness it was with the sensa-
tion of brandy trickling down my throat, of an even
blue sky above me, and of Hugh’s cheerful voice ask-
ing me how I felt.

“Just like one gigantic and collapsed sand dune,”
I murmured.

Indeed it seemed to me as if it ought to be impos-
sible for any one human being to hold as much sand
about their person as I did. It was absolutely every-
where: in my mouth, in my eyes, in the brandy which
I drank, at the back of my throat, in my shoes, and
under the roots of my hair.

“How are the camels? * I asked. :

“Badly, I am afraid. One of them refuses to stir.”

“ Not our milcher, I hope? ” ‘

“ Unfortunately, yes!”

This was bad business, for the milk had been very
delicious and nourishing, and the water, which had been
stored in goats® skins, was but a very unpalatable sub-
stitute.

- The question of going back the way we came was
thus finally settled: we had been on the road since
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thirty-four days, the last pool of stagnant water we
had seen was thirty days ago, and that was undrinkable,
and we certainly had not water enough to last us an-
other thirty-four days.

“Tt is obviously a case of ‘Forward does it!”> old
man,” I said, “ and the sooner we reach that fertile
and elusive land the better I shall be pleased.”

We covered another fifteen miles westward that day,
and as night drew on, it seemed to me as if I had never
breathed such delicious and invigorating air as reached
us through the folds of our tent. The moon had risen
and looked down placidly at the unvarying monotony
beneath her, and I, in spite of the peace and silence
of the night, could not get to sleep, but tossed about
restlessly on my rug, with intervals of short, troubled
unconsciousness.

Suddenly something roused me and caused me to
sit up listening and wide awake; the cry of the vul-
tures, perhaps, or of a hyena rendered bold in the
* night. Hugh, too, had jumped up, and I followed him
outside the tent, with an unaccountable feeling of some-
thing strange in the air round me.

The wilderness, arid and desolate, looked almost
poetic as it lay bathed in the moonlight. The stars
shone down bright and mysterious overhead; to the
south we could see the summits of a long range of
hills dimly outlined against the deep indigo of the sky,
and before us the great and jmmeasurable vastness, with
its secrets and its mysteries, its evenness and peace,
which we had learned to know so well, and yet I could
not say what it was that seemed so strange, so unac-
countable in the air.

¢ Can you smell it, Mark? ” asked Hugh, suddenly.

Smell it! Yes, that was it! I realised it now; my
nostrils had been so long accustomed to the smell of
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sand, and rugs, and camels that they did not recognise
the strange and penetrating scent which filled the air.
It was sweet, yet pungent, like a gigantic bouquet of
lotus blossoms; the very atmosphere, clear and cool,
had become oppressive with this curious scent.

% Where does it come from? > I asked.

We strolled out farther and climbed up the low hil-
lock, at the base of which we had pitched our tent.

When we reached the top of the boulder, and our
eyes, as usual, searched the horizon longingly towards
the west, we both uttered a cry and gazed outwards,
not daring to trust to our senses. There, far ahead,
outlined clearly against the dark, starlit canopy of
the sky, towered, some thousand feet above the sur-
rounding tableland, a white solitary rock, the summit
of which, carved by almighty nature in a moment of
playful fancy, was a perfect stone image of a jackal’s
head: the black cloud of the sirocco had hidden it
from our view this morning, and even now we stood,
wondering whether our excited brain was not playing
our wearied eyes a cruel and elusive trick.

* The Rock of Anubis,” whispered Hugh.

All around us the same deathlike silence reigned ;
the shingle and sand glittered in the moonlight like
myriads of diamonds, the rugged upland rose in ma-
Jestic billows, while the midnight air was filled with
the strange, pungent odour of a thousand lotus blos-
soms, and a score of miles ahead, dominating this
wilderness with awesome and mysterious majesty, the
I.iock of Anubis stood before us as the first tangible
sign that Hugl’s conjectures were no empty dreams.
Perforce we had to wait until dawn to start once more
upon our way; the night, lovely as it was, seemed in-
terminably long, and the first streak of light found
us loading our two remaining camels, We were both
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keenly excited now that the end of our journey was
near. The ground was very rough, rising over pre-
cipitous boulders and crags at times, but nevertheless
with a decided downward slope towards the valley in
which stood the Rock of Anubis. Our camels were
tired and weakened with sparse food; at midday we
seemed only to have covered half the distance, and the
base of the rock was still hidden from our view.

“Do you notice, Girlie, those white specks which
lie dotted about on the ground to the south of the
rock? ” I remarked to Hugh later in the day.

“Yes, I have been wondering what they are.”

The sun was just setting when we at last reached the
top of the last boulder that divided us from the val-
ley. The Rock of Anubis now stood before us in its
entirety, with the jackal’s head sharply silhouetted
against the ruddy sky not two miles away.

From its base a path led due south towards the
distant long range of hills: it was easily traceable by
the numerous white specks which glittered on it, clear
and distinct, against the yellow sand. As we emerged
with our camels over the crest of the hill a great noise
suddenly rent the deathlike stillness of the air, and a
gigantic black cloud seemed to rise from the ground.
It was a flight of vultures which flew with dismal croak-
. ing upwards, while, terrified, a pack of hyenas fled
screeching into the wilderness.

Then we saw that the white specks on the ground
were human bones, and that the Rock of Anubis tow-

ered over a gigantic graveyard.
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We were forced to encamp in the very midst of this
weird desolation. A thousand conflicting conjectures
chased one another in our bewildered minds. What
was the explanation of this strange and solitary abode
of the dead? who were these whose whitening bones
were left to mingle with the sand and shingle of the
desert? ‘

~ “The wandering hordes of Egypt, who found death
on this spot after ceaseless roaming in the desert,” was
my first suggestion; obviously a foolish one, for Hugh
quietly pointed to one or two skeletons on which the
flesh still hung.

“ None of these skeletons have been here more than
ten years, I should say,” he remarked.

“ A battle-field, then, where some wild tribes of the
desert have lately fought a bloody battle.”

But he shook his head.

“There is not a single skeleton of beast among
them.” .

“ Anyhow, it is horrible,” T said.

“ Horrible? Well! perhaps it is. But I feel con-
vinced that it marks the end of our Jjourney.”

“ Do you think, then, that we shall add our British
bones to this interesting collection? * T asked.

“ No, I don’t, Mark. But I think that after we have
had a night’s rest we shall follow this path, which
obviously leads southward to that distant range of
hills.” '

“ About another twenty miles? ”

46
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¢ Behind it lies the land of wheat and barley of an-
cient Kamt.”

I looked across the horizon, where the crests of those
distant hills caught the last rays of the setting sun,
and again I could smell the strange and pungent odour
of lotus blossoms, which brought back to my memory
visions of the great people in gorgeous garments and
gems, and of palaces and temples, such as sober, twen-
tieth-century moderns can hardly conceive.

I wanted to start at once, the path seemed so clear.

“Am I to be the cautious one this time, Mark? *
said Hugh, with a smile. “ We are not going to jeop-
ardise success, just when it lies so near.” .

“That’s so, old man,” I replied with my old flip-
pancy. “I had better occupy myself with brushing
up those Egyptian prepositions and personal pronouns.
I feel I shall have need of them soon, if I don’t want to
disgrace myself.”

I am afraid that that night we spent a considerable
amount of time in foolish vanity. We dared not waste
our minute provision of water, but we indulged in a
shave with the patent cream, brushed our clothes, and
generally endeavoured to assume a respectable appear-
ance. The poor camels were very sick, and we were
much afraid that one of them at least might not manage
another day’s march. However, neither of us felt as
if we could leave the poor creature behind, and lighten-
ing its load as much as possible, we all four started to
walk southward in the early morning. I must say it
was not cheerful walking on the road: skulls and
skeletons lay in great numbers, and black ravens and
vultures, disturbed in their grim meal by our footsteps,
hovered over our heads, filling the air with their dismal
croaking; but, against that, each step brought us
nearer to that range of hills behind which, both our
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convictions told us, there lived the people who used the
wilderness as a burying-place for their dead. :

Hugh felt convinced that those people would appear
before us in all the glory of ancient Egypt: I, less san-
guine, dared hope no more than that they would prove
to be a friendly desert tribe, who would give us the
means of returning to civilisation once more.

The road, at first, had wound round a number of low
and rugged boulders, but now, after a last sharp turn
southward, it lay even and flat, stretching out for
many miles before us; and as I looked straight along
it, it seemed to me as if I saw an object moving in the
distance.

“Can you see it too, Girlie? ” I asked. But there
was no need for a reply, for Hugh was staring, with
eyes literally blazing with excitement, on that moving
object.

“A bird?” I suggested.

“No, a man!” ,

“Yes, a man! He seems to be gesticulating
furiously.”

“ Now he has started to run.”

“1It is becoming decidedly exciting, Girlie,” I said.

We had paused beside our camels, who, hungry and
half dead with thirst, had lain down in the road. We
waited, hardly daring to speak.

Already we could see clearly the silhouette of the
man, tall and gaunt, with long, thin arms, which he
- waved frantically in the air, brandishing what I at first
took to be a club or axe. Then, throug