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Woman o 7 Fyrami

Perley Poore Sheehan_»

AFULL BOOK-LENGTH NOVEL COMPLETE IN THIS ISSUE:

CHAPTER 1. Let us not anticipate.

George wasn’t married then, He and
Alice Wentworth were delightfully
HERE is no question as to dawdling away a sunshiny afternoon

whether he saw her or merely ata restaurant in the Bois de Boulogne.

thought that he saw her. Such One of Alice’s-aunts was also there.

CARLTON SEES HER AGAIN,

questions, constantly rising in every Alice, who herself was as English as
one’s expérience, can never be settled, a cup of tea—clear complexion, violet
anyway. eves, fine-spun “ apricot ”’ hair—had all

There is that well-known brain-ex- manner of aunts. They are moré par-
pert in Berlin, for examiple, who even ftjcular about aunts in merry England
goes so far as to sav that half the than elsewhere—especially when a girl
things that we think we see. in the belongs to a wealthy and somewhat
course of a day’s ramble, are nothing aristocratic family. and her father and
‘but s0 many illusions. .\gaiu. there is  mother happen to be dead.
that-army of professors who claimy that*  The present aunt, albeit she was the
everything we see 15 an illusion. best of <ouls, is of no great conse-

Let us hasten to remark. however, quence. Suffice it to sayv that she was
that this is not a scientific treatise. It ultra - respectable, detested suffrage,
is the simple, unvarnished narrative of managed to worry along with not more
George Carlton., once of California, than a half-dozen servants when at
sometimes of New York, and occasion- home, and spent most of her time trail-
ally of Cowes, in which latter place his ing round with Alice wherever the will
swife’s people are well and favorably of this sweet and exceedingly attractive
fnown in the vachting set. ' . child of fortune happened to lead her.

tS 48 '
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That also had become the chicl oc-
cupation of Carlton, ever since he had
met her on a friend’s yacht at Cannes.

They were sitting there—the three of
them—in that happy daze which 1s apt
to fall upon well-situated visitors to
the Bois de Boulogne on sunshiny
afternoons. The Tzigane orchestra
was zimming and swirling through one
of those wunwritten rhapsodies {for
which Tziganes are famous — weird
sort of music with all sorts of haunting
tremors and quavers and minor chords
in it,

Probably no one had spoken for the
last fifteen minutes. They were per-
fectly content with each other. Tven
the aunt was content with Carlton—
now that her solicitor had furnished
her with a private report as to the un-
exceptional standing of Carlton “in
the States.” Away back in Revolu-
tionary days there had been a younger
son of a great house, and he was the
ancestor of the American Carltons.

Fvery now and then Carlton was
touching the tip of Alice's little finger
with the tip of his little finger—quite
accidentally, of course—when suddenly
he gave a start, leaned forward. was
rigid for a second or two with absorbed
attention. Alice saw the erstwhile care-
less hand grip the table, then relax.
She swept her violet eyes upon him.

It was just about settled by this time
that they werc to he married, and she
had begun to show those first delicate.
timid hurgeons of wifely care.

“IWhat is it? " she asked.

Her own listlessness had  disap-
peared. Terhaps there had flashed
through her mind the thought that she
did not know this man she was willing
to marry quite so well as she thought
she did. Anyway, she had scen some-
thing in his face that would have made
any womman a bit uneasy.

Aunt Mary, her eye on a group at
another table, among whom were some
people whom she thought <he recog-
nized, had let the incident pass un-
noticed.”

Carlton relaxed, let out an uncasy
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little laugh, again touched the smooth,
pink tip of Alice’s little finger.

“What was it, George?™ she re-
peated. ““ Really, you looked as though
vou had seen a ghost.”

Said Carlton: “ Mavbe I did.”

“ See a ghost? How absurd!™

There was a shade of reproach in
Alice’s violet eves, but there was a kin-
dling of interest there as well. Carlton
was always so dreadfully dramatic.

According to most of Alice’s friends
all Americans were picturesque. Carl-
ton was not picturesque. So far as
manners and looks were concerned, he
was certainly far above the average.
But he was always doing surprising
things, saying surprising things like
that.

“Maybe I did.”" he repeated softlv
as his level, gray eves met hers, with
only the barest suspicion of humor in
them.

Neither did Alice smile. She looked
back at him seriously, trying to com-
prehend.  ‘That was a quality of hers—
one of many—iwhich had convinced
Carlton that very first afternoon that
thev had ever met that she was the one
gir] in the world with whom he could
ever possibly get along.

“Tell me,” he went on softly and
still quite seriously, *“ did you notice
that woman who just passed—there,
between those two cliiips of oleanders,
or whatever they are?”

“You frighten me,” said Alice, her
voice but little more than a whisper.
“Bur-r-r! Your tone. your question.
and this weird music. \What did she
look like? ”

“Green eyes and straight hrows—
black!”

“Bur-r-r!” went Alice again.

“Uncanny, all right,” said Carlton.
“ Something imperious about her—
something Egyptian — cattish, cruel,
beautiful, but— oh, you know — the
lady-villain at Drury Lane, only more
s0.”

Up to this time Miss Wentworth’s
interest, though genuine enough, might
have been classed as academic. But it
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had obviously become suddenly more
than that. The delicate pink of her
complexion—the kind you hardly ever
<ee except in England and the Ameri-
can Northwest—had quickly receded,
then rushed back again a little more
pronounced than before. She had
swept a rapid, tremulous glance around
her.

“Nou, I didn't see her,” she said.
“Tell me about her.”

Carlton lit a cigarette. repeated that
uneasy little laugh of his, glanced at
the blissfully complacent aunt—uncon-
scious she of any mystery greater than
the family receipt for Christmas pud-
dings—then back at Alice.

“1 told you that I had seen my
ghost,” he remarked.

“ My ghost, too!”

Alice might have said this. ‘Those
were the words which had flashed into
her mind, but she kept her silence.
'After all, it could have been a mere
coincidence, She had regained her
equanmimity.

“ How was she dressed ? "’ she asked.

“You can’t tell hew a ghost is
dressed unless you have time to look. T
only had a glance—clearer, this time,
than before: still, only a glance.”

“You insist?”

“On nothing, my Rose of Sharon,
if it's going to upset you. Only, if I
am to be a victim of delusions, I'm
honor bound to tell you.”

“ Tell me, anyway.”

“ Three times now,” said Carlton,
disguising his obvious seriousness by a
light motion of his hand into the air.
in case the aunt might be looking—
“three times now. and each of the
times when I was in your blessed com-
pany—which isn’t surprising, seeing
how close T stick round —I've either
seen. or thought I saw, this same
creature.”

While he spoke the orchestra
swooned and palpitated in a delirium of
enchantnient.

“ Perhaps this confounded music has
gone to my head,” said Carlton.
“There was music on the other two
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occasions, as well—this same sort of
music, crazy and wild. I suppose that
Beethoven could stir up one sort of
ghost—blue, angelic; and Sousa an-
other. But this sort of music is hers—
savage, Egyptian.”

“'The Pembertons are also going to
Egypt,” said Aunt Mary, catching the
last word and wishing to be polite.

By the time that the young people
had smiled at her and nodded, she had
relapsed once more into the comforta-
ble lethargy of a well-fed dowager.

“ Do you remember when we dined
at the Savoy? I saw her then—just
that glance—same impression of green
eyes and black brows—queer, striking,
slightly ghoulish. - Big dining-room,
lots of people moving about, especially
women, I not noticing any of them but
you, naturally, until the ghost appears.

“I shouldn’t have noticed her, then,
if it hadn’t been for the odd way she
looked at me, my feeling that I had
seen her before. Looked again and she
was gone.”

“ Could it be—"" Alice began.

“You are going to ask me for a
scientific explanation,” said Carlton.
“But the very fact of my having
studied psychology, psychiatry and
things makes me all the more chary of
trying to explain. As a fledgling scien-
tist I. for one, am ready to admit that
science doesn’t know a blessed thing
ahout the insides of our heads at all.”

“ And the other time?”

“ The same thing, only a trifle more
so. Do you remember that evening in
Munich when we were walking back
from the opera—moonlight. wonderful
air, crowds, fragments of Aide still
mingling all round? Well, just before
we came to the hotel I saw her again—
that same level, inscrutable look from
her green eyes. very close to us. gen-
cral impression of wealth and good
taste, yet hizarre. As soon as I could
I turned to look after her. She had
disappeared.”

“Could it be—"" Alice began again,
and this time Carlton didn’t interrupt
her. “ Could it be telepathy?”



It could be telepathy,” the Ameri-
can assented good-naturedly, “if you
knew such a creature and happened to
be thinking about her. Bul, of course,
vou—"

He paused, the slight suggestion of
hanter in his face and voice going out
a she saw how the pink in Alice Went-
worth’s face again fled under his
scrutiny. .

“ Listen,” she whispered tremulous-
ly, while she forced a smile. “1I also
have something to tell. Oh, could it,
could it be that you speak of my Aunt
Rhodopis?

CHAPTER 1L
AUN'T RIIODOPIS.

WiEeN Carlton had referred to him-
self as a * fledgling scientist.” he had
done scant justice to himself.

As a matter of fact, if he had been
forced to earn his living he could have
Leen doing so since a long time either
in private practise or in connection with
any of the large hospitals which make
a specialty of nervous and mental dis-
eascs. He had always had a passion
for such things. and if his money had
prevented him from pursuing his pro-
fession with any degree of regularity,

it had at least permitted his develop- .

wment along another line.

This particular line was that field of
rescarch which most scientists regard
as beyond the frontier of legitimate re-
search; who stick to the old régime,
anyway, whatever their private beliels
might be, for fear of seeing themselves
driven away from the scientific flesh-
pots on the charge of heing cranks or
dreamers.

It takes money, as well as courage.
to be a follower of such scientific frec-
hooters as Hudson and Sir Oliver
Lodge.

Carlton had both mouney and cour-
age. He also had—or, at least, his
friends were all ready to concede that
he had—a fair amount of intellect as
well,

And Carlton could see no good rea-
son why he should not investigate the
uncharted hills and valleys of the far
West of science as boldly as his grand-
father had investigated the hills and
valleys of California. His grandfather
had found a gold mine or two. Why
shouldn’t he?

He had started out with spiritual-
tsm. had worked his wav—hguratively
speaking-—up to East Indian magic
and back again. Until Alice Went-
worth became the all-absorbing theme
of his observations, he had been a
pretty frequent visitor at the big hos-
pitals of London. Paris. Berlin. and
Vienna. .

In the course of his life, up to the
present, there was just one word which
he loved and feared, a word that at
once ensnared his passionate interest
and yet filled him with contemptuous
despair. This word was “ occult.”

ITe had a consuming thirst for every-
thing that this much-abused word
predicated. He had a horror, none the
less. of the charlatans who delight in
its use,

It was through this personality—
here so slightly and poorly limned—
that Carlton again flashed his interest
upon the extremely fair, subtle. and re-
sponsive creature at his side.

“Your Aunt Rhodopis?™ he ex-
claimed. “ Have I met her?”

Alice shook her head. There had
come a disquieting moisture into her

““eyes, but she smiled.

“ Not unless "—she faltered—* not
unless this is she.”

“Tell me what she looks like.”

“ She looks like what you say this
ghost of yours looks like. At least. that
is the way I remember her.”

“ How long is it since you have scen
her?” )

“Not for vears—not since T was
twelve.”

“ Eight years,” Carlton calculated.
“ You and she are not on good terms.”

“ None of us are on good terms with
Aunt Rhodopis.” She is queer, terri-
ble.” '

H



“Not mad?”

“ No, not mad. In fact, she is a very
remarkable woman, I believe, in many
respects. Lives in a great old house—
a regular museum filled with Egyptian
treasures. She travels a good deal-—
out East—is something of an Oriental
herself.”

* She looks like—"

" The devil,” Alice flared. ‘ Beau-
tiful. in a way—green eyes, straight
brows. but somehow bizarre—just as
you described that ghost of yours.™

“XNot a blood relation of yours?”
Carlton suggested.

“Yes, of my mother’s. Very dis-
tant. I fancy, though it was my Aunt
Rhodopis who cared for me after my
mother’s death.”

“ So'you came to know her well.”

Alice shoolk her head.

“My only memory of her is us a
mystery—a dark mystery.”

“But kind?”

Again Alice shook her head, while
the delicate pink stain crept from cheek
to temple, then back again. Her next
words came in a mere breathing
whisper. '

“ She struck me.”

“Good Lord!”

There was that about the way that
Alice had delivered her last bit of in-
formation which meant that the blow
had been no mere spanking of a way-
ward child.

Whatever might have been the dark
secret and the dark character of Aunt
Rhiodopis, the present aunt conveyed
no sense of aristocratic middle age. as
she beamed upon the two young people
at the table with her. She had just
come out of a pleasant reverie of meet-
img Colonel Pemberton and his esti-
mable family during the season at
Cairo.

She glanced first at her niece, then
at the voung man. Mr. Carlton was
really quite opresentable—quite pre-
sentable even though he were an Amer-
ican. But, then, he had some excellent
English blood in his veins—and blood
will tell, whatever new-fangled ideas

were coming into favor concerning the
abolishment of the House of Lords.

“So you think you also will be
going to Egypt, Mr. Carlton? " she
interrogated, as she had already done
a dozen times hefore. Really, it was
high time that Alice was getting set-
tled, and, apart from his nationality,
Carlton was rather unobjectionable.

“Oh, yes, mdeed, if you'll permit
me,” Carlton ‘answered heartily. *1I
haven’t been out to Egypt for two
years now, and this will give me an
added motive. You may not helieve
me, but I had intended going out,
anyway. Matter of some half-baked
scientific researches of mine.”

Auntie nodded her head approv-
ingly.

' Americans—so Sir Edward Plum-
ton tells me—have been doing some
really remarkable excavation in Egypt
recently.”

“ 1t was another sort of excavation
that I intended,” said Carlton good-
naturedly. “ Myths, traditions, magic
—things like that. Not very respect-
able, I fear, but interesting. And then,
the last time I was in Cairo I saw any
number of mad or half mad beg-

gars—"

‘“ How dreadful!”

“Dreadful, yet interesting — like
germs. And there was something that

has since turned up that has some-
how—-"

He had checked himself and fallen
into momentary absorption. It is a
way that many young men have who
are wont to think of the more se-
rious things of the world—even when
they have an Alice Wentworth at their
side.

They rode back to Paris in compara-
tive silence. Already the season was
very late and the fashionable exodus
for the south had begun, but there was
still plenty to attract their attention,
furnish an excuse for no great effort
at conversation.

But all the way both Alice Went-
worth and George Carlton were con-
scious, in a way, that hoth were think-



ing of the same thing—of the same
person, perhaps. They were thinking
of that odd ghost of his. of that odd
aunt of hers. \Were they the same?
Had it been, as Alice had suggested. a
queer case of telepathy, by which her
mind had suggested to his. without the
intermediary words, a flecting. dis-
quieting portrait of this other aunt?

Aunt Rhodopis!

The very name again brought up in
Carlton’s thought some hali-forgotten
things he had heard on that last trip
of his to Egypt. It was concerning
these that he had come within an ace
of blurting out something a little while
ago.

The train of recollection thus start-
ed was still uppermost in his mind. a
little white later. as, at the door of the
hotel, he bade Alice and her aunt good
day. He had detained the girl's fingers
in his own for a second longer than
necessary. Their eyes had met with
what must have seemed to both of them
as a new understanding.

Then Carlton, unexpectedly even to
himself, put the question so softly that
none but she could hear. None would
have understood the significance of it.
even if they had heard.

“Tell me,” he asked carnestly, “ did
you ever hear of the Woman of the
Pyramid? ™

CHAPTER Il

THE STORY OF IIAMID YUSEL.

OxE of the oddest characteristics of
the human brain—so that rising young
psychologist. George Carlton, had no-
ticed more than once in the course of
his life—is its facility as a long-dis-
tance jurnper.

A friend is about to tell you the
dénouement of an alluring bit of scan-
dal, or something like that. You are
on the tiptoe of interest. You can’t
wait for the next word. Then some
trivial interruption occurs. and the
whole thing is left in abevance for
months, possibly for years.

Sometines, in fact, the mind takes
such a terrific jump from a spring-
board like this that it never comes back
at all. Was this to be another case in
point ?

They had traveled together to the
Riviera—Carlton, Miss Wentwortl,
and her aunt—had embarked at Mar-
seilles on the same ship, had traveled
together to Alexandria, and thence lo
Cairo. And still that question had
remained unanswered.

“Tell me, did you ever hear of the
Woman of the Pyramid? ™

As Carlton sat alone in front of his
window at Shepheard’s hie recalled the
question. His asking of it seemed
somehow very remote. He recognized
it now—1nhe and Alice had not reverted
to the subject by some sort oi tacit
consent.

Why had they never taken up again
that curious conversation which had
begun in the Bois de Boulogne? Why
had she never referred again to her
Aunt Rhodopis?  Why had he never
referred again to that ghost of his’
Why had he not repeated his question
concerning the Wowan of the Pyra
mid?

Once more there drunimed through
his Drain a jingle that he had heard
sotlte place vears ago and stored away
all unconsciously. Like a soft-footed
mental ghost it had been padding up
and down the bypaths of his brain al-
most ever since Alice and her aunt
had started up the Nile, leaving him
here in Cairo alone.

He wished now that he had gone
with them. He was feeling cursedly
lonely. Ie had never felt lonely be-
fore in his life—not. at any rate, whien
he was in a foreign country with a
perpetually interesting city aroumd
him,

He tried to whistle, tried to refled,
tried to take a mental survey of his
circumstances—to tell himself that le
was young, healthy, with plenty of
money, not too much, but sufficient;
and that he was certainly the elect of
the finest girl in the two hemispheres
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All thig, but through it all there
druzmmed that Satanic refrain:
Fair Rhodopé, as story tells,
The bright, uncarthly nymph who
dwells
“Mid sunless gold and jewels hid—
The Lady of the Pyramid?

There came a knock at the door, and
Carlton was brought back to immediate
circumstances with a jolt. Ile had
come up te his rcom after dinner to
get something or other, le hardly re-
membered what; had been sitting there
idly dreaming ever since. ITe felt as
though he had been awakened from a
sound sleep.

Faint. yet distinct, there came to him
the noises of the night—music and
laughter from bhelow-stairs, the shrill,
odd pulse of the city.

*“Come in—and what is it?”

“Tt is Osman, sir.”

“ Hello, Osman,” said Carlton. ““I
sha'n’t nced you to-night. Go out and
enjoy yourself.”

¥ Please, sir,”" said the servant, “T
have found the man you speak about.”

Carlton turned with a start of
pleased surprise. Osman, dressed in
the white galabealh and ved tarboosh
of the Cairo suffragi, or personal serv-
ant, similed at him through the senn-
darkness.

“Where is he?”

“We find him on the steps of the
mosque of Ibn-Tulun,” Osman said.
“ He thinks he’s haunted by an Afrit—
by an evil spirit. e refuses to leave
the mosque.”

“ But there is only one Afrit that in-
terests me, Osman, and that’s the evil
spirit of the Red Pyranud.”

“O1t such he speaks, monsicur.”

““What's his name?”

“His name is Hamid Yusef.”

. “Only one eye? ™

“Only one cye, so far as I could see
through his hair and his rags.”

It was ahout an hour later that Carl-
ton, dressed inconspicuously. a red
tarboosh like that which Osman wore
replacing his ordinary hat, passed
throuigh the streets of Old Cairo to-
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ward the deserted, ancient mosque of
which his servant had spoken. High,
gray houses—as ancient as Egypt it-
self they scemed—Ilooked down upon
him sullenly. He felt a little tremor
of excitement.

Was it really superstition that had
kept Alice Wentworth and himself
from reverting to the subject of their
conversation in the Bois de Boulogne,
e wondered; or was there some deeper
reason? Lgypt is full of mystery, and
always will be.

He and Osman walked in silence
until they came to the steps of the
mosque of Ibn-Tulun.

At first Carlton had a disappointing
impression that no one was there, it
was all so dark and deserted; then he
heard a crooning voice—the wail of
the ancient Mohammedan who asks
charity.

“Therce he is now.” ‘whispered Os-
man.

Rags and gray hair, then a single
gleaming point of light in the midst
of it which Carlton recognized as an
eye—a formless gray shadow in the
gray shadows of unlighted stone steps
and a blank wall. The shadow again
stirred and once more there crooned
from it that wailing voice, softer now
than betore.

“In the name of Allah. the Com-
passionate, have mercy on Hamid
Yusef. who has seen the Woman of
the Pyramid!”

Osman was translating glibly, with
only a slight accent, with only an oc-
casional French word—a souvenir of
some former master of his.

“Tell him,” said Carlton, “that
there are others among the faithful
whom the Prophet has favored with
madness; that they also claim to have
seen the Woman of the Pyramid.”

*“There have been many such.”

Carlton, standing very erect, looked
down at the aricient beggar. There
was something so hoary and patri-
archal in the rags and beard, that single
eye gleaming up at him through the
twilight. that it seemed impossible that




this could be the source of a he—of
sclf-deception, perhaps. of supersti-
tion; but not of a lie.

“Tell him T want to hear the story
—that I'll give him a piece of gold.”

Osman, while a perfectly good gos-
sip, was no great hand at telling a
story; yet, even he was unable to lose
all of the touches which Hamid Yusef
gave to his account.

“ Behold, this shriveled form was
once young, beautiful, filled with the
juices of youth. I was the man Mark
Twain spoke about—skipping up and
down the pyramids like a goat. The
eminent and the bheautiful traveled all
‘the way round the world, not to see
‘the pyramids, nor even the mosques,
but merely to see Hamid Yusef skip
up and down the pyramid.

“ Having thus won all the glory in
the world, behold there remained yet
another feat which beckoned me. We
dwellers in the shadows of the pyra-
mids know that not only is the sphinx
haunted, but the pyramids themselves.
and all the ground whereon they
stand.

“There are as many spirits round
about there as there are grains of sand
in the desert. These have a queen.
She is the Woman of the Pyramid.

“ Her home is in the Red Pyramid
—the third—the one she built, and it
was there that T went to see her. Each
night of the new moon she appears.

“It was the night of the new moon
that I waited. I wore a new burnoosc.
I was washed and perfumed. I had
new shoes. There wasn’t a lady in
Cairo who wouldnt have called me
master.

“Then she stood in front of me.
quivering—more beautiiul than the
daughter of the mosque-keeper who
opens that little wicket up there every
morning and throws me a piece of
bread.

‘“ She beckoned. T followed. She
was lighter on her feet than the silver
of the moon. Hamid Yusef, the ad-
miration of Mark Twain. pursued.
Ah, T was scented .with all the per-

fumes of the /lamin, but she smelt
sweeter still, and she was laughing
back at me. It was better than a
hashish dream. I had my hand out.
just touched her veil—"

“ Go on—teli him to go on,” said
Carlton.

“He says he wants money,” <aid
Osman. ‘ Says he has a wife and five
young children.”

Carlton had put his hand into his
pocket. He was willing to make a
generous contribution. This was cer-
tainly what he had come after. This
impressed him all the more as he
glanced about him, noted again the un-
lighted steps, the dim, gray walls that
must have stood just there for cen-
turics; the abiding presence of the
vast. old. deserted mosque of Ibn-
Tulun—the oldest in Cairo—the oldest
i Africa. perhaps.

His fingers took note of the loose
coins in his pocket, searching. weigh-
ing. seeking a piece of gold. Then he
went rigid, let out a little gasp.

The slender form of a woman had
suddenly appeared. there just a few
steps above them, was coming in their
direction—‘* as lightly as the silver of
the moon.”

Now. even while he looked. Carlton
weighed all the pros and cons of pos-
sible delusion. His wmental fingers,
like the fingers in his pocket, were
searching for the piece of gold—the
gold of truth, in this instance. For,
even before he could recognize her, he
knew who this woman—uwhether red
or spectral-—would be.

She passed quite close to him—sn
close that his heart fluttered at once
with embarrassment as well as excite-
ment.

She had looked at him squarely and
he had looked at her. In an ordinary
woman that look of hers would have
been brazen—it was so bold, so full of
promise, so confident and frank. Yet,
there was that in it which gave him
a nameless thrill of fear as well. Tt
was as full of slumberous peril as thie
stare of a snake.
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The eyes were green.  They looked
at him from under straight. black
brows.

He tore away his own attention long
enough to glance at Osman and the
antique beggar, Hamid Yusef.

Osman badn't moved. still stood
there looking down at the old man.
The old man himself had shrunken a
little deeper into his rags and beard.

Carlton whirled back-.to where his
eyes had left the woman, looked up,
looked down, looked all around.

She had disappeared.

CHAPTER

NIGHT OF 'TITI: NEW MOON.

T\

Daxcrs, dinners, almost daily let-
ters from Alice up the Nile—which he
answered with some fervor, as well as
with perfect promptness—and all the
other ordinary features of the Egyp-
tian season; yet Carlton could not get
away from the fecling of mystery that
clung close about him. For that mat-
ter, he didn’t try to. Tt was in keeping
with his mood.

Only in a roundabout way had he
questioned Osman about the apparition
he had seen on the steps of the mosque
of Ibn-Tulun. Tt must have been an
apparition. Like every other member
of his race and class, Osman was not
the person to let any woman pass un-
noticed. ' '

He had flouted the mere possibility

of such a thing almost teariully. No.
there had been 1o woman on the sieps
of the mosque while they were there—
nor anywhere near. unless, perhaps, be-
hind those inscrutable gray walls.
" The walls of Old Cairo—of Iicir
Cairc—always look as though they
might conceal languishing slaves with
painted lips and eyes.

Carlton took note of himself—in-
vestigated himself as though he were
at once specialist and patient; as, in-
deed, to some extent, he was. TFor. on
that previous visit of his to Egypt—it
had not been made “ during the sea-
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son "—he had traveled lar into the
desert with some friends of his on a
mission from Harvard, and had man-
aged to be touched by the sun.

Carlton’s own valuable monograph
on sunstroke can be consulted -in most
of thescientific libraries of the world
to-day.

But what interested him now was
the fact that many ol the subsequent
effects of the sunstroke seemed to be
returning to him now—the same occa-
sional lapses of memory, the same
prevalence of reveric or day - dream,
the same brooding sense of mystery,
the same premonitions of forthcoming
events, \Whether these events con-
cerned the actual. visible world, or
merely the world of his imagination,
was of no great concern. That an ad-
venture was immpending he felt certain
—increasingly certain.

He had always nourished the belief
that atmosphere and locality had much
to do with the phenomena of the
world ; had always believed that things

‘which were possible in one country, for

example, were impossible elsewhere.

With him from America he had
brought a bunch of keys—each key.
doubtless, of perfectly good steel. Now
they were rusty. every one of them.
Yet native steel, as therc was abun-
dant evidence all about him, did not
rust at all.

Wasn't the same thing possible, in a
different degree. with the infinitely
more delicate and responsive substance
of the human mind? He had known
Indian jugglers who bad heen utterly
mcapable of performing their com-
monest tricks—or miracles—outside of
their own country.

Wasn't it just possible that their
minds had rusted in the new environ-
ment, just as these American keyvs of
his had rusted in the air of Egypt?

More than that. Wasn't it possible
that his own mind was reacting to the
million mysterious currents of this
ancient land, where other minds, no
stronger than his, only different, re-
sponded not at all?
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One of the resident physicians at
Shepheard's, Dr. Blake—an old friend
of his—met him in the hall one day.

“ A trifle liverish,” Dr. Blake diag-
nosed. * Come into my office and have
a pill.” :

Carlton laughed.

“ I'm treating my own case.”

The incident ended there, so far as
Dr. Blake was concerned. Some idle,
friendly talk and they had gone their
several ways, But the physician’s re-
mark lingered in Carlton’s thought,
He was feeling queer, and no mistake.
What his friend had said accentuated
the fact. \What was this thing that was
hanging over him?

Since his interview with THamid
Yusef, he had prodded deeper into that
myth of the Woman of the Pyramid.
He had talked long with another half-
crazed beggar he had found near the old
Coptic church—had heard practically
the same story. e had found others,
and still others. Cairo seemed to be
filled with crazy men who attributed
their downfall—or their good fortune,
seeing that all such are under the spe-
cial protection of the Prophet—to that
same haunting spirit of the Pyramid of
Menkaura.

He had discovered the same tradi-
tion in the only translation he could
find of the Arab historian, al-Murtadi.

It was all right for the other stran-
gers within the gates of this ancient
land — tourists, Turkish, English, and
French officialdom, greedv Levantines
of every stripe—it was all right for
such to laugh at the old tradition. But
he had facts of his own. Real facts
they were, too, however odd. however
unscientific.

In the first place there was not only
the appearance of Alice’s Aunt Rho-
dopis. There was the name Rhodopis
itseli—a name constantly recurring in
everything that he could find concern-
ing the Red Pyramid—the third and
smallest of the cternal Three. and vet
the most fascinating.

They calted 1t the Tyramid 24 MWan-
kaura. but a woman had built it—had
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built it away back in the dawn of time
—Queen Netokris or the fabulous
courtesan Rhodopis—who could tell?

And Carlton had seen her again—
had once more looked upon that private,
haunting, beautiful, yet terrible specter
of his. This time, as on that day in the
Bois de Boulogne. looked upon her in
the full flood of daylight with plenty
ol other people there also to see, had
they cared or been able.

Tt was the hour of afternoon tea—
the great,rooms of Shepheard’s crowd-
ed by the rich and the fashionable and
the otherwise celebrated from the six
continents. A blaze of color—anything
lacking i that respect being supplied
by the servants in red and white.

Carlton, seated by himself, only dim-
Iy conscious of the music and the frothy
surge of laughter and conversation, of
tinkling silver, glass, and porcelain.

Then, there she stood again.

This time he looked his fill.

She stood at the far end of the room,
slender, graceful. exquisitely dressed—

‘though this latter fact was a mere im-

pression, Carlton, like many men, being
quite incapable of ever noting the de-
tail of feminine costume. She looked
back at him quite as steadily.

She had an olive complexion: red
lips. painted, perhaps. but not too much;
blue-black hair: and then, those singu-
lar disquieting eves, dark-fringed, yet
light, under fine, straight black brows
that did not curve at all except where
they drooped a little at the temples.

He looked and looked. So did she.
There was no feeling of embarrassment
on his part this time. There was ro-
mance in it, unquestionably : but, so far
as he was concerned, there was some-
thing more than romance. There was
the passion for truth which fires every
scientist. especially if he be something”
of an idealist, if he have a touch of the
poet n him.

The bright uncarthly nymph who
dwells
ATid sunless gold and jewels hid.

Was it possible that he was to be per-

mitted to solve the old, old riddle tha
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al-Murtadi had spoken about? Was
this the Woman of the Pyramid?

He smiled at her. and she smiled
back. Steadily. as steadily as though
he had a full glass of water in his hand
which he didn’t want to spill. Carlion
got up from his chair and started for-
ward, his eyes still on the cnchantress,
real or imaginary—whatever she was.

While this had been in progress an
extremely fat and hald-headed gentle-
man. accompanied by two extraordi-
narily slim and hirsute young womnen.
had been making his way down the cen-
ter of the crowded room. With a polite
nod he moved toward the table which
Carlton had just vacated, blocking
Carlton’s view for a moment.

When Carlton could look again the
woman was gone.

That same evening. obedient to some
instinct which led him as surely as the
homing instinct directs a pigeon to its
destination, Carlton -found himself on
the long road that leads from the
suburbs of Cairo to the pyramids.

They reared their mountainous_ sil-
houettes — the imperishable Three, as
mighty and mysterious as Egvpt is in
the history of mankind — shinnnering
gold and purple against the western
sky.

The pyramids!

The sun went down. Night crept in
upon him like an ancient spell.  Still
the pyramids hung nebulous in front
of him—as real and as unreal as a fig-
ment of his imagination. \What was
reality and unreality. anyway?

Were these mysterious mountains ol
“hewn stone any more real or any less
real than the other legacies handed
“down 1o man from the remote past—
the legacy of memories and experi-
ences which every man. however
poor. carries round in the back of his
head?

The lebbek-trees were black—blacker
than they had ever appeared before.
The entire landscape had taken on a
magical aspect. lioly, solemn, brooding.

There was no sound. Carlton had a
peculiar sensation of heing all aloue in

OL.
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the world — of having passed into a
sort of cosmic anteroom—the ordinary
world behind him, the palace of the un-
known just ahead. yet unexplored.

Then it was as though a servant had
appeared from the palace and bade him
enter. Every mnerve in his body was
crisping.

He stood there looking into the
young night-sky, hypnotized by the dim
and slender crescent that he saw there.

It was the night of the new moon.

CHAPTER V.,
INTO TIHE DARK.

It may be said with perfect con-
fidence that everything depends on a
man's personality, on lhis temperament,
anyway. The Society for Psychical
Research, both in ILngland and in
America, has paid a good deal of atten-
tion to this phase of a man. The
majority of people never see a ghost,
never have even a ghostly feeling, ex-
cept a sort of “ creepiness,” perhaps,
when something or other occurs that
they do not immediately understand.

Yet. over against this truth is the
other—that the annals of the world.
both written and unwritten, in every
language, from every country and
every century. are filled with ghost
stortes.

Not only that, but the learned society
mentioned above has investigated no
end of such stories in a purely scientific
spirit and has found themn to be true.

It results that what are vulgarly
called ghosts are real, and that. while
the vast majority of the earth’s popula-
tion can’t see them. there are others who
can; and that there always have been
such.

This. to some cxtent, is merely a re-
flection of what was passing through
George Carlton’s mind as he stood
there on the edge of the desert, the
pyramids soaring into the mystic,

“shadowy air to one side of him, that

other vast shadow of the sphinx—he
could understand why the Arabs ealled
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it ““ the Father of Terrors "—beyond;
that timorous, slender new moon. “ like
a irightened girl,” floating in the sky
above him.

It had always been the same — for
Hamid Yusef on the steps of the
mosque, for the old beggar outside the
Coptic church, and every other loose
madman that Osman had ferreted out
for him; it had always been the same
—on the night of the new moon they

had seen her and followed the Woman .

of the Pyramid.

Carlton laughed.

“ Shall T risk maduess. too? "

His only answer was to walk for-
ward, to surrender himself completely
to the spell of the hour and the place.

He was not much of an Lgyptologist,
but he was fairly familiar with the
ordinary aspects of the pyramids.
of the sphinx, and their surrounding
geography.

Over there. in ancient times, lay
Alemphis, and this had been the City
of the Dead. It still was, after the
lapse of all these centuries. No won-
der that the Arabs preferred to give the
place a wide berth at night!

What spells ol magic. black and
white, had not been woven into the
winding-sheets of the thousands of
dead who had been buried here? e,
for one, would never deny that the
priests of this ancestor of nations were
masters of magic of every kind.

The sphinx! Even in that dim light
he could sce on its scarred visage the
awe of the man who looks upon eter-
nitv.  \Who clse hut a master-magician,
a demigod. could have dreamed such a
dream as this monument and then have
had it executed! Tt was old. most like-
Iv. when cven the pyramids were
voung : and they—

Cheops. Chefren, Menkaura!

To think that there were men who.
in the name of science. wonld have
these considered as mere burial places!

For Carlton. as for so many others.
they epitomized the human race — its
knowledge, so much of which had heen
lost: its aspirations. the same now as
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they had always been; its dim, un-
knowable origin, its unknowable end.

He remembered the first time that he
had cver entered one ol these man-
made mountains—the warm darkness
as he followed the twinkling candle of
his guide deeper and decper under the
million tons of stone.

He had felt then, as he felt now, like
the initiatc of the ancient Mysterics.
For, until any man has followed some
twinkling light to the very heart of
material appearance, what can he possi-
bly know of life or of death or of the
Giver of these things?

But it was the Pyramid of Aenkaura
—the Red Pyramid, the least but most
beautiful of the threc great ones—that
drew Carlton now, And he was ready
to admit to himself that there was some-
thing more than mere moralizing in his
heart as he drew near to it. e felt
almost as though he knew it—as though
1t were expecting him.

The Pyramid of Queen Netokris. of
the “ Ruddy-Faced ” Rhodopis! The
Pyramid of the \Woman!

There is an entrance to this pyranid
— well known to tourists —on the
northern side. From this, a long, nar-
row tunnel slants down to the chamber,
far below the pyramid-floor and almost
under the apex.

This entrance became Carlton's des-
tination at first. He admitted it, half
amusedly, half ashamed. He, George
Carlton, man of science, almost thirty,
prowling alone at night in the neigh-
borhood of the pyramids in the quest of
a ghost!

But no man’s mood, unless he was a
good deal of a downright idiot. could
be anything but solenn for any length
of time in this august company. By
the time that Carlton had come to the
rough foot of the Third Pyramid. had
paused once to glance up its sloping
height—reaching. like Jacob’s ladder. to
the very stars—he was again sub-
merged in queer, half-formed brood-
ings.

The night fell deeper. It was almost;
as though he were a diver in a blue,;
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ethercal sea—going deeper and deeper.
ever deeper into hitherto fathomless
depths.

Had the hands of the dial of eter-
nity been turned back it would be like
this. The pyramids knew no age.
Neither did IHarmachis, the great
sphinx, who still guarded the cemetery
of Memphis.

There is a quality ol the desert night
which writers and travelers have often
mentioned. It is the quality which
nature often possesses — of making a
man feel himself bhe but the smallest
grain of dust, the merest microbe. Add
to this the huge, mystical mass of the
pyramids, and you will have the fecling
that engulfed Carlton as he waited
there — waited, he wouldn’t have said
for what.

Blue night, blue shadows, cach great
star a golden lamp, that frightened girl
of 2 new moon gone long ago! He, the
only atom of human consciousuess in
time or space, seated on a stone of Aleu-
kaura's pyramid—that one stone as old
-as the earth and as solid!

He had been scated there for he
couldn’t say how long. TTe had passed
_on by when he came to the entrance on
the north side of the pyramid: had
passed on round to the west where he
knew that, for half the distance round
the world. there was, perhaps, no other
human being—emipty desert and empty
sea and empty sky. Then he was con-
scious that another presence was draw-
ing near.

He did not stir. did not move his eyes
.even from their contemplation of the
‘sky. But there had come a slight creep-
“ing of his superficial nerves. a scnsa-
-tion of nameless expectancy.

* While he sat there, as he alwavs said
"afterward, he experienced a swift re-
_view of everything which had led up
to this supreme moment—the first time
“that he had ever scen that particular
ghost of his back in the Savoy while the
orchestra was playing; again. in
Munich, with the strains of Aida in the
¥air: again, in the Bois de Boulogne. on
 the steps of the mosque. in the crowded
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room at Shepheard’s: the prescience
that this «vas the Woman of the Pyra-
mid; and, more than all else, that she
was here now, just behind him, looking
at him, waiting for him to turn!

He turned.

He saw lher standing there, only a
few paces away. Perhaps it was that
wonderful Dblue light of the desert
night which cast a spell over his senses.
At any rate, she appeared more beauti-
ful and alluring than whenever he had
seen her before.

There was a gust of tepid air, and it
brought to him such perfuime as he had
never even dreamed of before; then a
tingling of witch-music-—as though the
spirits of all the musicians he had ever
heard and loved had cast their very hest
mto a few bars and a few chords.

She smiled at him. IHe found him-
self scrambling to his feet—and a feel-
ing scrambling to its feet in his heart
such as lhie had hardly known existed
there, even on that first night when he
had first kissed Alice.

His nerves were still crisping. It was
a good deal like that time that he had
smoked a hashish cigarette.

A little while before (wrote Carlton,
in the second and last monograph he
has ever published), T was fully aware
that man, in the presence of infinity,
is himself infinity—the infinitely small
in the presence of the infinitely great.

Matter, of course, is never at rest.
The molecules of the brick swing free
in their eternal dance. Was I not but
a sentient molecule swinging free in
the material universe as I followed the
Woman into the Pyramid?

Carlton felt a pair of vibrant arms
under his head, felt a perfumed, tepid
breath on his face, looked up into the
glowing eves of the woman who had
been haunting him.

CHAPTER VL
TIHROUGH GHOSTLY CORRIDORS.

He knew that they had not entered
the Pyvramid of Menkaura by the pass-
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that monograph of his there is a rough
sketch which indicates, so far as possi-
ble, the route which he and “ the wom-
an” had followed—a succession of
ghostly corridors, concerning which
there is to-day no other record. Noth-
ing will ever be done about it, most
likely, The indications — Carlton ad-
mits it frankly enough—Ieave much to
be desired.

Neither geometry nor geography
were uppermost in his mind at the time,
as you may readily imagine.

It was, indeed, to some extent as
though le were but another molecule
passing through intermolecular space.
Yet there was nothing unnatural about
it.

It wasn’t the first time that he had
been into the pyramid. There was the
sanic mpression of warm darkness, of
silent, stirless air. ITe is quite sure
that “ the Woman ” carried no light.
Such light as there was seemed to be
diffused, just sufficient to discover the
massive stone walls and roofs and
floor.

Corridor after corridor, narrow and
long! Omnce or twice they had paused
in front of a monolith which hlocked
the passage, had seen it silently dis-
placed to let them pass.

Then a rock-chamber not much
more than ten feet square —a cruci-
form couch in the center of it covered
with lion-skins, the walls richly fres-
coed with figures which even he knew
were explanatory of Ethiopian magic.

“ T know that others have gone mad
through having looked at you,” said
Carlton. ““Is that what has happened
tome?”

“You are here hecause I wished it.”
she said.

He sought to disengage her arms
from about his neck, had a panicky
sensation that the thing was wrong,
even if it were nothing but an obses-
sion. She merely held him tighter,
while he saw appear in her face a glint
of cruelty as well as of immense yearn-

ing.

“ Tell me that you love me,” she
said.

The words, while spoken very soft-
Iy, bad as much of anger as there was
of pleading in them.

Said Carlton: *1I
pledged to Alice.”

“ Alice—you mean Berenice.”

“I've always called her Alice”
Carlton answered, still struggling.

“ Berenice!”

There was such contempt and hatred
in the inflexion that Carlton leaped to
the defense—mentally, that is.

“ As you willl” he whispered; “ hut
I am bound to her.”

“Love me, anyway,” came the an-
swer in a voice that was soffer and
more savage still,

She was leaning over him. Her
face lent itself to savagery—green’
eyes, straight, black brows. red lips]
that could be cruel and smiling all ai
the same time. How different she was
from that other one—the girl with the
fair skii1, violet eyes, apricot hair.

But what was that riddle of the
names—Alice or Berenice, Berenice or
Alice? The strange name seemed
somehow familiar. was stirring up 2
whole lake of latent memory. A mo
ment, and he was asking himself not
where the name Berenice came from,
but how he had happened to refer to
her as Alice at all.

Then he noticed something else that
increased his dismay—baffled him,
brought the hot blood surging once
more to his face in an unmistakable
blush. His enchantress had drawn
back slightly, and he saw that his first
mmpression of her was correct——she
was attired in the scant, disquieting
dress of ancient Egypt. With 3
calamitous Jurch, he knew that it was
the same with him—ihe ok, familiar
sensation that he had theretofore
known only in dreams, the sensation of
finding himself in a crowded ballroom
hali-clothed:

Instantly he was making a wild ef
fort to recover himself, to achieve the
truth, to wake himself up.

do, but I'm



“Tell me,” he faltered, ““ what has
happened. You are Rhodopis—"

“You dare to speak like that to the
Lsis? ™

He noticed that there was not so
much of anger in the question as there
was of amazement.

“Are you, indeed. crazed. as you
suggested a little while ago? ™
Before he could answer she had

kissed him.

“ Wake me up—I want to wake up.”
said Carlton. “ T have seen the Wom-
an of the Pyramid—know all that 1
want to know. I'll make a report on
the facts—interesting stuff for the So-
ciety for Psychical Research—"

Said the woman: “ My governor is
out of his head. Poor Menni iz, in-
deed, mad.”
=" Carlton was sitting up, heart thump-
ing. head hot.

“ Menni—Isis—DBerenice! I'm not
mad. I'm under a temporary spell,
perhaps.”

Even while he was saying this he
“was perfectly conscious that he was
.somehow making a fool of himself.
-But he persisted — hopelessly, vet
-knowing that therein lay hix only hope.
. “Who are you?” he demanded
thlckly “And whoam I? "

'; He put the questions doggedly.

_The painted stone all round him.
itbat cruciform couch covered with
lion-skins, he himself in the scant at-
ftire of another age. then this demon-
esque.  beautiful.  terrible apparition
just in front of him!

She had again drawn back slightly,

was looking at him now with a shade
of fearful amusement, yet yearning
Latill.
- “T am your queen, Netokris, who
Hoves you. You are Menni, governor
of the Double Palace. Calm yoursclf.
Llust now you called me Rhodopis. 1
kmow that you would not apply to me
'that name of reproach if vou were in
byour proper senses. But T would be
=even Rhodopis for vou. Call me your
rtesan if you will. ‘That is why T
rought youn here.  There now—
ere—"'

She had again drawn near to him—
nearer, for she at no time had been iar
away, couldn’t have been, even had she
wished, the room was so small.

Over Carlton’s senses there again
swept like a silken pall that gull of
delicate, 1nt0\|cat|ng perfume

There was a ringing in his ears
which gradually becamc the f{faint,
clear music of an elfin orchestra. He

did not resist now as he felt that pair
of vibrant, bare arms again encircling
his head.

His brain was still doing its best to
recover old realities, to shake off the
sense of delusion—a delusion which it-
self was instantly becoming more and
more real.

The words came back to him: “[
am yonr queen, Nectokris, who loves
you. You are Menni, governor of the
Double Palace.”

It was this that troubled hinm—that
the statement appeared increasingly
reasonable and true—that he was not
George Carlton—that there could be
no such person—but that he was Men-
ni himself, no less,

“ And you will love me,”
tremulous whisper.

This time he answered:
hound to Berenice.”

“ Love me, anyway.” the woman an-
swered, “or T'll kill you both.”

came the

“But T am

CHAPTLER VIL
BACK, FIVE TUOUSAND YEARS.

Carrrox felt that there was no need
for haste. His first sense of panic had
disappeared by this time. In its place
had come a feeling of wonder com-
paratively reflective and calm.

He was intensely alert to his phys-
ical sensations and his physical sur-
roundings.  This was lion-skin on
which he reclined. Beneath it was
the unmistakable feel of solid rock.

“'This is an inner chamber of the
pyramid,” he said softly.

“Yes, my own.”

“ And you are Queen Netokris? ”

“ Most certainly, my dove.”
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“And just now you called me
Menni.”

* Yea, yea.
things. \Vhen will the governor be-
come the Osiris—sit with me on the
Double Throne: ”

Carlton’s mind may have still been
struggling, probably was. DBut it was
like a swinuner who has sunk in deep
water, has lost the power or the will
to return again to the surface, who
finds himself at home in the new ele-
ment.

This was reality.
was the dréam.

Gently, but {irmly. he freed himself,
stood up, looked about.

*“Tt 15 time that we were going,”
he said gravely, dispassionately.
“ Come!"”

Tle scarcely dared look at the other,
ieeling that there was danger of an-
other outhreak. that—* Love me, any-
way, or I'll kill you both!”

He was conscious of the mantle of
dignity he had put on. He was
glancing about him with a certain air
of appreciation and comprehension at
this place where he knew he had never
heen before—admired the workman-
ship of the closely joined rock, the

All that had been

draftsmanship of the richly colored ~

frescoes.

All the time he could feel the eyes
of the woman upon him—knew that
they were filled with wonder, also;
wonder and baffled passion.

Netokris!

\Where had he got the impression
that she had lived five thousand years
ago? Who was it that had referred
to her as ‘Aunt Rhodopis? He smiled
inwardly now. in spite of his trepida-
tion, at his having just .now himself
referred to her as Rhodopis.

Bold he must have heen. indeed. to
apply to his queen the name of the
iegendary Greck sorceress. That the
epithet was just, even the most unscru-
pulous gossips of the time would barely
whisper.

One of the painted blocks of stone
swung upward in response to hidden

Ah, let us talk of other.
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mechanism, leit a yawning portal
through which they passed into a ten-
ebrous passageway—probably the one
by which they had entered. They fol-
lowed this for a while, their sandaled
feet giving out but a faint whisper
from the smooth rock. That same
soft, diffused light which seemed to
emanate from the woman who pre-
ceded him. Then another monolithic
door.

This time they had left the silence
behind them. Through the still air of
the passageway there floated to them
a faint, confused murmur of sound—
voices that might have been reciting a
litany, the cadence of a solemn chant.
a harely perceptible ebb and flow of
lesser mnoises which doubtless came
irom the outer world.

Presently they had entered a room
a good deal larger than the first. and
Carlton caught a movement of shad-
owy shapes. of men, young and old,
scantily dressed in rich raiment—these
he knew to be princes and courtiers—
and oi other men with shaven heads
and dressed in spotless linen, some of
them with leopard-skins hanging over
their shoulders—and these he knew to
be priests.

Once more he had taken note of his

.own costume; but it was not with the

air of a man who is ashamed or sur-
prised. He found it all right—that
sort of long kilt that descended almost
from armpits to ankles, an embroid-
ered tunic which covered his shoulders
but left his two arms free.

Physically, he was fceling immensely
fit and comfortable, albeit slightly
tired. But i his breast there was an
unmistakable sense of depression—the|
feeling of one who has just recognized
the first incident in zome drama vitally
concerning himsell and those he loves.

He heard himself addressed as
“Menni,” and akain as ‘“my lord-
governor,” and knew that this was
as it should be. Tle knew also that his
hearing was at once simple and dig-
nified.

Still, through it all, like the shred

-
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of aii all but forgotten dream, there
ran the dim, receding recollection that
he was not Menni at all, but a man
named Carlton. No, that he had once
been Carlton—doubtless in a dream;
it couldn’t be otherwise—and that he
was Menni now—>Menni, governor of
the Double Palace which lay over there
beyond the sacred lake—the City of
the \White Wall, in Memphis.

He 1ested himself, even while he
was responding to the salutations of
‘the others there—tested himself for
knowledge of himself, his duties, his
place in the world, the details of his
environment. He called up a quick
vision of the Double Dalace, of the
royal city surrounded with its “ white
wall ” in the midst of the great capital
of the Egyptian Empire, historic
Memphis!

That something had happened to
him he was perfectly aware. e was
feeling just a trifle queer—perhaps the
effect of an old sunstroke which he had
suffered a couple of years previously.

Otherwise, he told himself, he
wouldn't have this haunting subcon-
sciousness of a Dlurred personality.
But he had often talked with the
priests—they being the only ones in-
terested in erudition, anyway—about
the phenomena of the huwman brain.

There were even those among them
who bad studied the mental processes
of the * possessed,” who had attempt-
ed to penetrate the vagaries of the in-
sane. Liven the sanest of mortals—
Menni. the governor of the Double
Palace. was fully aware—even the
sanest of mortals were touched with
glamor, with “ possession,” at times;
dreamed awake, and things like that.

And in the depths of these medita-
‘tions, even while he talked. was the
growing conviction that his queen.
Netokriz. the Isis, had cast some sort
of a spell over him. She was a
woman of magic powers—every one
knew that; had in her comumand not
only the sorcery of Egypt, but the
thaumaturgics of the Far South as
well.
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There was another moment when.
in the eery light of the place, he felt
the burning eyes oi the queen upon
him, *

He gave no sign. He had never
been a courtier, anyway; was deter-
mined to stick to his duty and let the
rest take care oi itself. IHe started for
the open air.

CHAPTER VIIIL
““ISIS ON LARTIL”

THE pyramids pink in the morning
light, just as they always are, to this
day; but one of them ruddier than the
others—the smallest and most beauti-
ful of the three mighty ones, for it is
sheathed in polished red granite from
its .pointed apex down to the mighty
platform on which it stands.

Ruddier also is the face of the
sphinx, of mighty Harmachis, which
guards the necropolis of Memphis, for
the same queen who sheathed the pyra-

‘mid of Menkaura in red granite has

likewise caused the face of Harmachis
to be painted her favorite color.

Which is only natural, for she her-
self 1s the ““ ruddy-faced.” and, accord-
ing to every prince and courtier who
gets a chance to whisper the fact, the
fairest cyeature in the length and
breadth of Lgypt—of the world.

“ Netokris, who united the ftwo
countrics, Queen of the Diadem of the
Tulture and the Swuake, of abiding
splendor, the golden Horus in woman's
form, soul of gods, Quecen of Upper
Eqgypt and Queen of Lower Egvpt,
Isis of splendid life, daughter of Ists,
Netokris!”

As the heralds took their places to
the left and the right of the entrance to
the Red Pyramid. and shouted the
titles of her who was about to appear,
other mourners in other parts of the
necropolis came forward, some of
them on the run.

The chance was too good to be lost.
There had heen a good deal of talk
ahout the queen, even before her hus-
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band died. There had been mniore
since.

A wonderiul woman, even if it

hadn’t been for the recent tragedy in
her life which had leit her alone on
the Double Throne—young, fairly
good-looking, passionate, yet marvel-
ously well versed in the wisdom of the
priests.

A widow, mistress of the world!

No wonder that she was being court-
ed by every eligible prince in the em-
pire! More than one woman was
thinking of that as she hurried along
the granite pavements of the city of
the dead toward the door of the Red
Pyramid whence Netokris was about
to appear. Had she really been there
mourning her husband, they wondered.
or had she been casting spells to find
out who the dead king's successor
should be?

Heralds lined up to the left and
right. A crowd of half-naked mer-
cenaries with long stafls to keep the
crowds back and to clear the way. A
group of noblemen in sleeveless tunics
of transparent linen. A gold and ivory
litter covered with lion-skins, a dozen
Nubians standing near to carry it.

The Nubians don’t know that the
princes have agreed among themselves
to seize the litter, as if in response to
spontaneous impulse, and carry her
majesty back to the palace as’a token
that they themselves are her slaves.
There isn’t a man in the group who
would’t give hix right hand to be
picked out as the queen’s favorite.

The crowd was congtantly becoming
larger. Netokris always did like to
keep people waiting.

‘“ Been praying all night.”” whispered
a middle-aged citizen from Memphis.

He was rich enough, as you could
tell by his gold collar, albeit he wore
little else than sandals and a thin linen
skirt.

The woman at his side. dressed al-
most exactly the same, except that her
hair was longer. done up in crinkly
plaits and dyed blue. sneered up into
her hushand’s face.

THE ALL-STORY MAGAZINE.

“ Praying! ™

The man shrugged his shoulders.

“You think evil, even of the gods,”
he retorted, then strained his eyes
again in the direction of the pyramid
door.

There wasn’t a man in Memphis who
wouldn't rather see the ¢ueen than his
own wife, almost. ‘

There appeared from the interior of
the colossal temple a band of priests,
their heads completely shaven, leopard-
skins draped over their bare shoulders,
indicating that they had been at their
duties all night, )

Another interval and a young man
followed—all alone, very straight. his
smooth face pale.

“ Menni, the new governor of the
palace,” some one whispered in the
crowd.

The name was taken up and re-
peated.

* Did you notice,” one of the princes
whispered, “ how troubled he looks®
The Isis must be displeased with him.
I'm glad of it.”

“Soam I.” hissed the other. “I'm
not wishing him anything evil, but if
he’d only step on an asp—"

Menni did look anything but cheer-
ful. it must be confessed. \What
cursed luck had brought him out to
the pyramid last night! He knew that
the queen would be there. That was
the hideous folly of it.

Had he rémained in the city he
would have evaded this perilous crisis,
perliaps indefinitely.

Whence had come that impulse?

Then he knew. The Isis had been
designing his entanglement for some
time past. It filled him with mortifica-
tion, but he admitted it. He had
guessed the truth long ago from the
way that she had looked at him out of
those green eyes of hers.

He had felt it more than ever yester-
day afternoon when she had looked at
him again across a crowded- room of
the palace. had smiled at him that
haunting, disquieting smile of provoca-
tion.  And yet. in spite of it all. he had




gone out to the pyramid at night, he
hardly knew why—the night of the
new moon, which is always dangerous
to those who would avoid dangerous
SOrcery.

He recalled Irow the queen had
found him sitting at the side of the
pyramid staring out across the desert—
blue darkness everywlhere. save for the
golden lamps of the stars; he all alone
in the universe.  And then, she!

Netokris!

She had smiled at him, had lulled
his senses with her uncanny powers.
None bitt a witch, even if she were the
Isis on earth, would use a perfume like
that.

Great Ammon! Great Ptah!

Why hadn’t he accepted the invita-
tion to go along on that trip up the
Nile> But at thought of Berenice
there again crept into his mind the dim,
faintly heard echo of that other name
—Alice! And this other dream of his
—phantasmagoria which returned to
him there in the midst of the familiar
sights and sounds around him like the
shadows of another civilization—peo-
ple oddly clad “ all over,” of mammoth
boats with fire in them, of curiously
frail houses, of waving banners suchl
as he had never scen before in any
dream!

Menni passed on down through the
waiting crowd of slaves. attendants,
and courtiers, speaking a word here,
giving a direction therc—a man of
power, a favorite of the queen. accord-
ing to ail reports, hut obviously dis-
traught and heavy-laden.

“He has heen watching all night.”
said the citizen of Memphis in the
abbreviated skirt.

“Yes, he has.” said his wife, the lady
with the Dlue hair, with a fine inflection
of ironv.  She laughed scornfully, but
she likewise was on tiptoes by this time.

A cheer went up that drowned what
the heralds had started to chant—
“Netokris, who united the two cown-
trics, Quacn of the Diadesnt of the Vul-
ture and the Snake, of abiding splein-
dor, the golden Horus in—"

About the door of the pyramid there
was a swirl of movement—Ilong-han-
dled fans of ostrich featliers going up,
a swaying of bodies as slaves, attend-
ants and courtiers alike bowed low.
Not a person in the group of all those
near the royal presence who did not
wilt with body and soul except that
young governor of the palace with the
thoughtful face. More than one prince
—i1f not the others—noticed how stifi-
necked he was and secretly rejoiced.

They would have been willing to
wager good money that before very
long Menni would indeed be stepping
on that poisoned asp,

She stood there for a moment or two,
pertectly conscious of all the eyes upon
her and thoroughly enjoying it.

Netokris!

She couldn’t have been more than
twenty-five or so—slender, as graceful
as a palm, a wonderful vision in silver
and old rose. For she wore a silver
skirt—as fine and transparent as though
it had been woven of spider-web—em-
broidered with old-rose flowers; this
and little else.

But she had managed to carry out the
color-scheme with all the arts ever
known to woman, then or since. Her
face and her body had been lightly
powdered, apparently, with crushed
pearl. Toes and finger-tips and lips had
all been stained with henna. Her eyes,
naturally hypnotic and beautiful, had
been penciled across her temples.

And odd and unforgetable
moving presence surely. )

ITe wasn't the only one who did it,
but the citizen from Memphis let out a
little gurgling gasp at sight of her.

“You're like all the rest,” his wife
gibed bitterly.

He didn't even hear her.

Netokris, with perfect composure,
had gone forward to her litter, swooned
gracefully down upon the piled-up lion-
skins, and a moment later the giant
Nubiansz, who were her bearers, had
swept her shoulder high.

There were those in that foolish Iit-
tle conspiracy—to seize upon the litter

and



of the queen—who had seen irom the
first that such a compliment could not
be delivered at the present time without
a good deal of risk. Theyv had seen
her majesty look like that before—just
as smiling, just as pleasant. and yet
had sensed the sudden death that Turked
about her.

But among those who hadn’t noticed
anything untoward in this was a voung
prince recently arrived at the court
from Upper Egypt.

Iinpulsively he had sprung forward.
seized the bar of the litter nearest to
hin, stood there for a second or two
dazed by his own hardilood. recog-
nizing too late that the others had not
acted with him. For a moment he
gazed up into the basilisk, pamle(l eyes
he adored.

Netokris let her eves shiit 1o a cap-
tain of the guard just back of him—a
tall Assyrian —a huge fellow with a
black beard and black. bold eyes, his
shining yellow shoulders rippling in the
young sunlight. She made a quick.
slight movement with one of her
painted fingers.

There was a flash of polished bronze
and the young prince went down shud-

dering with a crushed “skull. blood
spattering the pavement.
The crowd-—slaves, princes, citizens

from Memphis. men and women. let out
a loyal, exultant cheer -—all excepi
Menni, the governor of the palace—all
cheered wildly.

“ Netokris! Neétokris!
gods! TIsis on earth!™

Soul of the

CHAPTLR IN.
PLOTS AND COUNTERPLOTS.

Hap the wide world been searched
for the purpose a imore striking con-
trast could not have heen found—Ne-
tokris—refreshed, but still languorous
after her bath and breakfast—and the
creature who squatted on the floor there
in front of her.

He was jet black, short and broad.
had a huge and hideous head. made to

appear still larger by the crinkly mane
of black outstanding wool. The black-
ness of his skin was accentuated by the
white sheet he had drawn about him.

No one else was there. No one was
visible in the garden below. The
palace—a city of detached buildings in
itseli—was almost completely silent
save for the all but inaudible splash of
fountains, the occasivnal trill of im-
ported birds, the barking of tame ba-
boons, the snarling complaint of caged
animals.  The myriad sounds of Mem-
phis, even, busy about its daily tasks,
scarcely reached thiem save as an in-
termittent croon when nearer sounds
were lulled.

Still early morning, bhut the air was
warm—warm and fragrant.

The black squinted up at his mis
tress with the bright. unabashed eyes
of an animal.

“You've killed,”
smell blood.”

Netokris. from her divan, looked
down at him unwinkingly, unsmilingly.

“You tell me w hat is already old
Kashta.”

“You killed young Ambos, lre irom
the Province of the Tfox,” Kashta went
on unperturbed, as though speaking to
himself. )

“Well, what of it? " the queen went
on. “Yowve told me that [ am to kill
them all.”

“All those who took part in the
murder of Metemsa: but Ambos was
not of these.” ;

“He was ready enough to take
Metemisa’s place,” sncered Netokris.
“You should have seen the light in his
eves as he put his hand on my litter.
By Typhon! Can’t you bring that sort
of a look, Kashta, into the eyes of
Menni, the governor? ™

An added glitter came into the eyes
of the black.

“You'd better let Menni alone,” he
advised.

“What do you mean? ™

Kashta returned the stare of Queen
Netokris. It was easy to see that his
position was an extraordinary one. Not

he grunted. “I
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another man in Egypt would have
dared to look at her—not only a queen,
but a goddess, Isis on carth—Ilike that!

“ You came into my hands a naime-
less orphan.” he said steadily. ** False
provhets and counterleit magicians oc-
casionally rise to the top here in Egypt,
but in Lthiopia—the ancient Meroe—
not there.  Bless the day I took you in
and began your education !

“ Do you remember the day I sent
you out to the banks of the Nile with
the spell which would Dbring the
Pharach, Metemsa, to your feet?
Who else could have brought the name-
less orphan up to the level of gods and
goddesses?
© " Metemsa killed by the jealous
princes, you reign. \We plan for them
an early death to make your place solid.
Your beauty, my wisdom—and you
rule the world; yet you prate about a
look in this fellow’s eyes as though you
were a fig-seller!”

Netokris looked long and steadily at
Kashta. And Kashta looked back. It
was he who again broke the silence.

“Oh. no you won’t, my daughter,”
he said. “ You won't kill Kashta.”

Ordinarily the queen would have
‘been asleep by this time. She pre-
ferred to sleep through the hot and
-drowsy day, reserving the nights for
her pleasures, her meditations, and her
magic. An extraordinary woman!

She adinitted freely enough all that
Kashta had said concerning the dom-
inant part that he had thus far taken in
her carecr; hut, ever since her divine
husband Metemsa was murdered, she
had felt that in some way she had
emerged from her old bondage.

Was she not, after all, Isis on earth,
soul of the gods? There was other
magic than that which Kashta had
taught her—the younger, more highly
evolved magic of the country she had
come to rule. \Why shouldn’t she have
not only power, but love as well?
What would it profit her to rule the
world if she couldn’t rule the heart of
the one man in it she desired?

For a long time after the black
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priest of Ethiopia had left her she
paced the floor oi her bedroom.

Rather an open porch than a room—
marble floor covered with thick rugs,
a wide, striped awning on the open
side, so rigged as to catch every breeze
that stirred across the gardens.

With Menni at her side on the
double throne, all their rivals safe in
the tombs of their ancestors—that
would be empire indeed! They would
live as gods.

Netokris threw herself on her couch,
tried to sleep; but the moment her eyes
were closed she was once more living
through the events of the night. At
first, as she thought of how she had
offered herself to this youth in the
room under the pyramid, she was filled
with anger and shame.

If she could only kill him, as she
had brought down sudden death on
young Ambos! But she knew that
happiness lay not in this direction.
That would be the last resource—a
poor resource at the best, revenge in-
stead of love,

She could at least kill Berenice—this
yellow-haired slave to whom Menni
thought he was bound. And then—

The thought, while it brought her a
measure of consolation, merely in-

" creased the fever that was burning in

her heart and brain.

Suddenly she sat upright, reflected a
moment or two, then went over to an
inlaid chest in one corner of the apart-
ment and drew from it a blue scarf.
This she threw ahout her head and
shoulders. No disguise, but sufficient
to warn all who encountered her that
she was not to be seen.

She passed rapidly through an ad-
joining room where a score of women
were lounging about—silent, some of
them asleep in the tepid, perfumed -air.

‘A start or two, hut beyond that none

paid. attention. It was dangerous to
show attention when her majesty had
put on the insignia of invisibility.

Tt was as though her invisibility was
no mere fiction as she passed through
the room heyond where members of



the guard were on watch-—loreigners,
all of them. [Potentates have alwayvs
preferred foreigners for a body-guard.

and Netokris—or Kashta. at any rate
—vas no exception.
She descended a flight of sione

stairs and crossed the deserted garden
over which her bedroom Jouked and
passed into a wing of the largest build-
ing inside the palace walls —a huge
structure surrounded by a double row
of lotus pillars painted red and green
and gold, the Temple of Itah.

Overhead was the fleckless blue =ky.
Round about was the dark-green
shrubbery. The painted peristyle made
a magical contrast.

Guards  evervwhere — black  and
brown for the most part, but here and
there a group of fair-haired slaves
from Macedonia. 1t was from Mace-
donia that her governor had come.
most likely, for he also wax fair-haired
and gray-eved. albeit he had bheen
reared in a princely house of the lower
kingdom.

Netokris had passed a dozen groups
of guards, had descended two tlights
of stairs and entered a low stone cor-
ridor lined with statues of the gods.
Before one of these statues—apparent-
Iy a part of the wall itseli—she paused
and gave it a (uick, caressing move-
ment of her hand. The statue swung
out from the wall, revealing a narrow
door. As Netokris entered the statue
swung back into place again, leaving
no trace of where she had passed.

She found herzelf in a low chamber
almost completely dark. What light
there was came up from a small square
opening in the floor, a few vards away.

Hastily, as though impatient to see
what she had come to see, <le rau for-
ward toward this opeuing. knelt there
and peered down.

CHAPTER X
THE UNDERGROUND PALACE.

MENNT, governor of the Royal [Pal-
ace, still distranght. still more or les-

isick at heart, despitc his well-known
courage and resourcefulness, had ac-
companied the royal party back from
the pyramid and, as usual when feeling
like that, resolved to find comfort in
work. There was plenty to do. Not
since the days of the “ great ones of
‘Abydos,” the founders of the empire.
had the activities of “the one who
lives at Memphis © achieved such a
scale of magnificence.

The double palace of the double
throne—symbolizing the upper and
the lower kingdoms — had become a
far-flung park in the very midst of the
great city. It was a city within a city
—a government within a government
over which he ruled absolutely, under
the life - giving radiance of the sun-
queen.

In spite of the internal jealousies
and treason which had led to the as
sassination of young Metemsa—a state
of affairs which still continued, and
would continue to last, no doubt, until
the conspirators were put out of the
way or otherwise pacified—the coun-
try was enjoying remarkable pros
perity. Good crops at home, success-.
tul campaigns abroad. Grain. gold;
spices, slaves pouring in. '

Any one would have a hard time to
convince the shopkeepers of Memphis
tiaat all this was not due to the rule of
a virtuous queen.

It was this period of prosperity’
which had caused Metemsa to legis
one of the most notable works of his
reign. This was the great under-
ground treasure-house. It was to be
another wonder of the world. A pity,
indeed. that the poor fellow didn't live
to see its completion.

Down deep under the temple of
Ptah, there in the midst of the “ City
of the \White Wall,” he had seen it in]
his imagination and given orders for
its immediate building. A stupendous
task! A huge hall to be dug from
what had been the ancient bed of the
Nile itself, under the enormous build-
ing already standing there.

There had heen sacrificed the lives
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of almost a thousand slaves in the pre-
limnary  work bhefore Menni took
charge. for the water kept seeping
through and drowmng the unfortu-
nates every time there was a moment’s
delay at the pumps.

Menni wasn't an engincer. Ide was
merelv o student, then, interested in
thoughts and dreams—-even of slaves,
And Menni had dreamed a dreaim one
night of a race of men who pushed
back water with air, just as the wind-
god does on the sea.

That was how Alenni came to be
governor ol the palace—not for hav-
ing discovered a way to save the lives
of slaves, but for having made the
underground treasure-palace a possi-
bility at all.

Almost completed!

Long, broad, and lofty. No one
would have guessed, merely to look at
it, that it was far helow the level of the
Nile, that it had been dug out of the al-
lavial mud.  The grosser work had
been finished. 'I'he masons were gone.
Ouly the sculptors, the gilders, and the
painters remained.

They worked by the light of a hun-
dred lamps and torches — silently and
at top specd, for the most part, as a
dozen overseers paced up and down
with sticks and an eve for shirkers.

Now and then a stick thwacked
down on a bare back, and there would
be a subdued snicker. The artist who
was striuck would work with sullen
speed for the next ten minutes: but if
his feelings had been hurt he failed to
give a sign of it. As soon as the over-
seer was at a safe distance the victim
would De grinning and whispering
again with the rest.

It was into this great man-made
grotto that Menni came on his daily
visit. not long after his return from the
pyramid. Tor a long time he stood
near the euntrance surveying all that
had been done. In spite of its magni-
tude and growing heauty, the place
somehow filled him with foreboding.
It was solemn enough, in that flick-
ering light.

503

T'his vast hall, a hundred feet wide,
a hundred leet high, two hundred feet
in length; two mannnoth statues, ten
feet apart, occupying the middle space
of each wall from Hoor to ceiling —
Isis and Osiris, Osiris and Isis, each
statue nearly sixty feet high, Osiris
with the face of the murdered Metem-
sa, [sis with the face of Nctokris, nv
less.

And, Dbetween these statues on the
four sides of the room, tlights of stairs
leading to an upper level, but blocked
mstantly—at the will of any one who
knew—by massive monoliths which
could slide into place as softly as a
lady’s foot into her sandal. But it was
of another marvel of the place that
Menni thought as he stood there.

One of these colossi had been so ar-
ranged by Metemsa's chief engineer
that by a mere touch of a certain lever
it would swing outward from the wall
and let the flood of the Nile rushin. A
most ingenious idea! Rowval treasuries
had been looted rather often in the
past. Would they ever be looted again?

One by one the overseers came for-
ward and saluted him cringingly.
More than once an overseer had had
his stick snaiched from him and had
felt it over his own back. Menni had
never “done such a thing. But you
could never tell.

“ How about it, Pshadou?”

“In another week, my lord, and the
south wall will be ready.”

**How about it, Nibamon?® "

““In another ten days, my lord, and
the east wall—" "~

“ Too long! She who dwells in the
palace must have this place in seven
days. Draft twenty more artisans, if
necessary.”

“Your breath is my life, my lord.”

Menni had come to the center of the
great chamber, had again fallen into
melancholy brooding. It was unlike
him thus to give himseli up to melan-
choly, however great the provocation.

He wished that Berenice was home
irom that trip she had taken with her
old henefactress up the Nile. He felt




that she had a very large part i his
concern. Neiokris did not amusc her-
self by making cmpty threats. The
queen was more likely to find her
amusement in carrving her threats into
cxecution.

Netokris!

He felt as though her eyes were
upon him now. The feeling grew
stronger and stronger, made him feel
increasingly depressed and restless.

Once or twice he had lifted his eyes
to a certain point in the roof of the
chamber where there was a small open-
ing, invisible to eyes unfamiliar with
its whereabouts. Tle had seen nothing
there. Yet, still that impression of be-
ing looked at.

He passed up and out from the
chamber by the flight of steps nearest
him and found himseli in the corridor
which  completely  surrounded the
treasure-house at a higher level. It
was all familiar ground to hin.

Scarcely remarking his direction.
but bent on a thorough investigation,
he came to that other and lesser statue
which likewise moved to the will of
those who understood.

It swung back, aud he =tood there
hesitant, realizing that his forehodings
had not deceived hin.

He had caught a breath ol perfume.
had heard a whispered word. and knew
that, for the second time within the
last few hours, e was in the presence
of the quecen.

CHAPTER NI
TITE TEAR OF GOD RA.

“1 suMMOXNED you.” she said soft-
Iy, “I'm glad that you thought
enough of me to come.™

He remained silent. Tt was the only
thing that he could do. No one was
supposed 1o have enough presence of
mind. or of breath. even. when spoken
to by the goddess. to reply unless ex-
pressly ordered to do so.

“Enter. Don't be afraid.” Then.
reading his thought: “ \We'll forget all

about what happened over in the pyra-
mid.”

He suspected that she was lying, but
he felt a certain sense of reliel at the
prospect of no immediate violence. As
the statue swung back noiselessly into
place behind him, he had another mo-
ment of panic. It was as in that room
in the pyramid—the same sultry dark-
ness permeated by the woman's dis-
quieting aura. DBut Queen Netokris
had gone back again to her position at
the opening in the floor. He followed
her, stood over her as she knelt, look-
ing down.

“I've been admiring your work”
she said simply.

“ Not mine,” he managed to articu-
late, “Dbut the work of Metemsa, the
Osiris.”

He held his breath. The queen did
not answer, made a pretense of heing
absorbed 1n what she saw; Dbut he
could tell that his remark had been un-
pleasant to her.

““Kneel down here Leside me,” she
resumed, after an interval, *“so that
you may also see. So we are to have
it within a week? Do yvou know what
I mntend to do? ™

“The ways of the goddess arc iny
scrutable, O [sis.” :

“T intend giving a banquet here to
celebrate my ascension to the throne
A marvelous banquet-room!  Just
think—far below the level of the
Nile!”

“ May your reign be long!”

“ See, I shall have my dais there at
the end where the gilders are at work
Ah, to think that I shall have to sit
there all alone!™

Alenni hesitated. The conversation
was again taking a perilous direction.

“There are princes — unworthy of
vou, yet young, handsome, royal—who
would gladly—gladly—"

Netokris had swayed slightly in his
direction until her shoulder was touch
ing his. He dared not move. Had Le
been able he would have given no sign.
but his voice faltered in spite of hin-
self.
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She laughed. drew back again.

“ Poor, foolish boy,” she said, with
just a touch of bitterness in her tones.
“1didn’t make you come up here to be
tortured. Listen, I was moved by
your faithful work, by your steadfast-
ness. I have put you to the test. 1
.have discovered the truth about you.”

They were looking at each other
through the dim light that came up
through the floor. In spite of what
she was saying. and the smile on her
painted lips, Netokris might have been
-some beautiful deity of deception and
hate.

“What you just said about the
princes of the land is true.” she went
on. ‘“Not one of them but would dis-
honor the memory of the Osiris by
seeking to take his place. You, alone
among them, have shown yourself to
be faithful to the great memory. Sec
what [ am giving you as a sign oi my
favor.”

She had taken a ring from the index
fnger of her right hand—a heavy cir-
clet of gold in which was set a large
sapphire.  LEven there in the twibght
it glowed dark blue with o light all its
cown.  The greatest sapphire of all
T sapphires!

Menni had drawn back with a move-
ment of almost superstitious dread.

“The Tear of God Ra!™”

“Yes, the Tear of God Ra.” Netok-
tis laughed.  “ You know the history
of it? ™

“1 heard it when I was young.”

“That the great God Ra wept this
single tear when Osiris and Isis were
married and sin on earth began! Take
it Wear it. \nd remember this—
that when, some time soon, your life
is in danger this will he the talisman
to save vou.”

Menni still hesitated.

“But thase who use it to save life
—their own lives — thereby sacrifice
things dearer than life. so T've heard,”
he panted.

Netokris had seized his hand in hers,
had slipped the ring over his little
finger.
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“There are many things about the
Tear of GodRa, my friend,” she said.
“that you can never learn. except by
wearing it. You wear it. I command
you. Wear it night and day. \Vhen
you go to sleep may it bring dreams to
you. When you awaken may the
dreams become visions; and may-
dreams and visions hoth be of—of—"

She leaned quickly forward, caught
his face between her hands, and kissed
him.

He was still kneeling there as she
leaped quickly to her feet and made
her way over to the lidden door.
There came a flash of yellow light
from the corridor outside, then dark-
ness again. "

AMenni swore softly to himself,
thought of Berenice, of the far places
of the world. Couldn't he and she
escape together? He had been honest
in his administration of the palace;
but he had been able to put a hundred
or so gold collars aside in case of acci-
dent.

He looked down at the jewel on his
finger. And that—should he be able
to get out of the empire with it—
would be worth many ounces of gold.
But merely to look at it was to feel his
courage melting out of him. Did it
carry a curse? Did it mean that the
wish the queen had expressed in put-
ting it on his finger would some day
come true?

It bit into his flesh like a pencil of
ice. He started to pull it off, then de-
sistedd as he remembered the queen's
command. There was still a fighting
chauce for life and happiness; but he
was not fool enough to delude himself
with the Delief that that chance was
brilliant.

e went back and up to the outer
air and called two of the swiltest run-
ners of the guard. They belonged to
the company of scouts who kept in
advance of the swiftest chariots when-
ever the Pharaoh, god or goddess.
went abroad that way.

“Find out for me,” he commanded
briefly, “ where T can see Baknik, high



priest ol \mmon, without delay—the
pyramid or his house.”

The men dashed away with the
naked grace and speed of greyhounds.
Scarcely had they gone than another
messenger came up—this one of an-
other sort, a cunuch irom the apart-
ments of the queen.

“From Isis on earth,” said the
messenger as Ne brought his face to
the ground and held up a piece of fold-
ed papyrus. .

Menni took the message with a
steady hand, in spite of a premonition
that fate was adding but another stone
to the tomb she was preparing for hinn.
He was right.  \What he read was this:

Thou hast the tcar-drop of Ra.

Kcep it well, for there draws near tle

night of the tcar-drop of Isis.

TFor abnost a minute Menni stared
at the message. reading i1t over and
over. Not being a priest. he had never
heen much of a reader. But there was
no mistake,

Then comprehension burst upon him
and he staggered a little.  The night of
the tear-drop of Isis!

That was the night that the Nile
began to rise—the one night in the
vear when Iigypt offered a human sac-
rifice—to the river in supplication of a
full flood, as the forerunner of a pros-
perous harvest,

And the offering was always a
maiden — young. pure, virtuous, like
Berenice!

CHAPTER XIL

BAKNIK, PRIEST O AMMON.

Ararenrs was growing more rapid-
v than ever. Almost half a million
inhahitants at the last census, and al-
ready the optimistic predicting a mil-
Iion by the next.

AMenni noticed the changes as he
passed along rapidly on foot. As
usual, when making an excursion
through the city, unofficial and more
or less secret, he had put on a heavy
wig of curled hair and a frankly false

heard which swung pendulous under
his chin. e carried no insignia of
rank, was unaccompanied, might mere-
ly have been one of the wealthy but
despised merchant class,

IHe followed the linc of the immense
cmbanknients of the Nile for a mule
or two Dbeyond the precincts of the
double palace — the Pharaol, which
was to give its nanme to the sovereigns
who resided  there — passing  along
walled gardens for the most part, with
here and there a double-storied house
with its garden on the roof, in the
style recently imported from Asia.
Then he turned off to the left through
a wide district inhabited by the poorer
classes.

Thesc classes always interested
Menni. e even nourished some sort
of foolish conception in his heart that
they were as good as the rich and

‘noble.

e smiled at the naked cldren who
trooped round the mud-built houses.
The roofs of many of these poor
dwellings were more or less artistically

decorated with egg-shells — making
them cooler and more attractive to
the eye.

Alost of the men were away from
honie—some of them at work in the
palace, perhaps—but the women were
busy. weaving, grinding corn between
two flat stones, making bricks of fuel
from cow-dung and grass.

Alost of the women had their fore-
heads and hare shoulders tattooed—a
cheap and lasting ornamentation, like
the egg-shells on their houses.

He came again into a neighborhood
of the wealthy, where the road he was
following again passed between gar-
den-walls. One of the largest of these
establishments was his destination—
the home of his old friend, Baknik,
priest of Ammon.

Like many of his kind. Baknik was
one of the wealthiest men in Memphis
—hoth wealthy and powerful, head of
a princely family. His home was a
sort of miniature of the royal palace
itself—a crenelated wall fully fifteen
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feet high surrounding the space of five
or six acres, the entlire interior occu-
pied Dy several dectached Dbuildings
three and four stories in height. high-
ly cultivated courtyards between.

From one of these courtyards a
giant, sacred acacia-tree reared its
graceful head. It was covered with
blossoins, filling the whole neighbor-
hood with its fragrance.

Over a far coruner of the wall rosc
the conical tops of three capacious
granaries, Baknik was evidently pre-
pared against a year of famine—a
wise aund sagacious man in every re-
spect.

Menni swung through the wide gate
of his friend’s home, into a wide and
lofty anteroom adjoining the servants’
quarters, was greeted deferentially by
Baknik's chief Dbutler, who ushered
him at once into the state reception-
room and banguet-hall just beyond.

It was a large and loity apartment—
occupying two stories of the building
—beautifully encased with heams and
panels of painted cedar. Scattered
about were numerous small tables and
inlaid chairs of cedar and gold. of
ebony and ivory.

It was here that the two friends
greeted each other. A moment later
they passed on through one or two
other rooms, mounted a flight of steps.
and came out on a hroad halcony just
under the branches of the flowering
acacia.

Baknils, though enjoying a day of
rest. was every inch the priest. Ilis
head had been freshly shaven. The
exquisitely fine linen tunic he wore
was immaculate. uncreased.

“Fven bad luck is not altogether
bad. since it brings vou to see me.” he
said as he clapped his friend on the
shoulder.

Even in his unofficial moments Bak-
nik was a wonderful psychic. Those
soft. luminous brown eves of his were
perpetually seeing things invisible to
most people. It was that wayv now.
There was no need for Menni to say
that anxiety, as well as friendship, had

“to begin.
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brought him on this long errand to
the outskirts of Memphis.

Baknik was not yet forty years old.
but he had had a remarkable career.
An accepted priest at sixteen, a divine
father at twenty. a full initiate at
twenty-seven.

ITis face, while ascetic, was lively
with sympathy and imagination. When
those large. dark eyes of his were not
veiled with mysticism they simply
danced with intelligence and humor.

As Alenni dropped iuto a chair he
smiled gravely, heaved a sigh, held up
his hand to show the sapphire ring.

*“ She who lives in the Double Tal-
ace!”

Baknik's face, still smiling, was none
the less grave. He Jooked for a space
at the ring in silence.

“ Now isn’t that just like her? ™ he
murmured. “ Now iso't that just like
her? Do you know what happened to
me the other day when T was sum-
moned to the royal presence> She in-
timated that I could kiss her foot in-
stcad of the ground in front of her.
Baknik was slow-witted. No. lhe
couldn’t take a hint. TITe kissed the
ground, like any one else!”

In spite of his words, it was evident
that Baknik had divined the serious-
ness of his friend’s errand.

“What do you want me to do. my
boy?”

“There is so much.” AMenni an-
swered. “that T hardly know where
Oh, why didn’t you take
the double throne when you had a
chance? There isn't a priest or a
prince in Egypt who wouldn’t have
swung round to vou sooner or later.
I could have given vou the palace
guards. I have them in my hand.”

Again  Baknik smiled that grave
smile of his—no humor in it, just sym-
pathy.

“T am lazy.” he said, waving his
hand around him. * This is world
enough for me, empire enough—a
fairly comfortable home, two of the
dearest wives in the world. I'm
lazy—"
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“Tell me,” said Aenni; ““are you
tou lazy—I know you're not—to help
me, dear old {riend? Ii there is a man
i Egypt who needs the aid of such
powers as yours, I'm he.”

At ‘this reference to his powers a
gradual and bheautiful change came
mto Baknik's fine face. It kept its
sympathy, but its quality of ascetic
mysticism increased. His eyes, fixed
on Menni's, became more somber still.

He had drawn up another chair and
seated himself just in front of his
friend.

“T know it,” he said. ‘“ You don't
have to tell me. Last night I was in
the seventh chamber of the pyramid—
high up, high up, where even such as I
can see without errer. I had gone there
to study anew the movement of Orion.
But it was not that which I saw. In-
stead, T saw you and the Pharaoh. She
was thinking of you. And you were
thinking of Berenice.”

“\Where is she now?” Menni whis-
pered.

Baknik closed his eyes. Idis face
had gone whiter than it usually was.
His voice also came in an almost in-
audible whisper.

*“I see her on the Nile at Abydos.
She and her pious mistress have just
visited the tomb of Menes. She buys
a tame rabbit from a child. They en-
ter their boat while the slaves make
ready to cast off for the journey back
to Memphis.”

“TIs she well?”

*“ She is well, but she is homesick,
thinks of you— thinks of you even
now, as she kisses that little rabbit she
has just hought. Ah, see. the rabbit
has leaped from her arms, has made its
way ashore. The children there try
to recapture it; but it is well away
among the reeds.”

The priest opened his eyes. His face
was still pale. He was still under the
influence of his * concentration,”” but
he smiled slightly.

“ Dear Baknik,” said Menni, “ you
are good. But these—these are what
stabbed my heart.”
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He held out the ring and the {rag-
ment of papyrus.

CHAPTER XIIIL
INTO TIIE FUTURE.

For a long time Baknik had been
seated there, motionless, his eyes again
closed, giving no sign of life except his
soft and rhythmic breathing. ~

A chariot stormmed by in the road be-
yond the garden-wall. From the
“women'’s part ” of the establishment
came occasional gusts of singing and
laughter, accompanied by very ama-
teurish playing on a harp. The acacia-
tree was swarming with bees,

One of these bees, heavy with pol-
len, winged its way noisily down to
Baknik's face and lit there, walked
across one of his closed eyes to his
forehead, remained there a while, then
flew away again.

The priest had noticed none of these
things. He had withdrawn himself
{rom the world as absolutely as though
he had once more entered the ““ seventh
chamber ” of the pyramid where even
such as be could * see without error.”

But m his hand he still held the ring
and the papyrus. e was conscious of
these.

*“ She who lives in the Double Palace
is surrounded by an atmosphere of sud-
den death.,” said Baknik very softly,
after a sigh, as though he were patient-
ly explaining something which was
perfectly obvious to him. * It was al-
ways that way—-sorcery, black magic.

“The angel of death was standing
at her elbow when Mectemsa found her
bathing on the hanks of the Nile and
determined to make her his queen.
Metemsa didn't know that he was also
wooing the angel of sudden death. He
didn’t know that she sent the dark
angel to follow him when she put this
ring on his finger.

“ The Tear of God Ra!

“Well named. Ammon-Ra will shed
many tears because of this, The
god wept as the young Pharaoh walked



forth with this blue gem on his finger
while the assassins waited.”

“Who were they? ™ Menm
pered.

“Those who aspire to take Metem-
sa's place—the princes Tentares, baltes
Seti, \masis, A\i—"

He named hali a dozen others while
Menni listened breathless. Tie knew
them all intimately, although they were
not friends of his.

All of them had Leen {requenters of
the palace while the late Pharaoh was
still alive. were amoung the loudest
mourners when the body of the royal
victinn was found riddled with dagger-
thrusts.

But Baknik continued to speak,
faster now, with no trace of cmotion.
He was as one who reads rapidly irom
an invisible book.

“Netokris  herself took the gem
from the finger ol the Osiris, cven
while she then thought of the next
bridegroom of the pale angel; and lier
thought was of Menni, governor ol the
Double Palace.”

Baknik said this as though his Iriend
had not been present at all. Menni, for
his part, squeezed the arms of his chair
a little tighter.

“Him she would have share with
her the double throne; but in her sleep
that very night—uw hen her double went
forth from her physical body to search
him out — she found that his double
was guarding the sleep of that fair
Greel slave known as Berenice, By
her arts of Dblack magic Netokris
brought Menni to the py ramul but the
pure Tove of a man for a good woman
is always stronger than black magic.
Thereupon Netokris gave the Tear of
God Ra to Menni.”

Baknik's eyes fluttered; he stirred
slightly, as though he were about to
“come back.”

“Aud is Menni to die? ™ the gov-
ernor of the Double Palace whispered.
pronouncing his own name without a
tremor.

“He is to die now, very soon,” said
Baknik. as he obviously sank deeper

whis-

into the silence of complete concentra-
tion. ‘ He struggles in the waters of
Father Nile, in the waters of our sacred
Hapi, God of the Fish.”

“And Berenice?”

The blue sapphire had slipped from
Baknik’s finger to the rug beneath his
feet, but he still held the papyrus.
He was again reading the words that
Netokris had written on it.

Thou hast the Tear-drop of Ra.

Kecep it well, for there draws near the
night of the Tear- drop of Isis.

There was a moment's pause.

The bees hummed in the acacia-tree.
A fish-pedler let out his doleful cry
trom the road outside the garden-wall.
Again from the women's part of the
establishment came laughter and music.

Some one was playing the harp so
badly that the others were making fun
of her. Yet all of these things came
even to Menni as from another world.
- He had just heard his own death-
sentence, as surely as though it had
been pronounced by Horus.

‘““And DBerenice? ™

“ She also will die this present year
m the waters of the Nile, and will do
so happily—a fair and lovely offering
to ‘the Nile before the night of the
Tear-drop of Isis.”

Menni tried to speak. But for a mo-
ment or two, while the perspiration ap-
peared in small drops on his forehead,
his voice failed him. Baknik was re-
peating softly some stanzas from the
hymn of the Nile. Menni had heard
it before—a solemn and beautiful
chorus across the black waters on the
night that the Nile began its annual
rise.

The great, mysterious river. the
maiden arrayed as for a wedding.
heart-chilling eddies in the brown
waters where the crocodiles and great
fishes lurked—

Vain are all images of him:

He reveals not his form:

No temples can contain him:

Thy law prevails;

No councilor penctrates his beart;
O drink away our tears!
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* Drink away our tears! But Bere-
nice? ”

* Happy! Happy!” the priest went
on with perfect tranguillity. '* Both she
and Menni perfectly happy, though
there be tears and anguish bhefore their
earthly light gues out. It 1s a great
thing about tears and anguish that,
once past, they are gone as irrevocably
as the caten cake, Ouce drained, the
cup of Ditterness is empty until the
gods choose to fill it agamn.™

* And alter we have drained our
eup?”

Into the solemmnity that had dropped
upon Menni like a pall there had come
a stain of brighter color—of some new
and formless hope.

* Death is only an appearance,” said
Baknik. “ It only exists in the minds
of those who have not seen Osiris. No,
Menni and Berenice meet again on this
earth in a land which is not Egypt nor
of Egypt. They know each other and
love again, and again they pass into the
land of the living shadows. Again they
meet—"

“On carth?”

* On earth — under the saime stars,
the same moon, the same sun. The
sanie are the eternal gods, as well, al-
though called by other names; even as
Menni and Berenice are called by other
names.”

" What are they—our new names? ”

There was a gentle, pitiful little
quaver this time in the young gov-
ernor’s voice.

Over Baknik's placid 1ace there ap-
peared a slight ripple of difficulty. Ile
was struggling with unfamiliar sounds.

* Aleece — Alcece — that is  Bere-
nice!”

*“ And you see her? ™

“ Beautiful, even as she is to-day—
fair skin, delicate pink under her violet
cyes; hair the color of the inside of a
ripening fig.  Oddly dressed—swathed
like a mummy. though the day is
warm—and on her head a diadem of
straw—"

“ Not dead!”

“No, not dead; but smiling and
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happy. See, she has just bought a little
rabbit from some urchins on the bank
She thinks of her Menni as she kisses
it—teels a little homesick, She and the
older woman who accompanies her go
aboard the great hoat that awaits them
—a great white hoat with fire in it—"

Baknik had agam paused, rapt in the
contemplation of sonie new mystery,
Menni was looking at him with moist
eyes. Ie had not altogether compre-
hended the last things that were being
said; thought, perhaps, that his great
and good friend had traversed some
dreani-cycle and was back again to that
previous vision.

The governor of the Double Palace
stirred, reached out. and took the papy-
rus from the unresisting fingers.

The eyes of Baknik fluttered open—
deep, mysterious, the eyes of one who
has gazed, like Harmachis, the sphinx,
into the depths of eternity.

CHAPTLER XIV.
DERENICE COMES BACK.

A LADY of great wealth and perfect
respectability, hut of no great conse-
quence. That would be a fair, albeit
somewhat brutal description of the
rather more than middle-aged Nefru,
who was making lier annual trip along
the Nile, from Memphis to Abydos,
and hack again.

She was a widow. hut still kept up
a considerable establishment in the out-
skirts of the capital, though, ever since
her hushand’s death, she had spent
more than half the time aboard her
large and comlortable harge.

Up to Abydos by easy stages, ma-
king long stops here and there to visit
her own and her late husband’s rela-
tives, the numerous slaves of the good
lady-—even the twoscore oarsmen—en-
joyed these outings as much as their
nistress did.

It was always regarded as more or
less of a scandal among the younger
set—the way that Nelru indulged her
slaves.



~But Nelru was old-fashioned. She
was sprung from a generation which
still considered its slaves more as chil-
dren than as chattels. She had no
patience with new-fangled standards
which made it smart and proper Lo cut
off the head of a valuable slave for a
spilled cup of beer or other such trifles.

Her overseer hardly ever used his
stick. Her bargemen were fal and
happy—as fat and sleek and happy as
so many sacred hippopotami.

Her aimahs, or singing maidens,
didn't have to be coerced into music.
They sang of their own accord. They
took their own advice:

Make a good day:

Life will not stay

But a moment,

Make a good day,

Your tomb is grav—

Gray and gloomy forcver.

But. of all this happy. hali-spoiled
company. there was one more favored
than all the rest. This was the slave-
girl Berenice.

Nefru, with no children of her own,
had always looked on DBerenice with
doting cyes ever since she had bought
her, fiiteen years ago. when Derenice
had been “thrown in as good meas-
ure,” along with her mother, who had
been brought a captive from some vic-
torious raid Deyond the waters oi the
Mediterranean.

The tender-hearted old Neiru had
known well enough that the woman she
had bought would not live very long.
anyway. Iiven then her eyes had been
on the child,

Perhaps it had been as her cousin—
a priest attached to the pyramid of
Cheops — had said — that this child
and she were related through their
“ doubles “—that is to say. psychically.
-Her cousin had even gone so far as to
predict that the day would come—in
the distant unrolling of the papyrus of
the ages—-when the little girl herself
would he the mistress and Nefru the
slave.

With a contented smile on her fat
and kindly old face. Nefru thought of

this now as she reclined on the high
quarter-deck of her barge and watched
Berenice through half-closed eyes. -
The barge was drifting slowly down
the broad bosom of the Nile, the oars-
men giving just enough force to their

Jdong sweeps to give the helmsman

steerage-way.

In spite of the fact that the mistress
was resting—supposedly asleep—there
hung about the craft — as there hangs
about a bee-hive—a buzz of busy satis-
taction.

There were possibly sixty people
aboard—slaves every one of them, men
and women, except Nefru and her cap-
tain. But if any of them suffered from
his bondage, he showed no sign.

There was a tinkling of harps, now
and then a light quaver from a double
flute—a beautiful, rippling chord—a
murmur of lazy, babbling conversation.

Nefru. her eyes very bright in spite
of the hali-closed. lids. beamed satis-
faction. '

The quarter-deck was very high,
where it could catch every breeze set
up by the motion of the craft, and was
shaded by a broad awning of linen
striped blue and white.

Berenice toyed with one of the nu-
merous kittens aboard the boat—a kit-
ten in whose fluffy, graceful little body
perhaps — so Nefiru reflected — there
possibly dwelt the soul of a common
ancestor, her own and this girl’s whom
the gods had cast into her keeping in
lieu of other children. '

Nefru, naturally pious, was always
given to reflections like this when re-
turning from a visit to the tombs of
the *“ great ones of Abydos.”

They were approaching Memphis.
For a long time now they had been able
to see the dim, blue tips of the pyra-
mids over the tops of the fringing
palm-trees. '

The river was hecoming more
crowded. All sorts of craft were
about. {from the tiny, reeking dugouts
of lone fishermen, squatting naked, mo-
tionless, and patient, to an occasional
great war-gallev — such as the tax-



gatherers of the government used in
visiting the Upper Kingdom, or even
for traversing the Mediterranean.

There were a good many picnic
hoats as well—Dboats hired by the day
and filled with noisy young men and
hoydenish women for the most part,
sending out a reek of heer and ribaldry.

-~ VWhat 1s this day?” asked Nefru
with disapproval, turning her head
slightly in the direction of her captain,
who stood just back of her near the
helm.

*“The first day of Thoth. the Ibis,
excellency,” the captain answered.

“ T detest holidays,” said the gentle
old Nefru. “Order the women to
stay to their quarters and draw their
curtains. Just listen to that. It's
scandalous!”

A particularly villainous barge was
drifting past filled with riotous young
stone-masons out for a day. At sight
of the almalis in Nefru’s barge they
had sent up a cheer of delight, accom-
panied by a storm of compliments and
mvitations.

In the mean time, in response to a
spoken word of command, the oarsmen
had struck into a swifter rhythm, the
overseer on duty setting the time by
beating on the mast with the heavy
baton he carried. '

Berenice had dismissed the kitten to
its questing mother, had come over and
knelt at Nefru's side. ‘T'he love and
trust that existed between them was in-
dicated by the way the girl had impul-
sively brought one of the old lady’s
hands to her lips, and still clung to it
as she gazed off down the river toward
Memphis. _

The girl was everything that Baknik
had described her; everything, even,
that Menni had pictured her in his
mind’s eye — slender, radiant, soft-
eyed, her fair complexion only slightly
darkened by her long sojourn on the
river,

A pearl of a girl, if there ever was
one!

Just eighteen! It was at that age
that one girl eut of all Lgypt was

chosen every year for her beauty and
virtue to be the bride of the Nile
Thought of that also came to Nefru as
she looked at Berenice.

The thought brought with it a little
spasm of—was it anxiety or hope?
She could not tell which.

She had often thought of that. It
would certainly be a very great honor
—the very highest possible tribute—
should the Pharaoh select this child of
her own house for such earthly immor-
tality. And yet, and yet, would she
ever be able to live—would she care (o
live>—if Berenice, the only daughter
she had ever known, were taken away
from her, even under such glorious
circumstances as that? )

Her old heart had begun to quiver a
little; a little moisture had appeared in
her eyes—such reflections are so ter-
ribly real tu some old ladies like Nefru
—when Berenice, who had been staring
ahead down the expanse of shining
river, let out a little cry of joy, blushed
like a small cloud at dawn, attempted to
conceal her emotion by kissing Nefru's
withered cheek. .

“The governor’s barge,” she fal-
tered happily.

CHAPTER XV,
““MY SON AND MY DAUGHTER.”

BERENICE was not mistaken. Was
any girl, in similar circumstances, ever
mistaken? Not only was it the official
barge of the governor of the Double
Palace, but Menni himself was on
board. Menni, as tall and straight and
handsome—as distinguished and for-
eign-looking as ever!  Yet changed.

Both Berenice and Nefru noticed it
as, in _response to an interchange of
signals, the two barges came to a drift-
ing halt, side by side. and the young
governor came aboard,

Nefru had always admired the
young man. She would, perhaps, have
preferred him to be more of an Egyp-
tian and less of an outlander, but he
Rad even overcome this prejudice.
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Besides, ever since Menni had begun
- to show marked attention to Berenice

the old lady had Legun a quiet investi-
gation of Menni’s standing and ante-
cedents. By ways best known to her-
seli she had learned that his habits
~ were exemplary, that he had not a few
fgold collars put away in reserve
: against the proverbial * dry vear.”
b Menni, with a single devouring
Fglance of his gray eyes into the violet
; eyes of Berenice, had knelt in front of
i the couch where Nefru, with her per-
: fect, old-family breeding, still reclined,
- had pressed the dowager's hand to his
" head and heart.

* My thoughts have been with you.”

*Doubtless,” the old lady comment-
ed, with a good-natured smile at the
fiction. ‘Then more gravely: * You
have been working overmuch, I fear.
You should have followed us to Aby-
dos.”

Menni made a little gesture of de-
spair.  He was again on his {feet.
Nefru, now that form had been recog-
nized, permitted herself to sit up.

“ Berenice, child,” she said, with
assumed severity, “ how can you linger
there when we have as our guest the
governor of the Double Palace?”

As the old Jady pointed her wit with
a sly smile, Menni seized thie permis-
sion to turn again and look into the
violet eyes lifted to his own.

Berenice was Dblushing again—a
mere shell-pink flush this time—Dbut
her gaze was steady. Ii a look can
ever be translated into words—and a
good many people think that such a
thing might be possible—the words, in
this instance, would have been, *“ My
beloved, I have longed for you so, I am
longing for you mnow,” or something
like that.

His own brief look must have meant
the same.

Then he had taken her tapering
fingers into his, kad repeated—more
lightly, this time—the formality of
bringing them to his head and his
heart.

Pharaohs had done as much where
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slave-girls were concerned.  Why
shouldn't he—a merc governor oi the
royal palace! Besides, wasn’t it true
—that anonymous inscription on the
rocks at Elephantine—that all men,
even kings, are born slaves—slaves ot
consequernce?

“ Dismiss your barge,” said Nefru.
“\We shall bring you safely to the
city.”

" The Osiris lengthen your days!”
cried Menni quickly. “ By Bisou!
That official barge is getting on my
nerves!”

He turned away to give the com-
maid. Nefru turned quickly to Bere-
nice.

" Hasten, my gazelle,” she said,
*“and tell Mimout and Banisit to serve
the cakes and wines—the almahs to
sing the Blue Lotus Song.”

As Berenice flitted away, only too
happy to Serve, even in this small way,
the pleasure of the man she loved,
Nefru turned again to her distin-
guished guest.

“ You bring e bad news.”

* Frightful.”

* Tt concerns—"

 Berenice.”

“You realize my evil dreams—I
slept, you know, at Abydos.”
“Don't be discouraged.

plan.  I'll tell you all.”

It was pitiful to see the pain and the
doubt m Neiru’s eyves, as she looked up
at him seeking to frame the question

I have a

she desired most in the world, and
feared most in the world, to ask.
Menni understood.

* Not now,” e whispered. “ There

she is again.”

He had heard hehind him the quick,
light step of Berenice as she returned.
At the same moment there came from
the lower deck a swift, sweet cadence
of women’s voices accompamed by
flute and harp.

It was a song partlcularly suited to
the Nile, with a pulsing rhythm in per-
fect harmony to the recurrent glinnmer
and spray of the flashing oars.

Berenice, without speaking, had



sunk down at the side of Nefru on the
divan. The governor of the Double
Palace, by shifting the position of his
chair cver so little, brought his right
hand closc to hers. There was no sign
in his abstracted eyes to indicate to the
fond Nefru what was doing.

But Menni had put out his little
finger until it came in contact with the
smooth and tepid point of Berenice's
little finger.

They had done that the very first
time that they had seen each other.
Tt was like the mystic symbol ol rec-
ognition—the secret “ grip "—of aun
ancient fraternity of which he and she
were the only members in the world.
A slight smile—the first in days—-
spread over Menni's face. hrought
back to it a look of boyishness which
seemed, a little while beifore, to Lave
heen lost forever.

Some old women have wonderiul
intuition—especially wonderiul where
voung lovers are concerned. ’[hat is
perhaps the one field of scientilic re-
search in which women will always be
precminent.  Their knowledge. come-
tines, 1s almost uncanny.

That is the way it was with Nefru
now. How, otherwise. while still
stunned by that hint of disaster, coulil
she have divined that Menni and Bere-
nice were exchanging that mystic
grip—touching finger-tips, and have
thought of the one most appropriate
thing in the world that she could say?

It was apparently aptopos of noth-
ing.

“Your excellency will be the lirst to
hear a bit of family news,™ the old
lady said, her eyes still misty. “Ttisa
little premature, for, though the pa-
pyrus has long been written, it has not
vet been recorded in the temple. But
Berenice, whom I dearly love. is hence-
forth my daughter.”

XS OI]! "

The exclamation had leaped frum
the lips of the girl. Her hands werz
pressed to her bosom. Then, again:

“Oh! Will that—will that change
anvthing? "

There was as much fear as joy in
the exclamation.

But Alenni had also cried out—a
subdued little cry in which there was
nothing but unadu!terated joy-. .

“Your daughter, O Nefru!— your
daughter Berenice! O, can I wait
longer to tell you that I also love her
dearly?”

The barge was now speeding aiong
through the afternoon sunlight—other
craft making way for it} for, just be-
hind, followed the official galley of
the governor of the Double Ialace.
As the rowers quickened their stroke
the music of the harpists and the
almahs also quickened—Dbecame a joy-
ous chant with just enough variety in
it to keep it from becoming monot-
onous,

A magical hour. if it had not Deen
for that overhang of tragedy! LEvery
girl, however beautiiul and full of life,
has her ghostly double. Every Mem-
phis has its city of the dead. Every
sunbeam has its shadow. Every pure
joy has death for a background.

“ Your excellency—" Nefru began,
her eyes now frankly tearful.

AMenni broke in impetuously.,

“Call me son!”

“Oh. to have a son and a daugh-
ter!™

Slaves had appeared with goblets of
various kinds of wines and platters of
calkes. :

Regardless of them, or of any one
else who might be looking, Menni had
thrust an arm about the quivering
shoulders of the girl, had drawn her
close.

“ Betroth us! DBetroth us!™ he
whispered, as he lifted his face un-
ashamed. It 1su't too late. \Why
shouldn’t she be my bride, O Nefruy,
rather than the bride of the Nile?”

The boat swayed slightly to the
movement of the oarsmen. The joy-
ful music pulsed up from below. They
were passing now through Memplis
Lake—the city of the living on one
hand, the city of the dead on the
other,
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The alimahs had swung once more

into that favorite refrain of theirs:
AMake a good day;
Your tomb is gray,
Gloomy and gray forever. ‘

Nefru had seized a crystal goblet®
from one of the waiting slaves, had
murmured some half-articulate phrase
over the wine that it contained, poured
- a little of this into her hand, touched
the foreheads of each of them with her
moistened fingers, then threw the gob-
let and its contents with an unerring
hand into the lake.

The scene must have had more wit-
nesses than even the principals had
suspected.  For, up from a hundred
throats, there rang the old prayer to
Ammon-Ra to make this thing eternal.

CHAPTER XVIL

AMAN OR THI GOD.

Tuerk was good, hard logic. as
well as sentiment in the whirlwind pro-
posal of Menni, and the sudden De-
trothal to the freed-woman and adopt-
ed daughter of the wealthy old Nefru.
It is true that he had acted against the
advice of the best friend he had in the
world—apart from Berenice and Ne-
fru—the high priest and adept Baknik.

According to  Baknik, the events
which he had already seen on the
painted canvas of the future were as
mmutable as things which had already
been impressed with the seal of time.

For Baknik and his strange. great
brethren of the Secret Doctrine, there
was 1o past nor future, anyway, ex-
cept in the iimited and deceptive con-
sclousiness of ordinary mortals. They
held firm to the strange - belief that
both the day of a thousand years ago
and the day of a thousand years hence
were hut different aspects of the eter-
nal Now.

But Menni was not an adept. He
was <till a man—very much of a man
—uwith all a man’s young passion,
hopes, and determinations still strong
within him.
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And bad not Baknik himself de-
clared that the love of a man for a
woman might be the greatest force on
carth?

He knew the ancient law. He had
been reared ynder it. He might have
been born in distant Macedonia, as it
had been told of him, but he was none
the less an Egyptian. And he knew
that not even the Isis on Earth, she
who dwelt in the Double Palace, could
change this—the law that the annual
Bride oi the Nile be an unmarried
virgin.

\With Berenice as his bride, this dan-
ger, at least, would De exorcised. Ier-
ils enough would remain, but not this.

e had pursued his dream even
further.

With Berenice as his bride, why
couldn't he and she do as he had al-
ready half planned—escape out of the
empire altogether?

He and the aged Nefru remained
together on the roof of the latter’s
house that night long after Berenice
had bade them a tender good night.
The entire household had sunken into
slumber except for the trusted slave
whose duty it was that night to guard
the outer door. And even he was
dozing, most likely.

There was a young moon, only a
few days old, but the night was flled
with a refulgent glamour. From where
they sat they could see the hroad
hbosom of the sacred lake—-every great
star reflected in its mirrorlike surface
almost as brightly as the moon itself.

Now and then a boat passed with
some returning revelers, but even their
maudlin hoots and sengs were mel-
lowed into tunefuiness.

*“ But, oh. my hoy, to tamper with
the edicts oi the gods!”

There was a sort of woful resigna-
tion in Nefru's voice.

*“'The edict has not yet been issued,”
said Menni stoutly. *“ Besides, I tell
you that T am a man. And what is a
man if he is not an immortal? and
what is an immortal if he himself is
not a god?



Love and anguish had combined to
carry him to a higher plane than the
one on which he usually thought,
though he was more of a thinker, even
in ordinary times, than most of the
young men of his rank and acquaint-
ance. Not for nothing had he been
born in Macedonia.

Nefru now looked at him with ad-
miration, almost with hope.

“ But even if you attempted to carry
out this wild plan? ™

“There are a thousand men, hoth
bound and free, in the palace this very
night who would risk their life's hlood
to help me on my way.

“ And Jlook at the river. Do you
suppose that Father Nile could bend
his majesty to jealousy? No, not even
though I robbed him of Berenice. lle
would be the first to aid us on our
flight to happiness. A day. and not a
galley of the imperial navy could catch
up with us.

“The world is large. T have ques-
tioned every foreign slave and trav-
cler, almost. I ever came across.
Egypt—I say it with all revercnce—-
isn’t the whole world. TFar bevond the
Red Sea, out through the Gate of
Tears, there is another empire greater
even than this—an empire of wonder-
ful forests and countless cities in-
crusted with gold and rubies. Deyond
that is another empire still—an empire
which extends to a place where the
Star of the North i overhead.”

“You speak of the kingdom of Osi-
ris, where only the souls go.” Nefru
whispered. “ It lies over against the
end of the milky way. Oh, think,” she
exclaimed, shaking her head—*" think
of the apes who catch nien in their
nets!”

“ No, no. my dear Nefru. 1 merc-
Iy speak of going where other men
have gone. Berenice and I could make
ourselves a happy home. A little
while, a change—"

“ Softer; I thought I saw some one
in the road over there hehind the syea-
more.”

“ And by and by,” Menni went on,

sinking his voice to a whisper, “ you
would join us there and pass a sweet
and peaceful old age.

“ 1 am too old to leave the Nile. Old
trees, my son, can’t be transplanted.”

“But, I tell you "—fiercely—* con-
ditions at the Double Dalace cannot
last as they are at present.”

“ Speak not of the Isis,” Nefru
whispered. ‘It is dangerous—more
dangerous than to touch an asp. I
have seen those who died from it.”

Menni laughed bitterly,

“ Mother, you listen to a man—
your son, so help me Ammon Ra—
who is condemned to death: who fears
not death—only the sorrow of those
he loves. Berenice I love. You T love
But life without the things that the
heart clings to—that I do not love. I
defy even the one who lives in the
Double Palace!”

It must have been that the trusted
old slave whose duty it was to watch
the outer gate that night had dozed.
At any rate he had paid no attention
as there slipped past him a black fan-
tom as illusive as a shadow.

Kashta, the LEthiopian minister of
Netokris, was justly feared. Not only
did he possess very real magical pow-
ers. He was also possessed of the
most complete system of spies then ex-
istent in the world. Some of them
were magicians like himself — skilled
in hypnotism and other occult arts.

How otherwise could they disap-
pear at will, make closed doors to
open, hear conversations which had
been breathed in the faintest of whis-
pers behind stone walls?

At any rate a shadow had come and
gone while Nefru and AMenni tallked,
and all shadows have ears when things

are being said which the speaker
would have unheard.
The moon had disappeared long

since into the desert. The bLoats filled
with returning revelers had all passed
for the night, it seemed. The great
stars were still reflected—cach one a
moon—in the unrulfled waters of the
sacred lake,



~ Tears had been shed by Nefru. Tt
was hard to find a son and a daughter
on one day only to lose them again at
the dawn of the next. Still that would
be preferable to sceing them pass for-
ever into the black night of the tomb.
Alive, she might find them again.
Dead. who could tell? She had never
felt in her heart of hearts that she was
to see her late husband again.

Memni had risen to his feet. In the
four hours still left of the night there
was much to do, though he had begun
his preparations even before he had
spoken to Nefru and Berenice. He had
begun to lay his tentative plans from
the moment that he had left Baknik’s
house. .He knew where he could find
both galley and nen.

A marriage at dawn, and then away.

He was still standing there, voicing
some sort of a wordless prayer, per-
haps. to Father Nile, when he was
startled to hear the tread of an
approaching company of foot soldiers.

His trained ears told him that they
were guards from the palace. He
could tell that by the characteristic
scrape of spear and shield.

Then even Nefru noticed it.

She had risen to her feet. Ile put
astrong, sympathetic arm about her.

The company was in the road below
-——had drawn up m front of Neiru's
gate.

CHAPTER XVIL
NEFRU OFFERS A SACRIFICE.

It took but a flash of thought, a
glint of time measureless even in sec-
onds, for Menni to recognize the truth.
His long experience at the Doubhle
Palace had made him familiar with the
direct methods there in vogue. When
the Pharaoh spoke there was no ques-
tioning, no appeal. It was an edict
straight fromr not only the supreme
power on earth, but the ruler of heaven
as well,

An order had gone out for his ar-
rest,

In that flash of thought it was not
he himself whe was uppermost, how-
ever. It was Nefru, the gentle old
lady at his side, and, after her, Bere-
nice. That they also were implicated,
that he had precipitated ruin upon
them, was the overwhelming fact.

Without delay he had turned in-
stantly to Nefru-— looked down into
her frightened eves.

“They have come for me,” he said
steadily, reassuringly.  “Don’t be
alarmed.”

But she was not to be deceived.

" My son,” she whispered, ¢ you
have touched the asp—the sacred
nreus of the crown, and it has struck.”

“No, no. Tt is merely a summons
from the Double Palace.”

Even while lie spoke he could hear
the clear, conunanding, harsh words
of the captain of the guard.

“In the name of Netokris, who
united the tico counirics, Queen of the
Diadem  of the 1ulture and the
Snake—"

This, and then the tremulous, ab-
ject words of the slave at the gate
protesting that his house and all who
were in it belonged, body and double,
to the Isis of the Double Palace.

The captain of the guard spoke the
name of Menni. The slave did not
know — so help him, Ptah, Isis and
Osiris, and the shades of the great ones
of Abydos! But he would go—

“Did you not hear how he pro-
nounced your name?” asked Nefru,
with her cyes still uplifted to those of
the governor of the Double Palace.
“ He spoke it not as one who comes to
do you honor.”

AMenni caressed the old lady’s head
with his hand.

“TEven so, mother, I must hasten
down to nieet them. See, whatever
has happened, T swear to you that I
still have influence: can still make the
dice roll right. Farewell, I go!”

Still Nefru clung to him. Fright
had disappeared from her face utterly.
Instead. there was thought— swifit,
concentrated. She was too old for




panic, had seen too much.  After all,
Menni and Berenice were nothing but
babes compared to her—her babes, and
she would save them.

“You must not go,” she thrilled,
clutching his tunic. It would be the
dungeon—death! 1 know. \Wait!"

She was still thinking hard.  Menni
sought, gently but firmly, to relcasc
himself. The guard had entered the
garden, had surrounrled the house.

“ A moment's delay,” cricd Meoni,
swiftly but soitly, ““and it will mean
your destruction and that of Derenice.
You harbor an enemy of the Isis! For
the love of Ammon-Ra, release me:
let me hasten before it is too late! ™

“No,” Nefru cried again. “ Listen!
There is yet a way. When my hus-
band., Timaos, was vet alive, e had
conslructed a secret passage. You
know, at one time, he was in trouble.
You and Berenice can escape that
way.”

“ And you?”

“I'mold!”

From the garden below there came
the sound of a brief scramble. a Dlow,
a scream. o

“The voice of Tano —my gate-
keeper. They have killed him!”

Had anything else been necded to
show that the guards from the palace
were on an unfriendly errand. this
would have been enough. The old
Tano. faithful to his instincts. had
doubtless returned to say that the man
they sought was not within. had an-
swered for this whitest of lies with
his life.

The old Nefru had cast her arms
into the air, gazed up at the skyv.

“ 0O gods of Kem, do with me as you
will : [ pledge you my soul for eternity:
but keep my children!”

She was still speaking as Menni ran
to the doorway of the stairs which led
from the roof down into the interior
of the liouse. His straining senses had
noticed elements in the sounds helow,
immediately after the death-cry of
Tano, which abolished his last shred of
hesitation.

A company of half wild merce
naries at the gate of a rich, private
dwelling filled with everything from
gold to women; the gate-keeper mur-
dered; the very nature of their errand
sufficient authority for the commission
of all sorts of excess—even were such
authority needed! _

Again he thought of Nefru, of the
sleeping Berenice, of all the other
members of the household — happy,
faithful slaves, boys and men, girls
and women, all unconscious of the ap-
palling fate that even then was hover-
ing over them. Ide thought of these
things, but it was subjectively.

In his arms, his whole quivering
body, he felt the strength of a dozen
men. As he dashed down the stairs he
looked, with Drilliant, all-perceptive
eyes, for some ieapon.

Then there appeared before him a
huge shadow of a man—an Arabian
or Persian mercenary. a member of
the guard. As swift and silent as a
shadow the man had come alone to the
upper story with the look on his face
of onc who expects to meet with his
heart’s desire. e was so intent on his
quest that he had not noticed Menni;
had leaped toward a curtained door-
way and was peering into the datkened
apartment beyond.

Almost completely naked—a polished
hody, bronzed by the sun, a mop of
thick black hair, cut square at his shoul-
ders; a shield grippéd by one hand, a
heavy spear by the other, a slender,
curved sword at his waist.

It was nothing but the briefest of
visions, a mere painted shadow cast by
the vellow flame of a hanging bronze
lamp.

So swift that it was over even before
he himself recognized his purpose.
AMenni had seized a small but exceed-
ingly heavy chair of inlaid ebony, had
struck the shadow to the floor. A thud,
a stifled gasp, and the governor of the
Double Palace was standing there with
the mercenary’s sword in his hand. Had
hone and thew become liquid lightning
he would have felt as he felt now,

»
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There was no weight in him at all,
just Jynamic force. IHe cast one (uick
glance about him, then, without feeling
the steps Leneath his feet, was in the
lower hall.

There he was, lace to face with a
group of guardsmen—iour or five of
them, .\t sight of him their expres-
sions had changed, they had quailed
back against the wall.

“\Where is your captain? "

They chattered that they didn’t know,
gave random information.

A storm of cries came from another
quarter-—outside, some place. Menni
leaped for the door as the clamor grew
Jouder, paused there, then himself ut-
tered a low cry as he located the storm-
-center in the building where the women
were (uartered. Only a second he tar-
ried. He turned to the mercenaries,
still cowering in the hall.  ITis words
were as cquick and keen as electric
sparks.

“T'm master here. Guard this house
as you value your souls!”

There are times when words convey
al of the Herce meaning behind and
above them like the claws of an eagle.

Menni had disappeared, his words
still vibrant in the minds of the men
he had left behind him,  \n ILithiopian
of the guard had entered the hallway.
He had a smudge of blood on his cheek.
His eves were aflame. e started for
the stairs. e was impaled by a spear
before he had gone up two steps.

Neiru's house, like those of her
wealthy neighbors, was entirely sur-
rounded by a high wall. DBesides the
principal residence there were other
buildings—granaries, (uarters for the
men, quarters for the women—the lat-
ter the prototype of the zenanas and
harems of the East.

Slashing with his deadly keen sword.
but doing more effective service still
with elhows and his one free hand,
Menni had fought his way into the
house of the women—a suffocating
struggle through clamoring guards and
shrieking slaves.

A briel, hideous shambles and he was
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recognized. 1t was no mere triumph of
physical strength. It was the triumph
of authority, of mind and will.

Flickering yeliow light, a dozen pros-
trate forms, growing stains on the floor,
passion and revolt gone out of them in
that first ferce explosion, and the sur-
vivors were cowed, ready to crawl.

Unfatigued, his gray eyes narrow
and scintillant, Menni huddled the rem-
nant out into the garden, with his own
hand stripped then of their arms.

From the quarters where the men had
been sleeping appeared a furtive, silent
band—bargemen, most of them, eager
for they lnew not what—a wild hope
for nameless things, tempered by the
chill ghost of sudden death.

They also had recognized Menni.
Most of them, that very afternoon, had
seen him betrothed to Berenice. Was
he not of their house?

* Bind these men—talke their arms!”

A\ dozen Oé the slaves had leaped to
obey while e words were still in his
brain.

The bargemen were used to tyving
knots. Iiven in their small way they
were sailormen. They were possessed
of gigantic strength.

As Menni turned once more toward
the house of Nefru a fresh confusion
ol sound smete him through.

T.esser than anything he had Dbeen
hearing. vet infinitely more terrifying!

11is <houlder was adrip with sweat
and blood. ITe swept his hand over i&
[or a heart-stilling second, then dashed
forward.

ITe had heard a few broken words
in the voice of Derenice. a rising pro-
test in the voice of Nefru, both an-
swered by gruff accents he recognized
as coming ironr the captain of the
guard.

CIHAPTER XVIIL
ACROSS DARK WATERS.

Tr is most likely that Ennana, captain
of the company who had been sent on
the extraordinary mission that night of



Lringing into the presence of the Isis
the person of his own superior, Menni.
governor of the Double Palace, was bet-
ter versed in palace politics than most
e,

[Ennana was a good deal or a poli-
tician himself. 1le was sprung Jrom
one ol the lesser princely houses of the
lower kingdow. He had scen men
less favored by birth rise high in the
administration of the empire. But, like
so many men in whom ambition runs
tiigh, he lacked the force ol character
to realize his drears.

Iitherto he had always sought to ac-
complish his ends by stealth and Aattery.
Did this, even while denouncing himself
for it in private and hankering for the
boldness which put other men ahead.
And, as so often happens, he had grad-
nally accumulated a reserve of desperate
resolution which would be sufficient,
when the time came for one bold move,
at least. The moment that lie had re-
ceived the command for Menni's arrest
he was thrilled with the conviction that
the time had come.

Fe was handsome, had cherished lis
own secret hopes of winning the regard
of Netokris on that account. She had
had no eyes save for Menni.

Alenni in disfavor!

He. Ennana. sent to arrest him!

\What possibilities did not lie betore
him!

He was filled with nervous excite-
ment. At moments he was shot through
by qualms of shaking fear: but, on the
whole, therc was the unbridled joy and
liope of himself becoming Menni's suc-
cessor, not only in the stewardship ol
the Double Palace. hut in the regard of
Netokris herself.

There is nothing so absolutely posi-
tive as the fact that authority is a giit
from the gods. A school-teacher who
hasn’t received the gift can’t excrcise it.
any more than can a captain of the
guard. Not a man who followed Fn-
nana through the dark streets of Mem-
phis that night but felt within the
innermost depths of his being that here
was his own chance as well.

Innana for himself ! TRach for hine
seli!

Scarcely had that first summons heen
delivered at Nefru’s gate than the cap
tain of the guard sensed mutiny and
desertion.  In vain had he sought to
show himseli the man of power by
striking dead Tano. the gate-lkeeper,
when that old slave returned.

2\ dozen of the guardsmen had seized
the opportunity to spring forward int
the garden—a wavering second. then
others followed.

Iinnana had cried an unheard order,
ruslied after his own men, found him
self alone and in conrparative darkness
Trembling, mad. desperate, and this was
the opportunity he had waited for!

ITe was no fool, even while panic
scourged him into action.

Better acquainted with the architec
ture of such places than his men could
possibly he—low-born and foreign, all
ol them—he took a mental survey of
the place. gucssed where lay the apart-
ments of Nefru and Berenice. \Where
else would he be so certain to find the
man he had conle to scek?

- T'o find him immediately, that was
the most important thing. He would
appeal to Menni as a man of sense and’
order, would serve him with the war
rant, get him away from the house and;
have him bound. And then—ah. thén
what could not he and his men do!

Mennt would not be so handsome

with a Dblack eye, two or three teeth

missing.  Fle himself would sce to that
Quick! Up the back way—the pas|

sage that always existed between the
cook-house and the main dwelling: that
would be the safest road to take.

But Ennana had difficulty in forcing
the door, and once within found him
self face to face with the old Mimout—
a black crone, still powerful, who had
belonged to Nefru when they both were
children. She Dblocked the way, was
deaf to Iinuana’s muttered threats and
curses, until he had strangled her into
submission.

ITe lost more time in the upper cham-
bers of the house, saw the man he was




aiter appear on the stairs, then, while
he watched, petrified and silent, saw the
tragedy that followed.

The women! They were his only
hope. Alenni would never go away and
leave them,

As soon as that human death-bolt had
disappeared down the steps Iinnana was
rushing up in the direction from which
Menni had appeared. He came to the
rooi, found Nefru, the mistress of the
house, still standing. her arms up. her
voice quavering out the offer of her
soul to the gods in exchange for the
safety of her children.

“Behold, your wish is fullilled.”
cried the captain of the guard.

That spectacle of feminine love and
weakness had done more to bring his
own courage hack than anything else
could possibly have done.

Nefru looked at him, recognized him
by both his words and his appearance
as an officer. :

“Who are you? "

“Innana, the captain.  Quick,
where's the girl> I have but just now
met Menni on the stairs. [ give vou
both my protection!

In a sudden reaction from her mo-
mentary desperation: with, even then, a
glimmering hope that that offered sac-
rifice of hers had already been lheard
&ith favor by the gods. Nelru hurried
back into the housc with all the speed
at her command, her thoughts on
Bereunice.
< Lnnana followed. a gloating sense of
ultimate victory now pumping higher
and higher in his heart.

Nefru had come to the end of a cur-
tained corridor. stopped beiore an open
door. turned to the captain of the guard.

“Pause here while T warn her”
Nefru said.

But he captain of the guard hrushed
past her, stood within the room bevond.

There is a quality of the clear Tigyp-
tian night that renders things visible.
It was this way now. The room was
flooded with the blue refulgence of out-
of-doors streaming through two uncur-
tained and unglazed double windows.

On a narrow, linen-covered couch,
her fair head supported on a carved
wooden * rest,” Berenice still slept—a
vision of innocent beauty that made
even Ennana gasp. A second or two
he stood there, gazing with all his eyes,
then Nefru clutched him by the arm.

“Out! Out!” she whispered fierce-
ly. ‘“What do you mean? Fool!
Should Menni know! ™

Ennana turned to her with an in-
solent and impatient laugh.

Nefru, outraged, but still not com-
prehending, again protested, softly
still. If she expected Berenice to sleep
on uninterruptedly, however, the hope
was vain. Hideous clamor had broken
out in the yard below in the direction
of the women’s quarters.

Berenice stirred, sat up, an expres-
sion of Dbewilderment and dawning
alarm on her face. She saw Neiru
seize a strange man by the arm, at-
tempt to thrust him back through the
door, while the clamor out of doors
grew louder.

Followed in that chamber a turmoil
of wild confusion, of sickening effort
to shake off this nightmare into which
she had awakened from such wonder-
ful dreams of love and peace.

\Who can measure the length of any
nightmare?

There was struggling confusion in
which Berenice felt that she was only
dimly conscious of her own wild
efforts to aid her aunt; then, after-
ward, to free hersell. An eternity oi
nightmare! Then — “ Nefru! Bere-
nice!”

Ennana had whirled at the sound of
that voice. Tear gripped him. All
that postponed force of character and
unrequited ambition was flaming hot.

No use! His hour was past!

He knew it even as he rushed at
Alenni—a statue of Nemesis there in
the door, recognized it in his last
despairing flash of consciousness as
the thin, curved blade Menni still car-
ried pierced his side.

Calm, self-possessed. a rock of
strength for Nefru and Berenice shud-



dering at his side, Menni stood a few
minutes later looking up and down the
bank of the sacred lake.

“They have taken their precau-
tions,” he murmured.

Nefru's barge, which was generally
anchored there, had disappeared.

“TIt is well,” said Nefru. ' Let us
make our peace with the gods.”

Out of the shadows of the bank a
skiff appeared, the craft of a humble,
nocturnal fisherman.

** Here,” cried Menni in a voice that
was soft, but still vibrated with the ac-
cent of command. “We would cross
over.”

The fisherman, wondering, obeyed.

A few moments later and they were
gliding across the dark waters toward
the huge blue ghosts of the pyramids
—toward the City of the Dead.

CHAPTER XIX.
TILE FOUR WIIITE GEESE.

Tiix high priest, Baknik, had again
sought the seventh chamber of the
pyramid of Menkaura, intent on his
observations of Orion. More than any
other member of his brotherhood, he
was absorbed in the contemplation of
the stars and planets.

He was better endowed. He had
known moments of ecstasy, especially
there in the seventh chamber, when his
spirit left the weight of his body be-
hind it and soared off free to celestial
heights,

Baknik and his kind—never numer-
ous at any period of the world’s de-
velopment, though there have always
been a few of them— could study,
without other instrument than that of
the spirit, the infinitely great or the in-
finitely small — could cruise at will
through space, whether that space lay
hetween molecules or stars.

It was a cubical room, not more than
twelve feet square. sides, floor, and
roof of massive stone, not more than
one joint or seam on any one surface.

A Ilittle while before one of these

joints had opened noiselessly to admit
the priest, then closed as noiselessly
behind him.  The cube was hermeti-
cally sealed. None but an initiate
could have lived in such a place for
more than an hour or so at the most.

Baknik, exquisitely clean, as became
the members of his cult, spotless both
as to body and raiment, had already
composed himself to the temporary
death which was the only means of
setting the spirit completely free—had
taken his position on the crucifonn
stone couch which occupied the center
of the chamber.

In a physical sense, darkness and si-
lence were absolute. But a few seconds
had elapsed when the breathing of the
adept—Darely perceptible even from
the first—Dbecanme extinct.

But Baknik was conscious neither of
darkness nor of silence. It was as
though the mountain of rock about him
had dissolved into air. He was free in
the calm, luminous atmosphere of the
night, looking down upon the wide,
blue, artificial sea between Memphis
and the Necropolis.

His attention wafted upward to the
stars and the interlying gulfs of space.
But there he remained poised, some
prescience of earthly developments
drawing him back as by a silken thread.

He felt no fear, no impatience, no
surprise. There was no emotion in
him other than a sort of all-wise, all-
embracing sympathy. He was in per-
fect harmony with all that was.

Then there penetrated his conscious-
ness, much as a small, earthly sound
might penetrate the vast solitude of the
upper night, a thought of his friend
Menni. Tt was true that he had fore-
scen Menni's approaching death. THe
thought of it now without emotion.
The fact roused no more emotion with-
in him than the contemplation of any
fact. It was always Dbeautiful, the
truth.

But there was something more than
that. Alenni was not yet dead. 2Men-
ni had need of him still.

Thoungh Baknik had looked forward



to this night of contemplation and
study, there was no slightest trace of
disappointment in him as he deftly re-
entered the seventh chamber of the
pyramid,-again took possession of the
quiescent body on the cruciform couch.

Baknik stirred and sat up. ‘There
had been no lapse of consciousness. It
was merely as though he had slipped
on a heavier garment over a lighter
one. The seam that had admitted him
into the chamber again opened and he
passed on out. Six times after that he
passed through chambers which he
found hermetically closed and which
he leit hermetically closed behind him.

He came at last to the long, narrow,
periectly straight tunnel near the base
of the pyramid that led to the outer
platiorm, slowly made his way along
this, aware, by the small and twinkling
star he could see in the velvet darkness
beyond the tunuel's mouth, that dawn
was yct an hour away.

As he emerged into the outer air he
was not surprised to sec three higures
approaching from the direction oi the
lake, nor was he surprised to recognize
these as his friend Menn, and Menni's
friends, Nefru and the girl Berenice.
He lifted his hand in silent greeting.
stood awaitmg then.

There were two temples on the plat-
form of the pyramid of Menkaura, in-
stead of the four each which stood on
the platforms of the larger but less
beautiful neighbors of this one—temn-
ples to Isis and Osiris, the male and the
female aspects of the same god-prin-
ciple, of the same Unknowable One.

Berenice and her foster-mother had
gone into the temple of Tsis. Menni and
Baknik into the other.

“You have done well to come.” said
Baknik with gentle {riendship. Ile
was still more or less under the domi-
nation of his recent spiritual flight.
Nothing that Menni and the women
had told him had greatly stirred him.
These things were finite, ephemeral.
earthly, and of no great consequence.
“You have done well to come.”

“T hesitated on your account, dear

friend,” said Menni; “ but our good
Nefru insisted. Now, for iy part—
married in the heart and by the
spirit—" '

* Why. on my account.”

“I didn’'t want to bring dizaster
down on you, as I did on them. Js
there a greater curse than to make
those you love share your suficring? ™

“ Menni,” said Baknik, I have teld
vou that you are condemmed to dic,
and to such it is permitted me to speak
of things otherwise forbidden.”

“Say on!”

Menni's voice was steady.

“You speak of bringing down dis-
aster upon me; bringing sultering on
those you love. You could not bring
disaster upon me. You could not bring
suffering on those you love.  liach can
do these things for himself, but not
for others.”

* Netokris!”

" Not even Netokris.  She can cut
your body to pieces, but she can't touch
vou. She can burn my hody on the ref-
use-heap, out there at the city’s puri-
fication-plant, but she can't touch me.”

* But our mummies——the mumniies
of our ancestors!”

2\ token of respect to the departed
double.  We say, herc dwelt an 1un-
mortal thing, essence of the unknow-
able. It is holy ground. Let us pre-
serve it from contamination. But the
reality, my friend. is heyvond the power
of{ mortal revenge.”

“But if T am to die—"

" Why should you marry Derenice?
You will unite your soul to hers. A
beautiful thing—two souls just wed—
a nuptial journey into the cther.”

“You can promise these things: "

" Yea, in the name of the gods'”™

“The will of the gods be done!
When—when—"

*“ For death be ready even as though
vou knew the hour.”

They had reached the iar extremity
of the temple where a lofty statue of
Osiris reared its dim height in front
of them, and therc they stood. their
arms crossed—rvight hand clasping the



left shoulder. left hand clasping the
right shoulder—while a watchful aco-
lyte, recognizing the high priest if not
the governor of the Double Palace,
threw fresh incense into the pans of
the tripods.

It was a peculiar thing. As often
as Menni had locked upon the sculp-
tured face of the god—in the temples;
in hold relief along the cliffs which, in
places, reared their height on the bor-
ders of the Nile; in the new treasure-
house of the Double Palace—as often
as he had looked on the graven Ifea-
tures of the god he had never seen
him look quite like that.

The look was po longer blank and
indifferent. It was the expression of
one who smiles at the dawn of eternity.
Would he smile like that when the
hour his iriend had predicted drew
near. He hoped so. He resolved that
he would.

And Berenice!

The girl and her foster-mother also
must have Dheen experiencing similar
meditations. They were calm, serene,
almost joyful, as they appeared again.
The Egyptian priests always did claim
that the worship of the gods was never
so potent as when the postulant stood
in the shadow of u great misfortune.

Almost dawn!

They stood together—Bercnice and
Menni—on  the pyramid - platform
looking into each other’s eyes,

“No regret, beloved?”

*“No regret!”

Later, when once more struggling in
the net of circumstance, they were to
recall that supreme declaration just be-
fore the priests summoned hy Baknik
began to intone the wedding-chant.

The song throbbed up, slow and
solemn, while Meuni and Berenice
stoodl there clasping hands—Dbehind
her the kind-faced old Nefru, smiling
for all the tears she was trying to keep
back and couldn’t; behind him Baknik,
his head bowed forward somewhat, in
hig deep, brown eyes a look of inef-
fable sadness for all his spiritual con-
victions.

Two young priests had brought,
with great solenmity, a covered basket,
large and square, and placed it just in
front of where the bride and bride-
groom stood.

There was no interruption of the
chant as Baknik stepped forward and
stood {for a second or two, hesitant, as
though waiting.

There had heen an increasing
brightness in the air, so gradual that
the eves, accustomed to the darkness,
were suddenly surprised to find it day.

Purple, then gold! The sun-god,
Osiris, born again, had thrust his
crown above the edge of the world.

“And thus will your souls, and
mine, my children,” said Baknik,
leaning over the Dbasket, ** feel the
kiss of Osiris — east, south, west, or
north!”

As he straightened up, four white
geese lifted their heads from the bas-
ket, then, with a whir of wings, were
beating up into the air. For a while
they fluttered there—white and red,
more like angels than birds in the level
rays of the sun—then sped away into
space.

All eves had been straining to follow
the flight. Such is the blessed, childish
quality of human nature—to watch a
pretty spectacle even when the grim
and terrible is near.

T'here was a sudden hush, a sort of
whispered chorus:

" The Isis! The Isis!”

No one had seen her approach,
She had come silently as that dark
angel which Baknik himself had said
was cver lurking at her elbow.

They saw her — both at the same
time. Menni and Berenice, as they
brought their eyes down irom the sky.
She was looking at them unsmilingly.

Netokris!

CHAPTER XX

GUTESTS OF ITOXOR.

SiE had had an evil night — had
Netokris. Over in the Double Palace
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startled attendants were even then dis-
covering the body of the theretofore
all-powerful Kashta.

It seemed strange that so mighty a
man could have fallen victim to such
a tiny weapon—a mere needle of a
bodkin with a jeweled handle,

“The tooth of an asp is small like
that,” one of the men whispered.

It was a veiled reference to the lIsis,
wearer of the Diadem of the Serpent.
That was all.

Netokris might have been able to
conciliate her icelings to Kashta's
methods if he had not blundered; but
when one frightened guard after an-
other straggled back to the palace with
news of what had happened in Nelru's
house, Netokris was torn with such
shame and rage as even she had never
known before.

It was all the more deadly in that
she was denied expression of it. She
had no tears. No curses were ade-
quate.  She had used up all that she
had ever known on far lesser occa-
sions than this.

Kashta, enough oi a magician to
know that this was a peril he could
only exorcise by confronting it. sought
out the queen—the queen whom he
himself had created. Ile looked at
her, and as he looked all strength went
out of him.

So subtle and strange is death,
despite man’s long familiarvity with it,
that even magicians are often unable
to recognize it until it stands there
close at hand.

Once more Kashta attempted to say
the thing that he had said the other
day:

“Oh,
kill—"

His tongue clicked even as he said

110, ¥ou woun't; vou swon't

it. Ile knew that he was saving that.

which was not true, even as the words
came back to him.

A wild, fierce joy had come into the
greenish eves of Netokris. THere was
the way that she could express at last
all that was burning in her mind and
heart.
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She had always carried that tinw
weapon for herseli—death, painless,
instantaneous, whenever she might
wish it.

She laughed as she thrust the dag-
ger into Kashta's breast.

A bad night!

No more news to be had from the
guards who had returned. They had
heen whipped to ribbons already. Yet,
not another word to be had. "The mes-
sengers she had sent 1o Nefru's house
had come back with nothing more than
what she had already learned.

Ennana dead, a score of others dead
or dying. Those kindly-treated slaves
of Nefru's had evidently been able to
keep alive within them. along with
those other qualities that kindness and
good food nourished, a spirit of fight-
ing independence.

But, even so, she could see the hand
of Meunt.  Ah, gods of darkness,
spirits of the infernal regions, what a
man!

And he scorned her!

She was glad that she had killed
Kashta. She was glad that the blun-
dering fool Linnana was gone. She
would see that neither hody was given
burial.

There was a small apartment not
far from the open room where Netok-
ris usually slept, into which no one
had ever penetrated except she herself,
Kashta, and a certain black attendant
—an acolyte of black magic whom
Kashta had brought from Ethiopia.
Into this room the queen had gone.

Her soul was sick with murder—she
could have murdered every human
being in the palace and still have found
no relief other than that which she had
already experienced in slaying Kashta.

But the murder of Kashta had sug-
gested an even greater crime.  Kashta
was the hierarch of the oldest religion
in the world. His temple was the
room into which none but he and his
attendant and Netokris ever went.

A small room. but lofty, lighted by
a green bronze lamp suspended from
the ceiling. cerily draped with long



green curtains, LEven now Netokris
ielt a dilation of her heart as she en-
tered, for here was kept the only thing
in the world which had ever commmand-
ed from her a {eeling akin to rever-
ence. Her eyes rested upon it, while
that light of savage joy rekindled in
them,

She was looking at a small serpent,
not more than two feet in length,
which, at her entrance, had reared up
its body and begun to sway.

For an interval she looked at it, her
eyes no less steady, hypnotic, and
deadly than those of the serpent itself.

' Speak !’

She hissed the word mockingly.

“Listen. I have just slain Kashta.
You spoke to him, gave him yvour wis-
dom. Now speak to me, or I shall
slay you as well!”

She was deriving a feeling almost of
peace from her own words. She was
detying this ancient serpent which
Kashta, and even she herself, as well
as the black magicians throughout the
world, had worshiped.

The serpent had spread its
was again swaying slightly.

Netokris spat at it.  There was no
response.

For a while she contemplated this
-astounding fact, then, from its place
behind the curtains, took out an ebony
bar which Kashta had used in his
magic ceremonies. It was with this—-
an implement no less sacred than the
serpent itself had been—that she beat
the reptile to death.

Reireshed, exhilarated—uwith an ex-
hilaration, however, which she herselt
recognized as, artificial, as that which
is created by the use of potent but
deadly drugs—Netokris went through
the palace and summoned her people to
carry her to the pyramid of Menkaura,
It was there that Metemsa was en-
tombed.

Her only thought just then, perhaps,
was that this was the only place left to
her for further sacrilege, should she
Le in the mood for it.

But, as the royal barge swam across

hood,

the waters of the silent, spirit-haunted
lake, a iceling of sullen melancholy re-
placed the recent storm. Like many ot
her kind, she possessed at times a sort
ol clairvoyance, and she became in-
creasingly certain that in this present
excursion of hers she was guided by
the hand of fate.

Was that hand itself to be guided
henceforth by the spirit of the mur-
dered Kashta, by the still more potent
spirit of the sacred serpent she had
killed ?

As if in answer to the questioning
of her own heart there came to her
from the direction of the pyramids 2
solemn chant.

At first she didn’t notice it particu-
larly. There were often nocturnal
services over there, especially when
death was stalking «broad, as he usual-
ly was.

T'hen, all of a sudden, she was lis-
teming with a thumping heart, with
open lips, irregular hreathing.

The priests were chanting a wed-
ding-hymn.

A wedding-hymn!

She thought of Menni, of the girl
Berenice. They had fled together.

Thus far her reasoning took her,
then she denied its right to lead her
farther. As in a daze—awful, though
self-imposed—she dismissed her litter-
bearers at a distance from the pyra-
mids, then proceeded toward her des-
tination alone and on foot. _

The night was purple—purple with
the approach of dawn. Would the
purple of her own heart, she won-
dered, ever know the fresh, sweet gold
and scarlet of another sort of dawn?

She had rounded the pyramid and
passed behind the temple of Osiris, had
walked silently up to where a row of
shaven priests were chanting the dawn
of a new day for these two spirits just
united in marriage eternal, and the
dawn of this other day upon which
the reborn Osiris was casting his first
level rays.

Up into the radiant air, like deliv-
ered souls, the white geese fluttered.



Then her—the people
there.

As Menni and Berenice moved to
prostrate themselves beiore her, as all
the others there had already done, ex-
cept the tear-blinded old Nefru, who
was seeing nought but her children,
and Baknik, engaged in his holy office.
Netokris raised her hand.

She was still unsmiling. But a feel-
ing of joy and pain so intensc as to
almost suffocate her was swirling
through heart and brain.

There was joy in this fierce torture
she herseli was undergoing. joy i
communicating such torture to others.

“Nay, my doves,” she said as softly
as she could. * Nay, do not prostrate
‘yourselves. I come as vour protect-
ress, Isis, but [sis who loves you well.”

She paused.

“Conte, be my guests of honor at
the Double Palace.”

they saw

CHAPTER

NETOKRIS GETS A WARNING.
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Mrwxr, at least, had taken the ¢ueen
at her word. He stood very straight,
looked at her with level eves ior 2
second or two.

“The Isis will permit me.” he said.
Then. turning to Bakuik, who. after
his first low Dbow, had also remained
erect: “ You will care for our mother.”

He indicated the kneeling Nefru.

She was still kneeling there as they
went away.

Silence hung over the royal barge as
it recrossed the lagoon toward the
Double Palace. It needed but the
wailing of mourners to have made it a
funeral-boat.

For, between Berenice and Menni—
Berenice on her left hand and Menni

on her right—sat Netokris, bright--

eyed but absorbed. It was as though
the bridal pair were on opposite sides
of a granite wall-—a wall without a
door.

What were the meditations of the
queen?  Who could tellz  Who can

ever tell what the broodings of a
woman are when she has everything on
carth but the one thing she most de-
sires, the thing that she knows will be

.denied to lier forever?

No reference to the eveuts of the
preceding night, neither while the royal
barge was crossing the lake nor after-
ward.

It all happened as in a drcam, not
for Menni only, but probably {for the
two women most concerned as well.
The grcat catastrophe, the crushing
blow, is always anodyne.

Menni recalled with a smile a certain
princely friend of his. This frieud
had just been ruined—estates confis-
cated, family sequestered, he himself
ordered as a common soldier into a
legion departing for a f{oreign cam-
paign—all as a result of a quarrel with
the Pharaoh.

This man had met Menni, smiled
upon him, called attention to two play-
ful butterflies circling in the clear air
overhead. Tive minutes later he had
poisoned himself.

Menni recalled the incident as the
barge drew up at the landing-stage of
the Double Palace. Like that former
iriend of his, he was submerged in in-
evitable, unspeakable tragedy, but he
noticed that onc of the Nubian litter-
bearers had a Dbroken sandal-string.
He smiled as he thought how the litter-
bearer must have regarded that broken
string as a tragedy.

Men are always regarding things
like that as tragic until real tragedy
envelops them.

It was in keeping with the quality
of the day that there should befall a
certain  other mghtmarish incident
which must here be recorded before
proceeding to the narrative of ultimate
happenings whicli now loom big and
dark on the horizon.

They were taking breakfast together
—the last breakfast, or meal of any
kind, they should cver take together on
earth, so far as the appearance of
things was concerned.

Berenice, Menni, Netokris!
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It was in one of the lesser chammbers
of the palace—large and magnificent
though it was; a room, like so many
of the others i the Pharaoh palace,
with walls on three sides only, a row
of lotus-capitaled. columns on the
other,

An ideal plan for the hot, clear days
and nights of Egypt; a man-made
grotto, cool and shadowy, looking out
upon the limitless prospect of deep
blue sky, of dark-green foliage and
splashing {ountains, of other painted
walls and pillars further on; an occa-
sional flash of color as tame birds of
gorgeots plumage fluttered about; a
group of gardeners passing by—slaves,
white, brown, black, naked save for
their loin-cloths of striped, coarse
linen,

There were three low tables, not
much more than ankle-high; cushions
on the richly carpeted floor instead of
chairs—this being less formal and
more intimate, The queen in the cen-
ter, her two guests seated to the left
and the right of her.

There had, as yet, been not a single
opportunity for conversation. Even
while the Isis was in her own private
apartments, a small army of slave-
girls had surrounded Menni and his
bride, had kept them apart while
anointing them with perfumes and
decorating them with lotus-buds.

Neither the queen nor Menni nor
Berenice ware much else than the neck-
lace of such Hlowers and their all but
transparent skirts of fine linen.

The queen, as hard and radiant—
and as silent—as a jewel, smiled upon
them. Berenice also smiled, but she
was too wonder-struck for happiness;
was just beginning to grasp the som-
brous portent of all that was going on.

At first she had put it down to the
fact that she had married an illustrious
man; but intuition had not been slow
in hinting at the dread possibilities
which filled the mind of her new lord
and master. For, though Menni smiled
as well, it was none the less the smile
of that iriend of his who, in the
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shadow of death, had called attention
to the butterflies,

A smile, so far as he was concerned,
was called forth no more by the re
quirements of politeness than the look
of outraged surprise he had seen on
the faces of the guilty princes Seti,
Saites, Asis, Tentares—regicides, suit-
ors for the hand of the queen—whom
they had passed in the outer courtyard
of the palace.

Four old harpists, shaven like
priests, had taken their position in a
corner of the room, had struck up a
lilting refrain.

Slave-girls, painted and perfuined,
brought food and drink—fruit, syrups,
meats, and biscuits, both cold and hot;
wines and beers, water from the Nile
made clear and sweet by having been
strained through almond-paste.

Then, while yet they had scarcely
touched their viands, while the harp-
ists were still engaged on their first
lilting theme, that nightmarish incident
—not nightmarish then, nor inexplica-
ble, as it was later—only solemn and
Impressive.

Quite suddenly, coming up the steps
from the garden, appeared Baknik, the
high priest. By right of his high office,
as well as of his princely house, he was
free to come and go in the palace at
will.  But that he should thus come un-
hidden into the presence of the queen-
goddess at a moment like this—that was
unheard of.

The moment that Menni had recog-
nized his {riend he had glanced at the
queen, saw a look flash across her glit-
tering eves that he had never seen there
before. She had been taken by surprise.
He would have sworn, even, that there
ivas an element of fright in the look.

As for Baknik, he had never ap-

peared more composed, nobler,

“T come not to eat, but to deliver a
message to you, O Netokris,” he said
softly—‘“ a message in the presence of
these two.”

Netokris looked at him as she might
have looked at a magical handwriting
on the wall.
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“What i< your message, O Baknik? ”

“This O gueen—that whatever you
do to these children ol ours you do in
the shadow ol vour own death.”

From Derenice, a little gasp;: from
Menni and the queen a monient or two
of breathless silence.  There was irony
in the advice of the almahs who had
just appeared with their prologue:

Make a good day;
Your tomb 15 gray—

Then the queen spoke: ““ All that we
gver do 15 in the shadow of death, O
Baknik.”

“Not only your death T announce,
but the end of the dynasty, O Isis.”

The incredible words were as softly
spoken as though they had nierely fore-
told a minor campaign against the re-
bellious tribes of the desert.

Netokris affected a laugh.

“It isn't good form to promenade a
mummy at breakiast,” she said. “In
our set that 1s usually reserved for more
formal occasions—dinners and ban-
quets ol state. But since you have said
this much, be so kind. good Baknik, as
to tell e who will be miy suceessor.”
~There were many thoughts revolving
in the mind of the queen just then, no
doubt—the annihilation of the detested
princes who had swarmed the palace
ever since the murder of Metemsa, the
death of not only Menni and Berenice,
but of Baknik himself.

None could speak to her as he had
spoken and continue to live. But the
very next words of Baknik were the
most astounding of all.

“Tt s I, Bakuik, who shall succeed
you.”

The harpists thrummed on their
harps.  The row of almahs swayed like
young rushes in the breeze and sang as
softly as the breeze itself.
of gorgeous plumage and the fountains
addeu their notes of light and life and
color to the courtvard heyond the
painted pillars, but neither Netokris
nor Menni noticed any of these things.

“It 15 1. Baknik, who shall succeed
you.” '

4 S

The birds -

This, and then the priest had turned
his dark eyes on the two whom he had

. so recently made one,

" Whatever happens don't be afraid,"”
he said. “ Life 13 not all of life, nor
1s death all of death.”

They were the last words that they
ever lieard him speak. \While they were
still under the influence of his amazing
appearance there. and of the still more
amazing things that he had said, Bak-
nik was leaving by the way he had come.

To the slave-gir] attendant who was
at her side at that moment the (ueen
gave the languid order:

“ Our great friend Baknik is not to
leave the palace. \Warn the guard.”

CHAPTER

A WARD OF TTI)E ISIS.

XXIIL

Nortuixc had changed, so far as out-
ward appearances were concerned. But
when were outward appearances ever
ot more than  secondary immportance
where human hearts were concerned!

The deep, clear-shadowed portico
with its painted columns and high fres-
coes, the bald old harpers in the corner
strumming on their curved, ornate in-
struments, the double file of maidens
who sang and danced while other girls
came and went with the scarcely
touchied viands; outside the slumber-
ous, ‘almost deserted garden with the
intensely blue sky above; a splotch of
empty sunshine there where Baknik
had Deen standing but a few seconds
before.

ITe had come and gone, and that was
the only visible change.

But had a crumbling earthquake fall-
en upon the earth it could scarcely have
made a greater difference to the three
whao pretended to be at breakfast.

To the girl Berenice. already more or
less overwhelmed by the stupendous
events of the last few hours, Baknik’s
dadvent and the things he had said were
of the nature of an earthquake sure
enough, one that had shaken her world
to pieces. A little while ago she had
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been moving in a golden dream—just
married to the man she loved, guest of
* her who lived in the Double I’alace.”
one whom she had never even dared in
all her young life to so much as men-
tion by name; and from this drecam she
had been plunged into lurid, unspeaka-
ble nightmare.

Her eyes went darker.
were open. She was Dreathless,
looked across at Menni.

Menni looked back at her with a tense
smile of high excitement masterfully
controlled. His own grayv eyes were
gleaming.

Then Dboth of them looked at the
queen. Netokris returned the look with
indolent poise, but they both noticed
that her hand trembled slightly as she
dipped her fingers into the scented
water. Suddenly she shrugged her
shoulders and smiled.

“ Poor fellow!” she exclaimed soft-
Iv. “I fear that he has heen com-
niuning overmuch with the gods.”

“ There is no truth, of course. O Isix,
in the things which he said.”

Menni’s voice was so softly pitched
that Berenice herseli could scarcely
hear what he said. DBut she felt in-
stinctively that some dreadful peril
hung over them Dboth. that he was ma-
king some bold play for their seli-
preservation. She had become the
merc spectator, as Menni and the Isis
looked into each otlier’s eyes—each
knowing much that lay in the other’s
thought.

“\Who knows better than my gov-
ernor? " she answered him. “ I have
heard it said that you also can look into
the secrets of the gods. at times.”

“Yes, at times.”

“Now?"”

“ Fven now, to some extent, O Isis.”

Tlie queen was looking at him fixed-
ly, smiling slightly, perfectly aware—
he knew—of the gamie he played.

*“ And what is it my governor sees” "

“'The Isis in beautiful form—great
and generous, of life everlasting; and
in her presence, dazzled by her reful-
gence. two of her unworthy subjects

THer lips
She

THE ALL-STORY MAGAZINE.

upon whom she will never cease t
shine! ™ ,

“Truly spoken,” answered Netokn
without change of expression. * Evx
now it was in my mind to keep yo
both near to me.”

Menni's expression had changed, bu
he had gone too far to back down. H
glanced at Berenice—unable to keepth
longing and the tenderness out of i
even had he wished—then back at the

queen.
“Together?”
The question was involuniary—

voiced the fear uppermost in his mind

“ Soon, my inmpatient bridegroom,
Netokris answered. T fear that yo
can’t be spared for a few days yet fron
the great work that demands your time
and attention just now. In the mem
time, rest assured that your Berenice
will remain the ward of the Isis.”

There was an undertone in the softly
spoken words that made Menni's blood
run cold. lle would have spoken—
checked himscli as he felt some sort of
a blasphemous protest springing to his
lips.

It wasn't his fanlt if he lorgot that
this was a goddess in whose presence
he was.  Such an attitude toward hef
had never been instinctive with him,
anyway.

Now, the feeling of reverence which
should have been his had disappeared
almost completely. Despite his voli-
tion to think otherwise, his heart was
clamoring the truth that he was in the
presence of a wicked and revengiul
woman.

He wasn't prepared for the thing
which followed. No man 1s ever pre-
pared for somc of the things that a
woman may do.

Netokris had turned to Berenice,
had smiled upon her.
“Come.” she whispered softly—

“come sit at the side of your lord
Don’t be so shy. There is none to no-
tice save the slaves, who are as animals,
and I, the Isis.”

Berenice flushed at the reference to
the slaves, Her own period of hond-
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age, swect as it had been. was still too
recent and real to make the remark of
Netokris anything else than a veiled
dnsult.  Flushing, she hesitated. But
she had received an order.

With all the gentle Yimidity of her
virgin heart she rose jrom where she
sat. went over to a place between Menni
and the queen.

“Put yeur arm about her, my lord-
governor,” said Nctokris.

Menni obeyed.

His heart was pounding. but his chin
was high.  As the delicate form of
Bercnice wilted against him, as there
rose to his face the delicate, natural
odor of her glorious hair, he felt as
though he could have defied every god
and goddess in thie universe.

His arm encircled her, strong and
unflinching.  Anunon only knows what
the fcel of it must have been to the
shrinking. bashful, irightened girl.

“Kiss her,” hissed the queen with an
odd mingling of agony and exultation
in her savage face.

Berenice's body was sbaken with a
slight tremor.  Menni noticed it—that
and how she shrunk vet a little closer
to him.

“Yea, and ‘gladly.” he said stoutly.

“ Niss her,” Netokris repeated, " then
go and leave us, Fear not. She is the
ward of Tsis!” '

CHAPTER XXIII.
“WIILN OSIRIS MOVES,

PREPARATIONS were going ahead
rapidly for the great banquet which
Netokris herself had announced to
Menni that day she had given him the
famous sapphire known as the “ Tear
of God Ra.” MNlenni himself was in
charge of the principal feature of the
preparations—the final decoration of
the great. underground treasure-palace
imagined and begun by the murdered
Metemsa. It was here, as the queen
suggested, that the banquet was to be
held.

But this was only one detail of the

several which seemed destined to make
this occasion one of the most notable
in the history of the Double Kingdom.

It was to be more than a mere cele-
bration of the queen’s ascension to tle
Double Throne, for it was pretty gei-
crally understood that on this day she
would select some one to share the
throne with her. The possibilities of
the situation were of a kind to bring
cvery educated man and woman in the
empire to an agony of suspense. Not
since old King Menes was killed by a
hippopotamus had the land of Egypt
laced such a crisis,

First, that palace conspiracy which
had resulted in the death of Metemsa;
the accession of the queen under the
powerful domination of Kashta; the
tragic death of Kashta; the widespread
feeling in the air that the rich and pow-
erful priests would not long delay in
putting forth a.candidate of their own
for the throne.

Even the hod-carriers knew it—un-
less Netokris selected a man of power,
and soon, her dynasty was doomed.

Who would it be?

Feverish expectancy among the cour-
tiers, jealousies, watchful suspicion day
and night, more than one of them con-
scious of the ever-present angel of sud-
den death. yet cach afraid to flee, secret-
Iy hopeful that e was to he the elect
of the queen, that it was the others who
should feel the touch of the skeleton-
hand. .

For that the first act of the new con-
sort of the Isis ol the Double Throne
would be the riddance of his cocon-
spirators was as good as certain.

When Osiris moves!

That was to be the fateful hour when
the queen would announce lier decision.
It had been many a year since such a
phenomenon had been resorted to—
when some mighty statue of the god
had raised a granite arm or howed his
granite head as a signal that some long-
awaited hour had come in the destiny
of the nation. But the tradition of
such things was still strong in the heart
of the people of every class.



There were scoffers. to be sure—
atheists who claimed that such a thing

could not occur except by the trickery..

ol the priests. There were such athe-
ists among the princes themselves; but
that did not relieve the approaching de-
cision from many of it tremendous
possibilities,

Osiris  qwould move—whether by
trickery or through the potent inter-
position of the god himseli—cvery one
was sure of that.

And even the most carcless and in-
different could see that of late some
decp. change had come over the spirit
of the queen. 1t had been marked.
especially since that night she had or-
dered 1the arrest of her governor.
Menni. It was almost as though she
bad taken to heart the reported mar-
riage of Mconi to that yellow-haired
slave of old Nefru. the girl Berenice.

And yet it couldn’t be this. There
was Menni back in the palice at his old
tasks, apparently higher in favor than
ever. And even il he had married
Berenice, that could have been a matter
of small import to Netokris. There was
not a marriage in heaven or on earth
that she couldn’t dissolve by the merest
smile and a word.  Yes, Menni was still
a man to be reckoned with.  ITis name
also, most likely, would be found on the
list “ when Osiris moved.”

As a matter of fact. there was a deep-
er motive for that change which had
certainly appeared in the character of
the queen.

There were even aoments when she
wished that she had the old Kashta
again there to give her advice—that she
had not slain the sacred serpent. Fear,
an entirely new sensation. so far as
Netokris was concerned—and, at hirst,
not an entirely unpleasant one—had
crept, like the spirit-double of the snake
itsell, into her heart. She had de-
stroved her old gods. The new were
strangers to her—though she herself
was reckoned as one of them and the
greatest. She was confronted by things
that she couldn’t understand, and yet
she could turn to no one but herself.

There was that odd. astounding. sac-
rilegious prophecy which Baknik had
delivered. But even that did not dis
quiet her spirit so much as the appar
entlv simple thing that followed.

She had warned the palace-guard to
prevent Baknik from leaving. Not only
was the order instantly carried out, s
far as human powers were concerned
gates and walls both watched, every
one who came and went closely scruti-
nized, the palace itseli painstakingly
scarched—but his house and the pyra-
mid ol Menkaura had also heen sub
jected to unremitting surveillance.

Baknik had not been found. Baknik
had disappeared.

Fear, delightful at times, grisly a
others. was seldom absent from the
queen's thought now. It wasn't fear
of death. [t was fear ol the thing
she couldn’t understand.

There was that affair of Baknik
Equally incomprehensible was the affair
of the girl Berenice.

Even while Baknik had been speak-
ing on that morning that she had
brought Berenice and Nenni to the
palace. she had conceived the—to her
—infinitely pleasing project of having
Berenice whipped to deatl.  She hadnt
doue so. Up to the present she had’
been unable to do more than keep the
girl aloof—a prisoner, but not other-
wise mistreated—along with the other
women of the palace.

And that edict which she herself had
issued— when Osiris moved.”

At first it had been but a mocking
allusion to the great statue of Osiris
in the underground treasure-palace—
the statue so arranged that it would
swing out and permit the waters of the
Nile to rush tn and submerge the place,
thus drowning every one who remained
there. The plan was still in her thought,
but she was gradually aware that even
this had passed Deyond her volition.

[t was as though the god Horus—
lie who clipped eternity into pieces and
thus invented time-—as though Horus
himseli had selected this hour for the
ending of evervthing that was,
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It was under the domination of this
deepening mood of fear, of vearning,
of baffled will, that Netokris once more
sent for the governor of her palace,

CHAPTER XXIV.

NETOKRIS PROPOSES A BARGATIN.

“You look pale,” she said softly—
*pale and gloomy. That isn't the way
that a loyal Deliever and faithful sub-
Ject should come into the presence of
his immortal queen. Say so and I'll
call the musicians and the jugglers,
give you some good old wine.”

She was laughing at him. though
Menni could see that her mood was no
gayer than his own. He had prostrated
himself, but at a motion of the queen’s
hand had risen again to his feet.
During the past week, with scarcely a
word of any kind concerning the fate
of Berenice, he had been unable to sleep,
and his face showed it.

Netokris half sat, half reclined on a
sort of high throne or couch covered
with a lion skin.  :\s usual she was hut
scantily clad. had been at particular
pains with her toilet—toes. fingers, lips
all stained the same bright pink, her
eyes darkened and elongated beyond the
line of her straight fine brows. Iler
short, thick, heavy blue-black hair was
cunningly coifed with bands of fincly
woven gold from which, over her left
ear, there hung a cluster of blue-lotus
buds. Lven at that distance the air
was permeated with the delicate, dis-
quieting perfume she used.

Menni looked at her in silence, hut
his gray eyes rendered the use of words
unnecessary. ‘They told the queen
evervthing.

“Poor Menni! Come. sit beside me.
You appear so tired—tired with watch-
ing and waiting. Come. zit here beside
me, Your Berenice won't mind.”

“Tt 15 true, then—"

“That she lives and is perfectly
happy. What greater proot could you
have of my—of my—" _

She completed the phrase by running
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lier painted finger-tips through his hair
as she reached out and encircled his
licad with a sinuous arm.

Still Menni didn’t dare to trust him-.
sclf to speech. Berenice safe—that was
the big fact—but the arm closed tighter
about his head like the coil of a serpent.

* I have shown myself magnanimous
on your account,”” Netokris went on.
“Can’t you show yourself magnani-

mous on mine? ”’

“How??”

“How! By thrilling a little at my
touch. Not a prince of Egypt hut
would give his eyes for this.”

“But I—I am grateful,” Menni
managed to articulate.

“Grateful.” Netokris sneered with
mocking cruelty—* it isn't gratitude I
want.”

Another convulsive contraction of
her arm about his head. Tt was too
hard for him to speak. He gave up
the effort.

“Is it so hard,” she asked, “to love
me just a little> Listen! When we
were together over there that first night
in the pyramid I swore to myself that
T would never mention it again. I am
Netokris—Isis—she who holds the two
kingdoms together. But”—her voice
sank Jow—"Dbut [ am a woman. J am
young. I am heautiful. Why can’t
vou love me, just a little bit?”

“ T do, when you're kind. I am loyal,
faithful—"

““Oh, not that. T am sick of loyalty,
sick of faithfulness. I despise them.
Be a traitor, a thief, an idolator, if you
will.  But love mie, thrill to my touch!”

“T would, but—"" _

“ Not but—not would! Aren't you
aman? Don’t you know what I offer
you? Do you attach more importance
to the words of that fish-blooded Bak-
nik than you do to mine? ”’

“It is not his words or vours, O
Netokris.  You ask that which is im-
possible.” '

“How, impossible> I'm a woman.
You're a man. TForget everything ex-
cept that—as the gods do when they
make us.”



“Teamnot!”

“ Cannot! "™

Her stormy nature, like the wind at
the center of a hurricane. was whirling
from north to south. from a passion of
love and self-sacrilice to a passion of
hate.  Almost without interval the hand
that had been caressing him dug its
nails into his face.

The movemeat roused him to action.
In a moment he had scized both of her
wrists, was holding them tight, had
straightened up, was staring at her with
unflinching eyes.

“Let go of me.” she panted, strug-
gling. “ Let go ol me, or. by the gods
F'll have you torn to picees, and that
slave-wench of yours as well!™

Even as the words poured from her
lips she remembered the order she had
given that no one shoull approach
under pain of death the place where
they were.  She would hardly have
called out. even 1i there had been some
one there to hear her. FHer eves had
narrowed. IHer face had gone white.

“T1 kill you both—dogs. jackals!™

“Oh, no, you won't.” said Menni,
unconsciously quoting the words of the
only other man who had ever dared
defy her.

ITis grip had tightened. Ile
hrought Netokris to impotence.

[le barely whispered the words:
“What if [ should kill vou. Netokris!™

“ Woman-fighter!

She spat the epithet at him. looking
more like a beaulitul, enraged serpent
than ever.

He merciy smiled. as his eyes took
on a fresh glint of hard brightness.

“ There is nothing to keep me irom
doing so,” he went on. “ T have noth-
ing to lose. T know that my hour is
almost mnear. T know that Derenice
will die. Life and love are already on
the altar. All that is-leit 1= my hatred
of you”

He had been so engrossed in ihe
spectacle summoned up by things he
had spoken that he was unprepared for
the next change that swept over the
woman in front of him.

had

A gust o tears!

Netokrig, who united the two coun
tries, Queen of the Diadem of the Vul
ture and the Snake of abiding splendor,

‘the golden Horus in woman's form

soul of the gods—weeping, her slende
wrists jmprisoned in his brawny fists!

A moment and Menni had slipped to
the f{loor. was kneeling with Dowed
head.

* Call your guard,” he said.

A long interval of silence, then
Netokris whispered : * You could have
slain me.”

“ Not when you wept.” he answered,
looking up, but still on one knee.

He knew that the interview was no
ended. ITe {elt safer there in that post
tion—saler with Netokris as a goddess:
than with Netokris as a woman.

The queen, her mood somewhat
calmed by that last. tumultuons out-
hurst—the first time in her life, so far
as she could remember, that she had
ever shed any tears at all—was evi-
dently thinking hard. ,

“You could have killed me, but you
didn’t,” she resumed, almost placidly,
after an interval. “ I could have vou
and the girl killed now, but T won't
After all, death is such a puny. insig-

nificant thing! T have killed. [t :iever
brought me more than momentary

satisfaction.”

Again siie took thought. while Menni
waited.

“Listen! Tt may all be just as that
priest of vours has said, that death,
even now, is waiting on all of us. But
I know more than that. T know that
you and I are the arbiters—you and 1,
even though you have refused until now
to share the opportunity 1 offer vou.
There iz sull time.

* My palace is filled with those who
want me to place them in Metemsa's
place—who suffocate me with their
flattery. take away my appetite with
their lovesick looks. TI'll murder them
all—I'll murder them all, and you and
mvseli and Perenice—do you hear?”

“T hear.”

“ You know that [ speak the truth?”
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“I know you speak the truth.”

*“The night of the Tear-Drop of Isis
draws near. Already I have dissolved
that wedding of yours. Whether the
priest= want it or not, I am Isis, and
that maiden of vours will feed her
young hody to the crocodiles of Father
Nile.  You know—warm night, plenty
of music, every one drunk—every one,
that is. except that white-faced girl who
stands on the bank waiting for the
-water to touch her feet—"

“T kuow.”

“All this—and  your death and
mine. On the other hand, you and I
ruling generous Egypt for many a fat
year to come. Lven these sleek princes
of ours at work to increase our do-
minions : that pale girl forgiven, forgot-
-ten and happy!

“What do we care for prophecies!

“I tell you that we are the arbiters.
Not we. but yvou alone. Decide!”

“When?”

“Show me the ring.”

Menni held out his hand. On the
finger where Netokris had placed it
there still gleamed the fathomless blue
of the great sapphire—the one tear
shed by the God Ra when sin first ap-
-peared on earth.

“We hold our hanquet on that night
‘—the night of the Tear-Drop of Isis,”
said Netokris. * If, at that banquet,
you give me back this pledge.”

CHAPTLER XXV,
MENNI WRITES A MESSAGE.

THERE comes a time in ithe life of
every man when he has to decide a
thing for himsclf—when he is con-
fronted by a problem not stated in any
text-book. the answer to which can't
be given him by any friend. however
wise and true. Take a man who is un-
happily married, for example. Or,
take a man in Menni's case.

Never had he felt so solitary, yet
never so much in need of counsel and
support, as when he crossed the gar-
den, after that momentous interview,
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toward the temple of Ptah under which
lay the new treasure-palace.

Ie felt that he was stared at by the
guards, the courtiers, even the slaves,
as he walked along.

He had always been more. or less
the man of mystery, as every man is
who has achieved high place in early
youth. At first, inmediately after the
night that Ennana had gone forth to
seck him, there had been a slight fall-
ing off of his authority, But he had
it back again now, stronger than evcr.

Not only was he evidently very close
to his sovereign. More than that, even,
was the feeling he cast about hiny that
here was a man who walked and talked
on equal terms with the gods of life
and death.

Ennana had gone out against him
with the tremendous weapon of a war-
rant from the Pharaoh. It was En-
nana who died.

Now, had Menni been the Pharaoli
himseli—as, indeed. some day soon he
might be, if there was anything in
palace-gossip—he could not have leen
hedged about by more respect.

This very aloofness of those with
whom he might have talked in former
times increased 2enni’s feeling of
solitude.

No one to give him advice; no
maxinm—even in the writings of the
godlike Hermes—-to enlighten him.

e, passed on down the long corri-
dors and lamp-lighted steps to the un-
derground treasure-palace. Even the
gilders and painters had completed
their work. The vast hall was aglim-
mer with light and color as a hundred
other artificers mounted and tested
copper flambeaus and swinging lamps.
" Against each wall, more striking
than ever in their chaste nudity con-
trasted with the richly decorated back-
ground, stood the mammoth statues of
Isis and Osiris. One of them could
move—would move, unless Menni did
as the queen wished him to—and let
the torrent of the Nile rush in.

\Vholesale death if he clung to Bere-
nice! And this the instrument of it.



No wonder the place made him ieel
sick,

He waved away the overseers who
had hastened forward at sight of him,
and once more made his way up to the
open air, resolved to make one niore
effort to {ind Berenice and escape with
her.

Lver since he had come to live in
the palace he had insisted on the ut-
most simplicity, in spite of his high
station. He had nothing in him of
the sybarite.

Apart from the slaves usually at-
tached to his person, he had only one
servant to whom be had ever accorded
the familiarity of his full confidence—-
an old man he had owned since boyv-
hood. a Macedonion named Naktmout.
Perhaps it wouldn't be such a bad idea
to seek even Naktmout's advice. 'The
man was old. And he was cuough of
an imbecile—so Menni told himself—-
to be oracular. _

Thought of him gave something of
an impulse to the governor’s thought-
heavy heels. FHe reached his apart-
ments in the southwestern corner of
the Double Palace—a series of rooms
opening on a small courtyard sacred
to himself—searched them through,
called. b

Naktmout was not there.

AMenni made inquiries.  All that he
could learn was that the old slave had
been summoned awav an hour or so
before by a messenger from the Pha-
raoh and had not appeared again. The
thing increased his anger. It was so
petty—to increase his isolation by rob-
bing him of an old and faithful slave.

TFor a while Le walked about the
courtyard wrapped in sullen brooding.
He thought of what Baknik had
prophesied—that he and DBerenice
would hoth mect their end in the wa-
ters of the Nile, that Netokris herself
was soon to die; recalled what Netokris
had said about certain men being
arbiters of their destinies despite all
prophecies, despite even the edicts of
fate.

This train of thaught once more set

the blood to tingling through his veins,
That very morning he had used force
upon Netokris.  He still lived.

One more try!

He went into his apartments and
took irom its place among the other
insignia of his rank a short and heavy
scourge—an ornate cat-o’-nine-tails,
emblem of the royval power vested in
him.  Several times there had come to
him the fantastic drcam of a palace-
revolution. It had all seemed very re-
mote.  Now he was going to {ry to
carry it out.

In the long and stablelike barracks
that occupied one entire side of the
palace enclosure, there was a company
of Macedonians—captives, for they
had been taken in battle; yet not pre-
cisely slaves, tor they had been put on
the same footing as the other merce-
naries. The captain of this company
was  limself a  Macedonian—taller
than most Iigvptians. lean, blue-eyed,
light-haired.

[t was the heat of the day. and most
of those officers and nen who were not
on duty were asleep. But it was dif-
ferent with the Macedonian company,
the majority of whom were busy, un-
der a striped awning mounted in front
of their quarters, either at games or in
polishing and sharpening their simple
weapons.

There was swift silence. not so much
of consternation as of friendly ad-
miration, when the governor appeared.
The Macedonians clung with pride to
the tradition that the governor himself
was ol their stock.

" Your captain.
Menni softly.

A dozen men had sprung up to do
his bidding. and in a moment Kalthos
himsel{ appeared. his peculiarly shaped
bronze helmet in place and his striped
loin-cloth as orderly as though he had
been expecting the distinguished vis-
itor. Nor did he show any surprise ot
nervousness in his grave and respect-
ful salute. Ie was cvery inch the
soldier, was Kalthos—perhaps himself
a progenitor of the Ptolemies.

Kalthos? 7 asked



* Kalthos, I have things ol impor-
tance to say to you.”

“1t my lord will accept a soldier's
hospitality.”

The caplain of the Macedonian conm-
pany had at his disposal a small. white
roor, monastic in its simplicity and
cleanliness.  _\ steol, a wooden couch.
a table on which were various pieces
of papyrus, brushes. and paints.

“You write? " cried Mennt in sur-
prise.

“But a few simple signs. as yet.”
the soldier answered modestly.

“Continue,” said Menni, with an ac-
cent of enthusiasm. then fell to musing.
“T also write somewhat,” he went on
after an interval.  “ Let me show you.”

As the governor of the Double I’al-
ace seated himsel{ at the table and took
up the brushes Kalthos stood at atten-
tion. his eyes fixed on the wall in front
of him. It was not for him to watch
the artistic struggles of his superior
until commanded to do so.

Merini wrote very large—that is, he

drew his hicroglyphics very large.
Had he not done so there would have
been difficulty, perhaps, in distinguish-
ing between the falcon and the owl, the
creok and the scourge. the water-line
and the, serpent.

Finally, alfter an interval during
which the unflinching eves ol the sol-
dier had followed the shadow of the
sun a {ull three-fingers’ hreadth across
the wall, Menni turned and held up the
still moist papyrus. the gravity of his
face softened somewhat with humer
and pride.

"How's that: ™

“Written like a priest.” Kalthos re-
plied with sincerity. as Tis blue eves
lit up.

“And to a priest.” the governor an-
swered.  ~ Can you read it? "

CIHHAPTER XXV
TIROUGIT DARK IIALLS.

For an interval Kalthos looked at
he pictured page his chief was holding

up. and he forgot enough of his mili-
tary spirit to flush a little and smile.

“Tt 1s beautifully written,” he com-
mented again; “but, you see, I'm an
ignorant brute; nothing but a soldier.”
Then. with a gleam of delighted recog-
nition: ¥ Tt's to the I’haraoh.”

“ Yes, but to whieh one?”

The question was put in a whisper
that brought a thrill into the captain’s
voice, as he answered softly:

" 1 recognize not the seal.”

" Of DBaknil, the high priest.” said
Menni. * Listen while T read:

“To DBaknik, Pharaoh, Horus, and
Osiris. from his friend Meuni, who is
about to dic, this present is borne by
Kalthos. Macedonian, a  true man,

commander of all the troops of the
Double Kingdom."”

KNalthos was trembling slightly, but
he had become the soldier again. His
eves had left the papyrus, were once
again hixed on the wall in front of him.
Dut it required no physiognomist to sec
that he was listening with all his ears.

" You have heard what I have writ-
ten,” said Alenni softly but steadily.
[ osha'm't discuss it with you. You
are to take this thing and keep it by
vou. When the things happen that are
likely to happen. it will be your com-
mission to a great career. I have writ-
ten it because T am about to command
vou and vour men to dangerous work.™

Night had fallen over the Double
Palace—a night of purple velvet stud-
ded with stars that flamed as large and
bright as the lamps and torches of the
palace itseli—when Prince Tentares,
honorary  commander of  the royal
barge. made hiz way toward the land-
ing-stage. It was a highly coveted
post held each succeeding week by a
difterent prince of the blood.

Tentares, fat. already the none too
worthy hushand of half a dozen wives,
was. nevertheless, a suitor also for the
hand of the widowed ¢ueen.

Fle was mellow ‘with wine, specu-
lated longingly on the prospect of her
majesty crossing the lake that night.




Al, by Typhon! i he vonly had some
sort of magic crowbar to make Osiriz
move and indicate himselt.

He had entercd a rose-lined path
leading over the embankment—but re-
cently strengthened in view of the ap-
proaching period of the annual flood—
had started to hum a little tune, when
his head was suddenly enveloped in
a stout lmen sheet.

Two minutes later, .while le was
still struggling for comprehension, he
found himself bound and gagged and
lying in darkness on a bed of mud
amid villainous odors.

Two shadowy forms. as naked,
silent, and lithe as wild animals,
slipped along the bank from where
they had left the outraged prince. and
in a moment or two were again in the
vicinity of the rose-lined path.

“All well,” they whispered m the
Macedonian dialect to their captain,
Kalthos.

KKalthos merely answercd by a ges-
ture, cast a quick glance at the stars.

“ Well-timed.” he meditated.

The ease with which this [lirst step
had been accomplished gave him mel-
ancholy encouragement. But it would
he another matter to fall upon the ret-
inue of the Isis, to sccure the person
nf the queen herself, even though the
fight be limited to the decks of the royal
barge. Tle was no coward, but he
hoped that it would not he necessary,
that the queen would remain in the
palace that night, that it would be
Menni himself who appeared in com-
pany with the one thiey were sworn to
carry off to safety.

The night wore on. Slowly. majes-
tically the great constellations swung
along their appointed arcs.

Peace and calm!

There came no sounds that one might
not have heard on any mght—the tre-
mendous chorus of frogs and imsects
with an occasional note of grosser
sound as a fish jumped and fell with a
splash in the smoothly flowing waters,
or somewhere, far away. a sacred croco-
dile hellowed defiance te a rival; from

the palace and the palace gardens an
mtermittent lilt of faint music and far
laughter, an occasional cry from a
princely roisterer or a beatcn slave.

A\s soon as it was dark Menni, armed
with a dagger, but placing more de-
peidence still in his official scourge and
his desperate resolution, had quickly
crossed the expanse of the palace to-
ward the quarter where he knew that
Berenice was being held.

He was prepared for anything. It
would either be flight or, once again. a
palace revolution — the deposed queen
held captive on her barge, he himself
the miilitary dictator until the new
Pharaoch was seated on the Double
Throne.

Iis destination lay beyond the build-
ing set apart as the royal residence—
this a small palace in itself, an armed
camp at all times, occupying almost a
fourth of the wailed royal city.

He was in no mood for roundabout
methods,

I1e entered the peristyle of the palace
of the queen, was confronted by Prince
Saites, honorary commander of the
bodyguard.

“Your pleasure, my lord? "
the prince.

Saites was a sallow-faced son of the
Lower Kingdom — slightly concaved
face, melancholy brown eyes full of
suspicion and deceit. He had never
loved the governor, any more than the
governor had ever loved him. Their
very natures were inimical.

For several seconds Menni regarded
him with piercing eyes and a con-
temptuous smile, Then he leaned for-
ward.

“Tell me.” he whispered, *first
what you did with the dagger you used
on Metemsa. regicide! ”

The prince’s face hecame a trifle
more sallow. The blight of fear came
into his melancholy eyes.

“I may pass this way again,” said
Menni meaningly, and was on his way.

" He passed through dusky halls and
corridors. It made him tremble a little,
despite the desperate courage of his

asked



mood, to think how close he was to the
person of the queen.

He passed perhaps a hundred men
and women—underlings. for the most
part: or, at least. those who, while high
in rank, lacked the courage or the au-
thority to stop or question hin.

He neither tarried nor looked hack
—showing, perhaps, that however in-
tent a man may be on his purpose. how-
ever strong his will, he 1s still held and
guided by the reins of Fate.

He had crossed a wide courtyard
perfumed and shadowy with bower
after bower of rare, imported flowers
—roses from Persia. orchids and
flowering palms from the forests Dle-
yond the cataracts-—and had come to
the hall of the eunuchs presided over
by the chamberlain Kovo, a poweriul
man both as to physique and cunning,
whom Kashta had brought from
Meroe.

Like so many others whom Kashta
had brought with him from the south
and placed in power, Kovo also was
accredited  with magical powers—a
reputation  not  altogether  without
foundation, perhaps.

He also had Dblocked Menni's prog-
ress with a polite question. Alenni was
tall, but Kovo was taller. A full seven
feet he stood, though as thin as he was
black. They made a peculiar contrast
standing there—DMenni so stalwart and
fair, Kovo so grotesquely tall. thin.
and black, a burned pine of a man.

“I come to seck the T.ady Berenice,”

said Menni boldly.  “ Fear nothing
from hier who crushed the head of vour
sacred serpent.”
. Kovo's eves were as small. as black
and as inscrutable as those of a rac-
coon. For a space he gazed back into
the grayv eves of the governor of the
palace, as though not comprehending.

“Nothing to fear from her who had
crushed the head of the sacred scr-
pent! "

It was incredible. too hideous!

Still, he was thinking rapidly. It is
true that he had been assailed hy weird.
unspeakable misgivings ever since the

murder of Kashta. ‘T'hat it had been
murder, and not suicide, he was con-
vinced. Had so great a magician as
Kashita wished to die he would have
accomplished it by merely willing him-
self to die, not by the crude method of
stabbing himself with a poisoned dag-
ger.

*The lady Berenice!” he exclaimed.
“She 1 not here, my lord—at least,
not under that name.”

“I'll search.”

“Yea, search, my lord.”

Kovo summoned two of his attend-
ants, spoke to them rapidly in the lan-
guage of Lthiopia. They salaamed
deeply to the governor, started ahead
of him toward the depths of the hall.

Scarcely had Menni’s back Dbeen
turned than Kove had disappeared—
was fleeing like a black, disarticulate
shadow across tie flowering courtyard
toward the apartments of the queen.

CHAPTLER XXNVIL
BEIIND TIIE VEIL.

ALrEaDY apprised by one of her
ladies-in-waiting that the governor had
passed that way, Netokris was not sur-
prised to receive a visit from her chief
chamberlain. to hear what he had to
tell.

Ii she had not been so absorbed in
her own thought she would have no-
ticed perhaps the peculiar expression
in those black wnd scintillant eyes,
which never left her while Kovo was
speaking to her.

Was it possible, he wondered. that
this woman in front of him had actu-
ally slain the sacred serpent? Wicked,
passionate, indifferent to ecvervthing
but her own desires—so he read her
beautiful face—she would be capable
of such a thing. Tle would have to
make sure. For was she not to some
extent the heiress of Kashta to the
sacred lierarchv?

“There is no danger that he dis-
cover the girl?”

“ None whatsoever, O Isis!"
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“ Are you sure of your men?”

“ Absolutely sure. ILiven now I
spoke to them in the language of
Meroe. The secret chamber where the
Lady Berenice now lies does not exist
save to my vile knowledge and vour
divine intelligence, O goddess of the
Double Tiara!™

Netokris was thinking — bright-
eyed, preoccupied. Suddenly she let
out a little exclamation of joy.

" Go seek the governor quickly.” she
said, in low, exultant tones; * tell him
that you have discovered her whom he
seeksy that she stands under the fig-
tree by the second fountain in the
courtyard.”

Kovo, who had remained kneeling
since the interview began, was about
to bring his forehead again to the floor
as a token that he understood.

“Stay!” the queen cried almost
joyfully. * Stay—there is something
else!”

In the mean time Menni had been
making the most of his opportunity,
driven at once by growing cesperation
and growing desire—now that the ob-
ject of his quest seemed to be so close
at hand.

He had passed through a series of
heavy triple curtains at the end of the
hall, found himself in a still larger
apartment beyond — twilit and slum-
herous, air heavily perfumed. a dim im-
pression of recumbent forms; from a
1ar corner a greater radiance, a soft
habble of voices aud tinkling music.

AMenni paused. half suffocated with
emotion.  Thus far his hardihood had
hrought him probably tarther than any
other man had penetrated in the his-
tory of Egypt— unless he were in-
vader or poltroon. But it was too late
for hesitation. He brushed his two
guides aside, and strode boldly for-
ward.

A surge of hali-suppressed giggles
and explanations, a wave of fright,
feigned or real; the crash of a harp
overturned on.the stonc floor.

Women plain and beautiful, old and
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young—the majority of them beauti-
ful and young—at least, so they op-
peared to the panicky eyes of the
young governor.

But no Berenice!

Hold—there was a Berenice! Some
one had pointed to a cowering, shad-
owy form on a low divan in a corner
of the room.

\Vith legs that trembled under him
Menni hastened over for a closer look.
Liquid-brown eyes that looked up at
hint through the semidarkness like
pools of yearning. But this was not
the Berenice he sought.

He had mounted to the upper floor
where the sleeping apartments were;
was passing from one to the other
with tortured expectancy yet ever-de-
clining hope, when a young slave-girl
—her eyes brilliant under her tattooed
forehead, her tattooed breasts heaving
with the breathless haste she had made
—caught up with him.

“My lord! Ay lord! She whom
you seek is waiting for you now—just
there, outside in the courtyard, under
the fig-tree by the side of the second
fountain.”

“ Are you certain

It required but a single glance into
that inflamed face. liowever, to tell
Menni that the girl was certain. She
was aquiver with the excitement and
the joy of it. To speed a lover to the
arms of his beloved has always been
a joy to women of whatever age and
of whatever caste.

Berenice—the Berenice whom Menni
sought — had heen awakened from a
troubled dream Dby the chamberlain,
Kovo. He had been her only link with
the outside world since her wedding-
day. It had been a period of night-
mare here in this dungeonlike room,
relieved only by her persistent faith
that sooner or later her husband-hero
would seek her out, resume the glitter-
ing romance that had ended while still
but scarcely begun.

She was still convinced to some ex-
tent that there had Dbeen a mistake;
that the great and good Netokris had
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THE WOMAN OF
been misled; that it was but a question
of time when the mistake would be
cleared up.

“You are to come with me.” said
Kovo.

“Where?
there ™

“You are o see him.” the chamber-
lain replicd. _

There was something so terribly
grim in his fashion of saying it that
Berenice clasped a hand to her heart.

“He is not dead? ™

*No, he is not dead.

not to make a sound.”
" Theyv were of a different race. Kovo
had been reared in a hard and terrible
school.  Ordinarily, he was as indif-
ferent to the spectacle of human sui-
fering as most people would he to the
tortured rock under the chisel of the
mason. But there was something in
the spectacle of this white-faced girl
that touched even his atrophied heart.
i “If you make a sound.” he warned
m all kindness, = I am to kill you.”

In silence, quivering with expec-

tancy, ler hopes Dattling her fears.
Berenice had followed her gaunt and
gable guide to an open window over-
dooking a courtyard. Not {ar away
was a fountain. at the side of which
stood a low, wide-spreading fig-tree.
* In the shadow of this tree—yet per-
fectly distinct in the blue translucence
of the night — she saw a veiled and
graceiul form. A\ young woman evi-
dently. She must have been beautiful.
_ There came a sound of hurrying
footsteps. a low cry which was vibrant
vith passionate devotion.

1t was AMenni.

As through a veil—a black veil that
strangled hier — Berenice saw Menni
ieap forward and =eize the stranger in
his arms.

Menni — will  he  be

DBut you are

CHAPTER XNXVIIL

THE NIGUT OF NIGIITS.
Bouxp tighter than ever by the in-

wrisible chains that were dragging him
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on to his appointed hour, Menni had
given up thought of further revolt.
He was not discouraged. not yet even
greatly downcast.

After a first outburst of bitterness
and rage at the discovery of the trick
that the queen had played upon him,
he had attained a feeling of dispas-
sionate calm that he felt would never
again be shaken either by grief or
by joy.

This fecling was largely due, no
doubt, to the fact that his friend, the
mystical and highly developed Baknik,
had taken to visiting him in his
dreams.  In these dreams they had
talked together—Baknik had describer
and Menni had recognized the inevi-
table.

In the waters oi the Nile he and
Berenice were to die together; bhut
over and over again the high priest of
the Pyramid of Menkaura had repeat-
ed that this would not he the end of
things: that death never was.

That Berenice had heen sel apart as
the " bride of the Nile ™ Alenuni also
knew. TIn this way he had come to
look upon “The Night of the Tear-
Drop of Tsis "—the first night of the
season of Sha. when the mundation
began—as the date upon which he and
his virgin bride should Dbegin their
journeyv into the unkuown.

Still, four nights away.
days and nights of life.

Some whim of Netokris had caused
her to advance the date of her project-
ed banquet in the underground treas-
ure-house — perhaps with an idea .ol
herself being free to witness the death
of her earthly rival in case Menni
should persist i his purpose to flaunt
her to the end.

Even™mow. as he recalled the scene
under the fig-tree. liis pulse quickened:
there was a coniraction about his
throat. He could have laughed or
cursed with equal ease.

“No wonder.,” he reflected, * that
the queen was already known among
the mercenaries and other non-be-
lievers in the empire by the name of

Still, four
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that legendary courtesan, Rhodopis.
As such, may she go down to pos-
terity! ™

He was arraying himseli ior the
banquet. He had had his daily bath.
The barber had just leit him ireshly
shaven. He had even had the harber
shave his head after the fashion of the
priests.

A good thing, he meditated, for he
was soon to appear in the presence of
the gods, anyway.

Over his shaven crown he had fitted
a massive wig, the tightly curled hair
of which descended to his shoulders.

\ gold collar—almost a cape of fine-
Iy linked gold beads and pendants—
rested comfortably on his bare shoul-
ders. His loin-cloth, skirt, and tunic
were of the finest linen to be procured
m the empire.

As he looked at himselfl in the square
mirror of polished alloy, he ielt a pang
oi melancholy regret that Berenice
could not see him now.

I'hen, summoning the litter which
he rarely used, he ordered the slaves
to carry him to the temple of I'tah. un-
der which lay the vast banquet-hall.

Brief as the distance was. the gold
ol sunset which still lingered in the air
had “ run off into the darkness ™ by the
time that the slaves had completed
their leisurely course.

For a space of a hundred yards or
so round the temple of Ptah an extra
force of palace guards were on duty
to keep back the uninvited and curious.
There were many such, for fame ol the
affair had spread up and down the
Daouble Kingdom.

Memphis was filling fast. anyway,
for the great festival which always
marked the beginning of the annual
flood.  And every one in the city that
night who could secure admission to
the Double Palace had done so—mer-
chants, landed proprietors, =mall
princes, an extraordinarily large num-
ber of priests.

It was almost as though that long-
predicted  revolution — predicted  in
whispers for almost a century now—
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when the priests were to place oneul
their own number on the double thro
was about to be put through.

A thousand flaring torches, abo
which scarabs and moths persisted
singeing their sacred wings.

\Whispered remarks, not always flai
tery, concerning those who were ad
mitted to the charmed circle drawn by
the silent, grim, and foreign-looki
guards.

There was a ripple of merrimen
when Prince Tentares appeared in his
litter—so fat, so oiled and perspiring,
that the paint about his eyes was al
ready beginning to run. Furthermore,
the gossips had been at work; and even
those who had not prev 1ously heard the
story of how, a few nights before, he}
had heen waylaid within the palace it
self, trussed up like a goose and tossed
into the mire, were hearmc it now.

There was a silence that spelled dis-
like when the melancholy Saites was
borne in. There were ugly rumors
concerning him which even the gossips
did not care to repeat except ** from
nouth to ear "—that he had been the
leader of the palace cabal which had
put an enid to the days of the young
Metemsa,

The princes Seti,
lowed.

The public let not one of them pass
without close scrutiny; for was not one
of these to be sclected—that very night,
most likely—to occupy the other half
of the double throne?

A whisper of greater curiosity still
ran about as Menni appeared; he was
so cool, so indifferent, and one of the
last, despite the fact that he was not,
like the others, one of the hereditary
monarchs of the empire.

Surely, a man of mystery as well as
of power: as any one could tell by look-
ing into that calm, dignified, sorrowful,
vet proud face of his.

AMenni's fame had likewise spread up
and down the Nile from Delta to Cata-
ract, not only as the huilder of the sub-

Amasisz, Al fol-



terranean palace—as the man who had
held back the waters of the Nile by
pressure of the air—but also as the
favorite oi the Isis on earth.

The whisper of commendation had
become alinost a cheer—a sort of word-
less surge of envy, admiration. good-
will.

Menni had paid no attention, as he-
came a man in his position; had looked
neither to the right nor the left;.had
stepped from his litter and entered the
painted peristyle of the temple of Dtah.

He stood there hesitant for a mo-
ment. immersed in sudden recollection
of the last time that he had gone into
such a temple to worship.

It was the dav of his wedding to
Berenice—over there under the pale-
blue shadow of the Pyramid ol Aen-
kaura at dawn.

What changes since then!

A quick glance round.  No one. ex-
cept the slaves who had brought him
here. was close enough to follow his
actions.  No matter if anyv one did.
anyway.

A little later he was standing in the
depth ol the temple with his cyes on
the massive, graven face ol the world-
maker. ‘

This was the night ol nights when
he should decide not only his own fate.
but the fate of the girl he loved, of
all the other men of power and riches
and fame who were even then assem-
bling in the great banquet-hall far be-
low the place where he then was stand-
ing.
Should he waver? Could he waver?
He looked up into the tace oi the god
for an answer.

As on that other occasion. the graven
figure seemed to have taken on a look
of kindliness and comprehension.  Yet,
it was still the face of a god—of one
who looks with patience into the ntter-
most depths of eternity and finds that
all is good.

For a moment Menni let his eyes
fall to his extended hand, upon which
glimmered the sapphire which Netokris
had given him.  He lobked at it as

though reading thercin the grief of the
father of all gods when sin first ap-
peared on carth. .

Then Menui agawn lifted his eyes to
the face ol old I’tah. It seemied to himn
that this time he and the god had a
bond of sympathy Dbetween them which
had never existed before.

The governor of the Double Palace
smiled.

CHAPTER XXIX.
“ DRINK TO RAPTUREL.”

{r was more gorgeons than it had
ever appeared before, that strangest
banquet-hall ever designed. by man;
for. after the artificers had completed
the lighting arrangements, drapers, fur-
niture-makers, and florists had all vied
with cach other in making the place
complete. )

The throne-dais occupied one end of
the enormous room—a voluptuous con-
ception of yellow, black, and green.
lion skins, girafte and zebra sking, a
section of orchid-grown jungle to left
and right, a soaring canopy of rich-
green cloth—and in the center of this
a golden throne with a golden table in
front of it.

[t was here that Netokris was to sit.

There was an individual table and
an individual chair for each of the
guests — some of hewlock and gold,
others of ivory and ebony.

The entire floor of the hall was rich-
Ty carpeted. In addition to this, under
cach chair and table the skins of other
jungle heasts were spread.

Up in iront ol the dais there was
even the carelully tammed hide of a
gigantic elephant., and it was on this
that mwuich of the dancing, jugglery.
and tumbling would take place; per-
haps even a duel or two, for Netokris
was notoriously fond of bloodshed—
and. as some of the attendants them-
selves remarked.- the elephant-skin
could he rapidly washed in case of
accident. '

Almg each side of the hall the cuun-
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ning florists had reared fragrant bow-
ers of foliage and blossoms, behind
which the servants could come and go
without being too much in evidence.

Two groups of musicians—one of
men and the other of women, forty or
fifty of each—were posted to leit and
1o right at the end of the rooin where
the dais was. Tt was curious to remark
the difference when one group leit off
and the other began. .\ stronger ca-
dence, and a grecater exactitude and
more power {rom the flutes and harps
when the men were playing; a lighter
toueh, but with a more emotional and
exciting swirl of sound when the
women played.

At stated intervals—in response to
some signal of their own, no doubt—
there would be a moment of sharp si-
lence; then men and women would
both be playing an accompaniment to
a hidden chorus of singing almahs.

T'here was no waiting l[or the fes-
tivities to begin.

Ifach guest, immediately upon his
arrival, was greeted as though the ban-
quet were all his own. Fresh lotus-
blossoms were hung about his neck;
he was led to the place previously as-
signed to him, while the dancing-girls
most famous throughout the empire
for their grace and beauty surrounded
him. entertained him, while he made
hiis wishes known.

Cumfortably seated hefore his table
—ypreviously assigned to him in strict
accordance to his rank—a murmured
request, and, while he was still looking
about him with wonder, a crystal
gublet was before him filled with what-
ever he most loved to drink-—{amous
heers, rare wines.

“ Drink to rapture!”

1t Dhecame a rising chorus as cach
succeeding guest arrived; for already
it was apparent that there would be
those present that night who would be
more interested in their crystal goblets
than thev would Dbe in the painted
nlates.

The tables were filling fast when
His own place waz

Ny

~ennt arrived.
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well forward; Dut before advancing
into the hall he stood long where he
was, at the foot of the stairs down
which he had come, gazing on all he
saw with barely concealed emotion.

The daiz of the Tsis—so different
rom the Isis represented in the granite
on the four sides of the chamber—so
lofty, chaste, and cold.

And there were the four colossal
effigies of Osiris, one of which could
swing from its place and let into this
place the anodyme waters of Father
Nile.

Would the queen fulfil her threat—
use this very night to slay those who
had slain Metemsa—unless he—

Menni gazed down once more at the
sapphire ring.

She would Dbe capable of it.

And all these slaves — the singers.
the dancers. the musicians, the athletes,
the cup-bearers! Would she be ready
to sactifice all these as well?

She would be capable of it.

His head reeled as he thought how
that terrible decision rested. after all,
with him.  His to decide. A simple
demal of the dictates of his heart, a
negation oi a simple maiter of prin-
ciple, and all these lives removed at
once from jeopardy.

e had a vision of himself seated
up there on the double throne, Netokris
at his side. A\ little unhappiness for
himself and Berenice—tlicn forgetful-
ness!

The thought brought a stain to his
cheek. Tlis roving gaze had once more
found the placid features of the Osi-
ris.  1lis  imagination had again
brought to his mental vision the clear.
pure face of Berenice. He was hearing
the things that Baknik had told him,
and something else.

Tt was something that he had come
across in the writings of Hermes while
seeking a key to his personal problems.
TTe had found the kev without know-
ing it. and it was this that pulsed
‘through his brain:

“Do that which is right withont re-
gard to conscqicnces!”
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With a firm step, a smile on his face,
_he started toward his place, praised
.and heralded by a group of lightly
- dressed girls.

L “Oh, see Prince Menni,
“of great works!”
" Hail Menni,
 beautiful! ”

. “Hiz eves
“heaven!™

- There was too much noise and con-
ifusion of movement: too mnuch ca-
rdenced music, flaming lights, billowing
iperfumes; too much wine to make his
entrance a subject of more than pass-
ing notice. '

Yet there was something in Menni's
face that caused Prince Tentares to
Jlean over toward DPrince Saites and
ierack his hArst tipsy jest of the eve-
‘ning :
© “They've brought in the mummy
.arly to-night! "

Even the melancholy Saites relaxed
#nough to permit a sour and wicked
ismile to wreath his face.

Menni had come to his place, had
settled into his gold-and-hemlock chair,
‘allowed those about him to spray him
rthh perfume, had mentioned the wine
‘of Samothrace.

- “Drink to rapture!”’

He had scarcely touched the wine to
his lips when he was, as he thought,
victim of a strange illusion.

Had the blaze of brilliant colors, the

magnificence of his surroundings, the
music, the perfume, he wondered, al-
ready mounted (o his head? It
couldn't be the wine. He had scarcely
touched it, and, at worst, it was only
slightly alcoholic.  That was why he
had ordered it in the first place.
It was no illusion—a mistake. per-
haps, but not the chimera of over-
strained nerves. I{e had heard it
again.

It came to him, out of the great
chorus of sounds aboul him, like the
barest whisper—the whisper of a de-

the huilder
as learned as he is

are as Dbeautiful as

parted spirit, he reflected, that comes™

to one still engrossed in the turmoil of
this earth.
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He strained his ears, quivering with
suppressed excitenlent,

It was her voice—the voice of Bere-
nice—that came to him in the singing
of the almahs.

CHAPTER XXX.
BERENICE !

LEVERY chair and table occupied, the
restival spirit filling the vast place like
some special atmosphere of intoxica-
tion, the music drowned at times by
bursts of laughter and loud huzzahs as
clowns, tumblers, dancers succeeded
cach other on the elephant-skin, and
other dancers. signers, cup-bearers,
slaves bearing food, made thelr rounds
of the tables.

No Netokris yet.

The goddess-queen would only ap-
pear when it was certain that her
guests had eaten all they would. Men
could still drink, in the overwhelming
presence, but they were not supposed
to be able to eat under such circum-
stances-——not at a public functlon like
this.

“Drink to rapture!”

There were many who were taking
the advice—those, {or the most part,
who had long” ago forever given up
hope of being looked upon with favor
by any woman, least of all the widowed
queen.

But Menni had turned down his
crystal tumbler, was striving with all
the power of his brain and heart to
once more flter out of the churning
ocean of sound about him that one be-
loved voice.

Then, there it was, just back of him.
She had called him by naine.

With the instant-quick instinct of a
man who has lived most of his life in
the perilous school of the palace, he
did not give an outward sign of his
plunging heart; only turned slowly,
saw her, made a quick sign that she
seat herself beside him on the tiger-
skin at his feet.

‘‘ Berenice, beloved! Sh-h-h! Steady.



The iather of gods bless your eyes! T
heard your voice!”

“ My lord, beloved, [ am here!”

““1 have sought so for you!”

“Yea, I saw you the other night 1
the garden.”

‘““ She deceived me, the Rhodoupis! ™

*"And almost killed me.”

“ How came you here?’

*“ Through him who is our friend——
the Chamberlain Kovo.”

“Him! I thought that it was he
who played us the enemy the other
night.”

“No. Listen! I knew that my eyes
must have deceived me when I saw—
when I saw—alh! But Kovo came the
next day and told me all that had taken
place. Beloved, how brave you were!

Already Menni’s mind was busy
with the practical features of the case.
How had it come that a man like Kovo
should befriend so feeble a creature
as Berenice? he asked.

“IHe has learned something about
Netokris—hints at terrible things. Oh.
dear one, I fear — almost fear that
Kovo intends to slay the holy one, the
Isis on earth!”

“ Learned something! ™

Menni recalled the thing that he
himself had said to the chamberlain.
To as devoted a servant-worshiper as
he knew Kovo to be the crime of Ne-
tokris would have been sufficient to
move him to murder had she been the
real Isis instead of a human symbol.

“That we—that I was in disfavor
seemed to be enough. He asked mc
what my dearest wish would be, and.
when I told him, made ready to have
me here—replaced me in my prison by
the poor maid whom I replace here.”

There was too much going on
throughout the hall for the advent of
Berenice at his side to have been no-
ticed. ‘There were other dancing-girls
and slaves seated about the carpeted
and fur-covered floor. But was it pos-
sible that he was spied upon?

Menni had dropped a hand to the
dear head at his knee: had plucked a
lotus-blossom from it and brought it

to his lips. ‘And just tiien some subtle
sense told him that he was being
looked at.

With a  very slight. whispering
tremor of panic there came to him th
recollection of that other time he ha
felt like that. here in this very room,
when, almost against his will, he had
made his way into the dark chambe
overhead and had found the (uee
there awaiting him.

Was that the cause of his tremor!
Was she there once more looking down
at him? .

He raised his eyes. He knew where
the opening in the ceiling was, but the
blaze of near light blinded him and
prevented him from seeing it. At any
rate, he smiled. Then, in a sudde
passion of hate for the creature who
was secking to ruin him, bent and
kissed the girl at his side—his wife—
on eyes and lips.

And now, to flee!

‘“ Berenice, are you brave®’

“Unto death, with you!"”

“ Listen! Death, indeed, besets us
here! We'll get away together, you
and I, out of this cursed place.”

“Oh, to live with you, to—"

“There may be a fight. 1 am
armed.”

“ And I—Kovo gave me a dagger”

“ Now, when I say—when I say—"

‘Again there had crept through every
fiber of his being that queer, freezin
hint of dread. Not even Netokri
could make him feel like that.

He cast his eyes about him, saw
something slightly different. at first
did not recognize the truth. Then he
knew.

The portals between the statues on
three sides of the room, those through
which the guests had entered on ar-
riving, were closed. ‘I'he great morno-
liths had slid down into place. Out
of that infernal hall there remained
but one way open. And that — that
was by way of the throne.

The situation was not without its
grim poetry. It was like Netokris to
have imagined a deadly symbolism



like that. For him and all the others
there — princes, musicians, dancing-
girls, clowns, gymnasts — there was
only one way out, and that was by way
. of the throne,

He stooped again and kissed Bere-
. mice.

“Now? " she whispered softly, un-
-afraid.

“No, not yet, dear heart,”” he an-
swered her.

Should he tell her the truth? Should

_be delay yet a little while?
" As he looked about him it seemed
impossible that this was not all some
fantastic dream—that this revelry, ri-
baldry, flashing colors, the twisting of
graceful forms, the broken gusts of
‘hauntingly sensuous music, were not
the phantasmagoria of a nightmare;
these things, and then that ghastly
fear-touch like the traditional mummy
they wcre wont to promenade among
the guests on such a night as this!

" Drink to rapture!”

Why not drink to the feverish
dream that was fast drawing near to
itsend?

Scarcely had he turned his crystal
goblet right side up again than a slave
—she herself giving evidence of hav-
ing looked upon the forbidden juice of
the grape—had filled it to overflowing
from the painted urn she carried.

“Drink to rapture!”

Menni took up the phrase as he
slipped his arm about the heloved head
of his girl-bride.

“Let us drink to rapture—"

“Yes—to ours—"'

She sipped at the goblet he held to
her lips.

“In lives to come,” he completed
the sentence.

She was still looking up into his
eyes, the dawn of comprehension in
her own—trustful, unafraid, a perfect
picture of innocence and faith, when
there broke out a blare of trumpets
which was swallowed up almost in-
stantly in a mighty, frenzied, disor-
dered cheer from slaves and guests.

Into the setting that had Deen pre-

pared for her the living jewel had ap-
peared.
Queen Netokris was on her throne.

CHAPTER XXXIL
THE BLACK LOTUS-FLOWER.

SHE had had a wonderful day,
Queen Netokris—a wonderful and ter-
rible day, for she had passed the pre-
ceding night trying every spell and in-
cantation she had ever learned — the
figure made Ly a beheaded snake, the
position of Dblack beans shaken in a
bow! of rice, the flight of freed pigeons
at dawn, and others less innocent, too
terrible to mention. And all of them

had given her the same answer. The
answer was: Death!

Her own?

Her own! The answers were

unanimous in that respect as well.

Was it on account of her slaying of
Kashta? Perhaps. Of the sacred ser-
pent? Alost certainly.

It was this latter fact that had given
the queen an added qualin of terror.
It had all about it the element of the
unknown, of mystery, of something
she couldn’t imagine or foresee.

Netokris had had a strange upbring-
ing, surely. Not she, nor any ore,
knew who her parents were or what
hier race.  Perhaps the old Kashta had
known, but now Kashta was beyond
telling forever, unless, forsooth, his
“ double,” or mortal ghost, should ap-
pear to speak to her—which wasn't
likely. sceing the way she had treated
him.

He might appear to haunt her, might
aid and abet her own taking off. It
was graven in the rocks somewhere
that the scribe Queni had thus leen
haunted for yecars by the double of his
wife Onkhari. And this had furnished
a fresh element in the emotion of that
tremulous day. But frightened? Not
yet! Not, that is, beyond the bounds
of enjoyment.

For Netokris knew many things that
seldom comie within the ken of women,



or, for that mater, ol any one else.
From earliest childhood she had lived
in the half grotio, hali tomb where
Kashta had made his home and culti-
vated his reputation as the man most
feared and reverenced in.the ancient
land of Meroe.

Kashta had taught her all he knew
of magic—all save the final mystery
of making the sacred serpent talk.

He had proven his powers when he
had ensnared the vyoung Pharaoh
Metemsa while on a hunting excursion
into coming and looking upon Neto-
kris while she bathed: had given fur-
ther proof of his powers to the aston-
ished world when he had caused
Metemsa to marry this protégée of his
and make her hiz consort on the
double throne.

And Kashta, in his gentler moods
~—which were rare enough—had al-
ways told her that she. as well as her
lord Osiris. was to die the violent
death-—“ the sweetest death of all.”
as he was wont to sav, “to one who
loves such a thing.”

INashta owed her thanks tor that—
she had sent him out the way he want-
ed to go.

But what perplexed Netokris was
this—that there was only one form of
death provided for the man or woman
who had committed the nameless sac-
rilege of killing the sacred serpent
Such, so the law proclaimed. should
he taken by a priest of the cult and
he suffocated in ashes.

Who was the priest. and where were
the ashes? These questions had haunt-
ed her dreams, had haunted her while
she was awake.

Then, late in the aflernoon, she had
found the thing she knew she had been

expecting. It lay on the cedar chest
at the side of the wmirror in her
dressing-room. A Dblossom  which.

from one end of the Nile to the other,
was the symbol of approaching death
—the black lotos-flower.

She was all alone when she found
it. She had slept thronghout most of
the dav. as was her custonm, had bathed.

and taken a brief waik m the court

yard. The flower was not there whe
she left. It was therc when she re
turned.

She picked it up. examined it, the
threw it, with a slight shudder, behind
the chest upon which it had lain.

The same answer was given to all
her questions. No one had seen any
stranger there, none of the ladies in
waiting—none of the slaves, even, had
been seen to enter that particular
rooul since the Isis herself had left it

Netokris did not say why she was
so inteut on this information; did not
say that slie had {felt in her heart what
their answers would be cven before
she had begun to question themr. But
1 she had entertained any doubts
about it before. those doubts had
disappeared—the flower had been put
there by magic. :

The black lotos-Aower. svmbol of
death’

To sowmie cxtent—hut in a dilierent
way—the day had likewise been a great
and terrible one for the black cham-
berlain, Kovo, as well.

When he had first discovered the
truth of what Menni had indicated,
when he learned bevond doubt that the
sacred serpent, like KNashta. had been
done to deatl, he was stupefied.

Like many men prevented from
taking part in the activities of the

world at large. he had developed
within  himself all the elemients of
fanaticism.  Not for a second did he

question the responsibility which his
discovery had entailed upon him. He
it was who would have to attend to
the fulfilment of the law, to become
the executioner.

[Te had not slept since the truth was
revealed to him—unless yvou could call
sleep that sort of lethargic trance into
which he went at times. and during
which he had the comfort and inspira-
tion of beholding the spirit of Kashta.

Toward sunset on the day of the
banquet in the subterranean treasure-
house Kova stole forth from the quar-
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ters where his duties had always kept
him and walked through that court-
yard where there was a fig-tree at the
side of the second fountain: and there
he also saw something that he had
come to expect—a lotus-bud of such

dark blue as to be almost black. Once

plucked it would become black.

It was strange that he hadn't no-
ticed the flower before. His thin and
.cdawlike hand was trembling as he
reached out and broke the flower from
its stem.

* There was no need to wait. Every-
thing was propitious. He would not
be seen. Tle knew it, even as le start-
ed toward the apartments of the queen.

As a matter of fact, it isn’t sur-
prising that no one had noticed him
.~there were so many shadows assem-
'bling. like sentinels for the night, in
:the long corridors, the pillared rooms;
.be was so much like a shadow himself.
-As he came, so he went away again—
‘glent, unobserved. having leit the
iflower where the queen would find it
:as soon as she returned.
¢ But the question which had troubled
i Netokris was also in the mind of Kovo
b—where and lhow should the law be
fulfilled> Only, him the question did
got trouble. He was a fanatic. He
IJknew that the way would be provided
for him.
¢ In response to some wordless dic-
tate born of his own brooding, he made
Bis way toward the temple of Ptah,
mnder which was the banquet hall. He
'was there. in the shadow of the god,
when Menni made his appearance. He
saw the expression on the voung gov-
ernor’s iace, and read it aright—the
governor himself was approaching the
dark froutier, and knew it.

Kovo took the incident as a sign.
Then he remembered something that
brought to his black and wizened face
a grin of fanatic ecstasy.

There was an ash-pit in every pagan
temple like this—a pit into which were
cast the ashes of burned incense, ashes
of the ever-burning “ sacred fire.”

He found it in a stone chamber
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whiclr opened off of the circular gal-
lery from which the steps descended
to the banquet-room.

It was there he waited for the things
which he knew his own gods had in
store,

CIIAPTER XXXIL
THE WATER-TRAP.

LaxcuiprLy, while her favorite
slave massaged her lithe body with
fragrant oils from Arabia-Felix, re-
stained the tips of her toes and fingers
with bright-red henna, darkened her
eyes, and arranged her heavy, fragrant
hair, Netokris brooded over the events
of the day and all that had led up to
them.

To live, to die—she couldn’t tell
which she preferred, anyway. It was
all a matter of emotion. If, as so
many wise men maintained, it was
only the body which died, there were
still adventures ahead, whatever hap-
pened.

She looked at herself in her niirror.
\What she saw sent back to her a twinge
of self-detestation. It was her own
presence she had addressed in vehement
but silent speech.

** Beautiful only in the eyes of fools!
Growing old! All the fards and paints
of the world no longer sufficient to
insure vour triumph! A good thing
that the mummy-makers will soon he
hiding you from mortal sight!”

She checked her soliloquy with a
start. HHow about the dead serpent?
How about the death by ashes?

The slaves were frightened by the
suddenness of her bitter laugh, hent
with greater devotion to their task.
The Isis was dangerous when she
laughed like that.

They dressed her in a wonderiul
gauze, a combination of shimmering
silver and lustrous gold. They laced
gold and silver :mdals, with pointed,
high-curving tips, to her small feet,
placed the Double Diadem—*“ of the
Vulture and the Snake ”"—on her head,



It was light, comiortable. well-fitting.
like a turban, incasing her shapely head
almost entirely. Over her bare torso
they wound a gossamer scarf of the
palest blue upon which had been
embroidered with gold thread all the
msignia ol the upper and lower
kingdoms.

An astonishing, disquieting presence
when the slaves had finished their
work. No mere woman could have
looked like that—none but a goddess.
surely.

A sort of melancholy satisfaction
{illed Netokris, in spite of her recent
hitterness.  For a time she stood Dby
tlie window-door of the apartment
gazing out into the courtvard.

The night had fallen—Dblue-velvet
darkness, an unwonted excitement in
the air—sprung, perhaps, from the
throng of faithful subjects who
swarmed about the temple of Ptah, in
the hope of having a glance at her;
sprung more likely still from the con-
flicting emotions in the hecart of
Netokris herself.

Her litter. and she was borne to-
ward the temple. escorted. as alwayvs
on formal occasions. by a brilliant
company.

First of all. a squad ol torch-hear-
ers—Dblack glants with Join cloth and
head-dress of white. “There are many
such, for the queen goddess travels in
a Dblaze of light. Then the heralds. in
their uniforms of lemon and black,
blowing on their buffalo-horns.

Chamberlains and other high ofh-
cials of the roval residence—these
dressed. for the most part. in stripes
ol scarlet and olive green. A hun-
dred girls. many ofi them from the best
families in Egypt. in white and gold—
not overmuch of either. be it said.

And in the midst of them the roval
litter.

It looked as thoueh both sun and
moon had united in the making of it—
gold and silver—long-stemmed gold
and silver fans waving about it, torches
flaring, and in the center of it all—by
far the most radiant and beautiful

feature ol the spectacle—Netokris, the
[sis oi earth.

They had carried her into the interior
of the temple when Netokris suddenly
signified her desire to be left alone.

What were the feelings uppermost m
her mind? \Who will ever know? But
there must have been some final hesi-
tation on her part, some blossoming
of softer instincts. perhaps, as she
made her way, resplendent but heavy-
hearted—as is so often the case when
women are in festival attire—along
the corridor lined with the statues of
the gods. and entered the dark and
cryptlike chamber above the hanquet
hall.

Through the opening in the floor
she could see all that was going on
helow—a riot of luxury. indulgence, of
forgetfulness.

Contempt curled her tip, but she stil
looked, still sought that which she had,
come especially to sec. :

What was Menni doing? Al in a
single heart-beat she loved and loathed!
him, cursed and praved for him/!
vearied to hold him close to ey
heart or to strangle him.

Then she saw—looked and looked
while there hlossomed in her breast an
other black lotus-flower — svimbol ot
deatl.

Seated at Menni's feet was a gil
with yellow hair—a girl whom, even
at that distance and in that treacherous
light, Netokris recognized.

It was Berenice. Berentice—-a slave)]
a prisoner, a victim for the annual sac-
rilice-——had found the means to place
hersell where she, Netokris, with all
her power and all her canning, had
heen unable to attain. .

There was no question now as t
what was taking place in the queenly

breast. .\ goddess with a leaden,
poison-swollen heart!
She tarried there until she saw

Menni lift his face and smile in her
direction, then stoop over and kiss the
girl at his side.

With legs that would hardly support
her weight, the queen, instead of re




turning the way she had come. crossed
the room and passed through a hidden
door on the other side.

Not even Menni, the governor of the
palace, knew the secret of this. I1e may
have suspected, but he did not know.
It was a secret sealed to the Pharaohs
and their heredilary engineers by the
lives of no one knew how many nwur-
dered slaves.

She had come into a stone passage
just large enough to admit of her
standing upright. It was narrow and
dank. In the darkness she groped for
a wooden lever, hesitated a moment,
then exerted her strength to pull it far
down—as far as it would go—expe-
tiencing a savage thrill as she over-
qme its resistance.

Then she listened.

. From some place, very remote it
seemed, she heard a splurging rush of
IWater.

Still she waited, holding her breath
as some invisible receptacle filled to
overflowing. then clicked heavily to re-
Jease the counterbalances of the gran-
ite doors of the hall below.

L She reached still higher and found
moother lever which she pulled down
jas she had the first. There was a
greater rushing splurge as an invisible
lumn of water shot into one more
visible receptacle in the man-made

kaverns over which she stood.

| “The water-trap! ™ she Dbreathed.

. She stood there for a second or two

gorlger in a quiver of dread delight.

: “The god Osiris,” she whispered
again, " will move — will move to-
aight.”

. The gaunt and sable Kovo—a mere
black shadow among all the other hlack
shadows there — saw Netokris come
and go. He had started forward, hesi-
fated, held back.

Some prescience — conveyed. per-
haps, by the ghost of Kashta, who had
become his guide—warning him that
the moment was almost here: almost,
but not yet.

" Through the one door that remained
open to the banquet-hall Netokris made

her heavy-hearted, tragic way to the
throne which had been prepared for
her.

CHAPTLER XXXIII.
BERENICE—OR THE TIHIRONE,

EVERY one was standing. There
were those who stood none too steadi-
ly—who leaned on the tables or were
propped up by slaves who knew when
and when not to laugh.

None of the slaves were laughing
now. Most of them had developed the
supersensitive instincts of hunted ani-
mals, and laughter had become for
them merely a means of prolonging
life.

And even then. while the cheering
was going on, while the buffalo-horns
of the heralds were roaring out their
din, and every harpist, flute-player, and
chorister in the place was trying to
shape the confusion into the primitive
strains of the “ Hymn to Isis,” even
then there was something in the air
which kept the supersensitive slaves
from laughing, secretly or otherwise.

Was it possible that some subtle
message of what was impending had
radiated out from Netokris herself ?

For almost a minute after her ap-
pearance she had stood there like an
exquisite but strangely sinister statue
of 1vory, silver and gold, a slight smile
on her painted lips, her green eyes as
mscrutable as those of a basilisk.

Menni had also risen to his feet, but
he had taken no part in the cheering.
He stood rigidly erect, his heart beat-
ing strong. his left arm flexed about
Berenice's slender but steady shoul-
ders.

It calmed and fortified him to feel
that there was no fear in Berenice any
more than there was in himself, now
that the crisis was at hand. It clari-
fied his vision as nothing else could
have done.

They had found—he and this girl
he loved, his bride—the chemistry of
courage., Let mountains fall upon



them. lee the flood of the Nile sweep
over them; still they were safe, united.
jovful, unafraid.

Netokris had not so much as looked
in his direction. \Whether she had
seen him at all or not he could not tell.
Her eyes were those of one who sees
all things or nothing.

Then she sank down upon the liou-
covered throne, the eyes of her guests.
and of almost every one else present,
still upon her. Still they remained
standing while a chamberlain, in his
robes of scarlet and olive-green. knelt
hefore her with a crystal cup.  This
che touched to her lips—a symbol that
those who werc there had dined with
the Isis.

Such a tradition—one that could be
handed on in even a princely family
ior generation after generation: one
that would be engraved deep in the
rocks of the tombs—" He dined with
the Pharaoh!”

Then the guests were seated agaimn.,
some of them — those who had not
drunk as much as the others—won-
dering what was going to happen or
had already happened. A supersensi-
tive instinct was no longer neccessary
to proclaim a change.

The “ Hynm to Isis ™ had by this
time gained ascendency over all other
sounds, and was throbbing through the
heavy atmosphere oi the place. flutes
and harps, voices oi mien and women.

But the change that had taken place
could not be ascribed to this, It was
greater than sound. It was as though
the fumes of revelry had suddenly
been blown awav like smoke.

Iiven P'rince ‘l'entares—Nis Tat face
pink where it wasn't purple — found
himself suddenly, heavily sober.

Where were the group of young
dancers who had surrounded him, only
a minute hefore. when the Tsis ap-
peared ?

- Gone!

He glanced round him heavily. stri-
ving to regain control of his blurred
faculties.

He saw the furtive and melancholy

Prince Saites glide (rom his place.
make his way toward the green bower
which surrounded the room, attempt
to pass by one of thie openings through
which the slaves hitherto had come and
gone. Then there occurred something
which Prince Tentares was never to
be sure was reality or the figment of
his wine-drenched brain.

He saw Saites at the arbor; saw him
halted by a black slave; saw Saites fal
as though he had been stabbed.

Tentares dragged his eyes away and
looked round him. It was true that
the chair in which Saites had sat was
emply.

For a ghastly moment everything
about him disappeared—Ilights, colors,
the draped dais on whichh Netokris sat.
Je swayed slightlv. [nstead of the
things which he had just been seeing
he saw the moonlit peristyle of a tent
ple; saw Metemsa, the PPharaoh, ap-
proaching alone while he and Saites
and the other conspirators shrunk to-
gether hehind the columns.

Had they been found out? Ilad the
truth been revealed? Was this the
vengealce of the gods?

Those nearest Tentares saw his face
turn ruddier still; saw him totter fora
step or two. then fall.

Ordinarily it would have Dleen a
great event—this swooning of such a
rich and famous prince as Tentares
was, there in the presence of his queen
Tt would have been a greater event,
even. than the stabbing of Saites, had
they seen it. for Saites was a man of
many encniics, and his principality was
small. But, for the dullest witted, the
chilling change that had come over the
face o] things was now apparent—a
change su grisly and heart-chilling that
not even the fall of Tentares was of
any importance compared to it.

Two things—the music had stopped:
a naked runner, his brown skin glisten-
iug with sweat, was crouching at the
feet of Netokris.

In the swift silence that engulfed the
place there was heard the muffled. gur-
gling splash of hidden waters.



A petrilying spectacle!

Most of those there—princes, slaves,
musicians, all those who had not run
away while there vet was titne—mno less
immobile than the eiglt colossal sta-
‘tues which looked down upon them:
that naked slave crouching at the fect
of Netokris, a most incongruous per-
sonage in a banquet-hall—as incon-
gruous as the close silence, the far rum-
ble of water.

Meani and Berenice were conscious
of the change, perhaps. before the
others there. It was but a vaster har-
mony 1o the tragic theme of their own
destinies.

Then, just as the runner appeared
on the dais of the throne, Menni heard
himse!{ addressed. He turned, saw
standing there a man whom he recog-
nized as one of the Macedonians under
-the command of Kalthos.

The Macedonian was too Tar gone
for speech, was gasping for air through
tight lips.  But there was no need for
ispeech.  He was holding out a bit of
~crump1cd papyrus.
¢ Menni took it, recognized the worlk
:of Kalthos—crude, lnat). but legible
‘and graphic.

i Come. Now the Double Palace fall-

i beforc our assault. Lo. now may
v Prince Menni himsell be the Osiris!

i A reeling second, then Menni turned

Ho the man who had brought the mes-.

‘age.
COTe s \\cll
,,sent you—

The man had panted back some of
'hls breath.

“Kalthos bade me see vou safe.
The palace was taken when I left him.
‘A revolution — you—you -——he could
ot write it, but hie commanded me to
‘say all the troops are yours!”

“Then hurry. We follow.”

Even as Menni said it his voice
“failed him. There had gripped him
-the choking sentiment that what he
'said were empty words: that what he
said couldn’t he —a vision of closed
:doors, of Baknilk and his councillors
-far above him some place in the starlit

Flee! ‘fell lim who

There followed a swift revul-
All this in the fragnment of a

night.
sion.
second.

At lis word the Macedonian had
leaped forward toward the nearest
opening in the encircling bower. A
Nubian stopped him. The Macedon-
ian had run the black through, turned
with the word “ Now ™ forming on
his lips just as the mace of another sa-
hle giant from the south crushed him
to earth.

Menni paused.

For a second he didn't dare even
look at Berenice. Still hope, had he
been alone! Still time for a man to
fight his way to freedom, to the outer
air, to the double throne!

Bur encumbered as he was!

Ilis eyes flashed to the throne. Ne-
tokris was looking at him—-—alert, crucl.
a savuage smile on her lips.

He shook his fist at her—laughed
as he did it—then, as a new and hid-
eons clamor broke out in a far corier
of the hall, swept Berenice mto his

arms.
CHAPTIER XXNNIV,
OSIRIS MOVES!
A NEw and hideous clamor begiu-

ning with a drunken cry of frlcrht, a
shrxel\. a dozen of them, a chattermo
crescendo, as the momentary lull that
had fallen upon the place a dozen sec-
onds before exploded into disordered
sound. _

So peculiar i1s the action of the hu-
man mind in a crisis like this that Men-
11 believed. for the instant, that this
was the response of the mob to his de-
fiance of the queen.  But bhefore he
could turn he knew the truth—Dbel-
lowed in upon him.

“Osiris!  Osiris—moves!"”

There was a sort of ripping thun-
der, as though all the heralds had gone
mad. were screeching their madness
through their buffalo horns. But over
it all. and over the shrieks which were
marticulate—



*“'The god moves!”

Then that other sound, answer to
the question that had sprung into his
brain the very instant that he had
lieard the words he knew now he had
heen expecting all along. He was even
surprised that he had not heard it be-
tore—that surging splash of water.

All this while he was turning. Then
he saw it.

One of the colossal statues was still
trembling on its outward swing, shaken
by the rush of pent-up waters.

The current was doubled while he
luoked—a mere. fleeting glance though
it was. How brown that water was!

The Nile, when troubled!

The Nile, and this the prediction—
this the hour that had been foretold!
‘There was a feeling almost of elation
m his heart.

Ile was only half-conscious of what
he said. It was more of a glad, wild
cry, anyway, than anything articulate.

“Oh, see! Oh, see!”

Berenice had also exclaimed, was
looking up at him, her face flushed,
her eyes shining. At that there disap-
peared his last remaining shred of re-
cret. e knew now how she felt
about it. They were one in that.

There was a januning herd from the
far parts of the room—guests and
slaves, men and women.

At first, here and there, hysterical
laughter; a monarch from the Delta,
still hung about with bedraggled lotus,
standing on his table and bellowing to
others to do likewise; a supreme jest
of the Isis—thus would she find the
brave; the howling mockery of those
who couldn’t understand, even now,

But everything was chaaging with
incredible rapidity; changed as a cas-
tle in the sand changes with the sudden
wash-of a wave.

2 mere breath of time, and then the
howling  stampede — hlows, curses,
whimpers, prayers, the overpowering,
all-absorbing rush of water.

The moment that he had scen the
nature of the catastrophe Memni had
leaped, bright - eyed, smiling, trailing

Berenice by the hand, stooped, and
seized the Macedonian’s short-handled
spear. It was better to be armed.

He had a flashing vision of a Nu
bian’s face peering at him from the
hower.

He poised the spear.
appeared.

They were in an eddy of the crowd
Moblike it had surged toward the far
corner where others had disappeared
apparently to safety. Menni guessed
the truth. That portion of the Nubian
guard which had been placed on that
side of the hall had yielded either to
force of numbers or to fear.

“ Come!”

Menni had to shriek the word to be
heard at all.

The water was a plunging brown
cataract now; was slopping over the
floor half-way to Lis knees, its lapping
surface half covered with a litter of
scarfs and flowers, of branches and
pelts.

They plunged toward the throne
One try, anyway. He laughed and
drew Berenice after him.

If he could only kill Netokris! He
shouted his intention to Berenice,
though he knew she couldn’t hear him.

Was she trapped, too?

Again their eyes met—his and the
green eyes of the Isis.

It must have been but the barest
fraction of a second, measureless, like
all of this, in ordinary terms of time—
a succession of infinitesimal flashes—
no more.

1is spear-hand was up.

On it there flashed the blue sapphire.
Of that he was conscious. Of all the
things he saw, of all the things he
heard, and all the things that he was
conscious of (though he neither saw
nor heard them in the whirling surge
of impressions), that sapphire still on
his hand was one of the mighty facts
as mighty almost as the great fact
that this was the fulfilment of the
prophecy, and that he and Berenice
were about to die—die together here
in the hoiling waters of IFather Nile!

The face dis




Then. even while he looked—in that
infinite flash, while surely they had
made but a splashing lunge or two—
he saw a gaunt, black shadow spring
from the draped skins of zebras and
giraffes just back of the throne. He
saw the black shadow seize upon the
queen—a jungle spider that clutches a
glittering Dird!

This—then shadow and queen were
gone.

Menni looked back at Berenice—the
first touch of horror amid all the
horror that struggled so near to them.
She also had seen it. 1ler eves told
him so.

They reached the throne, and plunged
across it to the door that was hidden
beyondl.

That also shut.

Memni had caught DBereuice’s face
to his breast, fearful lest she should
see—not the closed door. but the
shambles there.

The door was closed, and against it
amass of fighting black giants. They
had heen sent to hold others to the
‘death; had received no warning them-
selves of what might be in store; had
looked with indifference on the panic,
‘on the rush of water.

All in good time and they woull
escapc!

Too late!

What was there lelt to do but
slaughter, to surfeit the blood-lust as
long as there was blood to shed?

Berenice's face against his Dreast.
he staggered back-—back as far as pos-
sible from the struggling. shricking
wretches.

Why shriek and howl and weep and
pray? The granite has no ears to
‘hear.  And even if there was escape!
What for? What to? .\ little more
time to hreathe. to eat, to suffer. or to
laugh!

He had thrown the useless spear
“away; had lifted Berenice as though
she were a child. A\ swirling torrent
almost carried him from his fect. e
swayed against it; smiled at the girl.
Joy once more flashed into her eyes.

“We die together!”

She spoke it with her lips to his.

“ No, live—"

“ Together! ™

The clamor and the lights died out
together. )

The waters  were  whirling  and
churning deeper and deeper until they
were swallowing the very cataract that
fed them.

Then darkness and silence—silence
save for the suck and slap of dispas-
sionate waves.

“IWe—defied—Rhedopis—"

“ Through—love—through—"

Peace meffable! His eves fluttered
open.

CITAPTER XXXV

TORWARD, FIVE TIIOUSAND YEAKS.

His brow was wet.

He recognized the
smell of Nile water.

But he had ceascd to struggle.

A delicious lassitude had over-
spread his body. He saw them but
dimly — the blue eves of Berenice —
but they were locking down at him
full of love and tenderness, even witl:
a certain joy which he felt instinctive-
Iy had not been there hefore. Vith
recognition. such peaceful joy came
into his empty heart he almost wept.
If this was death, it was very sweet.

“We defied Rhodopis.”” he mur-
mured.

The words did not come as easily as
they should. This perhaps was a con-
dition of his new state with which he
was as yet unfamiliar.

A strange vet familiar voice came
to him out of space to the left of him.

“He speaks of your Aunt Rhod-

characteristic

opis—"

“Not of Aunt Rhodopis,” he pro-
tested; “but of Netokris, the infa-
mous—""

He had turned his head slightly and
was looking at the speaker.

“Tello, Nefru!” he said.

" Oh, Alice.” said the elderly lady.



" he is still deliricus! Tle calls me his
nephew.”

Alice! Berenice!

The late goverror of the palace of
the Pharaohs sat up. He was feeling
a trifle giddy. T[le knew there was a
niisapprehension somewhere. But his
senses were becoming instantly clearer,

He resented the charge that he was
still delirious, even if he ever had heen.

““Where am I? " he asked.

Gentle hands were trying to force
him back to his pillow as the beloved
voice of Berenice—or Alice—was tell-
ing him that he was safc in his bed at
Shepheard’s.

He allowed himsell to be coerced,
and closed his eyes for a moment or
two while his head sank deeper into
the pillow.

“This 1s Lgypt?”

“ Yes, dear.”

“And Memphis? 7 -

*“ No, dear; this is Cairo.”

That gave him food for meditation.
Cairo—Cairo! The name was absurd-
ly familiar.

“ Aren't the pyramids there, across
the sacred lake? "

Before any one could answer the
(uestion there was a soft tap at the
door, then a hearty voice:

“ Easy, there! Easy, there!”

“ Kalthos!” the ex-governor mut-
nured. )

Followed another minute of dazed
groping, then he felt a goblet on his
lips. He drank. Whatever the brew,
it was astonishingly aromatic and re-
ireshing. By the time that he had ac-
complished his third swallow of it his
mental sun was up altogether and
chasing the mists away.

Again he opened his cyes, and this
time recognized his old friend Blake,
the hotel physician.

“ Iello, doc!’ he said blandly.

“ Hello, Carlton!"” said the doctor
cheerfully.

*Just now,” Carlton remarked
gravely, “1I thought I was Menni.”

“One of you is enough if you're
going to act like this,” replied Dr.

Blake jovially. ** Here, take another
drink of this.”

There was a flutter at his side which
caused Carlton to turn abruptly to the
girl with the fair hair and violet eyes.
He reached out and took her hand.

He knew perfectly well now that she
was Alice; but as yet it hardly seemed
fair to call her anything but Berenice,
He compromised.

' Sweetheart,” he whispered, “you
and I were married once upon a time
long ago in ancient Egypt.”

It was a pretty little scene—Carlton
a trifle pale and hollow - eyed, Alice
blushing prettily.

Her aunt knew that she should have
become indignant. Why, they were
hardly promised to each other! No
contract had been signed. The family
solicitor had noi even been consulted
as yet. But the aunt could not become
indignant, try as she would.

Instead, there was merely a mois
tening of her eyes, a slight reddening
of her honest, unpowdered nose.

Carlton still smiled tenderly as he
looked at her past Alice, again thought
of old Nefru that morning they had
left her — he and Berenice, he and
Alice—there by the red Pyramid of
Menkaura. Was it not just possible,
after all, that they were the same?

“ Now, not too much conversation,”
said Dr. Blake as hie prepared to leave.

** Kalthos giving a command,” Carl
ton reflected. ** I wonder how he came
out with his assault on the palace?” -

He was still clinging to Alice’s hand.
Again his eyes had found hers.

“It’s all right, doc,” he said aloud;
“T'm going to let them do most of the
talking.  And now “—-he began as a
blind to deceive the physician unti
they were alone and he could proceed
at leisure to find out the things that
he most wished to know—"*and now,
my little darling, tell me where yon
have been.”

Alice’s face was suffused with a
fresh blush. It was delightful, but
George had never spoken to her like
this in the presence of auntie.



Anutie expressed her own emotions
with a slight ejaculation, rather of
consternation than of anger.

“Well, there’s American impetuos-
ity for you!"

“We went up the Nile,” Alice
hastily took up the tale to cover any
embarrassment which might be abroad.
“We went the full distance, visited
everything, the tombs at Abydos—oh,
ves, I must tell you!”

She hesitated, a bashful light in her
eves, an almost schoolgirlish giggle on
her pink lips.

“1 almost—almost!—brought you
a present. Just before auntie and 1
went back to the steamer at Abydos a
miserable heathen, clad in nothing but
grins and mud, came along with the
dearest little rabbit in his arms. [
bought him — the rabbit. not the
heathen-—and was going te bring him
to you. The dearest little rabbit! T
thought of you when T kissed him—"

She stopped, amazed at her own
bardibood, and there in Iront of her
aunt!

“Thanks — the rabbit looked
me, I suppose,”™ Carlton laughed.
" Then, as recollection from the past
again welled up from the secret places
of his brain:

“Hold! ™ hec cried; * let me tell you
the rest of it. You kissed the bunny
on the head and wrongfully thought
of me: the rabbit jumped from your
arms. raced down the plank. and got
awav. The children chased him into
some reeds, hut failed to catch him.”

Botl: Alice and her aunt werc look-
ing at him in frank amazement.

“You were there!”

“Some one told vou!”
~ "Yes, come one told me,” Carlton
said with a shade of desperation —
“some one named Baknik!”

Yet, surprising as all this was to
Alice aud her aunt. there was a still
greater surprise in store.

It was surprising, as a matter of
fact, that no one fainted—and this re-
fers to Carllon quite as much as it does
to the women.

like

Carlton had shifted his position a
little to his right side, a movement
which brought his left hand for the
first time into view.

There was a flash oi bluc—of the
very bluest blue in the world.

“The sapphire! "

“The ring my Aunt Rhodopis lost!”

The latter exclamation from Alice
was frankly emwotional. What ({ol-
lowed was almost a sob.

“Oh. George! here did yvou get
i

Carlton himsell was looking at the
gem which adorned his finger. VWherc
did he get 1t? It was another question
that was pounding through his brain
just then.

Suppose that he told.
ever—ever believe him?

Silently he looked from the sapphire
on his hand to Alice. 1o Alice’s aunt;
then back again.

“You found it!" Alice exclaimed
tremulousty as she tried 1o smile.

Would they

CIIADPTER XXXVIL

LADY RIIODOPIS TREVELYN.

It is just as well perhaps that both
Alice and her aunt were willing to put
down much that followed in the nexi
few minutes to Carlton’s illness — as
the evaporating figments of his receut
delirium. -

He said such ueer things—was so
oddly incoherent! Time after time he
had confused the Egypt of to-day and
the Egypt of thousands of years ago.

At last they went away and left him
" to rest 7 in the vehemently protested
watchfuluess of the faithful Osman.

But in the minds of both of then.
and in Carlton's mind, was the fact—
tangible, hard, brilliant — that on his
hand was a sapphire of price——if, in-
deed, it was not priceless!—that was
not his own: which was, according (o
all the evidence thus far presented, the
property of one Lady Rhodopis Trev-
elyn!

For a minute or two after the ladiex



had gone Carlton watched. Osman
slipped noiselessly about the room —-
immaculate in his white, night-gown-
ish galabeah, his red tarboosl set at a
rakish angle on his close-cropped head.

*“ Osman, get me a Scotch and soda
while T get up.”

Osman looked at the patient with a
superior smile while he slowly wagged
a hinger of denial.

*“To-day, medicine; to-morrow,
Scotch! ™

“QOsman,” remarked Carlton with
disconcerting indifference, ™ you re-
mind me of a slave I once owned by
the name of Naktmout. Do you know
what happened to him? ”

It was evident irom Osman's ex-
pression that he didn’t know. but was
eager to learn.

“He disappeared.” said Carlton
steadily ; ** disappeared just like that.”

Said Osman: ** Scotch to-day. med-
icine to-morrow! "

Apart from the one great fact of the
sapphire, and the lesser, but possibly
no less surprising incident of the rab-
hit which Alice had bought at Abydos.
the affair might have appeared simple
enough.

He had gorie out to the pyramid of
Aenkaura **on the night of a new
moon,” and then something had hap-
pened to him. A recurrence of the ef-
fects of that old sunstroke of his, most
likely. He had been discovered in the
morning by Arabs and a small party
of tourists, identificd. and sent back 12
his hotel.

All within twenty-four hours!

The ice tinkled in his glass, and he
stared down at the jewel on his hand.

Fair Rhodopé, as story tells,

The bright, uncarthlv  nymph

dwells

Mid sunless gold and jewels hid—--

It must be known. this sapphire,
since both Alice and her aunt had
cried out so spontanecusly at sight
ot it

And there had been something else;
something hidden and disquieting in
their reference to *° Aunt Rhodopis.”

who

just as there had been in the refercnce
that Alice had made to that lady the
other time, when Alice referred to her
early girlhood. Alice’s words rcturned
to him: “ She struck me!”

Rhodopis had struck Alice. Might
it not be that Netokris. rather, had
struck Berenice?

Carlton had a shivering flash of
thought about the mad Arabs he had
questioned—the old man on the steps
of the mosque of Ibn-Tulun, the beg-
gar at the door of the Coptic church
Was he to join that crazy band? He
laughed mirthlessly. e, also, had
seen the Woman of the Pyramid!

He was feeling a trifle dizzy —in
spite of or because of his Scotch—
but, with the aid of the protesting
Osman. he managed to dress himself.
He would look up Alice. get what con-
solation he could from her society,
anyway, and put the whole plagued
riddle off until his head was solid
enough to tackle it in a scientific way.

He was in the lower hall —a vast
and ornate place suggesting, with its
pillars and exotic plants, its swooning
music and intermittent gusts of per-
fume, the Double Palace of the
Pharaohs—and he walked toward the
shadowy alcove where letters and tele-
grams were distributed.

The place was presided over by a

well-groomed young Englishman with -
whom Carlton was on excellent terms. -
But, for the moment, Carlton wasn't ;

seeing him at all.

Instead, his eyes were riveted on a:

small, hand-written placard suspended
to onc ol the pillars. This placard
read:
LOST—Antique ring with sapphire
known as the * Tear of Ra.”

He was still gazing at this curious-
ly insufficient but startling announce-
ment when, just at the side of him,
therc was the soit frou-frou of a pass-
ing woman: a woman who was exceed-
ingly well dressed, who threw out from
her—at least it impressed Carlton that
way—a ncbula of perfume and per-
sonal magnetisn,

I

H
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_ He ielt all this even beiore he luoked
at her. Perfume and magnetism—call
it that for want of a better term—gave
him an inexplicable thrill of horror.

It was deeper and more subtle than
a mere physical thrill. It was some-
thing that sprung irom the deepest
cells at the back of his brain and thence
spread outward.

The lady had paused and was speak-
ing to the young Englishman in a well-
modulated voice:

“Is there anything for me? "

* Nothing, Lady Rhodopis—"

The womaun passed on.  Her car-
riage was ercct, graceful. and quick.
Was it possible that she stopped at the

other end of the hall, turned. and
looked back ?
Carlton didn’t notice. lle was

hoping that, il he did go msane, they
wouldu't have to put him m a strait-
jacket: that they would “ remove ™
him to California. ™

“Decar! Dear!
claimed the young Englishman,
should be in bed, sir!™

Said Carlton: ** Liyves staring. pupils
large—"'

- "“Noj; but joking apart. sir. you do
look a bit queer. you know, and it's
rather serious to be knocked out—"

“By whisky or hashish.”

* No danger. Dr. Blake himself put
it down to that old touch ot the sun;
as did also, of course. every one else,
including her ladyship.”

“Her ladyship? ™

“ Bless me! ” he cried, " are you still
in the dark ax to what happened to
you?>”

" | most certainly am.  Go ahead.
Her ladyship—Lady Rhodopis—"

" Lady Rhodopiz Trevelyn—it was
she who Tound you.  She is always
doing things like that. A trifle—ump!
how shall [ put it?—a trifle—oh. yon
know—rich, eccentric, and—the kind
of woman that other women whisper
when they talk about.”

“Demi-monde? ”

“Ump! Trois-quarts.”

“Goon!”

Alr. Carlton.” ex-
“ vou
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" Well. she was mdulging one of
those ireaks necessary to ladies of her
peculiar temperament. it secms; had
gone oul 1o se¢ the pyramids by star-
light; found 1t so ‘alluring, so ex-
quisitely fascinating,” as she put it,
that nothing would do but she make
a night of it, have her Dreakfast sent
out from the hotel—a regular caravan,
and all that sort of thing.

*“ And. along after the sun is well
up, my lady and her escorts find you
in some impossible crevice of the Third
Pyramid. Great excitement, greater
excitement still — meaning not the
slightest grain of disrespect, you under-
stand—when Lady Rhodopis discovers
that she has lost that famous sapphire
of hers.”

“ Really famous* ™

“ Oh, dear, yes! " Pantlin answered.
“?Tear of Ra,” old Egyptian gewm, all
sorts of queer superstitions about it,
carries hypnotic power; any one who
steals it, or even keeps it, or something
like that, becomes the willing slave of
the rightful owner. Oh, all sorts oi
blithering nonsense! But she hersel!
is a mystery.”

“How so? "

“ A regular mystery until she mar-
ried the late Sir Rupert. IHe met her
out here some place. you know. Re-
mantic story; while on a shooting-trip
saw her taking an open-air bath. or
something like that. Not long after-
ward, if you recollect, he was—"

“ Murdered—stahbed full of holes.”

Spontaneously, alimost unconsciotis-
ly, Carlton had completed the phrase.

Betfore he could recover from his
own surprise there was once again that
suggestive frou-frou, and he was aware
of the same cloud of periume and mag-
netism, the sanie whiff of horror, which
he had remarked before.

He closed his eyes for a second. Ilis
imagination presented a scene all pil-
lars and exotic plants: but whether this
was a mental picture of the modern ho-
te] in which he stood or the Double
Palace of the Pharaohs, in which he
once had =teod, he could not say.



Nor could he, ifor a faltering mo-
ment or two, have stated with cer-
tainty who or what was this other pres-
cnce there beside himself.

ITe opened his eyes.

The same woman who had Dbeen
there a little while ago had returned—
slender, beautiful, somehow snakelike.

“Oh, Mr. Pantlin,” Carlton heard
her say in a voice that stirred him
strangely, ““ I forgot—"

Then she turned and
Carlton’s wondering cyes.

looked into

CHAPTER NXXXNVIL
ALICE GETS A SHOCK.

Or one thing he was absolutely cer-
tain; she was that particular *“ familiar
spirit 7 of his—the alluring ™ ghost”
he had seen in London, in Munich—
that night in the Ludwigstrasse with
the music of “Aida” in the air—
again in the Bois de Boulogne when
the Tziganes were shivering the at-
mosphere into prismatic chords.

Greenish eyes. long-ifringed, hyp-
notic, somewhat cruel; thin, black
brows, almost perfectly straight ex-
cept where they drooped at the tem-
ples; lips of a coral perfection one
could scarcelv cxpect from nature un-
assisted.

Instinctively Carlton looked at her
finger-tips. They were exquisitely
manicured and delicately pink.

His eyes were back to her face again.
Quite apart [rom any volition on his
part, there had come to his eyes a glow
of suspicion and challengec.

* Oh, Lady Rhodopis. permit me,
pray—"" the eager Pantlin interccded.
*“This 1s Mr. Carltor, of California.
Mr. Carlton. Lady Rhodopis Trev-
elyn.”

As his fingers closed over hers,
Carlton felt them tremble slightly. Ii
Lady Rhodopis was experiencing any-
thing like the emotional hurricane
through which he himself was passing,
it wasn’t surprising that her fingers
trembled.

“I understand,” said Carlton soitly
—softly enough to conceal most of the
tremor in it—* I understand that I am
deeply indebted to you, that it was you
who saved my life.”

She bit her pink lip, turned to the
young Englishman.

“Do take down that absurd sig,
Mr. Pantlin. 1 am sure that I'll get
my ring back without—without—"

Carlton opened his mouth to speak,
to confess that the sapphire—the Tear
of Ra'—had already been found, was
even then reposing safely in his pock
et; but for the moment he was a
voiceless as a sparrow in front of a
blue racer,

“I was on the point of having some
tea. In fact, the table is waiting now,"
Lady Rhodopis was saying. “ I amall
alone. You will come along with me,
won’t you, Mr, Carlton?”

For another fraction of a second
Carlton was silent. Where was that
confounded voice of his?

“\Why—why certainly,” he
mered.

Good Heavens!
\Was he hypnotized?

Was lie stark mad, like the old man
on the steps of the mosque of Ibn-Tu
lun? Would tourists be hunting him
up some day to hear him tell about the
time that he was young, the admired
of Mark Twain, and how he had gone
out to keep a rendezvous with the
Woman of the Pyramid?

All the time that he was walking
along that pillared, lofty hallway he
was obsessed by a sense of unreality,
by the bhaunting uncertainty as to
whether this really was the hotel or
the Double Palace, whether this was
Lady Rhodopis Trevelyn at his side or
Netokris, she who united the two
kingdoms, Tsis on earth.

Half a dozen times he had opened
his ‘mouth to speak about the gem
which had come inexplicably into his
possession. But each time, as though
mspired by some satanic instinct, his
companion had forestalled him with
some random remark.

stam-

\Was he a thief?
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It was as thotigh her personality
wasn't imited at all by the exquisite
dress that clad her
dress of lace and gold, he vaguely
noted — but this personality of hers
encompassed  him  all about in her
special atmosphere of delicate perfume
and powerful magnetism.

By the time that the snave and si-
lent suffiragi had placed them at the

reserved table Carlton had ceased to -

struggle. Moreover, as he looked at
her across the linen and silver he
thought that never Lefore in his life
had he scen a woman more potentially
perilous to masculine peace of mind.

He could see that every man within
the range of vision was conscious of
ber prescnce.
tail to strengthen the hold upon him
his hallucination already had. That
was the way certain princes he had
known had once upon a time looked at
a queen of ancient Egypt.

Perhaps this last feature suggested
itself as Lady Rhodopis Trevelyn cast
at him a sudden look from her Nile-
green eves—a look which might or
might not have been full of veiled sig-
Bificance.

Lofty ceiling, painted pillars, rare
plants the pulsing music of a hidden
orchestra, in which, for the moment,
the harps and flutes seemed to have the
best of it; high, wide-open windows,
through which were visible segments
of a sky so near and blue as to seem
almost tangible: these things and the
presence of her whom he felt he had
known across the centuries, who
roused within him a irost-needle of
fear, and vet, likewise, the glamour of
fascination. .

Suddenly she spoke:

“Are you angry?” .

The question caught him by sur-
prise, yet, at the same time, precipi-
tated his doubts.

“You're trying tou play me for a

fool,” he said softly, yet with Dbrutal
directness. ““ Tell me—you've haunt-
ed me? You've sent your spirit across
my path? ”
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It was but another de- .
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Her voice was even softer than his.
She had leaned {orward. A\l at once
her breath was coming quick.

“What vou say is true. An old,
old trick—as old as FEgypt, as old as
the world—this making your astral
mage appear before some one whom
—whom—"

“\Whom—"

It was more of a command than a
question. It brought a stain of darker
color to the woman's cheeks.

“Whom you love,” she whispered
falteringly.

*Good God! ™ .

“Quiet! Closer! T've loved you—
loved you ever since 1 saw you on that
first trip of yours to- Egypt. But I
wasn't free. And then, as soon as I
was free, 1 began to seek. Oh, listen!
You, who are a scientist, explain this
to me—the mystery of love at first
sight, yet one-sided.  See—"

With a quick movement she had
half opened the 1an she was carrying,
had indicated in the fold a thin-bladed
dagger.

He looked at it with horror as its
blade shinuwered there i shadow—a
flashing thread of sinister, phosphores-
cent light.

““ Not yet
laugh.

., she repeated with a little
“1 have found out the futility

of it, and there is still a chance. [
studied magic under an old man in
Axbyssmla——

‘Ot ancient \Ieroe
“And he gave me a certain gem.”

“’The sapphire — it was you who
put it on my finger.”

e reached for it. but she stopped
him with a movement and a fash of
her eyes not devoid of terror.

“ Keep it yet a wiile.”

“Why? ™

“ Ay old faith in it is strong. Tt has
m'\oual powers, maonetlc—electrlmty'
in solid form. a thing to work miracles
with.  Moses l\ne\\ when he put jewels
m the ephod.”

" And your niracle—what is it you
expect?

She shuddered slightly.



“That day you give it back,” she
breathed, “ I shall know whether to
use this dagger of mine or not. They
call me Rhiodopis. but I am Netokris
<till.”

Alice Wentworth was both alarmed

and pleascd when she had got back
word from Carlton’s room that he had
gone out. IHe was always so bold and
andifferent of consequences!. Still she
was just a little piqued that he hadn’t.
first of all, let her know.

There was sufficient reason why
they chould see each other and have a
talk—the matter of that sapphbire. It
was tlie talk of the hotel that her aunt
had lost it. [t was equally the tall
of the hotel that Aunt Rbodopis had
heen Carlton’s rescuer.

Expectant, troubled, increasingly
eager to find the principal player in the
little drama of her thought. she had
turned into the tea-room. A carcless
glance, and then she was standing pet-
rified.

There was Carlton and there was
Aunt Rhodopis.  Iler they had not
noticed at all as they gazed into each
other’s eyes.

She started to turn away, a pre-
monitory pang ol terror in her heart.
turned back for one more look,

CHAPTER XNNVIIL

FAREWELL, EGYDT!

Loxrriness, disillusionment, the ut-
ter vacuily of life on this planet. or
any other, so far as he could imagine
it!

That smns up to a certain extent the
result of the long and careful analysis
of things in general made by the gifted
young scientist, George Carlton, s,
as lie gazed out of his window over
the sniling land of Iigypt.

He confessed, to himself that for the
past couple of weeks he had not been
in a particularly Dbrilliant condition to
note facts and draw deductions from
them. But he was pretty certain. none

the less, that his conclusions were gen
erally correct.

During this period he had sew
scarcely any one save Osman and hi
friend, Dr. Blake. DBut he had kep
himself informed, in a dazed, detache
sort of way, of all the news whic
concerned lhim most.

An intermittent fever, purely phys
ical, had kept him in bed ever since the
ball. Another sort of fever—Iikewis
intermittent, but in no sense physica
—had kept his thouglts from ordi
nary activities, as well.

Lady Rhodopis Trevelyn gone!

She had surprised every one Ly
packing up her thirty-three trunks and
getting away far before the usual date
of her annual departure. \Women glad
of it, men sorry.

It would have been difficult to say
which he was, glad or sorry, so far as
Carlton was ‘concerned. In his mo-
ments of dejection he wished that he
had never seen her, cursed her and
everything that appertained to her

But, as his health came back, such
moods hecanie increasingly less fre.
quent.

He would fight the thing out. find
out all that it had to yield.

He could have sent that sapphire of
liers—ecither by registered mail or by
some trusted messenger from among
his acquamtances — to her house in
Park Lane. But he could not bring
himseli to do it.  The thing had cost
him too much already to surrender it
now without finding out. one way or
another, just what there was to it.

For Alice and her Aunt Mary had
also gone away.

The thing bit into his soul. He
knew now, if he had never known it
before, that Alice Wentworth was the
preordained. lle and she had lived
and suffered together in ages gouc
ITe felt the tidal wave in his heart of
all the devotion to her which had be-
gun—Ilike the attraction between sea
an(l moon—at the very beginning of
things, which always had been and al-
ways would be.
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~“I heard another crazy man,” said
Osman as he arranged some flowers
on the center table, “who claims to
bave also seen the woman of the pyra-
mid.”

CMBall!t

- He shuflled about his room in pa-
jamas and slippers, got rid of Osman.
brought out the little farewell note
hat Alice had written him, essayed
3gain 1o extract consolation from it.

* Dear GEORGE:

1 am so sorry that you are ill; that
we must leave—Aunt Mary and I—
while vou arc still down. We have
been such good. good friends.

But Dr. Blake assures us that therc
is not the slightest danger; that you
are getting on famously. Please do
not think that I was angry when you
told me over the telephone that you
still had the sapphire, Of course you
know Dbest.

With very best wishes from both
auntie and myself, believe me always,
Your sincere friend,

ALICE WENTWORTILL,

YR AT v e s

- Blessed little contentment could he
-extract from that!

* He owed this to Alice, as well as to
‘himself. e ran his fingers through
bis hair, stood puffing at a cigarette
for a while as he stared down at the
writing-pad on the desk in front ol
him. Then he sat down and hegan to
write.

It was a letter to Alice, but much of
it he was afterward to use in that not
very widely circulated but justly fa-
mous nonograph of his, Tor this rea-
son it will, perhaps, be permissible to
quote an extract or two. Ile wrote:

Psychology still remains in a cha-
otic state. Of all the ancient sciences.
it remains the one science in which no
apparent progress has been made in
the last ten thousand years. :

It is only by research such as this
that we may hope to make progress—
the careful, scientific scrutiny of men-
tal phenomena.

Such an experience 1 have had, an
experience all but unique in scientific
history. I should, indeed, add a weight
to my conscicence did I fail to study it
further in all its aspects—magic,
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witcheraft, glamour, hypnotism, un-
conscious cerebration.

Poor Alice! We wonder how much
contentment she could extract from
that? But the longer that Carlton
wrote the less lie was thinking about
Alice. the more he was thinking about
the absorbing theme his own “‘case”
suggested.

One more extract, as an example,
and that wilt he all:

To many investigators, in rccent
years, it has become increasingly ap-
parent that in so far as using the mind
as an instrument is concerned, the
west has still everything to learn from
the east.

To examine the stars, we of the
west have invented telescopes. I'hey
of the east have so developed their
mental powers that they can send their
spirits to rove at will in sidereal space.
How, otlierwise, can we account for
the accurate astronomical knowledge
of the ancient Egyptians, the Chal-
deans, the Chinese? They had no
telescopes.

To examinic the infinitely small, we
of the west have invented the micro-
scope. They of the east, by an cffort
of the will, can reduce consciousness
so infinitesimally small that they study
the anatomy of a microbe as we, with
our clumsicr tools, might study the
anatomy of an earthworm or an ele-
phant.

Now, after all that I have seen, I
am convinced that the ancient Egyp-
tians did more; that they applied their
mental powers not only to perception
—to seeing the infinitely small and the
infinitely great—but to dynamics as
well.

In other words, that many of the
stupendous tasks they accomplished-—
to-day impossible—were accomplished
by thought-potecr alone,

There were other strange bits —
many of them, for the letter was a long
one. Take, for example, the reason he
gave for hanging on to that trouble-
some sapphire.

It is impossible to make a direct
quotation—either from the letter, he-
cause here he became tender and re-
miniscent, repeating much that we al-
ready know and much that no one hut
he and Alice has any right to know;
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nov trom that subsequent monograph
of his, because here his language is al-
together too technical—language that
no ordinary man could understand.
cven with a dictionary at his elbow.

It all had to do with something he
called “ metempsychosis,” a weird
mental power he had first encountered
among certain highly developed holy
men of India.

Given a fragment of bone, [or ex-
ample, sucl a man could clearly see and
describe the entire animal from which
the bone had been derived—whether
his neighbor's cat or a prehistoric mas-
todon.

Given a bead or an amulet or a shred
of linen from an ancient tomh, the wise
man could fix his “ third eye ™ upon it
and see the original owner as clearly
as though he were still on carth and
«tanding there in front of him; not
only the original owner, but the civili-
zation in which he lived. his personal
habits, his private vices, and things like
that.

Now. according to his own explana-
tion, that was why Carlton persisted
in clinging to the sapphire Aunt Rhod-
opis had unquestionably thrust upon
him—in clinging to it even at the risk
of losing the very best girl on earth.

It wasn't the spell that mattered so
much. He wasn’t interested in Lady
Rhodopis Trevelyn's love-aftairs: nor
in his own, il the truth be told.

He was thinking of metempsy-
chosis, no less. Tt was thus lie ex-
plained that deep. deep look he had
taken into the daily life of old ligypt.
By the grace of Ammon-Ra. he hoped.
through the same means, to do it again.

Then who would have {urther rea-
son to mourn the lost wisdom of the
past!

Carlton read this remarkable missive
over again after he had finished it.
The oddest love-letter ever written.,
surelv! There was a wry simile on his
face.

“I've seen the Woman of the DPyra-
mid.” he soliloquized. [ have, all
right. T'uloony: I'm crazy.”

TIIE ALL-STORY MAGAZINE.

Then, having done what he had to
do, he was suddenly submerged with
homesickness, a mad desirc to get
away. :

Alice gone. Rhodopis gone. No
one left in Ligvpt but himself and the
ghosts in his brain.

Egypt, farewell!

Before this, you have sent out trag-
edy and mystery and love, O thou sa-
cred land of Kem! Which of the
trilogy are you sending out with this
youth who sails away from your delta
now? Of all the men and women who
crowd those white decks. he alone has
a memory of the days of your youth.
He carries away with him the only
teardrop shed by the father of all your
gods. 'way back in the dawn of crea-
tion; the tear he shed when sin first
appeared on eartl.

What do you send along with it—-
tragedy or wmystery or love; or all of
them, as you've so often done hefore?

The above iz an inadequate tran-
script of George Carlton’s mood as the
steamer he was on drifted her quiet
way past felucca and vacht, past dirty
schooners with red sails, past trim,
great square-rigged ships, past a long
white transport with the Stars and
Stripes aloft.

Egypt. farewell!

Had something really happened to
him? Wasn't he just a trifle unhinged?
He had never felt so terribly choky
and sentimental in his life.

CITAPTER NXXIXN.

CARLTOXN DICIDLs.

Serrne was already far advanced
when Carlton got back to London
again; for on his arrival at Marseilles
he had found cablegrams from his
fawwyers that had taken him as far as
Caliiornia before he felt free again to-
2o where he would.

But all this time—all the time that
he was hearing talk about “ original
grants,” * equities,” “ section three-
forty-six.” and things like that ---he



THE \WOMAN OF THE PYRAMID, 565

.was wondering what this had to do
with Egypt. with Lady Rhodopis Trev-
elyn, and, most of all, with a certain
.English girl named Alice.

There was evidence, even, that the
.stout and perfectly groomned lawyer—
otherwise ommiscient—had never so
much as heard ol the Woman of the
Pyramid at all.  And as for that thing
realled metempsychosis!

Carlton still clung to the sapphire.
"He had tried all sorts of experiments
twith it—had sat for an hour at a time
cwith it gripped m his hands, trying to
““concentrate " on it as he had seen
Indian yogis do; had slept with it un-
~der his pillow—Dut all without result.

No, there had been one result.

His relations with Alice Wentworth
were decidedly strained; that i, if vou
can judge by the written word—which
you can’t do, as a rule.

Two little letters, and that was all.
The first, in answer to his own, begged
him to return the gem—a delicate hint
that to receive and keep ' such a valu-
able present ™ was, under the circum-
stances, one of the things that " no-
body does.™

The second letter, in answer to his
reply to the first, briefer even; not very
much credence so far as scientific ex-
planations were concerned; a sugges~
tion of long-suffering patience, or hope-
lessness, of sorrow.

Carlton was inclined to he indignant.
Not even a professional psychologist
can alwayvs penetrate the psychology
of the girl he loves; told himself that
he had been at pains to make a per-
fectly clear and frank explanation; the
trouble was that Alice wouldn't listen
—wouldn’t listen, that 1s, to anything
save the dictates oi her own lheart.
Girls. even the most lascinating, were
exceedingly trying at times. he had to
admit.

Still, his sense of seli-justification
could not quite overcome a lurking
serie of remorse as he walked out of
Charing Cross Station and turned up
the Strand.

It was one of those evenings when.

the London chmate is at its best—in-
hnitely mild and suave, just smoky
enough to soften outlines and har-
monize colors. Old-ale atmosphere—
at once soothing and mildly stimula-
ting!

Carlton felt an expansion of inner
joy. This was where his heart was—
he was ‘“home ” again.

At his hotel he dressed, ate a tremu-
lous dinner, then summoned a taxi and
went out to look tor Alice.

He had received no answer to let-
ters or telegrams he had sent since
leaving California, but he had no doubt
hut what he could find her.

Disappointinent!

Neither at her own house in Berke-
ley Square, nor at her Aunt Mary's
house in Brook Street, nor yet at an-
other aunt’s, where Alice occasionally
made her headquarters, in North Row,
could he find her.

His one hest bet, he told himself,
was back at the house in Berkeley
Square. There the servants knew him.
He knew that they were not lying to
him. They had greeted him with the
masked but none the less genuine cor-
diality of their kind.

Miss Alice was out. They weren't
sure when she would return, sir,
Would he wait? Yes, for a little while,

It seemed now that he had not seen
her for centuries. Ile called himself
names. All the time minutes were
slipping away—minutes from their
precious lives—minutes that they could
never, in long eternity, reclaim.

\Why had they ever separated at all?

In his pocket his hand came in con-
tact with the small box in which he
carried the sapphire. That was the
rcason. The fact brought a flush of
wrath to his cheek, of self-denuncia-
tion to his heart. Ile had hung onto
the thing in spite of the danger of it.
Now it stood fair to wreck his life.

Sgience! What was science com-
pared to Alice’s happiness and his own?
This love of theirs had grown through
the centuries, and now, in the name of
science, he was ready to chop it down!



Again his hand wuchied the box. It
filled him with a species of horror; the
same sort of horror that he had felt
when Lady Rhodopis Trevelyn first
confronted him, face to face; the same
sort of horror he had felt back in an-
cient Egypt when she had sought to
entice him in the pyramid—again in
the “City of the White Wall.™  And
he had been such a fool as not to have
recognized it!

“ I really do not belicve, sir—Dbeg-
ging your pardon, sir.”" old Dates began
(he knew intuitively how his mistress
felt concerning this handsome youth),
“that Miss Wentworth will be long.™

“Thank you, DBates,” Carlton an-
swered; “ just a little drive about and
T'll be looking back.”

But would he?

Something within him told him that
the hour had come for him to return
the sapphire. Tt would be now or
never.

Do what she would with that pol-
ished little blade of steel in her fan—-
the one she had shown him that day
in Shepheard’s—the sapphire he would
give back to her.

Hadn't it begun already to weave its
subtle spell of bad luck about him; to
keep him away from Alice; to draw
him by cords which he could neither
see nor otherwise break into the en-
tanglement that had cost him his own
life and the life of the girl he loved,
once hefore, thousands of years ago,
in the stifling waters of the Nile?

CHAPTIER XIJ..

FORBIDDEN TERRITORY.

Sitotnp she or should she not ?

That was the question that had kept
revolving in Alice Wentworth's ex-
ceedingly attractive head. ’

Should she take the advice of .\unt
Mary — to say nothing of the other
aunts—and stay away from Lady
Rhodopis  Trevelyn
should she obey the push of every
ounce of curiosity and impulse in her

altogether. or-

heart-—as well as incidentally keeping
a promise she had once made—and pay
the mysterious hig house in Park Lane
a visit?

To a certain extent, the question had
become one of those—like, what is
life 2—which we keep putting off until
we are dead; and even then—who
knows?

At first che had roundly sworn that
she never would. That was when she
had just left Egypt, while she was still
under the domination of all the thor-
oughly unpleasant emotions that her
stay in the ancient lJand had aroused.

Heartache. loneliness, disilluston-
ment!

It was hard to be a woman. so Alice
told herself.

But time, to some extent. had
soothed, even if it had not healed. Like-
wise, it brought the galling suspicion
that possibly she had been mistaken.

Aunt Rhodopis had given George a
jewel of price; but Aunt Rhodopis had
a well-established reputation for being
eccentric, if nothing else,

She had seen George gazing, en-
tranced. into Lady Rhodopis’s green
eyes; but the poor boy was really ill
at the time—was suffering from the
after effects of sunstroke.

The whole situation was too deep for
her. She gradually acknowledged the
fact; acknowledged it more than ever
after she had read those strange letters
of Carlton over and over again. But
that she should be out of it—anything
but that!

Out of the coniusion of her thoughts
and sentiments had come this certainty:
she was waiting.

Waiting for what?
could not have told.

She lherseli
Aunt Rhodopis

was in it—Carlton was in it—this su-

preme situation which she vaguely felt
to be impending.  But what it was—
this ultimate solution—that she could
not or would not say, not even to her-
self.

She had Jost interest in all those
things that had intercsted her before.
Not i Constantinople nor Rome nor
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Paris—in all of which places she had
found happiness before—could she find
happiness now. It was the same way
with London, the same way with the
country places of her friends and rela-
tives to which she was repeatedly in-
vited.

Then. one day, she had turned up
those long-spurned letters of Carlton's
and had wept over them.

There was no denying the fact: she
was homesick for Carlton. Aditer all,
what did ¢he understand of the things
that he had told her about. She had
no head for science, for the psychology
of either East or West.

Such things were all right for him.

But all that mattered for her was the
outstanding mountain-peak of her love
for him—something as old, she told
hersel{. as any mountain-peak, any-
way.
And Rhodopis! She had turned him
over to the tender mercies of Rho-
dopis!

She wrote two letters that night—
long ones; the first to Carlton him-
self, the second to the interdicted
aunt, Both of them breathed the same
spirit, put into them unconsciously—
her loneliness, her willingness to for-
give, her desire to be in touch with
both of them. to fathom, even a little
bit, the fathomless future in which they
three were cast for important roles.

It is a pity that the servant to whom
these letters were given never posted
them — still a pity even if neither of
them could have possibly averted the
impending” tragedy.

One afternoon, .Alice, who had just
returned {rom almost a month of con-
stant visiting in the country, went un-
accompanied for her drive through
Hyde Parl.

Old Sedly, who was long in the serv-
ice of the Wentworths hefore Alice
was born. was about to turn out by
Hyde Park corner, when Alice asked
him to continue on up the Ring to-
ward the Marble Arch.

Sedly was a bit surprised. It was

Yigh time he was getting ‘ome to tea.

~wouldn’t.

But he gave no sign. Nor did he give
any sign a little iater on when a still
greater surprise befell him.

He had come into Park Lane; was
driving slowly down toward Mount
Street; was just passing the large
house to which, not within the past
twenty years. had he driven a member
of ’is family, sir, when he received an
order to stop.

It was a great house set back some-
what from the street, protected by a
high iron fence, oT which the gate was
closed. But the curtains were up; the
place had a general air of being occu-
pied.

Hardly able to belicve that it was
he who was doing it, Sedly looked at
the door of the mansion and raised his
whip slightly.  Almost instantly the
door was opened and a liveried [oot-
man had hastened out to where Alice
waited.

*“ Has Lady Rhodopis returned?

The footman had recognized Sedly,
even if he hadn’t recognized the lady
in the carriage. The card she had
placed on his silver tray he had not of
course dared to so much as look at—
not vet.

* Thank yot, ma'am,” he answered,
“ Her ladyship is expected hourly.”

“Tell her, please,” said Alice, with
a feeling almost of panic engendered
by her own boldness, “that I shall
drop in for a few minutes this evening
—unless—unless—"’

She took her card again, and pen-
ciled a telephone number on it.

The emotion in Sedly’s heart was no
greater than that in her own. Miss
Alice going to see Lady Rhodopis
Trevelyn with such spontaneous haste!
He wondered if he should not in some
way convey the information to higher
quarters. He still considered Alice as
more or less of a child.

But Alice was not in doubt as to
whetlier she should tell her aunt or
not. She was determined that she
This was her own affair.

Instead of taking tea with Aunt
Mary, as she had promised, she drove



at once to lier own home in Berkeley
Square, ate dinner there~—and not
very much of it—in solitary state,
wondering what she was going to say,
what she was going to wear. what the
result of it all would be.

She was frightfully nervous. Of
that she was sure. It was as though
all those premonitions ol hers, all

those vague but undeniable intuitions -

which had Deen obsessing her ever
since she had left LEgypt, were taking
form, were ‘ materializing,” like the
ghosts at a spiritualistic séance.

In his comfortable home in the
“mews " Sedly was stuffing himself
with heefsteak pie. His wife, wholly
unlike Sedly himscli. was slim and
sallow, and, like niost thin and sallow
people. was inclined to look upon the
darker side of things. DBut this time
cven Sedly agreed with her.

“You're right, old woman,” he kept
repeating. *‘ You're right. L’ud blime
me, I sez all along as ‘ow ‘twere goin’
to make trouble like.” :

“ Worsener'n trouble.” opined Mrs,
Sedly cadaverously. “ Iit's wot was
intentioned w'en the death - spot kept
turnin’ up all afternoon in those for-
tunc-tellin® cards! ™

CHAPTER

INTO TIITS SITADOW,

XLT.

Turre was no coubt at all but what
{Lady Rhodopis Trevelyn was the vic-
tim of forebodings even more than her
niece had been—which was only nat-
ural perhaps, in view of the fact that
her ladyship was not blessed with the
clearest conscience in the world.

She had always spent much of her
time alone. She was one of those
women who are almost always alone,
no matter how many people are round.
Never before had this innate, unbreak-
able solitude so weighed upon her.

She was a good deal of a mystery
even to herself. She had never been
like other children. like other girls,
like other women.

A strange career!

A hazy recollection of [Europe, of
Asia, and of Africa that covered the
period of her earliest childhood; a long
period in various schools for young
ladies, broken by a memorable visit to
Abyssinia when she was but sixteen
and her presentation to the Negus, who
told her that he was her guardian;a
vear at the hali-savage, hal{-Orientd
Aderach, where she had received the
best of care, had learned many curious
things; then her marriage with the
wealthy and once-celebrated Sir Rufus:

No wonder she was superstitious—
that is, if by superstition one means
the belief in signs and symbols which
have no meaning for the generality of
people.

But Lady Rhodopis Trevelyn, still
not much more than a girl-bride, had
known all about it before her husband
was brought back to the hotel from a
house in Old Cairo that night with his
body riddled with dagger - wounds.
She had had nothing to do with it—
merely Lknew Dbeforehand that it was
going to happen—that was all.

How did she know it? There were
still cffective wayvs of looking into the
future — for those who know how —
both in India and Africa; and the new
Lady Rhodopis Trevelyn had acquired
most of them. To her such things
came as naturally as sewing does to
other girls.

Then, amid the unceasing whirl of
travel and siege, which had followed
since then, she had developed her
psychic powers on her own account.

That first visit of hers to England
had not been a very great success. She
was a widow even then, and the great
house in Park Lane, which had been a
part of her legacy irom the murdered
Sir Rufus, had more or less frightened
her from the first.

Still more was she f{rightened the
first time that she ever saw ler niece,
Alice Wentworth.

Frightencd at the sight of a pink-
and-white, yellow-haired child! Who
could explain it?



Lady Rhodopis could—and did!

A handful of black beans in a bowl
of rice, and she knew that some day
she and thix little daughter of the West

would stand together in the house ol

death. and that it was she. Rhodopis.
whom death would choose.

Again and again she tested the pre-

dlctxon—b\ dificrent means highly
tonsidered b) those who had taught
ber, but which would be properl\
barred from the polite literature of the
Occident—and the answer was invari-
bly the same.
- Fear, panic, distrust, and distress in
Ber unaccustomed surroundings, she
bad struck at the child one day witlt
p dagger. It wasn't her fault ii the
little Alice had moved at just the right
pecond, had received nothing worse
than a blow from her aunt’s wrist.

That was years ago; but neither
Rhodopis nor Alice ln(l cver forgot-
fen, naturally.

Then Rhadopis, in one of those pe-
puliar periods of clairvoyance which
§he could induce at times—but not al-
na)s——b\' a certain formula she had

nired Dhefore her marriage, came
gpon the American vouth named Carl-
bn who obviously intended to malke
Alice Wentworth his wife.

Rhodopis had taken to lollowing
Alice about in her dreams as mucl as

possible, certain as she was that their:

threads of destiny werc intertwined.

From the first time she had looked
mpon him—there in the Savoy dining-
room—Rhodopis knew that the third
actor in the drama of her life had ap-
peared.

Folks often wonder at the moods of
beautiful young women. They won-
dered enough at the moods ol Lady
Rhodopis ‘Trevelyn—cruel, passionate,
yielding, cold, gay, morose.

She was as much of a mystery to
herseli as she was 10 any one clse, if
the truth he told: and this s apt to he
the case with any one who mixes
magic and love, ax the secret histories
of the world fully demonstrate.

And Rhodopis was in love

She

made no secret of it even to herself;
had acquired that cunning little dag-

ger she always carried with her for
no other purpose.
“1f we can't live together, then we

can die together—he and I, he and [!
And after decath who can tell? Per-
haps the books arc wrong. TFew wise
men—whether they were of different
schools of magic or the same—have
ever agreed as to just what happens—
after death.”

Immediately after her scene with
Carlton in the tea-room of Shepheards
that day she had gone up to her rooms
well-nigh 11][0\1L211(‘(1 with new hope.
The old curse was lifted. She could
have danced or prayed—did both to
some extent, as she worshiped somc
god or other in a pagan rite she had
picked up Lord knows where.

But she was true to form; dropped
out of sight for a while. It was never
a good thing to press one’s luck too
hard. A month later found her among
her friends at Addis-Ababa.

What happencd there? Who can
tell> There are poweriul magicians
still in Tithiopia—the ancient Meroe—
wlho can look into the future.as cer-
tainly as most people can look into the
next room.

Lady Rhodopiz Trevelyn left the
only real home she had ever known,
taking with her a trailing black shadow

a shadow which at times ecncom-
passed her aboul. Moreover, the
shadow had a voice. ’I'his voice said:

“TUntil the jewel comes Dback. -T

give vou until then — until the jewel
comes back!”

At which Lady Rhodopis Trevelyn
was wonl to snule.  She was nothing
i1l not courageous. She was a crea-
ture of magnificent nerve—something
of a tigress, take it all in all.

The shadow dogged her into Tndia.
whither she had gene in quest of cer-
tain  powerful wedicine  she  Lknew
about.  She needed it. TFor some time
now she had been unable to project
her © double ™ into the paths she would
have had it follow,
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She had been shut off from Carlten
as effectively as though she were the
merest shop-girl. But the moment was
approaching — this she knew — when
she should see him again; when it
would be he or the sha(lo\\.

He or the shadow! DBoth perhaps.
She had her dagger; and, as she
watched the fatetul play ol the black
beans in the bowl of dry rice. she
would smile in that somewhat sad,
passionate way of hers.

She had cabled word to London to
have her house m Park Lane put m
order.

She had never loved the place great-
Iy, but she had gone iar 1o make it less
lernble than it had heen—nhad filled it
with the things and the symbols that
she loved: had, as some had said.
made something of a museum of it, 5o
fuil was it of curios, so Kgyvptian m
its decoration'!

Would it not he as good as any
other place as a stepping - stone up
and out when such a stepping - stone
was needed?

CHAPTER

THRLE—AND

XLIL
A FOURTIL.

Just about the same amount of dis-
ease and poverty, of vice and crine,
in the greatest city of the world—an-
cient or modern — yet night was set-
tling down over London as sweetly
and poetically  as  though it were
Strawberry ITill

This was especially so in the ncigh-
horhood of Hyde Park—a solt breeze,
flavored with the smell of geraniums
and clipped lawn; stars, coming out
dimly through the high overhang of
smoky mist; decorous houses with the
blinds pulled down, as though every-
hody was going to hed, which every-
body was not of course; hut a general
impression of (uict eventide.

A\ strange hour and a strange quar-
ter of the world for any one 1w he
haunted by ghosts and other haunts
come out of ludla and Lgypt; and yet

THE ALL-STORY

MAGAZINE.

this was the case with Lady Rhodopd
Trevelymn.

To some extent it was the case liky
wise with Alr. George Carlton as
rurned into Park Lane from the north
It was even more so the case wifj
Alice Wentworth as she turned ing
Park Lane from the south.

Tate has a habit of pulling on the
strings she keeps tied to all of uy
bringing two or three—and sometimes
another — together when we are the
least expecting it.

Only, in this paiticular instance, on
of the puppets on the string was fully
expecting it.

As Lady Rhodopis Trevelyn sat be-
fore her mirror in the dressing-room
ol the big house from which she had
so long been absent, her first impres
sion was that she was more than ordi-
narily beautiful.

Yvette, her maid, was citasiée, and
said so. frankly and volubly, as she
fluttered about her inistress like a but-
terfly about a flower,

A robe of silver gauze with just
enough gold in the composition to:
make it one of exceeding richness.
Lady Rhodopis always was daring and
original in her dress—never more so
than now,

For not only was the dress itself
subtly suggestive of old Egypt, but so
was her cmﬂ'mc, which was arranged
to 1mitate the double diadem of the
Pharaohs—vulture and snake.

A queenlike presence! Cleopatra
herself would have been glad to look
like that—a gold and silver master-
piece that was even more of the pagan
goddess than she was the pagan queen.

Yet, after that first slight glint of
satisfaction, Lady Rhodopis felt an in-
stant and profound reaction. It was
as though the reflected shadows back
of her had taken form, had material-
1zed into the gaunt and shriveled form
of a grotesquely tall. thin negro.

She shuddered slightly,

“ AMadajite a froid?

“ Mais non, Yoette!”

She was thinking of the old, old
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horoscope which she herseli had cast
in this very house, in this very room,
years ago, and in which it was written
that <he and Alice Wentworth <hould
stand together some day in the pres-
ence of death, and that death should
choose betweein them.

She sought to cast off Ler nervous-
ness—Iit a cigarctte. called for a finger
of brandy.

No use!

Once more those shadows reflected
in the mirror from the twilit depths
Just back of her had taken form—the
form of a gaunt negro, wmiraculously
tal and thin. But her nerves seemed
steadier now.

She studied the apparition. Where
in her past had she seen such a onc
before?

Suddenly she let out a little inarticu-
lae gasp which was neither of regret
ne dismay — just surprisc. surprise
wiile her fingers mechanically touched
the first fold of the fan she carried.
mude sure that a certain ¢lender bit of
stel was there.

She liad recognized this thing.

Once. centuries ago. tens of centu-
ris ago, in the Temple of DPtah. an-
ofier such apparition as this had seized
upn her—as certain great spiders of
th jungle seize upon bLrilliant birds—
axd then—

“Yvette " — softly — “who is 1t
standing there back of us? ™
“ “But no one, madanic. Yes — ol
it is Fuliaire bringing a card for ma-
dame!”
- Yvette herself had stepped lightly
forward and taken the card which Ful-
ler had brought to the door.

- “Miss Alice Wentworth! ™
“Show her into the blue drawing-

room. ‘l'ell her I shall be there in-
stantly.”

Fuller had gone awayv with the mes-
sage.

Lady Rhodopis snuled once more
into the mirror. IFuller had gone. It
had not heen he who cast that shadow
there. .

Again it loomed up out of the gloom

THE D'YRAAID, b7l
hehind her — crooked. black. tall. a

burtit pine of a man. Still smiling at
the reflected image of the thing—real
enough, even if it was unreal—Lady
Rhodopis made a slight sign with her
finger, such a movement as a Sicilian
peasant might make in warding off the
evil-eye. Dut the ominous thing did
not disappear.

“You are not feeling quite right.”
Yvette suggested.  “ Will madanic not
take a little more of the fine?””

“Mais non, Yuvette. Je suis bien.”

She didn’t lie. She was well, in an
exalted sort of way. But she Knew
now that that materialized shadow was
real. It was this that she had brought
with her out of the ancient land of
Ethiopia, of the Meroe she had known
in ages past.

In a little while, now, she and Alice
Wentworth would be standing, even as
she herself had predicted it, in the
presence of- the sable shadow. One.or
the other of them would be the elect.

She wasn't frightened.  As she cast
her last look at herself in the long mir-
ror, she was wondering where George
Carlton was. She only wished that he
might Dbe there, that he might look
upon her while she was dressed like
this.

A final touch with one pink-tipped
finger, automatically, unconsciously—
an old habit of hers—to make sure
that the slender blade of steel was hid-
den in her {an, then she was ready to
descend.

Steadily. gracefully. a smile of wel-
come on her lips, she passed through
her bedroom to the corridor which led
to the top of the grand staircase. There
she pauscd.

Another visitor had arrived.  She
hecard a man's voice—a voice che
recognized — asking whethier <he was
at home.

Then: “Give her ladyship this,
please. when you present my card.”

She needed no other explanation.

Carlton had brought the sapphire—
the Tear of God Ra—the emblem of
gricf cast down to earth by the father




of all gods when sin first appeared on
earth.

CHAPTLER XLIIIL
““ A SHADOW Ol 71115 STAIRS.™

ScarcrLy had the second [ootman
turned away with the card and the lit-
tle pasteboard-box which. like Pan-
dora’s, was so [ull of fatefulness, than
Carlton heard a glad cryv, a beloved
voice pronouncing his name.

He turned with an echoing cry
springing up from his own heart. Had
he thrown off the curse so soon?

Unable to hold back that first im-
pulsive movenient of love and joy,
fearful almost. even now. that the light
of her life might escape again. Alice
Wentworth had come to the door of
the blue drawing-room. uttered that
cry he had heard. then regretted the
action just enough to make her blush
and wilt with sudden timidity as Carl-
ton saw her.

“ Alice! ™

“ George! ™

About the entrance-hall of T'revelyn
Tlouse the genius of the present owner
had reared a seriex of Egyptian gods—
lofty, placid. chaste and passinnless—
all of them staring out inlo eternity
with the same expression as that worn
hy the sphinx. by the great Ilarma-
chis, father of terrvors,

But even their graven ears must
have tingled a little at the magical vi-
hrations set astir as the two young peo-
ple standing there pronounced each
other’s names.

[t was more than just mere love—
great as that love was. There was
something of tremendous relief in it,
as well—as though each had stood in
the presence of death, had seen. each
in the other, an earnest of salvation.

Alice had stepped forward to greet
him after that [irst moment of ex-
quisite hesitation.  Ile had gone for-
ward to meet her, had seized her hands
in his own.

They murmured the same words

they might have used, thousands of
years ago, back there in the subterr.
nean treasure-palace under the Temple
of Ptah in the City of the White Wall
—then when they stood in the pres
ence of tragedy and, none the less,
siniled into each other’s eyes,

Did the memory of that remote hour
return to them now? Who can tell?

The place where they stood was
ablaze with light. But, somehow, it
was as though they were suddenly en-
veloped in a special atmosphere of
mystery. It was as though they two
were all alone—spectators who wait—
amid a sort of dead calim.

Not knowing or questioning why he
did it, Carlton put his arms round
Alice and drew her close.

She didn't protest — surrendered
herself. Their learts were Dbeating
wildly; but they both said afterward
that there was more of elation in it
than fear—the solemn joy of a judg-
ment hour.

T'hen they turned.

The fraction of a second only, but
they had stood there expectant — sure
only of this. that they were together,
and so would always remain. Then it
came—a small sound, yet fearfully
great in that tense, surcharged silence
and suspense.

A human cry, otherwise indescrib-
able! .

It was as though all the pain and all
the joy in the world had sought utter-
ance at the same instant through the
voice of a single creature, of a single
womapn.

At the head of the grand staircase
they saw Lady Rhodopis Trevelyn ap-
pear—a vision of beauty, yet sinister,
unearthly, cruel.  An apparition from
a dream, rather than a ILondon hostess
descending to welcome her guests; a
vision out of Old Egypt, of the Isis.
on earth!

She had smiled at them; had stood
there holding in her hand the little hox
that Carlton had sent to her.

A flash of steel; then a gaunt black
shadow, which enveloped her as she
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fell. stifed that feariul ¢ry they had
heard.

They hoth saw it—that shadow. It
had appeared so suddenly out ol the
black-and-gold silk hangings, and a
momen( later it was gone again. Yet
both had recognized it—even Alice—
for in that flash of terror she recol-
lected something that heretofore had
fain buried—oh, at a fathomless depth
—in the deepest, uttermost cells of her
brain. :

This, then the vision of a reeling.
frightened man servant, and Alice had
buried her face in Carlton’s shoulder.

Followed, for her at least. a swift
period when it was as though the wa-
ters of the Nile — or the Thames —
were rushing in to submerge her; aud
through it all the consciousness that
there was some one at her side to
whom she clung; some one who whis-
pered that Rhodopiz was dead —or
was it Nctokris?—Dbut that thev were
safe and would live {forever. come
what would.

CHAPTER NTIV.

- CONCILUSION,

¢ “Do you want sumething new in
the way of novels, my dear friend?”
This is a quotation from Jules Clar-
etie.  “ Extraordinary  novels, filled
with incredible adventures which. at
the same time. are ahsolutely true?
Ihen read the hoaoks wherein scientists
tell you what occurs in the human
brain! "~

~ Alice Wentworth Carlton, a year or
so after the events recorded in this
history. came across that extract from
some preface or other written by the
French Tmnwortal, and agreed with
him pericetly.

Slic had comie to understand many
things, to take a larger outlook on
life in general, had come to look with
complacency even on the fact that her
hushand divided his devotion between
her own sweet sclf and his science.

That's not always the wav with the
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bride of a month or sv—or of a decade
or so. Though. of cnurse, it should
be.

The suicide of the beautiful Lady
Rhodopis Trevelyn had been a tremen-
dous sensation for a week or so. But
it was so thoroughly in keeping with
everything else that was known of her
mysterious, tempestuous character that
no one greatly wondered,

The house in Park Lane, and all that
was in it, is the property of Alicc
now; but she and her husband will
never live in it.  They have turned it
over to become an embassy. or some-
thing like that.  Anyway, a rich Amer-
ican has taken it and is giving occa-
sional fabulous entertainments there.

It it is true—as it is whispered—
that the wraith of the lovely and tragic
Lady Rhodopis sometimes appears be-
fore the guests at these entertainments,
now in the guise of a queen of Old
Lgypt. now in the shimmering silver
dress she wore on the night of the
tragedy. that is but another element in
rendering these entertainments so no-
table.

She has never appeared Nike that be-
fore Alice or George. For which thev
are grateful.

For that matter, no one. since the
death of Lady Rhodopis, has ever seen
again the fabled Woman of the Pyra-
mid.  There were many who tried to
do so—more than ever becanse, sone-
how. the tradition got abroad that she
was that—

Dright. wnecarthly nymph who dwells
Mid sunless gold and jewels hid,
The Lady of the Pyramid.

It was to Egvpt that Carlton and
his bride returned for their wedding
tour—a pilgrimage, as much as any-
thing else.  Sccretly. they bhoth trem-
bled a littde at the prospect of what
might happen to them there. but they
found that the ancient land was robbed
of its terror, was robbed even of much
of its mystery.

Perhaps this was because they un-
derstood <o many things not under-



374

stood by most of the tourists who visit
the Nile.

It was even something like a visit to
the old homestead that afternoon they
went over to the site of ancient Mem-
phis. .

Nothing now to mark the great
metropolis they had known. scarcely a
remmant of the “ City of the \White
Wall” save a fallen statue, a palm-
grove, a squalid village where peasants
lived out their mud-covered, sun-baked
lives—these and the eternal pyramids.

*““All changed,” whispered Alice—
“all changed save them and us.”

“ Lord—the faith and the knowl-
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edge that went into them!™ Carlton
exclaimed.  “No wonder they are
everlasting! ™

“ But see, we also are cverlasting”

“ Ah, that’s because we represent
something else which never dies. We
represent—"’

He cast a quick and furtive glance
around them. Livery one else. even
the Arabs, had [ound momentary ab
sorption in the colossal statue of the
great I’tah, fallen centuries ago. No
one was looking.

“\We represent this.”

Carlton hastily bent lis head and
kissed Alice on the lips,

(The End.)



