
[image: Cover-Image]





Tales of Horror



Tales of Horror

Terrifying Stories to Keep You Awake Past Midnight

Edited and with an Introduction by Bill Bowers

[image: ]
Essex, Connecticut




[image: ]

An imprint of Globe Pequot, the trade division of The Rowman & Littlefield Publishing Group, Inc.

4501 Forbes Blvd., Ste. 200

Lanham, MD 20706

www.rowman.com

Distributed by NATIONAL BOOK NETWORK

Copyright © 2024 by The Rowman & Littlefield Publishing Group, Inc.

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the publisher, except by a reviewer who may quote passages in a review.

British Library Cataloguing in Publication Information available

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data

Names: Bowers, Bill, 1957- editor.

Title: Tales of horror : terrifying stories to keep you awake past midnight / edited and with an introduction by Bill Bowers.

Description: Essex, Connecticut : Lyons Press, 2024. | Summary: "A classic collection of horror tales by masters of the genre!"-- Provided by publisher.

Identifiers: LCCN 2023042905 (print) | LCCN 2023042906 (ebook) | ISBN 9781493077502 (trade paperback) | ISBN 9781493077519 (epub)

Subjects: LCSH: Horror tales. | LCGFT: Short stories. | Horror fiction.

Classification: LCC PN6071.H727 T35 2024  (print) | LCC PN6071.H727 (ebook) | DDC 808.83/8738–dc23/eng/20230919

LC record available at https://lccn.loc.gov/2023042905

LC ebook record available at https://lccn.loc.gov/2023042906

[image: ] The paper used in this publication meets the minimum requirements of American National Standard for Information Sciences—Permanence of Paper for Printed Library Materials, ANSI/NISO Z39.48-1992.













For Eileen (1959–2023), without whom none of this would have been possible.










Contents

Acknowledgments	xi

Introduction	xiii

1: The Damned Thing	1

By Ambrose Bierce

2: The Mummy’s Foot	11

By Théophile Gautier

3: The Pool of the Stone God	23

By Abraham Merritt

4: At Abdul Ali’s Grave	27

By E. F. Benson

5: The Secret of the Growing Gold	41

By Bram Stoker

6: His Unconquerable Enemy	55

By W. C. Morrow

7: The Story of the Brazilian Cat	65

By Arthur Conan Doyle

8: The Wife of the Kenite	85

By Agatha Christie

9: The Facts in the Case of M. Valdemar	93

By Edgar Allen Poe

10: The Horror-Horn	103

By E. F. Benson

11: The Spider	117

By Hanns Heinz Ewers

12: The Man of Science	137

By Jerome K. Jerome

13: The Most Dangerous Game	145

By Richard Connell

14: In the Vault	167

By H. P. Lovecraft

15: The Cask of Amontillado	177

By Edgar Allan Poe

16: The Flayed Hand	185

By Guy de Maupassant

17: In Amundsen’s Tent	191

By John Martin Leahy

18: For the Blood Is the Life	211

By F. Marion Crawford

19: The Night Wire	227

By H. F. Arnold

20: Timber	237

By John Galsworthy

21: Carnivorine	247

By Lucy H. Hooper

22: The Ring of Thoth	259

By Arthur Conan Doyle

23: The Canal	277

By Everil Worrell

24: The Dead Smile	299

By F. Marion Crawford

25: The Monkey’s Paw	321

By W. W. Jacobs

26: The Dream-Gown of the Japanese Ambassador	333

By Brander Matthews

27: The Cremation of Sam McGee	349

By Robert W. Service

28: The Thing in the Forest	355

By Bernard Capes










Acknowledgments

No book is ever the work of a single person, no matter whose name appears on the cover. This volume is no exception. My heartfelt thanks:

To Eileen (1959–2023).

To Mom and Dad, who encouraged my love of reading.

To Gene Brissie, editorial director at Lyons Press, who saw the possibilities.

To former colleagues, friends, and fellow authors and editors Tom McCarthy and Jay Cassell, who encouraged a neophyte and helped him succeed.

And last but not least to Nick Lyons, founder of Lyons Press, who mentored me and changed my life.










Introduction

. . . beings more awful than the delirium of nightmare could ever have conceived.

—From “The Horror-Horn” by E. F. Benson

I’ve loved reading horror stories (and ghost stories and mysteries) since childhood. At one point I borrowed The Complete Works of Poe from our hometown public library. My mother found this a bit unsettling. “But Poe’s stories are so gruesome!” she told my father, the English teacher.

“Darling,” he said calmly. “You’re right, but I can think of worse things he could be doing than reading the works of a renowned author and pillar of American Romanticism.”

So naturally I was thrilled when Lyons Press green-lit the book you’re holding now. Here I’ve tried to assemble a collection of both classic stories that deserve to be celebrated again and others that are little known but deserve recognition from modern readers.

Some of the stories here have practically defined the horror genre, such as “The Monkey’s Paw” by W. W. Jacobs, one of the most frequently anthologized English-language stories of all time. For the same reason, I’ve included not one but two stories by the aforementioned Edgar Allan Poe: “The Facts in the Case of M. Valdemar” and “The Cask of Amontillado.”

This volume includes some rarely seen and anthologized stories, though these are no less worthy for having been so overlooked.

But I’ve also included some unexpected but certainly worthy tales, including “The Story of the Brazilian Cat” and “The Ring of Thoth” by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle. Doyle, of course, is best known for creating Sherlock Holmes, the world’s most celebrated fictional detective and the star of countless films and television shows. But Sherlock’s celebrity has overshadowed his creator’s other works. Similarly, we have “The Wife of the Kenite” by Agatha Christie. Her novels and stories featuring Hercule Poirot and Miss Jane Marple are among the best-known murder mysteries in the world. (She’s the best-selling fiction author of all time. Her novels have sold two billion copies.) This was Dame Agatha’s very first published story, appearing years before her more famous works.

In the same vein is “The Most Dangerous Game” by Richard Connell, who wrote many stories, novels, and screenplays, though this may be his best-known work. Some readers may feel this is not exactly a “horror story,” but I beg to differ: consider the utterly evil, racist mind of the villain of the piece.

I did find earlier English translations of the French body parts stories “The Flayed Hand” by Guy de Maupassant and “The Mummy’s Foot” by Théophile Gautier—but in my opinion these left much to be desired. In fairness to the original (now anonymous) translators, translating anything from one language to another—while attempting to retain as much of the imagery and “sound” of the original as possible—is extremely challenging. But Gautier’s story proved especially so. He was a masterful poet as well as a prose author, and his story has a hauntingly lyrical, poetic quality in French that is exceedingly difficult (for me, at least) to render in English. Here’s hoping my effort in this regard will be deemed adequate and will not have M. Gautier spinning in his grave.

I’ve decided to present “The Canal” by Everil Worrell as it originally appeared in Weird Tales in 1927. The version seen here retains the author’s original language, themes, conclusion, and length.

Readers today will likely notice spellings, phraseology, and punctuation in some of these stories that seem odd, even jarring, to modern eyes. But this is to be expected—language is a living, breathing entity, constantly evolving and changing. So I’ve kept the stories here as they were originally published.

It’s my hope that you will enjoy perusing these ghastly but fascinating tales as much as I have enjoyed collecting them and that they will provide you with many hours of enjoyable reading.

The hour grows late. Did you hear that strange noise just now, out in the darkness?

Bill Bowers
Somewhere in rural New England
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The Damned Thing

By Ambrose Bierce


I

One Does Not Always Eat What Is on the Table

By the light of a tallow candle, which had been placed on one end of a rough table, a man was reading something written in a book. It was an old account book, greatly worn; and the writing was not, apparently, very legible, for the man sometimes held the page close to the flame of the candle to get a stronger light upon it. The shadow of the book would then throw into obscurity a half of the room, darkening a number of faces and figures; for besides the reader, eight other men were present. Seven of them sat against the rough log walls, silent and motionless, and, the room being small, not very far from the table. By extending an arm any one of them could have touched the eighth man, who lay on the table, face upward, partly covered by a sheet, his arms at his sides. He was dead.

The man with the book was not reading aloud, and no one spoke; all seemed to be waiting for something to occur; the dead man only was without expectation. From the blank darkness outside came in, through the aperture that served for a window, all the ever unfamiliar noises of night in the wilderness—the long, nameless note of a distant coyote; the stilly pulsing thrill of tireless insects in trees; strange cries of night birds, so different from those of the birds of day; the drone of great blundering beetles, and all that mysterious chorus of small sounds that seem always to have been but half heard when they have suddenly ceased, as if conscious of an indiscretion. But nothing of all this was noted in that company; its members were not overmuch addicted to idle interest in matters of no practical importance; that was obvious in every line of their rugged faces—obvious even in the dim light of the single candle. They were evidently men of the vicinity—farmers and woodsmen.

The person reading was a trifle different; one would have said of him that he was of the world, worldly, albeit there was that in his attire which attested a certain fellowship with the organisms of his environment. His coat would hardly have passed muster in San Francisco: his footgear was not of urban origin, and the hat that lay by him on the floor (he was the only one uncovered) was such that if one had considered it as an article of mere personal adornment he would have missed its meaning. In countenance the man was rather prepossessing, with just a hint of sternness; though that he may have assumed or cultivated, as appropriate to one in authority. For he was a coroner. It was by virtue of his office that he had possession of the book in which he was reading; it had been found among the dead man’s effects—in his cabin, where the inquest was now taking place.

When the coroner had finished reading he put the book into his breast pocket. At that moment the door was pushed open and a young man entered. He, clearly, was not of mountain birth and breeding: he was clad as those who dwell in cities. His clothing was dusty, however, as from travel. He had, in fact, been riding hard to attend the inquest.

The coroner nodded; no one else greeted him.

“We have waited for you,” said the coroner. “It is necessary to have done with this business to-night.”

The young man smiled. “I am sorry to have kept you,” he said. “I went away, not to evade your summons, but to post to my newspaper an account of what I suppose I am called back to relate.”

The coroner smiled.

“The account that you posted to your newspaper,” he said, “differs probably from that which you will give here under oath.”

“That,” replied the other, rather hotly and with a visible flush, “is as you choose. I used manifold paper and have a copy of what I sent. It was not written as news, for it is incredible, but as fiction. It may go as a part of my testimony under oath.”

“But you say it is incredible.”

“That is nothing to you, sir, if I also swear that it is true.”

The coroner was apparently not greatly affected by the young man’s manifest resentment. He was silent for some moments, his eyes upon the floor. The men about the sides of the cabin talked in whispers, but seldom withdrew their gaze from the face of the corpse. Presently the coroner lifted his eyes and said: “We will resume the inquest.”

The men removed their hats. The witness was sworn.

“What is your name?” the coroner asked.

“William Harker.”

“Age?”

“Twenty-seven.”

“You knew the deceased, Hugh Morgan?”

“Yes.”

“You were with him when he died?”

“Near him.”

“How did that happen—your presence, I mean?”

“I was visiting him at this place to shoot and fish. A part of my purpose, however, was to study him, and his odd, solitary way of life. He seemed a good model for a character in fiction. I sometimes write stories.”

“I sometimes read them.”

“Thank you.”

“Stories in general—not yours.”

Some of the jurors laughed. Against a sombre background humor shows high lights. Soldiers in the intervals of battle laugh easily, and a jest in the death chamber conquers by surprise.

“Relate the circumstances of this man’s death,” said the coroner. “You may use any notes or memoranda that you please.”

The witness understood. Pulling a manuscript from his breast pocket he held it near the candle, and turning the leaves until he found the passage that he wanted, began to read.




II

What May Happen in a Field of Wild Oats

“ . . . The sun had hardly risen when we left the house. We were looking for quail, each with a shotgun, but we had only one dog. Morgan said that our best ground was beyond a certain ridge that he pointed out, and we crossed it by a trail through the chaparral. On the other side was comparatively level ground, thickly covered with wild oats. As we emerged from the chaparral, Morgan was but a few yards in advance. Suddenly, we heard, at a little distance to our right, and partly in front, a noise as of some animal thrashing about in the bushes, which we could see were violently agitated.

“‘We’ve started a deer,’ I said. ‘I wish we had brought a rifle.’

“Morgan, who had stopped and was intently watching the agitated chaparral, said nothing, but had cocked both barrels of his gun, and was holding it in readiness to aim. I thought him a trifle excited, which surprised me, for he had a reputation for exceptional coolness, even in moments of sudden and imminent peril.

“‘O, come!’ I said. ‘You are not going to fill up a deer with quail-shot, are you?’

“Still he did not reply; but, catching a sight of his face as he turned it slightly toward me, I was struck by the pallor of it. Then I understood that we had serious business on hand, and my first conjecture was that we had ‘jumped’ a grizzly. I advanced to Morgan’s side, cocking my piece as I moved.

“The bushes were now quiet, and the sounds had ceased, but Morgan was as attentive to the place as before.

“‘What is it? What the devil is it?’ I asked.

“‘That Damned Thing!’ he replied, without turning his head. His voice was husky and unnatural. He trembled visibly.

“I was about to speak further, when I observed the wild oats near the place of the disturbance moving in the most inexplicable way. I can hardly describe it. It seemed as if stirred by a streak of wind, which not only bent it, but pressed it down—crushed it so that it did not rise, and this movement was slowly prolonging itself directly toward us.

“Nothing that I had ever seen had affected me so strangely as this unfamiliar and unaccountable phenomenon, yet I am unable to recall any sense of fear. I remember—and tell it here because, singularly enough, I recollected it then—that once, in looking carelessly out of an open window, I momentarily mistook a small tree close at hand for one of a group of larger trees at a little distance away. It looked the same size as the others, but, being more distinctly and sharply defined in mass and detail, seemed out of harmony with them. It was a mere falsification of the law of aerial perspective, but it startled, almost terrified me. We so rely upon the orderly operation of familiar natural laws that any seeming suspension of them is noted as a menace to our safety, a warning of unthinkable calamity. So now the apparently causeless movement of the herbage, and the slow, undeviating approach of the line of disturbance were distinctly disquieting. My companion appeared actually frightened, and I could hardly credit my senses when I saw him suddenly throw his gun to his shoulders and fire both barrels at the agitated grass! Before the smoke of the discharge had cleared away I heard a loud savage cry—a scream like that of a wild animal—and, flinging his gun upon the ground, Morgan sprang away and ran swiftly from the spot. At the same instant I was thrown violently to the ground by the impact of something unseen in the smoke—some soft, heavy substance that seemed thrown against me with great force.

“Before I could get upon my feet and recover my gun, which seemed to have been struck from my hands, I heard Morgan crying out as if in mortal agony, and mingling with his cries were such hoarse savage sounds as one hears from fighting dogs. Inexpressibly terrified, I struggled to my feet and looked in the direction of Morgan’s retreat; and may heaven in mercy spare me from another sight like that! At a distance of less than thirty yards was my friend, down upon one knee, his head thrown back at a frightful angle, hatless, his long hair in disorder and his whole body in violent movement from side to side, backward and forward. His right arm was lifted and seemed to lack the hand—at least, I could see none. The other arm was invisible. At times, as my memory now reports this extraordinary scene, I could discern but a part of his body; it was as if he had been partly blotted out—I can not otherwise express it—then a shifting of his position would bring it all into view again.

“All this must have occurred within a few seconds, yet in that time Morgan assumed all the postures of a determined wrestler vanquished by superior weight and strength. I saw nothing but him, and him not always distinctly. During the entire incident his shouts and curses were heard, as if through an enveloping uproar of such sounds of rage and fury as I had never heard from the throat of man or brute!

“For a moment only I stood irresolute, then, throwing down my gun, I ran forward to my friend’s assistance. I had a vague belief that he was suffering from a fit or some form of convulsion. Before I could reach his side he was down and quiet. All sounds had ceased, but, with a feeling of such terror as even these awful events had not inspired, I now saw the same mysterious movement of the wild oats prolonging itself from the trampled area about the prostrate man toward the edge of a wood. It was only when it had reached the wood that I was able to withdraw my eyes and look at my companion. He was dead.”




III

A Man Though Naked May Be in Rags

The coroner rose from his seat and stood beside the dead man. Lifting an edge of the sheet he pulled it away, exposing the entire body, altogether naked and showing in the candle light a clay-like yellow. It had, however, broad maculations of bluish-black, obviously caused by extravasated blood from contusions. The chest and sides looked as if they had been beaten with a bludgeon. There were dreadful lacerations; the skin was torn in strips and shreds.

The coroner moved round to the end of the table and undid a silk handkerchief, which had been passed under the chin and knotted on the top of the head. When the handkerchief was drawn away it exposed what had been the throat. Some of the jurors who had risen to get a better view repented their curiosity, and turned away their faces. Witness Harker went to the open window and leaned out across the sill, faint and sick. Dropping the handkerchief upon the dead man’s neck, the coroner stepped to an angle of the room, and from a pile of clothing produced one garment after another, each of which he held up a moment for inspection. All were torn, and stiff with blood. The jurors did not make a closer inspection. They seemed rather uninterested. They had, in truth, seen all this before; the only thing that was new to them being Harker’s testimony.

“Gentlemen,” the coroner said, “we have no more evidence, I think. Your duty has been already explained to you; if there is nothing you wish to ask you may go outside and consider your verdict.”

The foreman rose—a tall, bearded man of sixty, coarsely clad.

“I should like to ask one question, Mr. Coroner,” he said. “What asylum did this yer last witness escape from?”

“Mr. Harker,” said the coroner, gravely and tranquilly, “from what asylum did you last escape?”

Harker flushed crimson again, but said nothing, and the seven jurors rose and solemnly filed out of the cabin.

“If you have done insulting me, sir,” said Harker, as soon as he and the officer were left alone with the dead man, “I suppose I am at liberty to go?”

“Yes.”

Harker started to leave, but paused, with his hand on the door latch. The habit of his profession was strong in him—stronger than his sense of personal dignity. He turned about and said:

“The book that you have there—I recognize it as Morgan’s diary. You seemed greatly interested in it; you read in it while I was testifying. May I see it? The public would like—”

“The book will cut no figure in this matter,” replied the official, slipping it into his coat pocket; “all the entries in it were made before the writer’s death.”

As Harker passed out of the house the jury reentered and stood about the table on which the now covered corpse showed under the sheet with sharp definition. The foreman seated himself near the candle, produced from his breast pocket a pencil and scrap of paper, and wrote rather laboriously the following verdict, which with various degrees of effort all signed:

“We, the jury, do find that the remains come to their death at the hands of a mountain lion, but some of us thinks, all the same, they had fits.”




IV

An Explanation from the Tomb

In the diary of the late Hugh Morgan are certain interesting entries having, possibly, a scientific value as suggestions. At the inquest upon his body the book was not put in evidence; possibly the coroner thought it not worth while to confuse the jury. The date of the first of the entries mentioned cannot be ascertained; the upper part of the leaf is torn away; the part of the entry remaining is as follows:

“ . . . would run in a half circle, keeping his head turned always toward the centre and again he would stand still, barking furiously. At last he ran away into the brush as fast as he could go. I thought at first that he had gone mad, but on returning to the house found no other alteration in his manner than what was obviously due to fear of punishment.

“Can a dog see with his nose? Do odors impress some olfactory centre with images of the thing emitting them? . . .

“Sept 2.—Looking at the stars last night as they rose above the crest of the ridge east of the house, I observed them successively disappear—from left to right. Each was eclipsed but an instant, and only a few at the same time, but along the entire length of the ridge all that were within a degree or two of the crest were blotted out. It was as if something had passed along between me and them; but I could not see it, and the stars were not thick enough to define its outline. Ugh! I don’t like this. . . . ”

Several weeks’ entries are missing, three leaves being torn from the book.

“Sept. 27.—It has been about here again—I find evidences of its presence every day. I watched again all of last night in the same cover, gun in hand, double-charged with buckshot. In the morning the fresh footprints were there, as before. Yet I would have sworn that I did not sleep—indeed, I hardly sleep at all. It is terrible, insupportable! If these amazing experiences are real I shall go mad; if they are fanciful I am mad already.

“Oct. 3.—I shall not go—it shall not drive me away. No, this is my house, my land. God hates a coward. . . .

“Oct. 5.—I can stand it no longer; I have invited Harker to pass a few weeks with me—he has a level head. I can judge from his manner if he thinks me mad.

“Oct. 7.—I have the solution of the problem; it came to me last night—suddenly, as by revelation. How simple—how terribly simple!

“There are sounds that we cannot hear. At either end of the scale are notes that stir no chord of that imperfect instrument, the human ear. They are too high or too grave. I have observed a flock of blackbirds occupying an entire treetop—the tops of several trees—and all in full song. Suddenly—in a moment—at absolutely the same instant—all spring into the air and fly away. How? They could not all see one another—whole treetops intervened. At no point could a leader have been visible to all. There must have been a signal of warning or command, high and shrill above the din, but by me unheard. I have observed, too, the same simultaneous flight when all were silent, among not only blackbirds, but other birds—quail, for example, widely separated by bushes—even on opposite sides of a hill.

“It is known to seamen that a school of whales basking or sporting on the surface of the ocean, miles apart, with the convexity of the earth between them, will sometimes dive at the same instant—all gone out of sight in a moment. The signal has been sounded—too grave for the ear of the sailor at the masthead and his comrades on the deck—who nevertheless feel its vibrations in the ship as the stones of a cathedral are stirred by the bass of the organ.

“As with sounds, so with colors. At each end of the solar spectrum the chemist can detect the presence of what are known as ‘actinic’ rays. They represent colors—integral colors in the composition of light—which we are unable to discern. The human eye is an imperfect instrument; its range is but a few octaves of the real ‘chromatic scale.’ I am not mad; there are colors that we can not see.

“And, God help me! the Damned Thing is of such a color!”
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The Mummy’s Foot

By Théophile Gautier

A new translation from the French by Bill Bowers.

I had sauntered idly into the shop of one of those dealers in old curiosities—“bric-à-brac” as they say in that Parisian argot that’s so completely unintelligible elsewhere in France.

You have no doubt often browsed through the windows of some of these shops, which have become so numerous since it became so fashionable to buy antique furniture, that the humblest stockbroker feels obliged to have a room furnished in medieval style.

There’s always something that belongs alike to the shop of the dealer in old ironwork, the upholsterer’s warehouse, the alchemist’s laboratory, and the painter’s studio; in all these mysterious recesses, where only a discreet half-light filters through the shutters, the most obviously antique thing is the dust; the spider webs are more genuine than the laces, and the old pear-wood furniture is more modern than the mahogany that arrived from America just yesterday.

My bric-à-brac dealer’s shop was a veritable Capernaum; all centuries and all countries seemed to have met there; an Etruscan terra cotta lamp stood upon a Boulle cabinet, with ebony panels decorated with simple filaments of inlaid copper; a duchess daybed from the reign of Louis XV stretched her graceful feet nonchalantly under a massive Louis XIII table with heavy spirals of oaken legs, and carvings of intermingled flowers and chimeras.

The belted cuirass of a damasked suit of armor from Milan gleamed in a corner. The shelves and floor were littered with biscuit porcelain cupids and nymphs, Chinese porcelain figurines, conical vases of celadon crackled green enamel, cups from Saxony and old Sèvres weighed down the shelves and the nooks.

The denticulated shelves of sideboards held huge gleaming Japanese plaques, with red and blue designs outlined in gold, alongside the enamels of Bernard Palissy, with snakes, frogs, and lizards in relief.

From bursting cabinets tumbled cascades of silvery, gleaming China silk, the shimmering brocade sparkling like luminous beads in an oblique sunbeam; while portraits from every epoch smiled through their yellowed varnish from frames more or less tarnished.

The dealer followed me carefully through the twisting passageways winding among the piles of furniture, warding off with his hands the perilous swing of my coattail, examining my elbows with the disquieting attention of an antiques dealer or a money lender.

He was an odd figure—this dealer; an immense skull, as polished as a knee, was surrounded by a scant aureole of white hair, which, by contrast, emphasized the salmon-colored tint of his complexion, and gave the wrong impression of patriarchal benevolence, corrected, however, by the gleaming of two small, yellow eyes, which shifted in their orbits like two Louis d’or gold coins floating in quicksilver.

The curve of his nose had an aquiline silhouette, which recalled the Oriental or Jewish type. His hands, long, slender, with prominent veins and sinews protruding like violin strings, with nails like the claws on a bat’s membranous wings moved with a senile trembling painful to behold, but those nervously quivering hands became firmer than pincers of steel, or a lobster’s claws, when they picked up any precious object, an onyx cup, a Venetian glass, or a platter of Bohemian crystal. This weird old rascal had such a profoundly cabalistic air that, from mere appearance, he would have been burned at the stake three centuries ago.

“Will you not buy something from me today, sir? Here is a Malayan kris, with a blade that undulates like a flame; look at these grooves for the blood to drip from, these reversed serrated teeth to tear out the entrails as the dagger is withdrawn; it is a fine example of a savage weapon, and will look great in your trophy collection; this two-handed sword is very beautiful—it is the work of Josepe de la Hera; and this small sword with its carved guard—what superb workmanship!”

“No, I have enough weapons and instruments of carnage; I should like to have a figurine, any sort of object that can be used for a paperweight; for I can’t bear those shoddy, cheap bronzes the stationery shops sell, which you invariably find on everybody’s desk.”

The old gnome, rummaging through his ancient wares, displayed for me some antique, or so-called antique, bronzes, fragments of malachite, little Hindu and Chinese idols, jade figures of ugly, fat little men, incarnations of Brahma and Vishnu, marvelously suitable for the purpose—scarcely divine—of holding papers and letters in place.

I was hesitating between a porcelain dragon covered with constellations of warts, its jaws embellished with teeth and tusks, and a hideous little Mexican fetish, representing realistically the god Vitziliputzli, when I spotted a charming foot, which at first I took for a fragment of some antique Venus.

It had that beautiful tawny reddish tint that gives Florentine bronzes their warm and lively appearance, so much better than the verdigris tones of ordinary bronzes, which might be taken readily for statues in a state of putrefaction; a satiny luster shivered over its rounded forms, polished by the amorous kisses of twenty centuries; for it must have been a Corinthian god, a work of the finest period, perhaps cast by Lysippos himself.

“Let me see that foot,” I said to the merchant, who looked at me sideways with a crafty expression as he handed me the object so I could examine it at leisure.

I was surprised at how light it was. It was not a metal foot but really a foot of flesh, an embalmed foot, a mummy’s foot; on close examination, you could distinguish the grain of the skin, and the almost imperceptible imprint of the weave of the wrappings. The toes were fine, delicate, ending in perfect nails, pure and transparent as agate; the big toe, slightly separate from the others in the antique manner was in pleasing contrast to the position of the other toes, and gave a suggestion of the freedom and lightness of a bird’s foot. The sole, faintly streaked with almost invisible lines, showed that it had never touched the ground, or come in contact with anything but the finest mats woven from the rushes of the Nile, and the softest rugs of panther skin.

“Haha! You want the foot of the Princess Hermonthis,” said the dealer with a strange, mocking laugh, staring at me with his owlish eyes. “Hahaha, for a paperweight! What an original idea! An artist’s idea! If anyone had told the old pharaoh that his beloved daughter’s foot would be used for a paperweight, he would have been mighty surprised, especially while he was having a mountain of hollow granite built in which to place her triple coffin, painted and gilded, covered with hieroglyphics and beautiful pictures of the judgment of souls,” said the weird little dealer, in low tones, as though he were talking to himself.

“How much will you charge me for this piece of a mummy?”

“Ha! As much as I can get; for it is a superb piece; if I had the other foot, you couldn’t have it for less than five hundred francs—the daughter of a Pharaoh! There’s nothing more rare.”

“It’s certainly unusual; but still, how much do you want for it? First, I’ll tell you one thing, namely that I have only five gold pieces. I will buy anything that costs that much, but nothing more expensive. You can search my pockets and my desk drawers, but you won’t find one miserable five-franc piece more.”

“Five gold coins for the foot of the Princess Hermonthis! It is very little, too little, in fact, for an authentic foot,” said the dealer, shaking his head and rolling his eyes with a peculiar spinning motion. “Very well, take it and I’ll throw in the outer covering,” he said, rolling it in a shred of old damask—“very beautiful, genuine damask, which has never been re-dyed; it is strong, yet soft,” he muttered, caressing the frayed tissue, typical for his habit of praising an article of so little value that he thought it was good for nothing but to give away.

He dropped the gold pieces into a medieval-looking pouch hanging from his belt, and repeated:

“The foot of Princess Hermonthis—to be used for a paperweight!”

Then, fastening his glimmering pupils on me, he said, his voice strident like the wailing of a cat that has just swallowed a bone:

“Old Pharaoh will not be pleased; he loved his daughter—that dear man.”

“You speak of him as though you knew him; no matter how old you might be, you don’t date back to the pyramids of Egypt,” I answered laughingly from the shop’s threshold.

I returned home, thrilled with my purchase.

To make use of it at once, I set the foot of the divine Princess Hermonthis on a stack of papers—sketches of verses, undecipherable mosaics of crossed-out words, unfinished articles, forgotten letters posted in the desk drawer, a mistake often made by absent-minded people; the effect was pleasing, bizarre, and romantic.

Very satisfied with this decoration, I went down into the street, and walked along with all the self-importance and pride suitable for a man who has the inexpressible advantage over all the passersby he elbows, of possessing a piece of the Princess Hermonthis, daughter of Pharaoh.

I found supremely ridiculous people who, unlike me, did not possess such a notably Egyptian paperweight, and it seemed to me the proper business of a sensible man to have a mummy’s foot on his desk.

Happily, meeting several friends distracted me from my raptures over my recent acquisition. I went to dinner with them, for it would have been hard for me to dine alone.

When I returned that evening, my brain somewhat muddled by the effects of a few glasses of wine, the vague whiff of oriental perfume tickled delicately at my olfactory nerves. The heat of the room had warmed the natron, the bitumen, and the myrrh in which the priests who embalmed the dead had bathed the body of the Princess; it was a delicate yet penetrating perfume, which four thousand years had not been able to dissipate.

The dream of Egypt was eternity; its odors have the solidity of granite, and last as long.

I soon drank full gulps from the black cup of sleep; for an hour or two all remained dark; Oblivion and the void submerged me in their dark waves.

Even so my intellectual darkness cleared up, dreams began to brush me lightly in their silent flights.

The eyes of my soul opened, and I saw my room for what it really was. I might have believed I was awake, but a vague perception told me that I was asleep, and that something bizarre was about to happen.

The odor of myrrh had increased in intensity, and I felt a slight headache, which I quite reasonably attributed to the several glasses of Champagne that we had drunk to unknown gods, and to our future success.

I looked around my room with a feeling of expectation that nothing justified. Every piece of furniture was in its usual place; the lamp was burning on the nightstand, softly blurred by the milky whiteness of its ground crystal globe; the watercolors glowed beneath their Bohemian glass; the curtains drooped heavily; everything seemed sleepy and tranquil.

Still, after a few moments this calm interior seemed troubled, the woodwork creaked furtively, the ash-covered log suddenly spurted out a blue flame, and the plaques on their hooks seemed like metal eyes, watching, like me, for what was about to happen.

By chance my eyes fell on the table where I had placed the foot of the Princess Hermonthis.

Instead of remaining immobile, as suited a foot that has been embalmed for four thousand years, it was moving about, agitated, twitching and jumping over the papers like a frightened frog; you’d have thought it was in contact with a battery; I could distinctly hear the quick tapping of the little heel, hard as a gazelle’s hoof.

I was quite unhappy with my acquisition, since I like sedentary paperweights and find it unnatural to see feet moving around without legs, and I was starting to feel something strongly resembling fear.

Suddenly I saw the fold of one of my curtains stirring, and heard a stomping sound like someone hopping around on one foot. I must admit I was feeling hot and cold by turns, that I felt a mysterious breeze blowing down my back, and that my hair stood on end suddenly, forcing my nightcap to move sideways.

The curtains parted, and I saw stepping out the strangest figure anyone could possibly imagine.

It was a young girl, her skin the color of dark café au lait like Amani the bayadère, of a perfect beauty of the purest Egyptian type. She had slanting, almond-shaped eyes, with eyebrows so black that they appeared blue; her nose was beautifully formed, almost Grecian in its delicacy; she might have been taken for a Corinthian bronze statue, but her prominent cheekbones and full, African lips indicated without a doubt the hieroglyphic people from the banks of the Nile.

Her thin, spindly arms, like those of very young girls, were encircled with metal rings and bracelets of glass beads; her hair was twisted into little cords; at her breast hung a green Egyptian faience idol, whose whip with seven lashes identified her as Isis, guide of souls. A golden ornament gleamed on her forehead, and slight traces of rouge were visible on the coppery tint of her cheeks.

As for her costume, it was very strange.

Imagine a loincloth of bandages decorated with red and black hieroglyphs, heavy with bitumen, and apparently belonging to a newly unwrapped mummy.

In one of those leaps of fancy so common in dreams, I could hear the hoarse, rough voice of the bric-à-brac dealer reciting in a monotonous refrain the words he’d kept repeating enigmatically in his shop.

“Old Pharaoh will not be pleased—he loved his daughter very much—that dear man.”

Particularly strange, and hardly reassuring, was that the apparition had only one foot—the other had been broken off at the ankle.

She approached the table, where the mummy’s foot was fidgeting and jumping about with redoubled energy. She leaned against the edge, and I saw a tear sprout and bead up in her eyes.

Although she did not speak, I completely understood her thoughts. She was looking at the foot, for it was certainly her own, with an expression of coquettish sadness and infinite grace, which was extremely charming; but the foot was jumping and running about as if pushed by steel springs.

Two or three times she stretched out her hand to seize it, but did not succeed.

Then began between the Princess Hermonthis and her foot, which seemed gifted with an individuality of its own, a bizarre dialogue, in ancient Coptic, such as would have been spoken some thirty centuries ago among the sphinxes of the Land of Ser; fortunately, that night I knew Coptic perfectly.

The Princess Hermonthis said in a tone of voice as sweet and vibrant as a little crystal bell:

“Well, my dear little foot, you always flee from me, yet I took the best of care of you; I bathed you with perfumed water, in a basin of alabaster; I rubbed your heel with pumice stone soaked with oil of palm; your nails were trimmed with golden scissors, and polished with a hippopotamus tooth; I carefully selected for you painted and embroidered tebtebti sandals with upturned toes, which were the envy of all the young girls of Egypt; on your big toe, you wore rings representing sacred scarabs, and you supported one of the lightest bodies that a lazy foot could desire.”

The foot answered in a sulking, sorrowful voice:

“You know well that I no longer belong to myself. I have been bought and paid for; the old merchant knew exactly what he was doing. He bears a grudge because you refused to marry him. This is a trick he has played on you. The Arab who forced open your royal tomb, in the subterranean pits of the necropolis of Thebes, was sent by him. He wanted to prevent you from attending the reunion of the shades, in the cities of the underworld. Do you have five pieces of gold to buy me back?”

“Alas, no! My jewels, my rings, my purses of gold and of silver, all have been stolen from me,” answered the Princess Hermonthis with a sigh.

“Princess!” I then cried out, “I have never unjustly kept anyone’s foot; even though you don’t have the five gold coins it cost me, I will graciously return it to you; I would be in despair, were I the cause of the lameness of so charming a person as the Princess Hermonthis.”

I delivered this discourse in the courtly manner of a troubadour, which must have surprised the beautiful Egyptian.

She turned toward me with an expression of recognition, and her eyes gleamed with bluish lights.

She took her foot, which this time let her, and, like a woman about to put on her laced boot, she adjusted it to her leg with great dexterity.

This operation completed, she took a few steps around the room, as if to reassure herself that she really was no longer lame.

“Ah, how happy my father will be, he who was so saddened because of my mutilation—he who, from the day of my birth, set a whole nation to work to dig me a tomb so deep that he could preserve me intact until that supreme last day, when souls must be weighed on the scales of Amenti! Come with me to my father; he will receive you gladly, for you have given me back my foot.”

I found this proposition entirely natural. I decked myself out in a dressing-gown with huge, flamboyant sleeves, which gave me an extremely Pharaohesque appearance; I hurriedly put on a pair of Turkish slippers, and told the Princess Hermonthis that I was ready to follow her.

Before setting out, Hermonthis detached from her necklace the little green image and placed it on the papers scattered around the table.

“It is only fair,” she said with a smile, “that I replace your paperweight.”

She gave me her hand, which was soft and cool as the skin of a snake, and we departed.

For a time we sped as fast as an arrow through a grayish and fluid expanse, in which barely indistinguishable silhouettes flashed by us, on the right and left.

For an instant we saw nothing but sea and sky.

A few minutes later, towering obelisks pointed upward, and pylons, ramps with sphinxes on either side, were etched against the horizon.

We had arrived.

The princess led me before a mountain of pink granite in which there was an opening so low and narrow that, had it not been marked by two small pillars covered with strange carvings, it would have been difficult to distinguish from the fissures in the rock.

Hermonthis lighted a torch and led the way.

There were corridors hewn through the living rock. The walls, covered with panels of hieroglyphics and allegorical processions, must have been the work of thousands of hands for thousands of years; the corridors, of interminable length, ended in square rooms, in the middle of which pits had been dug, down which we descended by means of crampons or spiral staircases. These pits led us into other rooms, from which opened out other corridors strangely decorated with sparrow-hawks, serpents coiled in circles, the symbolic ankhs, shepherd’s crooks, and river barges, prodigious works which no living eye could ever see, interminable legends in granite that only the dead had time to read throughout eternity.

At last we reached a hall so vast, so enormous, so immeasurable, that its limits could not be discerned. As far as the eye could see stretched rows of gigantic columns, between which sparkled livid stars of yellow light. These glittering points of light revealed incalculable depths beyond.

The Princess Hermonthis, still holding my hand, graciously greeted the mummies of her acquaintance.

My eyes gradually became accustomed to the shadowy twilight, and I began to distinguish the objects around me.

I saw, seated upon their thrones, the kings of the subterranean races. They were dignified old personages, or dried up, shriveled, wrinkled like parchment, and blackened with naphtha and bitumen. On their heads they wore crowns of gold, and their breastplates and gorgets gleamed with precious stones; their eyes were fixed like those of the sphinx, and their long beards were whitened by the snows of centuries. Behind them stood their embalmed subjects, in the rigid and constrained postures of Egyptian art, preserving eternally the attitudes prescribed by the hieratic code. Behind the subjects, their cats, ibises, and crocodiles, rendered even more monstrous by their wrappings, meowed, beat their wings, and grimaced.

All the Pharaohs were there: Cheops, Khafre, Psamtik, Sesostri, Amenhotep, all the dark-skinned rulers of the country of the pyramids and the royal tombs; on a still higher platform sat enthroned the kings Chronos, and Xixouthros, from the time of the Flood, and Tubal-Cain, who preceded it.

The beard of King Ziusudra had grown so long that it had already wound itself seven times around the granite table he leaned against dreamily, as though asleep.

Farther in the distance, through the dimness, across the mists of eternities, I beheld vaguely the seventy-two pre-Adamite kings, with their seventy-two peoples, vanished forever.

The Princess Hermonthis, after allowing me a few minutes to enjoy this dizzying spectacle, presented me to Pharaoh, her father, who nodded to me in a most majestic manner.

“I have found my foot! I have found my foot!” cried the Princess, clapping her little hands, with every indication of uncontrollable joy. “It was this gentleman who returned it to me.”

The races of Kheme, the races of Nahasi, all the races, black, bronze, and copper-colored, repeated in a chorus:

“The Princess Hermonthis has found her foot.”

Ziusudra himself was deeply affected.

He raised his heavy eyelids, ran his fingers through his moustache, and regarded me, his glance charged with the centuries.

“By Oms, the dog of Hell, and by Tmei, daughter of the Sun and of Truth, here is a brave and worthy young man,” said Pharaoh, extending toward me his scepter, which terminated in a lotus flower. “What do you desire for your reward?”

Strengthened with the audacity that dreams give, when nothing seems impossible, I asked him for the hand of Hermonthis. Her hand for her foot seemed to me an antithetical recompense, in sufficiently good taste.

Pharaoh opened his glassy eyes wide, surprised at my joke, as well as my request.

“What country are you from, and how old are you?”

“I am French, and I am twenty-seven years old, venerable Pharaoh.”

“Twenty-seven years! And he wishes to marry the Princess Hermonthis, who is thirty centuries old!” all the thrones, and all the circles of nations cried out at once.

Only Hermonthis did not seem to think my request improper.

“If you were even two thousand years old,” continued the old king, “I would gladly bestow upon you the Princess; but the disproportion is too great; besides, our daughters must have husbands who will last, and you no longer know how to preserve yourselves. Of the last who were brought here, barely fifteen centuries ago, are nothing but a pinch of ashes. Look! My flesh is as hard as basalt, my bones are bars of steel. I shall be present on the last day of the world, with the body and features I had when alive. My daughter Hermonthis will last longer than a bronze statue. But by then the wind will have dispersed the last grain of your dust, and Isis herself, who knew how to recover the fragments of Osiris, would not be able to recompose your being. See how vigorous I still am, and how powerful is the strength of my arm,” said he, shaking my hand in the English manner, so that my rings cut into my fingers.

He squeezed my hand so hard that I woke up, and discovered my friend Alfred, who was pulling on my arm and shaking me to make me get up.

“Listen here, sleepyhead! Do I have to drag you into the middle of the street and set off fireworks next to your ear to wake you up? It is afternoon. Don’t you remember you promised to get me so we could see Manuel Aguado’s Spanish paintings?”

“My God! I forgot all about it,” I answered, dressing hurriedly. “We can go right now—I have the invitation here on my table.” I went to get it; imagine my astonishment when I saw, not the mummy’s foot I had bought the previous evening, but the little green image the Princess Hermonthis had left in its place!
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The Pool of the Stone God

By Abraham Merritt

This is Professor James Marston’s story. A score of learned bodies have courteously heard him tell it, and then among themselves have lamented that so brilliant a man should have such an obsession. Professor Marston told it to me in San Francisco, just before he started to find the island that holds his pool of the stone god and—the wings that guard it. He seemed to me very sane. It is true that the equipment of his expedition was unusual, and not the least curious part of it are the suits of fine chain mail and masks and gauntlets with which each man of the party is provided.

The five of us, said Professor Marston, sat side by side on the beach. There was Wilkinson the first officer, Bates and Cassidy the two seamen, Waters the pearler and myself. We had all been on our way to New Guinea, I to study the fossils for the Smithsonian. The Moranus had struck the hidden reef the night before and had sunk swiftly. We were then, roughly, about five hundred miles northeast of the Guinea coast. The five of us had managed to drop a lifeboat and get away. The boat was well stocked with water and provisions. Whether the rest of the crew had escaped we did not know. We had sighted the island at dawn and had made for her. The lifeboat was drawn safely up on the sands.

“We’d better explore a bit, anyway,” said Waters. “This may be a perfect place for us to wait rescue. At least until the typhoon season is over. We’ve our pistols. Let’s start by following this brook to its source, look over the place and then decide what we’ll do.”

The trees began to thin out. We saw ahead an open space. We reached it and stopped in sheer amazement. The clearing was perfectly square and about five hundred feet wide. The trees stopped abruptly at its edges as though held back by something unseen.

But it was not this singular impression that held us. At the far end of the square were a dozen stone huts clustered about one slightly larger. They reminded me powerfully of those prehistoric structures you see in parts of England and France. I approach now the most singular thing about this whole singular and sinister place. In the center of the space was a pool walled about with huge blocks of cut stone. At the side of the pool rose a great stone figure, carved in the semblance of a man with outstretched hands. It was at least twenty feet high and was extremely well executed. At the distance the statue seemed nude and yet it had a peculiar effect of drapery about it. As we drew nearer we saw that it was covered from ankles to neck with the most extraordinary carved wings. They looked exactly like bat wings when they were folded.

There was something extremely disquieting about this figure. The face was inexpressibly ugly and malignant. The eyes, Mongol-shaped, slanted evil. It was not from the face, though, that this feeling seemed to emanate. It was from the body covered with wings—and especially from the wings. They were part of the idol and yet they gave one the idea that they were clinging to it.

Cassidy, a big brute of a man, swaggered up to the idol and laid his hand on it. He drew it away quickly, his face white, his mouth twitching. I followed him and conquering my unscientific repugnance, examined the stone. It, like the huts and in fact the whole place, was clearly the work of that forgotten race whose monuments are scattered over the Southern Pacific. The carving of the wings was wonderful. They were batlike, as I have said, folded and each ended in a little ring of conventionalized feathers. They ranged in size from four to ten inches. I ran my fingers over one. Never have I felt the equal of the nausea that sent me to my knees before the idol. The wing had felt like smooth, cold stone, but I had the sensation of having touched back of the stone some monstrous obscene creature of a lower world. The sensation came of course, I reasoned, only from the temperature and texture of the stone—and yet this did not really satisfy me.

Dusk was soon due. We decided to return to the beach and examine the clearing further on the morrow. I desired greatly to explore the stone huts.

We started back through the forest. We walked some distance and then night fell. We lost the brook. After a half hour’s wandering we heard it again. We started for it. The trees began to thin out and we thought we were approaching the beach. Then Waters clutched my arm. I stopped. Directly in front of us was the open space with the stone god leering under the moon and the green water shining at his feet!

We had made a circle. Bates and Wilkinson were exhausted. Cassidy swore that devils or no devils he was going to camp that night beside the pool!

The moon was very bright. And it was so very quiet. My scientific curiosity got the better of me and I thought I would examine the huts. I left Bates on guard and walked over to the largest. There was only one room and the moonlight shining through the chinks in the wall illuminated it clearly. At the back were two small basins set in the stone. I looked in one and saw a faint reddish gleam reflected from a number of globular objects. I drew a half dozen of them out. They were pearls, very wonderful pearls of a peculiarly rosy hue. I ran toward the door to call Bates—and stopped!

My eyes had been drawn to the stone idol. Was it an effect of the moonlight or did it move? No, it was the wings! They stood out from the stone and waved—they waved, I say, from the ankles to the neck of that monstrous statue.

Bates had seen them, too. He was standing with his pistol raised. Then there was a shot. And after that the air was filled with a rushing sound like that of a thousand fans. I saw the wings loose themselves from the stone god and sweep down in a cloud upon the four men. Another cloud raced up from the pool and joined them. I could not move. The wings circled swiftly around and about the four. All were now on their feet and I never saw such horror as was in their faces.

Then the wings closed in. They clung to my companions as they had clung to the stone.

I fell back into the hut. I lay there through the night insane with terror. Many times I heard the fan-like rushing about the enclosure, but nothing entered my hut. Dawn came, and silence, and I dragged myself to the door. There stood the stone god with the wings carved upon him as we had seen him ten hours before!

I ran over to the four lying on the grass. I thought that perhaps I had had a nightmare. But they were dead. That was not the worst of it. Each man was shrunken to his bones! They looked like collapsed white balloons. There was not a drop of blood in them. They were nothing but bones wrapped around in thin skin!

Mastering myself, I went close to the idol. There was something different about it. It seemed larger—as though, the thought went through my mind, as though it had eaten. Then I saw that it was covered with tiny drops of blood that had dropped from the ends of the wings that clothed it!

I do not remember what happened afterward. I awoke on the pearling schooner Luana which had picked me up, crazed with thirst as they supposed in the boat of the Moranus.
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At Abdul Ali’s Grave

By E. F. Benson

Luxor, as most of those who have been there will allow, is a place of notable charm, and boasts many attractions for the traveller, chief among which he will reckon an excellent hotel containing a billiard-room, a garden fit for the gods to sit in, any quantity of visitors, at least a weekly dance on board a tourist steamer, quail shooting, a climate as of Avilion, and a number of stupendously ancient monuments for those archeologically inclined. But to certain others, few indeed in number, but almost fanatically convinced of their own orthodoxy, the charm of Luxor, like some sleeping beauty, only wakes when these things cease, when the hotel has grown empty and the billiard-marker “has gone for a long rest” to Cairo, when the decimated quail and the decimating tourist have fled northwards, and the Theban plain, Dana to a tropical sun, is a gridiron across which no man would willingly make a journey by day, not even if Queen Hatasoo herself should signify that she would give him audience on the terraces of Deir-el-Bahari.

A suspicion however that the fanatic few were right, for in other respects they were men of estimable opinions, induced me to examine their convictions for myself, and thus it came about that two years ago, certain days toward the beginning of June saw me still there, a confirmed convert.

Much tobacco and the length of summer days had assisted us to the analysis of the charm of which summer in the south is possessed, and Weston—one of the earliest of the elect—and myself had discussed it at some length, and though we reserved as the principal ingredient a nameless something which baffled the chemist, and must be felt to be understood, we were easily able to detect certain other drugs of sight and sound, which we were agreed contributed to the whole. A few of them are here subjoined.

The waking in the warm darkness just before dawn to find that the desire for stopping in bed fails with the awakening.

The silent start across the Nile in the still air with our horses, who, like us, stand and sniff at the incredible sweetness of the coming morning without apparently finding it less wonderful in repetition.

The moment infinitesimal in duration but infinite in sensation, just before the sun rises, when the grey shrouded river is struck suddenly out of darkness, and becomes a sheet of green bronze.

The rose flush, rapid as a change of colour in some chemical combination, which shoots across the sky from east to west, followed immediately by the sunlight which catches the peaks of the western hills, and flows down like some luminous liquid.

The stir and whisper which goes through the world: a breeze springs up; a lark soars and sings; the boatman shouts “Yallah, Yallah”; the horses toss their heads.

The subsequent ride.

The subsequent breakfast on our return.

The subsequent absence of anything to do.

At sunset the ride into the desert thick with the scent of warm barren sand, which smells like nothing else in the world, for it smells of nothing at all.

The blaze of the tropical night.

Camel’s milk.

Converse with the fellahin, who are the most charming and least accountable people on the face of the earth except when tourists are about, and when in consequence there is no thought but backsheesh.

Lastly, and with this we are concerned, the possibility of odd experiences.

The beginning of the things which make this tale occurred four days ago, when Abdul Mi, the oldest man in the village, died suddenly, full of days and riches. Both, some thought, had probably been somewhat exaggerated, but his relations affirmed without variation that he had as many years as he had English pounds, and that each was a hundred. The apt roundness of these numbers was incontestable, the thing was too neat not to be true, and before he had been dead for twenty-four hours it was a matter of orthodoxy. But with regard to his relations, that which turned their bereavement, which must soon have occurred, into a source of blank dismay instead of pious resignation, was that not one of these English pounds, not even their less satisfactory equivalent in notes, which, out of the tourist season, are looked upon at Luxor as a not very dependable variety of Philosopher’s stone, though certainly capable of producing gold under favourable circumstances, could be found. Abdul Ali with his hundred years was dead, his century of sovereigns—they might as well have been an annuity—were dead with him, and his son Mohamed, who had previously enjoyed a sort of brevet rank in anticipation of the event, was considered to be throwing far more dust in the air than the genuine affection even of a chief mourner wholly justified.

Abdul, it is to be feared, was not a man of stereotyped respectability; though full of years and riches, he enjoyed no great reputation for honour. He drank wine whenever he could get it, he ate food during the days of Ramadan, scornful of the fact, when his appetite desired it, he was supposed to have the evil eye, and in his last moments he was attended by the notorious Achmet, who is well known here to be practised in Black Magic, and has been suspected of the much meaner crime of robbing the bodies of those lately dead. For in Egypt, while to despoil the bodies of ancient kings and priests is a privilege for which advanced and learned societies vie with each other, to rob the corpses of your contemporaries is considered the deed of a dog.

Mohamed, who soon exchanged the throwing of dust in the air for the more natural mode of expressing chagrin, which is to gnaw the nails, told us in confidence that he suspected Achmet of having ascertained the secret of where his father’s money was, but it appeared that Achmet had as blank a face as anybody when his patient, who was striving to make some communication to him, went out into the great silence, and the suspicion that he knew where the money was gave way, in the minds, of those who were competent to form an estimate of his character, to a but dubious regret that he had just failed to learn that very important fact.

So Abdul died and was buried, and we all went to the funeral feast, at which we ate more roast meat than one naturally cares about at five in the afternoon on a June day, in consequence of which Weston and I, not requiring dinner, stopped at home after our return from the ride into the desert, and talked to Mohamed, Abdul’s son, and Hussein, Abdul’s youngest grandson, a boy of about twenty, who is also our valet, cook and housemaid, and they together woefully narrated of the money that had been and was not, and told us scandalous tales about Achmet concerning his weakness for cemeteries. They drank coffee and smoked, for though Hussein was our servant, we had been that day the guests of his father, and shortly after they had gone, up came Machmout.

Machmout, who says he thinks he is twelve, but does not know for certain, is kitchen-maid, groom and gardener, and has to an extraordinary degree some occult power resembling clairvoyance. Weston, who is a member of the Society for Psychical Research, and the tragedy of whose life has been the detection of the fraudulent medium Mrs. Blunt, says that it is all thought-reading, and has made notes of many of Machmout’s performances, which may subsequently turn out to be of interest. Thought-reading, however, does not seem to me to fully explain the experience which followed Abdul’s funeral, and with Machmout I have to put it down to White Magic, which should be a very inclusive term, or to Pure Coincidence, which is even more inclusive, and will cover all the inexplicable phenomena of the world, taken singly. Machmout’s method of unloosing the forces of White Magic is simple, being the ink-mirror known by name to many, and it is as follows.

A little black ink is poured into the palm of Machmout’s hand, or, as ink has been at a premium lately owing to the last post-boat from Cairo which contained stationery for us having stuck on a sand-bank, a small piece of black American cloth about an inch in diameter is found to be a perfect substitute. Upon this he gazes. After five or ten minutes his shrewd monkey-like expression is struck from his face, his eyes, wide open, remain fixed on the cloth, a complete rigidity sets in over his muscles, and he tells us of the curious things he sees. In whatever position he is, in that position he remains without the deflection of a hair’s breadth until the ink is washed




“I cannot sleep for longing for thee, O full moon.


Far is thy throne over Mecca, slip down, O beloved, to me.”
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