REX HALL’S Eerie Tale of

An Egyptian Mummy

Down Through the Ages

S Professor Darius signed the ex-
A press receipt and saw the men
carry in a mummy case he drew

o deep sigh of relief.

His precious discovery was safe in hiy
hands at last.

Perhaps, in that cuse, lay the mummy
‘of somo Egyptian King or Queen.

He had counted the days since he had
left the ruins, and, his shipment placed
in the hands of a shipping company, had
hurried back to the United States to
prepare his fellow members in the Soci-
ety of Archeology for the treat he had
in that case for them. Ie had promised
that they should share in the bonor of
any discoveries made during his last
trip. Now the time was at hand. What
raystery would the case reveal!

Professor Darius had discovered the
case while exploring in parts of Egypt
as yet untouched by searchers’ hands.
Digging into & dune far removed from
the Pyramids he had uncovered a tomb.
Removing the single mummy it bad con-
teined, he had hurried home.

The examination would be made be-
fore the society. Then, perhaps, a de-
cision would be made for further expe-
ditionp. He, himself, would be the
leader. They would carry on until they
had uncovered all the ancient burial
places of Egypt.

He noted, with satisfaction, that the
seal be hed placed on the case was un-
broken.

Although his fingers fairly itched to
open the case, he banished tho idea and,
dropping into an easy chair, gave him-
self up to pleasant reflections.

He had done fairly well in the fifleen
years just past in the study of Egyptian
Archeology, for he had gathered one of
the richest collections of antiquities out-
gside a museum. Roughly figuring, his
collection would run close to the million
dollar mark if Le should care to sell at
the value he placed upon it.

The Professor was nearing the half
century mark in years, but still his mus-
cular frame throbbed with the warm
blood of health and vigor., He was
strikingly handsome, clean-cut and up-
standing, and while there were many
women who would have considered it an
honor to marry him, he was still a bach-
eloe,

His research work had started while
he had been on a tour of Egypt. Ile
had fallen in with Trenfold near the
Sphinx some fifteen years before, Tren-
fold- had asked him (o join in a search
for relics. As he had nothing else to do,
he had taken the offer. Trenfold had
been killed by a2 fall of rocks, but the
fever had entcred the Professor’s blood.
He had kept on searchiog. The work
grew into a passion. Something seemed
calling from the dark past, spurring him
to continue his searches. On the brief
trips he made back to the States he felt
ill at ease. Felt a lost lonesome feeling
and a sens¢ of guilt as if he were neg-
lecting some duty.

Now, at last, it seemed he had found
his reward. He felt as if a tension had
been let down somewhere, and that he
was at peace with the whole universe.
He felt that for the first time in his life,

he would be glad to stay at home. In-

this pleasant frame of mind ‘he locked
up the office and went out for lunch.

‘¢ YENTLEMEN,’ gaid Professor Da-
rius, as he noted the entrance of
the last member and the expectant air
prevailing, ‘T gee you are all anxious,
so I’ll not keep you waiting. There is
the case. You see it bears my seal. I
bave never examined the mummy.”’
The seal was examined with ceremony
and the case opened.
There was nothing out of the ordi-
nary upon first examination. There

were the same musty swathings and the-

dust of ages, yet, after & few layers had
been removed there stole into the room
an odor of perfumery.

The Professor stopped in his work
and looked from one face to the other.

‘“As T live, the odor of violets!”

‘‘Remarkable!’’ exclaimed Professor
Smith. ‘‘Nevertheless, its here.’’

The subject was fully exhausted be-
fore the society carried the examination
on. Finally they came to the last wind-
ing and, with an exclamation, Professor
Darins exposed to view a piece of papy-
rus.

Here was work for the sociely, end
plenty of it. They worked that night
and for many others, until at last they
had it translated.

“This translation,”’ remarked Da-
rius, ‘‘claims that the mummy is one
Atlalia. She was a worker of magic
through the power of a harp she played.
She met her death, after selling her soul
for more power, through discbedience
to her muster, the Evil One. A certain
Ilaggai is mentioned here ay her enemy,
and the cause of her death. Iler great
love was Jabneel, a temple priest, who,
for her sake, broke his vows, It i
through this harp that she hopes to re-
claim her lover and take revenge onm
Haggai, who seems to bave been e rival
raagician of ill repute.’’

The Professor dropped the papyrus
on the desk,

‘‘Remarkable. Out of the ordinary,
1 should ssy. Most of these writings
generelly represent the wonders of the
one they are written about, their kind-
nesses, their battles and how they were
favored by their gods. I’ve never read
a paper such as this.

‘' According to this papyrus, Attalia
bas been a wicked woman. She will
place a curse on the unlucky devil dis-
turbing her last resting place. I found
no harp. It must have been with her,
but in my excitement I evidently over-
looked it."’

A worried expression shadowed his
face.

I believe, gentlemen, I—er—I'm of
the opinion that I should go back and
find her harp.”’

‘“Why do that? Are you afraid of
s mummy curse’’ asked Professor
Smith.

Professor Darius’ face flushed. He
snapped his fingers.

““That’s what I care for her curse.
She has been dead for thousands of
years, Haven't I pulled through this
far? Of course I disturbed her. It was
against her wishes, but I had no way of
knowing it until after we read the wara-
ing. I fedr nothing.”

*“Ha! ha!”’ laughed the yonngest
member, called ‘‘the upstart’’ by the
oldér men, ‘‘ Attalin’s got him worried,
or I miss my guess. Scared by some
gibberish on a piece of papyrus three
thousand  years old! Take my advice,
Darius, and go back after thet harp, if

you want to save your peck.”
1
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The Professor bent a cold gaze upon
the upstart.

‘‘Young man, you still have much to
learn, but you heard what I said. I am
going back, not 10 save my neck, as you
put it, but becausc something tells me
to go. I can’t say just what it is, that
something. It is intangible, but I masé
go back.”

‘“When are you' going1’’ asked Jonea.

““‘Just as soon as I can make arrange-
ments. I°ll promise you gentlemen one
thing, however. I'l be back in six
months.”’

‘“We'll hold you to that,’’ cautioned
Jones. ‘‘Make a definite Jdute and time,
50 we can all be here together.”’

“I'Il do that, too. This is June the
first. Meet me here in the office at eight
o’clock on the first day of November.”’

“You’re on!”’ laughed Jones, ‘‘we’ll
be here, and if you bring Lack the old
girl’s harp, 1'll show you how to play
ou it.”’

‘“What did you say you would do?’’
asked Professor Darius.

“‘Play the harp,’’ laughed the upstart.

‘T repecat, you have a lot 1o’ learn,”’
declared the P’rofessor.

‘““‘Perhaps I have,”’ chuckled Jones,
“but I'll play the harp if you bring it
back.”

The Professor drilled the upstart with
a side glance out of cold blue eyes.

“If you would devote more of your
time to the study of our society and
spend less time in the art of parlor magic
for the amusement of a bunch of your
rattle-hcaded friends, you might, in the
course of twenty or thirty years become
a valuable member.”’

Jones grunted, .

““Do you wish me to think that you
don’t like me, Professor? Well, I'm not
going to think that you do. In place of
getting angry, I'd like to show you my
latest magical trick. Do you care to see
ity

‘‘Never mind. Good night, gentle-
men. I'll let you know when I Jeave for
Egypt.”

IT was an expectant group of mem-
bers that awaited the arrival of Pro-
fessor Darius six months later.

Young Jones glanced at his watch and
laughingly remarked :

‘I packed Attalie’s mummy back into
the storeroom. today while the janitor
was ‘cleaning up for the homecominog.
Thought it would be a good thing to do.
She might see her bharp, and start some-
thing.”’

The distinguished body ignored this
remark,
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‘‘Strange,'’ droned Professor Smith,
‘‘that we have had no word from the
Professor.”’

Jones was not so easily silenced.

‘“Oh, he’ll be showing up presently.
I'll bet ten dollars he has no harp.”’

Eight o’clock arrived, and, with it, the
Professor. '

As he staggered into the office, his
friends gave a gasp of horror and aston-
ishment. A terrible and unbelievable
change had been wrought in the man's
appearance. Instead of the learty,
good-natured man of six months pre-
vious, there now stood, leaning heavily
against the desk, a mere wreck. Deep
lines of suffering furrowed his chalky
brow, Ilis eyes burned with an unnat-
ural light and were sunken in their
sockets. His hair was snow white, and
he trembled in every joint.

As he walked with fa'tering steps to
the chair which Jones hastened to place
for him, he said weakly :

‘‘@entlemen—the six—six months are
up and I—1 am here.”’

““What in heaven’s name has hap-
pened to you?” asked the wupstart,
aghast.

“Find ont—later. You remember, I
laughed about the curse of a dead wo-
man— Attalia.”

llYe&'l

‘“The tale I am going to tell will make
you doubt my sanity. Perbaps I am
crazy, for I've been through enough to
drive a men insane. When 1 finish,
draw your own conclusions. I have been
sick with a terrible fever—should be in
bed now—""

‘“You better rest now, Professor,’”’
suggested Jones. ‘‘We can wait’’

““No. I must tell you. There isn't
much time Ieft.”

‘“What do you mean by that?’’ asked
Professor Smith.

**You'll know when I finish.'’

“Did you find the harp?’’ asked
Jones.

‘““Yes. It is in the package.’”

‘‘What package?’’

The Professor half started to his feet
and passed his shaky hand-through his
white locks in a bewildered manner, He
seemed laboring under great excitement
and apparently was trying to gather his
scattered wits. In a moment he sank
back into his chair, trembling and wealk,
saying: |

‘‘Oh, yes. The harp. Now I remem-.
ber. It is outside in the hall. Get it
quick!"’

. Jones went ountside, and retnrned with
a bulky package. He placed it at the
Professor’s feet.

Darius drew a sigh of relief.
After resting for a few minutes, he
told his story.

HE had had no trouble in relocating

the tomb.. The only thing bother-
ing him was a slow burning fever, over-
taking him shortly after his expedition
bad started.

ITe had taken a small army of bLlacks
with him to do the heavy work. Day
after day the blacks scarched for the
harp, while the Professor lay tortured
by the fever.

One dey a black came to his tent and
told him that they had found the harp.

‘1 went to the tomb and saw jt. It
was rather erude-looking and was made
from some bronze metal covered with
the thinnest beaten gold, and the work-
manship was beautiful.

‘1 was feeling weak, so T ordered one
of the blacks to pick up the harp and
bring it to my tent. e started to obey.
A terrible thing happened! The black
gave a mortal cry of anguish and drop-
ped dead before my very eyes!

*‘For a second or two I was speechless,
and more so when I noticed the odor of
violets float into the tomb.

““It was the same odor we noticed
when we,examined the mummy so many
months ago.

‘I wondered what could be the ex-
planation for the black’s death. Could
it be possible that Attalia’s curse was
working? The odor in the tomb scemed
t0 be the answer. The thought that this
urnhappy woman, who could hand down

her black magic after so many years,

was present in the very tomb gave me
8 creepy feeling.

‘It may sound heartless, but I tried
a cruel experiment. Perhaps the black
hed died from a natural cause. I would
try another one, to make sure. I went
outside the tomb to gel a man still in
ignorance of what had happened and
brought him back with me. Poor devil
I shall never forgive myself. The mo-
ment he touched the harp he gave &
scream of anguish, dropped the golden
thing and threw out both arms as if
trying to ward off some approaching
evil, His eyes were terrible to look at
Then he, too, dropped stone dead beside
the other.

‘“‘Once more the odor floated through
the tomb, and then died away. Beyond
a single doubt, it was the work of the
sorceress, and in a frenzy of fear I cried
aloud to the two dead men to the walls
of the tomb in my fear and agony.’’

The Professor paused to rest. Great
beads of sweat were standing on his
furrowed brow. The members of the



society cast uneasy and apprehensive
glantes at the harp at his feet.

‘I cried aloud, ‘Attalia, if you are
present, show me a sign. Will I be per-
mitted to take the harpt’

‘1 waited a second or two, them it
‘seemed I had my answer. The tension
let down and I felt easier, while throngh
the tomb floated the delicate odor once
more, but fresher and stronger. It
scemed a3 if something had brushed past
my face. I thought that someone stood
beside me. Suddenly the tension tight-
ened, and I felt called upon to exert
my will to the utmost to combat some-
thing intangible trying to overcome me.
Two or three times I felt as if I must
go under the strain, The tension broke,
and I felt myself growing calm and

peaceful. With trepidation, I picked up.

the harp and stood shaking in my shoes.
I expeeted death, but it did not come. I
left the dismal place. Straight to my
encampment I harried, with the determi-
nation to leuve at once for America.

‘I placed the harp near my berth and
went to bed. My fever was raging
again, and I felt strangely weak,

“‘I could not s'eep. My mind insisted
on dwelling upon the events at the tomb.

““As I lay wide awake, the place was
filled with a strunge light. I glanced
around in astonishment to learn . the
causes When I saw the reason, I c'osed
my eyes and sank back om the pillow,
gasping for breath. I had looked upon
one of the most radiant and beautiful
women that man has ever gazed upon.

‘“She was an Egyptian, and she was
dressed in the clothing worn thousands
of ycars ago. Her hair was es black as
the night and was bound over her ears
with & band of gold. In her ears were
long golden charms or rings. Her head
was regal in its poise and her eyes were
liquid wel's of jet which seemed ever
burning with changing lights. She
smiled and pointed at the herp.

‘ ‘Fear not. You have brought the
ha:p. It is well. Now mark my words
well. Take the harp to my body in the
far land. Then will come Haggai to
taunt. Then shall my revenge be com-
plete and my soul find rest.’

¢ “Who are youf’ I asked.

‘ ‘Attelia, once high priestess to the
master of darkness.’

‘¢ ‘Attalia is dead,’ I told her.

““‘In the flesh, only. There is no
death to the spirit. I have wished for
it, yea thousands of times, when I found
that down through the ages I could not
reclaim my lost love, Jabneel. 1 conld
obtain no such mercy. I must ever go
as I am, a tortnred soul, until I have
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my revenge, and can be free to join
him.’

“I told her that she was flesh and
blood. She bade me touch her and see.
When I reached out to take her hand I
found nothing but thin air. Then she
stooped . over, as if to kiss me,.and I
sensed the odor of violets.

‘“ “Now do you believe?’ she asked.

‘I asked her what I had done to dis-
please her. She said that I° had dis-
tarbed her body and had taken it to a
far land. She said that she had willed
it so. Her will had directed me to the
spot. Now, if I would take the harp
back and place it with the mummy her
plans would be complete. She would
get her revenge on Haggai. I asked her
who Haggai wes, and what revenge she
eraved.

‘‘She told me that death was her re-
venge for Haggai. He was & handsome
devil and powerful in the art of magie.
He was so powerful that the master
feared him. There was only one other
bidding to equal the power of Haggai,
and that was Attalia, She had made 2
bargain with the master to bring dis-
grace upon the high priest at the temple.
Jabncel was the priest, and the master
hated him. For this favor the master
would give her the magie harp and she
could win power over Haggai.

‘‘When she went to the temple, she
fell in love with the high priest. She
refused to kecp her part of the bargain.
Jabneel was found in her arms and put
to death, and for her fjilure to keep her
bargain she had been cursed to go down
through the eges, never being allowed
1o claim the soul of her lost lover, Jab-
neel. Then she said that I was Jabneel.

‘I asked how that cou'd_be possible.
She said that I had passed from one
body to another, and, during that time,
she had dearched for me when my soul
was free for a spell, but that I was kept
from her by the power of Haggai. She
said that Haggai was living in a body
at the present time. Ilis power was
waning, for he had learned during the
years of the evil he had wrought. The

~harp must be placed with her body:

That was the only way to break the
curse of the master.

‘I told her that I would do my best,
and then I asked ber why she had killed
the black servants.

‘¢ They were dogs,” she replied.

‘‘She lingered for a spell, and then,
bending over, kissed me and faded away.
I found myself bolt upright in bed and
wet with a clammy sweat, and the tent
was dark

‘‘Had it all been 2 terrible nightmare
Had it been the result of the fever?

'z

These questions were coursing through
my tortured brain. I could not answer
them. Everything secemed too real.

‘T called for a black to bring a light,
for I was afraid.

‘“As soon as he entered, I looked for
the harp. It was gone!

““The herp had suddenly grown to be
my dearest p i It was v
that I keep it 1o claim Attalia and help
her get her revenge. I must confess
that I was wildly in love with her. Now
I had the solution of what had kept me
digging in the ruins of Egypt. It was
as plain as.day. The love for my lost
bride of three thousand years ago. Dur-
ing all this time she had lived in the
spirit world, watching for me. Now the
harp was gone. Two minutes before,
the tent had been filled ‘with her rad-
jance and the harp in plain sight. Now
it was gone, and with the full knowledge
of what the loss meant to Attalia and
myself, something snapped. That's the
last I know until I came to myself in a
coast hospital and saw an anxious doe-
tor and nurse standing over me.

‘“ ‘He is coming out of his delirium,”
I heard the doctor say, as I opened my
eyes,

4

look of quick disappointment
spread over his face when I asked with
my first breath for news of Attalia and
the harp.

‘“He to'd the nurse that I was erazy,
and while they talked about me Attalia
came in and smiled at me. I called the
doctor’s attention to her, but he gave
me a soothing powder and told me to
try and go back to sleep.

‘*Attalia talked to me for hours and
told me to go to the far land as soon as
1 was able to travel. The harp would be
placed in my hands in some way. It all
seemed hazy to me, then the nurse gave
me some more medicine, and I went to
sleep.

“1 dreamed that I was with Attalia,
far out on the burning sands of the des-
ert. In the distance burned a tiny camp-
fire and swarthy men were around it,
playing with the barp.

“Attalie commanded me to go ard
demand it. I walked into their midst
unarmed. When they saw my condition,
they charged me with drawn knives
Came & tink'e of laughter, a clap like:
thunder, and the men were blasted and
lay dead before me.

‘' As I stood in amazement I heard the
laughter growing fainter and fainter,
then a voice bidding me farewell for o
space.

““When I awoke in the morning the
bharp was lying beside me on the bed.
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THe nurse said that a bluck had brought
it in.

‘“As soon as I was able to travel T set
sail for home. I feel that my time is
very short. There was something in
that farewell on the devert that told mé
m'l’

SILENCE reigned for several minutes,
during which the members glanced
at each other in amazement,

Young Jones broke the oppressive
silence:

‘‘ Darius, you must have gone through
bell to get that harp. [’'m going to take
a look at it.”’

The Professor assented, warning him
to be careful.

Jones took out the harp,

‘“Who put the slrings on it1’’ he
anked.

‘I did,"”” admitted the Professor. ‘‘It
was her order.””

Jones swept his fingers over the
stringa. They guve out strange weird
music. He smiled into the Professor’s
face.

DOWN THROUGH THE AGES

**So this is the harp that our Attalia
charmed them with, is it? I wonder
how much of 4 hit she would make pley-
ing in one of our jazz bandst’

‘‘Put thet larp down!’’ exclaimed the
Professor:

““Whyt What harm can I do to it,
Professor? I mean no ‘disrespect to
your Attalia, but I'm of the opinion that

*you have had trouble enough. You need
-cheering up.

I'm the boy to do it, Da-
rius. Watch me!””

Young Jones thumped wild sounds
from the weirdly sounding harp and
shocked the members of the society with
his idea of un Egyptisn dance,

‘“Take warning, Jones! Put down
the harp! She told me something else.
Stop! . L'l tell you what it is.””

‘“Wait until I finish—"’

‘“No! .Stop now, before it is too—"’

But Jones was. duncing and singing
to-the accompaniment of the harp, his
noiso drowning the feeble croaking of
Professor Darius,

““Out of my way, men!’’ he shouted,
dancing toward the storeroom. °‘‘Some-
thing js dragging me on! Wow! Ican’t
stop! I'm going to dance for Attalial’’

With the Professor croaking fqr the
other members to stop him, Jones danced
guily up to the hideous, shriveled
mummy. Darius bad just reached his
side with repeated warnings, when Jones

- gave s scream, threw down the harp and

staggered from the storeroom covering
his ‘eyes with his arms.

As he swept past Darius the mummy
gave a lurch and fell with a crash face
down. With a wild scream, Darius
clutched his heart end fell sprawling
across her. When the other members
of the society came to his assistance, he
was dead.

Jones was found trembling
office chair.

Wheu told that Derius was dead he
turned u¢ white as a sheet. Then:

‘““No wonder he is dead! I am in-
clined to believe that story he told.
‘When I danced in front of that thing,
I'l swear to my dying day that she
smiled at me) It was one of the wicked-
est smilea [ ever want to see.’’

IIe shuddered :

‘“Who lmows? I must have been
Haggai.”

in an
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