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“Tannemore? Where have I heard that
name?"” said Muller. “It was in connection
with some recent police news.”

“Good Heavens, Muller, don’t let anyone
hear you say such a thing!” exclaimed the
commissioner. “Lord Tannemore is a
brother of the Earl of Wrexham, and is a
scholar of note himself, an archaeologist,
I understand—with special knowledge of
Assyrian antiquity.”

“All the same—yes—Assyria, that’s it. It
was in connection with the breakdown of
Burton, one of the best detectives Scot-
land Yard ever had. I remember it now.
Lord Tannemore—that is the man—pro-
claimed his belief that some collection of
antiquities recently purchased by the Brit-
ish Museum was not genuine. It made talk
and Burton was put on the case by Lord
Tannemore. He could not bring any proof
of the forgery and broke down completely
over it, lost his mind. It wasn’t so very
long ago—about a year, I think. I wonder
if Professor Clusius’ journey has anything
to do with this matter?”

“I couldn’t say. There was nothing in
the despatch from London to that effect.”

“A little imagination can help even in
reading despatches,” thought Muller. But
he said nothing and listened as respect-
fully as before while his chief continued:

“The despatch states that information
will be sent us by the Swedish police as
soon as the actual route taken by the
professor and his party is known, and the
names that they have chosen to travel
under. They will be obliged to obtain their
passports and thus make their intentions
known to the Swedish authorities. Be
ready to start at any moment. Thus far
we know only that they intend to enter
Syria by way of Beyrout. You need not
go any further than that point with them.”

“Please give me indefinite leave of ab-
sence, Commissioner. I may want to go
further than Beyrout; something may turn
up‘"

“It isn’t likely, but if you want the time,
take it. You have earned a vacation. Our
department has had secret orders for some
time to pay particular attention to any
request for assistance that might come
from England. We are told to be particu-
larly polite to English wishes. That’s an-
other reason why I am sending you on this
job. You don’t mind going, do you?” asked
the commissioner, somewhat anxiously.

“Not in the least. In fact it will be most
interesting to make the personal acquaint-
.ance, unofficially, of such a noted scholar.

Have you read anything about the pro-
fessor’s newest discovery?”

“No; what is it?”

“Some process he has invented by which
he hopes to restore lost writings—to make
it possible even to call up on any surface
the shadows of the figures which have
passed between it and the light at any
time, no matter how long before. You can
imagine what that would mean for our
department, Commissioner. If this thing is
feasible we can see the whole process of
a murder, for instance, worked out in
shadows on the wall of the room where it
occurred.”

“Impossible,” declared the commissioner.
“The thing can’t be done. These scientists
have their visions, but precious few of
them are ever translated into a form that
will make them of use for us ordinary’
mortals. We of the police have to deal with
facts, not visions.”

“And yet even we need the Vision. What
would the world be without the Vision?”
murmured Muller.

CHAPTER II

THE MIDNIGHT VISIT

pen and looked at his watch.
“Midnight!” he murmured. “I had
no idea it was so late. I must not work
any more to-night.”

With a half-regretful sigh the noted
Swedish scientist pushed back his desk
chair, rose and walked slowly to the win-
dow.

The great park-like garden surrounding
Professor Clusius’ home on one of the
islands of Stockholm was famed through-
out his own city and far beyond its liimts.
Trees and flowers from every zone grew
there, braving the northern climate as if
sustained by some miraculous power. And
indeed popular opinion ascribed miracu-
lous power to the man who lived there, the
great explorer in the realm of science,
whose world-fame was his country’s proud-
est boast.

As he stood now at the broad window
of his study looking out into the garden
the far-off hum of city traffic came faintly,
even in the stillness of an early spring
night. It was as if the busy bustling town
were loath to disturb the labours or the
repose of her greatest citizen.

Clusius pressed a button by the window.
“Put out the lights in the large drawing-

PROFESSOR CLUSIUS put down his
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ANNEMORE smiled also. “I see you

are entirely at home there. Well, then,
in the first row of glass cases, case 3,
there are—"

“Clay tablets from Birs i Nimrud—"

“The tablets to the left—"

“Cuneiform inscriptions,” supplemented
the professor eagerly.

Tannemore nodded.
were you there last?”

“Seven years ago.”

“Oh, that’s too bad.”

uwhy?"

“If you were there now you would see
something—something monstrous.”

“What?”

“Babylonian tablets that—but let me go
back again in my story. You know those
modest-looking, fascinating bricks in case
3, the tablets which bear on their surface
the mystery of three milleniums? None of
the great scholars, not even Rawlinson the
peerless, can decipher them completely.
You know how we all, we archaeologists,
have been working over these stones, striv-
ing to wring from them the secret which
they hide, the secret of a lost language.
As you know, we have succeeded in part
only. One ‘thing we do know—"

“That the script is hieratic,” Clusius
completed.

“Yes, that is the point,” said Tannemore
solemnly. “We know that it is a style of
cuneiform writing considered sacred in
Mesopotamia, writing used only by priests
and scholars. Now over a year ago, while
I was in the Highlands, news came to me
that the government had purchased, for
an enormous sum, a collection of Baby-
lonian antiquities, gold, gems and stones.
The seller was William Bridgeport, an
archaeologist of some repute. The price he
asked was far beyond the cost of all other
material ever found in the neighbourhood
of Birs i Nimrud. He based his exorbitant
demands on the contention that his tablets
showed a new style of writing, the demotic
cuneiform, something never before dis-
covered in that region. The government
had refused at first to pay so much and
the hesitation cost dear. For when the
decision to acquire the collection was
finally made, Bridgeport’s business repre-
sentative, a man by the name of Red-
fowles, demanded double the original sum
asked.

“I hurried to London at once on receipt
of the news and went directly from the
station to the museum. The new stones
‘filled my thoughts so completely that I

“Exactly. When

found myself, as I ascended the stairs,
looking into my own sister’s face without
recognizing her. Then at last I stood
before the new wonder, and—at the very
first glance—I felt—I knew beyond a doubt
—that they were falsifications—that they
were a blatant forgery.”

Tannemore paused, breathless, waiting
for his friend to speak. But Clusius sat
silent, his head resting on his hand, and
the Englishman took up his story again.

“For a whole week I tried to persuade
myself that I had been mistaken. Then I
called on our friend Kingsby, the new
director of the museum, and asked his
permission to make an examination of the
tablets. ‘It has been done most thoroughly
already,” he told me. I revealed my doubts
and he assured me that our leading
Assyriologists had studied the bricks care-
fully before the purchase was made. But
he had no objection to another examina-
tion and let me take the stones. Rumours
of my doubts got about in scientific circles,
and Redfowles, who had arranged the sale,
called on me one day. He declared that I
had insulted him and his friend Bridge-
port by my expressed opinion, and chal-
lenged me to a duel.”

“And you want me to be your second?”
cried Clusius, looking up. “Gladly—gladly
—depend on me.”

“No, that isn’t it,” replied Tannemore.
“I thank you deeply for your offer, my
friend, but it is a greater service than that
which I ask of you. What possible good
could a duel serve? Should I fall, how
could I prove the truth of my assertion?
By a chance quiver of my hand Bridgeport
and Redfowles would be vindicated, and
could laugh all honest archaeologists to
shame. No, I will not fight them in that
absurd. way—I will expose them! That is,
I have hoped to expose them.” A bitter
smile wreathed his lips. “And in this hope
I drew up a formal contract with Red-
fowles on August sixth of the year before
last. By the terms of the contract I was
to have two years to prove the truth of my
assertion that the inscription on the
tablets was a forgery. Could I prove it,
Redfowles was to make open acknowledge-
ment of the fraud, and of course, the
money should be restored to the Museum.
If I could not prove it, I must acknowledge
openly that—that I made a false accu-
sation.” :

Lord Tannemore’s voice was quite even
and steady when he reached this point
in his story. With scarcely a perceptible
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pause he continued, “And now, after
many months of work, I find myself com-
pelled to acknowledge that I cannot prove
the fraud, although I am as convinced as
ever that it is a fraud. I know those stones
are forged. And yet—on the sixth of next
August I shall be compelled to confess
myself guilty of public libel, an irrevocable
stain on my name—a stain that—that I
can scarecly outlive unless—" Tannemore
breathed deeply. “Unless you—"

“Unless I can help you expose the
fraud,” Clusius said calmly.

“That is what I came to ask of you—
came at this hour. I should not have dis-
turbed you for a lesser cause. For the
first time in this year and a half of re-
search I am worried and anxious—I will
confess it to you. I left London on an im-
pulse—in the press of an uncontrollable
desire to see you. I took the quickest route
and come now directly from the station to
you—to your house—"

“That was right—you did right to come
to me.” Clusius caught his friend’s hand.
“It was good of you to think of me in your
trouble, Richard; it shows me that you
do indeed look on me as your friend. I
will try to deserve your trust. Then I am
to prove that you are right? Surely, that’s
my work—to discover what is hidden from
others. I will prove that you are right—
that is,” his voice grew grave, “if it can be
proven.” .

“Yes—if it can be proven.” Tannemore’s
smile was forced.

“I know it can be proven,” declared
Clusius brightly.

Tannemore pressed his friend’s hand
warmly, and his intelligent eyes softened.
“If it had been a personal matter only, I
should never have troubled you. Even
though my honour is at stake—the un-
spotted honour of my family name—and
my own personal reputation as an archae-
ologist. But the tablets, the false tablets!
Is it not unendurable to think that they
should lie there beside the true ones,
equally honoured and admired?—that
unless the fraud can be exposed they will
rest there for future generations to see?”

“It must be exposed,” said the professor
calmly. “No such falsehood must endure
to confuse science throughout the years.”

“Exactly,” exclaimed Tannemore eagerly.
“Imagine our best men giving years to the
effort to unriddle this writing; or—the
thing has been done so cleverly—imagine
letting this untruth be written into his-
tory.”

.« struck sharply, once.

“It must not be! It must not be!” cried
Clusius, the fire of the true scholar shining
in his eyes.

The Englishman laid his arm affection-
ately about his famous friend’s shoulders,
as he asked with grave tenderness, “Then
you trust me fully? You believe what I say
even when I tell you that I cannot find a
single fact to prove my assertion?”

Clusius answered in the calm, balanced
tone of a teacher laying down an axio-
matic rule.

“There are some statements, the truth
of which must be judged partly by the
mental and moral worth of him who
makes them. There is something in in-
tuition even in the field of exact science.
I know you as a scholar of high repute.
I should consider any opinion of yours
worth a careful investigation.”

“Then you will help me—you will?” Tan-
nemore’s voice was hoarse with emotion.

“I will help you,” declared Clusius defi-
nitely.

Tannemore rose, pressed his friend's
hand. His lips trembled and he did not
trust himself to speak.

Into the tense silence of the room a clock
Another answered
from the room beyond, and still another.
The succession of sudden sounds roused
Tannemore into self-control. He laughed
and stepped back a pace.

“Your clocks insist on being heard,” he
said.

“The hint is not intended for my
friends,” said the professor. “It is designed
for an excuse to rid myself of tiresome,
formal visitors. We will send Klaus to the
hotel for your man and your luggage,
Richard. You must stop here while you
are in Stockholm. I understand the gravi-
ty of this matter, my friend, but I trust
you, and I will help you if it is in my
power to do so.”

“It looks now as if only a miracle could
save me,” replied Tannemore gravely; “but
you can work miracles.”

HE FOLLOWING morning Professor
Clusius and Lord Tannemore sat to-
gether over a late breakfast in the scien-
tist’s favourite morning room. It was a
light, airy apartment with walls and roof
of glass. The tree-tops in the park outside
arched over their heads, and through the
bare branches the pale sunlight flashed a
gleam from the near waters of Lake Malar.
There was a third man present, Hjalmar
Lund, the professor’s chief assistant. In
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spite of the very considerable attainments
which had won him so favoured a position,
Lund was not yet thirty years of age, and
was furthermore very good to look upon.
Whenever his presence was required at the
professor’s public lectures and demonstra-
tions, the younger women of Stockholm
society developed a noticeable and com-
mendable desire for scientific knowledge.
Lund’s personal triumphs were farthest
from his thoughts this morning, however,
as he sat with his clear honest blue eyes
fixed on the face of the great scholar
whose devoted disciple he was.

Clusius pushed back his chair a little
from the table. “Now we can begin,” he
remarked.

His two companions sat up eagerly and
waited in an attitude of respectful atten-
tion. Outside, the faint sunshine grew
paler still as a white sea-fog rolled slowly
in over the lake. Clusius had fallen into
deep meditation, and the others scarcely
dared to breathe in fear of disturbing the
train of his thoughts.

Finally he spoke. “Now we can begin,”
he repeated. “Lund, I want you to take
part in our conference. Lord Tannemore
has told you of the matter in hand, I sup-
pose.”

Lund nodded, and the professor con-
tinued, turning to his guest, “and now,
Richard, will you be so good as to tell us
in detail just what you have already done
to prove the forgery of the inscription?
Your first impulse, I suppose, was to enlist
police assistance?”

“Exactly,” replied Tannemore. “I en-
gaged Burton, the cleverest Secret Service
man in England, and sent to America for
the famous Josiah Kingfleth to help him.
They were liberally supplied with money
and a big reward was the further price of
success. For eight months these two men
devoted themselyes entirely to the case.
At the end of that time Burton was com-
mitted to an asylum, hopelessly insane.
Kingfleth gave up the case in despair and
went home to resign his official position,
in shame at his defeat.”

“And then your part of the work began.”

“Yes. Then I began my scientific inves-
tigation.”

“I am taking for granted that you went
cver the ground thoroughly? In Mesopo-
tamia, I mean.”

“Surely. I realized that I must first of
all know positively whether or not real
tablets bearing such script could be found
in that neighbourhood. Had I found any,

it would of course have been one proof
less in my favour. But it would have di-
minished the value of Bridgeport’s collec-
tion, a value based on the assumption that
there were no more such stones in exist-
ence. This, of course, was his best security
against exposure. For who could prove
that the demotic writing did not exist at
the period in question? I found no proof
anywhere that it did exist—but that is no
proof of its non-existence. My investiga-
tions did not give me a single proof that
I needed—but they strengthened my own
belief that these stones are forgeries.”

“I agree with you there,” said the pro-
fessor.

“I left literally no stone unturned in
that region,” continued Tannemore. “With
thirty good men to help me I spent nearly
a year of constant labour in Assyria, Media
and Babylonia.”

“You examined the rock walls of Biru-
tun?” asked Clusius.

Tannemore nodded. ‘“We studied every
mark on them up to the very top.”

“And the mud of the Euphrates bottoms.
There have been isolated stones found
there.”

“I had it dredged for miles.”

“Then we must go back to the collection
itself. You tried out the gold of the orna-
ments?”

“It is gold of Ophir, used to-day in some
places, but used in ancient Assyria also.”

“And the tablets? Their composition?”

“They are perfect in weight, thickness
and composition. They might be made
either of clay from Birs i Nimrud, or of
Eckbatana earth.” Tannemore sighed,
then set his teeth hard.

Lund looked at Clusius, who shook his
head and relapsed into silence, but not for
long this time.

“The cuneiform writing,” he explained,
“is cut into the surface of the stone. Any
metal instrument used for such purpose
will become blunted and leave some of its
substance in the stone. Did you look for
filings in the corners of the letters? Any-
thing that would show that the stones had
been cut by chisels of bessemer steel?”

“I thought of that also,” replied the
Englishman. “I found some minute parti-
cles and assayed them. They were iron
filings, soft pig iron of a kind that Cam-
byses or Darius might have used. No, my
dear Professor, I have done all that and I
can do no more. All my labour has resulted
only in apparent proof of the genuineness -
of the tablets—and yet—and yet—" Tan-
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rious world they could not see. Finally
he spoke again:

“And there is a greater despot even
than these early conquerors—it is Time,
the tyrant of us all. In Mesopotamia
many a valuable record is blurred or faded
altogether under the ravages of time—
in Mesopotamia, the cradle of ancient cul-
ture. Back in the dimness of Days the
people there were intelligent and prosper-
ous. They carved their hieroglyphs in
stones, and more than that—here our in-
tuition may sagely lead us—they painted
them in colours.”

Lund sprang from his chair, his hand-
some face flushed, his eyes sparkling. “In
colours—colours which have faded under
the sunlight of years.”

“That is my meaning,” said the pro-
fessor.

“And then we can imagine how the
Persians and the Syrians copied out this
colour-writing on stone,” exclaimed Tan-
nemore quickly.

“And furthermore,” continued Clusius,
“we can answer the question of the genu-
ineness or the falsity of Bridgeport’s tab-
lets when we see the development of hier-
oglyphic writing with our own eyes—when
we watch men writing in Mesopotamia of
five thousand years ago.”

Tannemore and Lund looked at each
other in helpless bewilderment. Again
they had come to the point where they
could not follow.

“When we watch—"
mechanically. .

—“men writing in Mesopotamia of five
thousand years ago,” Tannemore finished
the sentence in the same groping uncer-
tainty.

“And we shall watch it,” continued
Clusius, unheeding their bewilderment,
“for I feel that I shall succeed in the task
of which I spoke in my lecture this morn-
ing. The problem has been engrossing me
for some time. When you came to me last
night, Richard, it flashed over me that
to do this thing would be the only means
of helping you—your need of me has given
the impetus to carry me on to the actual
experiment—the impetus needed to awaken
my mind to its best activities. It would
be a great thing to do—it might easily be
the culmination of my career—but it would
mean still more to me if it should prove
the means of helping you.”

Klaus had been standing near the door
for some time, waiting for a chance to
speak. In the pause that followed the

repeated Lund

professor’s words, he came forward and
asked if he might close the window, as the
rain was coming in heavily and the floor
was covered with water.

The three men looked down and laughed.
They were sitting with their feet in nearly
half an inch of water and not one of them
had noticed it.

“It’s a bad habit of mine always to have
a window open wherever I am,” said
Clusius apologetically.

Lund sprang up a second time and ran
to the window. The carefully tended
garden was strewn with broken branches
and the sanded paths were roaring tor-
rents of mud. “The figurings—the calcu-
lations!” he exclaimed in horror. “They’re
all gone—they’re lost—totally lost!”

Clusius started and groaned. “My notes
—my valuable notes—they're lost—irre-
trievably lost!”

He repeated the words half aloud. Then,
as he saw the ghastly pallour of Tanne-
more’s face he hastened to add, “And
yet—perhaps not—perhaps not altogether
lost.”

Lund vented his anger on Klaus. “Why
didn’t you warn us of the coming storm?”

“I'm so sorry, sir,” replied Klaus humbly,
“but I thought you saw it coming—it
threatened for so long.”

“Oh, you thought we saw it, did you?
We had something more important to
think of.”

Klaus looked from one to the other, at
a loss to understand their excitement.

“This is a most unfortunate happening,”

. said Clusius.

“It is a catastrophe—for me at least,”
replied Tannemore, his eyes fixed on the
wet floor.

Klaus, still bewildered, ventured a timid
hope that his lordship’s shoes were not
greatly damaged. No one heard him ex-
cept Lund, who smiled in the midst of his
emotion.

“Those notes,” began the professor again,
“were of the greatest possible value for
our undertaking. They were the result
of a train of reasoning which I may never
be able to reach again with the same defi-
niteness. As you know, Richard, there are
moments of intuition even in science. The
mind flies over unessentials and welds
together the links of the chain. Something
is accomplished in a few moments which
ordinarily might take months to achieve.”

Lund sighed deeply and Clusius nodded
to him. “I know what you are thinking
now, Hjalmar,” he said, with the ghost of
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than an hour the impressions of a year or-

even a decade—if we look at the surface
itself we shall see nothing but a glimmer-
ing of grey, with uncertain outlines. To
obviate this difficulty I shall take photo-
graphs of the impression, photographs
made by an invention of my own.

“In the experiments I hope to make there
among the ruins, my arrangements will be
so perfected that the photographs will be
necessary only to preserve the record of
what we shall see. Just now we need them
to see anything at all. I have invented a
camera by means of which what happens
on the surface under treatment will be
caught on a specially prepared paper,
moving on a roll, and developed instan-
taneously by simply passing through an
acid bath. The paper runs on big spools
and can be rolled or unrolled at will.”

“Wonderful!” exclaimed Lund.

“And now let us commence at once.”
The professor rose from his chair, pulled
over his photographic apparatus and
showed Lund how to work it.

Tannemore looked on in silence. His
firm-set lips and the rise and fall of his
chest alone told of his suppressed excite-
ment. Whatever the success or failure of
this experiment meant to others in the
interests of science, to him it was more,
much more. It was life or death, honour
or disgrace.

Finally Clusius looked up from the ap-
paratus. “And now, friends, remember!”
he whispered. “These cabin walls are only
wooden partitions, and no one must know
what we are doing here.” The others
nodded and the scientist continued, “I
thought that all was ready—but—we
haven’t anything to experiment on. Funny,
but that slipped my mind entirely. What
shall we take for our first object? Why,
what’s this on the table?—a woman'’s fan?
What's it doing here?”

“One of the ladies left it in the saloon,”
explained Lund in embarrassment. “I was
about to take it up on deck to give it to
her when Lord Tannemore came to fetch
me.”

“And so you brought it in with you?
Well, that will do very nicely for our pur-
pose.”

LUSIUS fastened the outstretched fan
in a steel rack on the table. Under it
he placed a metal jar with a screw top,
turned the lens of the camera on the silken
surface, and asked Lund to stand ready.
Then he closed the window tightly, drew

the dark curtains over it and shut the door
to the inner cabin.

Deep silence reigned in the darkened
room, broken only by the gentle lapping
of the waves against the ship’s wall out-
side, and by the monotonous stamp of the
engine.

“When you hear the click of my watch-
cover, Hjalmar, you may start your cam-
era.”

There was a pause, then Lund caught
the little signal. He took the cap from the
lens and loosened the catch that held the
roll of paper. The latter began to move
with a gentle humming noise.

Slowly a gleam arose from the open fan,
a faint gleam that now shone out more
brightly, now faded into blackness. One
moment it would be quite dark, and again
a brighter ray would lighten the cabin
like fleeting sunshine through opening
clouds.

“The pictures are passing with incredible
swiftness. In sixty seconds we have taken
up the impressions of an entire year,”
whispered Clusius.

“It’'s marvellous,” gasped Lund, his hand
on the bars of the apparatus.

Tannemore stood gazing with wide eyes
at the mysterious glimmering light.

“Six hundred seconds,” Clusius counted.
“Ten years, the fan is old. There, that will
do,” he said a little later; “stop the paper.
This is sufficient.”

Lund checked the machinery and Tan-
nemore started for the window.

“Wait a moment,” said Clusius; “we must
pass the paper through the bath. Now you
may open the window,” he added a few
moments later.

Tannemore’s hand shook as he drew the
curtain and raised the shutter. “Is it suc-
cessful?” he asked hoarsely.

“We’ll see,” returned Clusius. He drew
up a little table in front of the window,
placed the spools holding the paper upon
it, and sat down. Tannemore and Lund
stood behind him, bending over his shoul-
der.

“It begins here,” said Clusius, unrolling:
the paper. “Here’s the bright spot made by
the sunlight when I opened the fan.”

“And here’s a big dark blotch,” said Tan-
nemore. “What does that mean?”

“Queer—that’s no shadow!” exclaimed
Clusius. “It has no shape at all; what can
it be?”

“Could it be a spot on the fan?” sug-
gested Tannemore.

“Yes, that must be it,” said Lund hastily..
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been rubbed out! Oh! then we shall really
see how men wrote in Assyria thousands
of years back!”

“Where are the letters?” asked Lund.
“Yes, yes, I see them.” The outlines of the
edge of the fan were quite distinct and on
it stood the words, scribbled in a girlish
hand: Yes, if grandmother isn’t at home.
At five o’clock as usual, Your loving Erna.

Clusius read the sentences aloud, and
both he and Tannemore could not resist a
laugh. Lund smiled also, but he did not
look happy.

“These written words are of great im-
portance to us in our experiments,” said
Clusius. “We can measure the time at
which they were written, so that it will be
quite possible for us to reckon the time of
impressions made in ancient Nineveh. But
now I am tired, Hjalmar, will you roll off
the paper?”

They sat in silence now, watching the
play of light and shadow on the paper be-
fore them. The various experiences in
which the fan had been concerned were of
personal interest to one of them only, but
to the others it meant the confirming of
practical details in the working of the
great discovery. So they sat over it for a
long time and the rays of the sun were
already well aslant when the professor
stopped the roll and pushed back his chair.

“That will do,” he said. “We have
watched eleven years of the fan’s history.
It means success. What we have done here
we will do among the ruins of ancient
Assyria—in a larger measure—in greater
scope.”

He stretched out his arms like a man
restineg after heavy labour.

“Success!” whispered Tannemore, sway-
ing gently. He caught at a chair and fell
heavily into it. Visions danced before his
eyes, visions of possibilities unprecedented
in scientific research. Then a great weari-
ness came upon him, and he realised how
severe had been the strain of the last days,
with all that they had meant to him.

Lund also was tired, tired and hungry,
and just a little oppressed by this latest
evidence of the greatness of the man to
whose service he had dedicated himself.

Clusius busied himself quietly about his
apparatus. He loosened the fan from the
frame.

“Take this to its fair owner, Hjalmar,”
he said. “I am afraid she’ll be angry with
you for keeping it so long on such a sunny
day. Hurry up on deck. We’ll follow you in
time for supper.”

CHAPTER IV

THE OVATION ON SHIPBOARD

EXT morning a sudden crash
aroused Hjalmar Lund from a
sound sleep.

He sat up, only half awake. Before his
eyes still danced dreams in which Assyrian
hieroglyphs played hide-and-seek in the
soft curls of a certain golden head. )

Did anybody knock?” he murmured. And
then he did hear a knock unmistakably.

He sprang out of his bunk and unlocked
the door. “Good morning, Tannemore,” he
said, jumping back into bed and drawing
up the covers over him.

“Good morning,” was the answer in a
strange voice. Lund, who had supposed
his visitor to be Tannemore, flung himself
around, and gazed astonished into the
smiling face of a stockily built, square-
shouldered man who walked into his
cabin and sat down on the edge of the bed,
though quite a stranger.

“Pardon me,” remarked Lund, “but I
haven’t the honour—”

“Of my acquaintance,” cut in the stran-
ger. “I know, but that doesn’t matter. I
know you. You are Mr. Holger Swendborg
from Bergen, Norway.”

Lund sat up and looked at his visitor.
He remembered now having seen the man
on deck and at table. Before he could find
words to express his opinion of the intrus-
ion, the stranger continued. “I know also
that you are a young man of considerable
learning and of high intelligence.”

Lund bowed. “Thank you. But perhaps
you will tell me who you are and why you
are here at this hour?”

“Certainly, certainly. My name is Elias
Sleiding. I live in Melbourne and am the

-proprietor of a Thought and Idea Agency.”

“A what?” exclaimed Lund.

“A Thought and Idea Agency. I buy and
sell original ideas and thoughts.”

“How very interesting,” remarked Lund
gently. He was now quite sure his visitor
was crazy.

“I was listening to you last evening; I
overheard your conversation with that
rude Englishman who sits next to you at
table.”

“Sir!” cried Lund angrily. “Please be
more careful of your language.”

“Well, he is rude just the same,” rejoined
Sleiding, shaking out a large yellow silk
handkerchief. “Only five minutes ago he
threw me out of his room, with such force
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to which I should like to call your atten-
tion. Epigrams, bons mots and the like.
During your conversation which I over-
heard last evening, you uttered at least
two pounds five shillings’ worth.”

Lund laughed again. “Very well,” he
said, holding out his open hand.

“Oh, no,” said Sleiding; “you don’t get
anything for them, because I didn’t put
them down. I'm an honest man; I forget
what, I don’t buy, and I didn’t know
whether you'd care to be my contributor
or not. Do you?”

“I'm afraid not, Mr. Sleiding,” answered
Lund. “I need all my ideas myself. But
now tell me, is there any danger of an idea
being used several times?”

“Not the slightest,” said Sleiding. “A
copy of those sold is put in the archives
and carefully preserved for ten years at
least. There was a robbery in my office once
and a large number of dramatic ideas were
stolen. But we never heard anything of
them later; the thieves were doubtless un-
able to make any use of them. The repeti-
tion of an idea after ten years does not
matter.”

“Tell me,” sald Lund, “how has the
world in general regarded your enter-
prise?”

Sleiding smiled. “Laughed at me, of
course; and I have found it necessary to
have my office in a quiet street and to
remove my sign from the door. So much
fun was made of it in the newspapers that
my clients were afraid to come. But now
to business—have you any thoughts to sell
me?”

Lund shook his head. “No, as I told you,
I have only just enough for what I need
myself.” ’

“Then you might look over this price
list,” said Sleiding. “There might be some-
thing here you would care to buy. And
now, good morning.”

Left alone, Lund held the price list in
his hand and looked at it with a feeling
that just at that moment he hadn’t a
shilling’s worth of saleable ideas in his
head. Then one did come to him, the idea
that it would be wise to dress and go to
breakfast.

When he left his cabin and turned down
towards Tannemore’s room a few paces
distant, he found his friend in consulta-
tion with the ship’s carpenter concerning
the broken panel in the door opposite.

“That was a good one you gave him,
sir,” the workman was saying, his eyes
upraised in admiration to the tall English-

man. “There’s two panels just about ready
to fall out. He must have been tough or
else he’s broken a rib sure.”

“I'm glad that cabin is vacant,” re-
marked Tannemore calmly.

“But it isn’t, sir; there’s a gentleman in
it.ll

“Dear me, how very unfortunate.” Tan-
nemore was greatly concerned. “I must
make my apologies for disturbing him.”

He knocked gently at the door, which
was opened in a moment. A small man,
slightly inclined to plumpness, stood smil-
ing up at them merrily.

“You are certainly a humorist, sir,” he
said in German. “First you throw a man
through the wall into my room, then you
knock on the door as gently as a sucking
dove—afraid of awakening me, I suppose.”

“My dear Mr. Schmidgruber, I do hope I
didn’t frighten you.”

“Oh, no; I suppose it was some slight
difference of opinion. I don’t like that man
Sleiding myself.”

Schmidgruber, who had already made
Tannemore’s acquaintance and had had
several talks with him, took the English-
man’s hand and shook it warmly. Tanne-
more had taken a fancy to the genial lit-
tle man, an Austrian who described him-
self as a country squire on a pleasure trip.
With less than his usual reserve the Eng-
lish nobleman proposed that Schmidgrub-.
er join him and Lund at breakfast. And
the Austrian assented gladly.

“Why, what’s up!” he exclaimed, as they
entered the saloon.

HE whole place shone as if newly pol-

ished, woodwork and glass glittered
alike in mirrored smoothness. Even during
the breakfast hour the stewards were
carrying on a general renovation process.
There was an air of preparation as for
some important event about the big room.

“What’s going on?” Schmidgruber asked
a steward.

“Don’t know, sir; captain’s orders,” re-
plied the man.

“Looks as if they were going to have a
party, doesn’t it?” The Austrian turned to
his companions and found they were not
listening. He followed the direction of
their eyes and saw a tall man in oriental
garb, with a heavy black beard, just com-
ing into the door of the saloon. The man
advanced a few paces majestically, caught
sight of himself in a mirror, stopped, took
another look, than turned and left the
1sgxlc»on more quickly than he had entered
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“What was the matter with him?” asked
Tannemore.

“I fancy his beard wasn’t curled to suit
him,” answered Lund, with a laugh.

“Do you know who that was?” asked
Schmidgruber casually.

“No. He’s an interesting type, but I don't
like him,” replied Tannémore. “I can’t
make him out. He dresses like a Turk and
speaks English like an Englishman. I've
heard him talking French and Italian,
fairly well, too!”

“He speaks German well,” said Schmid-
gruber.

“He has the air of being somebody of
importance,” put in Lund. “But I don’t like
him, although I couldn’t say why.”

“I don't like him either,” persisted
Schmidgruber. “But I know why I don’t.”

“That’s interesting,” remarked Tanne-
more, looking down into the little man’s
now serious grey eyes. “Do you mind tell-
ing me? I should really like to know.”

Schmidgruber looked at both men in a
slight embarrassment, then he answered,
“It’s his thumbs. Don’t laugh at me, I am
not talking idly. A mans hands may often
tell us very much more than his face, the
expression of which can be controlled.

“Really beautifull thumbs are very rare.
But also a noticeably repellant thumb is
rare, and wherever you see it, it is safe to
conclude that its owner needs watching.
Most great criminals have had abnormal
thumbs. Look at this man’s thumb some
time. I don’t know anything about him.
He may be the most peaceful person in the
world, but I would not trust him.”

There was a pause after this sudden
personal ending to Schmidgruber’s psycho-
logical dissertation. Finally Lund asked the
Austrian if he had ever had occasion to
put into practice his theories of judging a
man’s character by his hands.

“Oh, yes,” said the little man, smiling;
“my theory has been very useful to me in
a number of cases.”

“How extremely interesting,”
voice behind Schmidgruber.

The latter turned with a suddenness in
striking contrast to his usual easy man-
ner. “Oh, Mr. Smithson! Have you come
in for breakfast? We were so absorbed that
we didn’t hear you. Possibly you can tell
us the reason for all this cleaning up on
board?”

“There’s ever so much more going on
above,” said the newcomer, seating him-
self beside them. “I understand there’s to
beée a celebration to-day in honour of some

said a

great man whom we have here on board!”
“Indeed!” exclaimed Schmidgruber;
“who is it?”
Tannemore and Lund exchanged glances
of consternation, then bent over their
plates as if not at all interested.

“Why, I'm not sure that I know. I have
an idea, but I doubt if it’s the right one.”

“You’'ll excuse us, gentleman,” said Tan-
nemore, rising and motioning to Lund. “I
want to get up on deck and take a look
around to see where we are.” He bowed
stifly to Smithson, more amiably to
Schmidgruber, and the two left the saloon.

“Friends of yours?” asked Smithson, left
alone with the little Austrian.

“No,” replied Schmidgruber indifferent-
ly.
“There’s another man with them, I be-
lieve; an elderly man—seems to be an in-
valid. They call him Digby. Do you know
him?” -

“No, don’t think I've seen him yet. You
seem interested.”

“Not more than in any of the passengers.
It’s always interesting to me to study a
group of people thrown together like this.
By the way, have you ever seen the famous
Professor Clusius, the great scientist?”

The Austrian shot a quick glance out of
his keen eyes at the other, then bent over
his plate. “No, why?"”

“Why—I have an idea that he’s on
board.”

“Do you think so0?” said Schmidgruber.

“And that that’s the reason for all this
preparation; they’re planning to give him
an ovation. Have you seen that tall man
with the black beard in oriental costume?”

“One can’t help seeing him. He’s so very
noticeable.”

“He looks something like the pictures of
Clusius—except for his heavy beard.”

Schmidgruber turned to his companion
with great interest. “You think he’s
Clusius?”

“I don’t know—only I don’t know that
he isn’t.”’

“That’s true; no more do I.”

N DECK Tannemore and Lund looked
about them.
“It does seem as if something special
was going on,” said Lund.

“That man Smithson’s a deuced bore.”
commented Tannemore. “Impudent, too—
talks to everybody without an introduc-
tion. Yes, you're right; look at the fellow
washing out the flags there. Do you really

suppose that—'~
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“That anyone has found out?” asked
Lund. “It would be dreadful.”

“It would. Every idle curiosity-seeker
on board would besiege him, and we should
be met by reporters on landing—"

“And we shouldn’t be alone an hour, not
even in the heart of the desert.”

“No; by Jove, this is serious, if it’s true,”
said Tannemore, gnawing the ends of his
moustache nervously. “He couldn’t work if
he were disturbed and—it means a deuced
lot to me, you know.”

They stood by the rail in silence for a
few moments. Finally Lund said, “Mightn’t
it be somebody else? Some other celebrity?
Why should it be Clusius?” °

“Who else do you think it is?”

“That mysterious Oriental, possibly.
Maybe he’s an Indian rajah—an Asiatic
despot. What a triumph for Schmidgruber
that would be.”

“He’s not a Hindoo—but he might be a
Persian,” said Tannemore. “This thing
worries me; I don’t like it. Let us see what
we can find out ourselves. I'm going to the
captain.”

“That’s a good plan,” said Lund. “And
I'll begin with the cook. Cooks know a
good deal sometimes. You go on down
through the list of officers and I'll work my
way up. We may meet at the purser’s.”

“Or at luncheon,” laughed Tannemore.
“Goodbye until then.”

A little after one, the gong sounded for
the mid-day meal. The guests, noticing
the extra preparations about the ship,
had given more than usual care to their
toilets. There was an air of expectancy the
whole company.

Erna Lengdale came in slowly and took
her place between her father and the Ori-
ental. She looked depressed, in spite of the
beautiful day and the general atmosphere
of excitement. Ever since yesterday eve-
ning, when he had returned her fan to
her with a few words of formal politeness,
Mr. Swendborg had not appeared to take
the slightest interest in her. She had seen
him moving about the deck all the morn-
ing, talking to various people, particularly
among the sailors and stewards, but, be-
yond a bow as he passed her, he had not
noticed her existence.

She could not understand it, and she did
not like it.

When she sat down at the table she saw
a little bunch of flowers at her place. With
a sudden start her eyes sought the other
side of the table. The place she looked for
was vacant. Then she saw that a similar

bouquet was in front of every lady at the
table. The light died out in her soft eyes
and she turned to her father with a ques-
tion. “Why have we these flowers today?
It it some special occasion?”

“I've heard something of the kind,” an-
swered Mr. Lengdale, a quiet-looking man
of middle age.

“And the captain’s with us, too,” said
Erna, looking around. “He looks much
cheerier than usual. What can be going
on?”

Then her eyes brightened again as she
saw Mr. Swendborg coming down the stairs.
He was glancing anxiously around the sa-
loon, but not for her apparently, as his
expression did not change until he caught
sight of his friend Lord Lomond, who was
sitting on the sofa at the other end of the
room. The Englishman arose, went for-
ward to meet Swendborg, and said a few
words to him in a low tone, upon which
they came down to their places at the table
together.

“They are certainly the most distin-
guished-looking men om board,” thought
Erna. Then she met a full glance from
the blue eyes opposite her, and raised the
flowers to her face to cover her confusion.

Schmidgruber, who sat at the other side
of Erna’s father, looked over at Tanne-
more and Lund. They shook their heads
at the question in his eyes. Then he turned
his in the direction of the Oriental, and
raised one thumb so that the others could
see.

“I'm glad our little friend can’t see the
professor’s hands at table,” whispered Tan-
nemore to Lund, leaning across Clusius’
still empty chair, “or he would recognise
that they belong to a man of importance.”

The professor, who now came in quietly
and slipped into his chair almost unno-
ticed, sat very nearly opposite the Austri-
an. But between them‘ was an arrange-
ment of fruits which almost hid their
view of each other,

HEN the main part of the meal was
over, the captain motioned to the head
steward. Fresh glasses were brought and
bottles of champagne opened. The glasses
were filled and the captain rose in his
place, rapping on the table for attention.
“Ladies and gentlemen,” he began
solemnly, “I have a most interesting piece
of news for you, a delightful surprise.
There is among us, at this very table, a
man whom I have long wished to see. A
man whose name and fame are known



CITY OF THE DEAD 33

wherever science is known and revered, a
man whom the great minds of today con-
sider one of their greatest.”

Here the captain made a pause, and the
eyes of the entire company turned towards
him expectantly.

“This man is with us to-day. He, the
brightest star of science—one of the great
geniuses of the century—has honoured the
Pandora by becoming our fellow passenger
for this trip. I ask you all to join me in a
respectful greeting to the great Professor
Clusius. We drink this glass in his honour.”

As the captain paused again, a sudden
uproar arose outside. The steam whistle
filled the air with clamour and the ship’s
cannon thundered a salute. The crew as-
sembled on the deck added a many-voiced
hurrah to the general tumult.

Below in the cabin, there was a moment
of intense excitement. Everyone looked at
his neighbour with the question. “Who is
it? Which is he?” everyone, except four of
the passengers. .

Erna Lengdale gasped in astonishment,
while the quick colour flowed up over her
delicately tinted face. It was such a sur-
prise to her, it was a shock of pleasure
that was almost painful, to think that the
great man she so much admired should
turn out to be her fellow passenger.

Lund looked down at his plate, biting
his lips in the endeavour to control his
face. Tannemore leaned back in his chair,
staring over the heads of the rest with an
absolute lack of expression. Clusius seemed
quite calm and sat motionless.

Suddenly Erna started again and turned
in her chair. The man beside her in
oriental garb had risen and was now bow-
ing to the captain, then to the rest of the
company.

“Why?"” she almost gasped. “How can it
be? This oriental-looking man?”

One could see by the astonished glances
of a number of the others that the same
thought was occupying their minds. Pro-
fessor Clusius, the celebrated scientist, was
known to be a Scandinavian, a Swede.
This man might be anything else but that.
Erna was dazed. And looking to her father,
as if to ask help from him, she caught an
equally surprised glance from a pair of
grey eyes beyond him. Schmidgruber was
bending forward, looking at the Oriental.
The astonishment in his eyes changed to a
question as his brows drew down sharply
and his lids drooped until only a narrow
slit could be seen.

At this new surprise Tannemore and
Lund sat as if turned to stone. Lund passed
his hand across his eyes once and Tanne-
more gnawed the end of his moustache.
Otherwise their gaze hung, with an aston-
ishment far exceeding that of the others,
on the man who stocd upright at the table,
bowing his thanks for the ovation.

The real Clusius sat quiet. A slight flash
of surprise which had gleamed up in his
face gave way to an expression of gentle
amusement. His lips curved, but he said
nothing. As he caught the indignant start
given by his friends, he stretched out his
hands and held their arms, “Don’t move,”
he whispered; “don’t say a word! It’s the
best thing that could have happened.”

The little by-play was not noticed in the
general tumult.

When the first excitement passed, si-
lence fell upon the cabin again. And the
Oriental began to speak.

“Friends, fellow travelers,” he said.
“Through some unexplained chance our
kind captain here has learned that I am on
board. It was my intention to remain un-
known, as I am setting out on a journey
of scientific research. To preserve my in-
cognito I had adopted the oriental cos-
tume. It is one that changes a man’s ap-
pearance greatly, and will also leave me
undisturbed in my wanderings through
oriental countries. Yet, anxious as I was
to remain unknown, it would be hypocrisy
to deny that I am deeply touched by such
an ovation as this. I thank you, Captain,
and you, my fellow travelers, for your great
kindness. I ask you to join me in drinking
a glass to our captain and the officers of
the Pandora.”

The Oriental left his place and walked
forward to the captain’s seat, touching
glasses with him.

Then the passengers thronged about and
there was a general shaking of hands and
clinking of glasses as they passed in review
before the great man. The first who came °
to offer congratulations was the real Clu-
sius. With a friendly smile he raised his
eyes to those of the taller man, held out
his glass and remarked amiably:

“I drink with you to the honour of
Science.”

Lund sat still in his place, the veins in
his hands swelling as he clasped his glass
tightly.

Tannemore, scarcely less excited, whis-
pered to him, “I should like to throw my
glass in his face, too, but we’d better not.
He may be a fool—or he may be a rascal.
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There’s something behind all this and we
must find out what it is.”

LITTLE while after the passengers

had left the dining saloon, Erna Leng-
dale and Hjalmar Lund met on the deck.
The girl’s manner was noticeably cool.
Lund was surprised, and wondered if she
was hurt because he had not spoken to her
that morning. His reasons for avoiding
her had been partly a little personal irri-
tation, a natural jealousy after the revela-
tions of the fan, and his enquiries among
the' crew had taken more time than he
realized.

Now that this astonishing thing had
happened and he and his friends had not
yet dared to meet in consultation over the
occurrence, his first thought was to utilize
his leisure as pleasantly as possible. This
meant, in Erna’s company.

He greeted her with eager pleasure, but
she bowed coolly and turned as if to leave
him.

“Miss Lengdale, won’t you stay with me
a few moments?” he asked.

“Sorry,” she replied; “I'm not in the
mood to listen to fairy tales today.”

“Fairy tales? I don’t understand,” he
ventured, uncertain.

“Wasn't it a fairy tale? Your telling me
you knew Professor Clusius?”

Lund realised the situation suddenly.
He flushed deeply and looked utterly help-
less for a moment. He could not tell her
. the truth, and he realised in a flash that
she must think him a braggart and a liar.
How could it be otherwise? She had seen
him at table and must have noticed that
the object of the ovation was a total
stranger to him. She must think, of course,
he had been lying to her, and quite natu-
rally she must despise him. Lund set his
teeth and clenched his fists, but could say
nothing.

“You were right in saying he looked dig-
nified,” Erna went on, “but I can’t say that
I think him kind or sympathetic. I was
greatly surprised when I discovered who
he was, and I confess I was disappointed.
I disliked him from the first, and was sorry
that he sat beside me at table. Still, that
has nothing to do with you. It was plain
tha* you had never seen the professor
before.”

“You are quite right, Miss Lengdale.”

“Then you acknowledge?”

“I acknowledge that I have never seen
this Professor Clusius before.”

- “And yet you told me so much about

him; told me about him with as much as-
surance, as much conviction as—as if it
were really true!” ’

“Miss Lengdale—"

“Oh, no! Don’t try to make it any better
—Yyou must see what I—what I am obliged
to think of you. I suppose all the rest of
your talk was just as untrue. You said you
knew his assistant, too, but I suppose you
don’t—and I suppose he doesn’t look any-
thing like you —and I suppose that he
doesn’t know so very much after all—in
fact, the professor said so.”

“What did the professor say?” asked
Lund with a start.

“Does it interest you?” said Erna coldly.

“Decidedly,” answered Lund, trying to
keep back a smile. “Any opinion the pro-
fessor might give you as to his assistant
would be of great interest to me.”

“Oh, then, it is I who have to inform
you, and not you who have the informa-
tion to give me.” Erna’s voice was icy with
contempt. “Well, then, I will tell you, since
you don’t seem really to know anything
about this Mr. Lund, that the professor
told my father just now that his assistant
—who is to meet him in Asia—is only good
for the mechanical side of the work, and
has very little real capacity for science.”

“Indeed,” said Lund; “this is most inter-
esting. Did he say anything more?”

“You acknowledge, then, you don’t know
anything about them yourself?”

“I'll acknowledge anything if you will
stay here a few moments longer and tell
me what else the professor said.” Lund’s
eyes looked hard and his voice was deter-
mined.

Erna was surprised, and wondered
whether she had made him very angry.

“Why—he told papa he was travelling
to Assyria on a matter of research con-
cerning some old writings—hieroglyphics.
Another gentleman came up who seemed
to know something about some bricks in
the British Museum. The professor ex-
plained that a friend of his, an English-
man scholar by the name of Lord Tanne-
more, considered these bricks false. But
the professor does not agree with him, and
his journey to Assyria is to prove that Lord
Tannemore is mistaken. I don’t know
whether I've got it right, but I remember
what he said.”

Erna considered herself very amiable in
giving all this explanation, when she had
vowed she would never speak to the young
man again. She couldn’t help thinking
that the look of determination on his face
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and the square set of his shoulders was
very becoming. He did not say anything
when she had finished, but stood looking
out over the water, his lips tight set.

“But perhaps some day,” she began
again, “you will explain to me why you
thought it necessary to tell me all those—
those fairy stories.”

Lund turned back to her with a start and
his eyes softened. “If I could only tell you,”
he began, then stopped suddenly.

RNA waited a moment, then, as if dis-
appointed, remarked, “You need tell
me nothing more. Unless possibly—if you
could tell me where Professor Clusius is
at the moment? I want to ask him to write
something on my fan.”
“I thought you said you were disap-
pointed in him? That you didn’t like him?”
“I may grow to like him,” replied the girl
thoughtfully. “It oftens happens that one
grows to dislike someone—someone one

has liked once. Why shouldn’t the opposite-

be possible?”

Lund'’s face lit up, but he smiled quietly.

“I think you will find—the professor on
the other side of the deck. Good after-
noon.”

Erna bowed and walked off down the
deck. Lund looked after her, frowned, and
then smiled. “Someone one has liked once!
—but I mustn’t tell her the truth! —1I
mustn’t—there is too much at stake for
the others.”

He stood for a long time looking over the
rail, out across the water, until he became
conscious of someone standing at his
‘elbow. He turned quickly and saw Schmid-
gruber.

“Are you disappointed, too?” asked Lund.
“But I must tell you that your theory as
to hands is a remarkable one. I envy you
your knowledge.”

Schmidgruber looked up keenly, then
smiled as if embarrassed. “Are you laugh-
ing at me?” he asked. “You think I should
have recognised the celebrated man by his
hands? Or that I made a mistake when I
said that he had the hands of a criminal?
You may think it, if you will; I don’'t mind.
And I will tell you now that I am not dis-
appointed in the working of my theory;
only that I am disappointed in the per-
sonal character of this celebrated profes-
sor. I do not change my opinion of his
hands.”

Lund put both his own hands on the lit-
tle man’s shoulders and bent down to him,
as he whispered angrily, “You are right—

absolutely right. This féted celebrity is a
rascal—or a fool, and I think the first.”
Then he turned and walked swiftly down
the deck, disappearing in the door of the
companionway.

Schmidgruber looked after him.

“H’m,” he murmured, “I thought so. It
begins to grow interesting.”

Lund hurried to Tannemore’s cabin, and
finding it empty went to the professor’s
room. Here he found his friends together.

“Well, Hjalmar, what do you think of my
second self?” Clusius looked up smiling.

“I think he’s a rascal; and that there’s
some plot at the back of it—some scheme
to injure you,” answered the assistant.

“And do you know what our friend here
has just been saying?” continued the pro-
fessor, with a wave of his hand towards
Tannemore. ,

Lund looked up in interest as Tanne-
more spoke. “I think that I know who this
man is. I believe him to be William Bridge-
port, the forger of the tablets. We none of
us know him—it just so happens that I
have never met him anywhere, although
I knew of him by reputation as an Assyri-
ologist. Who else could have such an inter-
est in giving out the opinions this man
has been uttering since luncheon?”

“Then you have heard him?” asked
Lund quickly.

“He is heaping scorn upon Tannemore
and yourself?” the professor answered
with another question.

“Yes, and he says he is going to Assyria
to prove that I am a liar,” said Tannemore.
“He seems to know all about the matter.
His anxiety to inform everybody is proof
positive that he is not merely a fool, trying
to pose as a celebrity for a day, as I
thought at first. To me it is proof positive
that he is none other than Bridgeport.”

“But what does he mean by it all?” asked
the professor thoughtfully. “I can’t quite
make it out.”

“Nor can I,” said Tannemore. “But one
thing is sure, this man has not come out
on such a journey, has not put himself in
danger of being exposed as an impostor,
without some reason for it. He cannot
know that we are on board, or he would
not have dared to call himself Clusius.
The question is, does he know where we
are going, and why is he going to the East?
There is some plot here, and I don’t like
the looks of it.”

“And the worst of it is,” said Lund
angrily, “that the passengers will believe
every word he says; the reporters will get
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Erna had risen and stood up very
straight. In spite of her youthful slender-
ness she was tall and well built. And as
she stood now with her head thrown back
and her fair face pale with indignation,
she looked more attractive than ever. -

Suddenly her courage failed her. “Please
go now—please leave me,” she murmured.

Lund raised his arms, then crossed them
tightly over his breast. The deck around
them was empty of all life. The sea lay
quiet and the noises of the ship came
dimly through the distance of sunlit space.
Erna looked out over the waters again
with eyes that saw nothing. She listened
and waited, either for his retreating steps
or for some words. Finally he began to
speak in a voice that was deep with emo-
tion.

“You despise me now and I must endure
it for a time. But one can always endure
a pain, however great, if one knows that
in a short time it will vanish. For this
reason I can endure your contempt now,
Erna—no, don’t—don’t be angry. I know
that you think well of me and I admire
you all the more for the stand you are
taking now. I cannot explain, and you
woild not be the woman I think you are,
if you were not angry with me. Oh, don’t
tear your handkerchief—the lace is broken
on one end already; Mrs. Henning will be
sad about it. And don’t say anything at
all; just let me talk. There is one thing

I want to say to-day—just to say to.

you, and I don't want you to answer—not
now, at least Erna, I know now that I love
you. I might say that I love you out of all
reason, if there were not so many reasons
for loving you. I want to let you know this
before we part.

“I want you to know that my thoughts
will follow you while you are wandering
about this Eastern land among the shades
of the past. My thoughts and my heart
will always be with you, Erna. That is all
that I have to say now. No, one thing
more. We shall be in Joppa in a few hours.
Will you let me be your guide there?

“I regretted greatly that you kept away
from me in Alexandria. But let me have
this one last day with you. For in Beyrout
our ways part, for a while at least. I fear
that while I am in Nineveh I shall not be
thinking of that old city as much as I
should; I shall be thinking of you instead.
‘Goodbye now,” his voice changed. “Here
comes your friend, Professor—Clusius. I
will leave you now, and I shall not come
to your home unless—” He bowed and

turned away as he heard steps immedi-
ately behind him.

N HOUR later Erna came upon her

father by the door of the smoking-

room. She was greatly excited, her cheeks
aglow and her eyes bright.

“Papa, won’t you put down that paper
and come over here on this bench? There's
something I want to say to you.”

“Why, yes, my pet,” said Mr. Lengdale
in his usual quiet manner. “What can I
do for you?”

“Do you want so very much to go to
Jerusalem?”

“Do I want to? Why should I want to?”

“Then you wouldn’t care if we go some-
where else? To Palmyra, for instance, or
Babylon?”

“Go anywhere you want to, my dear
child. This is your journey. You're to do
anything that pleases you.”

“Oh, Papa, you're so kind,” said Erna,
nestling up to him and patting his cheek
with her soft hand. He drew her gently
to him, pleased at her pleasure; he did not
understand her particular interest in the
change, but was willing to do anything to
make her happy.

“And now, Papa, don’t let’s say anything

to anybody about it,” whispered Erna. “I
shouldn’t like Professor Clusius to know
we're going to Nineveh and Babylon for
his sake.”
- “Oh, that’s why you want to change our
plans,” asked Lengdale. ‘“Well, now, if he
were twenty years younger I might under-
stand.”

“Don’t be a silly old dear,” said Erna
quickly. She pressed a hasty kiss on his
lips, handed him his newspaper again and
disappeared. She ran down into her own
cabin, threw herself on a sofa and dreamed
there with wide-open eyes until she heard
the bustle and excitement of the ship stop-
ping. Then she ran up on deck again and
looked out.

Before them lay the town, framed in
gardens, climbing over the straggling hills.
A fleet of boats surrounded the Pandora,
their owners gesticulating to attract the
attention of her passengers. Erna stood
looking down over the railing with keen
enjoyment of the characteristic oriental
tumult.

“There are the mountains of Judea,”
said a voice behind her. “You need not be
afraid of the landing to-day in such calm
weather. Ordinarily it is difficult and dan-
gerous on account of the shoals and rocks.”
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Erna looked up at the speaker with a
smile. “I afraid? On the water? I don’t
know what it means.”

“It’s a notoriously bad spot,” explained
Lund. “Sometimes they can’t land here at
all, and have to take the passengers and
the freight on to the next harbour.”

“Well, we’re going to land to-day,” said
Erna decidedly, but without looking at
him.

A small number of passengers only went
on shore to visit the city. Among them
were Lord Tannemore and Mr. Schmid-
gruber, Erna and Lund. They did not re-
turn until nearly evening.

Lord Tannemore had various purchases
to make, and the little Austrian, with
whom he had struck up quite a friendship,
accompanied him. Erna and Lund went
through the city, studying all the points
of interest. Lund made an excellent cour-
ier, telling her much of the interesting
history of the ancient town, of the old
Hellenic myths connected with it and of
the Biblical events in which it had played
so important a part.

Side by side they climbed up through
the steep narrow streets, visited the old
cemeteries, took lunch at the hotel, then
went across to the native inn and fed the
camcls waiting there. When they were
tired of walking they went into the famous
orange grove of the German Consulate and
rested there from their exertions.

Lund spoke no single word of love
throughout the long day. He remained only
the careful guide and polite friend. They
chattered easily with no embarrassment,
and yet there lay between them and about
them an indefinable atmosphere of un-
spoken happiness.

When they came back to the Pandora
their manner towards one another was so
calm and indifferent that Mrs. Henning,
waiting at the gangway, thought to her-
self, “I wonder what's the matter now?
If it was me, I should be quite in love with
that young man.”

HERE were still some miles of sea to
travel before the harbour of Beyrout
was reached. But most of the passengers
of the Pandora were busy at their prepara-
tions for leaving their floating home.
Schmidgruber strolled up and down the
deck, looking around him with interest at
the busy stewards and the general bustle
of the last hours on board. Now and then
he would fall into thought as if pondering
some problem. During such moments the

genial smile faded from his face and his
grey eyes grew keen under their heavy
brows. In one of his fits of abstraction
he turned suddenly and found himself face
to face with Sleiding.

“Nearly there,” remarked the Australian
in German, a language which he spoke
with more fluency than accuracy. “Too
bad he’s going to leave us.”

“Who?” asked the little man absently.

“Why, the famous professor,” replied
Sleiding. “Aren’t you sorry?”

“Of course. I should like to see more of
him.”

“Are you, too, trying to profit by his
genius?”

Schmidgruber shook his head. “His
genius? No, not exactly; there’s something
else of his that interests me more.”

“What is it then?”

“It isn’t easy to talk about—with every-
one. If you really want to know, the man’s
a mystery to me—a riddle that I am very
anxious to decipher.”

“A riddle? Why?”

“Because if I can read this riddle aright,
it will help me in the working out of a new
theory.”

“A new theory?” asked Sleiding eagerly.
“Man alive! Why didn’t you say so before?
The idea of keeping such a thing from me
till this last minute. Don’t you know how
interested I am in new ideas? Don’t you
know that I buy them and pay well for
them?”

“No, you've never said anything to me
about it.”

“I don’t believe I have,” admitted Sleid-
ing. He remembered that he had not
thought this simple-looking little man
capable of any new ideas, but now that he
took another look he noted a highly intel-
ligent face and the eyes of a man who can
see visions. “Just shows,” he thought to
himself, “how little you can tell by a man’s
superficial appearance.”

“Is your idea a useful one?” he asked
aloud. .

“It’s very useful to me.”

“I mean in general.”

“If my theory is correct it will ‘be ex-
ceedingly useful to the whole world,” re-
plied Schmidgruber, in a tone of deep
conviction.

“And what’s it about?” said Sleiding,
drawing out his note-book.

“It is about hands—about the expres-
sion of the hands, their shape—" Sleiding
put his right hand behind his back— ‘“and
their movements. I believe it’s possible to






42 FAMOUS FANTASTIC MYSTERIES

taken another name so as to be left
alone?”

“H'm,” grunted Sleiding, “if he had
really meant that he would not have talked
s0 much, or kept himself so much in evi-
dence after discovery.”

“Yes, you’re quite right,” agreed Schmid-
gruber, smiling openly.

“He would not have been so careful to
let the whole ship know his opinion of
Tannemore and his assistant.”

“It was rather peculiar, that, wasn’t it?”
remarked Schmidgruber. “Hardly worthy
of a ‘great’ man.”

For a moment the eyes of the two men
met with a glance that was a question.
Then Sleiding laughed, and looked away.
“My dear sir,” he said, “it’s been my ex-
perience that these great men are not
always so great as one would expect. We
may be quite sure Clusius is not so anxious
to hide his destination as he would have
you think.”

“You think that we shall be able to fol-
low him into Mesopotamia?”

“Why not? He does not own the roads,
does he? Plenty of other people make that
trip across the desert now.”

“He may try to throw us off his track.”

“I doubt it. But even if he does, it’ll do
him no good.”

During the last few minutes they had
been so absorbed that they had not no-
ticed Tannemore standing behind them.
Unwillingly he had overheard the last few
sentences. -

“They’re quite harmless,” he thought.
“They won’t be in our way even if they
do come with us.” As Sleiding turned away
Tannemore exchanged a few words with
Schmidgruber and passed down into his
cabin.

Sleiding, walking down the deck, was
saying to himself, “Didn’t take him long
to agree. He may be useful to me. Seems
an intelligent little chap.”

HE passengers on the Pandora, know-

ing that Professor Clusius was to leave
them at Beyrout, gathered around him,
asking for an autograph or a special word
of farewell. He honoured the Englishman,
Mr. Smithson, with a few words alone as
they walked up and down the deck. Smith-
son seemed quite flattered by this distinc-
tion, and bowed himself off, when it was
over, with an air of great pleasure. No one
had overheard their conversation, and an
autograph, flourished by Smithson in tri-
umph, gave excuse for the colloquy.

The great scientist remained on deck
while Smithson went below to his cabin,
to reach which he had to pass the rooms
occupied by the real Clusius and his
friends. In front of one of them something
white, gleaming on the floor of the dark
corridor, attracted his attention.

Smithson bent down and picked it up.
It was an envelope, unsealed, its contents
a few sheets of thin paper. Unconsciously
Smithson looked at the door in front of
which he stood. It was Room No. 7, and
the card on the door bore the name Lord
Henry Lomond.

Smithson looked at the name, and then
at the envelope, which had undoubtedly
been dropped by Lord Lomond or someone
visiting his cabin, but as the envelope bore
no name and was not sealed, it was an easy
matter, and one that did not oppress
Smithson’s conscience in the least, to raise
the flap and take out the contents.

In the envelope were three or four pho-
tographs, silhouettes with faint outlines
and shadings. They were the photographs
of a young girl, a young man and two
women, one middle-aged, the other very
old. The two older women and the young
man were strangers to Smithson, but the
picture of the young lady bore such a
resemblance to Miss Erna Lengdale, the
pretty Danish girl, the centre of attrac-
tion on Pandora, that he had no doubt it
was intended for her. Smithson may have
been a rascal, but he had decency and in-
sight, and did not think for a moment
Miss Lengdale had ever visited Lord Lo-
mond’s cabin. And yet the envelope must
belong to her; she had dropped it, going
through the corridor, most likely. It had
little interest for him; the best thing to
do was to return it immediately.

He went back to the saloon and looked
in; the lady he sought was there, writing
a letter. She looked up when she heard
him approaching, and seemed disap-
pointed. But the man was evidently about
to speak to her, and her natural polite-
ness could not refuse him a passing word,
though her thoughts were not with him
and her bow was very formal.

“I beg your pardon for disturbing you,
Miss Lengdale,” said Smithson. “I found
this envelope, containing some photo-
graphs, in the corridor, and I think it
must be yours.”

She took the envelope from him me-
chanically.

“Why, what's this?” she asked, looking
down at the white paper.
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women who were both dead, one of whom
had never been photographed during her
lifetime.

Either there was some trickery here, or
it was indeed a miracle of science, inex-
plicable except to the initiate. Erna’s solu-
tion of the problem meant nothing to
Smithson. He knew very well that the man
féted on board the Pandora as Professor
Clusius was incapable of such a tour de
force. If anyone could have done it, it
would have been the real Clusius himself.

Here Smithson’s thoughts stood still, his
blood rushed from brain back to heart
again with a violence that turned him sick
and giddy. He sank into a chair, and strug-
gled to regain composure. With pale lips
he murmured, “Then the real Clusius is
on board.”

CHAPTER VI

IN BEYRUT

“ HE real Professor Clusius on

I board!” There was no other ex-

planation of the mystery of the
photographs.

The thought was anything but pleasant
for Smithson, but the more he pondered it
the more likely it seemed. Word had been
given out that the real Clusius was to
journey overland to Constantinople and
take the ship from that point to Beyrut.
But what was more natural than that the
noted scientist should have spread abroad
a purposely false report as to the route
chosen, that he might remain undisturbed.
And it was equally natural that he should
not have made himself known on the boat,
even during the comedy of the ovation.

Smithson’s teeth chattered. Should the
real Clusius demand an accounting for this
ovation, Smithson’s own part in it could
not be overlooked. He had come on board
to see that the coast was clear for the im-
personator, to ascertain whether there
were any among the passengers who knew
the real Clusius by sight, even. It was hu-
miliating to think that he should have
been so easily duped, but this was the least
of his troubles.

He was under orders from the man he
most hated and feared—he was in that
man’s pay for services which he had not
performed satisfactorily. He knew James
Redfowles well, and he knew what he had
to expect when Redfowles discovered how
remiss he had been. His employer was in
Beyrut awaited the arrival of the Pan-

dora. He would recognize the real Clusius
at once and the very least that would hap-
pen would be a flat refusal to pay Smith-
son more than his expenses.

“He shall pay me, the damned rascal—
he shall pay me for all my time, and for
every word I have said on board this boat.
And if Redfowles won't pay me, then—by
Jove, that is an idea! If the real Clusius is
on board he ought to be interested in what
I know. Interested enough to pay me well
for the information.”

Smithson tore at a bunch of papers in
his pocket and pulled out a creased and
worn passenger list. He ran his finger down
the row of names until it halted suddenly.
“Lord Henry Lomond,” the only English-
man on board beside himself and Bridge-
port. Who was Lord Lomond? He travelled
in company with a good-looking young
Norwegian who called himself Swendborg,
and with a quiet elderly gentleman, a Mr.
Digby, who kept much to his stateroom.
Lord Lomond—the globe-trotting sports-
man?

“Oh, Lord, what an ass I've been,”
groaned Smithson. “Serves them right for
nct telling me more about the matter, and
sending me off on such a wild goose chase.
Thought they knew it all, didn’t they?
We’ll see this Englishman at once.”

Smithson rose and slammed his cabin
door behind him. He hurried down the cor-
ridor to the door in front of which he had
found the envelope not half an hour ago.
He stopped, thought the matter over, then
set his teeth hard and knocked.

“Come in,” said a voice inside.

Smithson entered and found Lord Lo-
mond alone, packing his valise.

“Looks as if he wasn’t accustomed to
doing it himself. Wonder why he didn’t
bring his man along?” thought Smithson.
Aloud he said, “May I have a few words
with you?”

“If you don’t mind my going on with this
bothersome business of packing,” said
Tannemore.

“It is a nuisance, isn’t it?-—especially
when one isn’t accustomed to doing it for
one’s self. You must find it annoying to
travel without your valet.

“I should think that was my business.”

“Surely—surely,” said Smithson suavely.
“But I can imagine there may be times
when it’s more convenient not to bring a
man along; those fellows are so indiscreet.
That’s not the point, however, Lord Lo-
mond. I came here to talk to you about
the—passenger list.”
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interesting. Not so much because of the
subject as because of the man who must
have made it—Professor Clusius—the real
Professor Clusius.”

“And why do you think Clusius—the real
Clusius—took this picture?” asked Tanne-
more, looking at his visitor sharply.

“That is quite unimportant to the matter
in hand.”

“Why do you emphasise
Clusius’?”

Smithson smiled. “Because I have reason
to believe that there are two Professors
Clusius journeying to the East, one of
whom alone can be the real one—and he
who made this picture.”

“And the other?”

“The other is an impostor.”

“Of course,” remarked Tannemore.

“An impostor—with evil intentions,
continued Smithson, in a lower tone.

“Of course,” repeated Tannemore.

“An impostor—with evil intentions,”
said Smithson, in a lower tone.

“Of course,” repeated Tannemore.

“With carefully planned evil intentions,”
said Smithson. And Tannemore repeated
mechanically, “Of course”; adding, as he
sat down on the sofa again, “And now
please be more explicit, Mr. Smithson.”

Smithson sat down, leaning back in his
chair and crossing his legs. He felt that he
was master of the situation now.

“What is it you want me to say?” he
asked.

“I want you to say whatever it was you
came here to say,” answered Tannemore
sharply.

“Still—after all, why should I betray a
man who has no intention of harming
me?” said Smithson in a tone of medita-
tion.

Tannemore understood.
come to business at once.”

“Are you really interested?”
Smithson innocently.

“Yes‘l’

“And why?”

“Because I happen to be a personal
friend of the real Professor Clusius.”

“And therefore you would like to know
something more about the—the false Pro-
fessor Clusius? I think I could tell you
something about him—something quite in-
teresting.”

“That will do very nicely.”

“What do you pay for interesting infor-
mation?”

“That will depend on the information.
I've never had any dealings with spies—"

‘the real

”

“Suppose you

asked

“Spies? You are insulting, Lord Lo-
mond.”

“Oh, indeed? You're sensitive, then. 1
beg your pardon. What do you wish me to
call it—this service of yours?”

“Call it a business favor; that sounds
better.”

“Very well. At what do you value this
business favor?”

Smithson sat in thought a moment, then

he said slowly, “About five hundred
pounds.” )
Tannemore paused before answering.

“And suppose I discover your information
to be utterly worthless to me?”

“Why, then, my lord, you are a man of
honour—if you discover my information to
be worthless to you, you needn’t pay me
more than one hundred pounds.”

Tannemore smiled openly, amused at the
man’s impertinence. “Very well, we'll call
it a bargain. And what is your infor-
mation?”

“It concerns the real name of the false
Professor Clusius, and his plans for the
immediate future.”

“I am listening; say what you have to
say.”

“I overheard, by chance—"

Tannemore’s lip curled scornfully, but he
said nothing.

“—by chance, a conversation between
Mr. William Bridgeport, the archaeologist
—do you happen to know him?”

“ I have never met him personally—be-
fore this voyage.”

“Oh, I see—well, the other party to the
conversation was a man by the name of
Redfowles, James Redfowles. Does your
lordship happen to know this man Red-
fowles?”

“Go on with your story.”

“I have known Redfowles for some time,
known him well. From the conversation
between these two men I gathered that
Bridgeport was to undertake his journey
under the name of Professor Clusius. Red-
fowles was to await him in Beyrout. After
landing, Bridgeport is planning to join the
real Professor Clusius, who is expected in
Beyrout within a day or two. Bridgeport
is to watch any experiments the professor
may make on his Eastern journey, to learn
if possible the secret of the new invention.
The object of this, of course, is that
Bridgeport and Redfowles may utilize
what they have learned, for their own
benefit.

“You have seen part of the programme
carried out already.”
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the sake of argument merely. I say, by all
means let us go on, let us carry out our ex-
periments, in spite of all interruption, in
spite of all danger.”

“And the next point,” suggested Lund
eagerly, “is whether there is any use keep-
ing up our incognito, also whether we had
better have Bridgeport and Redfowles ar-
rested in Beyrout.”

If he did not have to persist in his in-
cognito. she could clear himself in Erna
Lengdale’s eyes all the quicker; no doubt
much of Lund’s eagerness was due to this
fact.

“That is hardly feasible,” remarked
Tannemore. “It’s very hard to get anyone
arrested in Turkish territory; that is, any-
one in possession of as much money as
Bridgeport and Redfowles no doubt com-
mand. And besides, Bridgeport did not
start on this journey without all necessary
papers. We may take it for granted their
passports are as cleverly done as all his
other forgeries. It will be easy for him to
prove himself the true Clusius as for the
professor here. It may also be quite as easy
for him to have us arrested, in which case
it might be weeks before we could get
proper assistance from England or
Sweden.”

“And we should be losing precious time,”
put in the professor; “no, no. The longer
we leave them alone the surer we are of
remaining undisturbed.”

“I suppose so,” sighed Lund. “We may as
well let the curious tourists continue to
gather about him and leave us alone.”

“Yes, yes, spare me from them,” im-
plored the professor. “We must keep up
our incognito, and give no apparant at-
tention to Bridgeport and Redfowles.”

“Because we have no means of proving
their criminal intentions,” added Tanne-
more.

“How are we to meet them then?” asked
Lund.

“Very cautiously and quite amiably,” re-
plied the professor. “It’s to their interests
not to harm us until they know the results
of our experiments. I shall talk to you
quite freely about them in Bridgeport’s
presence, if he jeins us. No danger threat-
ens us until we reach full success. And then
—many a man who has been marked for
death is alive and in good health to-day.”

“We shan’t be killed!” exclaimed Lund
brightly, thinking of an errand that he
planned to do on his return to Europe.

“No, we shall not die,” said the professor,
smiling, holding out his hand to Tanne-

more. “The message that we send to Lady
Evelyn will not be a sad one. I myself am
trying to do away with the one danger
that threatens you. As for the danger that
threatens us all, I think we are quite capa-
ble of taking care of ourselves.”

“How kind you are—to think of cthers
in this moment,” sighed Tannemore. He
himself realized how often he had neg-
lected his wife in his devotion to science.

“There is something else too,” continued
Clusius. “If we do not return safely, the
world of science will lose the benefit of our
work. That is, it will not be quite lost, be-
cause Bridgeport and Redfowles will try
to utilise it. Bridgeport is a scientist, and
I shall let him see enough of what we are
doing to gain a clear idea of the principles
of the thing. But while he is a scholar, we
know that he is not honest. How do we
know that he will make a proper use of
what he has learned? How do we know he
won’t use the stolen knowledge for evil
ends? No, friends, we must not die on this
journey.”

“But if we let them see what we are
doing?” questioned Tannemore timidly.
And Lund exclaimed, “Yes, they will use
their knowledge wrongly. How can we pre-
vent it? We don’t want to kill them.”

HERE was silence in the cabin for some

few minutes. Clusius looked out
through the porthole to the open sea,
shielding his eyes from the lowering sun.
The lower part of his face was in the full
light. His friends watching and waiting,
saw his features change, the delicate lips
press closely together, then part as if he
breathed with difficulty; they could hear
his teeth clench.

Finally he let fall his hand, and his
friends read in his eyes an expression of
firm determination, darkened only by sad-
ness; hardly seeing, they wandered about
the cabin until they rested on Lund’s face.
The professor smiled.

“No, my dear Hjalmar; don’t be afraid
those two will make bad use of our experi-
ments. They won’t. You may safely leave
it to me.” His kind, intelligent face grew
hard as stone; the glance in his eyes was
like a threat. But a moment later he
smiled brightly and exclaimed, ‘“‘Now, what
are you doing, Hjalmar? Those screws be-
long in box C. And now we must, of course,
once we have landed, take every possible
care to insure our personal safety. We will
engage an armed escort for our trips
through the desert.”
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“And I will telegraph my cousin, who is
chief of police in London, to send secret
service men to our aid,” said Tannemore.
“They can come with all necessary war-
rants for possible use, and they ought to
join us in two weeks.”

“Then we’ll start without further de-
lay?” said Lund. “We had better let those
two rascals think we know nothing of their
plans. Besides which, we are three and
they are only two, and the secret service
men are coming to reinforce us. The situa-
tion may appear dangerous, but it’s really
rather absurd.”

“Let us call is absurdly serious,” re-
marked Tannemore.

The professor shook his head. “There is
no use in your telegraphing to London,
Richard; the message will never reach its
destination.”

“And why not?”

“Redfowles will recognise us when we
land. And he will tell Bridgeport who we
are. They will naturally watch us closely,
and be sure ‘to intercept any message to
the outer world.”

“Then I will have somebody else send the
message.”

“They will know where it comes from—
and they will read it.”

“We can bribe the telegraph operator.”

“Yes, that is easy in Turkey—but the
man who will take a bribe from one person
will take a larger one from another.”

“Very true,” said Tannemore. “I will
spare the money then, and telegraph in
some Malayan tongue. Edward’s valet is a
Lascar. He can translate the message.”

“Dear Richard, I hate to seem to oppose
you, but you ought to know that there
are men of every nation passing through
Beyrout constantly. Redfowles need only
take the paper with the message down to
the docks and ask the next best Lascar
sailor he meets, to interpret it for him.”

“You are delightfully clever in combi-
ning possibilities,” said Tannemore, laugh-
ing. “But I'll manage to send that tele-
gram somehow, and I think I know how.
Why otherwise should we three have our
knowledge of chemistry—except to serve us
in an emergency? There are inks which
fade an hour after writing, as you know—
and there are other inks which are invisi-
ble when written and which gain colour
some time later.”

“Excellent,” said young Lund, “that’s the
way.”

“Yes, that will go,” said the professor.

“It's a crook’s trick,” said Tannemore,

“but when you’re dealing with crooks you
must adopt their methods.”

“Where are the new men to meet us
when they come?” asked Lund.

“I’ve laid out the route day by day,” re-
plied Tannemore. “Barring accidents I
know exactly where we ought to be at a
given time. Good gracious, what’s all this?”
he added in astonishment, looking down at
a mountain of paper piling itself up in
front of him.

“That’s the paper off the rolls,” laughed
the professor. “Let’s get it out of the win-
dow, Hjalmar.”

Lund turned the crank busily to free the
last of the paper from the roll, while the
professor started the first portion on its
journey out of the window. Suddenly
Lund’s hands halted in their movements
and he looked down at the paper. He saw
the outlines of Erna’s head, then the other
head bending over hers—and then—the
kiss. He laughed, and tore off the paper
that showed the kiss, putting it carefully
away in his pocket. “I'll show her that
when I call in Copenhagen,” he thought.

HE turmoil of an oriental harbour sur-

rounded the Pandora. Busy officials
climbed up and down the gangways, and a
fleet of little boats, rowed by noisy Arabs,
swarmed about her tall sides.

A special uproar of cries and laughter
attracted the attention of passengers and
sailors on the steamer’s seaward quarter.
They looked down and saw boatmen cut-
ting their way through the convolutions
of a seemingly endless strip of paper.
Yards and yards of it floated on the sur-
face of the water, rising and falling like
some monster of the deep.

There was a general rush to the side of
the boat, and much merry conjecturing as
to the nature of the obstacle. Our three
friends laughed with the rest of the pas-
sengers, and smiled at each other mean-
ingly, but took no part in the discussion.
Suddenly Lund put his hand to his pocket,
turned pale and dashed down the com-
panionway. He realized that he had lost
the envelope containing the four photo-
graphs.

It was not to be found in his cabin or
anywhere else, and he had to return to
the deck, greatly depressed. On his way up
he overtook Erna. She looked prettier than
ever in a pale grey gown with a soft grey
veil hovering like a halo around her fair
face. She was smiling and happy, and
Lund felt a pang of unreasoning jealousy.
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The hour of parting had come and she was
taking it with most unflattering calm. In
fact she seemed to think of nothing but
the delight of landing in a new and in-
teresting country. Lund felt it wasn’t fair
to him.

All gracious self-possession, the girl held
out her hand. “Oh, Mr. Swendborg, I'm so
glad of this chance to tell you how much
your instructive talks have added to the
pleasure of my voyage,” she said.

“And that’s all you have to say? Now
that we are to part?” asked Lund, speak-
ing low, looking into her eyes. “Is that all
you are thinking of?” She coloured deeply,
but her pretty lips curved in a roguish
smile. “Oh, no, I'm thinking of a great
many other things. I'm thinking of the
wonderful desert, and the camel-riding,
and the date palms, and Niniveh—oh,
there are ever so many other things. But
there’s papa waiting for me. Good-bye—
for a while.” She fled fleet-footed up the
stairway, her silvery laugh ringing like low
music. Mrs. Henning followed, after a de-
mure farewell to Lund.

The young man’s depression grew. He
did not understand her behavior, and it
hurt him deeply. He went up on deck and
joined his friends in gloomy silence.

The first passenger to leave the Pandora
was Smithson. No one noticed his de-
parture, for most of the others were
grouped expectantly about the deck, wait-
ing for a last look at the celebrated scien-
tist who had been their fellow voyager.
He came walking majestically through the
space left open for him. As he neared the
gangway Erna Lengdale stepped in front
of him.

“Oh, Professor, how can I ever thank
you for this evidence of your genius, and
your kindness to me!” she exclaimed, gaz-
ing up at him, her soft hazel eyes filled
with admiration and awe. She held a small
white envelope in one hand.

The pseudo-professor, quite at sea as to
her meaning, kept his dignity with diffi-
culty. “My dear young lady,” he began
slowly, sparring for time.

The passengers drew nearer to hear
what was going on.

“Papa, Papa, come here,” cried Erna;
“I couldn’t find you an hour ago to show
you these things. But it’s all the better
this way; now you can thank him with
me. Just look at these pictures! He must
have known how they would please me.
I don’t know how he ever did it, but just
look at them, look!”

Mr. Lengdale looked down at the pictures
in his daughter’'s outstretched hands, and
the expression of dazed astonishment that
came over his face fixed the bystander’s
attention on him. This was fortunate for
the “great man” who was the cause of all
the excitement, since it allowed the em-
barrassment he was struggling to control
to escape notice; to escape notice, that is,
from all but three of the passengers, who
happened to be standing near, and who
exchanged meaning glances.

“Erna—girl—where did you get these
pictures?” exclaimed Langdale. “You say
the—the professor gave them to you, my
dear?”

“¥He made them, Papa; he made them.
Is it not wonderful? Grandmother’s pic-
ture and Auntie’s and here's one of Axel,
too.” She turned to those nearest her. “It
is really a very wonderful thing. These
pictures are not copies of any in existence.
This gentleman is now in Iceland—and
these two ladies in the pictures are long
since dead.”

“And one of them,” added Lengdale,
still bewildered, “my mother-in-law, was
never photographed at any time during
her life.”

A murmur of surprise followed his words.
“How remarkable! Wonderful! Why, it’s a
miracle,” were the sentences heard on all
sides.

“It is a miracle, and one man only could
have done it,” cried Erna. She grasped
the professor’s hand in both her own, and
gazed up at him with her whole heart in
her eyes.

Tannemore coughed, to hide the word
that nearly slipped from his lips. Lund
clenched his fists tightly behind his back,
as if afraid to trust himself. The real
Clusius remained calm, smiling unper-
turbed.

“How can I ever thank you?” exclaimed
Erna again, fervently.

“It was a little thing to do for so charm-
ing a lady,” replied Bridgeport, in solemn
gallantry.

“Damned insolent cur!” murmured Lund.
But Tannemore whispered in his ear,
“That comes of making such pictures—
and then losing them.”

The little scene broke up in a general
ovation, in the midst of which the pseudo-
Clusius walked down the gangway and
stepped into the captain’s boat that waited
to take him ashore. He stood up in the
stern sheets, bowing his thanks to those
on board the steamer.
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HE delay occasioned by the incident of

the photographs had given Smithson a
good start. As his boat neared the landing
he saw, among the natives hanging about
the pier, a solitary watcher in European
garb. He recognized the man and sprang
ocut of the boat before it had scarcely
touched the stone quay. Redfowles came
forward to meet him. Their interview was
short and apparently satisfactory to both
sides.

When Bridgeport landed there were no
signs of Smithson, and Redfowles was in
great good humor. The two exchanged a
noisy greeting for the benefit of anybody
within hearing, then, safely in the car-
riage on the way to the hotel, they spoke
more freely.

“Smithson told me of your success. Good
scheme, wasn't it?”

“It was all right,” said Bridgeport. “How
about the passes?”

“I have them here with me.” Redfowles
laughed. “Money will do anything in this
country. Smithson is to wait for us at the
hotel. Once he’s paid off, we can work out
what’s to come.”

“I'm just as well pleased that the voyage
is over,” remarked Bridgeport; “something
queer happened just now.”

“What was it?”

“There were some photographs shown,
said to have been made on the ship—one
of them the picture of an old woman who
i{s now dead and who was never photo-
graphed during her lifetime.”

“What nonsense are you talking?”

“I am quite serious. There seemed to be
no deception about it, either.”

“What the duece was it, then?”

“It was something only one man could
have done, the real Clusius. You said, you
know, that his new discovery concerned
the bringing out of faded impressions, of
lost writing. I don’t know why I should
think of it in this connection, but the thing
makes me uneasy. I can't imagine how
those pictures got on board—how they
came to light just as the voyage was nearly
over. I wish I knew what to think about
it all.” He wiped his brow and cast an
anxious glance at his friend; then he
started suddenly and his knees shook.

Redfowles was looking out and beyond
him, at a carriage which had cut across
their path and turned a corner quickly.
His face was ghastly pale, and he hissed
through his clenched teeth, “The devil!
That was Tannemore! He came from the
Pandora—there were two men with him,

an older man and a young one. That was
Clusius, I know. Damn you! I believe your
story of the photographs, now. You con-
founded idiot! You’ve made a pretty mess
of things.”

Bridgeport leaned back in the cushions
and shut his eyes. He felt physically sick.
How the three must have watched him
throughout the absurd comedy on board
the ship! He was thoroughly ashamed of
himself, and the feeling hurt. He was
utterly unable to think out the situation.

“What an ass I've made of myself! And
he looked on,” he groaned.

Redfowles paid no attention to his words,
but seized him by the lapels of his coat,
and shook him in a fury.

“Why the devil didn’t you see that the
coast was clear before you sprung the
game?” he snarled. “Now it’s all up, don't
you see? All up with us!”

“It’s all that man Smithson’s fault. Why
didn’t you give me a helper with some
brains!” murmured Bridgeport, trying to
reassert himself.

“It’s my own fault. I should have played
a lone hand . . . . Serves me right for
taking in such a pair of idiots. You may.
have sense enough for an archaeologist,
but that’s just about all. And I'll smash
that Smithson to powder.”

Redfowles’ rage was stil hot when they
reached the hotel. He stormed through the
house, calling angrily for Smithson. When
the startled proprietor and servants had
finally discovered that the Smithson who
was demanded so violently was not a drink
or a piece of furniture, but a man, they
protested that no one by that name had
ever been in the place.

And it was quite true. Smithson knew
better than to keep the appointment. After
the short interview at the quay he dis-
appeared into the labyrinth of the native
quarter. And before Redfowles had fin-
ished his angry quest in the hotel, the man
he sought was on a fleet horse riding out
into the open country.

Alone in their own rooms, Redfowlers’
rage subsided and he took stock of the
situation.

“Clusius knows then that an impostor is
using his name,” he said finally. “He will
naturally take steps to have you arrested.
And it wouldn’t do for us just now. You’d
better get on to Damascus at once, and
hide there until I tell you what to do. He
must not see you again until you are both
in the desert, beyond the reach of even the
Turkish police. If you have as strong an
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escort of Arabs as his, he will not be able
to refuse you the permission to accompany
him. You can find some excuse for doing
so.l)

“And what do you do?” Bridgeport felt
that here again he was assigned the more
dangerous part of the task.

“I? Why, I'll stay here and watch our
friends,” replied Redfowles. “After all, we
have accomplished something. The pas-
sengers of the Pandora will spread abroad
your point of view concerning the Baby-
lonian tablets. They will give interviews,
and it will be discussed in papers every-
where.”

“But why don't we hear from Smith-
son? What does his absence mean,” queried
Bridgeport anxiously.

“If it means treachery, Clusius will seek
to have you arrested. If not—well, the
matter of the photographs may have made
him suspicious. If he realizes the truth,
he’s afraid to show himself, for he knows

.we’d not pay him a shilling . ...”

EANWHILE Clusius and his friends

had chosen for their stopping place
the small but pleasant Hotel d'Orient. Im-
mediately on his arrival, Tannemore shut
himself in his room, let down the blinds
and lit the candles. Half an hour later he
emerged again, asked for the address of
the nearest telegraph office and sauntered
off in the direction indicated.

He had not gone far before he became
aware that Redfowles was shadowing him.
He strolled on as carelessly as before, stop-
ping now and then to look at some pic-
turesque oriental figure passing him, or to
gaze up at the mysterious curtained win-
dows of some private house.

He entered the post-office in the same
leisurely manner, and made his way to the
telegraph window. As he did so, he turned
slightly and caught a glimpse of Redfowles
disappearing behind an angle of the cor-
ridor.

Tannemore took no apparent notice of
this discovery, walked to the writing stand,
took up a telegraph form, and began to
write. After a few words he laid down the
pen again and tore up the paper. Then he
took a fountain pen from his pocket and
began to write on a piece of paper which
had not been there before. When he had
finished he read the message through care-
fully and stepped to the window. The op-
erator was leaning back in his chair, smok-
ing a long pipe and reading a newspaper.

“Good evening,” said Tannemore in

English: “I want to send this message.”

The operator looked at him uncompre-
hendingly. “What do you wish?” he asked
finally in French.

Tannemore pointed to the two cable
forms on the counter. The man took them
up and looked at them. “Can’t you write
them in French?” he asked. “I don’t un-
derstand English.” .

“The people to whom these messages are
sent don’t understand French,” said Tan-
nemore easily. “Send this carefully please,
word for word.”

The man telegraphed slowly, spelling the
words out to himself letter by letter. The
telegram was a long one, and Redfowles,
standing where he could hear the click of
the machine quite plainly, cursed himself
for not having learned telegraphy. It
would have saved him the trouble and the
expense of getting the man to show him
the telegraph blank later.

The first message which the Turk sent
off, without understanding it, was as
follows:

Sir Edward Ceaser, Park Lane, London.
. Am sending this to your private address
intentionally. Arrived here by stcamer, im-
postor on board, giving himself out to be
Clusius. Believe him to be Bridgeport of the
Babylonian tablets. Iis friend Redfowles here
also. Have learncd that they are planning to
kill myself and companions during journev
through desert. Impossible to arrange arrest
just now. Send two good men, with warrants,
at once. Shall be in Damascus on the 23rd,
Palmyra on the 9th of April. in Bagdad until
the 20th, in Babylon on the 25th. Services of
detectives not likely to be needed until later
date. !

Tannemore.

“One hundred and ten words,” said the
operator when he had finished.

The second message was much shorter.
It was addressed to

Lady Evelyn Tannemore,

Bedford Hall, Lincolnshire, England.

Arrived safely. Will write as soon as pos-
sible. Sent you letter before taking stcamer
giving you dates and addresses. Forgive me for
leaving you again. Once this journey is over
it shall be the last for some time. Thinking of
you—as always,

Richard.

“Fifty-one words,” said the Turk indif-
ferently, looking in his price schedule. He
counted the money carefully, laid the
blanks in a drawer at his hand, and took
up his pipe again.

But the Englishman did not leave him
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guides who know the land of the waters.”

“Thou speakest truly, wise friend. Canst
thou procure us guides and escort?”

Abu Hark nodded. “At what hotel is my
friend Tannemore to be found?” he asked.

Tannemore gave the address and the
merchant continued, “When the sun is but
just arisen, the escort, the camels and
their drivers will be ready before thy door.”
He handed out the passes to Tannemore,
who paid for them, pressed the Arab’s hand
warmly and took ceremonious leave of him.

“What an imposing person,” said Lund,
who had been greatly interested in the
proceedings although he had not under-
stood the conversation.

“Abu Hark is a big man hereabouts,” ex-
plained Tannemore. “He is one of the
richest merchants in the town, and is
closely allied with Mischoel, sheik of the
Anazeh tribe of Bedouins. The Anazeh rule
in the desert, and the traveller who has
his passport from Abu Hark can pass on-
ward in safety—usually. And here are the
goldsmith shops full of attractive things.
Wait for me here a moment, please. I see
a man over there whom I must speak to.”

Tannemore crossed the street and Lund
turned to look at the shop behind him. A
very old man sat there, aided by a young
woman bundled in her veils.

Lund examined the pretty jewelry laid
on the counter, while the old man mur-
mured something and held out for his in-
spection a little object that looked like an
amulet. Lund did not understand the
words, and he shook his head, smiling.

An answering smile awoke in the soft
dark eyes of the young woman and she laid
her little brown hand on the old man’s
arm. He drew back the amulet and the
young woman leaned forward to talk to
the stranger.

“The Effendi has no interest in the
sacred amulet,” she began in halting
French. “For his eyes are still turned to-
wards the pleasures of this world. Fatme is
not mistaken in thinking that a piece of
jewelry for some fair hand or throat would
be more useful to the stranger.”

“The beautiful Fatme is not mistaken,”
answered Lund, smiling. “She knows
wherewith the mind of a young man is
occupied.”

“Then will not the Effendi choose a gift
here for the Flower of the West of whom
his heart is thinking?”

“It is a Flower of the North.”

“May her soul be white as is her face.”

“It is as white and pure,” murmured

Lund. He took a delicately worked golden
bracelet from a dark velvet cushion. It was
formed in the shape of a lotus flower, the
slender stem representing the circlet. A
diamond glistened like a dewdrop on one
of the leaves—an exquisite and artistic
specimen of the jeweller’'s art. The price
was four hundred piastres.

UND thought of the journey he planned
to Copenhagen and the hope that he
might there place the dainty circlet around
a pretty white arm. “It shall be my engage-
ment gift,” he thought, and laid down the
money without any attempt at bargaining.
Fatme gathered up the coins with a smile
of pleasure, and Lund walked off down the
street.

A few steps further on he met Tanne-
more. “What have you got there?” asked
the Englishman, pointing to the pretty
little wooden box.

“Just a little remembrance for a friend.
One likes to take home these little things.”

“Of course,” replied Tannemore gravely.
“May I guess that it’s a bracelet—from the
shape of the box?”

The sun of the East had not sufficiently
darkened Lund’s fair skin to conceal his
boyish habit of blushing. Without further
words he opened the box.

“How very pretty,” exclaimed Tanne-
more. “Come back with me, won’t you? 1
want to buy a present for my wife.” He
took up the bracelet and looked at it care-
fully. “It’s charming—such exquisite taste.
By the way, why don’t you have the initials
put on it while you are here?” )

Lund colored again, but laughed this
time. “Now, that’s horrid of you,” he ex-
claimed. “But I think I'll take your advice
and have the initials put on.”

“And suppose you can’'t use it as you
hope to?” teased Tannemore.

“Then I'll throw it in the Sound,” an-
swered Lund in tragic tones. But he looked
brightly into the Englishman’s eyes and
continued happily, “I don’t think it will be
necessary—at least I hope tt will not be
necessary—to throw away this pretty trifle.
I'm glad you saw it. Sometimes you know a
man wants to talk—it’s good to have a
friend who understands one.”

“I hope you will look on me as your
friend,” said Tannemore cordially, hold-
ing out his hand. “I congratulate you
heartily, and now come back and let me
see what I can find for the lady who waits
for me at home.”

They returned to the shop and to pretty









CITY OF THE DEAD 59

“We will defend ourselves and we shall
be victorious, O friend, for I tell thee now
that it is a sacred duty that I should pro-
tect these two who have come into the
dangers of the desert for my sake.”

Davud nodded and rode back to his place
at the head of the caravan. An hour later
the rear guard announced that a cloud
of dust, evidently made by approaching
riders, was seen on the horizon behind

them. It drew no nearer until towards

evening, however, when the shapes and
outlines of a number of riders appeared
more distinctly in the midst of the dust.
Among the Bedouins of the troop, Tanne-
more, through his glasses, could see one
white man, whom he recognized as Bridge-
port.

He turned to Clusius. ‘“Bridgeport is
coming,” he said. “He has fifteen riders
and three camel-drivers with him.”

“A larger force than ours,” remarked
Clusius, carefully underscoring some words
he had just written. ’

“We will wait for them,” said Tanne-
more, making a sign to Davud.

The caravan halted and faced about, the
camels in the middle and the Bedouins
of the escort on either side of them.

“It’s undoubtedly Bridgeport,” said the
professor. “A most impertinent face he
has.”

The riders approaching them halted also
and the white man rode forward alone.
As he came near he called out, “Good
evening. Are you surprised to see me
here?”

“Not the slightest. Good evening,” an-
swered Clusius.

“My name is Asville, Dr. Asville, from
Lausanne,” continued Bridgeport, with
calm impertinence.

“I thought you were Professor Clusius
from Sweden,” said Clusius.

“Oh, no,” returned the other; ‘“you never
thought that, because you yourself are the
celebrated Clusius. But now that we are
out in the desert it is no longer necessary,
for your sake, that I should represent you.”

Clusius was just a little astonished, but
he answered with an ironical smile. “Then
your usurping of my name—‘represent-
ing me,’ as you term it so neatly—was done
for my sake? This is most interesting. But
I'm afraid I shall have to ask you to ex-
plain.”

RIDGEPORT sighed audibly. “I'm very
sorry you're not ready to thank me
for it,” he said. “Ingratitude is hard to

bear. You evidently did not know that one
of the passengers thought he recognized
you. The man was not quite sure of his
case, but it took a good deal of pains on
my part to persuade him that you were
not the man he believed you to be.

“I assumed your name to spare you all
the inconveniences and annoyances that
would have come to you, had you been
obliged to give up your incognito. I also
freed you from a swarm of tourists who
would otherwise have accompanied you,
by telling them that I was going to the
southern part of Arabia.”

“Very kind of you, indeed,” said Clusius.
“And possibly you will tell me the reason
for your doing all this? Dr. ... Asville—I
think you said your name was?”

Bridgeport sat erect in his saddle, and
his face wore an expression of great dig-
nity. “You wish to know why I was anxious
that your studies should not be inter-
rupted? The reason for it is my friendship
for the man whom you are trying to dis-
grace—the archaeologist Bridgeport.”

“And how do you expect to serve that
friend here?” persisted the professor.

“I shall watch over such of your ex-

- periments as are designed to prove Bridge-

port’s tablets a forgery. I wish to control
your manner of working and to see that
you are absolutely impartial and honest.”

Tannemore had been listening with im-
patience. Now he took part in the conver-
sation. “You will have to answer to me
for your doubts of the professor’s honesty,”
he said sharply.

“Don’t let yourself become excited,
Richard,” said the professor; “we all know
what value such words have in this case.”
Turning to Bridgeport he continued, “And
was it for this reason, Dr. Asville, that
you gave out opinions, as coming from me
and my friends, which had no relation
whatever to the truth?”

Dr. Asville smiled coldly. “You were
frank enough in espousing Lord Tanne-
more’s cause before there was any proof
against Bridgeport. I did not think it
wrong to offset the harm which you have
done in this way by whatever I might say
on the steamer.”

“And you think such action quite right
and proper?”

Dr. Asville shrugged his shoulders and
gave a glance back at his Bedouin escort.
“We are in the desert now,” he said. “In
taking your name on the Pandora, and
sparing you all disturbance, I have done
you a favour. Besides which we are in
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Hjalmar?” asked Tannemore, coming up
to where Lund sat.

“I do indeed,” answered the young
Swede, with flashing eyes. “For me these
ruins are peopled with the shades of the
myriads who lived here ages since.”

“Suppose we take a little stroll about the
ruins, before we turn in? I will be your
guide; I'm as much at home in Palmyra
as in London.”

Lund scrambled to his feet. “Oh, that
will be very good of you!” he exclaimed,
delighted. “I was longing to see something
of the place, but I knew that I could never
find my way about alone, and I was
ashamed to ask you to go with me; I knew
it must all be an old story to you.”

“I'll go with you myself,” said the pro-
fessor, rising.

“And so will 1,” said Bridgeport quickly.

“As you wish, Dr. Asville,” said Tanne-
more.

They buttoned up their coats before they
started out, for although it had been a
warm day the night was cool. Talking in
low tones, as if in fear of disturbing the
sleep of ages around them, they walked
through long colonnades, under spectral
arches,” through skeleton doorways. On
either side of them the moonlight threw
bluish shadows from great blocks of gran-

ite half buried in the sand. Beneath their-

feet splitting marble flags gave place to
soft sand, then spread again a firmer pave-
ment for them. Mists arose at a little dis-
tance, glimmering ghostly in the moon-
light. Before them arose suddenly a great
shadow, darkening the path.

“What is it?” asked Lund, full of interest.

“A doorway,” said Tannemore.

“A triumphal arch,” corrected the pro-
fessor. “The opening is just a little further
on.”

And as they turned the corner of the
wall beside which they walked, they found
themselves under the huge arch. At their
feet lay massive carved blocks, and little
sand-snakes played in and out of the
heaped stones.

Then another wall arose before them and
they sought for some time until they
found an opening, passing through which
they found themselves in the well-pre-
served court of a majestic temple. They
crossed the marble floor to the further
wall, and discovered there a small door
which they opened with little difficulty.
It led into an absolutely dark room and a
blast of cold air came to meet them.

Tannemore lit his lantern and the four

men looked about them, In a small eircular
apartment.

“There’s another door,” said Bridgeport,
pointing to the opposite wall.

Tannemore held him back as he started
in that direction. “Let us see what is here
first,” he said sweeping the light of his
lantern around the walls and then up to
the ceiling.

“There’s something painted on the roof,”
cried Lund. “Capricornus—the Archer;
why, it’s the whole zodiac!”

The colours of the painting were fading
but still clear, and the signs of the zodiac
were plainly visible.

“I wonder who painted that?” mused
Lund thoughtfully.

“Some caliph had this place decorated,
I suppose,” suggested Bridgeport.

A sharp exclamation from Tannemore
made them all turn around. He was turn-
ing the pages of a book which he had
found on a ledge of the wall. It was in
Latin, the margins covered by comments
in Arabian letters. “Do you see what it
is?” he exclaimed, handing the book to
Clusius. “It is your work ‘Concerning the
Nature and the Movements of the Stars,”
the Latin edition.”

“How astonishing,”
“What is it doing here?”

“Delightful!” cried Lund. ‘“Here we take
a moonlight stroll through the ruins of
Palmyra, we come into this ancient temple
and we find a book written by my famous
Master—this is truly wonderful.”

“Yes, it appears to be my book,” said
the professor calmly. “You had better
put it back where you found it, Richard.”
And Clusius carefully wiped a particle of
dust from his fingers.

said Bridgeport.

CHAPTER VIII
AN OVATION AMID RUINS

N HOUR or so after Bridgeport’s
caravan left Damascus, another
~ 3 much larger expedition set forth
over the same route, with two women in
the party and considerable baggage, mak-
ing progress necessarily slower than that
of the troop of riders which had preceded
it.

This second party consisted of Mr. Leng-
dale, his daughter, Mrs. Henning and
Lengdale’s valet Knute. There was a third
man—who had joined them in Damascus.
He had met Mr. Lengdale in the office of
the British Consul and had asked per-
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mission to accompany the caravan. He
introduced himself as Mr. John Walker,
of Belfast, Ireland. He looked to be about
forty-five, strong and confident, and Mr.
Lengdale was not averse to so useful an
addition to the company.

The Danish millionaire had no liking
either for the actual discomforts or the
possible dangers of this journey through
the desert, but he was willing to please his
daughter, and he knew that a judicious ex-
penditure of money can alleviate discom-
fort anywhere and minimise danger. He
could not quite understand why Erna did
not want to join the “Professor,” whose
large armed escort inspired confidence, or
why his capricious child had so evidently
avoided the celebrated scientist since leav-
ing the steamer.

Next morning early, Erna stood at her
window carefully hidden by the curtain.
She had been awakened by the trampling
approach of a caravan. A deep flush red-
dened her white skin as she looked down
at the three men on the camels. She
looked at the three, but saw only one.
She clasped her hands nervously and drew
a deep breath. She really ought to doubt
and despise him, but she would never do
that.

No, if she hated anybody it was that
odious professor. In spite of the mysteri-
ous photographs, she did not like him and
never would. Her admiration for the un-
known Clusius was now an illusion shat-
tered.

“Lund said he would not come to Copen-
hagen,” she murmured. ‘“Very well, then,
I will go to Nineveh; anybody can go
to Nineveh. But my coming shall be my
answer.”

Several hours later her own party set
out on its ride, and Erna’s heart sang a
glad melody to the swaying step of her
camel. Every moment of the journey was
a delight to her.

In Kurietain, to their mutual surprise,
they fell in with two other passengers of
the Pandora, Mr. Sleiding and Mr. Schmid-
gruber. Lengdale was pleased at the meet-
ing, and glad to join forces for the further
journey, but Erna objected and made vari-
ous excuses to delay her own party in
Kurietain. The two men were traveling
light, on muleback, with a guide, a cook
and two Bedouins, and gave out that they
wished to join the famous professor as
soon as they could. They had met with
unforeseen delays earlier in the journey,
and were now anxious to push on.

Erna’s manoeuvres succeeded, and Sleid-
ing and Schmidgruber went on alone.
Somewhat to her surprise, the girl found
herself ably seconded in her scheme for
delay by Mr. John Walker, who like her-
self, seemed desirous of no further addi-
tions to the party. Indeed, in Kurietain he
kept to himself as much as was possible
without pointedly avoiding the other two.

“I wondered why he was so anxious to
be with us,” thought Erna. “If he likes
solitude he could have had it. I wish I
could!”

She did not know, of course, that Mr.
Walker particularly made a point of travel-
ing in a caravan with ladies, not from any
special liking for their company, but for
the look of things. If news of their ap-
proach reached the ears of travellers pre-
ceding them, a party consisting of two
ladies, two gentlemen and a servant
sounded most innocent and unsuspicious.
And if any of those in the preceding cara-
van had an inkling that Redfowles was
near them, they would never look for him
in this perfectly harmless party of tour-
ists.

Once safely rid of Sleilding and Schmid-
gruber he had his own party guided out
of Kurietain by a shorter route known only
to the natives, and gave secret orders that
the camels should be pushed to the limit
of their speed. His companions would have
suffered much physical discomfort from
this forced march had they not been good
sailors by race and habit. As it was, being
quite ignorant of the usual methods of
desert-travelling, they took their shaking
up as part of the day’s work, but were glad
neverthless when the evening halt was
called and camp made in the shadow of
the hills of Jebel Hajan.

ATER that evening the little colony

of tents lay quiet in the white radiance
of moonlight. The camels rested in a hol-
low of the ground and beyond them lay
the armed Bedouins, each beside his horse.
One of the camel-drivers stood sentry on
the edge of the camp. The bleak, rock hills
behind it were sufficient guard in that di-
rection.

A little breeze drove the loose sand into
occasional .ripples, and now and then a
camel changed position with a grunt.
Otherwise there was no sound heard. Then
a tent flap moved, scarcely louder than
the sighing of the breeze, and a slender
figure stood in the opening, looking out
into the splendour of the Eastern night.
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her hand over her mouth, not to let the
words escape. “Why, then—then that is
the reason—"

A low happy laugh escaped her delicate
finger-tips, and a glowing cheek buried it~
self in the friendly coolness of the pillow.
Erna’s quick wit had made a discovery
of considerable importance to various peo-
ple. But at the moment she could think
only of what it meant to her—to her and
to one other.

Just as Tannemore placed the book
back upon the stone window-ledge where
he had found it, and the professor wiped
the dust from his fingers, a broad ray of
light fell into the room, and a deep voice
spoke the greeting, “Mahaban.”

All four men turned quickly in the di-
rection from which the sound came. The
door that Bridgeport had discovered was
open and on its threshold stood an old
Arab. A long loose gown of grey silk fell
in heavy folds from his shoulders to the
ground. Thick white brows arched above
dark gleaming eyes, and a snow-white
beard reached to his belt.

“Mahaban!” he said again, then added,
“What brings you here?”

Tannemore, who spoke the most fluent
Arabian, answered with a deep bow, “Par-
don if we intrude. We did not think to find
anyone in this old temple. We were study-
ing the ruins of Palmyra.”

“And you take the hours of the night
for that?”

“The sun was sinking as we came hither.
Before we had eaten our evening meal the
moon was high above the hills, ere the
sun rises again we must be in our saddles.”

The old man looked at the speaker and
then at the others with grave attention.
In his eyes there was another expression,
a look as of pity. He turned to the pro-
fessor, who had again taken the book from
the window-ledge and was fingering its
pages. The old man shook his head, and
turned again to Tannemore.

“You will journey onward to-morrow
morning?” he asked. ‘“Must it be?”

“It is our plan.”

“And you cannot remain here?”

“Our business takes us towards the sun-
rise.”

“Come you not from Damascus, and go
on to Bagdad?” asked the Arab quickly.

“It is as thou sayest,” answered Tanne-
more in surprise. “How dost thou know?”

The old man did not answer. Again his
eyes were turned towards the professor,
who was reading in the book and shaking
his head as if in disapproval. The Arab
took a step or two nearer and asked,
“What displeases thee in the book that a
wise man hath written and that belongs
to me?”

“There is a comment written here which
runs counter to the author’s intention,”
answered Clusius.

“And how dost thou know the intention
of the author so well?” asked the Arab
with a smile.

“I know it quite well,” replied the pro-
fessor, smiling himself, “for I am the
author.”

The old man stood silent for some mo-
ments. His trembling hand stroked his
beard, while his dark eyes bored them-
selves into the professor’s very soul. Fi-
nally he said again, “Thou art he who has
written this book?”

“It is so.”

“Cannot any man who comes this way
make the assertion?”

“Yes, anyone might,”
calmly.

The old man snatched up the book. “Tell
me then what is in the first chapter,” he
whispered in excitement.

Clusius complied. “And the seventh?”
The old man’s voice was scarcely audible,
but the listeners heard him, and the
professor gave a detailed explanation of
the seventh chapter.

The inmate of the ruined temple grew
pale in his excitement. “Then thou art
indeed this great, this famed man?” he
cried, his voice echoing uncannily from the
domed roof. “Or—could it be that thou
knowest the book so well because thou
hast read it often?”

“I cannot compel thy belief,” replied the
professor.

The Arabian took his hand. “Oh, yes,”
he cried, “Thous canst compel me, thou
canst prove to me that thy words are
true. Come with me, please, come all of
you_n

Still holding the professor’s hands he led
them through the door from which he had
come. They found themselves in a large,
high room. At one of its windows stood a
great telescope, pointing upward to the
skies. Old books and rolls of parchment
lay about on the floor and were hung on
the walls. A table, piled high with them,
held a lighted lamp, beneath which lay a
huge open tome.

replied Clusius
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“This last fact is a particular pleasure to
me,” said Schmidgruber, holding out his
hand to Tannemore and Lund. He had
paid little attention to Bridgeport.

“Wasn’t my scream a great idea?” con-
tinued Sleiding, laughing. “Splendid cur-
tain effect—I'll have to make a note of it.”

HEY sat talking together for some time,

until Clusius returned to them. He
seemed pleased at meeting the newcomers
and held out his hands to Schmidgruber
with particular friendliness. The quiet
manner of the good-natured little Austrian
seemed to have made a favorable impres-
sion on him. Then the members of the
original party returned to their tents,
leaving Sleiding and Schmidgruber to par-
take of a late supper. A few minutes after-
wards, Tannemore returned and sat down
beside them.

“Can’t you sleep?” asked Sleiding with a
laugh. “Have the ghosts been flitting about
your tent and shaking its walls?”

“Not yet,” answered Tannemore; “but I
have a question to ask you.”

“Am I in the way? Do you want to speak
with Mr. Sleiding alone?” asked Schmid-
gruber, looking at the Englishman’s grave
face.

“No, no. I want to speak to you both.
Can you tell me if on your way hither,
say about nine o’clock, you met, or saw, a
rider, passing out?”

“A Bedouin?” asked Sleiding.

“On a black horse?” added Schmid-
gruber.

“Exactly.”

“Wearing a red baschlik?” put in Sleid-
ing.

“And a white burnous?” Schmidgruber
finished the sentence as before.

“That's my man,” said the Englishman.

“Your messenger?” asked Sleiding.

“No. I ask you kindly not to speak of
this meeting to anyone else. And now I
should like to ask you if you saw this night
rider join anyone?”

Sleiding and Schmidgruber exchanged a
secret glance. The Australian took a long
puff at his cigar and answered casually,
“No, we didn’t see him meet anybody. He
disappeared from our view between the
hills.”

“Did you meet any other party of travel-
lers on your way from Damascus?”

Again Schmidgruber said nothing and
Sleiding answered after a second’s pause.
“No. We didn’t meet anybody, but we fol-
Jowed a little distance behind another cara-

van. It disappeared in the foothills of the
Jebel Hajan. The rider may have gone to
meet them. He went in that direction.”

“Was it a large caravan?”

“Five travellers and their escort, I be-
lieve.” .

“Indeed? How big was the escort?” Tan-
nemore’s voice had a note of astonishment
in it.

“About a dozen or so.”

“And you don’t know anything about the
travellers in this caravan?”

“No, Lord Lomond.”

“Many thanks then, and good night.”

Tannemore returned to his tent and the
other two sat silent until he had dis-
appeared.

“Interesting intrigues can happen even
in the desert, it appears,” remarked Sleid-
ing, with a pleased expression.

Schmidgruber took his cigar from his
mouth and looked at his companion re-
proachfully. “You seemed pleased at it,”
he said. “I compliment you on your ability
to lie.”

“Part of my business,” answered Sleid-
ing. “Besides, a gentleman should always
be ready to do a lady a favor, particularly
such a pretty one.”

“Much good your politeness will do you,
said Schmidgruber. “Miss Lengdale thinks
of nobody but Mr. Swendborg.”

“That’s where you make a mistake. I
must say he’d be more to my taste if I were
a gir], but the young women of nowadays
have their heads turned by the things they
learn in their high schools and colleges
and they run after anybody who has made
a reputation for knowledge. It's the profes-
sor she’s after. Didn’t she ask us not to
tell him that she was following him?”

“H'm! A girl like that shouldn’'t waste a
thought on a man with such dreadful
hands,” remarked Schmidgruber. “By the
way, talking of hands, do you know that I
have just pressed the most beautiful, the
most noble hands that my eyes have ever
seen?”

“Do you mean mine?” laughed Sleiding.

Schmidgruber laughed heartily. “Put
them back in your pockets,” he said. “You
and I had better keep still on the question
of hands. I'm talking of Mr. Digby. I
don’t know why I never noticed his hands
before—they’re exquisite, just to touch
them is like a blessing. I could love that
man. He must be a remarkable character;
but this doesn’t interest you, and you
wouldn’t understand it anyhow,” said
Schmidgruber, ending suddenly.

”
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volvers, and Tannemore examined the
state of the general arms.

UST before the start Bridgeport joined
them with an expression of embarrass-
ment on his face. “Is there anything you
wish?” asked Clusius in a friendly tone.
He was sorry for the man, now that he
knew that Bridgeport also was betrayed.

The latter had come to ask, with much
halting embarrassment, whether he might
be permitted to continue the comedy of the
steamer trip as long as the newcomers were
with them. When he had finally brought
out his request Clusius looked at him with
deep gravity, and answered, “Please use
my name as long as you like. It seems to
matter very little now who is the real
Clusius.” Then turning to his friends he
said, “I am going to bid Ahmar farewell.”

“Im going with you,” said Lund.

And now, before they had started on
their walk to the temple, there was a
general movement in the caravan, and all
eyes turned towards the east, from whence
the noise of many galloping hoofs arose.
A troop of riders came towards them,
gathering recruits everywhere as they
passed.

At a few yards' distance, however, the
advancing riders halted suddenly and dis-
mounted. Their leader came forward,
looking from one to the other of the little
group of white men, and stepped in front
of Clusius.

“It is good for my eyes, O great one, that
they may see thee,” he sald, crossing his
arms over his breast and bowing his head.
“I bring thee here the men of Tadmor.
They had promised their Sheik Ahmar to
be faithful to him, and to those who are
near his heart. We have heard false tales
of thee; forgive us, O great one. We are no
longer thine enemies, but thy friends, who
will protect thee to the nearest waters.”

“It is good to hear that the men of Tad-
mor are no longer angry wih us,” returned
Clusius. “We shall be happy to have thee
and thy friends guard us a little space on
our journey.”

Scarcely had the Bedouin ceased speak-
ing when the huts became alive with
women and children, who stood before the
doors waving white cloths or palm leaves.
Their shouts of delight changed to a song,
and their ranks parted, leaving an open
path through which the old sheik came
solemnly forward. He reached out his arms
and embraced Clusius, kissing him solemn-
ly on the forehead.

“Go thy way in peace, O friend and
master,” he said. “My children will guard
thee safely through the waste places. And
take from me this humble gift—the book in
which I have written down that which I
have seen in the desert for many a year.”

Clusius paused a moment, then an-
swered, “I have nothing now, O noble
Sheik, my brother in knowledge, which is
worthy to give thee. But the moon will
not return to its fulness many times be-
fore I shall send thee something, that thou
mayest not forget me.”

A parting embrace and the learned shetk
turned back to his temple, passing through
the ranks of the villagers with a gesture of
benediction.

Suddenly there was another cry of
astonishment, and the caravan, about to
start, halted again, the camels grunting
and the horses shivering in terror. Two
immense lions came from the direction of
the temple, harnessed together by a steel
chain and driven by a young lad of
astonishing beauty, who rode a milk-white
mare. He guided his strange steeds to the
head of the caravan and called out, “Thus
doth Ahmar, the learned Sheik of Tadmor.
honour his master and friend from the far
North. His path shall lead him in the foot-
steps of lions, and the King of Beasts shall
guard him.”

Then they started out, the lad and the
lions leading the way ahead of Davud the
guide. The riders of Palmyra circled about
the caravan on their horses, and in that
early morning light Lund’s dazzled eyes
beheld for the first time the marvelous
feats of horsemanship for which the
Bedouins of the desert are noted. Behind
them in the ruins the women waved their
palms and sang a song of farewell as the
travellers departed towards the eastern
light.

CHAPTER IX

AN AUDIENCE THAT FELL ASLEEP

HE Tadmor riders accompanied the
caravan for two days. Then with a

last salute they turned homeward,
and the European travellers went on their
way with their own escort.

Towards noon that third day the heat
grew intense. The sun’s rays poured piti-
lessly from a burnished sky. They had
ridden in silence for nearly an hour, when
Clusius spoke.

“What perfect peace about us in this
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wilderness,” he said. “Let me take this
opportunity to tell those of you who are
interested something of the principles up-
on which I have been working for my new
scientific discovery. Are you ready to
listen?”

His words aroused his friends from their
lethargy. They prodded their tired horses
to close the distance between them.

Clusius began:

“Before I come to the basic principle of
my experiment I will say a few words of
general import, which, however, have a
direct bearing upon the subject. As you all
know, successful work in any line is im-
possible without the aid of the imagina-
tion. The scientist, the lawyer, the diplo-
mat, need the vision just as surely as the
artist, the poet. But no man’s imagination,
to be useful, can be greater than the limit
of his knowledge, as indeed the imagina-
tion is shaped and aided by our special
knowledge in our particular field. And at
either end of the scale of our actual knowl-
edge there are measures of space and sub-
stance, of which we may dream but which
we cannot visualise. Here it is, however,
that our imagination can take wing and
soar for a little distance, at least, out into
the Unknown. Follow me with your
imaginations then, while I aid it with
known facts.

“Now we all know that material bodies
change their size under the influence of
heat. And we all know the reason for the
change in the action of heat on the mole-
cules, the atoms and the intermolecular
spaces. These intermolecular spaces are
filled with a substance of incalculable deli-
cacy, aether, we call it. It is the medium
through which heat and light are carried,
and its vibrations transmit them through
from one atom, from one molecule to an-
other. When the electrical or magnetic
processes set these aether atoms into vibra-
tion, and they react on the vibrating mole-
cules of any material body, the united
effect of the double vibrations produces
light and heat.

“The vibrations of the sun’s gases give
out four to eight hundred tiny shocks each.
The vibrating aether waves take them up
and transmit them, let us say, to the red
cover of this Baedeker which I hold in
my hand. Then something very interest-
ing happens. The vibrations of the sun-
gases are not all alike. Therefore, the vi-
brations of the aether atoms that strike
the book cover are unequal. Those® waves
of light which make four hundred and

fifty billion vibrations a second, look red
to our eyes; these light atoms strike the
atoms of the book cover moving at a dif-
ferent pace, and are thrown back, reflect-
ing the red color directly into our eyes.

“Now there are other waves, moving at
five hundred and ninety billion vibra-
tions a second, which throw off a green
light. These sink into the book cover, are
absorbed and we do not see them. We all
see the red light, and it is so strong that
it is reflected on any object within its
reach. Let me hold the book so that its
reflected light will fall directly on the
neck of my horse.

“If the vibrations of the surface atoms
of the horse’s neck were moving in har-
mony with those of the reflected light,
red would be the colour reflected here also.
But, as you see, the horse’s neck is brown
and the waves of red light have been ab-
sorbed, have gone down through the inter-
molecular spaces to a substratum of atoms.
This substratum, not being so constantly
under the influence of the outer light, has
a different force and influence in its atoms.
They do not retain the picture brought
down to them; they destroy it. The light-
picture of the Baedeker has gone down
into the inner surface of the horse’s neck
and has been destroyed there. But the
very effort of destruction has brought
about a different rate of vibration.

“Now—and here comes the kernel of my
theory—now if a species of aetheral gas
could be constructed, the atomic vibra-
tions of which could be added to the vi-
brations of the subsurface atoms, and
thus restore to them their condition be-
fore the entrance of the light from out-
side, the process of the change would in-
fluence the aether of the intermolecular
spaces, and the red light received by them
would be reflected to our eyes again. As
long as the influence of this gas lasted
we could see the picture of the Baedeker
here on my horse’s neck, and see it clear
enough to photograph it.

“Science tells us that there are three
million strata of atoms in a body one mil-
limetre thick. If, then, a particular body
received about three hundred light im-
pressions a day—which is the average—
then a body twenty centimetres thick
would contain six hundred million atomic
strata. It offers a field from which, with
the proper medium, we can draw out the
pictures of over four thousand years, draw
them out and photograph them by their
own light. The new gas which I have com-
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pounded will influence the surface from
the outside in. Therefore the latest pic-
tures will be seen first, then the older
ones. . . .”

LUSIUS paused abruptly, leaned over

and caught Lund’s arm just as the lat-
ter was about to topple off his horse. Deep
embarrassment struggled with deadly las-
situde in the young assistant’s face. He
tried to open his eyes, but they seemed
locked as if by a cramp. Finally he man-
aged to pull himself together, and stam-
mer, “Oh, yes, sir—you were speaking
of the sun’s gases—”

“And a few other things besides,” said
the professor, smiling. “But you can read
my lecture; I've written most of it out.”

“Oh, please, let me read it. I don’t
know what was the matter with me. Please
forgive me?”

“It was my fault, my dear Hjalmar,”
answered Clusius. “I should have known
better than to hold forth on a scientific
subject on such a hot day. And after our
shaking up on those odious camels, the
gentle pace of our Arab steeds is like a
rocking-chair. Now I, too, can say that
for once my audience went to sleep while

I was lecturing. Wake up the others as

gently as you can and tell them that I'm
truly sorry to have added to the burden
of their fatigue.”

Clusius nodded amiably to his still be-
wildered assistant, touched the whip to his
horse and forged ahead at a quick canter.
Lund looked after him with awe and ad-
miration. How little physical discomfort
seemed to influence that fragile, aging
body, dominated by such a mighty mind
and powerful will! He thought of his own
young strength and how he had suffered
from the hot ride, and it seemed indeed
incredible that the other, older man should
be so calm, so completely master of him-
self.

He looked back at his companions. They
all hung listless in their saddles, apparent-
ly asleep, saved from falling only by the
rhythmic, easy gait of their well-trained
horses. Lund blushed at the thought that
he himself must have looked just as fool-
ish but a few moments ago.

“By Saint Olaf of Gulbrandsdal!” he
cried, touching Tannemore’s arm. ‘“Wake
up, friend! We slept through the whole
lecture! Wake up, gentlemen, we have lost
all that Professor—that Mr. Digby was
telling us.”

They were all awake now, staring about.

“Why did you wake me?” exclaimed
Schmidgruber; “I was having such a
beautiful nap.”

“Did I lose anything?” asked Sleiding,
alarmed.

“Everything! Most interesting lecture,
full of new thoughts and ideas.”

“For pity’s sake, do tell me what he
said,” cried the Australian.

“Deuce take it—I was asleep myself,”
grunted Lund.

Tannemore was too deeply ashamed of
himself to say a word. It was unendurable,
the thought that he should have fallen
asleep during the explanation of a theory
which was to revolutionize science—to
save his own life, and honour, dearer to
him than life. He could not understand
it at all.

Half an hour later “Mr. Digby” returned
to the caravan, fresh, unheated, and calm
as ever. He appeared not to notice the
embarrassment of the others.

“Friends, I have made a discovery which
may be of importance,” he announced.
“There are some mounted Arabs circling
around us at a distance, and I think they
are following us. It would be well to con-
sult our faithful Davud on the subject.”

He and Tannemore rode forward to the
head of the caravan. “Allah alone knows
all,” said the Arab, turning his gloomy
eyes upon them when they had scarcely
uttered their greeting. “But I know what
thou art come to say to me now. Bedouins
are watching us. There are but few here-
abouts, but they are spies of the Rowali,
to whom news came of us in Tadmor.
Ahmar, the learned one, has honoured
thee as one honour’s princes, and this
came to the ears of the Rowali. They are
dogs and sons of dogs, robbers and plun-
derers on the high roads. They have but
four men more than we, and therefore
they are afraid—afraid of us while we
are awake.”

“Thou art a good guilde, Davud, and a
wise counsellor. What would thou have
us to do? Is there a shelter for our night
camp?”

“We cannot reach Bagdad by nightfall,”
answered the guide. “We must rest in the
desert, but it can be by the grave of
Ezekiel, the prophet.”

“By the sweet waters,” said Tannemore.

“Beneath the three tall palms,” added
Clusius.

“Will the grave serve us as fortress or
stockade?” asked Lund, who had joined
them.
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Davud crossed his arms over his breast
and gazed up at the sky as if in prayer.
“An honest battle is good,” he said. The
Koran saith,
dust of the Lord’s battle will be saved from
the torture on the day of the great judg-
ment.” But the Holy Book says also, ‘Man
shall not battle where lie the dead—a
grave is a place of peace.’”

“Then it is thy advice that we keep the
peace at the grave of the prophet Ezekiel?”
asked Clusius.

“And not defend ourselves?”
Lund doubtfully.

“Let him talk,” whispered Tannemore in
English; “there’s something else on his
mind, some local superstition.”

“The grave of Ezekiel is a holy place,
and a place of terrors,” continued the
guide. “It is wide and high and has a tiny
portal. The natives tell us that this door
was once much smaller, so small that a
man must creep in on hands and knees if
he would enter there. But once, on a high

. Jewish feast day, the door became so wide
and tall that one might ride in on a camel.
And after that it is as one sees it now.
It it better one does not do battle in such
a place.”

queried

HE caravan reached the grave that

evening. It was an ancient building of
stone, with a bubbling spring shaded by
three stately palms, beyond which rose
tamarisks. The tents were pitched near
the walls, and the travellers made them-
selves comfortable for the evening, after
seeing that the proper sentries were placed
at a considerable distance out in the
desert.

Later in the evening Lund asked the
professor, in humble embarrassment, if he
would repeat what he had said to them
that morning, which they had stupidly
lost.

The professor sat in silence in a mo-
ment and then answered, “It was only the
principle of my work that I described to
you this morning. Many unexpected com-
plications appear in practice, so that it
would hardly be worth your while to go
over the theory again. But I can try some
practical experiments right here if you
wish.”

The three arose and went to their own
particular baggage, which had been set up
by the door of the tomb. They put the
photographic apparatus together and fitted
it out with the prepared paper, taking it
into the interior of the little building.

‘He whose feet bear the _

While Lund and Tannemore were bring-
ing the bottles and instruments necessary,
the professor was searching up and down
the inner wall by the light of his electric
lamp.

“Now we can use some of the new
gases which I prepared at home,” he said.
“Hjalmar, will you kindly give me the
bottle marked KL? Thanks. And now
SSB. There, that will do to bring out the
light. Now for the colour, which is more
important. Now please give me NNZ.”

The professor’s voice trembled with an
emotion he did not try to conceal.

Lund bent over the basket where the
chemicals had been placed. He sought
among those still remaining there, and
an expression of distress came over his
face as he could not find what he wanted.
He opened box after box, all carefully -
ticketed, untfl the basket was empty of
its contents. Then he put them all back
one by one while his hands trembled.

“Don’t be nervous,” said the professor;
“take time for it; the bottle will be found
somewhere. You have probably overlooked
it in this dim light.”

“I'll go through the basket again,” said
Lund, his voice trembling now.

The bottle sought was not there, and
Lund looked up at the others in despair.

“It is probably in another basket,” said
the professor gently. Tannemore took
out an envelope and drew from it the list
of contents of their various pieces of bag-
gage, as packed in Damascus.

“Basket No. 1,” he read, and then con-
tinued the list of contents. There was no
NNZ among them.

‘“‘Basket No. 2 is the only other one with
chemicals,” said the professor calmly;
“let us hear what is in that.”

“No,” said Tannemore hoarsely; “it’s not
noted here.”

“We’d better go through the basket,
though,” said the professor. “We were
hurried in Damascus, and we may have
forgotten to note it down.”

Lund started, and stopped in his occu-
pation of opening basket No. 2, halted so
abruptly that he knelt there holding a
bottle in his half-raised hand.

“Is this it?” asked Clusius, low.

“No, it is not,” gasped Lund.

“We couldn’t have lost it in Damascus,”
exclaimed Tannemore; “look further.”

But Lund made no attempt to look
further. He let the bottle which he held
drop back into its place, and his arms
fell to his sides.
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donkey or two. But Tannemore watched
him carefully, and saw that every last man
and beast started with them.

When they had been gone for some time
and the hut by the river lay deserted and
quiet as before, there was a little move-
ment on the island, and the discomfited
Redfowles parted the shrubs and looked
across to the main bank. Seeing himself
quite alone he stood up, took off his coat,
and satisfied himself that the broad
leathern money-belt around his waist was
safe, its contents unharmed by the water.

“Well, I have plenty of money yet, what
more do I want?” he thoucht. “Two days’
walk will take me to Hilleh, where I can
find the rest of my men—and after that—
well, if I can’t use this new discovery, no
one else shall! The caravan will disappear,
not one of them shall escape. I'll go home
as Bridgeport’s heir, double as rich as be-
fore. Come to think of it, I'm sorry about
that girl. She’s far too pretty to die so
young. But if she’s sensible she can return
to Europe as my wife. She’s really very
charming.”

ANWHILE, all was excitement in the

caravan among the ruins when, as
the signal for a renewed start was given,
Professor Clusius and Lord Tannemore
were nowhere to be found. Led by Lund,
beside himself with anxiety, the other
members of the party. scattered through
the ruins, shouting the names of their
friends everywhere.

“See here—they must have been here,”
called Schmidgruber, pointing to a heap of
freshly upturned sand.

“Yes, but where are they now?” groaned
the young Swede.

Schmidgruber was kneeling in the sand.
“There are footprints here,” he said, “as
far as one can tell in this loose sand, marks
of sandalled feet. And look here-—here.”
He rose in excitement and dropped to his
knees again a few paces further on. “Some-
body has been lying flat on his back here,
and there are faix'it marks as of a cord.”

“They have been captured,” cried Lund;
“captured and carried away. Shall 1 call
the others?”

“No, wait a moment,” said Schmidgruber,
in a sudden tone of command; “follow
these traces a moment first.” He walked
along carefully, his head bent. “They have
been carried along in this direction. Horses
or camels must have been waiting for them
beyond the ruins.”

“That’s Redfowles’ work,” cried Lund.

“I may as well tell you that my revered,
master has been followed by a black-
hearted villain ever since we set out on
this trip.”

“I am aware of that already, Mr. Lund.”

“Why—how did you know my name?”

“That does not matter now, does it?”
said Schmidgruber. “I have known for
some time that I have had the honour of
travelling with the greatest scientist of
Europe, Professor Clusius, and his friends.”

“And with that villain Bridgeport.”

“He’s not so very much of a villain,” re-
plied Schmidgruber.

“He’s Redfowles’ friend, in league with
him. The best thing to do would be to kill
him first, and then hunt for our friends.”

“No, I don’t think you’ll do that,” said
Schmidgruber gently.

“Will you prevent me?”

“It will not be necessary. Your own kind
heart and your common sense will prevent
you. Believe me, this man is deeply re-
pentant. I have been watching him for the
last twenty-four hours. I think he has
known of this attack on the professor and
Lord Tannemore, and it has worked on his
nerves terribly. He is getting his punish-
ment now—and besides, his repentance
will make him valuable as an instrument
against Redfowles.”

As they talked they had been hurrying
back to the camip.

“We must find out what direction they
took and follow at once,” said Lund.

“And it's just as well to put that Arab
Omar under arrest, if he’s still in the
camp.”

Davud was waiting for them when they
reached the group around the horses and
camels.

“Let me have my horse,” said Schmid-
gruber, “and follow me,” he added to
Davud. “The rest wait here.”

Upon their return in a short time he
said. “They have been taken towards the
river banks; we must follow in that direc-
tion.

“Where is Omar?”

“I have been looking for him every-
where,” said Lund, “and I can’t find him;
nor Bridgeport.”

“Where is Omar?” he asked in French
of Davud.

“Omar?” questioned the Arab. “Follow
me, Effendi.”

He led them around a corner in the
wall and then showed them the missing
Bedouin, leaning against it. He held a
dagger in his hand, and his head had
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“I had not hoped to give you this be-
fore we met in Copenhagen,” he said, fast-
ening the dainty lotus bracelet around
Erna’s arm. “Let it serve as engagement
ring for a time, dearest.”

“Were you so sure you would give me
this lovely thing—in Copenhagen?” asked
Erna roguishly.

“I hoped to—that’s why I had the initials
cut in.”

“Oh, indeed—then you were quite sure
of me?”

UYes.l!

“Why? asked Erna, thoughtful and a
little embarrassed. “Am I so—so0 lacking in
reserve?”

“You are the dearest, truest, and most
honest-hearted girl in the world. There
isn't a bit of calculation or false coquetry
about you. That’s why I love you, and why
I felt sure you cared for me.” ’

“Then you weren’t angry because I made
such a fuss over the false professor? How
could I do it, when the real one is so fine,
so kind and sympathetic, so really wonder-
ful? How could I ever believe him to be
like—that other man?”

“I did feel like smashing him, particu-
larly when you thanked him for the pic-
tures.”

“Oh, yes, those pictures—of course it
was the real Clusius, your Clusius, who
made them. How did he ever do it?"”

“I'll explain to you some time. . ..”

‘“What's the matter?” asked Erna, as
Lund stopped suddenly, apparently struck
by an unpleasant thought.

“Who—what was that young man to
you?”

“What young man?”

“In the picture—he was in the garden
with you about a year ago.”

“Oh, you mean Axel? He's my cousin.
I believe you’re jealous of him.”

“I am, very much so.”

“But you needn’t be.” Erna laughed
merrily. “I did like him for a while—or L
thought I did. Then he bored me dread-
fully. I feel ashamed of myself for ever
listening to his foolish talk. And—I ought
to tell you—I let him kiss me once.”

“I know that, my darling,” said Lund.
“But I'm glad to have you tell me—I'm
glad that you are so honest.”

Erna looked at him in great surprise.
“How on earth could you know that? We
were all alone in the garden; there was
no one but just us two.”

“And the sun,” laughed Lund.

“What do you mean?”

“The sun, and your fan, the fan 1
cleaned for you on the boat.”

“Hjalmar, I don’t understand you at all!”

“It was the sun and your fan; they told
me that Axel kissed you about a year ago
in the garden.”

Erna shook her head and did not at-
tempt to speak again. Lund took a folded
strip of paper from his pocket and lit a
wax match.

“Look at this, dear; it may explain
things to you.” He unrolled the paper,
showing her some of the pictures thrown
from the shadows on the fan. The process
by which the thing had been done seemed
like magic to her and she did not attempt
to understand it. She gazed in awed si-
lence at the outline of the heads of her
dead grandmother and aunt and her far-
away cousin. “Why, it's wonderful,” she
sighed; “maybe I shall understand it
some day, but it doesn’'t seem possible
now.”

When they returned to the camp, Mrs.
Henning noticed the bracelet at once.
“Why, Erna,” she exclaimed; “this pretty
thing was evidently intended for you from
the beginning! Wasn’t it funny that you
should have wanted it so when you saw it
in Damascus?”

“Where did you see it?” asked Lengdale.

“In the bazaar in Damascus, the day we
went out with Knute to guard us, don't
you remember?”’

“If you wanted it so why didn’t you buy
it?” asked her father in surprise.

“Miss Erna didn't want to pay three
hundred piastres for it,” exclaimed Knute,
handing about a tray with filled glasses.

Tannemore laughed and leaned over to
whisper to Lund, “Fatme demanded one
hundred more from you. She's a clever
business woman.”

“I wouldn't have missed buying it if she’d
asked a thousand,” was Lund’s rejoinder.

CHAPTER XI
IN THE HALL OF BELSHAZZAR

LL was quiet in the camp. The
A sentries alone, sitting their horses .

like dark statues against the night
sky, kept watch across the rolling stretch
of sand.

Lund could not sleep. The excitement of
the day, the terrifying capture of his
friends, their return, and the great hap-
piness that had so suddenly come into his
life, raised a turmoil in his brain.
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He lifted the flap of his tent and slipped
out into the soft gloom of the night. He
passed Duhamil, on sentry duty, with a
whispered greeting, and walked on to the
river bank. He followed the course of the
stream upwards, walking rapidly, glad of
the physical exertion which restored order
to the chaos in his mind. But as he re-
viewed the events of the day, the thing
that concerned him most, outside his own
happiness, was the escape of Redfowles.

“I don’t think we’ve heard the last of
him,” he murmured to himself. “He’ll be
up to his deviltries again, wherever he is.”

Suddenly he dropped to his full length
in the grass. '

He had seen that he was not alone. A
man came towards him across the sand, a
man alone and on foot.

“Redfowles would have to travel on foot
now”; this was the thought that made
Lund drop to the ground. The lonely wan-
derer could be no one else but Redfowles.

The stranger, whoever it was, seemed
not to have noticed Lund in the second
that the young man stood on the top of
the little knoll where he now lay hidden.
He came quietly nearer, and Lund felt for
his revolver. Now he halted, dropped a
bundle from his shoulders to the ground,
and sat down beside it.

“He seems to feel quite safe,” thought
Lund, watching on the knoll. The man’s
back was towards him and he rose cau-
tiously and crept nearer, holding his re-
volver ready. The man stretched himself
out comfortably on the dry grass, as if to
sleep. But he was not sleeping, and as
Lund drew gradually nearer, he heard him
murmuring to himself.

“He’s talking Latin! Why, how strange,”
thought the listener. He took a step or
two more, with infinite caution, and now
he could understand the words:

“ . . eadem nocte, in qua Herostratus
quidam templum Dianae Ephesiae incen-
derat, Alerander matus est, quade-
causa. . . .” By this time Lund was at the
other's side shouting aloud, “Good Lord!
It's Klaus! It’s Klaus!”

Klaus sat up and remarked, “Thank
goodness, I have found you! How is the
professor?”

He held out one hand to Lund while
with the other he pulled a little bottle
from his pocket. “You left this in the
professor’s study, on the right-hand cor-
ner of the desk,” he said.

Lund shook his head, dazed. “And you
came all this distance to bring it?”

“I thought you might want ft. I knew
the professor would not have put the bot~
tle out to pack if he hadn’t needed it for
his work.”

“Klaus—you are a wonder!”

“I took the shortest way here, but of
course—this is just for you—it cost me all
my savings. I had just money enough
left in Damascus to buy a donkey. But I
don’t know much about donkeys, and this
one must have been very old. I left him
to his last rest in an oasis between Tadmor
and the Tomb of Ezekiel.”

“And you came the rest of the way on
foot?”

“Yes; I've been walking for some days.
I got rid of all the fat that bothered me
so at home. See how slender I am now.”
Klaus had risen and stood before Lund.

“Yes, indeed,” said the latter; “it’s im-
proved your figure wonderfully. But what'’s
all this?” Lund pointed to an immense
bundle in the man’s coat pocket.

“That is the map that showed me the
way,” answered Klaus, taking it out. It was
an immense hanging map of all Asia.

Lund laughed heartily. “Why didn‘t
you cut out the part you needed instead
of bringing the whole thing?”

“Oh, how could I cut it? It belongs to the
professor. And I'm sorry to say there’s a
little crack here through Siberia; it’s too
bad.” Klaus seemed most unhappy over
the crack.

“I'll buy the professor a new one,” said
Lund. “And, of course, I will give you back
all this trip has cost you, for it was my
carelessness that made it necessary. But,
Klaus, do tell me how on earth you ever
got so far without an outfit, or food or
water, or without a guide even.”

“Without a guide? Oh, this map is an
excellent guide. And then besides, I
brought your pocket compass. I hope you
don’t mind, sir.”

“But how did you feed yourself?”

“I've gotten out of the habit of eating
since I left Damadscus. It’s astonishing how
little you can get along with in this cli-
mate. I had enough water with me. I have
three bottles in my knapsack, and I filled
them at the spring by the tomb before I
left there in a hurry. That was the only
place in all this desert that frightened
me.”

“But why? We were there. There wasn’t
anything to frighten one there.”

“Wasn’t there? I must have been there
later. The very thought of that tomb.
makes me shiver now.”
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about two weeks,” said the professor. “The
last and decisive experiment will take place
to-morrow morning. I am as anxious as
you are to get away. What is Davud com-
ing to say?” The professor turned to meet
the Bedouin, who just then came up to
them with a face more serious than usual.

“Lord and Protector,” said the Arab,
“Allah has deserted thy servant. My hand
to-day was too weak to hold back this
Musa, this son of a dog. He fled from the
camp. Early in the morning he made an
attempt, but Duhamil, the faithful, pre-
vented it. They bound him and laid him in
a corner of the ruins, but when an hour
ago Duhamil went to bring him food and
drink he was gone. He had bitten through
the thongs that held him. I sent out those
riders who had returned from the town,
but none could ind him. O Effendi, do not
doubt the fidelity of thy servant.”

“Have no care, Davud my friend,” said
the professor kindly. “Those who wish us
evil will have little time in which to work
it. When the sun throws shadows from
this wall to-morrow we shall start on the
westward journey. Send men to Hilleh
this evening, to purchase what we need
for the return journey.’

They sat long at the supper table that
evening, and when the meal was over the

rofessor invited the party to gather in a
comfortable place, under a high wall, to
hear the results he had to announce to
them. They sat closely, to lose no syllable.
Three of the party, anxious to have a
wider view of their surroundings than the
sheltered corner permitted, sat a little
apart from the circle. Bridgeport took up
his place at some distance from the group.
Beyond him sat Schmidgruber, watching
him intently. Still further away sat Sleid-
ing, whose place commanded a view of the
entire camp, and of a good piece of the
ruins beyond. His eyes wandered unceas-
ingly over the prospect before him.

The professor, in the centre of his knot
of interested hearers, began to speak.

“This ancient field of ruins which once
was Babylon offers much of interest to
the archaeolcgist, as well as to the tourist.
But so much that is unpleasant has hap-
pened to us on this journey that we think
it better to cut short our stay here, and
to leave all these interesting things behind.
I have, however, today found the most
interesting thing of all that Babylon offers
us. I suspected it for some time. I will
show you to-morrow morning. I invite you
all, including the ladies, to follow me to-

morrow to an excavation on the river bank,
north of the city. My last preparations
will then have been made.”

HERE was a pause of some few minutes
after the professor ceased speaking.

“Will you not tell us, sir, what we are
to see?” asked Lund, at last.

“What can it be? What would you call
the most interesting thing in all Babylon?”
added Erna timidly.

Clusius looked at her with a gentle smile.
“If I should ask Hjalmar that, he would
undoubtedly say, ‘Erna.’ No, my dear young
lady, you must forgive me if I keep my
surprise until to-morrow.”

“Have you found the golden statue of
Baal?” asked Mr. Lengdale. “I read some-
where that it weighed a thousand Baby-
lonian talents. I suppose it is very valu-
able.”

“No; what I have found is something
still more valuable to me.”

‘“Then I suppose a Babylonian talent
isn’t very much?”

The professor smiled and turned to Tan-
nemore. “You tell our friends the value of
that statue,” he said. “You have the figures
handier than I.”

Tannemore calculated a moment, then
answered, “In round numbers the golden
statue of Baal, if its weight be as reported,
should be worth about one hundred thou-
sand pounds sterling.”

“Good gracious! And this thing the pro-
fessor has found is still more valuable?”
asked the Danish merchant, surprised.

“Yes,” said Clusius, with decision. “What
I have found lies under a heap of débris,
the condition of which leads me to think
it has never been disturbed. There are no
traces of diggings on it anywhere, and
yet on my former visit I found reason
to believe that below this débris there
might be chambers hitherto unexplored.
I found a little opening when I was here
last time, but unfortunately just as I was
obliged to set out on my return, having
joined a caravan commanded by others.

“To-day I sought the rose bush there
again, and passed through the door. It
led me into the interior of this mound of
ruins. And I found there a labyrinth of
corridors, great chambers half filled with
débris, and a mighty hall, the low ceiling
upheld by hundreds of massive columns.
The outlines of the corridors prove to me
that the hall must have had a height of
several stories. Now the sand and the
débris lie piled up there to a height of

.
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ing,” answered the professor, “but I do not
believe the danger is as serious as you
think. Duhamil was on duty all night,
and he saw nothing suspicious. Once, he
tells me, he heard a sound as of a large
body of cavalry in the distance. But it
came from the direction opposite to the
town, and the riders you fear would come
from Hilleh. Our faithful scout believes

~ that all is safe, and so do I. But you'’re a
sick man, Bridgeport. Why don’t you stay
in the camp and let Mrs. Henning take
care of you? She’s a little afraid of this
underground expedition, and prefers to
remain here anyway. As soon as we return
and have had our midday meal, we'll set
out again for Damascus.”

“It shall be arranged as you wish, Pro-
fessor,” replied Bridgeport, “except that I
do not leave your side to-day.”

Shortly after breakfast the exploring
party started. Lund, assisted by Klaus and
Knute, carried the parts of the photo-
graphic apparatus. All of the party, in-
cluding Erna, had lamps at their belts, and
several of the Arabs carried bundles of
torches to light the darkness of the under-
ground passageway. The men of the party
were all armed. They followed the profes-
sor, who led them along the river bank up
the stream. Immediately behind him
walked Tannemore and Sleiding. Behind
them came Mr. Lengdale and his daughter,
followed by Lund and the two servants.
Schmidgruber and Bridgeport and four
Arabs were the rear guard.

Schmidgruber chatted to his companion,
but found time to throw keen glances
about the ruins as they passed. Sleiding
did the same, and Tannemore, noticing it,
whispered to him, “Have you seen anything
suspicious? I notice that you watch every
corner that we pass.”

“I'm looking for crocodiles,” answered
Sleiding in a casual tone. But his eyes were
fixed keenly on a ridge on the opposite
side of the stream, here shallow though
broad. On this ridge was a thicket of
shrubs close enough and high enough to
hide an army. There was a sudden gleam
of something bright behind the bushes,
and from the hither side of the river rose
a cry as of some waterfowl.

“Ah!” exclaimed Tannemore, who hap-
pened to get a glimpse of Sleiding’s mouth
at the moment the cry sounded.

“Yes,” replied Sleiding, “it’s one of my
accomplishments, that— Oh, smell that!

_That must be the rose bush.”

An exquisite odour fillled the air about
them, as they stood looking down on the
great tree, stretching out its arms as if to
uphold the falling walls to which it clung.
Symbol of blooming life and nature’s
beauty, it made a strange picture amid
the slow decay of centuries about it.

The professor pushed aside the branches
and disappeared through the little door
beneath. “Bend your heads going under
here,” he called; “the ceiling is low.”

“Caution, my lord,” whispered Sleidling;
“if we pass throught large rooms in here,
you look to the right, and I'll take the
left side.”

“You are afraid?” whispered Tannemore.

“Only of what may befall us in there. We
can count on reenforcements outside.”

Tannemore halted a moment and looked
the other in the face, but Sleiding put his
finger to his lips and shook his head. Then
they stooped through the narrow entrance
and followed the professor into the dark-
ness beyond.

HEN all were inside, the lanterns and

torches were lit and a steady glare of
light brightened the darkness which for
centuries had brooded over these hidden
halls. The passageway in which they stood
was broad, and once undoubtedly had been
high. Sand from the river and débris of
falling houses outside, washed up by the
waves, had filled it up to nearly half its
height. At its further end six steps led
down to a low doorway. Metal hinges still
clung to the stone facing, but the door was
gone.

They stood now in a room half ruined,
its shape unrecognisable through mounds
of débris. Sleiding bent over and swept the
light of his lantern along the floor, but
there were no footprints recognisable in
the loose stones there.

“Now, please proceed with great cau-
tion,” called the professor. “We are near a
wall which separates this room from an-
other. There must be a canal under these
floors! You can hear the water if you
listen.”

“Yes, I can hear it,” sald Lund. “And I
hear another noise behind us.” He was
about to add, “A noise as of many foot-
steps,” but he did not say it for fear of
alarming Erna. He felt a decided uneasi-
ness taking possession of his mind.

Some of the others heard the noise be-
hind them also.

“The echo of our own feet most likely,”
said Sleiding aloud. Then be whispered to
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Tannemore, “Do not fear any noise behind
us, my lord. Believe me, it is all right. But
keep a sharp eye out for what may lie be-
fore us.”

A few steps further on the explorers
found themselves in an arch of the grey
stone wall. Through this they passed, up
two or three steps into a huge hall, re-
markably well preserved. The room was a
great square, divided throughout its length
by massive columns into a center choir and
two corridorlike side aisles. In the side
walls were further openings leading into
rooms beyond. At the further end of the
choir a high raised platform reached from
wall to wall. All this could be seen but
dimly, for even the many electric lanterns
and the flaring torches prevailed but little
against the blackness that lay in these
wide spaces.

“You are so pale, my darling,” whispered
Lund to the girl who stood beside him.

“But I am not afraid,” she answered;
“not while I am with you.”

Sleiding bent down here too, sweeping
the light of his lantern along the floor.
On the firmer pavement, covered by fine
dust, he saw the print of many sandalled
feet, and followed them a little distance.
They led towards one of the openings on
the left side of the hall. Sleiding made a
sign to Tannemore, who took up his posi-
tion on the left side of the professor,
standing near the platform. Then he whis-
pered a word to Lund, who turned pale,
but quite calmly and casually asked Mr.
Lengdale to take his place with Erna by his
side, at one of the columns on the right
side of the platform.

Schmidgruber, standing close beside
Bridgeport, noticed these movements and
Sleiding’s conduct. He had seen the foot-
prints himself, and it was he who led
Bridgeport towards the left side of the
platform, where they stood with their
backs against a broad column. A sense of
excitement was in the air, a tense hint of
impending danger, felt by all—except the
professor. He alone of all those assembled
in this scene of ancient civilization, was
calm and unconcerned.

He took his lantern from his belt, and
raising it high above his head stepped to
the left side of the broad deep niche in
the end of the hall to which the platform
led up. Three rows of flower-garlands in
stone ornamentation ran across the wall,
and above them in high relief, human fig-
ures of colossal size—kings enthroned and
warriors with high caps and long beards
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and trains of chained eaptives. Carved by
some artist of long ago, they glared down
on the human pigmies at their feet, the
king with the cruel face smiling a ghastly
smile from his royal throne of stone.

Lund put down the parts of the photo-
graphic apparatus which he had been car-
rying, and motioned to his helpers to do
likewise. At a sign from the professor he
put the apparatus together, and Clusius
pointed to the spot where he wished it to
stand.

“And now,” said Clusius, turning to the
others, “now you shall all see what it i8
that I found here yesterday. Now that we
have the acid that was missing before, the
pictures I shall show you will have colour
as well as light and shadow. I worked here
over this wall for many hours yesterday.
I let the new gases of which I spoke to you
throw their influence on the surface, re-
vealing the pictures to me, until I came
to the record of an event which took place
in these halls twenty-five hundred years
ago. Here, before this picture grew on the
wall, I stopped. I wanted you all to see it;
I wanted you all as witnesses. The pic-
tures which you will see here will be very
faint, however, in outline as well as in
colour, so I must ask you to put out your
lanterns. And you,” he called to the
Bedouins in Arabic, “retire to the far end
of the hall with your torches.”

When his orders had been carried out,
the bend of the wall beyond the platform
was again in darkness. A faint gleam only
came from the torches at the far end of
the hall.

“Now, please come nearer this wall,” said
the professor. “Is the apparatus ready?”

“Is is ready,” answered Lund.

“I have a word or two to say first,
friends,” continued Clusius. “I spent many
hours here yesterday, and was here last
night again. I worked over these walls, and
called up pictures on them of events that
happened thousands of years ago. I alone
saw. I saw records of imperial power; I
witnessed scenes of despotic tryanny and
wanton cruelty—murder after murder I
saw, and homage paid to throned kings.
The pictures were unrelated and some-
times unintelligible to me. But I knew
that I was looking on at some of the great
events of ancient Assyrian history. There
were moments when it struck terror to my
heart to realise that I stood here alone,
the sole living witness of forms resurrected
from the dead.

“Last night I saw Xerxes, Darius,
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Cambyses, Cyrus, pass in review before me
in this hall. Watch now and see what
comes next, for I left it for to-day. Every-
thing is ready. Lund, you will attend to the
apparatus for me?”

A deep breath, almost a sigh, came from
several members of the party; the tensity
of their expectation could be felt in the
darkness.

HE apparatus began its low whirring

murmur. All present looked towards the
wall before them. The men had their
weapons ready in their hands. Lund's re-
volver lay before him on the platform, both
his hands being busy at the apparatus.
The professor only was unarmed, en-
grossed by the work before him.

From his pocket he took several small
bottles, including that one which the faith-
ful Klaus had come so far to bring him.
He unscrewed their caps and placed them
at the foot of the wall, then stepped back
to where the others stood, about ten paces
distant. They watched, expectant.

Presently a faint glimmering seemed to
come from the wall. It grew brighter and
brighter, flickering with the gleam of a
hundred waving lights, while various
shapes and forms, indeterminate in out-
line, appeared upon its surface.

And now the stones before them became
a mirror, over which quickly moving shad-
ow-shapes passed, entrancing them. Many
figures in strange garb appeared there; the
room must have been closely crowded with
living forms when the picture they saw
now was impressed upon the wall. Pale,
indistinct outlines they seemed, but easily
recognisable as the figures of ancient
Assyria.

Some of them were fleeing from some-
thing—wildly, and in terrified haste. They
still held gold goblets in their hands, but
they had left their places at the richly
spread board, and in every gesture, in the
turn of a head, and wild outstretched
arms, horror, unreasoning horror, was por-
trayed. Others stood beside the table,
frozen by this same horror into stone.

On a high-backed chair sat one man
with a towering head-dress, and armlets
that shone as if of gold. One of his hands
clasped the arm of his chair, so that the
veins stood out like cords. Beside him stood
a giant Ethiopian, open-mouthed, in one
arm holding a skin of wine, the red stream
from which fell unheeded to the floor at
his feet.

Several richly clad figures lay at the feet

of the black slave in drunken stupor, fallen
there evidently before the terror came up-
on the company.

The lips of one were parted in a drunken
smile; another yawned.

A high golden chair stood at the head
of the table, but the man who sat there
had risen and towered beside it. He was
mighty in figure, wearing a great crown.
King Belshazzar it was. He stood bending
forward beside the wreck of his feast. His
eyes, upturned, stared at the wall in front
of him. On his lips froze a smile of wicked
defiance. An old man with a long beard
lay at his feet, the king’s sword in his
throat.

What was it that held the king’s eyes
upraised in terror? What had frozen the
others into such attitudes of horror?

The eyes of the living company in this
hall of the dead, in Belshazzar’s royal seat,
followed the eyes of the shadows there on
the wall. And the living too shrank and
shuddered at what they saw.

High up on the wall a bright gleam of
light glowed for an instant, and a Great
Hand came out of the darkness and wrote
there, wrote—steadily.

“Mene,” said a voice in the deep stillness.
It was Clusius who spoke. His voice was
steady, his eye calm.

Beside him Bridgeport sank to his knees.

“Tekel,” he cried, pressed his hand to
his heart and fell at full length on the
stone.

“Upharsin!”’

The word shrilled through the hall in a
scream of terror. It was Redfowles, who
suddenly was seen, standing there beside
the professor. Madness shone in his eyes
and quivered in his trembling lips. His re-
volver fell from his hand. The eyes of the
company, detaching themselves from the
strange picture on the wall, turned to the
man who had appeared so abruptly in the
midst of them. The professor’s lamp flared
up, and the picture on the wall faded.
Then the other lamps were lit, and Tanne-
more, starting forward with his raised re-
volver, halted when he saw Sleiding stand-
ing beside Redfowles, his hand on the
other's shoulder. With a voice that rang
through the hall, the Australian spoke:

“James Redfowles, you are my prisoner.
I arrest you in the name of Padischaah,
and of His Majesty the King of England
and Emperor of India. The charge is at-
tempted murder, fraud and forgery.”

There was a pause, into which fell Clu-
sius’ voice.
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“Yes, he has been guilty of attempted
murder, and of fraud, as was shown by
this writing on the wall here. We did not
need his confession, nor that of Bridgeport
to prove it. You have all seen that the
writing used here is hieratic, for only
Daniel the Priest could interpret it for the
King.

“No one else, not even the monarch
himself, could read its meaning. Whether
this sign be a divine miracle, or a trick of
priestly intrigue, it matters not. The writ-
ing is hieratic and the inscriptions on the
stones forged by Bridgeport are not like
it. In the way that we have seen it done
here, thus did men write in the Assyria
of twenty-four hundred years ago. Bridge-
port’s stones are forgeries, and I have
proved it.”

Tannemore grasped both his friends’
hands and pressed them warmly, his
mouth quivering. Lund stood on the other
side, looking at his master, his clear eyes
full of emotion.

Schmidgruber came forward to the other
side of Redfowles.

“Better put these on him,” he said, hold-
ing out a pair of handcuffs.

Sleiding looked at him in astonishment.
“Who are you?” he exclaimed.

“l am sent by the Imperial Austrian
police, to protect Professor Clusius if nec-
essary,” replied the little man.

Then suddenly Redfowles awoke from
the terror into which the writing on the
wall had thrown him. With a scream and
an oath, he wrenched himself from Sleid-
ing’s grasp.

“Mene, Tekel, Upharsin!” he cried; “the
handwriting on the wall is for you—for
you. Yes, I have deceived you all, and now
you are in my power. It is your last mo-
ment. You shall die here at the feet of
Belshazzar.”

A sharp whistle rang through the hall,
and from behind the columns, from the
openings in the left side of the wall, poured
a crowd of armed Arabs. Redfowles bent
to take up his fallen revolver, but Sleid-
ing’s foot was on it. A shot rang out, and
Redfowles sank to the ground with a shat-
tered ankle.

Tannemore had aimed only to cripple,
not to kill.

The littlfe company of eight men stood
facing a body many times their number,
but they were brave. Again Tannemore
fired, and Musa, springing forward to the
attack, fell dead.

The travellers themselves stood in dark~

ness; the light of their lanterns showed
their positions. For the moment no one
moved on the other side of the hall. The
Arabs stood as if lamed, while a clatter
arose from beyond the hall and a bright
flare of light streamed through the further
doorway. The rhythmic beat of many feet
was heard and suddenly a company of
English marines swept into Belshazzar’s
hall, followed by an equal number of
Swedish sailors.

The Arabs were surrounded and taken
captive before they realised what was hap-
pening. Then the two officers in command
of the marines came over to the little
group of Europeans.

“Which is Professor Clusius?” asked the
English officer.

“I am Professor Clusius,” said the scien-
tist, stepping forward. “We are deeply in
your debt for your valuable assistance. I
fancy that you came not a moment too
soon. Whom have we to thank for this
timely rescue?”

“I am Lieutenant Kimberley, of H. M. S.
Falcon,” said the Englishman.

“I am Lieutenant Karlsen, of H. M. S.
Nordenskjold,” said the Swedish officer be-
side him, saluting his famous countryman
with respectful deference.

“And how did you both come here—so
far from the sea?” began Clusius, shaking
hands with the officers. A movement at the
back of the group interrupted his further
speech. He turned and saw the Austrian
detective standing with his hand upraised
for silence over the prostrate form of
Bridgeport.

“He is dead.”

Lund knelt down and raised one limp
hand. “What—what shall we do with
him?” he asked.

“Could he not be buried here?” said
Clusius, kneeling down to lay his hand like
a silent benediction of the dead man'’s
forehead. “He was a scholar of repute.
Let these monuments of an age he knew
well cover his faults, and leave only his
achievements to be remembered by the
world.”

CHAPTER XII
THE TRAIL OF THE SERPENT

‘ ‘ ND now, gentlemen,” said Clusius
to the officers, when they all
had climbed out into the sun-

light again, glad of its warmth and cheer,

*now, gentlemen, we thank you once more
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seen something of the Orient at all events.”

“And you have made some new friends
—sincere friends, Mr. Muller,” said Clusius,
with a warm pressure of the hand.

“Friends I shall not forget soon,” replied
the detective, as Tannemore and Lund,
gathering round him, followed the profes-
sor’s example.

* * *

The return journey was made by boat
down the Euphrates, in the comfortable
steam pinnaces from the Falcon. The two
warships lay at anchor at the mouth of
the river to give the travellers a hearty
welcome.

At Port Said a swarm of reporters sur-
rounded the professor, for the story of the
mysterious photographs on the Pandora
had been spread abroad, and a curious
world was waiting for the explanation of
this last invention of the famous scientist.

But it waited in vain. Professor Clusius’
great discovery was lost to the world for-
ever, lost with all its possibilities for good
or for evil. And this is how it happened:

About ten days after Clusius’ return to
Stockholm he sat in his drawing-room one
evening in earnest conversation with a
group of fellow scientists. In his study the
lamp was still burning on the desk he had
left when his visitors were announced.
The big note-book in which he had written
down all the calculations and formulae
studied out during his journey concerning
his new discovery, lay open within the
circle of light thrown by the lamp. Beside
it stood an ash tray on which lay a still
lighted cigar. Clusius had put it there
when he rose to greet his friends.

Beside the ash tray stood a high glass
jar in which a small snake wriggled un-
easily. The professor had caught the little
animal in the garden that morning and
put it in the jar to watch the process of
skin-shedding. The glass was closed at the
top by a bit of parchment with air-holes
cut in it.

It had been a very warm day even for
the spring season, and the air was mild
during the evening. The window was open
and the soft breeze floated in over the
desk. It seemed to make the little snake
uneasy. He moved more violently, and
struck his head sharply against the paper
covering of the jar. At the third blow the
paper split and the adder’s head rose out
of it. The wicked eyes looked about the
room as the snaky body wriggled itself
free of the jar. It fell to the table, striking
the cigar a sharp blow and throwing it
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with its lighted end directly upon the open
book.

In the drawing-room further down the
hall a little group of grey-haired scholars
listened in respectful attention to what
Clusius had told them of his new dis-
covery, a discovery which he himself con-
sidered the greatest achievement of his
remarkable career. When he had finished
speaking, one of the others said:

“You are right, Professor. This is one of
the greatest feats science has ever given
to the world. Not a single line of what you
have written, not a single formula that
you have worked out, must be lost. The
sincere interest taken by you in your
friend’s trouble produced an emotional in-
tensity of thinking, a sharpening of intui-
tion unusual even in a mind as great as
yours. It might not be possible even for
you to do this thing again.”

“You are right, friend,” agreed Clusius.
“I know that should anything happen to
my notes I could never put them together
again. It was one of those times when
some power beyond us, which we do not
understand, even we scientists, moves and
controls us. Why, Klaus, what is the mat-
ter?” He turned to the servant who stood
in the doorway, pale and trembling.

Klaus made several unsuccessful at-
tempts to speak, then finally stammered:
“Your note-book, sir—your note-book—"

“Yes, it was on my desk—it hasn’t run
off, has it?”

“It’'s—it’s burned, sir.”

The professor rose, as pale now as his
servant, and hurried from the room, fol-
lowed by his alarmed friends. He stood in
front of the desk, looking down at the
blackened remains of his note-book, which
the steady vein of smouldering fire from
the cigar end had slowly turned to char-
coal. Some of the leaves were only partly
burned, curling up as if in protest at their
fate. But the tiny red line of hungry flame
crept over them relentlessly. Beyond the
book lay the snake, its eyes fixed as if fas-
cinated on the slowly uprising rings of
smoke.

There was silence in the room for a mo-
ment, broken by unconcealed sobs from
Klaus.

“Shall I call Mr. Lund?” stammered the
faithful fellow.

“No, we need not tell him of this,” said
Clusius; “he starts for Copenhagen to-
morrow. We must not cloud these happiest
days of his life. The damage is done be-
yond repair— Well, possibly, it was not to
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be. This thing may have had in it powers
for evil as great as its power for good. Per-
haps it is just as well that the world shall
not know more of it.”

* W *

And this was what Joseph Muller said
when news came to him that the profes-
sor's memoranda had been destroyed. He
had been watching the papers for some
statement with regard to the great dis-
covery, the astonishing workings of which
he had witnessed with his own eyes. When
the news was cabled of the unfortunate
accident by which the great invention was
Jost for ever, Muller sighed deeply.

“And yet,” he said, “perhaps it is just
as well that the world should not know
more of this thing. It would make man
toc near to God. It is not right that we
should see the past or the future too
clearly. The present should be enough and
yet—it is too bad.”

AN EPILOGUE
IN THE DESERT

HMAR, THE SAGE, stood alone on the

sun-bathed roof of the temple in
Palmyra. Below him in the huts of Tadmor
arose a noise as of many voices. Ahmar’s
pupil, the young keeper of the lions,
climbed the stone stair to tell the Sage
that a stranger had come who would speak
with him.

Ahmar descended to the door of his
study, his heart beating high, his eyes
shining. Then they grew dim again when
he saw that the waiting stranger was a
Bedouin of the desert.

“What would’st thou with me, my son?”
asked the Sheik in gentle kindliness, as
the man bowed low before him.

“Glad are my eyes that they may behold
Mahmud Ahmar, the great Chief and Sage,
the friend of Mischoel, of whose kin I am.
Davud ibm Masr brings greetings, O wise
one. I am bvt a messenger to thee from
one whom thy soul loves, whom thou hast
honoured as a prince honours princes.”

“Then thou comest from him, the great
one who is in the thoughts of both of us,”
cried Ahmar.

“I come from him whom I was permitted
to serve, whom I guided through the desert
to Babylon. For long now has he been in
his own land. But when the moon was
last full a letter came from him to Abu
Hark in Damascus, a letter enfolding an-
other which Abu Hark entrusted to me.
‘Bring it safely to Sheik Ahmar,” said Abu
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Hark; ‘lay it in his hands yourself, for it
is great news that his wonderful friend
sends him.” And now Davud stands before
thee, O wise one, and lays the precious
writing in thy hands.”

Davud handed the Sheik a large letter
carefully sealed. On the envelope were
written the words:

To Mahmud Ahmar, Sleik and Astronomer,
in the temple in Tadmeor, Syria.

Carefully, reverently, the old man
opened the letter and read its precious
contents.

Honored brother:

The book which thou hast written and given
to me, I have shown to the learned ones of
the University of Stockholm. When they had
read it, my brother, they bestowed upon thee
the degree and title of Doctor of Science of
this University. Dr. Mahmud Ahmar, greet-
ings to thee from thy comrades in learning at
the University, and from thy brother who loves

thee well. )
Clusius

When the Sheik had read the letter,
Davud handed him a second package, the
richly engraved and illumined diploma of
the University.

The Sage stood looking long and silently
at the parchment, while about him there
gathered a crowd of people from the huts,
staring in respectful admiration and won-
der.

The Sheik raised his head proudly and
said aloud: “They have made me a Doctor
of Science in the great University of the
North.”

Then the exaltation passed, for all about
him he saw only wonder and childlike rev-
erence, but no intelligent understanding.
He bowed his head again and mounted
slowly to the platform of the temple. Here
he sat down, the open parchment on his
lap.

“Doctor of Science they have made me,”
he murmured low. “And yet I am but an
Arab, a poor man among other poor men,
one who sees among many who are blind,
cne who hears among those who are deaf
—the barren desert is my home and will
be my last resting-place.” Then his old
eyes lit up again. “But my book will be in
the libraries of the North, and towards the
sunset learned men will read what I have
written, I Mahmud Ahmar.”

The old man raised the parchment rev-
erently and pressed a kiss on it with lips
that trembled.
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the English. Louis XV restored it in 1739.
In 1760 it was carried by assault by the
English. They came across from the island
of Groix—three shiploads—and they
stormed the fort and sacked St. Julien
yonder, and they started to burn St. Gildas
—you can see the marks of their bullets on
my house yet; but the men of Bannalec
and the men of Lorient fell upon them
with pike and scythe and blunderbuss, and
those who did not run away lie there below
in the gravel pit now—thirty-eight of
them.”

“And the thirty-ninth skull?” I asked,
finishing my cigarette.

The mayor succeeded in filling his pipe,
and now he began to put his tobacco pouch
away.

“The thirty-ninth skull,” he mumbled,
holding the pipestem between his defective
teeth—*“the thirty-ninth skull is no busi-
ness of mine. I have told the Bannalec
men to cease digging.”

But what is—whose is the missing
skull?” I persisted curiously.

The mayor was busy trying to strike a
spark to his tinder. Presently he set it
aglow, applied it to his pipe, took the pre-
scribed four puffs, knocked the ashes out
of the bowl, and gravely replaced the
pipe in his pocket.

“The missing skull?” he asked.

“Yes,” said I impatiently.

The mayor slowly unrolled the scroll and
began to translate the Breton into French.
And this is what he read:

“On the Cliffs of St. Gildas,

“April 13, 1760.

“On this day, by order of the Count of

Soisic, general in chief of the Breton forces

now lying in Kerselec Forest, the bodies of

thirty-eight English soldiers of the 27th, 50th,

and 72d regiments of Foot were buried in this

spot, together with their arms and equip-
ments.”

The mayor paused and glanced at me

reflectively.
“Go on, Le Bihan,” I said.
“With them,” continued the mayor,

turning the scroll and reading on the other
side,

‘“‘was buried the body of that vile traitor who
betrayed the fort to the English. The manner
of his death was as follows: By order of the
most noble Count of Soisic, the traitor was
first branded upon the forehead with the
brand of the arrowhead. The iron burmed
through the flesh, and was pressed heavily so
that the brand should even burn into the bone
of the skull. The traitor was then led out
and bidden to kneel. He admitted having
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guided the English from the island of Grotx.
Although a priest and 3 Frenchman, he had
violated his priestly office to aid him in dis-
covering the password to the fort. This pass-
word he extorted during confession from a
young Breton girl who was in the habit of
rowing across from the island of Groix to
visit her husband in the fort. When the fort
fell, this young girl, crazed by the death of
her husband. sought the Count of Soisic and
told how the priest had forced her to confess
to him all she knew about the fort. The priest
was arvested at St. Gildas as he was about o
cross the river to Lorient. When arrested he
cursed the girl, Marie Trevee—"

‘“What!” I exclaimed, “Marie Trevec!”
“Marie Trevec,” repeated Le Bihan;

“the priest cursed Marie Trevec, and all her
family and descendants. He was shot as he
knelt, having a mask of leather over his face,
beeause the Bretons who composed the squad
of execution refused to fire at a priest unless
his face was concealed. The priest was ’Abbé
Sorgue, commonly known as the Black Priest
on account of his dark face and swarthy eye-
brows. He was buried with a stake through
his heart.”

Le Bihan paused, hesitated, look at me,
and handed the manuscript back to Dur-
and. The gendarme took it and slipped it
into the brass cylinder.

“So,” I sald, “the thirty-ninth skull is
the skull of the Black Priest.”

“Yes,” said Fortin. “I hope they won’t
find it.”

“I have forbidden them to proceed,” said
the mayor querulously. “You heard me,
Max Fortin.”

I rose and picked up my gun. Mome
came and pushed his head into my hand.

“That's a fine dog,” observed Durand,
also rising.

“Why don’t you wish to find his skull?”
I asked Le Bihan. “It would be curious to
see whether the arrow brand really burned
into the bone.”

‘“There is something in that scroll that I
didn‘t read to you,” sald the mayor grimly.
“Do you wish to know what it is?”

“Of course,” I replied in surprise.

“Give me the scroll again, Durand,” he
said; then he read from the bottom:

“I, PAbbeé Sorgue, forced 10 write the above
by my executioners, have written it in my own
3 and with it I leave my curse. My curse

on St Gildas, on Marie Trevec, and on her
descendants. 1 will come back to St. Gildas
when my remains are disturbed. Woe to that
anlh:l‘l'man whom my branded skull shall

“What rot!” I said. “Do you believe it
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pit, mystified, incredulous. The skull was
lying on the edge of the pit, exactly where
it had been before I pushed it over the
edge. For a second I stared at it; a singular
chilly feeling crept up my spinal column,
and I turned and walked away, sweat
starting from the root of every hair on
my head. Before I had gone twenty paces
the absurdity of the whole thing struck
me. I halted, hot with shame and an-
noyance, and retraced my steps.

There lay the skull.

“I rolled a stone down instead of the
skull,” I muttered to myself. Then with
the butt of my gun I pushed the skull over
the edge of the pit and watched it roll to
the bottom; and as it struck the bottom of
the pit, Mome, my dog, suddenly whipped
his tail between his legs, whimpered, and
made off across the moor.

“Mome!” I shouted, angry and aston-
ished; but the dog only fled the faster, and
I ceased calling from ‘gheer surprise.

“What the mischief is the matter with
that dog?” I thought. He had never before
played me such a trick.

Mechanically I glanced into the pit, but
I could not see the skull. I looked down.
The skull lay at my feet again, touching
them.

“Good heavens!” I stammered, and
struck at it blindly with my gunstock. The
ghastly thing flew into the air, whirling
over and over, and rolled down the sides
of the pit to the bottom. Breathlessly I
stared at it, then confused and scarcely
comprehending, I stepped back from the
pit, still facing it, one, ten, twenty paces,
my eyes almost starting from my head, as
though I expected to see the thing roll up
from the bottom of the pit under my very
gaze. At last I turned my back to the pit
and strode out across the gorse-covered
mocrland toward my home. As I reached
the road that winds from St. Gildas to St.
Julien I gave one hasty glance at the pit
over my shoulder. The sun shone hot
on the sod about the excavation. There
was something white and bare and round
on the turf at the edge of the pit. It might
have been a stone; there were plenty ot
them lying about.

CHAPTER 1II

HEN I entered my garden I saw
Mome sprawling on the stone
doorstep. He eyed me sideways and

flopped his tail.
“Are you not mortified, you idiot dog?” I

“do. Come off that lounge!
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IsJa.icl. looking about the upper windows for
yS.

Mome rolled over on his back and raised
one deprecating forepaw, as though to
ward off calamity.

“Don’t act as though I was in the habit
of beating you to death,” I said, disgusted.
I had never in my life raised whip to the
brute. “But you are a fool dog,” I eon-
tinued. “No, you needn’t come to be babied
and wept over; Lys can do that, if she in-
sists, but I am ashamed of you, and you
can go to the devil.”

Mome slunk off into the house, and I
followed, mounting directly to my wife's
boudoir. It was empty.

“Where has she gone?” I said, looking
hard at Mome, who had followed me. “Oh!
I see you don’t know. Don’t pretend you
Do you think
Lys wants tan-coloured hairs all over her
lounge?”

I rang the bell for Catherine and 'Fine,
but they didn’t know where “madame”
had gone; so I went into my room, bathed,
exchanged my somewhat grimy shooting
clothes for a suit of warm, soft knicker-
bockers, and, after lingering some extra
moments over my toilet—for I was par-
ticular, now that I had married Lys—I
went down to the garden and took a chair
out under the fig-trees.

“Where can she be?” I wondered. Mome
came sneaking out to be comforted, and I
forgave him for Lys’s sake, whereupon he
frisked.

“You bounding cur,” said I, “now what
on earth started you off across the moor?
If you do it again I'll push you along with
a charge of dust shot.”

As yet I had scarcely dared think about
the ghastly hallucination of which I had
been a victim, but now I faced it squarely,
flushing a little with mortification at the
thought of my hasty retreat from the
gravel pit.

“To think,” I said aloud, “that those old
woman's tales of Max Fortin and Le Bihan
should have actually made me see what
didn’t exist at all! I lost my nerve like a
schoolboy in a dark bedroom.” For I knew
now that I had mistaken a round stone for
a skull each time, and had pushed a couple
of big pebbles into the pit instead of the
skull {tself.

“By Jingo!” said I, “I'm nervous; my
liver must be in a devil of a condition if I
see such things when I'm awake! Lys will
know what to give me.”

I felt mortified and irritated and sulky,
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g
me, and we saw that it was a death’s-
head moth drenched with rain.

HE dark day passed slowly as we sat

beside the fire, hand in hand, her head
against my breast, speaking of sorrow and
mystery and death. For Lys believed that
there were things on earth that none
might understand, things that must be
nameless forever and ever, until God rolls
up the scroll of life and all is ended. We
spoke of hope and fear and faith, and the
mystery of the saints; we spoke of the
beginning and the end, of the shadow of
sin, of omens, and of love. The moth still
lay on the floor, quivering its sombre wings
in the warmth of the fire, the skull and
the ribs clearly etched upon its meck and
body.

“If it is a messenger of death to this
house,” I said, “why should we fear, Lys?”

“Death should be welcome to those who
love God,” murmured Lys, and she drew
the cross from her breast and kissed it.

“The moth might die if I threw it out
into the storm,” I said after a silence.

“Let it remain,” sighed Lys.

Late that night my wife lay sleeping,
and I sat beside her bed and read in the
Chronicle of Jacques Sorgue. I shaded the
candle, but Lys grew restless, and finally
1 took the book down into the morning
room. where the ashes of the fire rustled
and whitened on the hearth.

The death’s-head moth lay on the rug
before the fire where I had left it. At first
I thought it was dead, but, when I looked
closer I saw a lambent fire in its amber
eyes. The straight white shadow it cast
across the floor wavered as the candle
flickered.

The pages of the Chronicle of Jacques
Biorgue were damp and sticky; the illumi-
nated gold and blue initials left flakes of
azure and gilt where my hand brushed
them. .

“It is not paper at all; it is thin parch-
ment,” I sald to myself: and I held the dis-
colored page close to the candle flame and
read, translating laboriously:

‘1, Jacques Sorgue, saw all these things.
And I saw the Black Mass celebrated in the
ctiapel of St. Gildus-on-the-Cliff. And it was
said by the Abbé Sorgue, my kinsman: for
which deadiy sin the apostate priest was seized
Iy the most noble Marquis of Plougastel and
v him econdemned to be burmed with hot
irons, until bis seared soul guft its body and
fly to its master the devil. But when the
itlack Priest lay in the erypt of Plougastel,
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his master Satan eame at night and set him
free, and carried him across land and sea to
Mahmoud, which is Soldan or Saladin. And
I, Jacques Sorgue, travelling afterward by sea,
beheld with my own eyes my kinsman, the
Black Priest of St. Gildas, borne along in the
air mpon a vast black wing, which was the
wing of his master Satan. And this was seen
also by two men of the crew.”

I turned the page. The wings of the
moth on the floor began to quiver. I read
on and on, my eyes blurring under the
shifting candle flame. I read of battles
and of saints, and I learned how the great
Soldan made his pact with Satan, and
then I came to the Sieur de Trevec, and
read how he seized the Black Priest in the
midst of Saladin’'s tents and carried him
away and cut off his head, tirst branding
him on the forehead. “And before he suf-
fered,” said the Chronicle, “he cursed the
Sieur de Trevec and his descendants, and
he said he would surely return to St.
Gildas. ‘For the violence you do to me, I
will do violence to you. For the evil 1
suffer at your hands, I will work evil on
you and your descendants. Woe to your
children, Sieur de Trevec!’” There was a
whirr, a beating of strong wings, and my
candle flashed up as in a sudden breeze.
A humming filled the room; the great
moth darted hither and thither, beating,
buzzing, on ceiling and wall. I flung down
my book and stepped forward. Now it lay
fluttering upon the window sill, and for a
moment I had it under my hand, but the
thing squeaked and I shrank back. Then
suddenly it darted across the candle flame:
the light flared and went out, and at the
same moment a shadow moved in the
darkness outside. I raised my eyes to the
window. A masked face was peering in at
me.

Quick as thought I whipped out my
revolver and fired every cartridge, but the
face advanced beyond the window, the
glass melting away before it like mist, and
through the smoke of my revolver I saw
something creep swiftly into the room.
Then I tried to cry out, but the thing was
at my throat, and I fell backward among
the ashes of the hearth.

L . .

When my eyes unclosed I was lying on

‘the hearth, my head among the cold

ashes. Slowly I got on my knees, rose pain-
fully, and groped my way to a chair. On
the floor lay my revolver, shining in the
pale light of early mornming. My mind
clearing by degrees, I loocked, shuddering.
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lets on. I swung her into the saddle, gave
a hasty order to Jean Marie, and mounted.

Now, to quail under thoughts of terror
on a morning like this, with Lys in the
saddle beside me, no matter what had
happened or might happen, was impos-
sible. Moreover, Mome came sneaking after
us. I asked Tregunc to catch him, for I
was afraid he might be brained by our
horses’ hoofs if he followed, but the wily
puppy dodged and bolted after Lys, who
was trotting along the high-road. “Never
mind,” I thought; “if he’s hit he1l live, for
he has no brains to lose.”

Lys was waiting for me in the road be-
side the Shrine of Our Lady of St. Gildas
when I joined her. She crossed herself, I
doffed my cap, then we shook out our
bridles and galloped toward the forest of
Kerselec.

We said very little as we rode. I always
loved to watch Lys in the saddle. Her ex-
quisite figure and lovely face were the in-
carnation of youth and grace; her curling
hair glistened like threaded gold.

Out of the corner of my eye I saw the
spoiled puppy Mome come bounding cheer-
fully alongside, oblivious of our horses’
heels. Our road swung close to the cliffs.
A filthy cormorant rose from the black
rocks and flapped heavily across our path.
Lys's horse reared, but she pulled him
down, and pointed at the bird with her
riding crop.

“T see,” sald I, “it seems to be going our
way. Curious to see a cormorant in a
forest, isn’t it?”

“It is a bad sign,” sald Lys. “You know
the Morbihan proverb: ‘When the cormo-
rant turns from the sea, Death laughs in
the forest, and wise woodsmen build
boats.’”

“I wish,” said I sincerely, “that there
were fewer proverbs in Brittany.”

We were in sight of the forest now;
across the gorse I could see the sparkle of
the gendarmes’ trappings, and the glitter
of Le Bihan'’s silver-buttoned jacket. The
hedge was low and we took it without dif-
ficulty, and trotted across the moor to
where Le Bihan and Durand stood gesticu-
lating.

They bowed ceremoniously to Lys as we
rode up.

“The trail is horrible--it is a river,” said
the mayor in his squeaky voice. “Monsieur
Darrel, I think perhaps madame would
scarcely care to come any nearer.”

Lys drew bridle and looked at me.

“It is borrible!” said Durand, walking up
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beside me; “it looks as though a bleeding
regiment had passed this way. The trail
winds about there in the thickets; we lose
it at times, but we always find it again.
I can’t understand how one man—no, nor
twenty—could bleed like that!”

A halloo, answered by another, sounded
from the depths of the forest.

“It’s my men; they are following the
trail,” muttered the brigadier. “God alone
knows what is at the end!”

“Shall we gallop back, Lys?” I asked.

“No; let us ride along the western edge
of the woods and dismount. The sun is so
hot now, and I should like to rest for a
moment,” she said.

“The western forest is clear of anything
disagreeable,” said Durand.

“Very well,” I answered; ‘“call me, Le
Bihan, if you find anything.”

Lys wheeled her mare, and I followed
across the springy heather, Mome trotting
cheertully in the rear.

ENTERED the sunny woods about a
quarter of a kilometre from where we
left Durand. I took Lys from her horse,
flung both bridles over a limb, and giving
my wife my arm, aided her to a flat mossy
rock which overhung a shallow brook
gurgling among the beech trees. Lys sat
down and drew off her gauntlets. Mome
pushed his head into her lap, received an
undeserved caress, and came doubtfully
toward me. I was weak enough to condone
his offense, but I made him lie down at
my feet, greatly to his disgust.

I rested my head on Ly’s knees looking
up at the sky through the crossed branches
of the trees.

“I suppose I have killed him,” I said.
“It shocks me terribly, Lys.”

“You could not have known, dear. He
may have been a robber, and—if—not—
Did—have you ever fired your revolver
since that day four years ago, when the
Red Admiral’s son tried to kill you? But
I know you have not.”

“No,” said I, wondering. “It's a fact, I
have not. Why?”

“And don’t you remember that I asked
you to let me load it for you the day when
Yves went away, swearing to kill you and
his father?” N

“Yes, I do remember. Well?”

“Well, I—I took the cartridges first to
8t. Glidas chapel and dipped them in holy
water. You must not laugh, Dick,” said
Lys gently, laying her cool hands on my
lips.
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