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FOREWORD

Certain it should be that, beyond and about this World of Length, and Breadth, and Thickness, thereis
another World, or State of Existence, consisting of these and another dimension of which only those
beingswho are privileged to enter or dwdll in it can have any conception. Now, if this postulate be
granted, it followsthat adweller in this State would be freed from those conditions of Time and Space
which bind those beings who are confined within the limits of Tri-Dimensiond Space, or Existence. For
example, hewould be able to make himsalf visble or invisble to usa will by entering into or withdrawing
himsdf from this State, and returning into that of Four Dimensions, whither our eyes could not follow
him& mdash;even though he might be close to usin our sense of nearness. Moreover, he could bein two
or more places at once, and cause two bodies to occupy the same space& mdash;which to usis
inconceivable. Stranger ill, he might be both alive and dead a the same time& mdash;since Pagt,
Present, and Future would be al one to him; the world without beginning or end ...& mdash;From the
"Geometrical Possibilities," of Abd'd Kasr, of Cordoba, circa. 1050 A.D.
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[Pg 1]

THE MUMMY AND MISSNITOCRIS

CHAPTER|
INTRODUCES THE MUMMY

"Oh, what aperfectly lovely mummy! Just fancy! & mdash;the poor thing& mdash;dead how many years?
Something like five thousand, isn't it? And doesn't shelook just like me! | mean, wouldn't she, if we had
both been dead aslong?'

Asghe said this, Miss Nitocris Marmion, the golden-haired, black-eyed daughter of one of the most
celebrated mathematicians and physicistsin Europe, stood herself up beside the mummy-case which her
father had recaeived that morning from Memphis.

"Look!" she continued. "1 am dmost the same height. Just alittle taller, perhaps, but you see her hair is
nearly asfair as mine. Of course, you don't know what colour her eyes are& mdash;just fancy, Dad! they
have been shut for nearly five thousand[Pg 2] years, perhaps alittle more& mdash;because | think they
counted by dynasties then& mdash;and yet look at the features! Just imagine me dead!"

"Just imagine yoursdlf shutting the door on the other side, my dear Niti," said the Professor, who had
risen from the chair, and was facing his daughter and the Mummy. "I don't want to banish you too
unceremonioudly, but | redly have alot of work to do to-night, and, as you might know, Bachelor of
Science of London asyou are, | have got to worry out asbest | can, if | candoiit at al, this problem that
Hartley sent me about the Forty-seventh Propaosition of the first book of Euclid.”

"Ohyes" shesaid, going to hisside and putting her hand on to his shoulder as he stood facing the
Mummy; "I have reason enough to remember that. And what does Professor Hartley say about it?"

"He says, my dear Niti," said the Professor, in avoice which had something like anote of aveinit, "that
when Pythagoras thought out that problem& mdash;which, of course, isnot Euclid's a al& mdash;he
amogt saw across the horizon of theworld that welivein.”

"But that," sheinterrupted, "would be something like looking across the edge of time into eternity, and
that& mdash;well, of course, that is quite impossible, even to you, Dad, or Mr Hartley. What does he
mean?'

"He doesn't quite mean that, dear,” replied the Professor, till staring Straight at the motionlesg Pg 3]
Mummy as though he haf expected the lips which had not spoken for fifty centuriesto answer the
question that was shaping itself in hismind. "What Hartley means, dear, isthis& mdash;that when
Pythagoras thought out that proposition he had almost reached the border which divides the world of
three dimengions from the world of four."

"Which, as our dear old friend Euclid would say, isimpossible; because you know, Dad, if that were
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possible, everything else would be. Come, now, Annieis bringing up your whisky and soda. Put away
your problems and take your night-cap, and do get to bed in something like respectable time. Don't
worry your dear old head about forty-seventh propositions and fourth dimensions and mummies and that
sort of thing, even if this Mummy does happen to look abit like me. Now, good night, and remember
that the night-cap is to be a night-cap, and when you've put it on you really must go to bed. Y ou've been
thinking agreat ded too much thisweek. Good-night, Dad.”

"Good-night, Niti, dear. Don't trouble your head about my thinking. Sufficient unto the brain arethe
thoughts thereof. Sometimes they are more than sufficient. Good-night. Sleep well and don't dream, if
you can helpit.”

"And don't you dream, Dad, especialy about that wretched proposition. Just have another pipe, and
drink your whisky and go to bed. There's something in your eyesthat saysyou want along night'srest.
Good-night now, and deep well."[Pg 4]

She pulled his head down and kissed him twice on hisgrey, thin cheek, and then, with awave of her
hand and alaughing nod towards the Mummy, vanished through the closing study door to go and dream
her dreams, which were not very likely to be of mummies and fourth dimensiona problems, and left her
father to dream his.

Then acoupleof linesfrom one of "B.V.'s' poems, which had been running in hishead al the evening,
came back to him, and he murmured half-unconscioudy:

""Wasit hundreds of years ago, my love, Wasit thousands of miles away...?"

"And why should it not be? Why should you, who were once Ma-Rimon, priest of Amen-Ra, in the City
of Memphis& mdash;you who amost stood upon the threshold of the Inmost Sanctuary of Knowledge:
you who, if your footsteps had not turned aside into the way of temptation and trodden the black path of
Sin, might even now be dwelling on the Shores of Everlasting Peacein the Land of Amenti& mdash;dost
thou dare to ask such aquestion?"

The sudden change of the pronoun seemed to him to put the Clock of Time back indefinitely.

Hewas standing by hisdesk gtill facing the Mummy just as his daughter had left him after saying
"good-night." He was not aman to be easily astonished. Not only was he one of the best-read amateur
Egyptologistsin Europe, but he was also an ex-President of the Roya Society,[Pg 5] aMember of the
Psychical Research Society, and, moreover, Chairman of arecently gppointed Commission on
Comparative Insanity, the object of whose labours was to determine, if possible, what proportion of
people outside asylums were mad or sane according to astandard which, somehow, no one had thought
of inventing before& mdash;the sandard of common-sense.

The voice, strangely like his daughter's and his dead wife's also, appeared to come from nowhere and yet
from everywhere, and it had afaint and far-away echo in it which harmonised most marvelloudy with
other echoes which seemed to come up out of the depths of his own soul.

Where had he heard it before? Somewhere, certainly. There was no possibility of mistaking toneswhich
were soirresdtibly familiar, and, moreover, why did they bring back to him such distinct memories of
tragedies|ong forgotten, even by him?Why did they instantly draw before the windows of his soul along
panorama of vast cities, splendid palaces, sombre temples, and towering tombs, in which he saw dl these
and morewith an infinitely greater vividness of form and light and colour than he had ever been ableto do
in hismost inspired hours of dream or study?

Had the voice really come from those long-silenced lips of the Mummy of Nitocris, that daughter of the



Pharaohs who had so terribly avenged her outraged love, and after whom he had named the only child of
his marriage? Pg 6]

"It iscertainly very strange," he said, going to hiswriting-table and taking up hispipe. "I know that voice,
or at least | seemto know it, and it isvery like Niti's and her mother's; but where can it have come from?
Hardly from your lips, my long-dead Roya Egypt," he went on, going up to the mummy-case and peering
through his spectaclesinto therigid features. He put up his hand and tapped the tightly-drawn lips very
gently, then turned away with asmile, saying doud to himsdlf: "No, no, | must have been dlowing what
they cdl my scientific imagination to play trickswith me. Perhgps| have been worrying alittle too much
about this confounded fourth dimenson problem,& mdash;and yet the thing is exceedingly fascinating. If
the hand of Science could only reach acrossthe frontier line! If we could only see out of the world of
length and breadth and thicknessinto that other world of these and something ese, how many puzzles
would be solved, how many impossibilities would become possible, and how many of the miracleswhich
those old Egyptian adepts so serioudy claimed to work would look like the merest commonplaces! Ah
well, now for theredities. | suppose that's Annie with the whisky."

As he turned round the door opened, and he beheld avery strange sight, one which, to aman who had
had aless stern mentd training than he had had, would have been nothing lessthan[Pg 7] terrifying. His
daughter camein with alittle slver tray on which there was asmall decanter of whisky, aglass, and a
syphon of soda-water.

"Annie has goneto the post, and | thought | might aswell bring thismysdlf,” said Miss Nitocris, walking
to the table and putting the tray down on the corner of it.

Besde her stood another figure asfamiliar now to his eyes as her'swas, dressed and tired and jewelled
inafashion equally familiar. Savefor the differencein dress, Nitocris, the daughter of Rameses, wasthe
exact counterpart in feature, stature, and colouring of Nitocris, the daughter of Professor Marmion. In her
hands she carried adender, long-necked jar of brilliantly enamelled earthenware and agolden flagon
richly chased, and glittering with jewels, and these she put down on the table in exactly the same place as
the other Nitocris had put her tray on, and as she did so he heard the voice again, saying:

"Timewas, isnow, and ever shall be to those for whom Time has ceased to be& mdash;whichisariddlie
that Ma-Rimon may even now learn, since his soul has been purified and his spirit strengthened by
earnest devotion through many livesto the search for the True Knowledge."

Both voices had spoken together, the onein English and the other in the ancient tongue of Khem, yet he
had heard each syllable separately and comprehended both utterances perfectly. He felt acold grip of
fear at his heart as he looked[Pg 8] towards the mummy-case, and, as hisfear had warned him, it was
empty. Then he looked at his daughter, and astheir eyes met, she said in the most commonplace tones:

"My dear Dad, what is the matter with you? If advanced people like ourselves believed in any such
nonsense, | should beinclined to say that you had seen aghost; but | supposeit'sonly that silly fourth
dimension puzzle that's worrying you. Now, ook here, you must really take your whisky and go to bed.
If you go on bothering any longer about 'N to the fourth,” you will have one of your bad headaches
to-morrow and won't be able to finish your addressfor the Indtitute.”

She put her hand out and took up the decanter. It passed without any apparent resistance through the jar.
Shelifted it from the same place, and poured out the usua modicum of whisky into the glass, which was
standing just where the flagon was. Then she pressed the trigger of the syphon, and the familiar hiss of the
soda-water brought the Professor, as he thought, back to his senses.

But no! There could be no doubt about it. Therein materia form on the corner of histablewasa



point-blank, tangible contradiction of the universaly accepted axiom that two bodies cannot occupy the
same space, and that, come from somewhere or nowhere, there were two plainly materia objects
through which his daughter's hand, without her even knowing it, had passed as easly asit[Pg 9] would
have done through alittle cloud of steam. Happily she had no idea of what he had seen and heard, and so
for her sake he made astrong effort to control himsdlf, and said as steadily as he could:

"Thank you, Niti, itisvery good of you. Yes, | think | am alittle tired to-night. Good-night now, and |
promiseyou that | will be off very soon; | will just have one more pipe, and drink my whisky, and then |
redly will go. Good-night, little woman. Well have atak about the Mummy in the morning.”

As soon as his daughter had closed the door, Professor Marmion returned to hiswriting-table. The
decanter of whisky, the tumbler, and the syphon of soda-water were still standing on the corner of the
table, occupying the same space as the enamelled flagon of wine and the drinking goblet which the
long-dead other-sdlf of Miss Nitocris had placed on thelittle Slver sdlver.

He looked about the room anxioudy, with afedling nearer akin to physica dread than he had ever
experienced before; but hisworst fears were not fulfilled. Nitocris the Queen had vanished and the
Mummy was back initscase, blind, rigid, and slent, asit had been for fifty centuries.

For severa moments he looked at the hard, grey, fixed features of the woman who had once been
Nitocris, Queen of Middle Egypt, half expecting, after what he had seen, or thought he had seen, that the
soul would return, that the long-closed eyes would open again, and that the long-silent[Pg 10] lipswould
speak to him. But no! For al the answer that he got he might aswell have been looking upon the granite
features of the Sphinx itself. He turned away again towards the table, and murmured:

"Ahwel! | supposeit wasonly an hdlucination, after al. One of these strange pranksthat the
over-grained intellect sometimes playswith us. Perhaps| have been thinking too much lately. And now |
redlly think | had better follow Niti's advice, and take my night-cap and go to bed.”

But as he put out his hand to take the whisky decanter he stopped and pulled it back.

"What on earth isthe matter with me?' he said, putting his hand to his head. "That decanter is

mine& mdash;it isthe same, and yet it is standing in just the same place as that other thing& mdash;and |
remember that, too. Look here, Franklin Marmion, my friend, if you were not arather over-worked man
| should think you had had agood deal too much to drink. Two bodies cannot occupy the same space.
Itisridiculous, impossble!™

Ashesadthelast word, hisvoicerose alittle, and, asit seemed, an echo came back from one of the
corners of the room:

"Impossible, impossible?!
There seemed to be a sarcastic note of interrogation after the last word.

"Eh? What wasthat?' and he looked round at the mummy-case. Her long-dead Mgesty was il
reclininginit, Slent and impassve[Pg 11]

"Oh, thiswon't do at adl! Hartley and the fourth dimension be hanged! It strikes me that this way madness
liesif you only go far enough. I'll have that night-cap at once and go to bed.”

He put out his hand, took hold of the whisky decanter, and as he drew back hisarm he saw that instead
he held the enamdlled flagon in his grasp.

"Well, well," hesaid, looking at it haf-angrily, "if itisto be, it must be."



He put out hisleft hand and took hold of the goblet, tilted the flagon, and out of the curved lip therefell a
thin stream of wine, which glittered with apae ruby radiancein the light of the dectric cluster that hung
above hiswriting-desk. He set the flagon down, and as he raised the goblet to hislips, he heard hisown
voice saying in the ancient language of Khem:

"Aswas, and is, and ever shall be; ever, yet never& mdash;never, yet ever. Nitocristhe Queen, inthe
name of Nebzec | greet thee! From thy hands| take the gift of the Perfect Knowledge!"

Ashedrained the goblet he turned towards the mummy-case. It might have been fancy, it might have
been the effect of that miraculous old wine of Coswhich, if he had redlly drunk it, must now be more than
thirty centuriesold: it might have been the result of the hard thinking that he had been doing now for
severd daysand half-nights; but he certainly thought that the Queen's head suddenly became endowed
with life, that the eyes opened,[Pg 12] and the grey of the parchment skin softened into addlicate olive
tingewith afaint rosy blush showing through it. The brown, shrivelled lips seemed to fill out, grow red,
and smile. The eydidslifted, and the eyes of the Nitocris of old looked down on him for amoment. He
shook his head and looked, and there was the Mummy just asit had been when he opened the case.

"Redlly, thisis strange, dmost to the point of bewilderment,” hewent on. "I wonder if thereisany more of
that wineleft?'

Hetook up the flagon and poured out another goblet, filled and drank it.

"Yes," he continued, speaking as though under some strange exultation of the mind rather than of the
senses, "yes, that isthe wine of Cos. | drank it. I, Ma-Rimon, the priest-student of the Higher Mysteries;
I, whose feet fatered on the threshold of the Place of the Elect, and whose heart failed him at the portal
of the Sanctuary, even though Amen-Ra was beckoning meto crossit.”

"Good heavens, what nonsense | am talking! Whatever there wasin that wine or wherever it came from,

| think it isquite time | was off, not to old Egypt, but the Land of Nod. It seems to& mdash;no, it has not
got into my heed; in fact | am beginning to seethat, after dl, Hartley might very possibly be right about
that forty-seventh propostion. Wdll, | will do asthe Russans say, take my thoughts to bed with me, snce
the morning iswiser than the evening. Itisdl[Pg 13] very mysterious. | certainly hope that Annie won't
find these things here in the morning when she comesto clear up. | wonder what the Museum would give
me for them if they were not, as| think they are, the unsubstantial fabric of avison?'

When he got into hisroom and turned the electric light on, he stood under the cluster and held up his
closed hand so that the light fell upon acuriously engraved scarab set in aheavy gold ring which had been
given to him on hislast birthday by Lord Lester Leighton, awedthy and accomplished young nobleman
who had devoted hislearned leisure to Egyptian exploration and research. It was he who had sent the
Mummy of Queen Nitocristo the house on Wimbledon Common instead of adding it to hisown
collection& mdash;not dtogether unsdfishly, it must be confessed, for he was very much inlove with the
other Nitocriswho was il in the flesh.

"Now," he said, fingering the scarab, "if | was not dreaming, and if by some mysterious means Her
Highnesss promiseisto be actudly fulfilled, | ought to be able to take this ring off without opening my
hand. Certainly, any fourth dimensiond being could doit.”

As he spoke he pulled at the setting of the scarab& mdash;and, to his amazement, the ring came off
whole. There was no scar on hisfinger& mdash;no bresak in thering.

"Good heavend" he exclamed, staring with something like fear in hiseyes, firgt a his hand,[Pg 14] and
then a thering. "Thenit istrue!" Hewas slent for afull minute; then he put the ring down on the
dressing-table and whispered: "What a terrible power& mdash;and what an awful responsbility! Well,



thank God, | am afairly honest man!"”

As he undressed he was conscious of a curious sense of reminiscence which he had never experienced
before. His brain was not only perfectly clear, but amost dbnormdly active, and yet the current of his
thoughts appeared to be turned backward instead of forward. The things of hisown life, thelife that he
wasthen living, seemed to drift behind him. The factswhich he had learned in hislong and minute study
of Egyptian history came up in hismind, no longer asfactslearned from books and monuments,
wall-paintings, and hieroglyphics, but asliving entities. He seemed to know, not by memory, but of
immediate knowledge. It was the difference between the reading of the story, say, of abettle, and
actudly taking part in it. He got into bed, and turned over on hisright Side, saying:

"Well, thisisal very extraordinary. | wonder what it all means? Thank goodness, | am deepy enough,
and deep isthe best of dl medicines. | should not wonder if | were to dream of Memphis again to-night.
A wonderfully beautiful mummy that, quite unique& mdash;and Nitocris, too. Good-night, Nitocris, my
royd mistressthat might have been! Good-night!"[Pg 15]

CHAPTERII
BACK TO THE PAST

The City of aHundred Kings, vast and sombre, stretched away into the dim, soft distance of the moonlit
night to right and left and far behind him. In front lay the broad, smooth, silver-gleaming Nile, then
gpproaching itsfull flood-time, and looking like awide, shining road out of the shadows through the light
and into the shadows again& mdash;symbol of the visible present coming invisibly out of the domains of
the pagt, and fading away into the till more hazy domain of the unknown future. Symboal, too, inits
countlessripples under the fresh north wind, of the generations of Man drifting endlessly down the
Stream of Time,

Hewas standing in the dark shadows of a huge pylon at one end of the broad white terrace of the palace
of Pepi in Memphis& mdash;he, Ma-Rimon, Priest of Amen-Raand Initiate of the Higher My<teries.

Nitocris was standing beside him with her hands clasped behind her and her head dightly thrown back,
and as she gazed out over theriver the moonlight fell full on the white loveliness of her[Pg 16] face and
into the dark depths of her eyes, where it seemed to loseitsdlf in the dusk that lay deep down inthem, a
dusk like the shadow of asoul in sorrow.

Helooked upon her face, and saw in it abeauty and amystery deeper even than the beauty and the
mystery of the Egyptian night asit was in those old days& mdash;the face of afair woman, ariddle of the
gods which men might go mad in seeking to read aright, and yet never learn the true meaning of it.

The silence between them had been long and yet so solemn in itswordless meaning that he had not dared
to breek it. Then at length she spoke, moving only her lips, her body still motionless and her eyes il
gazing at the sars, or into the depths beyond them.

"Can it be true, MaRimon? Can the godsindeed have permitted such athing to be? Can the All-Father
have given His Chief Minister to be theinstrument of such afoul crime and mongtrousimpiety asthis?’

And hereplied, dowly and sadly:

"Yes, itistrue, Nitocris, true that thou art now Queen in the land by the will of the great Rameses; and
trueaso it isthat the shade of Nefer isnow waiting in the hals of Amenti till his murderers shal be sent



by the hand of ajust vengeance into the presence of the Divine Assessors.”

"Ahyes, vengeance," shereplied, turning towards him with agasp in her voice, "that[Pg 17] must come;
but whose hand shdll cast the spear or draw the bow? We claim kinship with the gods, but we are not
the gods, and what mortal hand could avenge acrimelike this?

"A woman's hand is soft and awoman'slips are swest, yet what so cruel or so mercilessin dl theworld
asawoman? Asthereis nothing liker Heaven than awoman'slove, so thereisnothing liker Hell than a
woman's hate. So saith the Ancient Wisdom, O Nitocris; and therefore, as thou hast loved Nefer the
Prince, so shdt thou also hate Menkau-Ra and Anemen-Ha, his murderers and the destroyers of his
promised happiness.”

She shivered as he spoke, not with cold, for the breath of that perfect night was well nigh as soft as her
touch and as warm as her own breath. She turned swiftly and laid her hand on his shoulder. Her touch
was aslight asthefaling of the rose-leavesin the gardens of Sais, yet he trembled under it, and hisface,
which had been as pale as her own before, flushed darkly red as she looked into his eyes.

"Y ou& mdash;yes, you, Ma-Rimon, you too love me, do you not& mdash;truly? The stars are the eyes of
the gods: they arelooking on you. Tell me, do you love me? Does your blood throb in your veinswhen |
touch you? Does your heart beat quicker when you come near me? Are your ears keener for my voice
than for that of any other woman& mdash;tell me?'[Pg 18]

His hands went up and clasped hers asthey lay on his shoulders. He took her right hand and pressed it to
his heart, and laid her |eft hand on his cheek. Then helet them fal. He stepped back, bowed his head,
and sad:

"The Queenisanswered!"

"Not the Queen, but the woman, Ma-Rimon, and as awoman loves to be answered. And now the
woman shall speak. Nefer isdead, yet isnot Nefer re-incarnated in another form, another man of another
build, but yet Nefer that was& mdash;and is beside me now?"

She whispered these words very softly and very distinctly, and as the words came rippling out from
between her half-smiling lips, she took haf apace forward and looked up into hisface.

"Not dead& mdash;Nefer& mdash;1!" he exclaimed, starting back. "Have not the Paraschites done their
work on hisbody? Is not his mummy even now resting in the City of the Dead? How can it be? Surely,
Nitocris, thou art dreaming.”

"And hast thou, a priest and sage, standing on the threshold of the Holy Mysteries, hast thou not learned
the law which tells thee how, with the permission of the Divine Assessors, the souls of the dead may
come back from the hals of Amenti to do their bidding in other mortal shapes? And what if they should
have ordained that his soul should have thus returned?

"Thou, who art o0 like him that while he was yet dive mortal eyes could scarce distinguish the[Pg 19] one
from the other. May it not be that the gods, who foresee dl things, made thee in the sameimage,
perchanceto this very end?'

"No, theriddleistoo deep for me, even asthat other riddle which | read in thy eyes, O Queen!"

"Let thy love help thee to read it, then!" she replied, coming to him and putting her hands on his shoulders
agan. "Tell menow, MaRimon, what wouldst thou do if thy soul were now waiting in the land of Adu
and the soul of Nefer was listening to me with thine ears, and looking at me with thine eyes?"



"And if thou& mdash;& mdash;"
"Yes, andif | too bdieved that thiswere 07"

He saw the sweet, red, smiling lips coming nearer to him, and felt the soft breath on his bare throat. He
saw the deep eyes mdting into tenderness as the moonlight shone upon them, and in the pae olive cheeks
afant flush swiftly degpened.

"Nefer or MaRimon, | am mortd," he said, swiftly catching her wrists and drawing her towards him. "l
am flesh and blood. | am man, and thou art woman& mdash;and | lovethee! | love thee! Ah, how sweet
thy kissesare! Now et the gods bless or curse, for never could they take away what thou hast
given&mdash;and for it | will givetheeadl. All that has been, and is, and might have been! Priest and
sage, Initiate of the Mysteries, what are they to me now! O Nitocris, my queen and my love! Sooner
would | live through one year of blisswith[Pg 20] thee than an eternity in the Peace of the Godsitself!"

The words of blagphemy came hot and fast between hiskisses, and she heard them unresigting in his
arms, giving him back kissfor kiss, and looking into his eyes under the dark lasheswhich haf-hid hers,
and so Ma-Rimon, the youthful Initiate of the Holy Mysteries, became in that moment aman, and so he
began to learn the long lesson which teaches to what heights and depths awoman who hasloved and
hated can rise and fall for the sake of her love and her hate.

"And now, my Nefer," shewent on, throwing her clinging arms round his neck again, "now, good-night!
Go and dream of me as| will dream of thee, and remember that, though mortals may plan, the gods
decide. We may try to paint the picture, but the outlineis drawn by their hands and may not be changed
by ours. But, so far asthis matter is concerned, | swear by the Vel of 1sis, by these sacred kisses of
ours, and by the Uraeus Crown of the Three Kingdoms, that, rather than be sold as a pricel ess chattel to
grace the triumph of Menkau-Ra, | will give mysdlf, as othersdid in the old days, to be the bride of
Father Nile. Remember that, and remember, too, that, whatever the outward seeming of things may be, |
am thine and thou art mine, asit was, and is, and shdl be, until the Peace of dl Things shdl come.”

[Pg 21]

Then the dream-vision changed from moonlight to sunlight, from night to morning; for it was the dawn of
the day that wasto see, asal men believed, the gorgeous ceremony of the nuptials of the daughter of
Rameses with Menkau-Ra, the Mohar, chief of the House of War and mightiest of dl thewarriors of the
Land of Khem, now that Rameses had passed from the black banks of the Nile to the shores of Amenti,
and his mummy was waiting the summons of the High Godswhich should recdl it to lifein the fulness of
time and the dawn of the Everlasting Peace.

Never had even the Land of Khem seen afairer dawn. The East shonein silver, blushed into amethyst,
and flamed in gold asthe Restorer of al things rose bright and gloriousin sudden splendour over the City
of the White Wall. Standing on the flat roof of the temple of Ptah, helooked about him in thefirst flush of
this morning which had just dawned, big with fate, not only for him and his beloved, but dso for the Land
of Khem, and perchance for the world.

The great river was oreading its annua blessings over the land. The waters were broadening out into
wide shining sheets, and the dow, soft music of their rippling was stedling along the great water-walls of
the temples and pal aces which formed the river-front of Memphis. Only aweek ago the victorious armies
of Khem had brought their spoils and their prisoners across the eastern frontier. There had been fruit,
bread, and flesh,[Pg 22] and wine for the poor, and banquets of royal lavishness for those who could
clam right of entry into the sacred circle which enclosed the Throne, the Temple, and the camp of the



victoriouswarrior.

For days he had heard the name of Menkau-Ra the Conqgueror shouted up to the heavens by the crowds
that had thronged the streets and the market-places, and, mingled with it, he had aso heard the name of
the girl-queen whose arms had been about his neck, and whaose lips he had kissed the night before, and
he knew that even now the people were asking why the Conqueror should not wed the daughter of
Rameses, and become the father of aline of even greater and yet mightier Pharaohs.

He had heard their cries calmly and without anger, for he knew that that one stolen hour of sweet
intercourse with her meant much more than the Conqueror himsalf could win& mdash;something that
could not be taken by force, or even through the will of the dead king. Her soul was his, and he knew
well that the man to whom she had not given her soul would never be permitted to lay aloving hand on

her body.

"Ahyes, there he comes, | suppose,” hewent on, il talking doud to himself, asashrill musical ped of
slver trumpets broke out from the direction of the barracks to the north of the palace. "Alas! were | but
truly Nefer! That golden-crowned murderer& mdash;for sure | am that he killed him& mdash;he[ Pg 23]
would not now be making ready for histriumph at the head of his victorious troops through the Streets
and squares of Memphis. If that were so, how glad aday thiswould be for Egypt and for us!™

But, asthe Divine Assessorswilled it, there was no triumph that day in Memphis. The sun had hardly
risento aleve with the topmost wall of the Rameseum before messengers were sent out from the palace
bearing the tidings that Nitocris the Queen had been stricken with a sudden maady, and that al festivities
wereto be deferred till the next day at the earliest.

That night, when the moon was sinking low down in the west towards the dark hills of the Libyan Desert,
and the Iss Star was glowing paély like an expiring lamp hung high above the brightening eastern
earth-line, he saw her muffled form gliding ghost-like towards him as he stood waiting for her on the
terrace. She was clad like the meanest of her serving-maids, just as acommon dave-wench who had
gtolen out to meet alover of her own sort might have been. When she came within a pace of him, he held
hisarms out. She put hers out too, and for amoment they looked in silence into each other's eyes, and
then she, seeing that the kiss which she expected did not come, parted her lipsand said smilingly:

"Y ou need not fear to kissthem, dearest, they have not yet been polluted by the lips of[Pg 24]
Menkau-Ra, dthough al the city has been hailing him asthe betrothed of Nitocris™

Then he smiled too, and their lips met in such along, silent kissas only lovers give and take.

"Thy words are dmost as sweet asthy kissesare, O Nitocrisl" he said, "for | would sooner see

thee& mdash;yes, | would sooner see theein the hands of the Paraschites& mdash;thislovely body of
thine dead& mdash;knowing that thy soul waswaiting for mine on the shores of Amenti, than | would
know that those sweet lips had been defiled by the touch of such as he; and yet surely thou hast spoken
with him. Did he not claim the fulfilment of the promise of the great king?'

"Ahyes" shereplied softly, as she dipped out of hisarms, "but it is one thing to claim and another to get.
Yes, | have spoken with him. | have promised dl, and given nothing. | have not even yielded my hand to
hislips, for | told himin answer to al the entreaties of hislove& mdash;and of atruth | tell thee that he
loves me very dearly, for that great, strong frame of his shook like abulrush in the wind under the bresth
of my lightest words& mdash;that, until the last vows had made us man and wife, | would be his queen
and he should be my subject and my dave, even as he was of the great Rameses; and with this he was
fain to be content, thinking, no doubt, how soon he would be my lord and master, and | his& mdash;his
queen and plaything, bound by the] Pg 25] law that may not be broken, to submit to every varying whim



and humour of hispassion.”

"Thy master, Nitocris! Thine! Such shame could never be. Rather would the High Gods permit Degth to
bethe Master of Life, or Night to be Lord of Day. Isthere no other way?'

"Y es, there is another way, and only one to save me, Nefer& mdash;if truly the soul of my beloved is
looking out of thine eyesinto mine," she whispered, coming close to him and laying her handslightly upon
his shoulders, "there is another way, but it isthe way that leads through the mystery of the thingsthat are
into the deeper mystery of the thingsthat are to be& mdash;the way of deeth and vengeance. Tell me, my
bel oved, hast thou the courage to tread it with me?”

The lovely face, the pleading lips, the searching eyeswere close to his. He could fed the soft contact of
her body, even her fluttering heartbeats answering his. It was the moment of the supreme tet, the parting
of the ways& mdash;to the heights whose pinnacl es reach to the heaven of Perfect Knowledge, or to the
abysses whose lowest depths are the roof of hell; for thereis but one heaven and one hell, and their
names are Knowledge and Ignorance.

Therelay thefulfilment of hisvows, the renunciation of the lower lifewith al its potent witcheries of the
senses, with dl its exquisite delights and glittering prizes, fame and honours,[Pg 26] power and wedth,
and, dearest of al, thelove of woman.

Here, clasped in hisarms, stood Nitocris, her hands still resting lightly on his shoulders, her head lying on
his breast, her eyes upturned, the star-beams swimming in their luminous depths.

"Nefer, bdloved, answer mel™

The stars grew dim, and the solid floor of the terrace shook under hisfeet. He bent hishead and laid his
lipsupon hers.

"Thou art answered, O Nitocris& mdash;even unto death and the life beyond!"

Her lipsreturned his kisses& mdash;kisses that were curses& mdash;and then for many minutes they
conversed in hurried whispers. At last she dipped out of hisarms and left him, hislips burning from the
clinging touch of hers, and his heart cold with afear that was greater than the fear of degth.

He clasped hishandsto histemples and looked up at the coldly shining Isis Star, and through the silence
there cameto his soul in the speech that is never heard by the ears of flesh the fateful words:

"Once only isit given to mortalsto look into the eyes of 19s. Hewho looks and turns his gaze aside has
found and lost."[Pg 27]

CHAPTER 111
THE DEATH-BRIDAL OF NITOCRIS

Theday of the brida of Nitocristhe Queen with Menkau-Rathe Conqueror had come and goneina
blaze of golden splendour. In al the Upper and Lower Lands no head was held so proudly asthe head
of Menkau-Ra, no heart beat so high as histhat day, nor did any cheek bloom so sweetly, or any eyes
shine so brightly as the cheeks and the eyes of Nitocris& mdash;so strange are the workings of a
woman's heart, and so far are its mysteries past finding out.

And now the brida feast was spread in the great banqueting hall which Pepi the Wise had made deep



down in the foundations of his palace below the waters of the Nile a flood-time, and a midnight the
waterswould be at the full. It was here that Nitocris had sat at the betrothal feast with Nefer but afew
hours before his death, for here he had drunk from the poisoned cup which Anemen-Hathe High Priest
had prepared, and here only would Nitocris meet her guests.

The great hdl shone with the light of /Pg 28] thousand golden lamps, which shed their radiance and the
perfume from the scented oilsin which were dissolved the most precious gums of the distant East.

Thelong tables, spread with snowy linen and |oaded with vessals of gold and silver and glass of many
hues and curious forms, flashed and glittered in the glow of the thousand flames. The vineyards of Cos
and Sais had yielded their oldest and sweetest wines, red and purple and golden. The choicest meats and
the rarest fruitsthat ripened under the glowing suns of Khemé& mdash;al was there that could make glad
the heart of man and fill his soul with contentment.

At the centre of the table, which stood on araised platform in front of the great black pedestal of the
Colossus of Pepi, Nitocris the Queen sat in her chair of ivory and gold, clad in almost transparent robes
of the finest silk of Cos, shining with gems, and crowned with the Uraeus Snake, and the double diadem
of the Two Lands.

On her right sat Menkau-Ra, crowned and robed in roya vesture, and on her left Anemen-Hain his
priestly garments of snowy linen. At the other tables sat their friends and kindred, the families of the
Mohar and the High Priegt, the chief officers of the victorious army and dl the proud hierarchy of the
Temple of Ptah, for was not this the triumph of Anemen-Hano less than of Menkau-Ra?

Only Ma-Rimon was absent. He had dig Pg 29]appeared from the temple early in the morning, and no
one had given athought to his going, for one base-born, even though of roya blood, had no place at the
bridal feast of the Queen and her chosen consort.

The libations had been poured out to the Lords and Ladies of Heaven& mdash;to Ptah the Beginner, and
Rathe Lord of Day, to Sechet the Lady of Love and War, and Necheb the Bringer of Victory; and when
the daves had carried round the viandstill all were satisfied, the guests were crowned with garlands, and
the jars of the oldest and choicest wines were broached. The feast was ended, and the revel was about

to begin.

Thelast haf of thelast hour of the night was wdll-nigh spent, and while the guests were waiting for the
sgnal from theroya table, the Queen rosein her place, and, in the silence that greeted her, her voice
sounded sweetly as she spoke and said:

"O my guests& mdash;ye who are the holiest and the bravest in the Land of Khem, though our heartsare
joyful, and our souls refreshed with wine and good cheer, |et us not forget the pious customs and wise
ways of our ancestors, for it isfitting that in such hours asthis our hearts should be turned from pride by
the remembrance that we live ever in the presence of death, and that thisworld is but the threshold of the
next. I, too, would it become meto forget, in the midst of my present happiness, to pay the honour due
to him who might have shared this crown with me;[Pg 30] wherefore let the noble dead be brought into
our midst, so that the soul of Nefer, looking down from the flowery fidds of Adu, may seethat in the
hour of our joy we do not forget the sorrow of hisuntimely death.”

Then she clapped her hands, and Menkau-Ra and Anemen-Ha shifted in their seats, and looked at each
other with eyes of evil meaning as Six daves appeared at the lower end of the hall, bearing upon their
shoulders the mummy-case of Nefer, the dead Prince, beloved of Nitocris. Now low, sad music sounded
from a hidden source, and to the cadence of this the daves marched dowly round the tables, followed by
the eyes of the sllenced and sobered guests. Then they stopped in front of the Queen's sedt, and she said:



"L et the case be set up againgt the centra pillar yonder, and | et the face of the Prince be uncovered, that |
may look upon him who wasto have been my lord.”

"But if | may speak, Royd Egypt," said Anemen-Ha, the chief of the House of Ptah, leaning towards her,
"that would be beyond the law of the gods and the customs of the land. To look on the face of the dead
were defilement for thee and us.”

"Yet thisonceit shal be done, O Priest of the Father of the Gods," answered Nitocris, turning and
looking into hiseyes, "for last night | had avision, and | saw the soul of Nefer come back to[Pg 31] his
mummy, hereinthishal, a my bridal feast, and his eyes opened, and hislips spoke, and made plain to
me many thingsthat | greatly longed to know. But why shouldst thou turn pale and tremble, thou the
holiest man in the land? What hast thou to fear, even if my vison cametrue? And thou, too, Menkau-Ra
the Mighty, hast thou dain thy thousands, and yet fearest to look upon the face of one dead man? See,
see!" and she pointed her finger a the face of the mummy. "By the power of the just and merciful gods,
my vison shall be made very truth indeed! Look, Anemen-Ha, Priest of the God who isKing of Gods!
Look, Menkau-Ra, thou who wouldst reign in the place of Nefer. Behold, he has come back from the
bosom of Osiristo greet thee!"”

With eyesfixed and ears sharpened by such terror as only the sin-steeped soul can know, they saw the
waxen eydids of the mummy dowly rise, the dim, glazed eyeslook out from undernegth them, the dry,
black lips move, and heard athin, harsh voice say through the awful silence:

"Greeting, Nitocris, my Queen& mdash;greeting from the gloom of Amenthes, where | have waited too
long for those who ere now should have stood with mein the Halls of Doom and the presence of the
Assessord Say now, thou who Sittest feasting between my murderers, how much longer must | wait for
thee and them?”’

Not long, O Nefer, my beloved, not long! Tarry yet alittle while, O outraged soul, in the[Pg 32] shape
that once was thine, and thou shalt see thysdlf avenged. Lo, | hear the wings of Kefa, Goddess of the
Food-time, rustling in the silence of the midnight skies. She hersdlf shal pour out alibation to thine
injured shade! "Nay, nay, my lords, and you good friends of those who did my own true lord to degth, St
ill, and drain afarewell cup with me, your Queen. Itistoo lateto fly, for every way isclosed. The High
Gods have spoken, and | will do their bidding!" Then, extending her white, jewelled armstoward the
mummy, she cried in adeeper, harsher tone: "O Nefer, my Prince and my love! Therelivesno manin
Khem who shall take thy place beside me, or usurp the throne that should have been thine. | have sinned,
but | repent me of thewrong. Lo, now | come and bring thee agoodly sacrifice to cheer thine angry
heart& mdash;my lord, my love, | come!™

Held by thetriple spell of guilt and fear and wonder, they listened to these terrible words in silence, white
horror sitting on their blanching cheeks and brows.

As she ceased she raised her arms above her head, a golden cup full-crowned between her glittering
hands. A moment she held it aloft, then dashed it to the floor, and cried in avoice that rang like the
laughter of devilsthrough the awful slence:

"Come, Kefa, come, and bear meto my lord!"[Pg 33]

The goddess answered in amighty rush and roar of waters, long pent and swiftly loosed. Then abovethe
tumult rose the hoarse shouts of men and the shrill screams of women, and the crash and clash of tables
overturned; then came the swirl and bubbling hiss of aflood that gleamed darkly under the golden lamps
and swiftly rose towards them, bearing upon its surface white arms with outstretched hands gripping at
the empty air, and gauzy robeswhich hdf hid gleaming limbs, white faces with wildly-staring eyes, and



teeth that grinned between tight-drawn lips so lately smiling; sirong swimmersfighting for another
moment's breath, and one by one dragged down by many hidden hands. then the sharp hiss of
swift-quenched flames, then darkness, and the tifling of sobbing groansinto silence, and after that only
the sibilant undertone of waters rushing swiftly past smooth walls through utter night.

"Dear mel" the Professor heard himsdlf say as he sat up and rubbed his eyes, "what on earth can be the
matter with me? Egypt& mdash;the Queen& mdash;Palace of Pepi& mdash;brida feast of Nitocrisand
Menkau-Ra& mdash;yes, yes, of course | remember it dl now. She made me impersonate Nefer in the
mummy-case, and then, when she had frightened her guests hdf out of their wits, she avenged her lover
by opening the duice-gates and drowning the lot, herself included. A rare[Pg 34] device, thet of old
Pepi's, for getting rid of hospitably entertained enemies. Not quite in accordance with our modern ideas
of sport, I'm afraid, but in those days we thought a good deal more of effectiveness than sport. Good
heavens! What sort of nonsenseam | talking? Dreaming, | suppose.”

He stopped asthe reflection of abrilliant flash of lightning lit up hiswindow, and bursts of rain dashed
upon the panes.

"Ahyes, of course, that'sit! Quitein accordance with the theory of dreams. It's only the difference
between athunder-shower and the Nile flood. The Genius of Dreams could easily account for the rest.
Certainly this apparatus that we call our brain plays some very curious tricks with us sometimes. |
supposethisisone of them. And yet if ever there was a dream that seemed like redlity that one did. The
Mummy and the long-dead Nitocris back to life! By theway, | wonder whether that flagon wasredly
there, and whether there was any winein it? If there was, perhaps | took too much of it. Ah, therésthe

ranagan!

"By theway now, suppose that this fourth dimension that has puzzled so many of usis, after dl, duration?
If 50, it would solve agreat many problems, because it would be possible to be and not to be at the same
time, and, therefore, for two bodies to occupy the same space. That would be perfectly easy of
supposition to thel Pg 35] being to whom time and eternity were one. Yes, | believe that when the great
problemissolved, it will be found that the fourth dimension is duration, extending in dl directionslikethe
circumference of acircle, the edges of acube, and the curves of the conic sections.

"Yes, | redly dothink | have got it at last, and that confounded Mummy hastaught it me. Still, | don't
think | ought to speak as disrespectfully asthat of ayoung lady who has been dead for the last fifty
centuries or so and has come back. Yes, that isit. It isduration.”

Perfectly satisfied for the time being with this solution, he turned over on to hisright sde& mdash;for, to
his disgust, hefound that he had been lying on his back, amaost pernicious position where dreaming is
concerned& mdash;and went to deep. Half an hour later he was awvakened by another heaven-shaking
crash of thunder.[Pg 36]

CHAPTER IV
THIEVESIN THE NIGHT

Thistime he was very much awake. In fact, his sense of wakefulness seemed almost superhuman. His
facultieswere preternaturaly dert, and he had afeding of what might properly be caled menta
extenson& mdash;it was not exaltation& mdash;- which seemed to widen his menta vision enormoudly.



Problemswhich had puzzled him to desperation suddenly became as obvious asthe first axioms of
geometry. In short, he felt as though he had become anew man, re-born, or re-incarnated, into another
world which contained the one he had so far lived in, but which wasinfinitely vaster in some undefined
way which was not yet plainto him.

Helay for some time thinking over the extraordinary happenings of the evening and his dream, which he
remembered with astonishing exactness of detail. Then asudden turn of thought carried hismind to the
subject of miracles, gpparitions, ghosts, and mathematica impossibilities such as squaring the circle and
doubling the cube& mdash;and to his amazement he found that the impossible]Pg 37] of yesterday had
become the poss ble& mdash;nay, the dmaost absurdly obvious of to-night.

He went on thinking and wondering until he began to haf-believe that he was dreaming again, so he got
up and switched on the eectric light. Then he turned involuntarily towards the wardrobe, which, asusud,
had along mirror running down the middle of it. To hisamazement he did not see himself reflected init.
The mirror seemed to have vanished, and in its place was awindow looking into his study.

He saw the mummy-case leaning up againgt thewall, but it was empty. In front of it sood aman and a
woman. Both were plainly, amost meanly, dressed; the man in atightly-buttoned black frock-coat and
baggy grey trousers, thewoman in aplain gown of dark stuff, and a shawl which was draped round her
head and shouldersin somewhat Eastern fashion.

He could seetheir faces digtinctly in profile. They were of the classic Coptic type which so persstently
reproduces the festures of the old Egyptians as we see them outlined in the wall-paintings of the temples
and the haf-mutilated carvings and statues. The window of the study was open, but the door was shut;
so0 wasthe door of hisown room, but for al that he distinctly heard the man say to the woman in Coptic,
which, curioudy enough, sounded asfamiliar to his ears as the faces seemed to hiseyes.[Pg 38]

"Neb-Anat, itisgone! These heathen ravishers have not been content with stealing the body of our
Queen from its sacred resting-place and bringing it here, whither we have traced it with so much labour.
Seg, it has been stolen again; hidden, no doubt, so that the servants of the King could not find it. It may
be that even we have been suspected and watched, in spite of all our care. Y et it must be found, or the
doom that may not be revoked will be ours."

"Even s0, Pent-Ah," replied the woman in asoft, musical voice which well suited the comeliness of her
face; "but though the priceless treasure has been taken from its casket, it cannot have been carried out of
the house, for you know that every approach has been watched closely since it was brought here. Come,
inthishouseit must be, and to find it isour task. Every oneis adeep; take off thy shoesand let us
search.”

She took off her own shoes as she spoke, and he saw the man do the same. Then, as the man opened
the door and they passed out of the study, the picture vanished from the mirror.

Amazement at what he had seen and heard& mdash;the disappearance of the Mummy, the presence of
the man and woman, evidently charged with what they believed to be the sacred mission of sedling it
back again, and their evident purpose of searching the house for it& mdash;instantly gave placeto aquick
thrill of fear.

His daughter's bedroom was on the same floor[ Pg 39] as the study, only a couple of doors away round
the corner of the landing. These people would search every room. What if she had not locked her door
securdy, or if they had some means of opening it? She wasthe living image of the dead Nitocris. He did
not dare to think of what might happen to her. Would these new-found, strangely-given powers of his
suffice to protect her? If not, he would have but little use for them, since she was his nearest and dearest



on earth.

He pulled his stockings over the pants of his pyjamas and put on his velvet working jacket, forgetting for
the moment that, if these thingsweretrue, it would be perfectly easy for him to make himsdf invisbleto
beingsin the ordinary world of three dimensions. Then he turned out the light, opened the door very
softly, and crept downdtairs.

Y es, what he had seen was true. He heard the soft, shuffling patter of stockinged feet along the landing,
though he could see nothing in the dark. A door opened gently. His sense of location told him that it was
the door of the spare bedroom next but oneto the study. He felt hisway silently and softly along the wall,
and as he did so his hand touched the dectric switch. Should he turn the light on and alarm the house?
Whoever was there had "broken and entered” after midnight, and was therefore outside the law. No, he
would not do that. If what he had seen[Pg 40] was true, the intruders believed that their missonwasa
sacred one. No doubt the man was armed, and perhaps the woman also, and what would aknife-stab
mean to them on such a desperate quest?

Asthese thoughts ran at lightning speed through his mind, he saw afaint glow insde the room. He crept
forward and looked round the side of the doorway. The man had alittle dectric lamp in his hand and was
flashing the dender rays dl over the room. He drew his head back quickly as he heard him say:

"Thereisnothing here, Anat. Come, let ustry the next room. Neither lock nor bolt nor even human life
must stand in the way of our search now that we have begun it!"

He heard them coming towards the door. Ingtinctively he shrank back, and his heart stood till ashe
thought of what would happen if the man chanced to turn the little ray of hislamp on him. Almost
involuntarily histhoughts went back to the promise of Queen Nitocris, and something like aprayer that it
might be kept roseto hislips.

They came out, and the man flashed the thin electric ray up and down the passage. It wavered hither and
thither, and at last fell directly on hisface. He was anything but a coward, but he was thinking of
Niti&mdash;and what if aknife-stab left her undefended? But to his amazement, although they were both
looking straight at[Pg 41] him, the expression of neither face changed in the dightest. They had not seen
him. The Queen had answered his prayer. He was no longer in the world of three dimensions, and so he
wasinvisbleto dl dwdlersinit. For him, then, there was evidently no danger& mdash;but

Niti& mdash;& mdash;?

They moved aong to the next door. That was hers. The woman put her hand on the knob and turned it.
To hishorror, the door opened. She had forgotten to lock it. They both crept in, and he followed them
boldly enough now, knowing what he did. Theray legpt rapidly about the room till it fell on the bed with
its pale blue silken coverlet, and then on the pillow, on which rested the head of the deeping, breathing
image of the long-dead Queen.

With a haf-gtifled gasp the man shrank back and dropped the lamp, and the Professor heard him say to
the woman in a shuddering whisper:

"By the High Gods, Nelb-Anat, it isamiracle! Do you not see her? It is she& mdash;the
Queen& mdash;dive again, as the ancient prophecy said she should be. What magic have these heathens
used?'

"Yes," replied the woman, whispering lower, "truly it isthe Queen, and sheisdiveand

deeping& mdash;no doubt passing from the deep of death through the deep of lifetolifeagain. Now, O
Pent-Ah, isour task much harder, yet will its accomplishment be al the more glorious for you and me,
and gresatly will our Lord reward usif we can restore to his keeping, not thePg 42] ravished mummy of



Nitocris, but the Queen herself, warm and breathing and beautiful, as she wasin the ancient days of the
greaet Ramesss."

"I'll be hanged if you do!" said the Professor to himsdlf, "not, at least, if Her Mgesty'slegacy to meis
worth anything. Abduct my daughter at the dead of night, would you, you scoundrel s? Wel see about
that. If you don't leave this house as thoroughly frightened as ever you werein your lives, | know nothing
about the fourth dimension.”

Meanwhile he heard them both groping about the floor after the lamp. The woman found it, and pressed
the button. Theray fell on the man'sface, and he saw that the olive of his skin had turned to aghastly
grey. His eyes were wide open, and his mouth and nostrils were working with intense excitement. Then
the woman turned the ray on Niti'sface again.

"They will wake her if this goes on much longer," said the Professor to himsdlf again. "I had better siop
thislittle comedy before it becomes atragedy. Poor Niti would go half mad if she found these two
scoundrels by her bedside& mdash;and yet if | do anything out of the way they will yell. Ah, | think | have
it!"

He walked softly out of the room, and when he got into the passage he whispered in the tongue that had
become so strangdly familiar to him:

"Pent-Ah, Neb-Anat, come hither ingtantly! Who are you that you should disturb the dumbers of your
Lady the Queen!"[Pg 43]

He saw them stare at each other with eyes wide with fear and wonder.

"It isthe command of the Mighty One," whispered the woman, taking hold of the man's hand and
drawing him towards the door.

"And He must be obeyed,” said hein reply, bowing his head and following her.
They closed the door very softly behind them.

The Professor could not repress asigh of thankfulnessfor Niti's escape from what, at best, would have
been avery terriblefright.

"And now, my friends," he went on to himsdlf, "1 think I can teach you not to come into an English
gentleman's house again with an idea of stedling his property, to say nothing of abducting his daughter.”

The man and woman were dill staring a each other by the light of the lamp, each holding each other's
trembling hand, when the lamp was suddenly snatched away from the woman and went out. Then, to
their horror, the ray shot out again in front of them as though the lamp werefloating by itsdf intheair. It
flashed from face to face, both ghastly with fear. Then aninvisible hand gripped the man's, and drew him
with irresstible force dong the passage. The woman grasped his coat, and followed with shuffling feet
and shaking limbs, dumb with wonder and fear. The hand |led them down the passage, round the corner,
and into the study.[Pg 44] Then it released them. They heard the door shut and the key turn in the lock.
Then there was aclick, and the ectric cluster above the writing-table shone out, apparently of itsown
volition. The woman uttered alow scream, and cowered down in acorner of abig sofathat sood by the
bay-window. The man, after oneterrified glance round the room, began to creep towards the open sash;
but the invisible hand gripped him by the collar and pulled him back. His trembling knees gave way under
him, and herolled in a heap on the floor.

Then, to hiswondering horror, he saw a stout blackthorn stick which was standing in a corner of the



room, jump up into the air and leagp towards him. He put his head down on to the carpet, covered his
eyeswith his hands, and began to moan with terror. The stick came down with what seemed to him
superhuman force again and again on his back and shoulders. He whimpered and moaned, and &t last
howled with pain. He rolled over and looked up, and there was the stick hanging in the air above him. He
put up his hands clasped asthough in prayer, and down it came on his knuckles. He did not howl this
time. His hands unclasped and dropped beside him; his head went back, and he fainted in sheer terror.

"There, my friend," said the Professor aoud, forgetting the presence of the woman for the moment;
"mummy or no mummy, | don't think[Pg 45] you will comeinto thishouse again. And asfor you,
madam,” hewent on, "of course, | can't give you a hiding, so the sight of his punishment will haveto be
enough for you. Still, | think you have had enough of attempted mummy-stedling to last you sometime.”

The woman stared up into the vacancy out of which the voice came, her eyes dilated, and her lips
trembling with the movement of her lower jaw. She saw ajug of water get up off the table and empty
itself over her companion'sface. Then shefainted, too.

When Pent-Ah came to himself and sat up, he saw an elderly gentleman, tall and erect asamaninthe
prime of life, standing over him with the blackthorn in one hand and the water-jug in the other.

"l am not going to ask what you two are doing here," he said sternly, "because | know aready. If | called
the police | could send you both to prison for house-breaking and attempted robbery; but I don't want
any fuss, and perhaps you have been punished enough for the present. Ah, | see your accompliceis
coming round. Y ou camein by the window, | suppose. Now get out by it as quick asyou can, and mind
you keep your mouths shut as to what has happened to-night. If you don't,” he went on, suddenly
changing into Coptic, "beware of the anger of your Lord& mdash;of Him who never forgives™

The man scrambled to his feet, whimpering:[Pg 46]
"l go, Lord, I go, and my lipsshal be silent asthe lips of & mdash;& mdash;”

He cast afrightened glance towards the mummy-case, and then, grasping the woman roughly by thearm,
he dragged her towards the open window, saying:

"Come, Neb-Anat, come ere the wrath of our Lord consumes us!”

"Why, wheré'sthe Mummy, Dad?' said Miss Nitocris, as she cameinto her father's study just before
breskfast the next morning, and looked in amazement at the empty case.

"Stolen, my dear, | am sorry to say,” replied the Professor gravely. "Did you hear any noisesin the house
last night, or were you degping too soundly?’

"I seemto haveanideathat | did,” shesaid, "but only adim one; | thought | only dreamt it. But did you,
Dad? Do tel meadl about it. What a horrible shameto sted that lovely Mummy! And it was so like me,
too. | believe | should have got quite fond of it."

"Yes, dear," continued the Professor, speaking, as she thought, alittle nervoudy. "There was anoise, and
| heard it. I came down here and turned the light on. | found the window open and the Mummy
gone& mdash;and that isdl | cantell you about it."[Pg 47]



CHAPTER YV
ACROSS THE THRESHOLD

After breakfast Professor Marmion, according to his practice on fine days, lit his pipe, and went out for a
groll on the Common to put in alittle hard thinking, while Miss Nitocris, after seeing to certain household
matters, sat down in his study and read the papers, in order that she might be able to give him asynopsis
of the world's news at lunch. He did not read the newspapers himself, except, perhaps, in the train, when
he had nothing better to do. Hetook no interest in palitics, for one thing, and he had il lessinterest in
professiona cricket and footbdl, racing, and whet is generdly caled sport. He had afixed opinion that all
the events happening in the world which redlly mattered, not even excepting the proceedings of learned
societies and the criminal and civil Law Courts, could be adequately recorded on a couple of sheets of
notepaper. In other words, he had an absolute contempt for everything that makes a newspaper sell, and
therefore his daughter had[Pg 48] very soon learnt to omit these fascinating items entirely.

Curioudy enough, hismind seemed to be running on this subject of dl thingsthat morning. He had been
reading an article in the Fortnightly on the growing sensationalism, and therefore the generd decadence
of the English Pressaday or two before, and this had got connected up in his thoughts with the amazing
happenings of the last twelve hours, and he asked himsdlf what would happen if he wereto givethe
narrative of hisexperiencesin aletter to the Times, supported by the authority of his own distinguished
and irreproachable name.

Certainly it would be the most sensational communication that had ever appeared in anewspaper. Ina
day or two, granted always that the Times had no doubts asto his sanity and printed the | etter, the whole
Presswould be ablaze with it; Wimbledon would be besieged by reporters eager to see miracles; and
then they would go away and write lurid articles, some about the miracles, if they saw them, and some
about an absolutely new form of conjuring that he had invented. Then the scientific Presswould take it
up, and avery merry battle of witswould begin. He smiled gravely as he thought of the inkshed that
would cometo passin a combat a |'outrance between the Three Dimensionists and the Four
Dimensionists, and how the distinguished scientists on each Side/ Pg 49] would hurl their ponderous
thunderbolts of wisdom againgt each other.

Then therewould betherdligiousfolk to ded with, for naturaly no theologian of any enterprise or
self-respect could see afight like that going on without taking ahand init. The Churches, of course, had a
monopoly of miracles, or at least the traditions of them. The Christian Scientists, blatantly, claimed to
work them now, but their subjects died with disgusting regularity. So he quickly cameto the conclusion
that, if he were onceto state in plain English that he could accomplish the seemingly impossible; that he, a
mere mortal, could make himsalf independent of the ordinary conditions of time and space and bresk
with impunity al the laws which govern the physical universe, he would smply make himsdf the centre of
avortex of frenzied disputation which would shake the socid, religious, and scientific worldsto their
foundations, and that would certainly not be a pleasant position for an eminent and respected scienti,
who was aready a certain number of years past middle age& mdash;to say nothing of the very red harm
that might be done.

Of course, he could sttle al the disputesingtantly, and dazzle the whole world into the bargain by smply
delivering alecture, say, before the Roya Society, on the existence of aworld of four dimensions, and
then proving by ocular demonstration that it does exist; but what would happen then? Smply intellectua

anarchy.

Every belief that man had held for ages would[Pg 50] be negatived. For ingtance, if thereis one dogmato
which humanity has clung with unanimous congstency, it isto the dogmathat two and two make four.



What if he were to prove& mdash;as, of course, he could do now that this mysterious hand, outstretched
through the mists of the far past, had led him across the horizon which divides the two states of
Existence& mdash;that, under certain circumstances, they would aso make three or five? What if he
demondirated that even the axioms of Euclid could, under different conditions, be both true and false at
the sametime?

No, the thought of overthrowing such avenerable authority and plunging the scientific world into a
hopeless sate of intellectua chaos sent a shudder through his nerves. He could not do it.

And yet it was only the bare, solid truth that he did possess these powers. The dream of the death-bridal
of Nitocris might possibly have been nothing more than just adream, or possibly thereviva of an episode
in apast existence; but the other experiences certainly were not. He had taken off his ring without
unbending hisfinger. Y es, he could do it again now; it was just as easy astaking it off in the ordinary

way. He certainly had not been dreaming when the Mummy had become Queen Nitocris and given him
the wine. He could not have been mad or dreaming, because his daughter was there. The episode of the
strange stedlers who had comeinto his house& mdash;that too was redl, for they had[Pg 51] left their
lamp and the man's shoes behind them, and the Mummy was gone!

Hetook apiece of string out of his pocket, tied the two ends, and then with the grestest ease tied
another knot in the string without undoing thefirg.

A motor-car came humming aong the road towards him, and he began to think what this place waslike a
thousand years before motors were heard of. That instant the motor vanished, and he found himsalf
gtanding in alittle glade surrounded by huge forest trees with not so much as afoot-track in sght. He
made hisway through the treesin what he remembered to be the direction of the road, and presently,
through an opening avenue, he saw the sun glittering upon something moving, and heard voices; and then
past the end of the avenue half adozen armoured knights, followed by their squires and a string of
men-at-arms guarding a covered waggon, and after these came amotley little crowd of travellers, some
on horseback and some on foot, evidently taking advantage of the escort to protect them from robbers.

"Dear mel" said the Professor to himself, not without alittle shiver of apprehension, "thisisvery
interesting. | seem to have put mysdf back into the tenth century. Y es, that is certainly tenth-century
armour that they'rewearing. | mustn't let them see me, or there's no telling what they'd think of an elderly
gentleman in a soft hat and a twentieth-century morning suit.[Pg 52] But perhaps,” he went on with his
reasoning, "they can't seemeat dl. My conditionisN to the fourth now. There's athousand years
between us; | forgot that. At any rate, I'll try it."

Hewalked quickly down the avenue, and stood by the side of the rugged path looking at the strange
spectacle. No onetook the dightest notice of him. And then achill of awful londiness struck him.
Although he could see and move and hear, and, no doubt, eat and drink in thisworld, he was unexistent
asregards the inhabitants of it, and yet he knew perfectly well he was standing by the side of the road
where the motor-car ought to be, and over there, afew hundred yards away, Niti would be sitting in her
room or walking in the garden& mdash;and she wouldn't be born for nearly athousand years yet.

It was certainly somewhat disquieting, this power of living in two existences and different ages, but it was
amatter that would take some little time to get accustomed to.

The next ingtant the cava cade and the forest had vanished, and there was the motor-car, just spinning
past him. He was on the Wimbledon Common of the twentieth century once more. He stroked his
clean-shaven chin with hisfinger and thumb, and waked dowly dong the path by the side of the road,
and then across the grass towards the flagstaff.



"I think | beginto seeit now," he murmured. "Of coursg, life, that isto say red, intellectual,[Pg 53] or, as
somewould say, spiritud life, is, after dl, the coefficient of that totally unexplainable thing caled thought
which enables usto explain most things except itsdlf. Time and space and location are only redlitiesto us
in so far that we can see them. A human being born blind, dumb, deaf, and without feding would ill, |
suppose, be a human being, because it would be conscious of existence; it would breathe and know that
its heart was begting, but without sight or sensation there could be no idea of space& mdash;time, to it,
would be ameaningless series of breaths or heartbeats. Without touch or sight it could have no idea of
form or sze, which are merely conditions of space, and both the past and the future would be absolutely
non-existent for it."

He paused, and walked on alittle way in silence, arguing silently with himself asto the correctness of
these premises. Then he began doud again:

"Yes, | think that's about right. And now, suppose that such abeing became endowed with the natura
senses, one by one. It would go through al the processes of the physical and menta evolution of
humanity until it reached the highest of human attributes& mdash;the ability to think, and thereforeto
reason. In other words, from amerely living organism it would, in the old Scripturd language, have
becomealiving soul. Thet is, obvioudy, what the words in Genesiswere redlly intended to mean. It
would then become capable of development, of proceeding from the partly-known to the more fully
known,[Pg 54] until, granted perfect physical and menta hedlth, it reached what are generally called the
limits of human knowledge."

The Professor's thumb and finger went up to his chin again. He walked another two or three hundred
yardsin slence; then he recommenced his spoken argument with himsdlf:

"Limitsof human knowledge? Y es, that soundsdl very wdl in ordinary language, but are there any? Who
wasit said that aman trying to reach those limits was like the child who saw arainbow for thefirst time,
and started out to find the place whereit rested? The smileis not bad, not by any means. Just in the
sameway, wetry to imagine the limits of time and space, and we can't do it. Only infinity of space and
duration are possible, and yet we can't grasp them; dill, they are the only possible statesin which we can
exist. And now, as | have had aglimpse of the past, | wonder what this place would belikein ten
thousand years?

"Good heavens, how cold it isl" He shivered, and buttoned up his coat, and continued, looking about him
on the vast snow-field dotted with hummocks of ice which lay blesk and lifdess about him: "Ah, |
suppose either the Gulf Stream has got diverted, or the earth's axis has shifted and we are in another

glacid epoch.
llell

Again the shock of utter isolation struck him, but it seemed to hit him harder thistime. The world that he
had been born in lay ten thousand[Pg 55] years behind him. For al he knew, he might be standing upon
what was now the earth's North Pole. Civilisation, as he had known it, might have been wiped off the
face of the earth, and the remnants of humanity flung back into savagery. He looked up at the sun, and
saw that it was dmost exactly whereit had been, and that it had not perceptibly diminished in power.

Theideawasnot at al pleasant to him, and very naturaly his thoughts turned back once moreto his cosy
home that had been on the edge of Wimbledon Common ten thousand years ago. He remembered, with
acurious sort of thrill, some notes which he had to complete that morning for hislecture& mdash;and in
the same ingtant he was walking back across the turf towards his house through the warm May sunshine.

"Yes" hesad to himsdf, ashe drew adeep breath of the sweet spring air. "'l wasright; that'sit. The



fourth dimension isaform of duration in some way correlated with space. | shal have to work that out in
thelight of the greater knowledge, which Her vanished Mg esty has given me, and which | dmost
attained to in Egypt. Wherefore, existence in astate of four dimensions, or the world of N4, as| have
awayscdledit, is, roughly speaking, one. Time and space are, asit were, two sides of the same shield,
and aperson living in that world can see both of them at once. Wherefore, past, present, future, length,
breadth, thickness, here and there are dl the same thing to him. It'sagrest pity thereisn't afourth[Pg 56]
dimensiond language aswell, so that one could state these things alittle more precisely. But thet, of
course, isout of the question.

"Redlly, | can hardly make mysdlf understand it asfar as words and phrases are concerned; ll, thereit
is, and now the question arises. Having got this power, as| certainly have, of transferring myself from one
existence to another by amere effort of thought, because it is very evident that this power isredly only an
extension or an exdtation& mdash;confound the language of the third dimension& mdash;| can't say it!
Although | understand what it is, it won't go into words. What am | to do with it? Its possibilities are, of
coursg, alittle gppaling& mdash;that isto say, from the point of view of N3. | have not the dightest
desire to shake the fabric of Society to pieces, as| could do, and still less have | taste for spending the
rest of my scientific career in what the world would very easily believe to be conjuring tricks. | hopel am
not going to be another of the unnumbered proofs of Solomon's wisdom when he said, "'Whoso getteth
knowledge, getteth sorrow.’ | wonder what sort of advice Her late Mgjesty of Egypt& mdash;& mdash;

"Dear me, what nonsense | am talking! Her late Mg esty? That won't do at al& mdash;she has reached
the Higher Plane too, so, of course, she can't be dead& mdash;& mdash;”

And then with the force of apowerful dectric shock, the terrible fact struck him that, for those who had
reached that plane, there was no death! Here was anew light on the weird problem which[Pg 57] he had
somehow been called upon to ded with.

"l wonder what Her Mg esty would redly think of it?' he murmured, after afew moments of mental
bewilderment. "Dear me, who's that?'

Helooked up, and, to his utter amazement, he saw Queen Nitocris, arrayed exactly as she had been on
that terrible night of her bridal with Menkau-Ra, walking towards him; a perfect incarnation of beauity,
but& mdash;& mdash;

"Oh dear me!" said the Professor, "thiswill never do. Good heavens! everybody in Wimbledon knows
me, and& mdash;well, of course, Her Mgesty isvery lovely and dl that; but what on earth would people
think if any one saw me strolling across the Common in company with an Egyptian Queen& mdash;to say
nothing of the costume& mdash;and the image of my own daughter, too!"

Thefigure approached, and the Queen, dazzlingly and bewilderingly beautiful, held out her handsto him,
and their eyes met and they looked at each other across the gulf of fifty centuries. Impelled by an
irresistible impulse coming from whence he knew not, he clasped them in his, and said, gpparently by no
volition of hisown, inthe Ancient Tongue:

"Ma-Rimon greets Nitocris, the Queen! What hath he done that he should be once more so highly
honoured?"

At that moment a carriage came by along the road quite close to them. Two of its occupants were
looking straight towards them. They passed[Pg 58] without taking the dightest notice, asthey must have
done had they seen such amarvellousfigure asthat of the Queen. And then he remembered that, unless
shewilled it, no onein theworld of N3 could see her, sinceit wasfor her, asit wasfor him now, to
make hersdf vigble or invisible as she chose to pass on to or beyond the lower Plane of Existence. These



things were quickly becoming more plain to his comprehension, athough, aswill be readily understood, it
was not alesson to be learnt very easly.

"Wecome, Ma-Rimon," replied the Queen, in avoice which filled him with many distant and strange
memories, "but |et there be no talk between us of honour, for in this state there is neither honour nor
dishonour, neither ruler nor subject, neither good nor evil, since dl these are absorbed in the Perfect
Knowledge. Yet it isthewill of the High Godsthat | should help thee and guide thee in that new world
whose threshold thou hast so lately crossed. It was my hand led thee from the path of Light to the path of
Darkness, and for that | have paid the pendty aswell asthou.

"For many ages, astimeis counted in that other world, we have toiled, sometimes together, sometimes
apart, sometimesin honour, sometimesin dishonour, yet ever struggling on to regain the heightswhich
then we had so nearly won. The High Gods permitted me to reach them firgt, and therefore it was my
hand which was stretched out to lead thee across the Border.[Pg 59]

"Now, my message to thee isthis: Thou hast powers which no other man living in that lower State
possesses; seeto it that they be used rightly. Forget not that in that other world sin and shame,
oppression and misery, are asrife as, within the limits of time, they have ever been. Make it thy concern
that the forces of evil shal be weaker and not stronger for the use of these powers to which thou hast
attained.

"We shdl meet often in that other world, and that living other-self of mine, thy daughter in theflesh and
bearer of my name, through every moment of her time-life, | shall watch and guard her, for she,

too& mdash;athough she knows it not& mdash;is approaching the light never seen by the Eye of Flesh,
and, though strange things should befdl her, it will be for thee in that other state, knowing what thou dost
inthe Higher Life, to help meinthistask asin others. Now, farewell, Ma-Rimon," she said, holding out
her hands again.

As hetook them, they melted in his grasp, two lustrous eyeslooked at him for amoment and grew dim,
and he was once more aone on Wimbledon Common.

"I think I'll be getting home," he said, looking at hiswaich, and he turned and walked dowly with bent
head and hands clasped behind his back to the house.[Pg 60]

CHAPTER VI
THE LAW OF SELECTION

In actua mundane time, to use asomewhat halting expression, Professor Marmion'swak had occupied
about a couple of hours. His strange experiences had, of course, occupied none, since they had taken
place beyond the bounds of Time.

Meanwhile, Miss Nitocris had finished her digest of the morning papers, given the cook afew directions,
and then gone out on the lawn at the back of the house to have a quiet read and enjoy the soft air and
sunshine of that lovely May morning. Shelay down in ahammock chair in the shade of afine old cedar at
the bottom of the lawn, and began to read, and soon she began to dream. The news in the papers, even
the most responsible of them, had been very serious. The shadow of war was once morerising in the
East& mdash;war which, if it came, England could scarcely escape, and if it did Someone would haveto
go and fight in that most perilous of al forms of battle, torpedo attack.

The book she had taken with her was one[ Pg 61] of exceedingly clever verse written years before by



just such another as hersdlf; agirl, beautiful, learned, and yet absolutely womanly, and endowed,
moreover, with that gift so rare among learned women, the gift of humour. Long ago, thisgirl had taken
thefever in Egypt, and died of it; but before she died she wrote a book of poems and verses, which,
though long forgotten& mdash;if ever known& mdash;by the multitude, is il treasured and re-read by
some, and of these Miss Nitocris was one. Just now the book was open at the hundred and forty-third
page, on which thereisaportion of a poem entitled Natural Selection.

Miss Nitocris eyes dternately rested on the page for afew moments and then lifted and looked over the
lawn towards the open French windows. The versesran thus:

"But there comes an idealless lad, With a strut, and a stare, and a smirk; And | watch, scientific
though sad, The Law of Selection at work. "Of Science he hasn't a trace, He seeks not the How
and the Why, But he sings with an amateur's grace And he dances much better than 1. "And we
know the more dandified males By dance and by song win their wives& mdash; 'Tis a law that with
Aves prevails, And even in Homo survives."

"Just my precious papasideas” she murmured, with atoss of her head, and something like alittle sniff.
"What anuisanceit dl is! Aristocracy[Pg 62] of intellect, indeed! Just asif any of us, even my dear Dad,
if heis considered one of the cleverest and most learned men in Europe, were anything more than what
Newton called himself& mdash;alittle child picking up pebbles and grains of sand on the shore of a
boundless and fathomless ocean, and calling them knowledge. I'm not quite sure that that's correct, but
it'ssomething likeit. Still, that's not the question. How on earth am | to tell poor Mark? Oh dear! hell
have to be'Mr Merrill' now, | suppose. What ashame! I've haf amind to rebel, and vindicate the Law
of Sdlection at any price. Ah, thereheis. Well, | suppose I've got to get through it somehow."

As she spoke, one of the French windows under the verandah opened, and aman in apanama hat,
Norfolk jacket and knickerbockers, came out and raised his hat as he stepped off the verandah.

With asigh and afrown she closed the book sharply, got up and tossed it into the chair. No daintier or
more desirable incarnation of the eternal feminine could have been imagined than she presented as she
walked dowly across the lawn to meet the man whom the Law of Selection had designated as her natural
mate, and whom her father, for reasons presently to be made plain, had forbidden her to marry on pain
of exilefrom hisaffectionsfor ever.

The face he turned towards her as she approached was not exactly handsome as an artist or some
women would have defined the word, but it was strong, honest, and open& mdash;just the sort of
face,[Pg 63] in short, to match the broad shoulders, the long, cleanly-shaped, athletic limbs, and thefive
feet deven of young, healthy manhood with which Nature had associated it.

A glance a hisface and another one at him generaly would, in spite of the costume, have convinced any
onewho knows the genus that Mark Merrill was anava officer. He had that quiet air of restrained
drength, of the ingtinctive habit of command which somehow or other does not distinguish any other
fighting man in the world in quite the same degree. His name and title were Lieutenant-Commander Mark
Gwynne Merrill, of HisMaesty's Destroyer Blazer, one of the coolest-headed and yet most judicioudy
reckless officersin the Service.

Therewasalight in hiswide-s&t, blue-grey eyes, and asmile on his strong, well-cut lipswhich were
absolutely boyish in their anticipation of sheer delight as she approached; and then, after one glance at her
face, his own changed with a suddenness, which, to a disinterested observer, would have been dmost
comic.

"I'm awfully sorry, Mark," she began, in atonewhich literally sent ashiver& mdash;ared physicd



shiver& mdash;through him, for hewas very, very muchin lovewith her.

"What on earth isthe matter, Niti?" he said, looking at the fair face and downcast eyeswhich, for thefirst
time since he had asked the eterna question and she had answered it according to his heart's desire, had
refused to meet his. "Let'g Pg 64] haveit out a once. It'salot better to be shot through the heart than
starved to death, you know. | suppose it's something pretty bad, or you wouldn't be looking down at the
grasslikethat," he continued.

"Oh, it's& mdash;it's& mdash;it's a beastly shame, that'swhat it is, so therel” And as she said thisMiss
Nitocris Marmion, B.Sc., ssamped her foot on the turf and felt inclined to burst out crying, just asa
milkmaid might have done.

"Which means," said Mark, pulling himsdf up, asaman about to face amortal enemy would do, "that the
Professor has said 'No." In other words, he has decided that hislearned and lovely daughter shall not, as

| suppose hewould put it, mate with an anima of alower order& mdash;a mere fighting-man. Well, Miss
Marmion& mdash;& mdash;"

"Oh, don't; please don't!" she exclamed, dmost piteoudly, dropping into abig wicker asmchair by the
verandah and putting her hands over her eyes.

He had an awful fear that she was going to cry, and, as the Easterns say, he felt his heart turning to water
within him. But her highly trained intellect came to her aid. She swallowed the sob, and looked up a him
with clear, dry eyes.

"Itisn't quite that, Mark," she continued. "Y ou know | wouldn't stand anything like that even from the
dear old Dad. Much as| love him, and even, as you know, in some senses almost worship him, it isn't
that. It'sthistheory of heredity of his& mdash;this scientific faith& mdash;bigotry, | cal it, for it isjust the
same to him as Catholicism was to] Pg 65] the Spaniardsin the sixteenth century. Infact, | told him the
other night that he reminded me of the Spani sh grandee whose daughters were convicted of heresy by the
Inquisition, and who showed his devotion to the Church by lighting the faggots which burned them with
his own hands"

"And what did he say to that?' said the sailor, not because he wanted to know, but because there was an
awkward pause that needed filling.

"I would rather not tell you, Mark, if you don't mind," she said dowly and looking very straightly and
seadily at him. "Y ou know& mdash;well, | needn't tell you again what I've told you dready. Y ou know |
carefor you, and | dways shdl, but | cannot& mdash;| dare not& mdash;disobey my father. | owe dl that
| ever had to him. He has been father, mother, teacher, friend, companion& mdash;everything to me. We
are absolutely alonein theworld. If | could leave him for anybody, I'd leave him for you, but | won't
disobey him and breek hisheart, as| believe | should, even for you."

"Y ou're perfectly right, Niti, perfectly,” said Commander Merrill, in atone of steady conviction which
inspired her with an dmost irresstible impulse to get up and kisshim. Y ou couldn't honestly do anything
else, and | know the shortest way to make you hate me would be to ask you to do that something el se.
But gtill," he went on, thrusting his hands into the[Pg 66] pockets of hisNorfolk jacket, "I do think | have
asort of right to have some sort of explanation, and with your permission | shall just ask him for one."

"For goodness sake, don't do that, Mark& mdash;don't!" she pleaded. "Y ou might aswell go and ask a
Jewish Rabbi why hewouldn' let his daughter marry a Chrigtian. Wise and clever asheisin other things,
poor Dad issmply afanatic in this, and& mdash;well, if he did condescend to explain, I'm afraid you
might mistake what he would think the correct scientific way of putting it, for aninsult, and | couldn't bear
to think of you quarrelling. Y ou know you're the only two people in the world |& mdash;| & mdash;Oh



dear, what shall | do!"

It was at this point that the Law of Natura Selection stepped in. Natura laws of any sort have very little
respect for the refinements of what mortals are pleased to call their philosophy. Professor Marmion was
avery great man& mdash;some men said he was the grestest scientist of his age& mdash;but &t this
moment he was but as agrain of sand among the whed s of the mighty machine which grinds out human
and other destinies.

Commander Merrill took acouple of long, swift strides towards the chair in which Nitocris was leaning
back with her hands pressed to her eyes. He picked her up bodily, as he might have picked a child of
seven up, put her protesting hands aside, and dowly and deliberately kissed her three times squarely on
thelipsasif he[Pg 67] meant it; and the third time her lips moved too. Then he whispered:

"Good-bye, dear, for the present, at any rate!”

After which he deposited her tenderly in the chair again, and, with just onelast ook, turned and walked
with quick, angry strides across the lawn and round the semi-circular carriage-drive, saying somethings
to himsdlf between his clenched teeth, and thinking many more.

A few yards outside the gate he came face to face with the Professor.
"Good-morning, sr," said Merrill, with amotion of hishand towards his hét.

"Oh, good-morning, Mr Merrill," replied the Professor alittle fiffly, for relations between them had been
grained for some considerable time now. "l presume you have been to the house. | am sorry that you did
not find me a home, but if it isanything urgent and you have half an hour to spare& mdash;& mdash;”

He stopped in his speech, silenced by a shock of something like shame. He was prevaricating. He knew
perfectly wel that "it" was the most urgent errand a man could have, next to his duty to his country, that
had brought the young sailor to his house. Twenty-four hours ago he would not have noticed such atrifle:
but it was no trifle now; for to his clearer vison it wasasin, an evasion of theimmutable laws of Truth,
utterly unworthy of the companion of Nitocristhe Queen in that other existence which he had just Ieft.[Pg
68]

"Y ou have seen Niti, | suppose?’ he continued, with sngular directness.

"Yes," replied Merrill. ™Y ou will remember that the week was up thismorning, and so | called to learn my
fate, and your daughter hastold me. | presumethat your decisionisfind, and that, therefore, thereis
nothing more to be said on the subject.”

"My decisonsare usudly fina, Mr Merrill, because | do not arrive at them without due consideration. |
am deeply grieved, as| havetold you before, but my decision is adeduction fromwhat | consider to be
an unbregkable chain of argument which | need not trouble you with. Personaly and socidly, of course, it
would be impossible for me to have the dightest objection to you. In fact, apart from your execrable
fighting profession, | like you; but otherwise, asyou know, | cannot help looking a you asthe surviva of
an age of barbarism, a hark-back of humanity, for al the honour in which that tradeisheld by an ignorant
and deluded world; and so for the last time it ismy painful task to tell you that there can be no union
between your blood and mine. Outside that, of course, there is no reason why we should not remain
friends”

"Very wdl, gir,” replied Merrill, "1 have heard your decision, and Miss Marmion hastold me sheis
resolved to abide by it; | should be something lessthan aman if | attempted to dter her resolve. We are
ordered on foreign service thisweek, and so for the present, good-bye."[Pg 69]



Helifted his hat, turned away and walked down the road with teeth clenched and eyesfixed straight in
front of him, and a shade of grey under the tan of hisskin.

The Professor |ooked after him for afew moments and turned in at the gate, saying:

"It'sagresat pity in Some ways& mdash;many ways, in fact. He's afine young fellow and athorough
gentleman, and I'm afraid they're very fond of each other, but of courseto let Niti marry him would be
the negation of the belief and teaching of more than haf alifetime. | hope the poor girl won't take it too
keenly to heart. I'm afraid he seems rather hard hit, poor chap, but of course there's no help for it. Just
fancy methefather-in-law of afighting man, and the grandfather of what might be abrood of fighterd
No, no; that is quite out of the question."[Pg 70]

CHAPTER VII
MOSTLY POSSIBILITIES

The Professor went into the garden fedling just atrifle uncomfortable. He not only loved his daughter
dearly, but he also had a very deep and well-justified respect for her intellect and scholarly attainments.
Her unfortunate love for aman whom he honestly believed to be atotaly unfit mate for her wasthe only
shadow that had ever drifted between them since she had become, not only his daughter, but hisfriend
and companion, and the enthusiagtic sharer of hisintellectud pursuits. Of course, anything like a scene
was utterly out of the question; but there is asilence more el oquent than words, and it was that that he
was mostly afraid of.

Hefound her waking up and down the lawn with her hands behind her back. She was alittle paler than
usua, and there was a shadow in her eyes. She came towards him, and said quite quietly:

"Mr Merrill has been here, Dad, to say good-bye. | told him, and so we have said it.”

The smple words were spoken with aquiet and yet tender dignity which made him fed[Pg 71] prouder
than ever of his daughter and al the more sorry for her.

"I met him just outside the gate, Niti," hereplied, looking at her through alittle mist in hiseyes, "He spoke
most honourably, and like the gentleman that heis. | hope you will believe me& mdash;& mdash;”

"I believeyou in everything, Dad," she said quickly; "and since the matter isended, it will only hurt us
both to say any more about it. Now, | have some news," she continued, in atone whose dteration was
well assumed.

"Ah! and what isthat, Niti?" he asked, looking up at her with asmile of relief.

"It's something that | hope you will be able to get some of your solemn fun out of. One of theitemsin the
'Socid Intelligence to-day statesthat your old friend, Professor Hoskins van Huysman, and hiswife and
daughter have come to London, and will stay ten days before "proceeding’ to Paris and the South of
France, and 0, of course, they will be herefor your lecture, and naturaly he will not resist the temptation
of making one of your audience.

"Van Huysman!" exclaimed the Professor. "That Y ankee charlatan, confound him! | shouldn't wonder if
he had the impudence to take part in the discussion afterwards.”

"Then," laughed Nitocris, "you must take careto have al your heavy gunsready for action. But, of



course, Dad, you won't let your& mdash;well, your scientific fedings get mixed up with socid matters|[Pg
72] will you? Because, you know, | like Brenda very much; she'sthe prettiest and brightest girl | know.
Y ou know, she can do dmost anything, and yet she's as unaffected& mdash;& mdash;"

"As some one ese we know," interrupted the Professor with another smile.

"And then, you know, Mrsvan Huysman," continued Nitocriswith alittle flush, "is such adear, innocent,
good-natured thing, so good-hearted and so deliciousy American. Of course, you can fight with the
Professor as much asyou likein print, and in lecture halls& mdash;| know you both love it& mdash;but
you'll il befriends socidly, won't you?'

"Which, of course, means garden-parties and river trips, and similar frivolitiesthat learned young ladies
love so much. Y ou needn't trouble about thet, Niti. | shdl not alow my zed for scientific truth to interfere
with your socid pleasures, you may be quite sure. Science, as you know, has nothing to do with what we
cal Society, except as one of the most curious phenomena of Sociology. Drive into town whenever you
like and see them. Present my respectful compliments, and ask them to dinner, or whatever you like. And
now | must get to my work& mdash;1've only three more days, and my notes are not anything like
complete.”

"Very wel, Dad; | think I'll telephone them& mdash;they're stopping at the Savoy& mdash;extravagant
people! & mdash;to say that I'll run in this afternoon and have tea. Oh! and, by theway," she added,[Pg
73] as he turned towards the house, "there's another item. Lord Leighton has been called home suddenly
on some business, and will be here the day after to-morrow.”

"Ohl indeed,” said the Professor, pausing. "Wdll, | shdl be ddlighted to see him& mdash;but | don't know
what | shdl haveto say to him about that Mummy."

Nitocristurned away towards her chair with afaint smile on her lips. With awoman'srapid intuition, she
had seen aglimmer of hope in the conjunction of these two announcements. Although Professor van
Huysman's persond fortune was not as great as his attainments or hisfame, Brendawould be very rich,
for her mother was the only sister of awidower whose soleinterest and occupation in life was piling up
dollars. He had dollarsin everything, from pork and lumber to canned goods, and her own father's
scientific inventions, and Brendawas the bright particular star of his affections.

On the other hand, Lord Leighton, son and heir of theinvaid Earl of Kyneston, was afairly well-to-do
young nobleman, good-looking, a scholar, and agood sportsman, who had done brilliantly at
Cambridge, and then devoted himself to Egyptian exploration with awhole-souled ardour which had
quickly won Professor Marmion's heart, and aready consent to his"trying hisluck™ with his daughter to
boot. Thishad not alittle to do with the present unfortunate condition of her own love affairs.[Pg 74]

She had dready refused Lord Leighton, letting him down, of course, as gently as possible, but withal
firmly and uncompromisingly. Who could better console him than this beautiful and brilliant American girl,
and what would better suit that lovely head of hersthan an English coronet which was bright with the
untarnished traditions of five hundred years?

Wherefore, then and there, Miss Nitocris Marmion, Bachdor of Science, Licentiate of Literature and
Art, and Gold-Meddlist in Higher Mathematics at the Univeraty of London, decided upon her first
experiment in match-making.

When the Professor got into his study and shut the door, there was a curious smiling expression upon his
refined, intellectual features. Instead of Sitting down to his desk, helit apipe and began waking up and
down the room, communing with his own soul in isolated sentences, aswas hiswont when he wastrying
to arrive at any difficult decision.



In order to appreciate his deliberations and their result, it will be necessary to say that Professor Hoskins
van Huysman was one of the most distinguished physicistsin America, and he had also gained digtinction
in applied mathematics. In addition to this, he was the inventor of many marvellous contrivances for the
demonstration and measurement of the more obscure physical forces. His official position was that of
Lecturer and Demongtrator in Physical Sciencein Harvard University.[Pg 75]

He and Professor Marmion had been deadly opponentsin thefield of controversy for years. The latter
had once detected an error in avery learned monograph which he had published in the Scientific
American on the "Co-Réation of the Etheric Forces in the Phenomenaof Light and Heat," and of course
he had never forgiven him. From that day forth aredentlessdue of wits between them had continued.
Every essay, monograph, or book that the one published, the other criticised with cold but ruthless
severity, to the great delectation of the scientific world, if not to the clarification of its atmosphere.

Socidly, they were cordia acquaintances, if not friends. What they redlly thought of each other was
known only to themsdalves and to their immediate domestic circles.

Naturaly Professor Marmion waswell aware that his elevation to the higher plane of N4 gave him an
enormous advantage over hisadversary, for now he could, if he chose, smite him hip and thigh, ina
grictly scientific sense, and reduce him to utter confusion and public ridicule, and the question which he
had cometo discuss with himself was. In how far, if at dl, was hejudtified in so using the extra-human
powers with which he had been endowed?

The moment that he began to do this he became conscious of another curious complication of his recent
development. On the higher plane he had argued the matter out with no more emotion than a calculating
machine would have] Pg 76] betrayed, and he had come to a conclusion that was absol utely luminous and
just: but now that he came to argue the same question on the lower plane he found that he was doing it
under human limitations, and therefore with human fedings.

"No," he said in the peculiar low, musing tone which was habitud to him during these monologues, "'no;
after dl, | do not see that there would be any harm in that. Wrong, nay, sinful it would undoubtedly beto
prove to demondtration that religious, socid, and physical laws, may, under certain changing
circumstances, be both true and false at the sametime. | am, or was& mdash;or whatever it

is& mdash;perfectly right in considering that to deliberately produce such a chaos as that would do would
be the most colossal crime that a man could commit againgt humanity, asfar asthis planeis concerned,
but there can be no harm in making afew mathematica experiments.”

Hetook afew more turns up and down the room, pulling dowly at his pipe, and with his mind not wholly
unoccupied with speculations asto what Professor Van Huysman'sfedlings might beif he were watching
the said experiments. Then he began again:

"At theworst | shdl only be carrying certain investigations afew steps farther, and devel oping theories
which have been serioudly discussed by the hardest-headed scholarsin the world. Both the Greek and
the Alexandrian philosophers speculated on the possibility of astate of four[Pg 77] dimensions; and
didn't Cayley, beforethis very Society, ddiberately say thet at the present rate of progressin the Higher
Mathematics, the eye of Intellect might ere long see across the border of tri-dimensiona space?

"Surely | cannot do any very greet harm by carrying hisargumentsto their logical conclusions& mdash;if |
can. Of course, physical demondirationswould never do: | should frighten my brilliant and learned
audience out of its seven senses; but, asfor mere mathemati cs& mdash;well, | may make them stare, and
set agood many highly-respected brains& mdash;my gifted friend Huysman's, anong

them& mdash;working pretty hard. Of course, he will be especialy furious, but theré's no harm in that
gther. Yes, | shdl certainly doiit. If he can't understand my demongtrations, that's not my concern.”



He went and sat down at hisdesk, still smiling, and went very carefully through the notes he had already
made, and then through Professor Hartley's | etter, and his speculations on the Forty-Seventh Proposition.
Thisdone, he plunged into afresh vortex of figures, and symbols, and diagrams, in which he remained for
the next two hours, hismind hovering, asit were, over the borderland which at once divides and unites
the higher and the lower planes. When he returned to earth, the dreamy, abstracted |ook faded away
from hisface; hiseyeslit up, and the pleasant smile came back.

He opened the middle drawer in his desk, and took out the first page of the fair copy of his notes, which
Nitocris had made for himé& mdash;thinking[ Pg 78] the while how easy it would have been for himinthe
state of N4 to take it out without opening the drawer at al& mdash;and looked at it. It was headed:

"RECENT PROGRESSIN THE HHGHER MATHEMATICS."
He crossed thetitle out carefully, and wrote aboveit:
"AN EXAMINATION OF SOME SUPPOSED MATHEMATICAL IMPOSSIBILITIES."

"There," he murmured, as he put the sheet back; "I think that such atheme, adequatdly treated, will
congderably astonish my learned friendsin generd, and my esteemed critic, Van Huysman, in particular.”

From which remark it will be gathered that Franklin Marmion had certainly recrossed the dividing line
between the two Planes of Existence[Pg 79]

CHAPTER VIII

MI1SS BRENDA ARRIVES, AND PHADRIG THE EGYPTIAN
PROPHESIES

"Now, thisisjust too sweet of you, Niti, to come so soon after we got here. In five minutes more |
should have written you a note, asking you and the Professor to come and take lunch with usto-morrow,
and here you've anticipated me, so we have the pleasure of seeing you dl the sooner.”

These were the words with which Miss Brenda van Huysman greeted Nitocris as she entered the
drawing-room of the suite of apartments which formed her homefor the time being in London. | say her
home advisedly, because, athough her father and mother dso occupied it, she was virtudly, if not
nominally, mistress undisputed of the splendid camping-place.

She was an dmost perfect type of the highly developed, highly educated American girl of to-day, a
marvellous compound of intense energy and languorous grace. She had done as brilliantly at Vassar as
Nitocris had done at Girton and L.ondon, and she had aso rowed stroke in the Ladies Eight, and was
champion fencer of the College. Y et asfar as her physical presence wagPg 80] concerned, she wasjust
a"Gibson Girl" of the daintiest type& mdash;fair-skinned, blue-eyed, golden-haired& mdash;her hair had
adarker gleam of bronzein it in certain lights& mdash;exquisitely moulded festures which seemed
capable of every sort of expresson within afew changing moments, and a poise of head and carriage of
body which only perfect heath and the most scientific physical training can produce. In aword, shewas
one of those miraculous developments of femininity which Nature seemsto have made a specidity for the
particular benefit of the younger branch of the Anglo-Saxon race. Asfor her dress& mdash;well, the
shortest and best way to describethat isto say that it exactly suited her.

As she spoke, and their hands met, Mrs van Huysman got up and came towards them, saying:



"Good afternoon, Miss Marmion. We were real glad to get your ‘phone, and it's good to see you again.
How's the Professor? Too busy to come with you, | suppose, as usua. We see he's going to lecture
before the Roya Society on the tenth, and | reckon we shdl al bethereto listen to him. | shouldn't
wonder but ther€ll be trouble as usual between him and my husband. It seems apity that two such clever
men should waste so much timein scrapping over these scientific things, which don't seem to matter haf a
cent, anyhow."

"Oh, I don't know," laughed Nitocris, asthey shook hands. ™Y ou see, Mrs van Huysman, they do think it
matters agreat deal, and, besides, I'm quite sure that they both enjoy it very thoroughly.[Pg 81] It'stheir
way of taking recreation, you see, just as a couple of pitmen will try and pound one another to pieces,
just for the fun of the thing. It'sonly acase of intellectud fidicuffs, after al.”

"Why, certainly,” said Brenda, as sherang for tea; "I'm just sure that Poppa never has such agood time
aswhen he thinks he's tearing one of Professor Marmion's theories into little pieces and dancing on them,
and | shouldn't wonder if Professor Marmion didn't feel about the same.”

"| dare say he does," said Nitocris, remembering what had happened in the morning; "it's only one of the
thousand unexplained puzzles of human nature. Asyou know, my father hatesfighting in the physica
sense with a hatred which isamost fanatical, and yet, when it comesto a battle of wits, he'slikea
schoolboy in afootbal match.”

"It'sjust another development of the samething," said Brenda. "Man was born afighting animal, and |
guess helll remain onetill the end of time; and with &l our progressin civilisation and science, and dl tht,
the man who doesn't enjoy afight of some sort isn't of very much account. Now, her€stea, whichisjust
now amore interesting subject. Sit down, and welll talk about vanities. I'm just perishing to see what
Regent Street and Bond Street arelike. | don't think I've spent ten dollarsin London yet. I'm twenty-two
to-morrow, Niti, and my grandfather, who isjust about the best grandfather a girl ever had, cabled
across to the Napier people, and they've sent round the dandiest six-cylinder,[Pg 82] thirty-horse
landaul ette that you ever saw, even in Central Park, and adriver to match& mdash;only | shan't have
much usefor him, except to look after the automobile. I'll run you round in her after tea, and you can
reintroduce me to the stores& mdash;I mean shops; | forgot we werein London.”

Mrsvan Huysman, as usual, took aback seat while her daughter dispensed tea, and did most of the
talking. Shewas alady of moderate proportions, and, unlike agood many American women, she had
kept her good looks until very close on fifty. She wasfull of shrewd common sense, but she had been
born in adifferent generation and in adifferent grade of life, and therefore her attireinclined rather to
magnificence than to elegance, in spite of her daughter's restraining hand and frankly expressed counsdl.
She had a profound respect for her hushand's attainments without in the least understanding them, and
she very naturdly held an unshakable belief that no quite ordinary woman, as she caled hersdlf, had ever
been miraculoudy blessed with such a daughter as she had.

Nitocris was just beginning her second cup of teawhen the door opened and her father'sfoeman in the
arenaof Science camein. He wasthe very antithesis of Professor Marmion; atrifle below middle height,
square-shouldered and strongly built, with thick, iron-grey hair, and somewhat heavy featureswhich
would have been dmost commonplace but for the broad, square forehead above them, and the brilliant
stedl-grey[Pg 83] eyeswhich glittered restlesdy under the thick brows, and also a certain sensitiveness
about the nogtrils and lips which seemed curioudly out of keeping with the strength of the lower jaw. His
whole being suggested a combination of restless energy and inflexible determination. If he had not been
one of Americas greatest scientists, he would probably have been one of her most ruthless and despotic
Dollar Lords.

"Ah, MissMarmion, good afternoon! Pleased to seeyou," he said heartily, as Nitocris got up and held



out her hand. "Very kind of you to ook us up so soon. How's the Professor? Well, | hope. | see he's
scheduled for alecture before the Roya Society. He's got something startling to tell us about, | hope. It's
some time since we had anything of ascientific scrap between us.”

"And therefore," said Nitocris, as shetook hishand, "'l suppose you are just dying for another one.”

"Well, not quitedying," laughed the Professor. "Don't look half dead, do 1?7 Just curious, that'sall. You
can't give me any idea of the subject, | suppose?”’

"I could, Professor," shereplied, with amalicioustwinkle in her eye, because she had dready had atalk
with her father on the atered title of thelecture, "but if | did, you know, | should only, aswe say in
England, be spoiling sport. However, | don't think | shall be playing traitor if | tell you to preparefor a
littlesurprise”

Professor van Huysman's manner changed[Pg 84] ingtantly, and the warrior soul of the scientist wasin
ams,

"Ohyes A surprise, eh?' he said, with something between asnort and asnarl in hisvoice. "Then |
guess& mdash;& mdash;"”

"Poppa, 9t down and have sometes," said his daughter, quietly but firmly.

He sat down without aword, took his cup of teaand adice of bread and butter; listened in Sllence as
long as he could bear the entirely feminine conversation on a subject in which he hadn't the remotest
interest, and then he put his cup down with alittle jerk, got up with abigger one, and said, holding out his
hand to MissNitocris:

"Wdl, MissMarmion, | shall have to say good afternoon. Y ou see we've only just reached this side, and
I've got quite alot of thingsto attend to. Bring your father dong to dinner to-morrow night, if you can; |
shall be glad to meet him again. Y ou needn't be afraid: we shan't shoot.”

When he had gone, Brenda rang and ordered the motor-car to be ready in haf an hour. Then they
finished their teaand talk, and Brenda and Nitocris went and put on their wraps& mdash;not the imitation
of the mediaaval armour which is used for serious motor-driving, but just dust-cloaks and mushrooms,
both of which Brendalent to her friend. Asthey came back through the drawing-room, she said to her
mother:

"Well, Mamma, the car'sready, | beieve. Won't you join usin alittle run round town?'[Pg 85]

"When | want to take arun into the Other World in one of those inferna machines of yours, Brenda,"
said her mother, with amild touch of sarcasmin her tone, "I'll ask you to let me come. Thisafternoon |
fed jud alittle bit too comfortable for ajourney like that."

"It'sacuriousthing,” said Brenda, asthey were going down in the lift, "Mammals as healthy awoman as
ever lived, and she's American too, and yet | believe sheld as soon get on top of abroncho asinto an
automobile”

The car waswaiting for them in the courtyard under the glassawning. A smart-looking young chauffeur

in orthodox costume touched his cap and set the engine going. The gold-laced porters handed them into

the two front seats, and the chauffeur effaced himsdf in the tonneau. Miss Brenda put one hand on the

steering-wheel and the other on the first speed lever, and the car did away, asthough it had been running
on ice, towards the great arched entrance.

Asthey turned to the |eft on their way westward, a shabbily dressed man and woman stepped back from



the roadway on to the pavement. For amoment they stared at the car in mute astonishment; then the man
gripped the woman tightly by the arm and led her away out of the ever-passing throng, whispering to her
in Coptic:

"Did'st thou see her, Neb-Anat& mdash;the Queen& mdash;the Queen in the living flesh sitting there in the
salf-mover, the devil-machine? To what unholy things has she come& mdash;she, the daughter of the[Pg
86] great Rameses! But it may be that sheis held in bondage under the spell of the evil powers that
created these devil-chariots which pant like soulsin agony and breathe with the breath of Hell. She must
be rescued, Neb-Anat."

"Rescued?’ echoed the woman, in atone that was haf scorn and haf fear. "Isit so long ago that thou
hast forgotten how we tried to rescue her mummy from the hands of these infidels? Now, behold, sheis
diveagain, living inthemidst of thisvast, foul city of theinfidds, clothed after the fashion of their women,
and yet till beautiful and smiling. Pent-Ah, didst thou not even see her laugh as she rode past us? Alad! |
tell thee that our Queen islaid under some awful spell, doubtless because she hasin some way incurred
the digpleasure of the High Gods, and if that is S0, not even the Master himself could rescue her. What,
then, shal we do?"

"Thy saying is near akin to blasphemy, Neb-Anat,” he murmured in reply, "and yet there may be adeep
meaning init. Nevertheless, to-night, nay, this hour, the Master must know of what we have seen.”

They waked aong, conversing in murmurs, asfar as Waterloo Bridge, then they turned and crossed it
and walked down Waterloo Road into the Borough Road, and then turned off into anarrow, grimy street
which ended in asmdl court whose three sides were formed of wretched houses, upon which many
years of misery, poverty, and crime had set their unmistakable stamp.[Pg 87] They crossed the court
diagondly and entered ahousein the right-hand corner. They went up the worn, carpetless stairswith a
rickety handrail on one side and the torn, pedling paper on the other, and stopped before a door which
opened on to anarrow landing on thefirst floor. Pent-Ah knocked with his knuckles on the pand, first
three times quickly, and then twice dowly. Then came the sound of the drawing of abolt, and the door

opened.

They went in with shuffling feet and crouching forms, and the woman closed the door behind her. A tall,
gaunt, yellow-skinned man, his head perfectly bald and the lower part of hisface covered with aheavy
white beard and moustache, faced them. His clothing was half Western, haf Orienta. A pair of thin,
creased, grey tweed trousers met, or amost met, apair of Turkish dippers, showing aninch of bare, lean
anklein between. His body was covered with adirty yellow robe of fine woollen stuff, whose ragged
fringe reached to hisknees, and afaded red scarf was folded twice round his neck, one end hanging
down his breast and the other down his back. As Pent-Ah closed the door and bolted it, he said to him
in Coptic:

"So ye have returned! What news of the Queen? For without that surely ye would not have dared to
come before me."

He spoke the words as a Pharaoh might have spoken them to adave, and as though the bare,
low-ceiled, shabby room, with its tawdry Oriental[Pg 88] curtains and ornaments, had been an
audience-chamber in the palace of Pepi in old Memphis, for this was he who had once been
Anemen-Ha, High Priest of Ptah, in the days when Nitocris was Queen of the Two Kingdoms.

"We have seen her once more, Lord,” said Pent-Ah, "scarce an hour ago, dressed after the fashion of
these heathen English, and seated in adevil-chariot beside another woman, asfair dmost asshe. It is
true, Lord, even aswe said, that our Lady the Queen isin the flesh again, and yet she knows us not. It
may be that the High Gods have laid some spdll upon her.”



"Spell or no spell, the misson which isoursisthe same,” wasthereply. "It isplain that amiracle has been
worked. The Mummy which we& mdash;l aswell as you& mdash;were charged to recover and restore
to its resting-place, has vanished. The Queen hasreturned to live yet another lifein the flesh, but the
command remains the same. Mummy or woman, she shdl be taken back to her ancient home to await
the day when the Divine Assessors shall determine the pendty of her guilt. Thetask will be hard, yet
nothing isimpossible to those who serve the High Gods faithfully. Y e have donewdl to bring methis
news promptly. Hereis money to pay for your living and your work. Watch well and closely. Know
every movement that the Queen makes, and every day inform me by word or in writing of al her actions.
On the fourth day from now come here an hour before midnight. Now go.”[Pg 89]

He counted out five sovereignsto Pent-Ah. Their glitter contrasted strangely with the shabby squalor of
the room and the poverty of his own dress, but he gave them as though they had been coppers. Pent-Ah
took them with alow obeisance, and dropped them one by one into a pocket in a canvas belt which he
wore under hisragged waistcoat. Neb-Anat looked at them greedily as they disappeared.

"The Magter's commands shal be obeyed, and the High Gods shall be faithfully served,” said Pent-Ah, as
he straightened himsalf up again. "From door to door the Queen shadl be watched, and, if it be permitted,
Neb-Anat shal become her dave, and so the watch shall be made closer. Is not that so, Neb-Anat?"

"Thewill of the Master isthelaw of hisdave," shereplied, snking dmost to her knees.

"It isenough,” replied the Master, who was known to the few who knew him as Phadrig Amena, a
Coptic deder in ancient Egyptian relicsand curiosin ahumbleway of business. " Serve faithfully, both of
you, and your reward shall not be wanting. Farewell, and the peace of the High Gods be on you."

When they had gone he sat down to the old bureau, took out a sheaf of papers, some white and new,
othersyellow-grey with age, and yet others which were sheets of the ancient papyrus. The writing on
these was in the old Hermetic character; of the rest some werein cursive Greek and somein Coptic. A
few only were] Pg 90] in English, and about haf adozen in Russian. He read them al with equal ease,
and dthough he knew their contents almost by heart, he pored over them for agood half-hour with
scarcely so much asamovement of hislips. Then he put them away and locked the drawer with one of a
small bunch of curioudy shaped keys which were fastened round hiswaist by achain. When he had
conceded them in hisgirdle, he got up and began to pace the floor of the miserable room with long,
sately, slent steps as though the dirty, cracked, uneven boards had been the gleaming squares of
aternate black and white marble of the floor of the Sanctuary in the now ruined Temple of Ptahinold
Memphis. Then, after awhile, with head thrown proudly back and hands clasped behind him, he began
to speak in the Ancient Tongue, as though he were addressing someinvisible presence.

"Yes, truly the Powers of Evil and Darkness have conquered through many generations of men, but the
days of the High Gods are unending, and the climax of Fateis not yet. Not yet, O Nitocris, isthe
murderous crime of thy death-brida forgotten. The souls of those who died by thy hand in the banqueting
chamber of Pepi still cal for vengeance out of the glooms of Amenti. Thethirst of hate and the hunger of
love are till undaked and unsatisfied. |, Phadrig, the poor trader, who was once Anemen-Ha, hate thee
gtill, and the Russian warrior-prince, who was once Menkau-Ra, shdl love thee yet[Pg 91] again with a
love asfierce asthat of old, and so, if the High Gods permit, between love and hate shdt thou passto the
doom that thou hast earned.”

He paused in hiswak and stood staring blankly out of the grimy little window with eyes which seemed to
see through and beyond the smoke-blackened walls of the wretched houses opposite, and away through
the mists of Timeto where avadt city of temples and paaces|ay under a cloudless sky beside amighty
dow-flowing river, and his lips began to move again as those of aman spesking in adream:



"O Memphis, gem of the Ancient Land and home of ahundred kings, how isthy grandeur humbled and
thy glory departed! Thy streets and broad places which once rang with the tramp of mighty hosts and
echoed with the songs of jubilant multitudes wel coming them home from victory are buried under the
drifting desert sands; in the ruins of thy holy temples the statues of the gods lie prone in the dust, and the
owl rears her brood on thy crumbling dtars, and hoots to the moon where once rose the solemn chant of
priests and the sweet hymns of the Sacred Virgins, the jacka barks where once the mightiest monarchs
of earth gave judgment and received tribute; thy tombs are desecrated, and the mummies of kings and
queens and holy men have been ravished from them to adorn the unconsecrated hdls of the museums of
ignorant infidels; the heel of the heathen oppressor has slamped the fair flower of[Pg 92] thy beauty into
the deep dust of defilement. Alas, what great evil have the sons and daughters of Khem wrought that the
High Gods should have visited them with so sore ajudgment! How long shdl thy bright wings lie folded
and idle, O Necheb, Bringer of Victory?'

A deep sigh came from his heaving breast as he turned away and began his walk again. Soon he spoke
again, but now in achanged voice from which the note of exatation had passed away:

"Butitisof little useto brood over thelost glories of the past. Our concern iswith that which isand that
which may& mdash;nay, shal be. Who isthis Franklin Marmion, thiswise man of theinfidds?Whoishe,
and who was he& mdash;since, by the changelesslaw of life and death, each man and womanisa
deathless soul which passesinto the shadows only to return re-garbed in the flesh to live and work
through the interlocked cycles of Eternd Destiny? Was he& mdash;ah Gods! was he once Ma-Rimon,
whose footstepsin the days that are dead approached so nearly to the threshold of the Perfect
Knowledge, while mine, doubtless for the sin of my longing for mere earthly power and gregtness, were
caught and held back in aweb of my own weaving? And, if S0, has he attained while | havelost?

"What if that strange tae which Pent-Ah and Neb-Anat told me of their visit to his house& mdash;told, as
| thought, to hide their failure under avell of lies& mdash;was true? If so, then he has passed the threshold
and taken aplace only alittle lower[Pg 93] than the seats of the gods, a place that | may not approach,
barred by the pendty of my accursed folly and pride! Ah well, beit so or beit not, are not the fates of all
men in the hands of the High Godswho see al things? We see but alittle, and that little, with their help,
we must do according to the faith and the hopethat isin us."

At this moment there came aknock at the door. It opened at his bidding, and adirty-faced,
ragged-frocked little girl shuffled into the room holding out aletter in her hard, grimy, claw-like hand.

"'Ere's somethin’ as has just come for you, Mister Phadrig. Muvver told meter bring it up, and wot'll yer
want for supper, and will yer give me the money?' she said in a piping monotone, sill holding out her
hand after he had taken the |etter. He gave her sixpence, saying:

"Two eggs and some bread. | will make my coffee mysdf."

She took the coin and shuffled out quickly, for she went not alittle in awe of this dark-faced foreign man
from mysterious regions beyond her ken, who was doubtless amagician of some sort, and could kill her
or change her into arat by just breathing on her, if he wanted to.

Meantime Nitocris and Brenda were having what the latter called "aperfectly lovely time' in Regent
Street and Bond Street and other purlieus of that London paradise which the genius of commerce has
created for the delight of higPg 94] richest and most lavish-handed votaries. Brenda spent her ten dollars
and afew thousands more, and then, asit was getting on to dinner-time and Nitocris absol utely refused
to let her father eat hismeal aone, she ran her out to Wimbledon at a speed for which amere man would
have inevitably been fined, asked hersdf to dinner, and made hersalf entirely ddlightful to the Professor.



But in spite of dl her cunning wiles and winning ways she |eft in absolute ignorance of the subject of the
forthcoming lecture.[Pg 95]

CHAPTER X
"THE WILDERNESS,” WIMBLEDON COMMON

Thelittle estate on Wimbledon Common, which had been in Professor Marmion's family for three
generations, was called "The Wilderness." The house was of distinctly composite structure. Tradition said
that it had been aroya hunting lodge in the days when Barnes and Putney and Wimbledon weretiny
hamlets and the Thames flowed silver-clear through avast, wild region of forest and gorse and hesather,
and the ancestors of the deer in Richmond Park browsed in the shade of ancient oaks and ems and
beeches, and antler-crowned monarchs sent their hoarse challenges bellowing across the open spaces
which separated their jedloudy guarded domains.

Generation by generation it had grown with the wealth and importance of its owners, as befits ahouse
that isredly ahome and not merely aplaceto livein, until it had become aquaint medley of various
styles of architecture from the Elizabethan to the later Georgian. Thusit had come to possess acharm
that was dl its own, a charm that can never belong to ahouse that has only been built, and has not
grown. ltsinterior was an embodiment in stone and oak and plaster[Pg 96] of cosy comfort and dignified
repose, and, though it contained every "modern improvement,” al wasin such perfect taste and harmony
that even the eectric light might have been ingtaled in the days of thefirst James.

The Professor inhabited the northern wing, reputed to have been the origind lodge in which kingsand
gueens and great soldiers and statesmen had held revel after the chase, and tradition had endowed it with
aquite authentic ghost: which wasthat of afair maiden who had been decoyed thither to become the
victim of royal passion, and who, strangely enough, poisoned herself in her despair, instead of getting
hersdf made a duchess and founding the honours of anoble family on her own dishonour.

Although, as| have said, quite authentic, for the Professor had seen her so often that he had cometo
regard her with respectful friendship, the Lady Aliciawas not quite an orthodox ghost. She did not come
at midnight and wail in distressing fashion over the scene of her sad and shameful desth. She seemed to
come when and where she listed, whether in the glimpses of the moon or the full sunlight of mid-day. She
never passed beyond the limits of the old lodge, and never broke the silence of her coming and goings.
None of the present inhabitants of "The Wilderness' had seen her save the Professor, but Nitocris had
often shivered with asudden chill when she chanced to bein her invisible presence, and at such times she
would often say to her father:[Pg 97]

"Thereis something cold in the room, Dad. | suppose your friend the Lady Aliciais paying you avisit. |
do wish shewould allow me to make her acquaintance.”

And to this he would sometimes reply with perfect gravity:

"Yes, she hasjust comein: sheis standing by the window yonder." And this had happened so often that
Nitocris, like her father, had come to regard the wraith, or astral body, as the Professor deemed it, of the
unhappy lady almost as amember of the family. Of course, after he had passed the border into the realm
of N4, Franklin Marmion speedily cameto look upon her visits as the merest commonplaces.

But asthe unhappy Lady Aliciawill have no part to play in the action of this narrative, her little story must
be accepted as a perhaps excusable digression.



There were about four acres of comfortably wooded land about the house, of which nearly an acre had
formed the pleasaunce of the old lodge. Thiswas now a beautifully-kept modern garden, with a broad,
gently-doping lawn, whose turf had been growing more and more velvety year by year for over three
centuries, and divided from it by alow box-hedge was another, levelled up and devoted to tennisand
new-style croquet. The Old Lawn, asit was caled, doped away from abroad verandah which ran the
whole length of the central wing and formed the approach to the big drawing-room and dining-room, and
a[Pg 98] cosy breakfast-room of early Georgian style, and these, with her study and "snuggery” and
bedroom on the next floor, formed the peculiar domain of Miss Nitocris.

She and the Professor were just sitting down to an early breskfast on the morning of the garden-party,
which had been arranged for the day but one after the arrival of the Huysmans, when the post camein.
There were agood many lettersfor both, for each had many interestsin life. The Professor only ran his
eye over the envel opes and then put the bundle aside for consideration in the solitude of his own den.
Nitocris did the same, picked one out and |eft the others for Ssmilar trestment after she had interviewed
the cook about lunch and refreshments for the afternoon, and the butler on the subject of cooling drinks,
for it promised to be a perfect English day in June& mdash;which is, of course, the most delicious day that
you may find under any skies between the Poles.

She opened the one she had selected and skimmed its contents. Then her eydids lifted, and she said:
lld,]!ll

"What isthe matter, Niti?' asked her father, looking up from his cutlet. "Nothing gone wrong with your
arrangements, | hope.”

"Oh dear, no," shereplied, with something like exultation in her voice, "quitethe reverse, Dad. Thisis
from Brenda, and Brendais an angd disguised in petticoats and picture hats. Listen."[Pg 99]

Then she began to read:

"My dearest Niti,& mdash;l am going to take what I'm afraid English people would think agrest liberty.
Thetroubleisthis. When the Professor (mine, | mean) was making histour of the Russian Universities
two years ago, he received agreat dedl of courtesy and help from no less a person than the cel ebrated
Prince Oscar Oscarovitch& mdash;the modern Skobeleff, you know& mdash;who was very interested in
Poppa's work, and took alot of trouble to smooth things out for him. Well, the Prince, as of course you
know, isin London now. He caled yesterday, and when | mentioned your party, he said he was very
sorry he had not the honour of your father's acquaintance aswell as mine. The grammar'sabit wrong
there, but you know what | mean. That, of course, meant that he wants to come; and, to be candid, |
should liketo bring him, for even an American girl here doesn't aways get a Prince, and afamous man as
well, to take around, S0, asthetimeis so short, may weinclude him in our party? If you have forgiven me
and are going to say 'yes,' | must tell you that the Prince would like to compensate for his

intrusion& mdash;that's the way he puts it& mdash;by helping entertain your guests. It seemsthat he has
met with aman who can work miracles, an Egyptian& mdash;& mdash;"

At this point Professor Marmion looked up again suddenly with an amost imperceptible sart, and, for
thefirst time, took an interest in Miss Huysman's | etter.

" & mdash;& mdash;named Phadrig. The Prince assures me that heisnot aconjurer in the professiona
sense,[Pg 100] and would be deeply insulted to be called one; aso that no amount of money would
induce him to give adisplay of his powersjust for money. Hewill cometo-day, if you like, and do
wonderful things, which, from what the Prince says, will astonish and perhaps frighten us abit, but only
because the Prince once saved hislife and got him out of avery bad place he had got into with aTurkish



Pascha. Now, that ismy little story. Please '‘phone me as soon as you can so that | can let the Prince
know. It will be just too sweet of you and the Professor to say 'yes.'

& mdash;Y our devoted chum,Brenda."
"Wadl, Dad," she asked, as she put the letter down, "what do you say?"

"Just what you want to say, my dear Niti," hereplied, carefully spreading some marmaade on atriangle
of toast "Persondly, | must confessthat | should rather like to see some of this so-called magician's
aleged magic. | know that some of these fellows are extraordinarily clever, and | have no doubt that he
will show us something interesting, if you careto seeit.”

"Then that settlesit,” said Nitocris, rising; "1 will go and ring up the Savoy a once. Perhaps the Egyptian
gentleman might be able to help you with that Forty-Seventh Proposition problem of Professor
Hartley's"

"Perhaps," answered Franklin Marmion drily, and went on with his breskfast.[Pg 101]

CHAPTER X
THE STAGE FILLS

The party which gradualy assembled on the lawn about four was somewhat smal, but very select.
Nitocris had too much common sense and too much real consideration for her friends and acquaintances
to get together amere mob of well-dressed people of probably incompatible tastes and temperament,
and cdl it aparty. Shedidiked an elbowing crowd and a clatter of fashionably shrill tongueswith dl the
averson of addicately developed sensibility. No consideration of rank or social power or wedth had the
dightest weight with her when she was digtributing cards of invitation, wherefore the said cards were all
the more eagerly awaited by those who did, and did not, get them. The result of thisin the present case
was that, athough every one accepted and came, rather lessthan fifty people had the run of the broad
lawns and the leafy wilderness about them on that momentous afternoon.

Thefirst of the arrivals was Professor Hartley, reputed to be the greatest mathematician in England. He
was alarge man with rather heavy features, lit up by dert grey eyes, abig, dome-like cranium, and a
manner that was modest amost to[ Pg 102] diffidence. He brought hiswife, adim and somewhat
gern-featured lady, who, in the domestic sense, kept him in his place with inflexible decision, and
worshipped himin his professona capacity, and two pretty, well-dressed, and obvioudy well-bred
daughters. Their carriage drew up, turned into the drive precisdly at four. Punctudity wasthe Professor's
oneand only socid vice.

Next came Commander Merrill in ahansom. Thiswould be one of the very few meetingsthat he could
hope for with hislost beloved& mdash;as he now sadly thought of her& mdash;before he put H.M.S.
Blazer into commission, and so punctudity on his part was both natura and excusable. Then came afew
more carriages containing very nice people with whom we have here but little concern; and then Miss
Brenda, deeply regretting her beautiful Napier, with her father and mother in avery smart Savoy turn-out
followed by a coronetted brougham drawn by a splendid pair of black Orloffs. Thiswasfollowed by an
equaly smart dog-cart driven by arather dightly-built but well set-up young man with alight moustache,
bronzed skin, and brilliant blue eyes. He was good-looking, but if his features had been absolutely plain
he could never have looked commonplace, for thiswas Lord Lester Leighton, son of the Earl of
Kyneston, and twenty generations of unblemished descent had made him the aristocrat that he was.



Nitocris did not like pompous announcements by servants, and so she received her guests, who were al
acquaintances or friends, in the great[ Pg 103] porch through which many a brilliant presence had passed,
and had two maids waiting insde to see to the wants of the ladies, and their own coachman and a couple
of groomsto attend to matters outside.

Merrill was made as happy as possible by abright smile, ared hand-clasp instead of the usud Society
paw-waggle, and instructions to go and make himsalf agreeable and useful. Brenda also received a hearty
"shake' & mdash;Nitocris did not believe in kissing in public& mdash;and when the Professor and Mrs
Huysman had gonein, she whispered:

"I suppose that's the Prince's brougham. Y ou must wait here, dear, and do the introductions. Y ou're
responsible, you know."

Brenda assented with anod and a smile, as the brougham drew up and the smart tiger jumped down and
opened the door. The Prince got out, and was followed by Phadrig the Adept. As she looked at the two
men, Nitocrisfelt asthough awave of cold air had suddenly enveloped her whol e being& mdash;body
and soul.

"Niti, thisis our friend, Prince Oscar Oscarovitch, whom you have been kind enough to let meinvite by
proxy. Prince, thisisMiss Nitocris Marmion.”

Of course dl the world knew of Oscar Oscarovitch, the modern Skobeleff, the lineal descendant of 1van
the Terrible, the crystal-brained, stedl-willed man who was to be the saviour and regenerator of
haf-ruined, revolution-rent Russia, but thiswasthe first time that Nitocris had met himin her present life,
When she had returned hig Pg 104] stately bow, shelooked up and saw with astrange intuition, which
somehow seemed haf-reminiscent an amost perfect type of the primitive warrior through the disguise of
his faultless twentieth-century attire. He was nearly two inches over six feet, but he was so exquisitely
proportioned that he looked less than his height. His skin wasfair and smooth, but tanned to an
olive-brown. His forehead was of medium height, straight and square, with jet-black brows drawn amost
straight acrossit above apair of rather soft, dreamy eyes that were blue or black according to the mood
of their possessor. His nose was strong and dightly curved, with ddlicately sensitive nodtrils. A dark
glossy moustache and beard trimmed ala Tsar, partly hid full, dmost sensud lips and apowerful
somewhat projecting chin.

Asther eyes met the shiver of revulson passed through her again. She hardly heard his murmured
compliments, but her attention awoke when he turned to the man who was standing behind him, and said
with avery graceful gesture of hisleft hand:

"Miss Marmion, thisis the gentleman whom you have so gracioudy permitted meto bring to your house.
Thisis Phadrig the Adept, as heisknown in hisown ancient land of Egypt, aworker of wonderswhich
redly are wonders, and not mere deight-of-hand conjuring tricks. He has been good enough to
accompany mein order to convince the learned of the West that the Immemoria East could still teach it
something if it chose™

Nitocris bowed, and as she looked at the figure] Pg 105] which now stood beside the Prince, she
shivered again. She had a swift sense of standing in the presence of implacable enemies, and yet she had
never seen these men before, and, for al she knew, she had not an enemy in the world. She was intensdly
relieved when Lord Lester Leighton came up and held out his hand, and she was able to ask the Prince
and his companion to go through to the lawn.

No one would have recognised the shabby denizen of the grimy room in Candler's Court, Borough High
Street, inthetal, dignified Eastern gentleman who waked with dow and stately step through the spacious



old hall of "The Wilderness." Hewas clad in alight frock-coat suit of irreproachable cut and fit. The
correctly-creased trousers met brightly-burnished, narrow-toed tan boots; a black-tasselled scarlet
tarbush was set square on his high forehead, and the dark red tie under histwo-ply collar just added the
necessary touch of Orienta colour to his costume, and went excellently with the lighter red of the tarbush.
It ishardly necessary to say that when he and the Prince went out on to the lawn, they were, asa Society
paper report of the function would have put it, "the observed of all observers.”

"I'm s0 glad you were able to be herein time for my little party, Lord Leighton,” said Nitocris, when she
had ended the welcoming of the other guests. "Dad will be delighted, too& mdash;& mdash;"

She stopped rather suddenly, remembering that Dad would have to tell hisyoung friend the sad[Pg 106]
story of the mysterious|oss of the Mummy; but another subject was uppermost in her mind just then,
and, taking refugein it, she went on quickly:

"Come aong to the lawn. | want to introduce you to a very distinguished gentleman& mdash;and hiswife
and daughter. No less a person, my lord, than the great Professor Hoskins van Huysman!”

"What!" exclamed Leighton, with alaugh that was amost boyish for such a serious and learned young
man. " The Huysman: the Professor's most doughty antagonist in the arena of symbols and theorems? Oh,
now that is good!"

"Yes | think you will find him very interesting,” replied Nitocris, hoping in her soul that he would find
Brendaagreat ded moreinteresting. "Come aong, or Dad will be beginning to think that | am neglecting
my duties, and | must be on quite my best behaviour to-day. We are favoured by the presence of another
very celebrated celebrity to-day. That tall man who camein just before you was Prince Oscar
Oscarovitch.”

"Ohyes" hesad lightly; "I recognised the brute."

"The brute? Dear me, that israther severe. Then you know His Highness?' she asked in alow, dmost
eager, voice.

"There are not many men in the Near or Far East who have not some cause to know His Highness" he
replied in aserioustone, tinged by the suspicion of asneer. "Heis about the finest specimen of the
well-veneered savage that even Russia has produced for the last century.[Pg 107] Heisabrilliant
scholar, statesman, and soldier; ddightful among his equal s& mdash;or those he chooses to consider
s0& mdash;charming to men, and, they say, dmost irresistible to women; but to his opponents and his
inferiors, a pitiless brute-beast without heart, or soul, or honour. A curious mixture: but that's the man.”

"How awful!" murmured Nitocris. "Fancy aman likethat being in such apostion!™

But, athough she did not understand why, she had heard his harshly-spoken words with a positive sense
of relief. They exactly trandated and crystdlised her first inexplicable fedings of desperate
averson& mdash;amost of terror.

Sheled Leighton to alittle group on the | eft side of the lawn, composed of the three Professors and the
wives and daughters of two of them. Asthey approached them, Nitocris became sensible of acurious
kind of nervousness. She did not know that by this commonplace action she was reuniting two linksin a
long-severed chain of destiny, but she had a dim consciousness that she was going to do something much
more important than merely introducing two strangersto each other. She looked quite anxioudy at
Brenda, who had turned towards them as they came near, and saw that, just for the fraction of a second,
her eyes brightened, and a passing flush degpened the ddlicate colour in her cheeks. It wasamost likea
glance of recognition, and yet she had only heard his name two or three times, and certainly had never



seen him before. Then she looked[Pg 108] swiftly at Leighton. Y es, there was aflush under histan and a
new light in his eyes. When she had completed the introductions she looked away for amoment, and said
in her soul:

"Thank goodness! If that isnot acase of love at first Sight, | shan't believe that thereisany such thing,
whatever the poets and romancers may say."

Y es, her womanly intuition wasright asfar asit reached; but she could not yet grasp the full meaning of
the marvel which she had helped to bring about. With her father, she believed in the Doctrine of
Re-Incarnation as the only one which affordsalogica and entirely just solution of the bewildering puzzles
and ghastly problems of human life as seen by the eyes of ignorance. She had grasped inits highest
meaning the truth& mdash;that Man isredly aliving soul, living from eternity to eternity. Animmortaity
with one end to it was to her an unthinkable proposition which could not possibly be true. For her, asfor
her father, Eternd Life and Eternal Justice were one. Where aman ended onelife, from that point he
began the next: for good or for evil, for ignorance or for knowledge. A lifelived and ended in
righteousness (not, of course, in the narrow theological sense of the term) began again in righteousness,
and in evil meant inexorably are-beginning in evil. That was Fate, because it was aso immutable Justice.
Man possessed the Divine gift of free will to use or abuse as he would, so far as his own life-conduct was
concerned; but there was no evasion[Pg 109] of the adamantine law of the surviva and progress of the
fittest, which, in the course of ages, infdlibly proved to be the best. This, in aword, waswhy "some are
born to honour and some to dishonour."

Y et she had 4till to fathom an even subtler mystery than this: the mystery of sexud love. Why should one
man and one woman, out of al the teeming millions of humanity, beirresistibly attracted to each other by
aforce which none can analyse or define? Why should awoman, confronted with the choice between
two men, one of whom possesses every apparent advantage over the other, yet fed her heart go out to
that other, and impel her to follow him, even to the leaving of father and mother and home, and dll ese
that has been dear to her? Why in the soul of every true man and woman is Love, when it comes, made
Lord of dl, and dl indl? 1t isbecause Loveis co-eternd with Life, and these two have loved, perchance
wedded, many times before in other liveswhich they have lived together, and, with the succession of
these lives, their love has grown stronger and purer, until "faling inlove' ismerely arecognition of lovers,
unconscious, no doubt, to those who have not progressed far enough in wisdom, but none the less
necessary and inevitable for that.[1]

Isit not from ignorance of thistruth, or wilful denid of thislaw, that dl the miseries of midPg
110]marriage come forth? Again the woman has the choice. She obeysthe bidding of her own lust of
wedlth and comfort and social power, or she submitsto the pressure of family influence, or the stress of
poverty, and crushes& mdash;or thinks she does& mdash;the ages-old love out of her heart and marries
the man she does not love, never hasloved, and never can. She has defied the eternal Law of Selection.
She has desecrated the sanctity of an immorta soul, and she has defiled the temple of her body. She has
sold hersdlf for aprice in the market-place, and has become a progtitute endowed by law with a
conventiona respectability, and for this crime she paysthe pendty of unsated heart-hunger. Instead of the
fruits of Eden didtilling their sweet juicesinto her blood, the apples of Gomorrah turn perpetudly to ashes
in her mouth. Often weariness and despair drive her to the brief intoxication of the anodyne of adultery, a
further crimewhich isonly the natural consegquence of thefirg.

But it must not be thought that women are the only sexud criminds. There are mae aswell asfemade
prostitutes made respectable by convention, and the debt-burdened man of title who marriesto get gold
to re-gild histarnished coronet isthe worst of these; for too often he drags an innocent but ignorant
maiden down to hisown vileleve. Y et the chief crimind of al isnot theindividud, but the Society which
not only encourages, but too often compelsthe crime. For thisit dso paysthe pendty. The collective
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crime]Pg 111] bringsthe collective curse, for, if human history proves anything, it provesthat the Society
which persstently deniesthe Law of Sdection, and continually defilesthe Altar of Love, in the end goes
down through afoul weter of lust and greed and gluttony into the nethermost Pit of Destruction.

Nitocris had not learned this yet. It was not within the plan of Eternd Justice that her virgin soul, purified
by the strenuous labour of many livestowards the Light, should yet be darkened by the shadow of such
grim knowledge asthis. It was enough for her now that she should be the ministering angel of Love and

Light.

But at the same moment, standing on that smooth, shady lawn, there were dso two incarnations of the
destroying angdls of Hate and Darkness, for even here, amidst this pleasant scene of seemingly innocent
pleasure and laughter, the Eternal Conflict was being continued, asit isand must be, wherever man
comesin contact with hiskith and kind.

Soon after Nitocris and Brenda had joined the group, Phadrig approached the Prince, who happened for
the moment to be standing alone at the bottom of the lawn, and said softly in Russian:

"Highness, my dream, asyou are pleased to cdl it, has proved true. That is the Queen& mdash;she who
was once the daughter of the great Rameses, Lady of the Upper and Lower Kingdoms.”

"What?' laughed the Prince. "Miss Marmion,[Pg 112] that lovely English girl, your old Egyptian Mummy
re-vivified! Wdl, haveit asyou like. Y ou are welcome to your dreams as long as you use your artsto
help meto lay hands on the beautiful redlity. | have seen many afar woman, and thought myself inlove
with some of them, but by the beard of Ivan, | have never seen onelikethis. | tell you, Phadrig, that the
moment my eyes looked for thefirst timeinto hers, only afew minutes ago, | knew that | had found my
fate, and, having found it, | shal take very good carethat | don't loseit. And you shal help meto keep it;
| shdl try every fair meansfirg to make her my princess, for, whether she was once Queen of Egypt or
not, she isworthy now to Sit beside a sovereign on histhrone& mdash;and it might be that | could some
day give her such aplace& mdash;but have her | will, if not asfairly-won wife and consort, then as stolen
dave and plaything, to keep aslong as my fancy lasts. And listen, Phadrig," hewent onin alow tone, but
with savageintendty. "Your lifeismine, for | gaveit back to you when thelifting of afinger would have
sent you into what you would cdl another incarnation; and from this day forth you must devoteit to this
end until it isattained, one way or the other. | know you don't care for money aswedlth, but in thisworld
itistheright hand of power, and that you love. All that you need shdl be yoursfor the asking in exchange
for your faithful service. Areyou content with the bargain?"

"No, Highness, that will not content me," replied[Pg 113] Phadrig, in avoice that had no expression save
undterableresolve.

"What! Isnot that enough for you, a penniless seller of curios?' said the Prince, with asneer in histone,
"Then | will add to it the ready aid and unquestioning obedience of our secret police, here and in Europe.
Will thet satisfy you?"

"I do not need the help of your police, Highness," answered the Egyptian, in the same passionless
accents. "They are kilful and brave, but they have not the Greater Knowledge. | could turn the wisest of
them into afool, and frighten the bravest out of his sensesin afew minutes. Use them yoursdlf, Highness,
should it become necessary. They would be lessthan usdessto me."

"Then what will satisfy you?" asked the Prince impatiently, but with no show of anger, for he knew the
strange power of the man whose help he needed.

"l do not ask you to believein theredlity of what you cal my dreams, Highness" replied Phadrig dowly,
"but | do ask& mdash;nay, | require, asthe price of my faithful service, your solemn promisein writing,



sgned and attested, that, if and when my dreams become redlities, and your own hopes are fulfilled, the
independence and sovereignty of the Ancient Land shall be restored; her temples and tombs and palaces
shall be rebuilt; her ancient worship revived in my person, and the sceptre of Rameses replaced in the
hand of Nitocristhe Queen."[Pg 114]

The Prince was silent for afew moments. To grant the seemingly extravagant demand meant to reduce
the splendid dream and scheme of hislifeto cold, tangible writing, and to put into this man's hand the
power to betray him. On the other hand, their ams were one, and only through him could Phadrig hope
to redise hisdreams. Of course they were only dreams; but he was faithful to them, and so he would be
faithful to him. At theworst it would be easy to arrange aburglary, or, for the matter of that, amurder in
Candler's Court, and that would make an end of the matter.

"Very wel, Phadrig,” hesaid at length. "It issettled. | will trust you, for it is necessary that we should trust
each other. Y ou shdl have what you ask for within aweek. Now | must go. | shdl tell them that | have
been arranging the exhibition of your powers which you are going to give them. It will bewell to sartle
them sufficiently to shake their British beef-sense up into something like fear. Make them wonder, but, for
the sake of our hostess, don't frighten them too much.”

Phadrig only acknowledged his promise with abow, and he turned away and joined the growing group in
which Nitocris and Brendawere gtill the central objects of attraction.[Pg 115]

[1] The Doctrine, of course, affords the same explanation of friendships between man and man, and
woman and woman.

CHAPTER XI
THE MARVEL S OF PHADRIG

Thetime, about an hour or so before tea, was occupied by the guests according to their varying
tastes& mdash;in tennis, croquet, more or less good-natured gossip, and flirtations which may or may not
have been serious.

Nitocris saw with growing cause for sdf-gratulation that Lord Leighton and Brenda were decidedly
attracted towards each other. He, in spite of having received his gracious, but, as he well knew, fina
congeé from Nitocris, dill felt that he was not quite playing the game with himself; but for dl that it was
impossiblefor him not to see that the emotion, which was even now girring in his heart, avakened by the
firgt touch of Brenda's hand, and the first meeting of their eyes, was something very different from the
tenderly respectful admiration, the redl friendship, inevitably exated by the magic of sex, which, ashe
saw now, he had innocently mistaken for love.

He managed quite adroitly to separate Brendafrom the circle, and to lure her into astroll about the
outside grounds, during which hetold her the history and traditions of “The Wilderness' not, of course,
omitting the sad little tragedy of the Lady[Pg 116] Alicia, al of which Miss Brendalistened to with an
interest which was not, perhaps, wholly derived from the story itself. She had never yet met any onewho
was quite like this learned, much-travelled, quiet-spoken young aristocrat. On her father's side she was
descended from one of the oldest Knickerbocker familiesin the State of New Y ork and her aristocracy
responded ingtinctively to his, and formed afirst bond between them.

It need hardly be said that her beauty and her prospective wedlth, to say nothing of the bright, mental,
and intellectua atmosphere in which she seemed to live and move, had attracted to her many men whom
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she had inspired with avery genuine desireto link their liveswith hers. She was only twenty-two, but she
had already refused more than one coronet of respectable dignity, and so far her heart had remained as
virgin asit was when she had admired hersdf in her first long skirt. But now, for thefirst timein her life,
she began to fed astrange disquietude in the presence of aman, and aman, too, whom she had not
known for an hour. Nitocris had, happily, told her nothing of what had passed between Lord Leighton
and hersdlf, and so the pleasant eement in her disquietude was entirely unaloyed.

Her father was aready too deeply engrossed in learned converse with his brother professorsto take any
notice of the great fact which was beginning to get itself accomplished; but her mother'singtinct instantly
noticed the subtle] Pg 117] change that had come over her daughter, and she saw it with anything but
displeasure. All sensible mothers of beautiful daughters are discreetly sanguine. She wasfar toowisein
her generation not to have agreed with Brenda's decision in certain former cases. Theidea of her
daughter's beauty and her father's millions being bartered for mere rank and socia power, however
splendid, was utterly repugnant to her. She had married for love, and she wanted Brendato do the same,
whoever the chosen man might be, provided always that he was a man& mdash;and in thisregard there
could be no doubt about Lord Lester Leighton; so asthey walked away she said to Nitocriswith a
confidence which wasdmogt girlish:

"His Lordship isjust ddightful& mdash;now, isn't he, Miss Marmion? Just the sort that you seemtoraise
over here, and nowhere ese. Tellsyou that you have to take him for a gentleman and nothing elsein the
first three words he says to you& mdash;and Brenda seemsto like him. | never saw her go off with aman
like that on such short notice, for Brenda's pretty proud and cold with men, for al her nice ways and high
Soirits”

"Y ou would have to search along time, Mrsvan Huysman," replied Nitocris very demurely, "before you
found a better type of the red English gentleman than Lord Leighton. Hisfamily isone of the oldest inthe
country, and, unlike too many of our noble families, the Kynestons have no bar-sinister on their
escutcheon.”

"| guessyou'e getting alittle beyond me there[Pg 118] MissMarmion. | don't think | ever heard of
a&mdash;what isit?& mdash;a bar-gnister, before. What might it be?"

Nitocrisflushed very faintly asshereplied:

"I think | can explain it best, Mrsvan Huysman, by saying that it meansthat Lord Leighton's ancestors
have preserved their honour unstained through many generations. Of course, you know that some of our
so-cdled noble familiesin England spring from anything but anoble origin. There are not afew English
dukes and earlswho would find it rather awkward to introduce their great-great-grandmothersto their
present circle of friends."

"| should think they would, from what | have read of them, the shameless creatures!” said Mrsvan
Huysman, with asniff of red republican virtue.

Then the Prince joined them, and the conversation was promptly switched off on to another line of
interest.

Teawas served on the Old Lawn under the shade of the great cedars, which made its greatest
adornment; and when everybody had had what he or she wanted, and the men had lit their

cigarettes& mdash;and the Professors, by specia permission, their pipes& mdash;Nitocris|ooked across
acouple of tables a Oscarovitch, whom she had so far managed most adroitly to keep at an endurable
distance, and said:

"Now, Prince, if your friend the Adept isin the mood to astonish us with hiswonders, perhaps you will



be good enough to tell him that we are dl ready and willing to be startled& mdash;only 1[Pg 119] hope
that he will be merciful to our ignorance and not frighten ustoo much.”

"| can assure you, Miss Marmion, that my good friend from Egypt will be discretion itself,” replied the
Prince, with alook and a courtly gesture that inspired Commander Merrill with an amost passionate
longing to take him down one of the quiet paths under the beeches for aten minutes interlude. "1 can
promisethat hewill show you some marvels which even your learned and distinguished father and his
confréres may find difficult of explanation: but it shal al bewhite magic. | understand thet your redl
adept consdersthe black variety aswhat you cdl bad form."

Asthe company rose and went in little groups towards the tennis-lawn, where Phadrig had elected to
display his powers, the three Professorsingtinctively joined each other inasmall phaanx of scepticism. If
therewas any trick or deception to be discovered all looked to them to do it, and they were amost
gleefully aware of their respongbility. Figuratively spesking, they each wore the scaps of many
spiritualistic mediums, and both Professor van Huysman and Professor Hartley sensed a possible addition
to their belts of scientific wampum which would not be the least of their trophies. It had been agreed to
by Phadrig, with aquiet scorn, that they were to take any measuresthey liked to detect him in any
practice that would convict him of being merely a conjurer; and they had accepted the permission with
that whole-souled devotion[Pg 120] to truth which excludes dl ideaof pity from theredly scientific mind.
Franklin Marmion was naturdly in avery different frame of mind, athough, from reasons of high palicy,
he assumed a similar mask of amost scornful scepticism; but for dl that he was by far the most anxious
man in the company.

At the request of their hostess the guests arranged themsdlves Sitting and standing in aspaciouscircleon
the tennis-lawn; and when thiswas, formed, Phadrig, whose isolation so far from the rest of the company
had been satisfactorily explained by the Prince, walked dowly into the middle of it, and, after aquick,
keen glance round him& mdash;a glance which rested for just amoment or so on Professor Marmion and
his confréres, and then on Nitocris, who was sitting beside Brenda attended by Lord Leighton and
Merrill&mdash;he said in alow but clear and far-reaching voice, and in perfect English:

"Ladies and gentlemen, | have come to the house of the learned Professor Marmion at the request of my
very good friend and patron, His Highness Prince Oscar Oscarovitch, to give you alittle display of what |
may call white magic. But before | begin | must ask you to accept my word of honour asahumble
student of the mysteries of what, for want of a better word, we call Nature, that | am not in any sensea
conjurer, by which | mean one who performs gpparent marvels by merely deceiving your senses.

"What | am going to show you, you redly[Pg 121] will see. My marvels, if you please to think them such,
will beredlities, notillusions, and | shdl be pleasad if you will take every meansto satisfy yoursavesthat
they are so. | say thiswith dl the more pleasure because | know that there are present three gentlemen of
great eminence in the world of science, and if they are not able to detect me in anything approaching
trickery, | think you will take their word for it that | am not deceiving you.

"In order that there may not be the smallest possible chance of error, | will ask Professors Marmion,
Hartley, and Van Huysman to come and stand near to me, so that they may be satisfied that | make use
of none of the mere conjurer's gpparatus. | shal use nothing but the knowledge, and therefore the power,
to which it has been my privilege to attain.”

Phadrig spoke with all the calm confidence of perfect self-reliance, and therefore his words were not
wanting in effect on hisaudience, critical and sceptica asit was.

"I reckon that's achallenge we can't very well afford to let go," said Professor van Huysman, with akeen
look at histwo brother scientists. " Of course he'sjust atrick-merchant, but they're so mighty clever



nowadays, especialy these fellows from the gorgeous Eat, that you've got to keep your eyes wide open
al thetimethey've got the platform.”

"Certainly," said Professor Hartley, asthey moved out from the circle; "it must be trickery of[Pg 122]
some sort, and we shal be doing a public service by exposing it. What do you think, Marmion? | hope
you won't mind the exposure taking place in your own garden and among your own guests?”

"Not abit, my dear Hartley," replied Franklin Marmion with a smile, which was quite lost upon his
absolutdy materiaigtic friends. "We have, as Van Huysman says, received adirect chalenge. We should
be most unworthy servants of our great Mistressif we did not take it up. Personally, | mean to find out
everythingthat | can.”

"And, gentlemen," laughed the Prince, who had been standing with them and now moved away towards
Nitocris, "1 Sncerely hope that what you find out will be worth the learning.”

"He'sabig man, that,” said Professor van Huysman, when he was out of earshot, "but he's not the sort
I'd have much usefor. | wonder why those people who are on the war-path in his country ever let him
out of it ive?'

In accordance with Phadrig's request, they made atriangle of which he was the centra point. Without
any formulaof introduction, he said rather abruptly:

"Professor van Huysman, will you oblige me by taking acroquet bal and holding it in your hand astightly
asyou can?'

Brendaran out of the circle and gave him one. Hetook it and gripped it in afist that looked made to hold
things. Phadrig glanced at the ball, and said quietly:

"Follow mel"[Pg 123]

Then he turned away, and, in spite of al the Professor's effortsto hold it, the ball somehow dipped
through hisfingersand fell on to thelawn. Then, to the utter amazement of every one, except Franklin
Marmion, it rolled towards the Adept and followed him at a distance of about three yards as he walked
round the circle of spectators. He did not even look at it. When he had made the round, he took his
placein the Triangle of Science, and the ball stopped at hisfet.

"It isnow released, Professor,” he said to Van Huysman. 'Y ou may takeit away, if you wish."

There was something in the saying of the last sentence that nettled him. He had seen dll, or nearly dl, the
physical laws, which were to him asthe Credo isto a Catholic or the Profession of Faith to aModem,
openly and shamelessly outraged, defied, and set at nought. To say he was angry would beto give avery
inadequate idea of hisfedings, because he, the greatest exposer of Spiritudism, Dowielsm, and Chrigtian
Scientism in the United States, was not only angry, but& mdash;for the time being only, ashe

hoped& mdash;utterly bewildered. It was too much, as he would have put it, to take lying down, and so,
greatly daring, he took a couple of strides towards Phadrig, and said with asnarl in hisvoice:

"l guessyou meanredly if you wish, Mr Miracle-Worker. It was mighty clever, however you did it, but
you haven't got meto believe that physical laws are frauds yet. Y ou want meto pick that ball up?'[Pg
124]

"Certainly, Professor& mdash;if you can& mdash;now," replied Phadrig, with alittle twitch of hislips
which might have been asmile, or something dse.

Hoskins van Huysman was a strong man, and he knew it. Not very many years before, he had been able



to shoulder a sack of flour and take it away at arun, and now he could bend a poker across his
shoulders without much trouble. He stooped down and gripped the ball, expecting, of course, to lift it
quite easily. It didn't move. He put more forceinto hisarmsand tried again. For "al the move he got on
it," as he said afterwards, it might have weighed aton. It was ridiculous, but it was afact. In pite of dl
his pulling and straining, the bal remained where it was as though it had been rooted in the foundations of
the world. He was wise enough to know when he was beaten, so he let go, and when he pulled himsglf
up, somewheat flushed after hisexertions, he said:

"Wdl, Migter Phadrig, | don't know how you do it, but I've got to confess that it lets me out. I'm beaten.
If you can makethe law of gravitation do what you want, you're alot bigger man in physicsthan | am.”

He turned and went back to his place, looking, as his daughter whispered to Nitocris, "pretty well shaken
up.” The Prince caught Phadrig's eye for an ingtant, and said:

"Miss Marmion, will you confound the wisdom of the wise and bring the ball here?!

It was not the words but the challenge in them[Pg 125] that impelled her to rise from her chair, aided by
Merrill's hand, and not the one that the Prince held out, and walk across the lawn towards Phadrig. She
took no notice of him. Shejust stooped and picked up the ball and carried it back to her chair. She
tossed it down on the grass, and sat down again without aword, quaking with many inward emotions,
but outwardly as calm as ever. What Professor van Huysman said to himsalf when he saw thiswill be
better left to himsdif.

It might have been expected that the miracle, or at least the extraordinary defiance of physica law which
had been accomplished by Phadrig, would have produced something like consternation among the bulk
of the spectators. It did nothing of the sort. They were, perhaps, above the ordinary level of Society
intellect in London; but they only saw something wonderful in what had been done. Nothing would have
persuaded them that it was not the result of such skill as produced the marvels of the Egyptian Hall,
smply because they were not cagpable of grasping itsinner significance. Could they have done that, the
panic which Professor Marmion was beginning to fear would probably have broken the party upin
somewhat unpleasant fashion. Asit wasthey contented themsdaves with saying: "How exceedingly
clever!" "He must be quite aremarkable man!" "'l wonder we've never heard of him beforel” "He must
make agreat deal of money!" "1 wonder if | could persuade the dear Prince& mdash;what acharming
man he isl& mdash;to bring him[Pg 126] to my next At Home day?' and so on, perfectly ignorant, asit
was well they should be, that they had witnessed areal conquest of Knowledge over Force.

Phadrig, who seemed to be the least interested person on the lawn, looked about him, and said as quietly
asbefore:

"I should be very much obliged if the best tennis player in the company will do me the honour to have a
gamewithme"

Now, it so happened that Brenda, in addition to her other athletic honours, had recently won the Ladies
Tennis Tournament at Washington, which carried with it the Championship of the State for the year, and
so this chalenge apped ed both to her pride in the game and her spirit of adventure. She looked round at
Nitocris, and said:

"I've haf amind to try, Niti. | suppose hewon't strike mewith lightning or send me down through the
earthif | happen to beat him. Shall 17"

"Yes, do," replied her hostess, with a suspicion of mischief in her voice; "those dear Professors of ours
are puzzling so delightfully over thefirst miracle, or whatever it was, that | do want to see them worried a
little more. 1t will be awholesome chastening for the overweening pride of knowledge.”



"Very wdl," laughed Brenda, risng and dropping alight cloak from her shoulders. "It'sthefirg timel've
had the honour of playing against amagician, mind, so you mustn't be too hard on meif | lose."[Pg 127]

Lord Leighton fetched her racquet and one for Phadrig, and they went together towards the tennis-court
in which he was standing. The three Professorseft their places and stood at one end of the net, Messrs
Hartley and Van Huysman indulging in audible growls of baffled scepticism, and Franklin Marmion
dlently observant, divided between interest and amusement. He could not help imagining what would
happen if hewereto stand in the middle of the circle and remove himself to the Higher Plane, and then go
round shaking hands and saying, "Good afternoon.”

Brenda acknowledged Phadrig's bow with a gracious nod as she took her place. Then Lord Leighton
handed the other racquet to the Adept. To his astonishment he declined it with another bow, saying:

"| thank you, my lord, but | do not need it."

"What!" exclaimed the other, with afrank stare of astonishment. "Excuse me, but tennis without a
racquet, you knowé& mdash;are you going to play with your hands?’

"To some extent, yes, my lord," replied Phadrig, as hetook his place. "Will you ask Miss van Huysman if
shewill bekind enough to serve?’

Brendawould. Phadrig stood on the middle line between the two courts with his hands folded in front of
him. She certainly felt alittle nervous, but she knew her skill, and she sent a scorcher of an undercut
skimming acrossthe net. The ball stopped dead. Phadrig gave aflick with higPg 128] right forefinger,
and it hopped back over the net and ran swiftly aong the ground to Brenda's feet. She flushed as she
picked it up and changed courts. Then sheraised her racquet and sent aredlly vicious dasher into the
opposite court. Phadrig, without moving, raised his hand at the same moment. The bdl, hard asit had
been driven, stopped in mid-air over the net, hung there for amoment, then dropped on Brendas side
and rolled to her feet again. She picked it up, walked to the net with it in her hand, and said quite

good-humouredly:

"I think you're abit too smart for me, Mr Phadrig. | can't pretend to play against a gentleman who can
suspend the law of gravitation just to win agame of tennis”

"l did not do it to win the game, Miss van Huysman," he replied with agentle smile; "1 only desired to
amuse you and the other guests of Professor Marmion. Now, it may be that some excellent but ignorant
people here may think that that bl is bewitched, asthey would cdl it, soif you will giveitto me, | will
send it out of reach.”

She handed him the ball, wondering what was going to happen next. He took it and put it on the thumb of
his right hand as one does with a coin when tossing. Heflicked it into the air, and, to the amazement of
every one, saving dways Franklin Marmion, it rose dowly up to the cloudless sky, followed by the gaze
of ahundred eyes, and vanished. Then he bowed again to Brenda, and said in the most commonplace
tone:[Pg 129]

"It isout of harm'sway now. Thank you once more for your condescension.”
"But how did it go up likethat?' asked Brenda, looking him frankly and somewheat defiantly in the eyes.

"That, Miss Huysman," he replied with perfect gravity, "was only ademondration of what Spirituaists
and Theosophigts are accustomed to cal levitation. It isonly amatter of reversing the force of gravity."

"Isthat dl?" laughed Brenda, as she turned away. "Y ou tak of it asthough it were amatter of turning a



paper bag insde out.”
"The oneisas easy asthe other,” he smiled. "It isonly aquestion of knowing how to do it.”

She walked back to her chair very much mystified, and, for thefirst timein her so far triumphal journey
through the interlude between the eternitieswhich we cdl life, atrifle humiliated: but that fact, of course,
she kept to hersdlf. As she dropped back in her chair, she said to Lord Leighton:

"That was pretty wonderful, wasn't it? I'm quite certain that there's no trickery about it. What he did, he
redly did do."

"| don't pretend to be ableto explainit,” hereplied, "but for dl that I've seen very much the same sort of
thing done by thefakirsin India, and | think it's generaly admitted that that is either amatter of trickery or
hypnotism. They make you believe you see what you realy don't seeat dl."[Pg 130]

"That'sabout it," said Merrill, with ashort laugh, " Of course no one who knows anything about the East
will deny that hypnotismisafact, though | must say that these samefakirs havetried it with me more
than once and found me a quite hopel ess subject.”

Even as though he had heard him, Phadrig came towards them a the moment, and said in his polite,
impersond tone:

"Commander Merrill, I am going to try one or two experiments now which | should liketo have very
closdly watched. | know that there is no keener observer in the world than the skilled British nava
officer. May | ask for your assistance”?'

There was something in histone which madeit quite impossibleto refuse, so he replied:

"Y ou have shown us agood many wonders aready, Mr Phadrig, and unless you've hypnotised the whole
of us, | haven't anotion how you have doneit; but if | can find you out | will."

"That isexactly what | wish, sir," said Phadrig, as he bowed to the ladies and went back to the centre of
the circle. Merrill followed him, and, with the three Professors, formed a square about him.

Phadrig, turning dowly round so that hisvoice might reach dl hisaudience, sad:

"Ladies and gentlemen, you have dl heard of or seen the strange performances of the Indian fakirs: the
growing of the mango plant, the so-caled basket trick, and the throwing into the air of arope up which
the performer climbs from[Pg 131] view of the spectators. | am not going to say whether those aretricks
or not. Their knowledge may be different from mine, therefore | do not questionit. | only proposeto
show you the same kind of performance without the use of any coverings or conced ment, and leave you
and these four gentlemen to discover any deception on my part if you can. | will begin by giving you a
new verson of the mango trick, if trick it is, with variations. Professor Marmion, would you have the
goodnessto ask one of the young ladies to bring me one of those beautiful white roses of yours?'

Franklin Marmion was on the point of saying: "I'll bring you one mysdlf, and see what you can do withiit,"
but he was a sportsman in hisway, and, seeing that his guestswere so far not dl inclined to be frightened
a what they had seen, he refrained from spoiling the "entertainment,” asthey evidently took it to be, and
s0 he asked his daughter to go and get one of her nicest Marechd Nidls.

Sherosefrom her chair and went to her favourite tree; Merrill followed her with aready penknife. They
came back with afine haf-blown rose on aleafy twig about nineincheslong. Asshe held it out to
Phadrig he declined it with abow and awave of hishand, saying:



"| thank you, MissMarmion, but it will be better for me not to touch it. Some one might think that | had
bewitched it in someway; will you be kind enough to give it to Commander Merrill and ask him to put
the stem into the turf: about two inches down, please."[Pg 132]

She handed the rose to Merrill, and as he took it their eyes met for an instant, and she flushed ever so
dightly. He, with many unspoken thoughts, knelt down, made alittle holein the turf with hisknife, and
planted the rose. When he stood up again Phadrig went on in the same quiet impersond voice:

"Now, ladies and gentlemen, you know that thisroseis of apale cream colour dightly tinted with red. It
shal now grow into atree bearing both red and white roses. It will not be necessary for meto touchit.”

This somehow appeaed more closdly to such imagination as the mgority of the pectators possessed.
They had regarded the other marvelsthey had seen merdly as bewilderingly clever examples of
legerdemain: but for aman to make asingle sprig of rose grow into atree bearing both red and white
roses without even touching it meant something quite unbelievable& mdash;until they had seenit.
Ingtinctively the circle narrowed, and Phadrig noting this, said:

"Pray, come asclose asyou like, ladies and gentlemen, aslong as you do not pass my guardians, for they
have undertaken that you shall not be deceived.”

The result was that asmaller circle was formed round the square, at the angles of which stood Merrill and
the three men of science. Phadrig stood at one sde facing the east. Then he spread his hands out above
therose, and said dowly:

"Earth feeds, sun warms, and air refreshes:[Pg 133] wherefore grow, rose, that the power of the Greater
Knowledge may be manifested, and that those who believed not before may now see and believe.”

He raised his hands with a spreading movement and, to the utter amazement of every one except Franklin
Marmion, who now saw that this man certainly had approached to within measurable distance of the
borderland which he had himself so lately crossed& mdash;whereforein his eyes there was nothing at dl
marvellousin anything he had done& mdash;the leaves on the sprig grew rapidly out into branches asthe
main stem increased in height and thickness, red and white buds appeared under the leaves and swelled
out into full bloomswith arapidity that would have been quite incredible if ahundred keen eyes had not
been watching the marvel so closely; and within ten minutes a fine rose-bush, some three feet high,

loaded with red and white and creamy blossoms, stood where Merrill had planted the sprig.

After thefirst gasps of astonishment there arose quite a chorus of requests from the younger members of
Phadrig's audience for arose to keep in memory of the marvel they had seen; but he shook his head, and
said with asmile of deprecation:

"| regret that it isnot possible for me to grant what you ask. For your own sakes| cannot doit. If | gave
you those roses they would never fade, and it might be that those who possessed them would never die.
Far beit from meto curse you with such aterrible gift asimmortaity on earth.”

The gravely, dmost sadly spoken wordsfell[Pg 134] upon his hearer's ears like so many snowflakes.
Ingtinctively they shrank back from the beautiful bush asthough it had been the fabled Upas. They had
begun to fear now for the first time. But there was one among them, ayoung fellow of twenty-two,
named Martin Caine, who was aready known as one of the most daring and far-sighted of therising
generation of chemica investigators, to whom the prospect of an endlesslife devoted to hisdarling
science was anything but a curse. Intoxicated for the moment by what he had seen, he sprang forward,
exdaming;

"Il risk thecurseif | can havethelifel™



As his hand touched one of the roses, Phadrig's darted out and caught hiswrist. He was a powerful
youth, but the instant Phadrig's hand gripped him he stopped, as though he had been suddenly stricken by
paralyss. He turned awhite, scared face with fear-dilated eyes upward, and said in a half-choked voice:

"What'sthe matter? If what you say'strue, give meeternd life, and I'll giveit to Science.”

"My young friend," said Phadrig, with adow shake of hishead, "you are grievoudy mistaken. Y ou have
eternd life dready. Y ou may kill your body, or it may die of age or disease, but thelife of your soul isnot
yoursto take or keep. Only the High Gods can dispose of that. Who am | that | should abet you in
defying their decrees? Hereismy refusa of your mad request.”

He plucked the rose which Caine had touched, held it to hislips and breathed on it. The next[Pg 135]
ingtant the withered leavesfdll to the ground, and lay there dry and shrivelled. The stalk was brown and
dry. Asherdeased Caineswrist he dropped the stalk in the middle of the bush, and said in aloud tone:

"Asthou hast lived, die€& mdash;as dl things must which shdl liveagain.”

Asquickly asthe rose-bush had grown and flowered so quickly, it withered and died. In afew moments
there was nothing left of it but afew dry stickslying in alittle hegp of dust.

The circle suddenly widened out as the people shrank back, every face showing, not only wonder now,
but actud fear; and now Franklin Marmion felt that Phadrig had been alowed to go asfar asadue
condderation for the sanity of his guests would permit. The other two Professors were disputing in low,
anxioustones, asif even their scepticism was shaken at last: Martin Caine had drifted away through the
opening pressto hide histerror and chagrin. The Adept stood impassively triumphant beside the poor
relics of the rose-bush, but obvioudy enjoying the consternation that he had produced& mdash;for now
the lust of power which ever attends upon imperfect knowledge had taken hold of him, and he was
devisng yet another marve for their bewilderment. But before he had arrived at his decision, something
€l se happened which was quite outside his programme.

The Prince broke the chilly silence by saying to Nitocrisin atone loud enough for every oneto hear:

"l hope, MissMarmion, that | have justified my[Pg 136] intrusion by the skill which my friend Phadrig
has displayed for the entertainment of your guests?*

Sheturned and looked at him, and, astheir glances met, he saw a change come over her. Her eyes grew
darker: her features acquired an amost stony rigidity utterly strangeto her. Hiseyelidslifted quickly, and
he shrank back from her as aman might do who had seen the wraith of one long dead, but once well
known.

"Nitocrid" he murmured in Russian. "Phadrig wasright: it isthe Queen!”

She swept past him& mdash;Oscar Oscarovitch, the man who aspired to the throne of the Eastern
Empire of Europe& mdash;as though he had been one of hisown davesin the old days, and faced
Phadrig.

"It isenough, Anemen-Hathat was. Hast thou not learned wisdom yet, after so many lives? Istheinmost
chamber of thy soul still closed in rebellion against the precepts of the High Gods? No more of thy poor
little mummeriesfor the deception of the ignorant! Go, and without further display of the weaknesswhich
thou hast presumptuoudy mistaken for strength. The Queen commands& mdash;go!”

Only Phadrig and Franklin Marmion saw that it was not Nitocris, the daughter of the English man of
science, but the daughter of the great Rameses who stood there crowned and robed as Queen of the



Two Kingdoms.

Phadrig raised the palms of his handsto hisforehead, bowed before her, and murmured:[Pg 137]
"The Queen has but to speak to be obeyed! Itiseven as| feared. But the Prince& mdash;& mdash;"
"I who was and am, know what thou wouldst say. Go, or& mdash;& mdash;"

"Roya Egypt, | go! But asthou art mighty, have mercy, and make the manner of my going easy."

Nitocris turned away with agesture of utter contempt, walked dowly towards her father, and said in
Engligh:

"Dad, | think our friend the Adept isalittletired after his wonder-working. | dare say most of uswould
beif we could do what he has been doing. He seems quite exhausted. | think you had better ask the
Princeto let his coachman take him home."

Oscar Oscarovitch's soul wasin atumult of bewilderment, but hisamost perfect training made it possible
for him to say as quietly as though he had been taking leave of hishostess at areception in London:

"Miss Marmion, we must thank you for your great consideration. Asyou say, our friend is undoubtedly
fatigued, and, as | have an appointment at the Embassy thisevening, | will ask you to dllow meto take
my leave aswell."

With a comprehensive bow of farewdl| to the company, and a somewhat limp handshake with Professor
Marmion and his daughter, he put hisarm through that of his defeated and humiliated accomplice, and led
him away through an opening which the still dazed spectators ingtinctively made for them.[Pg 138]

CHAPTER XI11
CONTROVERSY AND CONFIDENCES

After thisincident, the guests melted away, sngly and by pairs and families, thanking Nitocris and her
father with much empressement for “the ddightful afternoon,” and "the extraordinary entertainment which
they had so much enjoyed,” and many regretsthat "the poor Adept, who redlly was so very clever and
hed mystified them al so delightfully,” had overdone himsalf and got ill, and so on, and so on, through the
endless repetitions and variations usua on such occasions.

A small party, including the Hartleys, the Van Huysmans, Merrill, and Lord Leighton, had been asked to
Stay to dinner, but it happened that they had a conversazione already included in the day's programme,
and so they took their departure soon after the others, the Professor, it must be confessed, ina
somewhat morose frame of mind. Like dl men of amilar mentd condtitution, he hated to be mystified,
and now, for thefirst timein hislong career of investigation into apparently abstruse phenomena, he had
been absolutely stumped by this perfect-mannered, quiet-spoken gentleman from the East who
performed wonders in broad daylight, on aplot of grass amidst a[Pg 139] crowd of people, and did not
deign to even touch the things he worked his miracleswith. If he had only used some sort of apparatus,
or condescended to some conced ment, after the manner of others of thiskind, there might have been a
chance of finding ameans of exposure; but the whole performance had been so transparently open and
aboveboard that Professor Marcus Hartley, D.Sc., M.A., F.R.S, €c,, etc., felt that, as a cons stent
materiaist, he had not been given afair chance. Still, he did not despair; and by the time he got back into
his own den he had resolved that when it did come, as of course it must do sooner or later, the exposure



of Phadrig the Adept and the vindication of Natura Law should be complete and final.

A discussion of the same marvels naturdly bulked largely in the conversation during dinner a "The
Wilderness." Mrsvan Huysman did not contribute much wisdom to it beyond the assertion of her
conviction that such things were wicked and should be stopped by law, a which her daughter was
aufficiently unfilial to draw adiverting picture of astawart policeman trying to arrest an elusive adept who
could probably make himsdlf invisble at will, or cdl to hisad fire-breathing dragons, just aseadly ashe
could make atennisball evaporate into thin air, or grow lovely witch-roses and wither them to asheswith
abreath.

"I do think it was abit mean of him not to let that poor young man have one of them,[Pg 140] if he was
willing to take the risk. Especidly as he just wanted to go on working for Sciencefor ever. Fancy what a
single man might do if he could just keep right on with hislife-work for, say, athousand years without
having to stop it to die and be born again, according to Niti's pet theory. What couldn't aman like that do
for human knowledge!"

"Would you have had one of those roses, Brenda, if the Prince's miracle-worker had offered you one?
asked Nitocris, amiling, but till with adecided note of seriousnessin her tone.

"I?" laughed Brenda, leaning back in her chair. " Sakes, no, child! I've had a pretty good time so far, and |
hope it won't be over just yet; but, after dl, there must be alimit even to the combinations of human life,
and atime would have to come when you'd just be doing the same old things over and over again. And,
besdesthat, think of the horror of living on and on and seeing every one you loved& mdash;husband and
wife, and children and grandchildren& mdash;grow old and die, and leave you donein aworld of
srangers. No; lifésagood thing if you only havefair play in theworld; but so is desth when you'velived
your life. It'sonly like going to bed, after dl. Eternd lifewould be like aday with no night to it, and that, |
guess, would get a bit monotonous after a century or two. What do you think, Professor?"

"My dear Missvan Huysman," replied her host with one of hisrare but e oquent smiles, "since[Pg 141] |
began to study the question with anything like enlightenment, | have not been able to look upon what we
cdl life, by which | mean existencein this or some other world, as anything but eternd. Iniits
manifestations to our sensesit is, | admit, merely trangtory, abrief span of time between two other states
which, for want of a better word, we may cal two eternities; but | must confessthat, to me, a human
existence beginning with the cradle and ending with the grave is merely amore or lesstragic riddle
without an answer: in other words, ameaningless absurdity. | find it quite impossible to concelve any
deity or presiding genius of the universe who could be guilty of such acolossaly usdlesstragedy as
human life would be under those circumstances.™

"I can't seeit, my dear Marmion," said Brendasfather atrifle gruffly, for he had not yet quite recovered
from the disquieting experiences of the afternoon. "What does it matter whether we live again or not as
long aswelive cleanly and do our work honestly whilewe are dive? Surdly if we leave thisworld alittle
bit better, alittle bit richer in knowledge, than we find it, these poor little lives of ours, such asthey are,
and that's not much& mdash;will not have been lived in vain. Of course, as you know, I'm just acommon,
low-down materiaist who can't rise to the poetry of things as you can with this gorgeous theory of
re-incarnation of yours.

"l should very much liketo believeit if 1[Pg 142] could, as| once said to an eminent revivalist on the
war-path in the States; but the trouble with aman who is honest with himsdlf isthat he can no more make
himsdf believe what doesn't seem true to him than he can make himsdlf hungry when heisnt. All the
horrible history of rdigious persecution isjust the story of alot of bigotsin power trying to force helpless
people to do what they couldn't do honestly. The awful part of the businessisthat they were most likely
al wrong, and didn't know it."



"But, at least, Professor, | hope you are able to give them credit for honest intentions, however mistaken
they might have been?" interposed Merrill, who was the son of a country parson and had so far
preserved hissmple faith intact. It may be remarked here, that Nitocriswaswell aware of this, and loved
her strong-souled sailor al the better for it. Franklin Marmion did not, but then he thought any creed
good enough for "amere fighting man.”

"There were schemers and scoundrels among them on both sides, sir,” replied the American quietly. "The
temptation wastoo big; but | am quite willing to alow that the mgority of them, even the Inquisitors,
were honest zedlots who redlly did think it right to produce any amount of suffering and misery hereon
earth in order to get matters straightened out, as they thought, hereefter. Charles V. was the most
enlightened monarch of his age and the worst persecutor, and Torquemada, away from higPg 143]
religion, was as kind-hearted aman as ever lived. Cavin was agood man, but he watched Servetus
burn, and our own Pilgrim Fathers on the other side were just about as hard men as any when it cameto
arguing out areligious question with whips and pillories and thumbscrews, and thelike. | don't want to
offend any one's sentiment or question any one's faith. To each man the belief that satisfieshim, but
persondly | have no usefor ardigion that can't get itself believed without persecution.”

"| quite agree with you there, Professor,” replied Merrill, who fdlt alittle chilled by the perfect doofness
with which the other spoke, and was wondering what his dear old father, living hisquiet, saintly life
among the Derbyshire dales, would have thought of such cold-blooded heresy. "I have dways|ooked
upon that sort of brutd intolerance asaform of religious mania& mdash;sincere, but still mania, and the
gory of it isthe most awful chapter in human history& mdash;& mdash;"

"Except, perhaps, the story of war," interrupted Professor Marmion, with asnap in hisvoice.
Monomania, more or less harmless, isanot infrequent affliction of very high intelligences, and aquite
unreasoning hatred of war was his, dthough within the last few days he had come to suspect disquieting
misgivings on the subject, possibly in consequence of the higher knowledge to which he was attaining.

"My dear gr," replied Merrill quite good-humouredly, and not at all sorry for the diversion,[Pg 144] "I

am glad to say that | agree with you aso. No man who has not actudly fought can have any just idea of
the appalling abominations of war, and | am sure that no men hate it more devotedly than those who have
to fight. But we have to take the world asit is, and not aswe would likeit to be; and aslong aswe have
peopleinit who want to set it on fire for their own brutaly selfish purposes, we shdl have to keep the
fire-extinguishersin good order."

In obedience to an appedling glance from his daughter, the Professor did not reply. His opponent in the
bloodless arena of Science saved him by interrupting:

"Yes, gr. | differ from my friend Marmion on agood many points, and that's one of them. Y ou have the
honour to servein the biggest fire-extinguishing ingtitution on earth. 1t was the British Navy that put out
Napoleon's bonfire that he was making of the world: you kept the ring round us and Spain, and round
Russiaand Japan, and you've saved more conflagrations than half adozen Noah's floods would put out.
That'swhy the Kaiser and histin-hatted firebrands have such ahealthy didike for you. They'd have had
the world onfire years ago if they hadn't had to worry about you."

"I think you must admit, Professor Marmion," said Lord Leighton, who had so far been busy with his
own new thoughts and the contempl ation of the ingpirer of them, "that it is people like these on whom the
real guilt of the crime of war[Pg 145] rests. Now that the pressure of the bear's paw is removed,
Germany is the danger-spot of the world. The Maroocan business proved that pretty clearly; and nothing
but our friendship with Americaand France and Japan, and the ability to strike hard and ingtantly at sea,
saved Europe, and perhaps the world, from something like a repetition of the Napoleonic wars."



"With Mister William Hohenzollern a Napoleon,” added Professor van Huysman, with a half-suppressed
snort. "It seemsto me as though that gentleman had been spreading himsdlf round Europe as German
War-Lord so long that he's getting tired of playing at it, and 'sjust spoiling for ared fight.”

"That isvery possible,” said Merrill; "but happily he has responsibilities, and even the German war party
would not follow him asfar as he would like to go, to say nothing of the Liberals and the Socidids.
Personadly, | must say that | think we have had a much more dangerous person, asfar as the peace of the
world is concerned, on thelawn of "'The Wilderness this afternoon.”

"Of course you mean that hateful Russian Prince who brought that equaly hateful Adept, ashecals
himsdlf, with him," said Nitocris, with an unwonted harshness that made every onelook up.

"Oh, Niti," exclamed Brenda, "and | asked you to let me bring him!™"

"I'm very sorry, dear," shereplied quietly, but[Pg 146] with asmile of reassurance. "It was not your fault,
of course. He may have been very niceto you, but | am obliged to say that the first moment | looked at
him | was possessed by some inexplicable feding of didike, and even fear, dthough | certainly never
hated or feared any one before. If | had met him before | got your note, | redlly think | should have asked
you to spare us the honour. It seemed to me as though there was something uncanny about the man. It
wasvery curious.”

Her father looked up at her for amoment, wondering what would happen if he were to explain the
mysterious antipathy there and then. Thelittle theologica discussion would look very small after such a
revelation asthat. But he, too, had had areveation which the somewhat desultory conversation had done
something to press home upon him. He had seen the advent of the Queen, and heard what she had said
to Phadrig with other eyes and ears than his guests had done, for to them it had only been Nitocriswho
had gone to him and said afew inaudible words, which they had taken as arequest for the conclusion of
his" performance.”

He had seen back through the mists of many centuries and recognised them as they had been, and he had
learned that Oscarovitch the Russian had now entered the circle of the Queen's, and therefore hisown,
influence. A sudden anxiety for the safety of hisdarling Niti had awakened in hisheart. He had seen the
lust for possession flame in the man's eyes, and now that he knew[Pg 147] who he was& mdash;and had
been& mdash;he determined that whatever other adventurer might set the world aflame, the Modern
Skobeeff should not doit if he and hisRoyd dly on the Higher Plane could prevent it. His coming had
been a curious coincidence, possibly a consequence of obscure causes; but, for some reason or other, he
felt himsdf beginning to look with amore favourable eye on Commander Mark Merrill& mdash; perhaps
because he was the impersonation of uncompromising hostility to everything that Oscarovitch
represented.

Dinner had cometo an end now, and so Nitocris took advantage of ending a conversation which bade
fair to become somewhat awvkward. She glanced round the table and rose, saying:

"Don't you think weve had polemics enough for onelittle dinner, Dad? Thereés alovely moon, so well
have our coffee on the verandah, and you and Mr van Huysman can settle the affairs of the universe
comfortably over your pipes. Give Lord Leighton and Mr Merrill something to smoke, and wewill join
you when we have got some wraps.”

When they got back from Nitocriss rooms Mrs van Huysman e ected to take her coffeein abig,
deep-seated armchair by the drawing-room window. She said that she had felt the sun alittle, and might
possibly indulge in forty winks& mdash;which she did within afew minutes of getting comfortably
arranged init. Then Nitocristook Brenda by the arm and walked her half-way down the lawvn.[Pg 148]



"| want to take possession of Lord Leighton for about haf an hour, dear, if you don't mind. I've got
something very seriousto say to him. Dad, with the characteristic cowardice of his sex, hasleft it to meto
say. It's& mdash;well, it's about amummy: afemale mummy, or, a least, | Suppose | ought to say a
mummy that was once afema e& mdash;about five thousand years ago.”

"My dear Niti& mdash;& mdash;"

"No, no, don't interrupt me, for goodness sake. It'stoo serious. It isreally. Weve had something like a
tragedy herein the last few days, and things seem to have been, as you would say, agood deal mixed up
ever since. | don't understand it abit; but they have been.”

"But, my dear Niti, what on earth can you haveto say to Lord Leighton about a& mdash;afemde
mummy?What possible interest can afive-thousand-year-old corpse have for him?"

"Don', Brenda, don't& mdash;at least not just now! Wait till I've told you, and then you'll see” said
Nitocris, pressing her arm closer to her Side. "Lord Leightoniis, as| think you know, an enthusiagtic
student of Egyptian antiquities. He was d o, or thought he was, in love with my unworthy sdf. He found
thismummy in aroya tomb at Memphis. He& mdash;well, | suppose, stole it& mdash;of course under the
usual licence from the Khedive& mdash;and sent it home to Dad. Now comes the mystery. That wasthe
mummy of Nitocris, the daughter of the greast Rameses, and it was the dead image of my living sef."[Pg
149]

"Oh, but, Niti& mdash;what do you mean?"'

"I don't know, Brenda. | wish | did. All | do know isthat it was stolen that very night out of Dad's study
inthe Old Wing, and that I've got to tell Lord Leighton all about it. I'm sure Dad could havetold him
much better, only somehow he seems afraid.”

"Oh, isthat all& mdash;just the stedling of what was perhaps avery valuablerelic? They try to sted much
fresher corpses than that in the Statesif there are dollarsin the business.”

"Don't be brutal, Brenda! | know you don't mean it, and it isn't like you. Now, listen. Before he went to
Egypt thistime Lord Leighton asked meto marry him. | said 'No," and for two reasons. | knew that he
liked me very much& mdash;he aways has done& mdash;and poor Dad took hisliking for love and
encouraged him: but I'm awoman and, | know, that liking isn't love& mdash;and then | love some one
else. And now he, | mean Lord Leghton& mdash;|oves some one else. Turn your face to the moon. Yes,
you know who the some one eseis. I'm so glad, for | do think you& mdash;& mdash;"

"Niti, you're talking arrant nonsense for an educated young woman. I've only known His Lordship for a
day, and how can you& mdash;& mdash;”

"Because fema e Bachel ors of Science and graduates of Vassar, whatever stupid people may say, have
hearts as wdll asintdlects, dear, and so they know. | seem to have had akind of sixth sense givento me
to-day, and, when you met Lord Leighton, | saw it, and | believeyou felt it.[Pg 150] | saw your eyes
brighten and your face flush& mdash;only alittle, but it did, and so did his. Y ou know my belief inthe
Doctrine. Y ou may have been lovers& mdash;perhaps wedded lovers& mdash;once upon atime, asthey
sy inthefairy tes.

"How awful& mdash;no, I mean how wonderful& mdash;if it could only betrue! And now, asyouvetold
meadl this, you might aswdl tdl mewho your someonedseis"

"Redly, Brenda, | thought you had more perception. He's there on the verandah smoking with your Lord
Leighton.”



"Oh! Then, of course, you're going to marry him?"

"I'm sorry to say Dad doesn't want meto. With al hisgenius and learning heisaperfect child in that sort
of thing. He hasno idea of Natural Selection. Now listen again, Brenda.. When | had to tell Mark that
Dad wouldn't let me marry him, he picked me up out of achair in the verandah there, where your father
and mine are Stting, and kissed me three times."

"And I'll gamble ten centsthat you kissed him back. That's Natural Selection, if | know anything about it.
Niti, if that man& mdash;and he isaman& mdash;doesn't get killed in afight, helll marry you in spite of all
the misguided scientific Dads on earth. Don't you worry. Y ou've made me just happy. I'm not emotional
that way, but I'd like to kiss you if the moon wasn't so bright. Suppose we go back and try to assst the
kindly Fatesalittle bit?'[Pg 151]

The Fates which, in some dimly-perceived fashion, seem to shape our little successve phases of
existence, were certainly in akindly mood that "lovely night in June." The two Professors had retired to
Franklin Marmion's sanctum for the discussion of whisky and sodaand the possibilities of physical
manifestations of the Occult. Mrsvan Huysman was frankly and comfortably deeping in the deep,
amply-cushioned armchair, and the two young men were dmost as frankly pining for sweeter
companionship than their own.

But the pairing off, which was so deftly managed by Nitocris, did not at first appear entirely satisfactory
to them, yet avery few minutes conversation sufficed to convince them of the wisdom of the
arrangement. Brenda, with al the delicate tact which makes every highly-trained woman a skilled
diplomatist, managed, not only to completely charm Merrill as aman who isin love with another woman
likesto be charmed, but a so to make him understand even more clearly than he had done how greetly
the Fates had blessed him by giving him the love of such agirl asNitocris, and then, by afew very deftly
conveyed suggestions, she further gave him to understand that, so far as Lord Leighton had ever been an
unconscious obstaclein his path, he was even now engaged in removing himsdlf. Wherefore Commander
Merrill enjoyed his smoke and stroll under the beeches agood deal more than he had anticipated.

More difficultly ambiguous, certainly, wasthe position in which Lord Leighton found him[Pg 152]sdf with
Nitocris, but here also her tact and perfect candour helped his own innate chivary to accomplish dl that
was desirable with the dightest poss ble friction. She began by telling him, as she had told Brenda, of the
mysterious stedling of the Mummy, and made asort of apology for her father having deputed the telling of
it to her& mdash;of course, in perfect innocence of the red reason for his doing so. He deplored with her
the loss of what they both believed to be apricelessrdlic of the Golden Age of Egypt, but he passed it
over lightly, chiefly for the reason that there was something in hismind just now that was much more
serious than even theloss of the mummy of her long-dead namesake.

There had been alittle slence between them after he had made his condolences, and then he said, with a
hesitation which told quite plainly what was coming:

"Miss Marmion, | have arather avkward confession to make to you& mdash;| have got to tell you, in
fact, | think it ismy duty to& mdash;well, honestly | redlly don't quite know how to put it properly,

but& mdash;but& mdash;er, something has happened to me to-day that isagood deal more important to
me, a least, than the disgppearance of haf adozen roya mummies.™

"Indeed?’ said Nitocris, with ademurely perfect assumption of ignorance. "A good many things seem
somehow to have happened to-day. It is something connected with that wonderful Adept's marvels,
perhaps? They have certainly astonished most of us, | think."[Pg 153]

"No," hereplied, sill atrifle hestatingly, "it is nothing connected with him or hismiracles, asfar asl



know, except that there was certainly something decidedly queer about the man and the impression he
made upon one. Of course | have seen something like the same thing in Egypt and the Farther East; but
he seemed quite what | might call uncanny. Still, that's not the point, although possibly it may have had
something to dowithit."

He hesitated again. Shelooked at him with asideway glance, and said, dmost in awhisper: "Y es?'

The moonlight was bright enough for him to see the notes of interrogetion in her eyes, and he took the
plunge.

"MissMarmion, | oncetold you that | loved you and wanted you for my wife, and& mdash;and the redl
fact isthat it& mdash;l mean | know now that it wasn't true& mdash;and so | thought | ought to tell you.
Y ou know, of course, that the Professor& mdash;& mdash;”

"My dear Lord Leighton,” she answered, with an air of quite superior wisdom, "my learned father isa
very clever manin hisown subjects: but | think | know agreat deal more about this particular one than he
does. You are quiteright. You did not love me. Y ou liked me very much, | have no

doubt& mdash;& mdash;”

"Yes, and s01 do till, and aways shall do, but& mdash; & mdash;”

"But your liking was great enough to make you mistake it for love. Women'singtincts areg{ Pg 154]
quicker and keener in these relations than men'sare, and | saw that you did not love me asared woman
hasto be loved, and, to be quite frank with you, some one e se did. | like you very much, Lord Leighton,
and | am going to go on liking you; but, you see, | could not give you what | had aready given away.
Now, you have told me so much that you ought to tell me alittle more. How did your sudden
enlightenment on that interesting subject come about?'

Hewasinfinitey relieved by the absolutely frank and friendly way in which she had treeted the whole
subject, and so he had courage to reply with alaugh:

"In short, Miss Marmion, you ask me who the other girl is. Wéll, you certainly have aright to know,
because, curioudy enough, I might never have got to know her but for you& mdash;& mdash;"

"Isit Brenda?'
The question was whispered, and he replied in awhisper:
"Yes; do you think | have any chance?'

A cohort of wild cats would not have torn Brenda's secret out of her friend's soul, and so sherepliedina
tone that was dmost judiciousin its evenness:

"That, my friend, isaquestion that you can only get answered by asking another& mdash;and you must
ask her, not me."

"Ohyes, of coursel must," he said rather limply. "But she's so splendid& mdash;so beautiful, so[Pg 155]
exquisite& mdash;and& mdash;| do wish shewasn't so very rich. You see, eveniif | had the great good
fortune to& mdash;to get her to marry me, | have lots for both; and, you know, the moment an
Englishman with atitle gets engaged to an American millionairess everybody saysthat heissmply
dollar-hunting.”

"That, unfortunately, isusudly too wel justified by thefacts," shereplied serioudy. "But only the most
idiotic and ignorant of gossips could possibly say that of you. Every one who isany one knowsthat the



Kyneston coronet does not want re-gilding.”
And then she went on, glancing Sdeways at him again:

"Still, asyou know perfectly well, in matters of thiskind, these very ddlicate diplomatic consderations, |
do not care whether it isaquestion of fifty shillings aweek or fifty thousand ayear. Y ou once paid me
the very great compliment of offering me rank, position, and amost everything that agirl, from the merely
material point of view could ask for. | refused, because | felt certain that you and | did not love each
other& mdash;however much we may have liked and respected each other& mdash;as a man and woman
ought to do, unless they become guilty of agreat Sn against each other. To put it in avery hackneyed
way, we were not each other's affinities. | had dready found mine& mdash;and | think, and hope, that
you have found yours& mdash;and | wish you al the good fortune that you may, and, perhaps, can win."

"If isvery, very good of you, Miss Marmion;[Pg 156] but do you think you could& mdash;well, help me
alittle?| know | don't deserveit.”

"No, s, you do not," she laughed softly, because the other two were coming back on to the lawn. "l
wonder that you have& mdash;l have half amind to say the impudence& mdash;to ask such athing. You
have confessed your ficklenessin an dmost shameless way; and now you ask meto help you with the
other girl! No, my lord: if I know anything of Brenda van Huysman's nature, there isno one who can help
you except yoursdlf. Of course she might& mdash;& mdash;”

"Do you redly think she might& mdash;l mean in that way?"

"Who am | that | should know the secrets of another woman's soul?* she replied, with unhesitating
prevarication. "There sheis. Go and ask her, and take my best wisheswith you. Now | am going to talk
to my affinity for afew minutes”

"So it was Merrill, after al!" he said to himself, asthey joined the others. "Wdll, I'm glad. HEs a splendid
fellow; and she& mdash;of course, she'sworth the love of the best man on earth& mdash;and I'm afraid
that's not& mdash;anyhow, I'll have Miss Brenda's opinion on the subject before | go hometo-night.”

It now need hardly be added that the said opinion was not only entirely satisfactory, but also very sweetly
expressed.[Pg 157]

CHAPTER XIII
OVER THE TEA AND THE TOAST

The next morning there were, at least, three eventful breskfasts "partaken of," asit was once the fashion
to say; one at "The Wilderness," one a the Savoy, and one at the Kyneston town housein Prince's Gate.

When Professor Marmion came down hewas alittle late, for he had done along night'swork, finishing
hislecture-notesto his own satisfaction, or, at least, as nearly as he could get there. Like al good
workers, he was never quite satisfied with what he did. When the maid had closed the door of the
breakfast-room, he looked acrossthe table at his daughter with atwinklein hiseyes, and said:

"Niti, before Lord Leighton left last night he had atak with me, and you were partly the subject of it."

"And who might have been the other part of the subject, Dad?" she asked, with excellently smulated
composure.



"That, Niti," hereplied dowly, "I expect you know quite aswell as| do. | aminclined to consder mysdlf
the victim of something very like aconspiracy."[Pg 158]

"I think you are quite right, Dad," she replied, with perfect cadmness. "But the chief conspirators werethe
Fates themselves. We others only did as we had to do. When you have solved that problem of N to the
fourth, 1 think you will seethat we could redlly have done nothing el se, because, if you once crossed the
border-line& mdash;the horizon which Professor Cayley spoke of, | mean& mdash;you ought to be on
gpesking termswith them.”

Before he replied to this somewhat searching remark, the man who had crossed the horizon emptied his
coffee cup, and set it down in the saucer with a perceptible rattle. Then he said more dowly than before:

"My dear Niti, there are other mysteriesthan N to the fourth. I only wish now to confessfrankly to you
that | havetried to solve one of them, perhaps the greatest of dl, and ignominioudly failed. | learnt agresat
ded last night from ayoung man to whom | thought | could have taught anything, and | got up this
morning in adistinctly chastened frame of mind; and so, to make along story short, if you liketo drive
into town and bring Commander Merrill back to lunch, | shall be very pleased to have achat with him
afterwards”

The next moment Nitocris was on the other sde of the table, with her arm round her father's shoulders.
Shekissed him, and whispered:

"You dearest of deard! If | could have loved you any more, | would now, but | can't. | won't drive into
town, because Brenda's coming out with[Pg 159] Lord Leighton in her new motor to fetch me; at least,
shewill, if other papas have been as delightful asyou have been.”

He put his hand up and stroked her cheek with agesture that was older than shewas, and said with a
smile which meant more than she could comprehend:

"Ah! s0it was aconspiracy, after al! Wdl, dear, | hopethat, for dl your sakes, it will turn out a
successful one”

About the same time Brendawas saying to her parents.

"Poppaand Mammy, I've got some newsto tell you, and I've dept on it, so asto make quite sure about
thetdling."

"And what might that be, Brenda?" asked her mother, looking up atrifle anxioudy. "Nothing very serious,
| hope."

" Anything connected with the Marmions?" asked her father, in avoice that sounded as though it had
come from somewhere far away. He had the Times propped up against the sugar basin on hisleft hand,
and he had just read the announcement of Franklin Marmion's lecture for the following evening, and this
was quite a serious matter for him.

"It's connected with them in thisway," said Brenda, leaning her elbows on thetable. ™Y ou and Uncle
have wanted a coronet in the family, and you know that I've refused three, because the men who wore
them weren't fit to respect, to say nothing about loving. Well, I've just discovered[Pg 160] that | do love
aman who has one coronet now, and will have another some day, unless something unexpected happens
to him; but mind, it'sthe man | love and want to marry, and I'd want to do it just the same if hewas il
the same man heis, and hadn't either a coronet or adollar to his name.”

"That's like you, Brenda, and it sounds good,” said her father, tearing his attention away from the aluring



title of Franklin Marmion'slecture. "Now, who isit?"

"If it was only that nice young man, Lord Leighton!” said Mrsvan Huysman, in avoice that sounded like
an gpped againg the find judgment of human fate, "but, of course, he's& mdash;& mdash;”

"No, Mammy, that's just what he's not going to do," exclaimed Brenda, Sitting up and clasping her hands
behind her neck. "NitocrisMarmion isin love with some one ese, and Lord Leighton isin love with
me& mdash;at least he said s0 last night a "The Wilderness,' and | don't suppose held have said it if he
hadn't meant it& mdash;and | told him to go and ask his Papa: and now I'm going to ask my Poppaand
Mammy if | may be Lady Leighton soon, and, perhaps, some day Countess of Kyneston. Y ou see, Lord
Leightonisjust aviscount now& mdash;& mdash;”

"What, just aviscount!" exclaimed Mrsvan Huysman, getting up from her chair and putting aplump arm
round her neck. "Just aviscount& mdash;and heir to one of the oldest peeragesin England! Oh, Brenda,
isit redly true?'[Pg 161]

"I guess Brendawouldn't say it if it wasn't, and that's about dl thereistoit," said her father, putting his
long arm out over thetable. "I congratulate you, my girl. Mammy and | may have been abit troubled
over some of those other refusal's of yours, but you seem to have known best, after dl: and | reckon your
Uncle Ephraim’ll think the same. Lord Leighton's aman right through. He wouldn't have done what he
has doneif he hadn't been. Shake, child, and& mdash;& mdash;”

Brenda "shook," and then, without another word, she got up and hurried out of the room.

"Thegirl'sright!" said Professor van Huysman, asthe door closed behind her; "and if I'm not afool
entirely, she'sfound the right man.”

"Hoskins, you can leave that to awell-brought-up girl like Brendadl thetime. She isright, and al we've
got to hope for now isthat the Earl will beright too," said hiswife somewhat anxioudly.

"He'sjust got to see our girl and then he will be, unlesshe'sanatura born idiot, which, of course, he
couldn't be," replied Brendas father in atone of absolute conviction. "Now, | wonder what that man
Marmion's going to let loose on usto-morrow night?*

"Good morning, sir,” said Lord Leighton, as hisfather cameinto the breakfast-room at about the same
time that Brendaleft the other room in the Savoy.

"Good morning, Lester," replied the Earl of Kyneston, as father and son shook handsin the[Pg 162] old
courtly fashion which, within the last haf century, has gone out of vogue save among those who have
ancestors whose record is a credit to their descendants. ™Y ou are looking very well and fit& mdash;and
thereis something ese. What isit? Had you a very pleasant evening yesterday at 'The Wilderness? Has
Miss Marmion revoked her decision after al?'

"No, sir," said hisson, looking at him with brightening eyes; "but she convinced methat | had thought
mysdlf in love with the wrong girl& mdash;and the other girl was on thelawn at the sametime, talking with
the man that MissMarmion was, and isin love with, and will beaways, | think."

"And the other young lady, L ester& mdash;because, of course, sheisalady, | mean in our sense of the
word, much misunderstood asit isin these days?

"SheisBrendavan Huysmaen, gr."

"Oh, the Professor's daughter.& mdash;| mean the other Professor's daughter. A very good family. Her
father isadistinguished man, and, if | remember rightly, aVVan Huysman was one of thefirst colonisers of



New England about four hundred years ago. It isthe same family, | suppose?”
"Yes, gr; | canvouchfor that."
Nitocris had given him the whole history of the family, and so he was sure of hisfacts.

"Lester, | congratulate you," replied hisfather, taking his arm, as they were accustomed to.[Pg 163]
"While you have been away digging among those Egyptian tombs and temples, thisgirl hasrefused at
least three coronets, and one had strawberry leaves on it; so shelovesyou for yourself. That is good,
other things being equa, as| think they will bein this case. Now, we will go to breskfast, and you shdl
tell methe whole story. | have not heard aredl love story for agood many years."[Pg 164]

CHAPTER X1V
" SUPPOSED IMPOSSIBILITIES"

It was only to be expected that the announcement of alecture with such an dluring title by such a
distinguished scholar and scientist as Professor Franklin Marmion should fill the theeaire of the Royal
Society, asthe reporters said tritely but truly, "to its utmost capacity.”

The merewords, "An Examination of Some Supposed Mathematica Impossibilities,” were just O many
bomb-shells tossed into the middle of the scientific arena. The circle-squarers, the triangle-trisectors, the
cube-doublers, the flat-worlders, and dl the other would-be workers of miracles plainly impossibleina
world of three dimensions jumped& mdash;not incorrectly& mdash;to the conclusion that their favourite
imposs bility would be selected for examination, and, perhaps& mdash;blissful

thought! & mdash;demonstration by one of the foremost thinkers of the day, to the lasting confusion of the
scoffers. Learned pundits of the old school, who were firmly convinced that Mathematics had long ago
said their last word, and that to talk about " supposed impossibilities’ was blasphemy of the rankest sort,
came with note-books and g Pg 165] grim determination to explode Franklin Marmion's heresiesfor
good and al. Dreamers of Fourth Dimensiona dreams came hoping against hope, for the Professor was
known to be something of adreamer himself; and added to all these there assembled a distinguished
company of ladies and gentlemen who looked upon the lecture asa"function” which their socid postions
made it necessary for them to patronise. The reader's persond friends and acquaintances, including
Prince Oscarovitch and Phadrig, were naturally among the most anxioudy interested of the Professor's
audience.

It isamost needlessto say that Hoskins van Huysman had donned al his panoply of scientific war, and
had armed himself with what he believed his keenest weapons, and that Professor Hartley looked with
amused confidence to a veritable battle royd of witswhen the lecture was over and the discussion began.
The Prince and Phadrig were keenly anticipative, and the latter not alittle nervous.

A verbatim report of that famous lecture would, of course, be out of place in these pages. If Professor
Marmion'swords of wonder are not aready written in the archives of the Roya Society, no doubt they
will bein the fullness of time when the minds of men shall have become prepared to receive them. Here
we are mainly concerned with the results which they produced upon his audience. Certain portions may,
however, be properly reproduced here.[Pg 166]

When the decorous murmur of applause which greeted the President's closing sentences had died away,
and Franklin Marmion went to the reading-desk and unfolded his notes, there was a tense silence of
anticipation, and hundreds of pairs of eyes, which had some of the keenest brainsin Europe behind them,



were converged upon his spare, erect figure and hisrefined, clear-cut, somewhat sternly-moulded face.

"Mr President, my lords, ladies, and gentlemen,” he began, in his quigt, but far-reaching tones. "The
somewhat peculiar title which | have chosen for my lecturewas not, | hope | need scarcely say, selected
with aview of arousing any but that intelligent curiosty which isalways characteristic of sucha
distinguished audience as that which | have the honour of addressing to-night. | chose it after somewhat
anxious congderation, because | am aware that the bulk of opinion in the world of science strongly ingsts
upon thefindity of the axioms of mathematics, and therefore it was with no little hesitancy thet |
approached such asubject asthis. | an well aware that, in the estimation of most of my learned
confreres and fellow-seekers after scientific truth, to suggest those axioms may not embody fina and
universa truth is, if | may put it so, to lay sacrilegious hands on the Ark of the Scientific Covenant.”

A low murmur, prelude of the coming storm, ran through the theatre, and Professor van Huysman
permitted himself to snort digtinctively, for which he was very promptly, though quietly,[Pg 167] cdled to
order by his daughter, who was sitting in front of the platform between him and Lord Leighton. Franklin
Marmion paused for amoment and smiled ever so faintly. Nitocrislooked round at the now eager
audience atrifle anxioudy, for she had afairly clear ideaof the trouble that might possibly be ahead. Her
father went on as quietly asbefore:

"Of course, every one hereis aware that the great Napoleon once said that the word ‘impossible was not
French. | need not remind such an audience as this that more than one distinguished student and
investigator has suggested thet it so may not be scientific.”

The murmur broke out again, and Hoskins van Huysman blew his nose somewhat aggressively. His
scientific bile was beginning to rise. He disgpproved very strongly of the tone which hisriva had begun.
Its quiet confidence was somewhat ominous. Thelecturer continued without thistime noticing the
interruption, and proceeded to give alengthy and learned but singularly lucid resumé of the more recent
progressin the higher mathematics and the deeply interesting speculationsto which it had givenrise. This,
with certain demongtrations which he made on the great black-board beside him, occupied nearly an
hour. When he had finished there was another murmur, which thistime waswhally of applause, for this
part of the lecture had not only been masterly but entirely orthodox. Then silence fell again, the silence of
expectant waiting, for every[Pg 168] onefdt that the "Examination™ was coming now. He began againin
adightly dtered voice.

"What | have just been saying was necessary to my subject asfar asit went, but for al that it was chiefly
introductory to what | am now going to bring to your notice. But thisisamatter rather for illustration and
discussion than for mere disquisition. Therefore, to save your time as much as possible, | will proceed at
onceto theillustration, and then we will have the discussion.”

Professor van Huysman snorted again, even as awar-horse that snuffsthe fray. Thistime Franklin
Marmion seemed to recognise the implied challenge, for he looked round the crowded theatre with a
curious smile, which seemed to say: "Y es, gentlemen, | see that some of you are getting ready for a
tusde. | amin hopes of being ableto oblige you."

"Now," he continued, "it is generally conceded that an ounce of practice is worth agood many pounds of
precept, so | will get to the practice. | need hardly remind you that ever snce mathematics became an
exact science, three problems have been recognised asimpossible of solution& mdash;trisecting the
triangle, squaring the circle, and doubling the cube. I have now the pleasure of announcing thet | have had
the great good fortune to discover certain formulaewhich, so far, at least, as| can see, make the solution
of those problems not only possible, but comparatively easy& mdash;to those who know how to use
them.”[Pg 169]



Ashesaid this, Franklin Marmion looked directly a Hoskins van Huysman. He was the challenger now,
and therewas aglint in hiseyes and asmile on his lipswhich showed that he meant business. The
American writhed, and had it not been for Brenda's gently but firmly restraining hand, he might have
jumped to hisfeet and precipitated mattersin a somewhat embarrassing fashion. The chairman looked up
at the lecturer with elevated eyelids which had anote of interrogation under each of them, and then there
came that sound of shifting in seats and breathing in many low keyswhich denotes that an audience has
been wound up to avery tense pitch of expectation. If asmaller man had said such wordsto such
hearers some one would have laughed, and then would have burst forth a storm of derision. But the
keenest critic had never found Franklin Marmion wrong yet, and he had far too great areputation to
permit himsdf to say in such a place that which he did not serioudy mean. So the hum died down as he
went to the black-board, and Nitocris looked at Merrill with something like fear in her eyes.

"If he doesthat,” whispered Phadrig to the Princein Russian, "the story that Pent-Ah and Neb-Anat told
will be true& mdash;which the High Gods forbid!"

"Asthetrisection of thetriangleis, perhaps, the smplest of the three problems,” said the lecturer, with
amogt judicid calmness, "wewill, if you please, begin with that. | hope that[Pg 170] gentlemen who have
brought note-books with them will be kind enough to follow my calculations and check any error that |
may make."

But agood threescore note-books, pencils, and stylographic pens were out already, and hundreds of
eyeswere eagerly fagtening their gaze on the black-board, their owners desperately anxiousto detect the
firgt dip in the demongtration. The demonstrator drew an isoscel es triangle rapidly, and without speaking
filled the remainder of the board with formulae The dmost breathless silence was broken only by the
click of the chalk on the board and the scratching of pencils and pens on paper. When he had finished he
ran through the caculations doud, and said in the most commonplace voice:

"Now, gentlemen, if, as| hope, you have found my working correct, | may draw the two lines which will
trisect thetriangle.”

He drew them, and then, as calmly as though he had done nothing more than cross the much-trodden
pons asinorum, hetold two attendants to take the board down and put it in front of the platform; then,
whilethey werelifting another on to the easdl, he said:

"Asthose who have followed me would no doubt like alittle time to revise the figures, | will go onwith
the next problem, which will be our old friend, or enemy, the squaring of thecircle.”

The second board was filled with diagrams and formulaeas rapidly asthefirst.[Pg 171]

"Thereisthe demongtration, gentlemen,” he said, asthe attendants placed it beside the other in full view
of everybody. "Now, astimeis shortening, | will get on with the third problem.”

The chak began to click again, and the pens and pencils scratched on to the accompaniment of murmurs
and whispers and occasiond grunts and snorts of incredulity. By amaster-stroke of strategy Franklin
Marmion had, in placing the three demonstrations of the long-supposed impossible before them in quick
succession, kept the learned, but now utterly bewildered mathematicians so busy that they literaly had
not time to begin "the trouble" which Brendawas now actudly dreading. Her father's face, bent down
over hisnote-book, was getting more terrible to look upon every moment. The mere fact that he had not
uttered a sound since the demongtrations had begun was sufficiently ominous, for it meant that he was
puzzled& mdash; perhaps even beaten& mdash;and if that was so, she dreaded to even imagine what
might happen. On the other hand, Nitocris felt her spirits rising as she looked round and saw the many
learned heads bending and shaking over the note-books, each owner of them working at high pressure to



win the honour of first finding the error which dl firmly believed must exist, and which none of them could
detect.

When he had finished histhird demongtration, Franklin Marmion, without interrupting the hard thinking
that was going on, took achair by the[Pg 172] side of the President, poured out a glass of water, and
waited for results.

"Marmion, what isthiswhite magic that you have been springing upon us?' whispered the presiding
genius of the learned assembly, looking up from several sheets of paper which he had been rapidly
covering with formulae "These things are impossible, you know& mdash;unless, of course, you have got a
good ded farther than any of us. And yet the calculations are correct asfar as| can follow them, and no
one ese seemsto have hit on any error yet. | must confess, though, that these progressives of yours are
too deep for me. | can follow them, and yet | can't. At acertain point they seem to elude me, and yet the
cdculationsarerigidly right. It's almost enough to make one think you had done what Cayley oncetold
usin thisroom some one might do some day."

"My Lord," replied Franklin Marmion, amost inaudibly, "I began my address by remarking, asyou will
remember, that perhaps, after dl, the word 'impossible might not be scientific.”

Their eyes met, and the President, than whaose there was no greater name in the higher relm of learning,
saw something in Marmion'swhich sent alittle chill through him, and that something told him that he was
in the presence of a superior being.

"Dear me!" he murmured, looking down at his papers again, "the age of miraclesis not past, after
al&mdash;infact, it isonly just beginning.”

"It isre-beginning, my Lord& mdash;for us,” came[Pg 173] the reply, in avoice which seemed to come
from very far away.

The President did not reply. Asamatter of fact, he had no reply ready, and he had something else to do.
Herose, and said in asomewhat constrained voice:

"L adies and gentlemen, Professor Marmion has shown us some very strange demonstrations which have
certainly amply justified thetitle which he selected. A good many gentlemen, and some ladiesaswall, |
am glad to see, have followed his calculations very carefully. | have done the same mysdlf, but | am
bound to confessthat | have not been ableto find any error. | think | shal beright in saying that no one
will be more pleased than the learned and& mdash;er& mdash; gifted lecturer to hear that some oneelse
has been ableto do so."

Franklin Marmion bowed his assent, and afaint smileflickered across his clean-shaven lips. The next
ingtant Professor van Huysman was on hislegs, note-book in one hand and stylo in the other. All the
fresh colour had gone out of hisface; his eyeswere burning, and hislips were twitching with
uncontrollable excitement.

"My Lord," he began, in avoice that even Brenda hardly recognised, "like yoursdf, | have been unableto
find any actud error in the lecturer's demonstrations of which | will take permisson to call the possibility
of theimpossible; in other words, that a contradiction in terms can be true and false at one and the same
time. That, my Lord, and ladies, and gentlemen,” he went on,[Pg 174] raising his voice dmost to ashout,
"isdtill, and, | hope, in the interests of true science, and not adroit jugglery with figures and formulag will
ever remain, another impossibility. Professor Marmion has apparently trisected the triangle, squared the
circle, and doubled the cube. It may be that he has persuaded some present that he redlly has done so;
but, again, in the interests of science, | desire to protest against the way in which these demonstrations
have been sprung upon us. Ca culations which he has doubtless taken months to el aborate, he has asked



usto test in afew minutes. For mysdlf, | decline to accept them astrue, and | hope that otherswill do the
same until we have had time to satisfy oursaves that the hitherto impossible has been made possible.”

He sat down, breathing hard and white with anger and excitement, and then the trouble began. The
trisectors, the circle-squarers, and the cube-doublers, had seen their long-flouted theories proved to
demonstration by one of the most learned and responsible men of science in the world, and one of their
most sarcastic and hitherto successful flouters had been compelled to confessthat he could find no flaw in
the calculations of this mathematical Daniel so unexpectedly cometo judgment. They did not understand
his proofs, but that was no reason why they should reject them, and so they rose as one man in support
of their champion to demand that Professor van Huysman should withdraw hisimputations of[Pg 175]
jugglery. He sat till, and shook his head. He was too disgusted and bewildered to do or say anything
more until he had made a searching andysis of these diabolicd formulae

But there were others who wanted to have their say in defence of scientific orthodoxy, and they had

it& mdash;and the rest was a chaos of intellectua conflict until, a the end of nearly an hour, the President,
who now saw with clearer eyes than any of the disputants, rose and put an end to the discussion by
remarking that they had not the whole night before them, and that al that Professor Marmion had said
and done would be published in the scientific papers; further, that such a controversy would perhaps be
more profitably conducted in print than by word of mouth. Such a course would give every one ample
leisure to work out the problemsin the light of the new demonstrations, and aso give a much better
prospect of reaching alogicd, and therefore just, conclusion than adiscussion in which haste, and
possibly pre-conceived opinions, from the influence of which no human being wasredly free, could

possibly promise.

This, of course, put an end to the matter for the time being, and, after the usua votes of thanks and
acknowledgments, the distinguished company dispersed& mdash;amused, mystified, gratified,
bewildered, and exasperated: but, saving only four of its members, with no idea of the effect which that
evening's proceedings were destined to have upon the fate of Europe, perhaps of the whole human
race.[Pg 176]

CHAPTER XV

THE ADVANCEMENT OF NITOCRIS& mdash; THE RESOLVE OF
OSCAROVITCH

Franklin Marmion and Hoskins van Huysman parted that evening in what may be described as a sate of
armed neutrality, but with more cordidity than Brenda, at any rate, had hoped for. Still, they were both
gentlemen, and, moreover, the American scientist was honestly looking forward to the discovery of some
fatd flaw in the reasoning of his English riva which should leavethefina triumph with him& mdash;and
such atriumph would be not only find but crushing.

Brendawhirled her father and Lord Leighton& mdash;who, of course, sat beside her in front as she
drove& mdash;off to supper; Merrill went to his club to ruminate happily for an hour; and the hero of the
evening and his daughter drove home dmost in slence, and it was aslence for which therewas avery
sufficient reason. Such people do not talk about trividities when they are thinking about much more
Serious concerns.

After supper Nitocris followed her father into the study, as he quite expected her to do, and when she
had shut the door, she faced him and said in avoice that was not quite her own:[Pg 177]



"Dad, there seemsto meto be only one explanation of what you did to-night. | know enough
mathematicsto seethat it isthe only one. If you tel methat | am wrong, of course | shal believe
you& mdash;and then | shall ask you how eseyou did it."

As she spoke he fdt that his soul was asking itself amomentous question. She had guessed& mdash;or
did she dready know?& mdash;the Great Secret. And, if either, was she hersdf near enough to the
dividing line between the two worldsfor him to tell her the truth?

He sat down in the chair before hiswriting-table and stared hard at his plotting-pad for afew moments.
Then helooked up at her and saw the answer.

"Niti," he said dowly, and with alittle hat between the words, "you have asked me aquestion which |
think some one ese must answer, if it can be answered at dl. Look behind you!"

She turned swiftly, and there, dmost beside her, stood& mdash;not the Mummy, but the Queen, her living
other-sdlf, royal-robed and crowned as she had been in the dim past, which was now again the present.

Would sheflinch or faint, or cry out with fear? If her unconscious feet had not advanced very near to the
Border she would certainly do one or the other. Indeed, it was with an inward quaking of fear for her that
her father had told her to turn. It might well have meant the difference between sanity and insanity,
knowing[Pg 178] what she dready did of the Mummy and its mysterious disappearance. But no: there
before his eyes was worked again the miracle which had aready been worked in his own case, though
now it was, if possible, even more marvellous than it had been before. As Nitocristurned she uttered a
low cry of wonder and recognition, and held out both hands to her other twin-saf. The Queen took
them, and said in the Ancient Tongue, which now she understood again after many centuries:

"Welcome, thou who wast once myself, into thislarger life to which the Perfect Knowledge hath led thee:
where Timeis not, and that which was, and is, and shall be are the same! Thou hast yet many days, as
men cal them, to livein that limited life known as morta, and so the morta lot, with its perils and sorrows
and joys, shdl yet bethine: yet, athough, if the High Godswill it so, that life shall end and begin and end
again many times, thou hast dready won through the shadows which bound that little life into the light of
the Day which knows not dawn nor noon nor night. | who was, and thou who art, are one again!™

Then came silence. Franklin Marmion saw the two kindred shapes merge into each other. He closed his
eyes for amoment, as he thought, and when he opened them again he was alone. He looked at the clock,
and saw that it was after four.

"Dear me!" he said, getting up with a shake of his shoulders, "I must havefalen adeep.[Pg 179] Wher€'s
Niti? Why, of course, she hasbeen in bed for hours, and it's about timethat | got there, too."

When they met before breakfast Nitocrissaid to him:

"I had avery strange experience last night, Dad. | either saw, or dreamt | saw, the Mummy dive again,
robed and crowned like a queen of ancient Egypt; and then we seemed to become the same person, and
| remembered that | had been Queen Nitocris of Egypt once. Then | found myself aone& mdash;so very
much alone& mdash;in anew world which was till like this one, only there wasn't any time. | had another
sense which made me able to see past, present, and future al at once, and here and there, and up and
down, and something else were dl the same, and yet it did not seem in the dightest strangetome, o |
suppose it was adream.”

"It was no dream, Niti," said her father, looking at her with grave eyes. "Last night, aswe haveto say in
the state of Three Dimensions, you had your first glimpse of the state of Four. | saw what you did.”



"Ah!" shereplied, without any sign of astonishment. "Then that iswhy | was able to understand your
demongtrations last night when dl the rest were puzzled. | didn't think | quite did then, however, but | see
now that | did. And so | and Her Mgesty arereally one and the same! 1t ought to seem very wonderful,
but somehow it doesn't in the dightest.”[Pg 180]

"I don't think that anything will ssem wonderful to you now, Niti," was the quiet response. "But aswe are
at present on the lower plane of existence, it will be necessary for usto go to breskfast.”

Oscarovitch and Phadrig went back after the lecture to the Prince's flat in Roya Court Mansions, which,
asabachdor and abird of passage, he found much more convenient in many ways than ahouse. He
ordered his Russan servant to make coffee for his guest, and mixed a stiff brandy-and-sodafor himself.
Hewanted it, for the experiences of the evening had shaken even his nerves not alittle. He was
essentially aman of power, both physically and mentaly, of boundless ambitions and iron will, vast
knowledge of the world, as he knew it, and of very high intellectua attainments; but the cast of hismind
was absolutely material, and therefore he both hated and feared anything which appeared to transcend
the materid plane to which hismenta vison was a present entirdy confined.

When the servant had |eft the room after bringing the coffee, he gave Phadrig acigar, lit one himsdlf, and
sad through the first puffs of smoke:

"Phadrig, you know, or pretend to know, more about these thingsthan | do, or want to do: but, till, just
now | want you to tell me honestly if you believe that Professor Marmion did redlly[Pg 181] solvethose
problemsto-night. | ask you because | admit that the solutions went beyond the range of my
methematics”

"Highness," replied the Egyptian, spesking dowly and dmost reverently, "he did. Thereisnat, | think,
another man on earth now who could have done so; but for those who had eyesto see there could be no
doubt, and you will find that, though he has many rivas and will have countless critics, not onewill be
able either to explain hissolutions or find aflaw in them.”

"You did afew thingsthat | should not have thought possible the other day, which you clamed to be
really miracles. Now, if they were, | suppose you can explain Professor Marmion's?”

"There are no miracles, Highness: only the results of higher knowledge than that which they who seethem
possess. That iswhy what | did seemed like miraclesto those who watched. But this Franklin Marmion,
asheiscdledinthislife, has attained to a higher knowledge than mine, wherefore | am able only to
understand imperfectly, but not myself to do, that which he does. Y &, asthe High Godslive, hedid this
thing; and to do it he must have passed to the higher life through the gate of the Perfect Knowledge.”

"In other words," said the Prince, after abig gulp of his brandy-and-soda, "that he has solved that inferna
problem of the fourth dimension you have had so much to say about. Now, granted that he has done so,
what doesit[Pg 182] amount to as regards our world& mdash;the world of practical thought and real
action, | mean?"

"All thought ispractica, Highness," replied Phadrig, "since there can be no action which isintdligent
without thought. Wherefore, the higher the thought the more potent the action, and so he who hasthe
Perfect Knowledge has also the Perfect Power."

"Then, do you mean to tell me serioudy& mdash;and | can hardly think that you would trifle with
me& mdash;that this man is now practically omnipotent, asfar aswe lower beings, asyou seemto cal us,
are concerned?”’



"Only the High Gods are omnipotent, Y our Excellency; but, if | have seenrightly, heisasagod to us of
the lower life, and therefore | would pray you again to utterly relinquish your lately and, as| have dared
for your saketo say, rashly-formed designs to make the Queen who was, and his daughter that is, the
sharer of your future throne. Is not the Princess Hermia noble and fair enough?'

"No, by dl your gods, no!" exclaimed the Prince passionately. "Since | have seen the woman who, as
you say, was once Queen of Egypt, thereis, and shall be, no other consort for me. And who are you to
advise methus? Areyou still the same man who made the condition that, if you used your arts, whatever
they may be, to place her in my power, she should be, not only my Empress, but also Queen of Egypt?
What has changed you? What hagPg 183] made you faithless to the promise that you gave mein
exchange for mine? If you have forgotten that, do not aso forget that we Russians have a short way with
traitors.”

"What has changed me, Highness," replied Phadrig, ignoring the threst, "is the knowledge that | have
gained to-night. Though you believe me or not, the debt which | owe you makesit my duty to warn you.
The matter standsthus: Nitocris, the daughter of Franklin Marmion, was the Queen. For dl | know, she
aso may have atained to the higher life, and istherefore the Queen still, though that is amystery beyond
my comprehension; but | do know now that her father has attained to it, and that for this reason, unless
you put this new-found love out of your heart, you will bring yoursalf within the sphere of thisman's
power& mdash;a power mighty enough to wreck every scheme you have ever shaped, and to doom you
to afate more horrible than morta brain could conceive. Y ou would be as a man who strove againgt a

god.

"Y ou may believe what you are saying, Phadrig, and | dare say you do," exclaimed the Prince again. "'l
don't, because | can't; but evenif | did, | would claim your promise. | love this Nitocris, Queen or
woman, and neither man nor god shal keep her from me, willing or unwilling. Asfor the Princess
Hermia& mdash;well, her husband is not dead yet."

"Better he dead and hiswidow your wife, aswas planned, Highness, than that you should[Pg 184] dare
the power of one who has atained to the Perfect Knowledge," said the Egyptian, with all the earnestness
of absolute conviction. "But my duty isdone. | have warned you of that which you cannot seefor
yoursdlf. | have doneit to my own sorrow and the destroying of my own dream; but my promiseis given,
and | will keep it, even to afate that may be worse than death.”

The Prince drained his glass and laughed.

"Well said, my ages-old adept, as you think you are! Y ou shal follow me, for | will go on now even to
death, or what there may be worse behind it, if | can only take my beautiful Queen with me. Yes, | swear
| will, by God& mdash;if thereisonel”

So by hisignorant blagphemy Oscar Oscarovitch, who oncewas Lord of War in Egypt, for the love of
the same woman, fixed hisfate for thislife, and for many that were to come after it.[Pg 185]

CHAPTER XVI
THE MYSTERY OF PRINCE ZASTROW

Events now began to move with an dmost bewildering rapidity, at least, so far asthey affected the
immediate temporal concerns of Nitocrisand her father. For days and weeks a furious storm raged
round the famous lecture, and the atmosphere of the scientific world was thick with figures and formuleg



diagrams and disquisitions; but since none of the learned disputators proved himsalf cgpable of detecting
the dightest flaw in the lecturer's mathemetics, it had very little interest for him, and therefore has none for
us. Infact, solittle did he seem concerned with the tempest he had raised, that afew days later, to the
agtonishment and chagrin of his baffled critics, he and Nitocris bade adieu to their more intimate friends
and disappeared on awandering trip of undetermined destination for change of air and sceneand a
much-needed holiday for the over-worked Professor. At leadt, that is the reason which Nitocris gave to
Lord Leighton and the Van Huysmans, and the few others to whom she thought it necessary to give any
explandion a dl.

Theday beforethey left, Merrill lunched a " The[Pg 186] Wilderness," took afitting leave of his
lady-love and his prospective father-in-law, and departed to join his ship, dightly mystified, perhaps, by
recent happenings, but gill believing himsalf with sufficient reason to be the happiest and most fortunate
Lieutenant-Commander in the British Navy.

The true reasons for the sudden departure of the now more than ever famous Professor and his beautiful
daughter from the scene of hislatest and most marvellous triumph may be set forth asfollows:

On the evening of thethird day after the lecture Franklin Marmion was going back by train to Wimbledon
after along day &t the British Museum among the relics of Egyptian antiquity& mdash;which, asmay well
be understood, he studied now with an interest of which no other man living could have been capable;
and as soon as he was seated in acomfortable corner, and had his pipe going, he opened his Pall Mall
Gazette, and, aswas hiswont on such occasions, began with the leading article and read straight along
through the Specid Article and the Occ. Notes, until he came to the news of the day, skipping only the
financid news and quotations, which, under his present changed conditions of existence, he dare not trust
himsdlf to read lest he might be tempted by the unrighteousness of Mammon, aform of idolatry which he
had aways heartily despised.

Thefirgt item on the news page was headed in bold type:[Pg 187]

"MYSTERIOUS DISAPPEARANCE OF A RULING GERMAN PRINCE. " SUSPICION OF
FOUL PLAY."IMPORTANT STATE PAPERSVANISH WITH HIM.&mdash; SPECIAL.

"In spite of the most rigorous censorship of the Press Bureau, it has now become a matter of practica
certainty that Prince Emil Rudolf von Zastrow, the youthful and very capable ruler of Boravia, who,
during the last two or three years, has become one of the most brilliant figuresin European society, has
disappeared under circumstances so strangely mysterious as to suggest some analogy with the tragedy of
which the unhappy Prince Alexander of Bulgariawas the centrd figure.

"Thefacts, so far asthey have been ascertained, are briefly asfollows.& mdash;Up to about afortnight
ago, the Prince was living in semi-retirement with his consort, the Princess Hermia, in his picturesque
Cadtle of Trditz, which, as every one knows, looks down over the waters of the Baltic from a solitary
eminence of rock which rises out of the vast forests that cover therolling plainsfor leagues on the
landward sides. It will be remembered that every year since his accession, the Prince has been wont to
retire to this famous hunting-ground of histo enjoy at once the pleasures of the chase and the society of
his beautiful young consort in peace and solitude after the whirl of the European winter season. Asfar as
isknown, the only guests a the Castle were the Count Ulik von Kessner, High Chamberlain of Boravia,
who is believed to have been present on business of State, and Captain Alexis Vollmar, of the 55th
Caucasug Pg 188] Regiment, at present attached to the Imperial Headquarter Staff at St Petersburg.
Captain Vollmar, in addition to being a brilliant young officer, isalso ascion of two of the wedlthiest and
mogt arigocrdic familiesin Russa

"Itisnow fully established that on the evening of the 6th of this month& mdash;that isto say, nearly three



weeks ago& mdash;the Prince and his two guests returned after along day in the forest, and that the
Prince retired to rest very shortly before supper. From that day to this he has never been seen, either at
home or in society. What makes the disappearance more strangely striking is the fact that the Prince, who
is Colond of the 28th Pommeranian Regiment, did not put in an gppearance at the recent review in the
Ka serhof when the German Emperor held hisusua inspection. Although it was obvious that His Mgesty
was both puzzled and annoyed by his absence, no officid explanation of it has been given, and dll
information on the subject isrigidly withheld. Our own comesfrom apersond friend, and, asfar asit
goes, may be absolutely relied upon.”

For some reason or other, which, after his recent experiences, he thought it would be aswell not to try
and fathom for the present, these few paragraphs made astrangdly persistent impression on him. When
he got home he gave his evening papers as usud to his daughter, and at dinner the Zastrow mystery was
the chief, in fact amost the only, topic of conversation.

"Yes, it certainly isvery extraordinary,” said Nitocris. "The papers make mysteries enough out of the
disappearance, of the most everyday,[Pg 189] indgnificant persons, who were probably only running
away from their debts or their domestic troubles, but for areal Princeto utterly vanish like

this& mdash;that certainly lookslike alittle more than an ordinary mystery. And | suppose,” she went on,
after alittleinterva of slence, "if there redly hasbeen foul play& mdash;l mean, granted that Prince
Charming, asal the Society papersgot to call him, has been spirited away for some hidden reason of
State or politicsand is never intended to see the light of day again, who knows how many secrets may be
connected with this affair which might be like matchesin a powder magazine? And& mdash;Oh

yes& mdash;why, Dad, it was this same Prince Zastrow who has been mentioned by most of the best
European papers asthe only possible Elective Tsar of Russaif the Romanoffs are driven out by the
Revolution, and the people go back to the old Constitution. In fact, some of them went so far asto say
that nothing but his selection could prevent a scramble for the fragments of Russawhich could only end
ingenerd conflagration.”

"Yes, of coursel do," replied her father. "But what an atrocious shame, if it is so! One of the most
popular of the minor princes of Europe spirited away, and perhaps either murdered or thrown into some
prison or fortress, where hewill drag out his days and nightsin solitude until he goes mad: ayoung,
bright, promising life ruined, just because he happensto stand in the way of some unscrupulous ambition,
or vile palitica intrigue![Pg 190]

"It would be acrime of the very first magnitude, that isto say, of the most villainous description, and all
the more horrible because it would be committed by peoplein the highest of places. Redly, Niti, itis
enough to make one think that there ought to be some higher power in the world capable of making these
political crimesimpossible. Theinner history of European politics& mdash;l mean, the history that doesn't
get into books or newspapers& mdash;would, | am certain, prove that quite half the wars of the world, at
least during the period of what we are pleased to cdl civilisation, would have been avoided if some
means could have been found of putting an end to the miserable persona ambitions and jealouseswhich
have never anything to do with the welfare of nations, but quite thereverse. | shouldn't wonder if poor
Prince Zastrow has been the victim of something of the sort. It is quite possible that expiring Tsardom
had afinger inthe pie. At any rate, there was a Russian officer in the Castle the day he disappeared. |
should very much like to see the sort of explanation he could give of the affair, if he chose."

"But isthere not such apower in the world now, Dad?" asked Nitocris, looking acrossthe table at him
with apeculiar amile.

Helooked back in silence for amoment or two. Then hereplied dowly:

"l see what you mean, Niti. Of course, | suppose we shall be able to read each other's thoughts now, or



even converse without speaking,[Pg 191] or when we are out of earshot of each other. The sameidea
cameto mewhile | was reading the account of thisaffair in the train; but should I, or, rather we, be doing
right in interfering actively in the transactions, politica and otherwise, of the world& mdash;by which |
mean, of course, the state of three dimensions? It would be aterrific responsibility. Remember what
tremendous powers we are cagpable of wielding by smply& mdash;itisso very smple

now& mdash;asmply transferring our personditiesto the higher plane. What if we were to do wrong? We
might involve the whole world in some unspeskable catastrophe.”

"And which do you consider to be the greatest catastrophe, or, perhaps | ought rather to say the greatest
evil, that has ever afflicted the world, Dad?' she asked, with just asuspicion of asmilein her eyes, though
her lips were perfectly serious.

"Oh, war, of coursel” he replied, with his usual emphasiswhen he got on to that topic. "What was|
saying only just now about persond intrigues and ambitions that make war? What have | dways thought
about war? It isthe most appaling curse& mdash;& mdash;"

"Then, Dad," sheinterrupted in her sweetest tones, "do you think that, supposing we possess these
wonderful powers, they could be better used than in preventing any war which may possibly arise out of
this disappearance of Prince Zastrow, and so convincing those who are wicked enough to plunge the
human race into blood and misery[Pg 192] that henceforth al wars of aggression and ambition will be
impossble?’

"Yes, you areright asusud, Niti," he exclamed, getting up. "Now you go and think about it dl, and give
me your advicein the morning. | want to get away now and work out an intelligible solution of those three
problems& mdash;if | can make it so& mdash;for the benefit of Van Huysman and the rest of my
respected critics. When I've done that, well be off to the Continent or somewhere& mdash;& mdash;”

"And see what we can make of the Zastrow Mystery, perhaps!” said Nitocris. "Good-night, Dad. | want
to do some thinking, too."

He went to his study and set to work upon adevel opment of the demongtrations with which he had
astounded not only London, but the whole civilised world.

But it was no good to-night. The ideas would not come. Over and over again he picked up the threads of
his arguments, only to drop them again. At lagt, in something like wondering despair, he muttered:

"Confound thething! | dmost had it last night, and now | seem asfar away from it asever. What on earth
can be the matter with me?"

He put his elbows on the table, took his head between his hands, and stared down &t the pages covered
with angles and circles, chords and curves, and wildernesses of symbols, which were scattered about his
desk. Ashe gtared at them they seemed somehow to come together, and the lines and curves arranged
themsalvesin symmetrical shapes[Pg 193] until they developed from diagramsinto pictures, and asthey
did so hefound himsdf forgetting al about the problems, and thinking only of the strange vison which
seemed to be unfolding itself among the scattered papers before him. The straight lines became the walls
and turrets of one of those two-or three-hundred-year-old German country houses, haf castle, half
mansion, which every explorer of the bye-paths of the Fatherland has seen and admired so often. The
curves became long, sweeping stretches of sandy bays, fringed with other curves of breaking rollers; and
asthe picture grew more distinct, one grest circle embraced awhole perfect picture of land and
seascape’ mdash;land dusky and forest-covered in the southward half; and the misty sea, idand-dotted,
wind-whipped, and foam-flecked, to the northward.

The castle stood on the top of asomewhat steeply doping hill about five hundred feet above the sandy



shore, on which the breakers were curling a couple of milesaway. The hill was covered with
thick-growing firs from the plain to the castle wall, but two broad avenuesran in sraight lines, oneto
seaward, and the other down into the depths of the vast forest, until it opened on to the post road, which
afforded the only practicable carriage route to the station of Trelitz on the main Berlin-Konigsherg
Ralway.

Thelonger helooked, the more surprisingly distinct the picture became, and, curioudy enough, theless
his wonder grew. He saw three men on horseback riding a a canter up the avenue from[Pg 194] the
forest. Their costumes showed plainly enough that they had just come back from the chase. Asthey rode
on they seemed to come quite close to him, until he could see their features with perfect distinctness. By
the changing expression of their faces he could tell they were laughing and chatting; but, sngularly enough,
he could not hear aword that they were saying, which, considering the minuteness with which he saw
everything, sruck him as being distinctly curious.

He watched them ride up to the old Gothic gateway in the wall which ran round the castle, suiting itsdlf to
theirregularities of the hill. They crossed the courtyard and dismounted. The groomsled their horses
away, and, asthe big double doors opened, they went in, one of them, standing aside for the younger of
his companions but entering before the other. In the great hall whose walls were adorned with horns and
heads and tusks, and whose floor was dmost completely carpeted with skins, they gave their weaponsto
acouple of footmen; and asthey did so he saw the dim and yet stately figure of awoman coming down
the winding stair which led into the hall from abroad galery running round it. As she reached the bottom
of the stairway she threw her head back alittle, and held out both her hands towards the man who had
comein second. Asthelight of agreat swinging lamp above the stairway fell upon her upturned face, he
recognised the Countess Hermia von Zastrow, the reigning European beauty whose portrait in thel Pg
195] illustrated papers, and in the great photographer's windows, was almost as familiar asthat of Queen
Alexandra

The Count& mdash;for the handsome young hunter who now took her hands could now be no other than
the Prince of Boravia-Trelitz& mdash;raised her right hand in courtly fashion to hislips. The other two
bowed low before her, and then sheled the way up the Sairs.

He saw dl thisas distinctly asthough he had been actualy present, and yet none of the party seemed to
take the dightest notice of him. But he was getting quite accustomed to miracle-working now, and so he
accepted the extraordinary conditions of hisvisons, or whatever it was, with more interest than
agtonishment. He followed them up the Sairs and along the right hand side of the gallery. The Count
opened adoor of heavy black oak and stood aside for his Countessto enter. Again the younger of his
companionswent first, and again he followed; then, as the elder man entered and closed the door, the
scene was blotted out as though a sudden darkness had fallen upon his eyes.

"Dear mel" he said, getting up and rubbing histemples with both hands. "If | hadn't had so many
extraordinary experiences snce my promotion to the plane of N”4, | should probably be alittle scared
aswdll. But it isredly astonishing how soon the trained intellect gets accustomed to

anything& mdash;even the eccentricitied Pg 196] of the fourth dimensiond world. Well, well! | hopethat's
not the end of the adventure, | was getting quite interested. | suppose this must be in some obscure way
the reason why those paragraphsin the Pall Mall interested me so strangely.”

He waked towards the window, pulled the blind aside and looked out. But instead of hisown
tree-shaded lawn and the wide expanse of moonlit common beyond which he expected to see, he found
himsdlf looking, asit were, through awindow from the outsde into a great, oak-panelled deeping
chamber, lighted by a huge slver lamp hanging from the middle of the painted and corniced celling.
Againg the middle of the left hand side wall, as he was|ooking into the room, stood one of the huge,



heavily-draped, four-post bedsteads in which the great ones of the earth were wont to take their rest a
couple of hundred years ago. The curtains were drawn back on both sides. In the middle of the bed lay
Count Zastrow, deathly white, with fast-closed eyes and lips, bregthing heavily astherise and fal of the
embroidered sheet and silken coverlet which lay across his chest showed. On theright hand side stood
the Countess and the two men whom he had seen before; on the other sde stood atdl, strikingly
handsome woman, whose dark imperious features seemed strangely at variance with the severely
fashioned grey dress and the plainly arranged hair which proclaimed her either anurse or an upper
servant.[Pg 197]

He saw the elder of the two men |ean over the bed and raise one of the deeper's eydids with his thumb.
The nurse took up alighted taper by the table beside her and passed it in front of the opened eye. The
man closed the eyelid, and turned and said something to the Countess and the other man. The Countess
nodded and smiled, not quite as aman likes to see awoman smile, and, with aswift glance at the
motionlessfigure on the bed, turned away and |eft the room. The nurse said something to the two men,
and asthe door closed behind her the scene changed again.

Thistime he was not looking into awindow, but out of one. He was gazing over avast expanse of forest
pierced by abroad, straight road which led for several miles, asit seemed to him, between two dark
walls of thickly-growing pines until it ended abruptly with the forest and opened out on atiny
sand-fringed inlet whose narrow mouth was guarded by two little outcrops of rock haf amileto
seaward.

A carriage drawn by four black horsesrolled rapidly along the road, siwung out on to the beach, and
stopped. Almost at the same moment a grey-painted, six-oared boat grounded on the sandy beach. A
couple of men landed from her, and as the carriage door opened, they sauted. The Count's two guests
got out and the others entered the carriage, then one of them got out again followed by the other, and
between them they carried alimp, motionless human form completely covered by agrest rug of dark
fur.[Pg 198] It was taken to the boat. All embarked, and the pinnace shot away out through the little
headlands. A mile out to seaward lay the long black shape of atorpedo destroyer. The pinnace ran
alongside and they dl went on board, two of the sailors carrying the body as before.

Professor Marmion found himsalf accompanying them. The body wastaken into alittlecabinandlaidina
berth. The rug was turned down from the face, and he recognised Prince Zastrow. A few minuteslater he
found himsdlf in the main cabin of the destroyer. The two men who had comein the carriage were Sitting
at alittle table with aman in mufti. Thisman raised his head and said something. He did not hear the
words& mdash;but, to his amazement, he recogni sed the handsome face as that of Prince Oscarovitch,
whom he had never seen before he came as his guest to the garden-party at "The Wilderness."

On the bulkhead of the cabin at the Prince's head there hung alittle block-calendar, and the exposed | eaf
showed the date, Monday, 6th June. As heread it an impul se caused him to look round at the calendar
standing upon his own mantel-shelf. It showed the date, Friday, 24th June. He turned back to the
window and saw nothing but his own lawn and the moonlit Common beyond.[Pg 199

CHAPTER XVII
M. NICOL HENDRY

Franklin Marmion sat down and began to think the Situation over. It was not an easy one, for, asit
gppeared to him, it would be very difficult, if not impossble, for Nitocris and himsdf to help inthe
elucidation of the Zastrow mystery, and the prevention of any European complicationsthat might arise



out of it, on both the higher and the lower planes of existence. Of course, it would have been perfectly
easy to do s in one sense, for now, practically nothing in human affairs was impossible of achievement to
them; but, on the other hand, it would never do to alow people on the lower plane to become aware of
their extra-human powers. Thiswas out of the question for many reasons, not the least of which wasthat
they had their livesto live under the ordinary conditions of time and space and among their
fellow-mortals, every one of whom would shun them in fear, perhaps even horror, if they knew their
secret. What, for instance, would happen to Nitocrisin her tempord state if even only Merrill cameto
know it? No,[Pg 200] the ideawas certainly beyond the possibility of consideration.

At the sametime, it was to some extent necessary that they should work on both planesif they wereto
reap the full advantage of their recently acquired powers, and out of this dilemma there appeared to be
only one way open to the Professor: he must have the assistance of othersto do on the lower planethe
work that he would, asit were, direct from the higher. The question was, who? Obvioudly it must be
some one upon whose discretion absol ute reliance could be placed. He must be highly skilled in police
work, and have areputation to enhance or lose as the result might decide. Suddenly a name occurred to
him. A short time ago hisfriend the President had been telling him the inner story of avery intricate case
which had involved a scandd of two Courts. Only the most meagre details had obvioudy been permitted
to appear in the papers, but His Lordship had told him that it had been solved and settled aimost entirely
by the skill and diplomacy of aM. Nicol Hendry, who held the little advertised but highly responsible
position of Head of the English Department of the International Police Bureau.

"That'sthe very man," he said, "the very man, and | shouldn't wonder if he's engaged on this particular
case. It'stoo late to wire, and, besides, that would look suspicious. | could telephone to Scotland Y ard,
but | don't want even the police to know | want him until I've seen him. No,[Pg 201] I'll write anote: it
will go by the early post, and no one will know whereit comesfrom.”

Just as lunch was over the next day the front door bell tingled, and presently the parlour-maid knocked,
and cameinwith acard on aslver salver:

"I have shown the gentleman into the drawing-room, sir. He saysthat he has an gppointment with you for
half-past two."

"Very well: | will be up inamoment, Annie." Then, as she closed the door, he gave Nitocristhe card,
and continued: "Our aly on the lower plane that may be. Y ou say you wouldn't care to be present and
help mewith your opinion?'

"Oh no, Dad. | don't want any oneto know that | am taking any part in thislittle adventure. But if you will
introduce him afterwards, I'll tell you what | think. Y ou know, women generdly judge other people that

way."

"Very well," laughed her father, as he turned to the door, "that will be best. If everything goesright and |
think I can work with him, | shal bring him upstairs and you can give him acup of tea If | don't, you will
know that hewon't do.”

"Good-bye, then, for the present,” she smiled, "and don't frighten the poor man, if you can helpit. | dare
say hel's only an exaggerated policeman, after dl.”

But it was avery different sort of person whom Franklin Marmion greeted in the drawing-room. M.
Nicol Hendry was adimly but strongly-built man of about forty. His high, somewhat narrow[Pg 202]
forehead was framed with close-cut, crinkly, reddish-brown hair. Under well-defined brown eyebrows
shoneapair of dert sed-grey eyesof dmost sartling brilliancy. Hisnose was atriflelong and dightly
aquiline. A carefully-trained golden-brown moustache ha f-conceded firm, thinly-cut lips, and a



closdy-trimmed, pointed beard just revealed the strength of the chin beneath. He was dressed in adark
grey frock-coat suit, and wore a pinky-red wild rose, which he had plucked on the Common, in his
button-hole. As he shook hands with him the Professor made amental note of him as an embodiment of
grength, keenness, and quiet inflexibility: a summing-up which was pretty near the truth.

"Good afternoon, M. Hendry," he said, as the hands and eyes met.

"Good afternoon, Professor,” returned the other in agentle voice, and amost perfect English. "May | ask
to what happy circumstance& mdash;at least, | hopeit isahappy one& mdash;| owe the honour of
making the acquaintance of the gentleman who has succeeded in mystifying al the mathematicians of

Europe?!

"Wdl," said Franklin Marmion with asmile, "I don't know whether there is so very much honour about
that, but | do know that your timeisvery valuable and that | have already taken up agood ded of it by
bringing you al the way out here, so | will cometo the point at once. But wait amoment. Come down
into my study. We can talk more comfortably there." When the Professor[Pg 203] had given hisguest a
cigar and lit hispipe, he said quite abruptly: "It is about the Zastrow affair.”

If he had said it was about the last Grand Ducd plot in the Peterhof, M. Hendry could not have been
inwardly more astonished. Outwardly the Professor might have mentioned the last commonplace murder.
Only hiseydidslifted alittle as hereplied:

"Ah, indeed? Wéll, redlly, Professor, you must forgive me for saying that that is about the very last matter
| should have expected you to have brought up. All the world knows you as one of its most distinguished
men of science, now, of course, more distinguished than ever; but | hardly think any one would have
expected you to interest yourself in political mysteries. | have arecollection of hearing or reading
somewhere that politics were your pet aversion.”

"Sothey are," replied Franklin Marmion, with ashort laugh. "I consider ordinary politics& mdash;juggling
with phrasesto delude the ignorance and flatter the prejudices of the mob, and bartering principlesfor
place and power& mdash;to be about the most contempitible vocation a man can descend to, but those
arelow politicsin more senses than one. Now high palitics, asapsychologica study, to an outsider area
very different matter. But | am digressing. | did not invite you hereto discusstrividitieslike these. | want
to ask you& mdash;of course, you will not answer me unless you like& mdash;whether you are
connected, professiondly or otherwise, with the Zastrow affair?'[Pg 204]

M. Hendry looked down at the toes of his perfectly-shaped boots for amoment or two. Then he raised
his head and said good-humouredly:

"Professor, | know that there is no more honourable man in the world than you, but even from you | must
ask frankly your reasons for asking that question?

"Y ou have a perfect right to do that, my dear Sir," wasthe quiet reply. "If you say 'yes,' | am anxiousto
help you: if you say 'no,’ | should like you to help me: if you don't care to answer, thereisan end of the
matter. Those are my reasons.”

It took agood deal to astonish Nicol Hendry, but he was considerably astonished now. Y et it was
impossible to have the remotest doubt of Franklin Marmion's absol ute earnestness. But why should he of
al men on earth want to unravel the Zastrow mystery? What interest save the merest curiosity could he
havein the matter? And yet he was by no means the sort of man to be merely curious. The very
strangeness of his proposition half-convinced him that there must be some other very strong reason
underlying those which he had given. Again, he wasto be perfectly trusted, so no harm could be done
trying to discover if thiswas s0, sinceif he could help he would do so loyally. So hetold him.



"Y es, Professor,” he said, looking keenly into hiseyes, "I am interested in the affaire, professondly
interested, and, | may add, very deeply interested, to boot."[Pg 205]

"I am glad to hear that," said Franklin Marmion with unexpected earnestness. "Now, the next question is:
Will you accept my assistance, whatever it may be, under my own conditions, which are these: No one
but yoursdf shal know that | am helping you, and you yoursdlf will not ask me how | help you.”

Once more apuzzle. Nicol Hendry thought for afew seconds before he replied dowly:

"Yes, Professor. Aslong asyou do help us | don't care either why or how, for, as| may now be quite
frank with you, we certainly want help of some sort very badly. The papers are quite right for once.
Neither here nor on the Continent have we found a single clue worth picking up. It ishumiliating, but it is
true”

"Then beforeyou go | hope | shdl be able to give you some that will be worth picking up, and keeping
too," said the scientist with afaint amile; "at any rate, | think | can put you upon certain lines of enquiry
which you will find it profitable to trace out.”

Nicol Hendry was an ambitious man, and he would have given agood ded to have known what was
passing in the other's mind just then, but his expression betrayed nothing more than interested
anticipation.

"We shdl be entirdly grateful to you if you will, Professor," he murmured.

"I have no doubt of that, my dear sir. Now, to begin with: | presume that there are photographs of the
persons mentioned in the newspaperq Pg 206] as being in the Castle of Trelitz with the Prince on the last
day that he was known to be there?"

"Certainly; we should scarcdy leave asimple prdiminary like that neglected,” smiled Nicol Hendry. "With
the exception of the Fraiilein Hulda von Tyssen, the Princess Lady of the Bedchamber, dl have been
photographed for publication, and hers we have got through a private source. The Chief of each of our
Departments has a copy of them, and | happen to have minein my pocket now, if you would like to see
them. The Princess, of course, you must have seen. Sheisin every photographer's window in the West

"Ohyes, | have seen her. Who has not? Sheisasingularly beautiful woman. But | should very much like
to seetheothers, if | may."

The Chef de Bureau looked at him sharply as he took asmall square morocco case out of hisinner
pocket and opened it. Going to alittle table he spread out five small unmounted photographs upon it. He
put two of them on one Sde, saying:

"Those, of course, you know; they are the Prince and Princess. Thisoneis Count Ulik von Kessner,
High Chamberlain of Boravia; this, Captain Alexis Vollmar; and thisis Fralilein von Tyssen.”

Franklin Marmion looked at them with much more than ordinary interet, for he recognised dl five as
clearly asthough he had just Ieft them in his own dining-room.[Pg 207]

"There are no suspicions attaching to any of these people, | suppose?' he said carelesdly.

"My dear Professor,” replied Nicol Hendry alittle coldly, "those who write stories about our profession
aways say that it isour invariable rule to suspect everybody, but we have alittle common-sense, and we
know the records of these ladies and gentlemen in the minutest detail from the Prince himsdlf to Fraillein
Hulda. We have not the dightest reason to suspect any of them.”



"Ah, just s0," said the other musingly; "no, of course you wouldn't have, and, unfortunately, | cannot tell
you why you should. But I'll tell you this: if you ever do find cause to suspect any of these persons, you
will find that this group is not complete. It ought to contain the photograph of Prince Oscar Oscarovitch.”

"Prince Oscar Oscarovitch!" exclaimed Nicol Hendry, staring at him thistime with wide-open eyes.
"Why on earth should you& mdash;& mdash;"

"Pardon me, my dear gir," interrupted Franklin Marmion gently, "remember that you are not supposed to
care anything about the why or the how. | have aready explained that | cannot explain.”

"A thousand pardons, Professor. | don't often forget mysealf, but | did then. Y ou took me so utterly by
urprise”

"| fancy that you will be agood deal more surprised before you have cometo the end of thisaffair,” was
the smiling but dmost exasperating reply; "but, as| implied, | can only give you[Pg 208] clues. | cannot
eventel you how | get them, and it isfor you to follow them or not as your judgment dictates. Now, here
are one or two to go on with. Try and find out whether or not there was afour-funnelled Russian
destroyer anywhere in the neighbourhood of Trelitz on the night of the 6th. Trace asclosely asyou can
the movements of Prince Oscarovitch on that and the two preceding days. Try and find out whether or
not alarge closed chariot something like a barouche, drawn by four black horses, went from anywherein
the direction of the Castle on that day. And lastly, keep avery close eye upon the Egyptian Adept, as he
cdls himsdf& mdash;his name is Phadrig Amena& mdash;who worked those dleged miracles a my
daughter's garden-party the other day. The Prince practicaly invited himsalf, and brought thisfellow with
him. If you can find out the true relationship between them | think you will have found out enough to keep
you rather busy for the present. If you do think anything of these little points and examine them, let me
know how you get on. We are going abroad for abit of aholiday, but | will send you my address every
now and then. Now, let us go back into the drawing-room, and my daughter will give us sometea.”

When Nicol Hendry left "The Wilderness' that afternoon he was about the most mystified manin
London. After he had gone, Franklin Marmion said to Nitocris:[Pg 209]

"Wall, Niti, what do you think of our gimlet-eyed friend? Will he do?'

"Yes, Dad; | like his manner, and he seemsvery clever in hisown way. Quite agentleman, too,” she
replied.

"I'm glad you think that," he added; "but what a pity it isthat we could not get the world to accept fourth
dimensiond evidence without turning the said world insde out. We could clear up thewhole affaire
Zastrow in aweek then.”

"But we shouldn't enjoy our holiday as much, I'm afraid, it would be too exciting,” concluded Nitocris.[Pg
210]

CHAPTER XVIII
MURDER BY SUGGESTION

Two dayslater the Marmions eft London for Copenhagen, whence they intended to take atrip among
the Baltic Idands, now looking their brightest and prettiest, then up along the Norwegian Fiords, just
before the tourist rush began, and finally across from Trondjem to Iceland. They were both excellent
sailors, and both didiked crowds, especially when the said crowds were pleasure-hunting. Moreover,



they had now a particular reason for being aone that they might enjoy together& mdash;they, the only
two mortals who could do so& mdash;the countless marvels of that new existence which had now
become possible for them. Where, too, could they do thisto more advantage than in the ancient
Northland, whose marvellous past would now be to them even asthe present of their own temporal
lives?

The Van Huysmans, and, of course, Lord Lester Leighton, were to remain in London until the end of the
Season. Uncle Ephraim had cabled warm congratul ations and large credits, and so Brenda, very naturaly
as anewly-engaged girl and a prospective Countess, wanted al that London and[Pg 211] Ranelagh and
Henley, Ascot and Goodwood and Cowes, could give her before her devoted lover's yacht carried them
off to the Mediterranean. Later in the autumn they were al to go over to the States to spend the winter in
Washington and New Y ork, whence they were to return to London for the wedding in May: surely as
pleasant a programme& mdash;| fear that Miss Brenda spdit it "program" & mdash;as could be desired
even by afair maiden upon whom the kindly Fates had aready showered their choicest gifts. The only
bitter drop in the family cup of content was the fact that Professor van Huysman was asfar away as ever
from the exposure of the fallacy which, as he wasimmovably convinced, those abominable
demondrations must contain.

After due consultation between Nicol Hendry and his colleagues of France, Germany, and Russia, it was
decided to follow up the clues which he had so mysterioudly received. The otherswould, of course, have
been very glad to know where and how he got them, but at the outset he had put them on their honour
not to ask, and so professiond etiquette made it impossible for them to do anything but accept his
assurance that he had received them from a source which was quite beyond reproach. Once they
accepted the Situation, they got to work with aquiet thoroughness which resulted in the spreading of an
invisible but unbreakable net round the footsteps of every one of the suspects from the great Oscarovitch
himsdlf to the humble sdller of curiosin Candler'd Pg 212] Court, and his till humbler friends Pent-Ah
and Neb-Anat, who were known to the few who knew them as Mr and Mrs Pentana, renovators, and,
possibly manufacturers, of ancient gemsand relics.

But to one pair of eyes, at least, the police-net was as plainly visible as a spider'sweb hanging in the
unlight.

Within three days Phadrig received avisit from a shabbily-dressed but well-to-do Jew trader with whom
he had done business before, who wanted to know if he could put him in the way of getting someredlly
good old Egyptian gems and jewellery to show on approval to awesalthy patron who wanted to give his
daughter a set of rare and uncommon ornaments on her wedding day. It was by thismeans, by acting as
an intermediary between those who had something to sl and those who wished to buy, that Phadrig was
supposed to make his modest living. His knowledge of Eastern antiquities was admittedly greet, though,
of course, no one knew how great, and he had often been asked why, instead of living in such a
wretched way, he did not start alittle businessfor himsdlf; to which he aways replied that he had no
capital, and that he preferred independence, however poor, to the cares and ties of regular trading.

When the Jew had stated his business, Phadrig looked at him with deegpy eyes with a strange expression
inthem which, for some reason or other, held hisvisitor'susualy shifty gazefixed, and saidinadow,
gentlevoice:[Pg 213]

"It isvery kind of you, Mr Josephus, to bring me dl these nice little commissions. They are of much
benefit to apoor student of antiquitieslike mysdlf, athough | do not liketrading in thingsthat | love. Still,
onemugt liveif onewould study. Now, | had agem sent to me the other day which | would dearly love
to possess, but, dlasl aswell might | long for the Koh-i-Noor itself. Moreover, it is aready

promised& mdash;nay, as good as sold. But what have the poor to do with such splendours saveto help



therich to buy them!"”

The Jew's prominent eyes shone with an inward light at the mention of the gem, and he said in acoaxing
voice

"My dear Phadrig, we have dways been friendsfor ever so long, and you say 1've been agood customer
to you. Might | have alook at that gem?Y ou know how fond | am of the pretty things. Have you got it
here?"

"Y es, and you shdll seeit with pleasure, my good Josephus,” replied Phadrig, well knowing the thought
that wasin hismind when he asked if he had the gem there in that shabby, unprotected room.

Hewent to the old oak secretaire, unlocked a cupboard at the side, and then adrawer within it, followed
in every motion by the gleaming eyes of the Jew, and took from it aleather parcel. He undid thisand
produced a box, about four inches long and three wide, of plain black polished wood. It looked solid,
but Phadrig made aswift motion with hisfingers, and one half of it did off the other. He held it towards
hisvigtor, and said:[Pg 214]

"What do you think of that as a specimen of ancient art, Mr Josephus?’

The Jaw looked. Theinsde of the box seemed filled with green light tinted with yellow. Out of the midst
of it began to shine adeegper green light which crystalised into the most glorious emerad that he had ever
even dreamt of. It wasfully an inch square, flawless, and of perfect colour. The yellow sheen came from
aframework of heavy, exquisitely-wrought gold. Phadrig took it out and held it before him, and the green
light seemed to radiate through the dull atmosphere of the room. The Jew stared at it with bulging eyes
and trembling under-lip, and his hands went out towards it with agesture which seemed like worship.

"God of Isradl," he gasped, "was anything so splendid ever seen before! Mr Phadrig, isit& mdash;isit
red?'

"Red?" echoed the Egyptian scornfully. "Did you ever seelight like that come out of a sham stone? Y ou
should know more about gems than that, Mr Josephus.”

"Ahyes, yes, of course. Itisglorious; it isworthy to shine on the breastplate of the High
Priest& mdash;and what apriceit must be! Isit alowed to ask the name of the great millionaire for whom
itisdestined?'

"Yes. It will in afew hours be the property of Prince Oscar Oscarovitch."”

As Phadrig spoke he hid the gem in his hand. His voice was so changed that the Jew looked up at him.
His eyes were wide open now, and glow[Pg 215]ing with afire that made them look almost dull red.
They seemed to seeright through his eyeballs and ook into his brain. Josephus started as though he had
been struck. Hetried to turn his head away, but the terrible eyesheld him. Hisfat, greasy, olive face
grew grey and dry, and his head shook from sideto side.

"What isthe matter, my dear Mr Josephus?' asked Phadrig, in dow, stern tones. " The mention of the
Prince seemsto have affected your nerves. Are you acquainted with His Highness?'

"Me?1?Why, how should | know agrest man like the noble Prince? No, no; of course | know him asa
very grand and great gentleman, but that isdl, redly dl, my dear Phadrig.”

"Yes, yes, of course," said the Egyptian, once morein his gentle voice; "would not be likely, would it?
Now, if youwould liketo look at the gem more closdaly, go and sit down there by the light and takeitin
your hand. Y ou will seethat it isengraved with hieroglyphics. They say that thisjewel was oncethe



property of Ramesesthe Great of Egypt, and was given by him to his daughter Nitocris."

Thisinformation did not interest the Jew in the dightest, since he had never heard the namesin hislife; but
the ddight and honour of holding such aglorious gem in his hand even for afew minutes was ecsasy to
him. He sat down, and held out hisfat, trembling hand greedily. With asmile of contempt Phadrig placed
thejewd init, and said:[Pg 216]

"Examineit closdy, my friend. It iswel worthit, and it may be long before you see another likeit."

"Like&mdashlike it, like this! By the beard of Father Maoses, | should think not& mdash;| should
think& mdash;| should& mdash;oh,

beautiful & mdash;glor& mdash; gl ori ous& mdash; splendi d& mdash;did& mdash; splen& mdash;oh, what a
light& mdagh;li& mdagh;light& mdash;i& mdash;oh& mdash;& mdagh;!"

Aseach of the digointed syllables came from his shaking lips he mumbled more and more, and his head
sank lower towards the pricelessthing in his palm. As he gazed, the stone grew round and bigger and
brighter, till it seemed like agreat green-blazing eye glaring into the utmost depths of hisbeing. Then the
light suddenly went out, his head fell on his breast, and as his hand sank, Phadrig caught it and took away
the jewel. Then he put the Jew back in the chair, and standing in front of him began in adow, penetrating
VOICE

"I saac Josephus, thou hast gazed upon the Horus Stone, and he who doeth that may not answer the
questions of an Adept with lies save at the price of hislife. Now answer metruly, or to-morrow morning
those of thine household shdl find thee dead in thy bed.”

Wide open the eyes of the hypnotised man stared at him, and the loose lips quivered, but these were the
only sgnsoaf life.

"Thou art not only adeder in gems and curious things: thou art so aspy of the police; isnot that
s0?'[Pg 217]

"Y$"

"Believing that | am avery poor man, yet knowing that | dedlt with objects of value, they thought meto
be one who receives such things from thieves to sell them again, since they could not. Isthat s0?

"Yan

"And, believing this, and knowing thee to have dedings with me, they bribed thee to come here as my
friend and fellow-dealer and spy upon my actions, so that they might have evidence against me and cast
meinto prison. Isthat s0?"

"Yan

"Late on thelast night but one thou didst go to the house of Nicol Hendry, who is no common catcher of
thieves, but a spy of nations whose businessiswith the great ones of the earth. Tell me: whom did thy
businesswith him concern?'

"Prince Oscarovitch and yoursdf."
"What were his orders?’

"To watch you both, especialy you, and find out when you went to him, and why you were sometimes a
poor devil in amiserable hole like this, and sometimes aswell going to swagger placeswith him.”



"How were you going to do this?'

"I know your servant or chum, Mr Pentana. I've lent him money: and Peter Petroff, the Prince's particular
servant, gambleslike alord, and he owes me and afriend of mine alot of money. We were going to
work through them.”

"It isenough; and well for you that you have] Pg 218] answered truthfully. Now tell me: do you know
how to use arevolver?'

"Never fired ashot inmy life"

Phadrig went to the secretaire and took acommon, cheap revolver, identical with thousands of others
which our criminaly careless Government alowsto be bought every day without the production of a
licence& mdash;just a hooligan's weapon, in fact& mdash;went back and put it into the Jew's hand. He
raised the hand severd times, and pointed the muzzle to the temple, keeping the forefinger on thetrigger.
At length helet go thewrigt, and said in agentle, persuading tone:

"That isthe way to handle arevolver when you are going to shoot, my dear Josephus. Now, let me seeiif
you can do it by yoursdf."

With mechanica precison the Jew's arm went up until the muzzle touched histemple. Again and again he
did the samething a Phadrig's bidding, till at length he said rather more peremptorily:

"Now pull thetrigger!”

The finger tightened and the hammer clicked. Five times more was the operation repested, and then
Phadrig gently took the revolver and laid the hand down. He went to the secretaire and |loaded the six
chambers, cocked the weapon and put it into the right hand side-pocket of the lounge jacket which
Josephus was wearing, and said deliberatdly:

"Now remember, my dear Josephus. you will go straight back to your officein Waterloo Road[Pg 219]
and let yoursdlf in with your key. In your private room you will see aman who wantsto rob you of some
vauable papers. Y ou will beruined if he gets them, so you must take your pistol out of your pocket and
shoot him. Do you quite understand me?'

"Yes; | amto shoot him."

"That isright. Now, if you do not go he will have them before you get there. Get up and we will say
good-night. Y ou must not put your hand in your pocket until you see the man who wantsto rob you.
Good-night. Thereisyour hat."

"Good-night!”

Mr Isaac Josephus put on his hat and walked away to his death with the motions of amechanica doll.[Pg
220]

CHAPTER XIX
THE HORUS STONE

An hour later Phadrig, the poor curio dealer, had disappeared, and Mr Phadrig Amena, the
wonder-working Adept, clad in evening clothes and alight overcoat, dighted from ahansom at the great



entrance to the Royal Court Mansions. The huge, gorgeously uniformed guardian of the Gilded Gates
was sduting at hiselbow in aningant, for afriend of Princesisavery great man in the eyes of even such
dignitariesashe.

"The Prince expectsyou, Sir," he said, loud enough to make the title heard by those who were standing
by. "Will you be good enough to walk in? 1 will discharge the cab.”

He stood aside with abow and another saute, and Phadrig walked lightly up the broad steps. Peter
Petroff opened the door of theflat, bowing low, and conducted him to his master's sanctum. Evidently he
was expected, for the coffee gpparatus stood ready on the Moorish table beside the cosy chair which he
was wont to occupy. The Prince, who was standing on awhite bear's skin by the mantel, motioned him

toit, saying:

"Ah, Phadrig, my friend, punctua, of course; and equally, of course, you have something im[Pg
221]portant to impart. Y our wire just caught mein timeto put off an engagement which, happily, isof no
great consequence. Therésthe coffee, and you'l find the cigars you like in the second drawer. Now,
what isthe news?"

His guest filled acup of coffee and took acigar and lit it before he replied. Then, turning to the Prince, he
sadinhisusud dow, even tone:

"Highness, | regret to say that my newsis both urgent and bad.”

"It would naturdly be urgent,” said the Prince, turning quickly towards him, "but bad | hardly expected.
Weéll, al news cannot be good. What isit?"

"| fear that my warning was even more urgent than | thought it mysalf& mdash;I mean, in point of time.
Y our Highnessis aready being watched."

"What! A Prince of the Empire, the man whom they cal the Modern Skobeleff, an intimate of Nicholas!
What should | be watched for?" exclaimed the Prince, hdf angry and haf astonished. "Thethingis
ridiculous, another of your dreamd”

"Ridiculousit may be, Highness" replied Phadrig, quite unruffled, "but it is no dream; and, moreover, the
eyes which are watching you are keen ones& mdash;and they are everywhere. Y ou are under the
survelllance of the Internationd Police.”

These were not words which even a Prince of the Holy Russian Empire cared to hear. Oscarovitch was
dlent for afew moments, for the earnest{Pg 222]ness, and yet the calmness, with which they were
spoken made it impossible for him to doubt them. As he had asked, what could such aman as he be
watched for by this thousand-eyed organisation of which he himsalf was one of the supreme Directors? It
was impossible that these people could suspect his great scheme of treachery and self-aggrandisement.
That was known to only three personsin the world& mdash;himself, Phadrig, and the Princess Hermig;
and the Princess, the woman who had willingly sacrificed her brilliant young husband to her guilty love
and her boundless ambition& mdash;no, she could be no traitress. It must be something else: and yet
what?

Hetook two or three rapid turns up and down the room, chewing and puffing a hiscigar, until he
stopped before Phadrig, and said quietly, but with angry eyes:

"Very wel, wewill grant that | am watched by the Internationa. Tell me how you cameto know it."

The Egyptian took afew sips of his coffee, and then related amost word for word hisinterview with



Josephus. He ended by saying:

"Y our Highness may believe or not now asyou please, but | presume you will when you read in your
paper to-morrow morning of the suicide of a respectable Hebrew merchant named Isaac Josephus at the
addresswhich | have mentioned.”

Oscarovitch had pretty strong nerves, and he was well accustomed to regard any kind of crime asaquite
proper means of furthering political[Pg 223] ends. but there was something in this man's utter soullessness
and theweird horror of the crime which he had just accomplished& mdash;for by thistime hisvictim
would be aready lying self-dain on the floor of hisown spider'slair& mdash;that chilled him,
cold-blooded as he was. He looked a him lounging in his chair and camly puffing the smoke from his
haf-smiling lips as though he hadn't athought beyond thelittle blue rings that he was making.

"That was adevilish thing to do, Phadrig!" he said, alittle above awhisper.

"Devilish, possbly, Highness, but necessary, of acertainty,” wasthe quiet reply. ™Y ou will agree with me
that Nicol Hendry is a dangerous antagonist even for you, and as for me& mdash;no doubt he thinks that
he can crush me under hisfoot whenever he choosesto put it down. | should like to know hisfedlings as
he reads of his spy's suicide when he had only just got to work.”

"It will certainly be somewhat of a shock to him and his colleagues, and for that reason | aminclined, on
second thoughts, to agree that it was necessary, and ghastly, as| confess; it seemsto me, | think, that
you took the best meansto give them a salutary warning. After al, thelife of an individua, and that
individua a Jew, does not count for much when the fate of empiresis at stake. What puzzles meishow
these fellows came to suspect me, and what do they suspect me of. | suppose you have no ideaon the
subject, have you?'[Pg 224]

Helooked at him keenly as he spoke, but he might as well have looked at the face of agraven image.
Then, like aflash of ingpiration, the Zastrow affair legpt into hismind. Had his connection with that, by
any extraordinary chance, come to the knowledge of the Internationa ? The thought was distinctly
disquieting. Phadrig had helped in thiswith his strange arts. He would discuss this phase of the matter
with him afterwards.

Phadrig replied, returning hisglance:

"Highness, | have only one explanation to offer, and that you have aready refused. Were| to speak of
any other it would only be vain invention.”

"Y ou mean about Professor Marmion and his mathematica miracles?' said the Prince somewhat unessily.

"l do," replied the Egyptian firmly. "I say now what | thought when | saw him work them. | did not
believe that any man could have done what he did unless he had attained to what we styled in the ancient
days the Perfect Knowledge, or, asthey term it to-day, passed the border between the states of three
and four dimensions. If Professor Marmion has achieved that triumph of virtue and

intelligence& mdash;and in the days that | can remember there were more than one of the adepts who had
done so& mdash;then Y our Highnesss Imperid designs must be aswell known to him asto yoursdlf: nay,
better, for, while you can see only a part, the beginning and alittle way beyond,[Pg 225] he can seethe
whole, even to the end; for in that state, as we were taught, past, present, and future are one. Now, only
three persons know of the project, and treason among them is not within the limits of reason, wherefore |
would again ask Y our Highnessto believe that such information asthe Internationa may have has been
given them directly or indirectly by Professor Marmion.”

"But," said the Prince, who was now evidently wavering in his scepticism, sSnce Phadrig's explanation of



the mystery really seemed to be the only feasible one, impossible asit looked to him, "granted dl you say,
what possible interest could Professor Marmion, whether he'sliving in thisworld or the one of four
dimensions, havein interfering in such aproject, evenif he did know al about it, especidly asevery
educated Englishman admitsthat the Sate of affairsin Russacould hardly beworsethan it is? | cannot
see what concelvable interest he can have in the matter.”

"But, Highness, hisinterest may be a private and not a public one."
"What do you mean by that, Phadrig?' asked the Prince sharply.

"As| havesad,” replied the Egyptian dowly, "it may be that his daughter, who was once the Queen, has
a s attained to the Knowledge. In that case the love which Y our Highness so suddenly conceived for her
would instantly bring you within the sphere of hisand her influence and power. Now, she, as Nitocris
Marmion, the mortd, i§Pg 226] betrothed to the English officer, Merrill. Sheloves him, and therefore,
sinceyou are great and powerful in the earth-life, your ruin, or even your death, might seem necessary to
remove you from her path.”

Oscarovitch shivered in spite of dl his courage and self-control. Theideaof fearing anything human had
never occurred to him after hisfirg battle; but this, if true, was avery different matter. To be threatened
with ruin or death by a power which he could not even see, to contend against enemies who could read
his very thoughts, and even be present in aroom with him without his knowing it& mdash;as Phadrig had
assured him more than once that they could be& mdash;was totally beyond the power of the bravest or
strongest of men. No, it wasimpossible: he could not, would not, believe that, such athing could be. His
invincible materialism came suddenly to hisaid, and saved him from the reproach of fear in hisown eyes.

"No, Phadrig," he said, with agesture of impatience, "that is not to be credited. To you it may seema
redity: to meit can never be anything more than a phantasy of intellect run mad onasingle

point& mdash;which, | need hardly remind you, isaby no means uncommon failing of the greatest of
minds. Another reason has just occurred to me which would need no such fantastic explanation.”

"And that, Highness?' queried Phadrig, looking up with an amost imperceptible shrug of his shoulders.

"The Zagtrow affair. Unlikely asit seems[Pg 227] it is not impossible that there has been treason there. |
have many enemiesin both Russaand Germany, and it iswell known that Zastrow and | wererivas
once. Yes, that isit: it must be so, and therefore we must prepare to fight the International; and with such
weapons as you are able to use there is not much reason why we should fear them.”

He dismissed the subject with an imperious wave of hishand, and continued in an atered tone:

"And now, apropos of your weagpons. Tell me something about thiswonderful gem with which you
hypnotised the Jew."

"I will not only tell you about it, Highness, | will show it to you, if you desireto seeit,” replied Phadrig,
who now fully recognised the hopel essness of overcoming the blind materialism which was, of course,
inevitable to the life-condition in which the Prince had his present being.

"What! you have brought it with you! Excellent! Now | think we shall be ableto talk on pleasanter
subjects than congpiracies and such phantasms as the Fourth Dimension!™ exclaimed Oscarovitch, who,
likedl Russans, was amost passonately fond of gems. "Fancy asking aRussian if he desiresto see such
athing asthat!"

"Y our Excedlency must be careful not to look at it too long or closely,” said Phadrig, putting hishand
down insde hiswaistcoat and drawing out awash-leather bag. "As| have told you, it possesses certain



quditieswhich are not to be trifled with. Y ou are, of course, aware that[Pg 228] many Eastern gems are
credited with hypnotic powers. This one undoubtedly hasthem.”

As he spoke he drew out the emerad, and held it by the clasp under a cluster of eectric lights.

"What aglorious gem!" exclaimed the Prince, sarting forward to look at it more closdy. "Thereis nothing
to compare with it even among the Imperid jewels of Russa.”

"Have acare, Highness," said the Egyptian, raising hisleft hand, "unlessyou wish to fal under its
influence. Once it seized your gaze you could not withdraw it without the permission of its possessor, and
meanwhile he would have complete mastery of you. | am your faithful servant, and therefore | warn you."

Wastherejust the faintest suspicion of asneer in hisvoice as he said this? If there was, Oscarovitch did
not noticeit. He was aready too much under the charm of the Horus Stone. Phadrig suddenly put his
hand over the gem and went on. "The story of thisjewel, Highness, isthat many ages ago, before the
beginning of the First Dynasty, alittle raft of astrange wood, as white asivory and shaped like a
river-lily, camefloating down the Nile at full flood-time and drifted to the shorein front of the house of a
wise and holy man who was reputed to hold perpetual communion with the gods. On theraft wasa
cradle of white wicker-work lined with down, upon which lay aman-child of such exquisite beauty that
he could scarce have been born of mortal parents. His body was bare, but[ Pg 229] round his neck wasa
glistening chain of marvelloudy wrought gold, fastened to which wasthisgem lying on hisbreast. This
was doubtless the origin of the Hebrew fable of the finding of Mases, who, as all scholars know, was not
aHebrew, but an Egyptian priest in the House of Ra.

"The holy man took him into his home, burying the chain and gem, lest it might bring temptation to those
who saw them; and as the boy grew to manhood he taught him al hislore, until he, too, was wise enough
to be admitted into the communion of the gods, which afterwards was called by the adepts the Perfect
Knowledge. On the gem are engraved the three symbols by which the Trinity& mdash;Osiris, 1S, and
Horus, Father: Mother, and Child, the antetype of Humanity& mdash;became known and worshipped.
The holy man divined that the boy was the incarnation of Horus sent thus to earth to teach men the way
of knowledge, which isthe only righteousness, since those who know al cannot sin. Where his house
stood was built the first Temple of the Divine Trinity, and of this Horus became High Priest. He crowned
the King in the land, and hung this gem round his neck asthe symbol of hiskingship and the gpprova of
the gods.

"From thefirg king it was handed down from monarch to monarch through dl the changes of dynasties,
until it hung from theroya chain of the great Rameses; and by him it was given to his daughter Nitocris,
thereby making her Queen of Egypt after him; and she wore it on that fatal[Pg 230] night of the
death-bridd when, rather than wed with you, who were then Menkau-Ra, Lord of War, she flooded the
banqueting hal of Pepi and drowned herself and al her guests& mdash;which, Highness, isan omen that it
werewd | for you not to forget should you persist in your pursuit of the daughter of Professor Marmion.”

Oscarovitch was aman of vivid imagination, asdl great soldiers and statesmen must be, and so the story
of the Horus Stone apped ed strongly to him; but what interested him perhaps even more wasthe
gpectacle of this man, who had just been guilty of apeculiarly ghastly form of murder, stting thereand
telling with smple e oquence and evident reverence the sacred Myth out of which what was perhaps the
most ancient religion in the world had evolved. He heard him with asilence of both interest and respect
until hislast sentence. Then he got up and stretched hisarms out and said with alaugh:

"Omen, Phadrig! Y our tale of the sone hasinterested me deeply, but | believe no more in the omen than
| dointhestory. Ay, and evenif | did, | would dare dl the omensthat wizards ever invented for their
own profit in trying to make Nitocris Marmion what | want her to be, and what she shall be unlesssheis



the cause of my firgt faillure to achieve what | had set my heart upon. But you have not finished your
story. Tell me now how the stone came into your possession, seeing that it was swept out into the Nile
hanging on the breast of the Royal Nitocris."[Pg 231]

"The next season of Flood, so the records ran, Highness, the skeleton of awoman was washed up to the
foot of the river sairs of the House of Ptah, and the stone and chain were found among the weeds which
filled the cavity of the chest. They were taken with al reverence to the High Priest, who bore them to the
Pharaoh, and, amidst great rejoicing, hung them round his neck. Then from Pharaoh to Pharaoh it came
down through the centuries until it fell into the possession of her who wrought the ruin of the Ancient
Land. She gave the stone to her lover, and from his body it was taken by a priest of the Ancient Faith
who once was Anemen-Ha, and is now Phadrig Amena, the degenerate worker of mean marvelswhich
the ignorant of these dayswould cal miracles did they not take them for conjuring tricks.

"Since then it remained hidden, seen only by the successors of him who rescued it from the plunderers of
the body of Antony, until, seemingly in theway of trade, yet doubtless for some deep reason which is not
reveaded to me, it came back into my hands again. Such so far, Highness, isthe end of the story of the
Stone of Horus."

"And doubtless more yet remainsto be written or told,” said the Prince serioudy, for he wasredly
impressed in spite of his scepticism. Then, after alittle pause, he continued: *Phadrig, you have said that
the stone is dangerousto any but its possessor. | wish to possessit. Name your price, and, to half my
fortune, you shdl haveit.”

"The stone, Highness" replied the Egyptian,[Pg 232] with the shadow of asmileflickering across hislips,
"never has been, and never can be, sold for money, so | could not sl it, even if money had value for me,
which it has not. Thereisonly one pricefor it."

"And whét isthat?'

"A human life& mdash;perchance many lives& mdash;but al to be paid in succession by him or her who
buysit, unless he or she shall atain to the Perfect Knowledge."

"Giveit to me, then!" exclamed Oscarovitch, holding out hishand. "Thelife | havel will gladly pay for it
inthe hope of laying it on the breast of the living Nitocris. As| do not believein any others, | will throw
themin. Giveittome"

"It isaperilous possession, Highness, for one who has not even attained to the Greater Knowledge, as|
have. Let mewarn you to think again, for once you take it from me the price must be paid to the
uttermost pang of the doom that it may bring withiit.”

"| care nothing about your knowledges, Phadrig,” laughed the Prince, dill holding out hishand. "It is
enough for meto know that it isthe most glorious gem on earth, and that it shal help meto win the
divinest woman on earth. So, once more, giveit to me!”

"Takeit, then, Highness" said the Egyptian, with aring of solemnity in hisvoice. "Take, and withiit dl that
the High Gods may havein sore for you!"

He dropped the more than priceless gem into[ Pg 233] his hand with aslittle reluctance as he would have
given him abrasstrinket. Then he turned away to take another cigar, leaving Oscarovitch gazing in silent
ecdasy a, as he thought, his easily-come-by treasure. Then the Prince went to alarge panel picture fixed
to thewall on theleft-hand side of thefireplace, touched it with hisfinger, and it swung aside, disclosing
the door of asmall safe built into the wal. He unlocked this, placed the stonein an inner drawer, closed
the safe, and put the picture back in its place.



When he sat down again, he said:

"My good friend, | know that it is usdessfor meto thank you, for even if you wanted thanks | could not
do judtice to the occasion, asthey say in speeches. but | want to ask you just one more question, and
then | won't keep you any longer from that ddlightful Oriental Club of yourswhich | supposeyou are
bound to. Now that | have got the stone | am, as you may well believe, more than anxiousto find the
lady to whom it shall belong& mdash;again, as | suppose you would say. To my great disgust, the
Professor and his daughter have disappeared from the sphere of London society for aholiday a deux,
and have, gpparently with intent, left al their friendsin ignorance of their destination. Have you any idea
of it?1 know that that Coptic woman whom you employ has been ordered to keep a sharp watch on the
movements of Miss Nitocris"

"Yes, Highness," replied Phadrig, "and she has obeyed her orders. The day before they |eft she[Pg 234]
waylaid that pretty maid of Miss Marmion's on the Common, and told her fortune. Of course, shetalked
the usud jargon about lovers and |etters and going on ajourney, and the maid quite innocently let out that
she was going with her master and mistress by steamer to Denmark and up the coast of Norway, and
then over to Iceland by the passenger steamers, and that she did not like theidea at al, because she
knew that she would be very seasick.”

"Excdlent! the very thing!" exclaimed the Prince. "It couldn't be better if | had arranged it mysdlf. My
yacht isdown in the Solent waiting for Cowes Week. I'll be afloat to-morrow. Give that woman a
ten-pound note from mewith my blessing. Now, | shall leave everything eseto you. Do what you think
fit with regard to our friends of the Internationd. Kill as many of their spies asyou can with safety, and
make the chiefs believe that they are fighting the Devil himself. And now, good-night.”

When Peter Petroff brought him the papers the next morning, the Prince took up the Telegraph, and
turned to the page devoted to the minor events of the previous day. His eye was dmost immediately
caught by aparagraph headed:

"SUICIDE IN THE WATERLOO ROAD

"Shortly after seven last evening the passers-by on the eastern side of this thoroughfare were startled by
hearing the report of afirearm,[Pg 235] apparently coming from the office of Mr Isaac Josephus at 138a.
Congtable 206 Q., who was on point-duty near the spot, had seen Mr Josephus enter the office with his
key only afew minutes before, walking in arather curiousway, and staring straight before him. Asthe
door was locked, the officer thought it his duty to forceit. The door of the inner office was also locked,
and when this was opened, the unfortunate man was found lying across the desk with abullet wound in
histemple. Hisright hand till clutched a chegp revolver which was|oaded in five chambers. There
appears at present to have been no reason for the rash act. Mr Josephus was a broker deding chiefly in
curios and antique jewelery. Although not in alarge way of business, his affairs are understood to have
been in a prosperous condition. What makes the tragedy al the more strange isthe fact that suicideis
amost unknown among persons of the Jewish faith.”

Oscarovitch fet alittle shiver run down his back as he read the commonplace lines. The man who had
done this had been in thisroom with him afew hours before, and one of the means of murder was now in
his safe. It would have been just as easy for Phadrig to have caused him to look upon the fatal gem, left a
bottle of poison with him, and told him to take it as medicine on going to bed. The only difference would
have been that there would have been avery much greater sensation in the papers.

Nicol Hendry was reading the paragraph about the same time. His eyes contracted, and he stroked his
beard with dow motions of his hand.[Pg 236] The hand was steady, but even his nerves quivered alittle.
He divined ingtantly how the suicide-murder had been brought about, and this very fact, coupled with the



absoluteimpossibility of proving anything, made the affair dl the more disquieting.

"So that isthe sort of thing we've got to fight, isit? 1 don't likeit. Still, it goesfar to prove that the
Professor was perfectly right when he told me to keep a sharp eye on Mr Phadrig Amena."[Pg 237]

CHAPTER XX
THROUGH THE CENTURIES

Asthey discovered that the seajourney to Copenhagen would be somewhat tedious and uninteresting,
and that the steamers were not exactly palatia, Nitocris and her father decided at the last minute to cross
to Ostend, spend aday there and go on to Cologne, put in acouple of days more among its venerable
and odorous purlieus, and two more at Hamburg, so that, while the present-day inhabitants were adeep,
they might, as Nitocris somewnheat flippantly put it, take atrip back through the centuries, and watch the
great city grow from the little wooden village of the Ubii and the Roman colony of Agrippinainto the
Hanse Town of the thirteenth century: watch the laying of thefirst sone of the mighty Dom, the up-risng
of the gloriousfabric, and the crowning of the last tower in 1880.

During the journey from Hamburg to Copenhagen, Nitocris, reclining comfortably in acorner of their
compartment in the long, easily-moving car, entertained hersalf with areview of these extraordinary
experiences from the point of view of her tempord life, and found them not only[Pg 238] extraordinary,
but also very curious. She had aready learnt that the connecting link between the two existences, when
once the border had been passed, was Will: but Will of afar more intense and exalted character than that
which was necessary as an incentive to action on the lower plane. There was naturally something that
seemed extra-human in the mysterious force which was capable of bidding the present-day world vanish
like ashadow into either the future or the pagt, its solid-seeming substance melt away like "the airy fabric
of avison," and summon in an instant, too brief to be measured, the past from the grave whereiit lay
buried beneath the dust of uncounted ages, or the future from the womb of unborn things.

But to her, at least a firdt, the strangest part of the new revelation wasthis: When her will had carried her
across the confines of thetri-dimensiona world, and she saw the centuries marshaled and motionless
before her, shefdt not the dightest sense of wonder or awe. She was ssimply abeing apart, moving along
their ranks and passing them in review, hersalf unseen and unknown save by that other being who, in this
state, was no longer her father or even her friend, but merely a companion endowed with power and
intelligence equa to her own. Her human hopes and fears and loves and passions had, asit were, been
left behind. The men and things she saw were absolutely redl to her, asthey had been to the men of other
days, or[Pg 239] would bein daysto come; but she hersaf was a pure Intelligence which saw and acted
and thought with perfect clearness, but with absolutely no feding save that of intellectud interest.

She saw armies meet in the shock of battle without athrill of fear or horror; towns and citiesroared up to
the unheeding heavensin flame and smoke, and left her stlanding unmoved amidst their ruins; she heard
the screams of agony that rang through the torture chambers without a quiver, and watched the long, pae
lines of the martyrsto what in the earth-life was called Religion pass to the stake without aquiver of pity
or athrill of disgust. She stood face to face with the great ones of the earth who have graven their names
deep upon the tablets of Time without reverence or admiration; and she witnessed the most heroic deeds
and the most atrocious crimes with neither respect for the one nor hatred for the other.

Human history wasin her eyes merely alogical sequence of necessary events, neither good nor bad in
themselves, but only as they were viewed from this standpoint or that, by the oppressor or the
oppressed, the dayer or the dain, the robber or the robbed, the governor or the governed. Shelearned



that human emotion is merely amatter of time and space. One century does not fedl the loves and hates
of another, and the sorrows of Here have no real sympathy with the sufferings of There. Beyond the
Border al these were merdly matters of intenseintellectud interest.[Pg 240]

But when she returned to the tempora life the memory of them was marvellous and terrible. Her heart
throbbed with pity and burned with righteous anger. Horror seemed to take hold of her soul and shake it
with earthquake shudders when she thought that what she had seen but afew time-moments ago had
really cometo pass; and she longed for the power to show al thisto the men and women of her own
passing day, and bid them have done with the poor, shadowy images of themsalves, which, had they
redlly been gods, would have made of human life something better and happier and nobler than the
ghastly tragedy which, as she had seen with her own eyes, it had been. But she knew that such a power
was not hers. She, like her father, had, through the toil and strife and stress of many lives of mingled good
and evil, knowledge and ignorance, won her way to the Perfect Knowledge; and so she knew that al
these poor kings and daves, conquerors and conquered, torturers and tortured, were al doing the same
thing, were al groping their way through the shadows and the night towards the dawn and the light,
through the hell of ignorance to the heaven of knowledge.

And now, too, since the Wisdom of the Ageswas hers, she saw that over all the vast, weltering swarm of
sruggling immortals, hung the inevitable decree of slent, impersond degtiny. "Asyelive, so shdl yedig;
asyeend, so shall ye begin again& mdash;in knowledge or ignorance, in good[Pg 241] or evil, life after
life, death after desth, world without end.”

It was clear to her now why "some are born to honour and some to dishonour”: some to happiness and
someto misery, each in hisor her degree; why theliver of agood life was happy, no matter what his
placein the earth-life might be: and why the evil liver, no matter how high he might stand in hisown or
others sight, carried the canker of past misdeedsin his heart. Standing, as she now did, in the midway of
the present, looking with single gaze on past and future, she saw at once the honest striver after good in
his yesterday-liferise to hisreward in the life of to-day, and the dishonest rich and powerful sitting in the
high places of to-day cast down into the gutterways of to-morrow. Life had ceased to be ariddle to her
now.

What with their hdts at Ostend, Cologne, and Hamburg, the thirty-three-hour journey lengthened itself
out very pleasantly into aweek; and so, when the famous city on the Sound was reached, they were as
fresh and unfatigued as they were on the morning that they left "The Wilderness." Of course, they put up
at the Hotel dAngleterre, and here they enjoyed themsalves quietly for four days, for of al European
capitals, Copenhagen is one of the pleasantest in which to idle afew fine summer days away.

On the evening of the fourth day they were just Sitting down to their table by one of thel Pg 242] windows
overlooking the Oestergade when Nitocris happened to look up towards the door through which the
dinersweretrickling in anirregular stream of well-dressed men and women. For amoment her eyes
became fixed. Then she bent her head over the table, and said:

"Dad, thereis Prince Oscarovitch. | wonder what he is doing here? Heis adone: please go and ask himto
joinus. | will tell you why afterwards."

They exchanged glances, and the Professor got up and went towards the door, while his daughter got
through a considerable amount of hard thinking in avery short time. Shewas, of course, perfectly
conversant with hissharein the Zastrow affair, so far as her father had yet gone with it; but she
determined that when Copenhagen had gone to deep that night they would crossthe Border and pay a
vigt to the Castle of Trelitz a thetime of the tragedy, and follow it out asfar asit had gone.

It has aready been shown that on her first meeting with the Prince she conceived an averson from him



which was then inexplicable save by the ordinary theory of naturd antipathy: but now she knew that she
had been Nitocris, Queen of Egypt, when he was Menkau-Ra, the Lord of War, who would have forced
her to wed him by the might and terror of the sword, and thewill of ablind and blood-intoxicated
populace. She had hated him then even to death, and now she hated him il in life; wherefore shel Py
243] desired to make his closer acquaintance on the earth-plane on which they had met once more after

many lives.

As he had been in those far-off days, so he was now, a splendid specimen of aristocratic humanity. Many
eyes had followed her as she had walked to her table, but there were more people in the room now, and

asthe Prince walked towards her beside the famous Professor who had puzzled all the mathematicians of
Europe, the whole crowd of guests was looking at nothing but these three.

"Thisisindeed good fortune, Miss Marmion, and as good asit is unexpected& mdash;which, perhaps
makesit al the better! Who would have thought of finding you in Copenhagen?' he said, as he bowed
low over her hand.

"If thereisany reason a al for it, Prince, it isthat my father and | awayslike to take our holidays at
irregular times and in unexpected places: by which, | mean places where we do not expect to meet al our
acquaintances,” she replied, as she sat down. "1 think we manage to bore each other quite enoughin
London, and we like each other al the better when we meet again.”

"Is not that rather an ungracious speech, Niti, seeing that one of the said acquaintances has only just
chanced to join us?' said the Professor mildly.

"Y ou mean asregardsthe Prince?" shelaughed. "Certainly not. HisHighnessishardly an
acquaintance& mdash;yet. Y ou know we have only[Pg 244] had the pleasure of meeting him once: and
then, of course, | said all our acquaintances. There might be exceptions.”

These words, spoken with a quite indescribable charm, were, as he thought, quite the sweetest that
Oscarovitch had heard for many aday. It had been perfectly easy for aman with hisofficia influenceto
trace by telegraph every movement that the Marmions had made after he had guessed that they would
travel by either Caais or Ostend. He had wired for hisyacht, the Grashna, to meet him at Dover, run
across to Ostend, found that they had |eft there for Cologne with through tickets for Copenhagen, again
guessed rightly that they would spend afew days there and in Hamburg, and then steam away for the
Sound.

The farther north he travelled, the farther he left Phadrig and his phantasies behind, and the nearer he
cameto the bdlief that, if he had only afair chance and thefield to himsdlf, as he intended to have, he
would not find very much difficulty in convincing Nitocris that there was no comparison at al between the
humble nava officer she had left behind to do hiswork on hisdirty little destroyer, and the millionaire
Prince who could give her one of the noblest namesin Europe and everything that the heart of woman
could desire. And now these sweetly-spoken words and the glance which accompanied them, her
undisguised pleasure at the chance meeting, and her father's very evident gpprova[Pg 245] of his
presence, quickly but finally convinced him that he had come to a perfectly just conclusion.

Of course, there was the memory of another woman, only alittle lessfair than Nitocris, who had shut
hersdf up yonder in the gloomy Castle of Trdlitz, acting the farce of her officia sorrow for love of him,
and pining for the time when the finding of her betrayed husband's corpse should leave her free, after a
decent interva of mock-mourning, to join her lot with his: but what did that matter? Wasit not as easy to
get rid of awoman asaman? Was not the fatal beauty of the Horus Stone at his command now that he
was its possessor for good or evil? A well-arranged suicide might easily be taken by theworld asthe
excusable, if deplorable, result of her mysterious bereavement.



The conversation during dinner naturaly turned on ways and means of travelling, and, when the Professor
had sketched out their plans, Oscarovitch said with an admirably smulated deference:

"My dear gr, | most sincerely hope that you and Miss Marmion will not think that | am presuming onan
acquaintance which, if only anew one now, may perhaps one day be older, if | venture to suggest
another way of making your tour. | am an old voyager in these waters, and | can assure you that the
steamers, though vastly improved, have not quite reached the standard of the Atlantic liner.”

"Oh, but you know, Prince, we didn't expect it," interrupted Nitocris. "Neither my father nor 1[Pg 246]
have the dightest objection to roughing it alittle. In fact, that is haf the fun of wandering.”

"And dow travelling between stated points, not dways of the greatest or any interest, together with the
enforced company of a promiscuous crowd of tourists and commercid travellers, who, by theway, are
mostly German, and therefore of nature and necessity disagreeable, would about make up the other half,”
said Oscarovitch, leaning back in his chair with alow laugh. "No, no, my dear MissMarmion, | am afraid
you would not find that the reality quite squared with the anticipation. Now, may | risk the suspicion of
presumption and offer an dternative propogtion?”

"Why not?" said Nitocriswith asmile, and aglance which dazzled him. "I'm sureit is very kind of you to
take so much interest in our poor little attempt to get away for awhile from the madding crowd who are
doing the round of the same stale, weary pleasures that they try so hard to enjoy year after year, and then
come back o tired, after al.”

"Then," hereplied, looking at them dternately, "as | have your permission, | would suggest that, instead
of rushing from fixed point to fixed point in crowded steamers and the shackles of Company or
Government regulations, you should take possession of afairly comfortable steam yacht of alittle over a
thousand tonswhich will be entirdly a your digposa, and will run you from anywhere to anywhere you
choose at any speed you like, from five to thirty-five knots an[ Pg 247] hour, with properly trained
servants to attend to you, and, as the advertisements say, ‘every possible comfort and convenience.™

"Which, of course, means that you have got your yacht here, and are so very kind asto ask usto
become your guestsfor atime," said the Professor, with asuspicion of stiffness. "It is more than generous
of you, Prince, but really& mdash;& mdash;"

"But redly, my dear gir,” Oscarovitch interrupted, with a gesture of deprecation, "1 can assure you that,
so far as| am concerned, thereis no kindness, to say nothing of generosity. It is pure safishness. Thisis
my position. | have managed to escape for atime from thetoils of officiad work and worry, and the
amost equdly irksome bonds of that form of pena servitude which iscaled Society. Likeyou, | have
fled oversess, but, unlike you, | have no company but my own, and | have had a great ded too much of
that aready, though | have only been three days and nights at sea. | have no plans, | have got nothing to
do and nowhereto go; and 0, if you and Miss Marmion would take pity on my londliness dl the
generosity would be on your side. Of course, | cannot presume to ask you to change your plansal at
once, but if you will deep on my proposition and come and lunch with me to-morrow on board the
Grashna and take arun up the Sound, say, to Elsinore, you may be able to come to adecison.”

It was alovely night, and so they took their coffee and liqueurs, and the two men their smokeqPg 248]
on the bal cony overlooking the Oestergade, which might be called the Rue de la Paix of Copenhagen,
and watched the well-dressed crowds sauntering to and fro past the brilliantly lighted shops; and
Nitocris, who seemed to her father to bein singularly high spirits, sent the conversation rippling over al
manner of subjects with the exception of palitics and the Fourth Dimension. Oscarovitch was becoming
more and more fascinated as the light-winged minutes sped by, and he took but little painsto concedl the
fact. Nitocris, of course, saw this, and smulated adelightful unconsciousness. The Professor was, for the



time being, completely mystified. He knew that his daughter hated the Prince with athorough cordidlity,
and yet he had never seen her make hersdf so entirely charming to any man, not even excepting Merrill
himsdlf, as she was to this man, her enemy of the Ages. He could have solved the problem instantly by
crossing the Border, but then the sudden vanishing of afamous scientist from the midst of the brilliant
company on the balcony would have set dl the newspapersin Europe chattering, with consequences
which would have been the reverse of pleasant both to his daughter and himself.

However, he had not long to wait, for Nitocris soon rose, saying that she must go to Jenny, her maid, to
see about packing arrangements for to-morrow; and the Prince, after another cigarette and liqueur, took
his leave and went on board the yacht to give ordersfor her to be put into[ Pg 249] her best trim, and
then to have aluxurious haf-hour with the Horus Stone, and indulge in fond imaginings as to how it would
look hanging from a chain of diamonds on the white breast of Miss Nitocris.

When the Professor went to his own sitting-room he found his daughter waiting to say good-night.

"Niti," he said, as he closed the door, "I don't want to seem inquisitive, but, frankly, | was astounded at
the gracious way in which you treated that scoundrel Oscarovitch.”

"Dad," shereplied, with gpparent irrdlevance, "do you bdieve in the forgiveness of Sns?'

"Of course not! How could any one who holds the Doctrine do that? We know that every mora debit
must be worked off and turned into a credit by the sinner, however many lives of suffering it takesto do
it. Why do you ask?'

"So that you might answer asyou have done!" she said, with alittle laugh. "Now this Oscarovitch has
snned grievoudy, not only in thislife but in many others, and | am going to see that he works off at least
some of hisdebit asyou put it somewhat commercialy. Heloved mein the old daysin Memphis, and he
lovesme dtill in the same bruta, animal way. | know that if he cannot get me by fair means he will try to
take me by force& mdash;and | an goingto let himdo it.”

"Niti!"

"Y es, he shdl take me; he shdl think he had[Pg 250] got me safe away from you and Mark& mdash;and
when he has got me he shall taste what the hot-and-strong sort of Chrigtian preachers cdl the torments of
the damned. No, | shdl not kill him. He shdll livetill hepraysto dl hisgods, if he hasany, that he may
die. He shdl hunger without egting, thirst without drinking, lie down without deeping, have wedth that he
cannot spend, and palaces so hideoudy haunted that he dare not live in them, until, when menwish to
illustrate the uttermost extreme of human misery, they shal point to Prince Oscarovitch. I, the Queen,
havesadit!"

Then, with aswift change of voice and manner, shelaid her hands on her father's shoulders, kissed him,
and murmured:

"Good-night, Dad& mdash;at least asfar asthisworld is concerned.”[Pg 251]

CHAPTER XXI
WHAT HAPPENED AT TRELITZ

It was the 6th of June again.



Once more Prince Zastrow rode with Ulik von Kessner and Alexis Vollmar and the attendant huntsmen
up the avenue of pinesleading to the gate of the Castle of Trdlitz, but now accompanied by two unseen
Presences which belonged at once to their own world and a so to another and wider one. Once more the
great doors opened and they passed into the trophy-decked, skin-carpeted hall: and once more they
were welcomed by the stately, silken-clad woman who came down the broad staircase to greet her lord
and hisguests. Emil von Zastrow, last and worthiest scion of hisancient line, the very beau ideal of
youthful strength and manly dignity, ran haf-way up the stairsto meet hislady and hislove, and then the
men went away to their rooms, while the Princess Hermia, true housewife aswell as princess, betook
hersdf to the pleasant task of making surethat al the preparationsfor dinner were complete.

The dinner was served in one of the smaller rooms, in the modern wing of the Castle, on an oval table.
The Prince sat at one end faced by his beautiful consort. To hisright sat his guest,[Pg 252] Alexis
Vollmar, and atall, handsome, but somewhat hard-featured woman of about thirty, with the clear blue
eyes and thick, yellow-gold hair which proclaimed her adaughter of the northern German lowlands. This
was Huldavon Tyssen, the Princess's companion and lady-in-waiting. They were faced by astout,
powerfully-built man with afull beard and moustache a la Friedrich, Ulik von Kessner, High
Chamberlain of Boravia. Captain Alexis Vollmar was atypica Russan officer of the younger schoal, tall,
well-set-up, and good-looking after the Muscovite fashion. He had distinguished himsdlf in the Far Eat,
but just now he preferred the serene atmosphere of Boraviato the thunder-laden air of Holy Russia.

The talk was of hunting and war and politics and the chances of the Russian revolution, and on thislatter
subject it was perfectly unrestrained, for dl knew that the Powers had made a secret compact by which
they bound themselves, in the event of thefdl of the Romanoff Dynasty and the Arch-Ducal

oligarchy& mdash;which al Europe would be very glad to see the last of & mdash;to support Prince
Zastrow as dective candidate for the vacant throne.

The Revolutionary leaders had been sounded on the subject, and were found strongly in favour of the
scheme. It meant areturn to the ancient principle of eected monarchy, and Prince Zastrow, though now
aGerman ruling prince, represented the union of two of the oldest and noblest familiesin Russaand
Poland. Moreover, he had pledged himsdlf to a Congtitution which, without going to[ Pg 253] Radical or
Socidigtic extremes, embodied al that the moderate and responsible adherents of the Revol utionary
cause desired or considered suitable for the people in their present stage of political

devel opment& mdash;which, of course, meant everything that Oscar Oscarovitch did not want.

After dinner they went out through the long French windows on to a verandah which overlooked avast
seaof forest, lying dark and seemingly limitless under the fading daylight and the radiance of the
brightening moon. Since their marriage day the Prince had made it abargain that whenever they dined en
famille, hiswife should prepare his coffee with her own hands. She even roasted the berries and ground
them hersdlf, and, as many atime before, she did it to-night in the seclusion of thelittle room set apart for
that and similar purposes. She was donein the physica sense, for the two watching Presences were
invighleto her, and so, for dl she knew, no one saw her measure twenty drops of a colourlessfluid from
alittle blue bottle into the coronetted cup of amost transparent porcel ain which had been one of her
wedding presentsto her husband.

After acouple of cups of coffee and half adozen half-smoked cigarettes, the Prince stretched hislong
legs out, struggled with ayawn, and said in adeepy voice:

"My Princess, you must ask our gueststo excuse me. | am tired after the long day in the sun; and so, if |
may, | will go to bed."[Pg 254]

Herose, and the rest rose a the same moment. He bowed his good-night, and the two saluted. The
Princessfollowed him into the dining-room.



The unseen watchers sood by the end of the great heavily-hung bed, in the midst of which lay Prince
Zastrow, seemingly sinking into the dumber of death. Von Kessner leaned over and raised an eyelid, and
said to the Princess, who was standing on the other side, the single word: "Unconscious.” She bent
forward for amoment asthough she were bidding a silent farewell to the man to whom she had pledged
her maiden troth, then straightened up and walked like some beautiful Smulacrum of awoman towards
the door which Vollmar held open for her....

The earth-hours passed, and the two men kept their watch by the bed, conversing now and theniin
whispers between long intervas of anxious silence, until three strokes sounded from the bell of the Castle
clock. The whole household, save one fair woman, who, in softly-dippered feet, was pacing the floor of
her bedroom, was fast adegp, and the days of sentries were far past. Von Kessner gently lifted one of
thearmslying on the coverlet of the bed and let it fal. It dropped asthe arm of aman who had just died
might have done. Again heraised an eydid, thistime with some difficulty. The eyeball benesth wasfixed
and glassy asthat of a corpse. He nodded across the bed to the Russian, and together they turned the
bedclothes down to the foot. Then from under the bed hefPg 255] pulled out abundle of grey skins
which he spread on the floor beside the bed. It was a degping bag such as hunters use in winter on the
snow-swept plains and forests of Northern Europe. Vollmar turned the head-flap back. Then they lifted
the body of the Prince from the bed, did it into the sack, and buttoned the flap down over the face.

"That Egyptian's drug has worked well," whispered Von Kessner.
Vollmar nodded, and whispered back:
"I wish | had ahandful of it. But it istime. Hewill be ready for usnow."

Even as he spoke the locked door opened, asit were of its own accord, and Phadrig stood in the room
dressed in the livery of the Prince's coachman. Von Kessner and Vollmar turned grey as he bowed, and
whispered:

"The doors are open, Excellencies, and al isready!”

Then the three lifted the shapeless bag and carried it with noisaless tread down to the hall and out through
the half-open doors to where a carriage drawn by four black horses stood waiting. Though there was no
onein charge of them, they stood as Htill as though carved out of blocks of black marble until the body of
the Prince had been laid in the carriage and VVon Kessner and Vollmar had taken their places besideit.
Then Phadrig mounted the box, shook the reins, and the rubber-shod horses moved silently away at a
trot, which, as soon as the[ Pg 256] main road was reached, became agalop only alittleless silent than
thetrot.

The carriage turned aside from the road, and ran down a broad forest lanetill it stopped by the shore of
alittle sandy inlet. The bow of along black boat was resting on the sand, and six closely-blindfolded men
were Sitting on the thwarts with oars out. Another stood on the beach with the painter in hishands. The
body of the Prince was carried from the carriage to the boat, and laid in the stern sheets. Von Kessner
and Vollmar remained on board, and Phadrig went back to the carriage. At a short word of command
the oarsman backed hard, and the boat did off the sand into the smooth water of the little cove. Then she
shot away and melted into the light haze which hung over the outside sea.

The boat stopped under the shadow of the long, low-lying black hull of afour-funnelled destroyer. A
rope dropped from the deck and was made fast by Vollmar in the bow. The blindfolded crew were
helped up the ladder which hung over the sde and taken below forward. Then came asharp order: "All
hands below"; and when the deck was deserted, Von Kessner and Vollmar went up the ladder and were
met on deck by Oscar Oscarovitch in civilian dress. There was another man beside him in the uniform of



alieutenant. He dacked off the tackle fals of the davits under which the boat had brought up, dropped
down the ladder and hooked them on. When he got back to the deck the four men[Pg 257] hauled first
on one tackle and then on the other, till the boat was up flush with the deck. Thefalswere belayed, and
Oscarovitch got into the boat and opened the flap of the deeping-sack. He touched the spring of an
electric pocket-lamp and |ooked upon the calm, cold features of hisrival. Then he buttoned down the
flap again and returned to the deck. The four went down into the cabin: glasseswerefilled with
champagne, and as Oscarovitch raised histo hislips, he said:

"Count and Captain Vollmar, | am satisfied. Let us drink to the New Empire of the Russas and the
sceptre of Ivan the Terriblel™

"And hisillustrious successor!" added Von Kessner.

Within haf an hour asmal boat was |owered; the Chamberlain and Vollmar got into it and rowed away
toward the cove. The Russian officer went on to thelittle bridge, sgndled "full speed ahead” to the
engine-room, and then took the whedl. The screws ground the water astern into foam, the black shape
legpt forward and sped away eastward into the glimmering dawn with its Sllent passenger lying in the
swinging boat, and the unseen watchers standing by the hdmsman....

More earth-hours passed. The sun rose upon alonely sea. The destroyer stopped, and awhite speck on
the eestward horizon rapidly grew into the white shape of alarge yacht flying through the weter at a
tremendous speed. In afew minutes she was dmost alongside. She siwvung round in asharp curve,
dowed down and dropped[Pg 258] aboat. Oscarovitch and the lieutenant lowered the destroyer's boat
till it touched the water. The other came alongside, and the body of Prince Zastrow wastransferred to i,
and Oscarovitch followed it. Four men from the yacht's boat jumped on board the destroyer and hauled
hers up. The other was backed to the ladder and they came on board. A silent salute passed between
Oscarovitch and the lieutenant, and afew minutes later the yacht's boat was hoisted to the davits, and the
white shgpe was growing smdler and dimmer amidgt the light haze that lay on the water shimmering under
the danting rays of therising sun.

Morning grew into noon, noon faded into evening, and evening darkened into night. Theyacht raninto a
wide-opening gulf between two forest-clad points, on the southern of which twinkled the lights of alarge
town. These were soon |eft behind by the flying yacht, and asavast sea of fleecy cloud drifted up from
the north-east and spread its veil across the path of the haf moon, alittle cluster of lights gleamed out on
the port bow. Her bowsprit swerved to the left till it pointed directly to them. Presently she dowed down
and ran into alittle land-locked bay surrounded with dense pine woods which came down amost to the
water's edge, swung round and dowed up alongside awooden jetty. From this abroad road, cut straight
through the forest, doped steeply up to a plateau on which stood a gaunt, grey, turreted castle, the very
picture] Pg 259] of the sea-robbers homethat it had been in the days of Oscarovitch's not very remote
ancestors. Up thisroad and into the outer gate across the lowered drawbridge the deeping-sack and the
insensible man within were borne. Through the keep-yard it was taken into the Castle and up to alarge
room in the eastern turret, comfortably furnished, and containing abed amost asluxuriousasthat in
which Prince Zastrow had lain down to deep the evening before. Oscarovitch preceded the men who
carried him, and was met at the door by a grey-haired, keen-eyed man, who bowed before him, and said
inalow tone:

"May | presumeto ask if thisismy charge, Highness?"

"Itis, Doctor Hugo; and | give himinto your hands with every confidence that you will restore your
patient to health as quickly as any man in Europe could do. | must leaveimmediatdly, and so | trust
everything to you. All care must be taken of him. He must want for nothing that you can give

himé& mdash;except liberty.”



Oscarovitch returned the doctor's assenting bow and left the room. In half an hour the yacht wasflying at
full speed over the smooth waters of the Baltic, heading alittle to the south of West.[Pg 260]

CHAPTER XXI|I

A TRIP ON THE SOUND

"Good morning, Dad,” said Nitocris, as she entered the sitting-room about half an hour before breakfast
the next morning. "What is your opinion of the European situation now?"

"Good morning, Niti; what isyours?' asked her father, looking at her with grave eyesand smiling lips.

"Asit was yesterday, only rather more so. In his present incarnation, Prince Oscar Oscarovitchiis, |
should think, about as black-hearted a scoundrel as ever polluted the air that honest people breathe.”

"| entirely agree with you. And now, believing that, do you ill proposeto trust yoursdlf to histender
mercies on board his own yacht, surrounded, as you will be, by men who, no doubt, are his absolute
daves?'

"I trust mysdlf to histender mercies, Dad?' she replied, drawing herself up and throwing her head back a
little; "you seem to have got hold of the thing by the wrong end, as Brendawould say. That isonly what it
will look like. Theredlity will bethat hewill blindly trust himself to my mercies& mdash;and | can assure
you that he will[Pg 261] find them anything but tender. No, dear, we shdl accept His Highnesss
invitation to lunch, and then his offer of the hospitdity of the yacht for the trip, which, by theway, | fancy
will be more to the eastward than to the northward& mdash;& mdash;"

"Y ou mean, | suppose, Trditz and Viborg?'

"Not Trelitz, | think, but Viborg dmost certainly. That will be the end of the abduction asfar as| can see
from our present plane of existence.”

"Redly, Niti& mdash;well, well. Of course, | know that you will be perfectly safe: but what would our
good friends on this plane, asyou put it, the Van Huysmans, for instance, think if they could hear you
talking so camly to your own father about getting yourself abducted by aman whom you justly think to
be one of the most unscrupul ous scoundrels on earth! And, by the way, what isto become of mein the
carrying out of thislittle scheme of yours? | hope you don't expect meto connive at the abduction of my
own daughter. | have a certain amount of reputation to lose, you know."

"Oh, if HisHighnessisthe clever villain that we know him to be, | think we may safely trust him to
arrange for your temporary disappearance from the scene. And whatever he does it will be easy for you
to play the part of the passive victim for thetime being. He can'tinjure or kill you, for if it cameto
extremities you have the means of giving his people such afright aswould probably drive them out of
their senses[Pg 262] just as| could if their master got troublesome. Redlly, from a certain point of view,
the adventure will have a decidedly humorous aspect.”

"With avery consgderable leaven of tragedy.”

"Y es, thetragedy will be alogica sequence of the comedy& mdash;and, as| said last night, it will be
tragedy. And now suppose we go to breskfast. | have been up nearly two hours helping Jenny with the
packing, and thislovely air has given me araging appetite. Thereé'salittle more to do yet, and we shdl
have His Highness here before long to ask for our decision and take us off to the yacht."



Here shewas quite right, for she had hardly left her father to his after-breakfast pipe and gone upstairsto
help her maid, than Oscarovitch came into the smoking-room.

"Good morning, Professor Marmion! | need not ask you if you have had agood night. Y ou look the very
picture of aman who has dept the deep of thejust. And Miss Marmion?”

"Thanks, Y our Highness, | think we have both managed to spend the night to good purpose. Theair here
isgloriousjust now. | awaysthink that sound, dreamless deep isthe best Sgn that aplace isdoing you

"Oh, undoubtedly, though for some reason or other | did not deep very well last night. Something had
disagreed with me, | suppose. | seemed to have a sense of being pursued to the uttermost ends of the
earth and back again by some relentless foe who smply would not alow me to take[Pg 263] amoment's
rest. But | didn't cometo talk about the stuff that dreams are made of. | came to ask whether my cruiseis
to be alonely one, or whether | am to have the very great pleasure of your company.”

Franklin Marmion, for perhapsthefirg timein hislife, fdt distinctly murderous towards afdlow-cresture
as helooked at this splendid specimen of physical humanity, knowing so well the real man who was
hiding behind that fascinating exterior; but he managed to answer pleasantly enough:

"We have talked the matter over, Prince, and we have come to the conclusion that your very kind
invitation isreally too good to be refused. We know that we are incurring adebt that we shall not be able
to pay, but we are trusting to your generosity to let us off.”

"On the contrary, my dear Professor,” said Oscarovitch, without the dightest attempt to concedl the
pleasure that the acceptation gave him, it is yoursaf and Miss Marmion who have made me your debtor.
Infact, if you had not found yourselves able to come, | should have run the Grashna back to Cowes,
gone up to London, plunged into amaelstrém of dissipation, and probably ended by losing agreat dedl
of money at Ascot and Goodwood. Ah, Miss Marmion, good morning! How well the air of Copenhagen
seemsto agree with you! The Professor has just gladdened my soul by telling me that you have decided
to take pity on my londliness.

"Good morning, Princel" shereplied, putting[Pg 264] her hand for amoment in the one he held out.
"Yes, wearecoming, if youwill haveus. Infact, | havejust finished packing.”

"Ah, excdlent! Well now, sincethat is happily arranged, it would be a pity to waste any of thislovely
morning. The Sound islike astresk of blue sky falen from heaven. My gig isdown at the jetty, and |
have a couple of my men here who will convoy your baggage down. If it is packed, as you say, you need
not trouble about it. Y ou will find everything safe on board.”

"Thank you, Prince," said the Professor. "Then | will go and settle up at the office while Niti puts her hat
on. | will have the things sent down, and we may aswell walk to thejetty. It will do me good after that
big breskfast. Jenny had better get into a cab and go down with the luggage.”

When they reached the promenade a ong the Sound shore Oscarovitch pointed to a beautifully-shaped,
three-masted, two-funnelled white yacht lying about five hundred yards out, and said:

"That isthe Grashna, MissMarmion. | hope you like the look of her."

"Sheisbeautiful!" exclaimed Nitocris, recognising at once the vessd which had met the Russian destroyer
on the early morning of the 7th. "She dmost looks asif she could fly."

"So shecaninasense,”" laughed the Prince. "Come now, hereisthe gig. We will get on board, and you



shall see her go through her paces.”

Neither she nor her father were strangers to yachts, but when they mounted the bridge of the[Pg 265]
Grashna and looked over her from stem to stern, they had to admit that they had never seen anything
quite so daintily splendid. They had chosen their rooms, and Jenny was below unpacking. Although, of
course, he had a captain on board, the Prince often sailed the yacht himsalf when he had guests on
board. He had a genuine love for the beautiful craft, and he took an almost boyish ddlight in showing
what she could do. She was a twelve-hundred-ton, triple-screw, turbine-driven boat, and, thanksto the
space-economy of the new system, her builders had been able to stow away fifteen thousand
horse-power in her engine-room, and this when fully developed gave a speed in smooth water of
thirty-five knots or alittle over forty statute milesan hour.

The anchor was up almost as soon as they got on to the bridge, and Oscarovitch moved the pointer of
thetelegraph to "Ahead dow." The quartermaster in the ova whed-house behind him moved thelittle
whed afew spokesto starboard, her mellow whistle tooted, and she glided in an outward curve through
the other yachts and shipping, and gained the open water.

"Now," he said, turning to Nitocris, "we can begin to move. It isroughly thirty English milesto Elsnore. If
you have never done any fast travelling at seaand would like to do some now, | can get you therein
about three-quarters of an hour.”

"What!" exclaimed the Professor, "thirty milesin forty-five minutes by seal That isover forty milesan
hour. A wonderful speed."[Pg 266]

"Yes" hereplied, dmost tenderly; "but my beautiful Grashna isawonderful craft& mdash;at leadt, | think
you will say so when you see what she can do. Now, if you will take advice, you and Miss Marmion will
go into shdlter, for it will begin to blow soon.”

Behind the whed-house was an observation room, asit would be caled in the States, running nearly the
whole length of the bridge, and fronted with thick plate glass. They went in, and Oscarovitch turned the
pointer to haf-gpeed. Therewas no increasein vibration, but the shore began to dip away behind them
faster and faster, and the northern suburbs of Copenhagen rose ahead and fell astern as though they were
part of aswiftly moving panorama. Then the pointer went down to full speed, and the Prince, after a
word to the quartermaster, joined them in the bridge-house and closed the door.

"You will need dl your eyesto see much of the shorenow," he said; "I have given her her wings.”

Nitocrisfelt ashudder in the carpeted floor. Looking ahead she saw the bow lift dightly. Then asmooth,
green swathe of water curled up on either side. Shelooked aft, and saw a broad torrent of froth, foaming
like afurious, rapid stream away from the stern. The houses and trees on the shore seemed to run into
each other, and dide out of sight amost before the eye could rest upon them. The water alongside was
merely ablue-green blur. Nitocris involuntarily held her breath as though she had been out on deck.

"It iswonderful, Prince!" she said, dmost in g Pg 267] whisper. "That adleged expressfrom Hamburg
was nothing to this: and yet how steadily she movesin spite of the speed. | should have thought that it
would have nearly shaken ustojdly.”

"That istheturbines, dear,” said her father, who was aready wondering whether Oscarovitch was doing
thisjust to show how hopeless any pursuit of such avessd would be. "They are amarvellous means of
applying steam power. Lieutenant Parsonsis robbing the sea of one, at leadt, of itswordt terrors.”

"Yes," added the Prince, "we aretravelling alittle over forty miles an hour; and if you got that speed out
of reciprocating engines you would scarcely be ableto lie on the deck without holding on to something,



yet here we are as comfortable as though we were standing in adrawing-room.”

"Y ou have given us anew experience to begin with,” said Nitocris, thinking how nice it would be to take
her wedding trip with Merrill in such acraft asthis. "Why, look at the two shores coming together, Dad!"

"No, excuse me," said Oscarovitch, "we are only about haf-way to the Gate of the Bdtic yet. That land
ontheright istheidand of Hvreen. When we have passed that you will soon see the heights of Elsinore
and Helsingborg rising ahead. There are only about two and a half miles between Denmark and Sweden
there”

"Ohyes, of course. | am forgetting my geography,” laughed Nitocris, asthe low, wooded patch of land
came rushing towards them agPg 268] though it were adrift on afast-flowing stream. "Goodness, what a

speed!”

"A very wonderful craft, Prince," added the Professor, astheidand drifted past; "she quite inclinesme
towards a breach of the tenth commandment. Now that you have given usthistaste of the delights of
speed, | think that if | wereamillionaire, | should try to build oneto best her."

"Exactly," laughed Oscarovitch. "It is marvelous this fascination of speed. Y our poet, Henley, touched
the pulse of the times when he wrote those splendid lines of his. But surely, Professor, you would not
have very much difficulty in leaving al far behind. A man to whom mathematica impossibilitiesare as
easy as an addition sum ought to be able to realise the dream of the ages and solve the problem of aeria
navigation.”

Helooked him gtraight in the eyes as he said this. He fully believed in the possibility of human flight, given
the transcendent genius who could work out the equation of weight and power. Perhaps that genius might
be with him now in the bridge-house. His vivid imagination was dready picturing thelovely girl a hisside
crowned Empress of the Russias and the East, and himsdf in command of an aerid navy, beneath whose
assault the armies and navies and fortresses of the rest of the world would be as so many toysto play
with and destroy.

"If I could do that, and | do not think it would be so very difficult after dl," said Franklin Marmion,
returning hisglance, "1 would not[Pg 269] doit. It would put too much power in the hands of afew men,
and we have enough of that aready. The owner of afleet of aerid warshipswould be above al human
law. He could terrorise the earth, and make mankind his daves. Life would become unendurable under
such conditions. Commercialism, which only means davery plusthe liberty to starve, isbad enough, but it
isat least possible. The other would beimpossible. Thereis no man quite honest enough to be trusted
with such a power asthat. | have worked the thing out, and it is perfectly feasible, but | burnt my designs
and cdculaions”

"What!" exclaimed Oscarovitch, flushing in spite of his effort to keep the blood back from hisface. ™Y ou
have solved the problem, and won't make use of the greatest invention of al the ages! Surely, Professor,
that isalittle quixatic, isit not?"

"Who am | that | should bring a curse upon humanity, Prince?' he answered gravely. "Do you not kill
each other fast enough now? No, theworld is not fit for such a development yet. My resultswill remain
my own until Tom Hood'sideal of good government has been redlised.”

"And what was that, Dad?' asked Nitocris, who had adouble reason for being interested in the
conversation. "If | ever knew it, | haveforgotten it.”

"Despotism, Niti& mdash;and an angel from heaven for the despot,” he replied, with another look into the
Prince's eyes which brought him to thel Pg 270] conclusion that the sooner his presence on board the



Grashna was dispensed with the better for his plans. There was a sense of quiet mastery in Franklin
Marmion's manner which made him uneasy.

"Ah! thereisthe famousfortress, isit not? the home of Hamlet and Opheliaand the Ghost!" she
exclaimed, pointing ahead to where a grey-blue masswas rising out of the water. "Do you believein
ghogts, Prince?' she added suddenly, flashing aglance a him which seemed to pierce hisbrain likearay
of unearthly light.

"Ghosts? No, MissMarmion. I'm afraid | am too hopelesdy materidistic for that. | never saw or heard of
an authentic ghost, and | do not proposeto believe until | see”

"We have aghost a The Wilderness,'& mdash;the wraith of a poor young lady who killed herself after
someroyd blackguard had abused his own hospitality. She often comesto vist mein my study,” said the
Professor, asthough he were relating the most ordinary occurrence.

"Ah," smiled the Prince, "that is very interesting: but, of course, it would be in the power of aman like
yoursdlf to have experiences which are denied to ordinary mortds. Still, granted dl that, | confessthat |
have often wondered whether or not | should be frightened if | redlly did see aghost.”

"Yes, | wonder?' murmured Nitocris, with agreat deal more meaning than he had any idea of just then.

All threefdt that the conversation was getting alittle difficult, and they were not sorry when[Pg 271] the
rapid risng of the rock of Elsnore madeit necessary for Oscarovitch to go out to the engine telegraph.

"His Highness doesn't believe in ghosts now," whispered Nitocristo her father, when the door shut
behind him, "but | think he will before very long. | wonder what heisredly going to do?1've haf amind
to& mdash;& mdash;"

"No, no, Niti," he said quickly; "keep this sde of the Border till you redly haveto crossit. What on
earth, literaly, would happen if he came back and found me stlanding here alone?!

"Oh, of coursel didn't meanit," she smiled. "It would be very poor sport to spoil both the comedy and
the tragedy before the curtain goes up. | wonder if the dramawill begin to-night? | shouldn't be
surprised.”

"Nor |," said the Professor, atriflegrimly. "1 didn't a al like hislooks when | was talking about the flying
machine. The brute |looked asif he were quite capable of locking me up and starving or torturing me until
| gave him the secret. My word, | should liketo seehim try! I'd have him groveling a my feet infive
minutes”

The door opened and Oscarovitch camein. He took off the cap which had been pulled tight over his
eyes, and sad:

"Well, we have arrived! Almost exactly forty-five minutes. Thereis Elsinore, thereis Kronborg, King
Frederick's sixteenth-century castle, and thereis Marienlyst, which isto Copenhagen what Brighton isto
London, only, | must say, in & Pg 272] much more refined sense. Now what is your pleasure, Miss
Marmion? We have till nearly two hours before lunch, so, if you would like an hour's stroll ashore, the
gig will beready in acouple of minutes.

"Thank you, Prince," she said with arewarding smile. "Dad, what do you think? It al looks very beautiful
under thissun and sky."

"Which, of course, meansthat you want to go ashore, Niti," said her father. "For my own part, | certainly
should like alittle walk on new ground. | have never been here before.”



"Then, of coursewe will go," said Oscarovitch, opening the door and going to the telegraph.

The yacht cameto astanddtill in afew minutes, and the gig was waiting &t the foot of the gangway ladder.
They spent avery pleasant hour ashore, and what they saw, you may read of in your Murray and
Baedeker, wherefore there isno need to set it down here. When they came aboard again, lunch was
amost ready, and the steward presented his master and the Professor with quite exceptiona cocktailsin
the smoking-room. Then they went and had awash, and the mellow gong sounded.

| am not very fond of those descriptionsin stories which reed like extracts from an uphol sterer's
price-list, nor yet those accounts of mealsthat, after al, are only menuswrit large, so it may suffice to say
that the sdloon of the Grashna was an arrangement of sandal-wood pands, framed in thin lver filigree,
and hung with exquisite] Pg 273] little masterpiecesin water-colour, and black and white, and crayon,
mostly sea-scapes, with here and there a beautiful head with living eyes which followed you everywhere;
that the rich yellow of the panels was enhanced by portiéres and curtains of deep golden-bronze silk,
and that the domed ceiling was of pae, sky-blue ename spangled with the congtellations of the northern
heavens, which at night lit up the whole saloon with a soft eectric radiance. Asfor the lunch, it was as
nearly perfect as the best-paid chef afloat could makeit, after his master had asked him as a personal
favour to do so.

They ran back quietly to Copenhagen at twenty knots, and Oscarovitch and the Professor went ashore
to send off afew telegrams, leaving Nitocris, for her own reasons, to make hersdf at home on the yacht.
They returned in timeto dressfor dinner and enjoy astroll on the broad upper deck, and watch the
sunset over the town and the quickly-increasing sparkle of the myriad lights on shore and sea. When they
came up after dinner, these lights were only represented by aluminous haze glimmering under the starsto
the northward. The Grashna was heading nearly due south a an easy speed towards the Bdtic Idands.

Something told both Nitocris and her father that the decisive hour would come soon, and they were both
prepared for its advent.[Pg 274]

CHAPTER XXI11
THE DISAPPEARANCE OF THE PROFESSOR

The Prince and the Professor sat up in the smoking-room for a considerable time after Nitocris had
retired. Oscarovitch was doing his utmost to persuade his guest to revoke his decision asto the creation
of the agrid warships. Franklin Marmion's s mple announcement, which he never thought for amoment of
disbelieving, had filled his mind with new ideas, which were rgpidly taking the shape of gorgeous dreams
of an empire such as morta man had never ruled over before. All his present designs faded away into
meretrividitiesin comparison with this splendid conception. He pictured Nitocris, as his consort,
Empressof theair, and himsdf Lord of earth and seaand sky. But al his subtle arguments, dl his
delicatey-put suggestions, and his skilfully framed promisesfailed to produce the dightest effect upon the
genidly inflexible man, who quietly turned them dl aside, as agrown man might dedl with the arguments
of aboy.

Thethought that this man who was lying back in his degp-seated armchair, holding acigar in awhite,
delicately-shaped hand which was strong[ Pg 275] enough to shake the world to its foundations, should
possess such atremendous power and yet refuse to useit, as quietly as he might have declined an
invitation to dinner, exasperated him amost beyond the bounds of patience. If hewould only join forces
with him what glories might they not achieve, what splendours of power and possession might not be
theirs Here was universal empire, in one sense, only acouple of yards away from him! In another it was



more distant than the suns which flame in Space beyond the Milky Way. It was maddening, but it was
true, and he knew the man well enough now to fed absolutely assured that no extremity of mental or
physica torment would wring the priceless secret from him.

Well, if it had to be, it must be. If he could not |learn the secret, at least no one e se should. Before
morning it would be buried for ever under the waters of the Baltic, and he would revenge himsdlf on the
daughter for that which the father refused to do. If Franklin Marmion would not give him the sceptre of
the World-Empire, then Nitocris should be hiswife and Empressif shewould, and if not, hisdave and
plaything, as he had sworn to Phadrig the Egyptian. The fortress-castle of Oscarburg, on the londly
wooded shore of Viborg Bay, had kept many a secret safely before now, and it would keep this one.
Every retainer in the Castle, every man, woman, and child on the estates for leagues around, was his,
body and[Pg 276] soul, astheir fathers before them had been the blind, unquestioning serfs of hisfathers.
There hisword waslaw, and hiswill wasfate. There was no "liberty” within hisdomains, snce no man
wanted it, or would have understood it had it been given to him.

When their argument was over they parted, apparently the best of friends. Franklin Marmion went to bed
camly curious asto what was going to happen, and Oscarovitch paid avisit to his captain.

A little after three that morning he opened the door of the Professor's state-room very gently and looked
in. The room was dark, and he listened. A soft, just audible sound of breathing came from the bed. It
was the breathing of aman fast adeep. He pressed the spring of hiseectric lamp, and turned the thin ray
on to the water-bottle in the rack over the wash-stand. It was half-empty, and a glass stood on the table
in the middle of the room. Then theray fell on the face of the degping man. It was as Prince Zastrow's
face had been the last night he went to deep in the Castle of Trelitz& mdash;rather the face of acorpse
than that of aliving man. His captain stood behind him, and he turned and whispered:

"Heisready. Arethe men below?'

"All, Highness, save Grovno at the whed and Hartog on the look-out. They will see nothing, asthey did
before," came the whispered reply.

"Very well, then. You and | can manage this between us. Y ou have the line?'[Pg 277]

The captain nodded, and they went into the room, softly closing the door. In afew minutes they came out
again, carrying between them along bundle of blankets lashed from end to end with thin line. They took it
aft dong the aloway and out on to the lower deck by the stern. Two iron doors of a port used for
coaling stood open on the starboard side. On the deck lay a couple of pigs of iron lashed together. These
the captain made fast to one end of the bundle and lifted them towards the port. Oscarovitch took hold
of the other end. They lifted it. The weights dropped outside the port, and the bundle followed them. The
captain started up, clasped his handsto hisforehead, and said in a gasping whisper:

"Holy God, Highness, what have we done?"

"What do you mean, Derevskin? Y ou have obeyed my orders, that isdl. Isit not enough for you?"
"Y es, Highness& mdash;but who or what was that man? Was heredly aman?'

"Areyou mad, Derevskin?'

"No, Highness, | hope not: but did you hear& mdash;or, rather, did you not hear?"

"What, you fool ?'

"He& mdash;it& mdash;the body& mdash;it made no splash when it touched the water!™



The stammered words struck Oscarovitch like so many puffs of frozen air. No, the body of Franklin
Marmion had made no splash. It had vanished through the port into silence. That was all. He beat back
his own terror with the[Pg 278] exertion of al hiswill-power, and said in a sneering whisper:

"Derevskin, you are either mad or drunk; but | will forgive you thistime because you have obeyed. Go to
bed, and don't forget to be either sober or sane when | come on deck.”

The captain bowed his head, and went forward with shambling steps and shaking limbs. Oscarovitch
closed the port with hands which al hisforce could not keep steady, and betook himself to bed, tolie
awake for the rest of the short summer night wondering vainly what really had happened.

He had had his bath and dressed soon after six, and went on deck. The captain was on the bridge, and
hejoined him.

"Good morning, Derevskin!™

"I have the honour to wish Y our Highness good morning!™
"Nothing happened during the night worth reporting, | suppose?"
"No, Highness, nothing.”

"Very good: but | have dept badly, and you look asif you had been on the bridge al night. Perhapsitis

necessary among al theseidands, and | am pleased that you are so watchful, especidly as| have guests
on board. Come down to your room now and send your steward for abottle. It will do neither of usany
harm.”

There was a somewhat lengthy conversation over this early breskfast of champagne and biscuits after the
door had been closed and locked, and when it was finished, Oscarovitch and his captain[Pg 279]
understood each other as completely aswas necessary.

An hour later he saw Nitocris walking about the upper deck looking pale and anxious. He went to her
and said in atonewhich intentionally betrayed his own nervousness.

"Good morning, Miss Marmion! Have you seen anything of the Professor?”

"No, Prince, | have not. | went to hisroom just now and knocked. There was no reply and | opened the
door. The room was empty, but he had evidently been to bed. Is he not on deck?'

"No, Miss Marmion, heisnot. He said last night that he would like his bath about six, and the seward |
sent to vaet him went to hisroom and found it as you say. | have had the ship searched high and low,
and from stem to stern, and there isno sign of him. | have had every one questioned, and no one has
seen anything of him sincelast night.”

"Oh, my poor, poor Dad, | havelost him! Yes, | suppose it must have been that. He has walked
overboard.”

"Waked overboard, Miss Marmion?"

"Yes, yes, it must bethat. Prince Oscarovitch, my father, like most very clever men, had one dangerous
faling. Hewalked in his degp and did things unconscioudy. That waswhy hetold you about the ghost at
"The Wilderness just asthough heredly had seenit. Y es, he must have got up in the night and come on
deck, and walked overboard, and so | have lost the best friend | ever[Pg 280] had, or shall have. You
must excuse me, Prince. | must go to my room. The very sunlight seems horrible now. Jenny will look



after me. Good morning!”

Her face was white and her eyes were staring at nothing. She spoke with ahorrible, stony cam which,
crime-hardened as he was, sent athrilling shiver through his nerves. A spasm of remorse shook him; then
his salf-control came back, and he offered her hisarm in silence. He led her down to the saloon, and
gave her into Jenny's charge. Then he went on deck again, lit acigar, and proceeded to congratulate
himself on the great good fortune which had, from his point of view at least, S0 happily explained away
the disappearance of Franklin Marmion.[Pg 281]

CHAPTER XXIV
THE LUST THAT WAS& mdash;AND IS

Nitocris kept her room until nearly seven the following evening. Oscarovitch made frequent enquiries of
Jenny asto her condition, and always received the same reply. Her mistress was in a semi-unconscious
gate, and she could only rouse her every now and then to take alittle nourishment. Unfortunately there
was no doctor on board. He had had newsin Copenhagen that his mother was lying very ill a Hamburg,
and, as the cruise was then intended to be only avery short one, he had been given leave to go to her.

The Prince wished to go back to Copenhagen, but this Nitocris absolutely refused. She had determined
to fight her sorrow alone, and when she had conquered it, she would go back to England and her
friends& mdash;which was exactly what Oscarovitch had determined she should not do. Shewas
absolutely at his mercy now. He would be something worse than afool to let such agolden opportunity
go by& mdash;and so the Grashna's bowsprit was kept pointing eastward, and the leagues between her
and Oscarburg were being flung behind her asfast as the whirling screws could devour them.

The only question that he had to ask himsdlf[Pg 282] was. How? and to that an easy answer a once
suggested itsdlf: The Horus Stone.

When he went down to what he expected would be alondly dinner, he was more than agreesbly
surprised to find Nitocris dressed in ablack evening costume, which was the nearest approach to
mourning that her available wardrobe made possible, aready in the sdloon.

He bowed to her with agesture of reverence, which meant far more than mere formal politeness, and
sadinalow tone:

"MissMarmion, | need not say how pleased | am to find that you are able to leave your room. May |
hope that you will be ableto dine?"

"Yes, Prince" shereplied, in the same cold, mechanica voice in which she had answered the tidings of
her father's death. "The worst is over now, | hope. Some time and some way we must al leave the world
and, at leadt, there isthe consolation that my father hasleft it perhaps alittle better and alittle wiser than
hefound it. That, | think is as much asthe ordinary mortal may be permitted to hope for. We who hold
the Doctrine do not sorrow for the dead: we only sorrow for ourselves who are left to wait until we may,

perhaps, meet again.”

"The Doctrine, Miss Marmion?' he asked, as he placed achair for her at hisright hand. "May | ask what
the Doctrineis?'

"Of re-incarnation,” shereplied, stting down and looking a him across the corner of thetable.



"Redlly?1 most sincerely wish that | could believein it. Mr Amena, whom | took the grest liberty of
bringing to your garden-party, aman of[Pg 283] very remarkable powers, as you saw, holdsthe
Doctrine, asyou cdl it, and he has been trying for monthsto convert meto it; but, as| said going to
Elsnore, I'm afraid | am too hopelesdy materidigtic for any conversion to be possblein my case, at least
asfar asmy present experiences have gone.”

"Asthe belief so must bethefaith," she said with agrave smile. "It isno more possible to have true faith
when you do not really believe than it isto be hungry when you have not got an appetite. That isquitea
materid amile but | think itistrue.

"Absolutely truel" he replied, looking at her again with anote of interrogation in each eye. "B, redly,
these things are too deep for me, amere human animal. And now, talking about appetite, here comesthe
soup.”

Thedinner & deux was just what he had intended it to be, smple and yet perfect in every detail. The
subject of Franklin Marmion's departure from the world was, asif by mutual consent, dropped.
Oscarovitch comforted such conscience as he had by trying to believe that what Nitocris had said about
her belief in the Doctrine wasto her redly true. He also honestly believed that she had faced her great
sorrow in solitude, and overcomeit in the strength of that belief. Their conversation turned easily away to
other topics, and by the time that coffee was brought in and he had obtained her permissonto light a
cigarette, hisbeautiful guest appeared to have left the recent past behind her, for thel Pg 284] time being
at least, and was almost as she had been during the run up to Elsinore.

Her manner wasthat of complete composure, and it is hardly necessary to say that this mastery of her
emotion forced him to adegree of admiration, aimost of worship, which the physica charm that appeded
only to hisanimal senses could never have inspired. Here, truly, was theideal Empress of the Russiasand
the East Stting amost beside him. And now the psychol ogical moment had come!

"Will you excuse mefor a couple of minutes, Miss Marmion?' he asked, as he finished his coffee and
rose from his chair. "Going back to what you were saying about re-incarnation: | have something in my
room which | hope may interest you. | got it from my friend, the miracle-worker. He told me along story
about it that | don't want to trouble you with: but thething in itsdf is quite worth seeing. At least, | never
saw anything like it before.”

"Then pleaselet me seeit,” shereplied, assenting with an inclination of her heed. "If that isso it must be,
asyou say, well worth seeing.”

He went to hisroom and came back with alarge square morocco case in his hand. He gaveit to her, and
sad:

"Do methe favour to openit, and tell me what you think of it."

She touched the spring and the cover flew up. She haf-expected what she saw. There, lying in anest of
soft black velvet, encircled by atriple halo of whitely gleaming diamonds, was the Horus Stone. In an
ingtant she travelled[Pg 285] back through fifty centuriesto the scene of the desth-bridal of her other sdif,
Nitocris the Queen, in the banqueting-hall of the Palace of Pepi. Then it had lain gleaming on her breast,
and now she saw it again with the eyes of flesh, after nearly five thousand years. Now, too, she grasped
inal thefullness of its evil meaning the reason why Oscarovitch had brought it to her in such an hour as
this. With utter contempt in her soul and asmile on her lips, sheleaned back in her chair and saidina
voice which had anote of ecstasy init:

"Oh, Prince, how lovely! What a glorious gem! The diamonds are, of course, splendid, but they are only
asetting for the emerald. What amagnificent sone! Rich asyou are, you are very fortunate to be the



possessor of such atreasure& mdash;for treasureit surely must be.”

"Itis, asyou say, amagnificent sone," he replied, looking steadily into her questioning eyes. "But if what
Amenatold mewastrue, it is something more than aunique gem. Thereisan inscription onit, some
characters carved in the ssone which are, ashe said, the history of it, but to methey are as unintelligible
asthe Assyrian cuneiform would be. Possibly you may know something of them. If you do, hereisalens
that will hep your sght.”

She took the glass from him and bent down over the gem. She read the sacred symbol of the Trinity as
she had read it and known it ages before. But while she was gazing &t it, she dso read the intent of the
man who had given it into her hands. She put the lens aside, and,[Pg 286] laying her pdms on her
temples, she looked degp down into the luminous depths of the greet emerald in asilence which
Oscarovitch interpreted into such meaning as he was able to make for himsdlf.

Minute after minute passed in silence, and still her eyes were fixed upon the Stone. Her face became like
that of abeautiful masterpiece of Phidias. pure, cold, and true. A feding of something like awe crept over
him as he watched her, and he found himsalf asking whether, after al, Phadrig's sory might have been
true. But, true or not, there was the fascination which, as Phadrig had told him, had lured Isaac Josephus
to his sdf-inflicted doom. Her eyeswere chained to the gem: her face was no longer that of aliving
woman dominated by her own will. After dl hisdisbelief, there was an enchantment in the Stone, for
here, even she, Nitocris, had succumbed to it.

He sat and waited for afew minutes longer. If thereis magic in the Stone, let it work, he thought; and so
he sat and watched her until he saw that the fixed stare of her eyes and therigidity of her now perfectly
statuesgue face convinced him that the magic of the Stone had, as Phadrig had told him, made him the
possessor of it, absolute master of the man or woman who had gazed upon itsfatal beauity.

Then he got up and, reaching over her shoulders, took up the diamond chain, glistening under the soft
light of the starry dome of the saloon, shook it out into aflood of white radiance, lifted it above her head,
and let it fall very gently round her neck.[Pg 287] The Horus Stone, as though endowed with sentience,
fell and rested where it had rested five thousand years before. Asit touched her flesh Nitocrisfelt a
tremor of indescribable emotion, not only of the body but of the soul, pass through her. She leaned back
in her chair again, and whispered:

"Isit redly mine now, Prince? But no! How could | takeit from you& mdash;| who can give nothing in
exchange for such atreasure? No, no, you must take it back. | am not worthy to wear it."

Helad hishands gently on her arms, and said in a soft, murmuring tone which sounded like the purring of
atiger-cat:

"Nitocris, if al the choicest gemsin al the world could be put into a crucible and fused into one, al its
splendour would still be unworthy to lie on that white breast of yours. Give meyour love, Nitocris. | am
hungering and thirgting for it. Come with me to Oscarburg, and you shall be crowned

Princess& mdash;and after that Empress& mdash;Empress of the Russias and the Eadt. | will giveyou a
dominion such asthe great Catherine never dared to dream of. Say yes, and in amonth you shall be
segted on her throne. It isonly alittle word, dearest, only alittle word& mdash;will you not say it, and be
my Princess, my Queen, my Empress?"

"l am tired now, Oscar," she said wearily, "so much has happened in so short atime. Yes, | will, if itis
possible: but let me go now. No, you must not kiss me yet. Remember that Russian saying, 'Takethy
thoughts to bed with thee, for the morning is wiser than the evening.[Pg 288] Good-night, Oscar, | am
very tired. Y ou shdl have your answer in the morning. May | take thiswith me?”



"Yes" hereplied, giving her his hand as she rose from her chair, and bowing over hersuntil hislips
touched it. "Takeit, unworthy asit is, asan earnest of the redlisation of the happy dreamsthat will come
to meto-night. Au revoir, pas adieu!"

"Auf viedersehn, mein Oscar!" she replied as she passed him, leaving the sensation of a gentle flutter of
her hand in his. "We shdl understand each other better till before long& mdash;| hope.™

"It ismy dearest wish. Good-night, Nitocris, and when the dawn comes may it find nothing but sunshine
inthat sweet soul of yourg!"

Nitocris went to her room and found her maid waiting, white-faced and anxious. She was frightened and
nearly worn out with caring for her mistress. She would have been very glad to have been back that very
night a "The Wilderness," even if it had logt its madter.

"Go to bed at once, Jenny; you look like aghost, asyou may well do after dl the trouble I've given you.
No, | don't really want you, and you want deep rather badly. Go to bed, like agood girl. It will not be
thefirg timethat | have undressed mysdif."

And when Jenny had gone and she had locked the door, Nitocris stripped herself, save for the collar of
diamonds and the pendant Horus Stone. She took along veil of Indian mudin out of her dress-box and
wound it round her after the fashion of old Egypt, leaving her 1eft breast bare. Only[Pg 289] the Ureaus
Crown was wanting to make her, in the flesh, Nitocris the Queen: but here on her bosom flashed and
flamed the Horus Stone& mdash;hers once again, asit had been in the far-off past, symbol of her
sovereignty, and proof of her faith in the one true Doctrine.

She looked at the lovely reflection in the long mirror behind her dressing-table, and said to hersdf ina
low, whispering laugh:

"Thisfor you, Oscar Oscarovitch that is, Menkau-Rawho was! Y es, you may dream your pleasant
dreamsto-night; you may take meto your londy castlein Viborg Bay; you may make me marry you, as
you think | shall& mdash;and hereis my wedding gift& mdash;mine again after al these

ages& mdash;blessed be for ever the Holy Trinity, Odiris, Isis, and Horus. May the Most High Gods help
and protect me!"

She raised the Sacred Stone to her lips as she spoke, turned off the light, and lay down in her bed to
dream dreams of forgotten ages.[Pg 290]

CHAPTER XXV
THE PASSING OF PHADRIG

Inal London, or, indeed, in any capital of Europe, there were no more angrily puzzled men than Nicol
Hendry and his colleague and subordinates. He was perfectly certain now that Phadrig Amena held the
key to the conspiracy which had resulted in the disappearance of Prince Zastrow. Oscarovitch had
vanished. He had been traced to Copenhagen, and then absolutely lost sight of. Three agents, dl picked
experts, had been put on to watch Phadrig and the Pentanas, as they were known to him, and within a
fortnight they had al died. One had fadlen down crossing the north side of Trafadgar Square: the verdict
had been heart failure. Another threw himsdlf into the river from the Tower Bridge; and thethird, a
woman who was one of the most skilful spiesin the service of the International, had made his
acquaintance and had dinner with him at the "Monico," and was found dead the next morning with an
empty morphiasyringein her hand and aswollen puncturein her left arm.



Thusfour more or less vauable lives had been lost, and not a shred of tangible evidence obtained againgt
the Egyptian. Convinced as he was that[Pg 291] this man was as responsible for their deaths as he had
been for that of Josephus, neither he nor his colleagues could find the dightest grounds for gpplying for a
warrant for his arrest, and meanwhile things were going from bad to worse in Russa. The Romanoff
dynasty wastottering to itsfal. The responsble leaders of the Revolution, angry and bewildered by the
loss of the man whom they had practicaly chosen to rule over them, were distributing thousands of
copies of an unggned manifesto which could not have come from any one but "the new Skobel eff.” What
was left of the army and the navy wasrallying to the nameless stlandard of the still unknown saviour of
Russia. Von Kessner and Captain Vollmar had apparently ceased to exi<t, and the Princess Hermiawas
living with her lady-in-waiting in the Strictest retirement in Dresden.

"It seemsto methat things are at an utter deadlock," said Nicol Hendry to the Chief of the German
section, who had come over to London to confer with him. "Four of our best agents havediedina
fortnight, and the others are getting shy. Redlly, we can't blame them. Thisis not like fighting the ordinary
sort of anarchist or regicide, who, after dl, does content himsalf with physical means. Thisinferna
scoundrdl, as| must confess | was warned to begin with, is quite independent of the rules of the game.
Hekills people by their own hands, not his, and, literdly, there ssemsno way of catching him."

"There must be away, my dear Hendry,"[Pg 292] replied the German, who was the very incarnation of
mechanica officiaism. "Y ou look at these things as consequences, | regard them only asrather
extraordinary coincidences. If thisisanything like what you seemto think it, it issupernaturd, and | don't
bdieveinthat."

"Thereisavery easy way to convince yoursdf, my dear Von Hamner," replied Hendry, with adight
shrug of his shoulders. " Suppose you go and interview this modern Mephistopheles yourself?*

"Will you comewith meif | do?" asked the German, with astraight stare through his spectacles.

"Certainly. In our profession it is necessary to take risks. The thing has gone far enough. Herewe arein
my room at New Scotland Y ard, the centre and stronghold of the British police system, and thereisthis
man or super-man, if you like, making no sign, doing nothing that will give usahold upon him, and yet
killing our agents asfast as we send them to find out what heisworking at, and we know just as much
to-day aswe did three weeks ago. Now, what is your idea?’

"Just this: if the English law won't touch him, do aswe do in Germany, take the law into your own hands.
We know where the fellow isto be found down in that Sum near the Borough Road. Send afew of your
plain-clothes men there this afternoon, and we will follow in acab. Bring your braceetswith you, and |
shall take my revolver. We don't want any nonsense thistime. If it goes on much longer we shall be the
laughing-stock of[Pg 293] the whole force from end to end of Europe, and that will not do us any good.
Shdl it befor thisafternoon?’

"It will be better done now. He has worked mischief enough, and if we are going to do it we may aswell
bring the thing to ahead at once, asthey say in the States. Now | will give the ingtructions, and we will go
to lunch. It may bethe last that either of uswill eat, you know."

"Poof!" exclaimed Von Hamner, who was feding not alittle nettled &t this quiet challenge to test his
persona courage. "Y ou are the last man on earth that | should have suspected of superdtition, my dear
Hendry. But, there, give your orders, and we will go to lunch, and then about four o'clock we may make
our cal in Candler's Court.”

While thetwo Chiefs of the Internationa were talking, Phadrig was reading a cypher telegram, of which
the meaning wasthis



"Reval .& mdash;Professor fell overboard three days ago. Body not recovered. Horus Stone did itswork.
N. consents. | marry her at Oscarburg. Russiaready. Fool Internationa for afew days and cometo
Viborg when you have done with them.

o"

"That isgood news," said Phadrig, in aconfidentia whisper to himsdlf; "for aman on the lower plane of
exigence the Princeiswonderfully clever. Thisisamaster-stroke. If heredly hasthe Queenin his power
al therest will be easy."[Pg 294]

"Theres two gentlemen to see you, Mr Amena." The door opened, and hislandlady's dirty little daughter
put her towded head through the little space behind the doorpost. “They're down below; shal | send 'em
up?'

"Certainly, Jane. Tell the gentlemen that | shall be pleased to seethem.”

The dirty face vanished as the door closed. Phadrig shut down the top of the big escritoire and locked it.
Heavy treads sounded on therickety stairs. There was a shuffle of feet on thelittle landing, a sharp knock
at thedoor, and hesaid in alow tone:

"Comein, gentlemen. | have been expecting you."

The door opened and Nicol Hendry entered, followed by his German colleague. Practised asthey were
inal thearts of their profession, they looked about the mean, miserably appointed room with curious
eyes. Phadrig, dressed in the same shabby semi-Orientd costume in which he had received I saac
Josephus, sdlaamed, and said:

"Gentlemen, although thisis but a poor room to receive you in, | am pleased that you have come. Y ou
are officers of the Internationd, if | am not mistaken."

Then his speech changed to German, and he went on:

"You, gr, are M. Nicol Hendry, and your friend isthe Herr von Hamner, Chief of the Berlin Section.
What can | do to serve you?'

It was anything but the greeting that they[Pg 295] expected. They thought that they had tracked the redl
crimind to hislast hiding-place. They had established the identity between Phadrig, the poor sdller of
curios, and Phadrig Amena, the worker of miracles, whom dl the smart set in London was talking about;
and here he wasiin this miserable, shabby room, dressed in clothes that no pawnbroker would advance a
couple of shillings on, smiling and bowing before them as though they were lords of the earth, and

he& mdash;the man who had sent three men and awoman to their deaths by, asit were, amere word of
command& mdash;aworm benegth their feet. Nicol Hendry managed to keep his salf-possession, but
Von Hamner was aready sorry that he had come, and hisface showed it.

"We have cometo ask you, Mr Amena,” said Hendry, thinking it best to come to the point a once, "why
you found it necessary to kill those people. | needn't mention names. Y ou know them aswell aswe do."

"I did not kill them, gentlemen. They killed themsalves, according to the newspaper reports. And now,
may | ask you why you found it necessary to set these spies of yoursto watch my every movement night
and day? What have | doneto bring mysdf within the four corners of your English law?’

"Nothing, unfortunately, that we can get awarrant for," replied Hendry, trying not to look into his eyes,
"and so we have taken the law into our own hands. Come, Mr Amena, the[Pg 296] gameisup. We
know al about your share in the conspiracy to remove Prince Zastrow in order to make room for your



patron Prince Oscarovitch. We have copies of his manifesto at Scotland Y ard, and we know that you
received atelegram in cypher from him to-day."

"Ah!" said Phadrig, in atone whose smoothness was intensaly aggravating, "that isvery interesting. May |
ask if you have trand ated the cypher?

"No, damn you and your Princel™ burst in Von Hamner. "If we had done that we should know even more
about you than we do now& mdash;and that ought to be enough to hang you."

He had spluttered the words out before Hendry had time to stop him. He expected a tragedy there and
then, but it did not happen. Phadrig took the telegram out of his coat pocket, handed it to Von Hamner
with agraceful bow, and said:

"Y our information is quite correct, gentlemen. That isthe telegram, and thisisthe meaning of it."

Then asthey read the unintdligible jumble of words, he repeated the meaning of them as though they
formed the most ordinary message, instead of a digpatch that might, asthey well knew, shake Europeto
itssocid and political foundations within the next week or so.

"Then thisisanother of your devilries, | suppose,” snarled Von Hamner. " So you have killed the great
Professor Marmion, the most gifted geniusin the whole world, asyou killed the others, to promote your
infernal schemes; and you have helped that scoundrel Oscarovitch to[ Pg 297] abduct his daughter. Well,
law or no law, thisshal bethe end of your doings. Y ou will comewith us as our prisoner, or you will not
leave thisroom dive."

"Those are hard words, mein Herr," said Phadrig, still spesking in German. "1 your prisoner! Why? What
have | done to make this outrage on English law possible?"

"Y ou will do better to come, Mr Amena," said Hendry, in hisquiet officid tone; "it will save agood ded
of trouble both to you and us. It must be the same in the end, you know. We have got you, and we don't
mean to let you do any more mischief. Y ou have done quite enough aready. Now, will you come quietly,
or shdl wetake you? We shdl charge you at Lambeth as areceiver of stolen goods: you will be
remanded for aweek in custody, and by that time we shall have your Princein safe keeping in St
Petersburg.”

"Will you, redly?' asked Phadrig, lifting hiseydidsfor thefirg time during theinterview. "'l should have
thought that a man of your European experience would have caled the Russian capital by its proper
name. Surely you know that only newspaper people make that mistake. It isthe city of Peter the Grest,
not Saint Peter the apostle. The fortress of Petro-paulovsky is not named after saints& mdash;only after
Tsas"

There was a sneer in hisvoice as he made thistrivia correction which roused both Hendry and Von
Hamner to anger. The German pulled hig Pg 298] revolver out of hiship pocket, and Hendry produced a
beautiful pair of polished handcuffs from his|eft trouser pocket.

"Ah, | seethat you have come prepared, gentlemen!” said Phadrig, with alaughing sneer in his
low-voiced whisper. "Those are what you call the braceletsin England, are they not? Wedll, snceyou are
determined to take the law into your hands& mdash;here are mine. Put them on M. Hendry, and then
your friend may not think it necessary to try and shoot me.”

He held his hands out. Theway in which he said "try and shoot me" did not sound well in their ears, but
Nicol Hendry thought that the work had to be put through now or not at al. He took a couple of steps
towards Phadrig, and a couple of sharp snapstold Von Hamner that their prisoner was safe. But the



prisoner did not seem to think so. Heraised his hands and |ooked at the handcuffs. He seemed to
examine them as though they were curiogities.

"Aretheseredly what you take criminasto prison with? They don't seem very strong. | could break
them as though they were thread.”

"That will do, Mr Amena. Y ou've got them on now, and we don't want any more of your conjuring
tricks. Come dong, and takeit quietly like asensble man."

Hendry wasfast losing patience, and Von Hamner was doing dl he could to keep hisfinger off the trigger
of therevolver.

"Ah yes, conjuring tricks you call them, you[Pg 299] ignorantsl Now look. Y ou have put the handcuffs
ontomy wrids. Isthisaconjuring trick? Seel"

He held hisarms out towards them, his two hands chained together.

"Mr Hendry, be good enough to take my right hand, and you, Herr von Hamner, my left. So; now shake
my hands. Y ou see, there are the handcuffs on the floor.”

It was only a shake of the hands, but the clink of the stedl followed as the bracelets dropped from his
wrists. He stooped down, and inside ten seconds they were clipped round Von Hamner's. In the same
instant he had twitched the revolver out of hishand and pointed it & Hendry's face.

"Now, gentlemen, you were talking about taking the law into your own hands. I, you see, have taken it
into mine. What do you proposeto do? | am quite a your service. Y our idea of arresting me on acharge
of recaiving stolen goodsis, if you will adlow meto say so, absurd. Y ou could no more make me guilty of
that than you could hang mefor the deaths of those foolish spies of yours. Now, what isit to be? Pardon
me, Herr von Hamner: the bracelets inconvenience you. Allow me." He took the handcuffs between his
finger and thumb, shook the chain, and they dropped into his hand. "Y ou will feel more comfortable

"Yes, and I'll make you less comfortable in Hell, where you should have been long ago,” shouted Von
Hamner, jJumping at him the moment[Pg 300] his hands were free, and snatching the revolver out of his
hand. The pistol went up before Hendry could get hold of hisarm, and hefired. Phadrig put his hand up,
and when the smoke had drifted away, he held it out to VVon Hamner, and said:

"| think that isyour bullet, mein Herr."

Thebullet waslying in the pam of hishand, alittle out of shape through passing therifling, but till the
same bullet.

The German's face turned areddish-grey, and Nicol Hendry, with al his courage, was not feding
particularly well. Asamatter of fact, hewas, for thefirst timein hislife, absolutely frightened. A man who
could ded with handcuffs as though they were made of cotton, and catch abullet in his hands, was not
the sort of crimina he had been trained to hunt. Asfor Von Hamner, hewasin astate of utter collapse.
He dropped upon achair, a pitiable spectacle of craven fear, looking about haf hisrea size so physically
shrunken did he seem.

"L et the devil go, Hendry," he mumbled. "Heis more than man. What isthe use? If you cannot shoot him,
you cannot hang him, and if handcuffs won't hold him, prison doorswon'. Let us go and |leave the devil
to himsdif. I've had enough of it."

"But perhapsthe devil hasnot,” said Phadrig, with apolitenesswhich wasinfuriating in itsmildness. "Y ou



gentlemen will understand that | do not wish to have this espionage going on any longer. If you cannot
promisethat it shal[Pg 301] stop at once | shdl, for my own protection, have to suggest to you that you
shall remove yoursalves, as the others have done.”

"No, no, not that, man, not that!" shouted V on Hamner, springing from his seat and making for the door.
"I have done with the whole business, curseit! Let me go, let me go! Hendry, do asyou like, but do it
aone. | havefinished.”

Before Hendry could reply, or before Von Hamner could reach it, the door was flung open, and Franklin
Marmion strode into the room. Von Hamner crawled back to his chair. He did not like the look of a
dead man who had cometo life again. Nicol Hendry held out hishand, and said:

"Andisit redly you, Professor? Mr Amena here hasjust had news that you were dead& mdash;'fallen
overboard in the Bdtic from Prince Oscarovitch's yacht. Body not recovered,’ iswhat the telegram says.”

"The body is hereright enough, M. Hendry. | did not fall overboard. | was bound hand and foot, had a
meass of iron tied to my feet, and was thrown out of a port-hole by the Prince and his captain. Of course,

| got rid of the rope and the iron even more easily than thisman got rid of your handcuffs ashort time
ago, and after keeping mysdlf afloat for haf an hour or so, | was picked up by afishing-boat which took
me to Stralsund. | got achange of clothes there, and came home via Hamburg and Ostend. My daughter
has gone on in the yacht to[ Pg 302] Oscarburg, where the Prince expects to make her hiswife, and
where she will make avery considerablefool of him. That isall, and now | suppose | had better deal with
thismen."

"Mercy, mercy, Thou Who Knowest! Pity, pity!"
Phadrig raised his hands above his head, turned round thrice dowly, and sank in ahegp on the floor.

"Thou who wast once High Priest in the House of Ptah: thou who hast held the Doctrine: thou darest to
ask for mercy, knowing well that thereis no forgiveness of sins: thou hast taken innocent lives, believing
thyself above human law. A wasted lifeis behind thee: see that thou doest better for thy soul's sakein the
next. Die now! The High Gods have spoken, and the pendty of sin is death& mdash;and the life beyond.
Did"

And Phadrig died. His eyes glazed and his flesh withered; hislipsand hisgumsdried up and shrivelled
away from hisjaws. His clothesfel away from hisbody in rotting shreds, and before Nicol Hendry and
Von Hamner had quite grasped the full meaning of the horror that was happening before their eyes, dl
that was|eft of him wasalittle hesp of yelow boneswith afew fragments of cloth clinging to them.

"Gentlemen,” said Franklin Marmion, "there are some things which cannot betold. | think you will agree
with methat thisis one of them. Mr Amena has | eft the world for the present. Those boneswill bedust in
afew minutes. I1t[Pg 303] will only be another mysterious disappearance, and | don't think that any one
except the Pentanas and Prince Oscarovitch will trouble much about him. The Pentanas are now
deprived of al power for harm, and the Prince will probably be a harmless [unatic when he comes back
into the world. | should sweep that dust up and put it into the fireplace, if | were you. In that desk you
will find documents giving the whole history of the Affaire Zastrow. They will be useful to you. Y ou will
have to excuse me now. Europe is on the brink of war, and I must go and remove the cause. | rely upon
your discretion asto the events of this afternoon. Au revoir. | shal have the pleasure of seeing you again
shortly."

The door closed, and they were |€eft to their somewhat gruesome task.[Pg 304]



CHAPTER XXVI
CAPTAIN MERRILL'SCOMMISSION

Franklin Marmion found a hansom in the Borough Road and drove to Waterloo. He had just timeto wire
to Merrill to meet him at the "Keppd's Head" for dinner and catch the new 4.55 express for Portsmouth.
Merrill waswaiting for him in the smoking-room. Asthey shook hands, he said in the quiet tonewhichis
characteristic of his profession:

"Y our wire was rather sudden news, Professor. | thought you were somewherein the Baltic. Y our
coming back like this seemed to mean something, and so | took the liberty of having a private room for
our dinner.”

"Perfectly right, my dear Merrill," hereplied. "Let usgo upstairs at once. | have agood ded to say to
you, and what | am going to say will have to be done quickly."

"We have our sailing ordersfor the Bdltic, and the Specid Squadron leaves Spithead at midnight. Come
upgtairs, Professor, and we can talk."

Dinner was served afew minutes after they got into the room that Merrill had reserved on thefirst floor.
Thewaiter was dismissed and the door locked, and then Franklin Marmion told Mark Merrill the most
wonderful story he had ever[Pg 305] heard. If it had come from any one else he would have put it down
asalie, but he remembered what had happened in the lecture thestre of the Roya Society, and so he
held his peace. It was quite impossible for him to disbelieve anything the father of hisBest Beloved told
him. When the Professor had finished the story of Nitocris and the Prince, he leaned his ebows on the
table, and said:

"Now, my dear Merrill, | am going to put it into your power to save Europe from the horrors of a
universal war: but to that you must be prepared to take risks which may result in your being dismissed the
Service. On the other hand, if you succeed, asyou are dmost certain to do if you act strictly on the
ingructionsthat | am going to give you, you will be aCgptain in amonth, and aVice-Admird inayear.”

"But I'm a Captain now, Professor. | was keeping that little bit of newsfor you. | hoisted my pennant this
morning on His Mgesty's ship Nitocris: new second-class cruiser, eight thousand tons, and twenty-four
knots: as pretty a ship as Elswick ever turned out. And the name: it cameto melike arevelaion.”

"Possibly it was, in asense that you may not quite understand now, but you will understand it when you
and Niti are married. She will be better ableto explain it then than | could now."

"And what are the orders& mdash;| mean, of course, the private ones? Ours are: sail at midnight, make
Kronstadt in forty-eight hours: command the approachesto Rigaand St Petersburg, and[Pg 306] wait
for the developments of this manifesto which seemsto be setting what isleft of Russaon fire. Germany is
inwith usfor thetime being: France and Italy and our Mediterranean squadron will seeto thingsin the
Near Eagt, and atogether there seem to be the prospects of avery handsome sort of row."

"Which you, my dear Merrill, will be the means of preventing,” said Franklin Marmion, taking a piece of
folded tracing paper out of the inside pocket of hiscoat. "'l yield to circumstance. The name of your new
ship convinces methat | waswrong in certain other circumstances. Y ou will give me a passageto Viborg
on the Nitocris. Y ou will take French leave of the fleet as soon as you sight Kronstadt, get into Viborg
Bay at your best speed, land your men, take the Castle, which is quite undefended, bring away Prince
Zastrow and Oscarovitch, and, of course, Niti; put your two princes on board the flagship, bring them
back to England, and dictate terms from London. It ssemsagood dedl to do, but | will make it possible,



if you are prepared to do as | advise you. Thereisthe chart showing the approaches to Oscarburg.”

"Il doit, gr," said Merrill, taking the tracing from hishand. "I'll break every regulation of the Serviceinto
little pieces to get that done. Now, | ought to be getting on board. Are you ready?'

"Quite," said Franklin Marmion, rigng from hischair. "l see now where the man of action comesin. | did
not see that before, | must confess."[Pg 307]

CHAPTER XXVII
THE BRIDAL OF OSCAROVITCH

The Specid Service Squadron steamed out of Spithead as the clock of Portsmouth Town Hall chimed
twelvethat night. Thirty-six hourslater a marriage ceremony took placein the chapel of the Castle of
Oscarburg. It was performed according to the rites of the Orthodox Church, and the witnesses were
Prince Zastrow and his medical attendant, Doctor Hugo. Theretainers of the Castle, headed by the
major-domo and the housekeeper, formed the congregation. Jenny was up in her mistress room packing
asthough for an immediate departure. She was very frightened at the happenings of the past three or four
days, but she contented hersalf with the thought that her mistress was going to be a princess, and that,
therefore, her own lot in lifewould be brightened with reflected glory.

When the ceremony was over, the wedding feast was held in the great dining-hal of the Castle after the
ancient Finnish style. When the loving-cup had been drunk, Nitocristook leave of her lord and went to
her room. The brida chamber wag Pg 308] blazing with light, and the great silken-hung bed was a couch
fit for aqueen. She turned the draperies down, laid herself dressed on the thick, downy bed, and then got
up and went back to her own.

"| shal deep hereto-night, Jenny, and | shall not undress. Y ou mustn't do, either. Lock the door, and put
the sofaacrossit. Y ou will find that something is going to happen to-night. Is everything ready for usto

go away?"
"Yes, Your Highness" replied Jenny, wondering what was going to happen next.

"Y ou must not call me Highness, Jenny,” said her migtress, with alaugh. "I did not marry the Prince
to-day. It was some one else he knew along time ago. | have put her to bed in that splendid bridal
chamber of his. Sheiswaiting for him now."

"But | don't understand, Miss& mdash;| & mdash;& mdash;"

"There is no need for you to understand, Jenny. Just be agood girl, and do as you're told. When we get
back to England | will explain mattersasfar as| can.”

Miss Jenny wisely decided to keep her thoughtsto hersalf, and went on with her packing. Nitocris
changed her bridal dressfor her yachting costume, and lay down on the couch to await the progress of
events.

Oscarovitch left the company in the dining-hal to their revel in about an hour'stime, and went up to his
fatein the bridal chamber. He knocked and opened the door softly: locked it, and went toward[Pg 309]
the bed. He leaned over it for amoment, and then a hoarse shriek of mingled rage and terror rang
through the room. He flung the clothes off the bed. Where was the lovely bride he had wedded only a
few hours before? What was this horrible thing lying where she should have been? Not



Nitocris& mdash;and yet, it was Nitocris. Like aflash of lightning rending the darkness of the midnight
heavens, the gap of oblivion between hisliveswas rent, and the light flamed into his soul. Phadrig had lied
to him. The daughter of Rameses had not died that night in the banqueting chamber of the Palace of Pepi.
She had lived and reigned virgin queen of the Sacred Land. Her body had been submitted to the hands of
the paraschites and buried in the City of the Dead over against Memphis, on the eestward side of the
river. And here was her mummy lying in hisbridal bed, mocking him with its hideous, sony rigidity.

For afew terrible moments he stood staring at it, his clenched fists raised above his head. Then with
another scream he cast himself uponiit.

When they broke the door open, they found the man who in afew days would have been Emperor of the
Russias and the East lying across the bed mowing and gibbering like amad monkey, and scraping up
handfuls of brown dust from the Stained shests.

Twenty-four hourslater the Admira in command of the British Specia Squadron off Kronstadt saw[Pg
310] the private signd flashed from the north-east. He was a very angry Admiral, for hehad lost a
brand-new cruiser and one of the smartest captainsin the Service. But the signal spelt " Nitocris. All well.
Coming dongsde.”

"All well, and be damned to you, Captain Merrill!" muttered the Admira under his bresth, when the
sgna wasread to him. "Thisisanice way to begin anew command. I've haf amind to put him under
arrest: but he'sagood man. 1'd better hear what he has to say for himsdf first. | wonder what the deuce
he's been doing with that cruiser since hetook her away without leave? Well, here sheis, | suppose.”

But it was not H.M.S. Nitocris that came out of the night glittering with eectric lightsand flying through
the water at aspeed that the fastest destroyer in the squadron could not have equaled. A whistle tooted
softly, awhite shape sivung up out of the darkness and dowed down aongside the flagship. A boat
dropped into the water, and three minutes later Captain Mark Merrill ran up the gangway ladder, saluted
the quarter-deck, and handed his sword to the Admiral.

"l have donewrong, Sir, but | hope that | have aso, in another sense, doneright. | have brought both
princeswith me."

"Both princes& mdash;Good Lord, sr, what do you mean?"

"May | come below with you, sir, and explain? It has been rather delicate work, but we've got it through
al right, I think."[Pg 311]

"Then keep your sword for the present, and come and tell me what you haveto say."

Captain Merrill followed the Admird to hisroom, and told the story of the taking of the

Oscarburg& mdash;a very easy matter with a hundred blugjackets at his back& mdash;the capture of
Oscarovitch, who was now in astraight waistcoat on board his own yacht, the rescue of Prince Zastrow
and Nitocris, and& mdash;& mdash;

"The other Nitocrisisfollowing, sir,” he concluded. "I thought | had better take the yacht. She can make
agood thirty-five knots, and that's useful when you'rein ahurry. And now, Sir, | am a your disposd."

"Rubbish!" said the Admira, holding out his hand. "' Captain Merrill, | don't quite know how you've done
it, but you've saved Europe, and perhaps the world, from war. If you hadn't brought those two princes of
yoursto-night, we should have been fighting Germany for the possession of Kronstadt before mid-day



to-morrow. Those were the orders. Now, of course, they can do nothing, asyou have brought Prince
Zastrow back from the dead. He's their choice, and you had better get him and the other away to
London as soon as| have seen them, and you can take my report with you on that thirty-five knotter
after breakfast to-morrow morning. Now, it's getting late. I'll say good-night.”[Pg 313][Pg 312]

EPILOGUE

The double wedding which took place at St George's, Hanover Square, the following June was one of
the most brilliant functions of the year. Their Mgesties of Russiaand Great Britain graced the ceremony
with their presence, and, asa specia act of grace to the man who, with Franklin Marmion's help, had
saved the world from what might have been one of the bloodiest warsin history, H.M.S. Nitocris was
put into commission for acruise, the object of which was anything rather than warlike. Two of the
happiest couples on land or seamade the round of the world in her. Before they returned Princess
Hermia had taken the last of Phadrig's drug and lain down to deep never to wake again, and in the
fullness of her happiness Nitocris pardoned Oscar Oscarovitch, and alowed him to die.

THE END

[Pg 314]
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