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FOREWORD




Certain it should be that, beyond and about this World of
Length, and Breadth, and Thickness, there is another World, or
State of Existence, consisting of these and another dimension of
which only those beings who are privileged to enter or dwell in it
can have any conception. Now, if this postulate be granted, it
follows that a dweller in this State would be freed from those
conditions of Time and Space which bind those beings who are
confined within the limits of Tri-Dimensional Space, or Existence.
For example, he would be able to make himself visible or invisible
to us at will by entering into or withdrawing himself from this
State, and returning into that of Four Dimensions, whither our eyes
could not follow him—even though he might be close to us in our
sense of nearness. Moreover, he could be in two or more places at
once, and cause two bodies to occupy the same space—which to us is
inconceivable. Stranger still, he might be both alive and dead at
the same time—since Past, Present, and Future would be all one to
him; the world without beginning or end ...—From the "Geometrical
Possibilities," of Abd'el Kasir, of Cordoba, circa. 1050
A.D.

























CHAPTER I





INTRODUCES THE MUMMY



"Oh, what a perfectly lovely mummy! Just fancy!—the poor
thing—dead how many years? Something like five thousand, isn't it?
And doesn't she look just like me! I mean, wouldn't she, if we had
both been dead as long?"



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



"Look!" she continued. "I am almost the same height. Just a
little taller, perhaps, but you see her hair is nearly as fair as
mine. Of course, you don't know what colour her eyes are—just
fancy, Dad! they have been shut for nearly five thousand years,
perhaps a little more—because I think they counted by dynasties
then—and yet look at the features! Just imagine me dead!"



"Just imagine yourself shutting the door on the other side,
my dear Niti," said the Professor, who had risen from the chair,
and was facing his daughter and the Mummy. "I don't want to banish
you too unceremoniously, but I really have a lot of work to do
to-night, and, as you might know, Bachelor of Science of London as
you are, I have got to worry out as best I can, if I can do it at
all, this problem that Hartley sent me about the Forty-seventh
Proposition of the first book of Euclid."



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



"He says, my dear Niti," said the Professor, in a voice which
had something like a note of awe in it, "that when Pythagoras
thought out that problem—which, of course, is not Euclid's at
all—he almost saw across the horizon of the world that we live
in."



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



"He doesn't quite mean that, dear," replied the Professor,
still staring straight at the motionless Mummy as though he half
expected the lips which had not spoken for fifty centuries to
answer the question that was shaping itself in his mind. "What
Hartley means, dear, is this—that when Pythagoras thought out that
proposition he had almost reached the border which divides the
world of three dimensions from the world of four."



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



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



"And don't you dream, Dad,
especially about that wretched proposition. Just have another pipe,
and drink your whisky and go to bed. There's something in your eyes
that says you want a long night's rest. Good-night now, and sleep
well."



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



Then a couple of lines from one of "B.V.'s" poems, which had
been running in his head all the evening, came back to him, and he
murmured half-unconsciously:



"'Was it hundreds of years ago, my love,

Was it thousands of miles away...?'"






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



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



He was standing by his desk still facing the Mummy just as
his daughter had left him after saying "good-night." He was not a
man to be easily astonished. Not only was he one of the best-read
amateur Egyptologists in Europe, but he was also an ex-President of
the Royal Society, a Member of the Psychical Research Society, and,
moreover, Chairman of a recently appointed Commission on
Comparative Insanity, the object of whose labours was to determine,
if possible, what proportion of people outside asylums were mad or
sane according to a standard which, somehow, no one had thought of
inventing before—the standard of common-sense.



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



Where had he heard it before? Somewhere, certainly. There was
no possibility of mistaking tones which were so irresistibly
familiar, and, moreover, why did they bring back to him such
distinct memories of tragedies long forgotten, even by him? Why did
they instantly draw before the windows of his soul a long panorama
of vast cities, splendid palaces, sombre temples, and towering
tombs, in which he saw all these and more with an infinitely
greater vividness of form and light and colour than he had ever
been able to do in his most inspired hours of dream or
study?



Had the voice really come from those long-silenced lips of
the Mummy of Nitocris, that daughter of the Pharaohs who had so
terribly avenged her outraged love, and after whom he had named the
only child of his marriage?



"It is certainly very strange," he said, going to his
writing-table and taking up his pipe. "I know that voice, or at
least I seem to know it, and it is very like Niti's and her
mother's; but where can it have come from? Hardly from your lips,
my long-dead Royal Egypt," he went on, going up to the mummy-case
and peering through his spectacles into the rigid features. He put
up his hand and tapped the tightly-drawn lips very gently, then
turned away with a smile, saying aloud to himself: "No, no, I must
have been allowing what they call my scientific imagination to play
tricks with me. Perhaps I have been worrying a little too much
about this confounded fourth dimension problem,—and yet the thing
is exceedingly fascinating. If the hand of Science could only reach
across the frontier line! If we could only see out of the world of
length and breadth and thickness into that other world of these and
something else, how many puzzles would be solved, how many
impossibilities would become possible, and how many of the miracles
which those old Egyptian adepts so seriously claimed to work would
look like the merest commonplaces! Ah well, now for the realities.
I suppose that's Annie with the whisky."



As he turned round the door opened, and he beheld a very
strange sight, one which, to a man who had had a less stern mental
training than he had had, would have been nothing less than
terrifying. His daughter came in with a little silver tray on which
there was a small decanter of whisky, a glass, and a syphon of
soda-water.



"Annie has gone to the post, and I thought I might as well
bring this myself," said Miss Nitocris, walking to the table and
putting the tray down on the corner of it.



Beside her stood another figure as familiar now to his eyes
as her's was, dressed and tired and jewelled in a fashion equally
familiar. Save for the difference in dress, Nitocris, the daughter
of Rameses, was the exact counterpart in feature, stature, and
colouring of Nitocris, the daughter of Professor Marmion. In her
hands she carried a slender, long-necked jar of brilliantly
enamelled earthenware and a golden flagon richly chased, and
glittering with jewels, and these she put down on the table in
exactly the same place as the other Nitocris had put her tray on,
and as she did so he heard the voice again, saying:



"Time was, is now, and ever shall be to those for whom Time
has ceased to be—which is a riddle that Ma-Rimōn may even now
learn, since his soul has been purified and his spirit strengthened
by earnest devotion through many lives to the search for the True
Knowledge."



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



"My dear Dad, what is the matter
with you? If advanced people like ourselves believed in any such
nonsense, I should be inclined to say that you had seen a ghost;
but I suppose it's only that silly fourth dimension puzzle that's
worrying you. Now, look here, you must really take your whisky and
go to bed. If you go on bothering any longer about 'N to the
fourth,' you will have one of your bad headaches to-morrow and
won't be able to finish your address for the Institute."



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



But no! There could be no doubt about it. There in material
form on the corner of his table was a point-blank, tangible
contradiction of the universally accepted axiom that two bodies
cannot occupy the same space, and that, come from somewhere or
nowhere, there were two plainly material objects through which his
daughter's hand, without her even knowing it, had passed as easily
as it would have done through a little cloud of steam. Happily she
had no idea of what he had seen and heard, and so for her sake he
made a strong effort to control himself, and said as steadily as he
could:



"Thank you, Niti, it is very good of you. Yes, I think I am a
little tired to-night. Good-night now, and I promise you that I
will be off very soon; I will just have one more pipe, and drink my
whisky, and then I really will go. Good-night, little woman. We'll
have a talk about the Mummy in the morning."



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



He looked about the room anxiously, with a feeling nearer
akin to physical dread than he had ever experienced before; but his
worst fears were not fulfilled. Nitocris the Queen had vanished and
the Mummy was back in its case, blind, rigid, and silent, as it had
been for fifty centuries.



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



"Ah well! I suppose it was only an hallucination, after all.
One of these strange pranks that the over-strained intellect
sometimes plays with us. Perhaps I have been thinking too much
lately. And now I really think I had better follow Niti's advice,
and take my night-cap and go to bed."



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



"What on earth is the matter with me?" he said, putting his
hand to his head. "That decanter is mine—it is the same, and yet it
is standing in just the same place as that other thing—and I
remember that, too. Look here, Franklin Marmion, my friend, if you
were not a rather over-worked man I should think you had had a good
deal too much to drink. Two bodies cannot
occupy the same space. It is ridiculous, impossible!"



As he said the last word, his voice rose a little, and, as it
seemed, an echo came back from one of the corners of the
room:



"Impossible, impossible?"



There seemed to be a sarcastic note of interrogation after
the last word.



"Eh? What was that?" and he looked round at the mummy-case.
Her long-dead Majesty was still reclining in it, silent and
impassive.



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



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



"Well, well," he said, looking at it half-angrily, "if it is
to be, it must be."



He put out his left hand and took hold of the goblet, tilted
the flagon, and out of the curved lip there fell a thin stream of
wine, which glittered with a pale ruby radiance in the light of the
electric cluster that hung above his writing-desk. He set the
flagon down, and as he raised the goblet to his lips, he heard his
own voice saying in the ancient language of Khem:



"As was, and is, and ever shall be; ever, yet never—never,
yet ever. Nitocris the Queen, in the name of Nebzec I greet thee!
From thy hands I take the gift of the Perfect Knowledge!"



As he drained the goblet he turned towards the mummy-case. It
might have been fancy, it might have been the effect of that
miraculous old wine of Cos which, if he had really drunk it, must
now be more than thirty centuries old: it might have been the
result of the hard thinking that he had been doing now for several
days and half-nights; but he certainly thought that the Queen's
head suddenly became endowed with life, that the eyes opened, and
the grey of the parchment skin softened into a delicate olive tinge
with a faint rosy blush showing through it. The brown, shrivelled
lips seemed to fill out, grow red, and smile. The eyelids lifted,
and the eyes of the Nitocris of old looked down on him for a
moment. He shook his head and looked, and there was the Mummy just
as it had been when he opened the case.



"Really, this is strange, almost to the point of
bewilderment," he went on. "I wonder if there is any more of that
wine left?"



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



"Yes," he continued, speaking as though under some strange
exultation of the mind rather than of the senses, "yes, that is the
wine of Cos. I drank it. I, Ma-Rimōn, the priest-student of the
Higher Mysteries; I, whose feet faltered on the threshold of the
Place of the Elect, and whose heart failed him at the portal of the
Sanctuary, even though Amen-Ra was beckoning me to cross
it."



"Good heavens, what nonsense I am talking! Whatever there was
in that wine or wherever it came from, I think it is quite time I
was off, not to old Egypt, but the Land of Nod. It seems to—no, it
has not got into my head; in fact I am beginning to see that, after
all, Hartley might very possibly be right about that forty-seventh
proposition. Well, I will do as the Russians say, take my thoughts
to bed with me, since the morning is wiser than the evening. It is
all very mysterious. I certainly hope that Annie won't find these
things here in the morning when she comes to clear up. I wonder
what the Museum would give me for them if they were not, as I think
they are, the unsubstantial fabric of a vision?"



When he got into his room and turned the electric light on,
he stood under the cluster and held up his closed hand so that the
light fell upon a curiously engraved scarab set in a heavy gold
ring which had been given to him on his last birthday by Lord
Lester Leighton, a wealthy and accomplished young nobleman who had
devoted his learned leisure to Egyptian exploration and research.
It was he who had sent the Mummy of Queen Nitocris to the house on
Wimbledon Common instead of adding it to his own collection—not
altogether unselfishly, it must be confessed, for he was very much
in love with the other Nitocris who was still in the flesh.



"Now," he said, fingering the scarab, "if I was not dreaming,
and if by some mysterious means Her Highness's promise is to be
actually fulfilled, I ought to be able to take this ring off
without opening my hand. Certainly, any fourth dimensional being
could do it."



As he spoke he pulled at the setting of the scarab—and, to
his amazement, the ring came off whole. There was no scar on his
finger—no break in the ring.



"Good heavens!" he exclaimed, staring with something like
fear in his eyes, first at his hand, and then at the ring. "Then
it is true!" He was silent for a full
minute; then he put the ring down on the dressing-table and
whispered: "What a terrible power—and what an awful responsibility!
Well, thank God, I am a fairly honest man!"



As he undressed he was conscious of a curious sense of
reminiscence which he had never experienced before. His brain was
not only perfectly clear, but almost abnormally active, and yet the
current of his thoughts appeared to be turned backward instead of
forward. The things of his own life, the life that he was then
living, seemed to drift behind him. The facts which he had learned
in his long and minute study of Egyptian history came up in his
mind, no longer as facts learned from books and monuments,
wall-paintings, and hieroglyphics, but as living entities. He
seemed to know, not by memory, but of immediate knowledge. It was
the difference between the reading of the story, say, of a battle,
and actually taking part in it. He got into bed, and turned over on
his right side, saying:



"Well, this is all very extraordinary. I wonder what it all
means? Thank goodness, I am sleepy enough, and sleep is the best of
all medicines. I should not wonder if I were to dream of Memphis
again to-night. A wonderfully beautiful mummy that, quite
unique—and Nitocris, too. Good-night, Nitocris, my royal mistress
that might have been! Good-night!"















CHAPTER II





BACK TO THE PAST



The City of a Hundred Kings, vast and sombre, stretched away
into the dim, soft distance of the moonlit night to right and left
and far behind him. In front lay the broad, smooth, silver-gleaming
Nile, then approaching its full flood-time, and looking like a
wide, shining road out of the shadows through the light and into
the shadows again—symbol of the visible present coming invisibly
out of the domains of the past, and fading away into the still more
hazy domain of the unknown future. Symbol, too, in its countless
ripples under the fresh north wind, of the generations of Man
drifting endlessly down the Stream of Time.



He was standing in the dark shadows of a huge pylon at one
end of the broad white terrace of the palace of Pepi in Memphis—he,
Ma-Rimōn, Priest of Amen-Ra and Initiate of the Higher
Mysteries.



Nitocris was standing beside him with her hands clasped
behind her and her head slightly thrown back, and as she gazed out
over the river the moonlight fell full on the white loveliness of
her face and into the dark depths of her eyes, where it seemed to
lose itself in the dusk that lay deep down in them, a dusk like the
shadow of a soul in sorrow.



He looked upon her face, and saw in it a beauty and a mystery
deeper even than the beauty and the mystery of the Egyptian night
as it was in those old days—the face of a fair woman, a riddle of
the gods which men might go mad in seeking to read aright, and yet
never learn the true meaning of it.



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



"Can it be true, Ma-Rimōn? Can the gods indeed have permitted
such a thing to be? Can the All-Father have given His Chief
Minister to be the instrument of such a foul crime and monstrous
impiety as this?"



And he replied, slowly and sadly:



"Yes, it is true, Nitocris, true that thou art now Queen in
the land by the will of the great Rameses; and true also it is that
the shade of Nefer is now waiting in the halls of Amenti till his
murderers shall be sent by the hand of a just vengeance into the
presence of the Divine Assessors."



"Ah yes, vengeance," she replied, turning towards him with a
gasp in her voice, "that must come; but whose hand shall cast the
spear or draw the bow? We claim kinship with the gods, but we are
not the gods, and what mortal hand could avenge a crime like
this?"



"A woman's hand is soft and a woman's lips are sweet, yet
what so cruel or so merciless in all the world as a woman? As there
is nothing liker Heaven than a woman's love, so there is nothing
liker Hell than a woman's hate. So saith the Ancient Wisdom, O
Nitocris; and therefore, as thou hast loved Nefer the Prince, so
shalt thou also hate Menkau-Ra and Anemen-Ha, his murderers and the
destroyers of his promised happiness."



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



"You—yes, you, Ma-Rimōn, you too love me, do you not—truly?
The stars are the eyes of the gods: they are looking on you. Tell
me, do you love me? Does your blood throb in your veins when I
touch you? Does your heart beat quicker when you come near me? Are
your ears keener for my voice than for that of any other woman—tell
me?"



His hands went up and clasped hers as they lay on his
shoulders. He took her right hand and pressed it to his heart, and
laid her left hand on his cheek. Then he let them fall. He stepped
back, bowed his head, and said:



"The Queen is answered!"



"Not the Queen, but the woman, Ma-Rimōn, and as a woman loves
to be answered. And now the woman shall speak. Nefer is dead, yet
is not Nefer re-incarnated in another form, another man of another
build, but yet Nefer that was—and is beside me now?"



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



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



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



"Thou, who art so like him that while he was yet alive mortal
eyes could scarce distinguish the one from the other. May it not be
that the gods, who foresee all things, made thee in the same image,
perchance to this very end?"



"No, the riddle is too deep for me, even as that other riddle
which I read in thy eyes, O Queen!"



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



"And if thou——"



"Yes, and if I too believed that this were so?"



He saw the sweet, red, smiling lips coming nearer to him, and
felt the soft breath on his bare throat. He saw the deep eyes
melting into tenderness as the moonlight shone upon them, and in
the pale olive cheeks a faint flush swiftly deepened.



"Nefer or Ma-Rimōn, I am mortal," he said, swiftly catching
her wrists and drawing her towards him. "I am flesh and blood. I am
man, and thou art woman—and I love thee! I love thee! Ah, how sweet
thy kisses are! Now let the gods bless or curse, for never could
they take away what thou hast given—and for it I will give thee
all. All that has been, and is, and might have been! Priest and
sage, Initiate of the Mysteries, what are they to me now! O
Nitocris, my queen and my love! Sooner would I live through one
year of bliss with thee than an eternity in the Peace of the Gods
itself!"



The words of blasphemy came hot and fast between his kisses,
and she heard them unresisting in his arms, giving him back kiss
for kiss, and looking into his eyes under the dark lashes which
half-hid hers; and so Ma-Rimōn, the youthful Initiate of the Holy
Mysteries, became in that moment a man, and so he began to learn
the long lesson which teaches to what heights and depths a woman
who has loved and hated can rise and fall for the sake of her love
and her hate.



"And now, my Nefer," she went on, throwing her clinging arms
round his neck again, "now, good-night! Go and dream of me as I
will dream of thee, and remember that, though mortals may plan, the
gods decide. We may try to paint the picture, but the outline is
drawn by their hands and may not be changed by ours. But, so far as
this matter is concerned, I swear by the Veil of Isis, by these
sacred kisses of ours, and by the Uraeus Crown of the Three
Kingdoms, that, rather than be sold as a priceless chattel to grace
the triumph of Menkau-Ra, I will give myself, as others did in the
old days, to be the bride of Father Nile. Remember that, and
remember, too, that, whatever the outward seeming of things may be,
I am thine and thou art mine, as it was, and is, and shall be,
until the Peace of all Things shall come."










Then the dream-vision changed from moonlight to sunlight,
from night to morning; for it was the dawn of the day that was to
see, as all men believed, the gorgeous ceremony of the nuptials of
the daughter of Rameses with Menkau-Ra, the Mohar, chief of the
House of War and mightiest of all the warriors of the Land of Khem,
now that Rameses had passed from the black banks of the Nile to the
shores of Amenti, and his mummy was waiting the summons of the High
Gods which should recall it to life in the fulness of time and the
dawn of the Everlasting Peace.



Never had even the Land of Khem seen a fairer dawn. The East
shone in silver, blushed into amethyst, and flamed in gold as the
Restorer of all things rose bright and glorious in sudden splendour
over the City of the White Wall. Standing on the flat roof of the
temple of Ptah, he looked about him in the first flush of this
morning which had just dawned, big with fate, not only for him and
his beloved, but also for the Land of Khem, and perchance for the
world.



The great river was spreading its annual blessings over the
land. The waters were broadening out into wide shining sheets, and
the slow, soft music of their rippling was stealing along the great
water-walls of the temples and palaces which formed the river-front
of Memphis. Only a week ago the victorious armies of Khem had
brought their spoils and their prisoners across the eastern
frontier. There had been fruit, bread, and flesh, and wine for the
poor, and banquets of royal lavishness for those who could claim
right of entry into the sacred circle which enclosed the Throne,
the Temple, and the camp of the victorious warrior.



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



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



"Ah yes, there he comes, I suppose," he went on, still
talking aloud to himself, as a shrill musical peal of silver
trumpets broke out from the direction of the barracks to the north
of the palace. "Alas! were I but truly Nefer! That golden-crowned
murderer—for sure I am that he killed him—he would not now be
making ready for his triumph at the head of his victorious troops
through the streets and squares of Memphis. If that were so, how
glad a day this would be for Egypt and for us!"



But, as the Divine Assessors willed it, there was no triumph
that day in Memphis. The sun had hardly risen to a level with the
topmost wall of the Rameseum before messengers were sent out from
the palace bearing the tidings that Nitocris the Queen had been
stricken with a sudden malady, and that all festivities were to be
deferred till the next day at the earliest.



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



"You need not fear to kiss them, dearest, they have not yet
been polluted by the lips of Menkau-Ra, although all the city has
been hailing him as the betrothed of Nitocris."



Then he smiled too, and their lips met in such a long, silent
kiss as only lovers give and take.



"Thy words are almost as sweet as thy kisses are, O
Nitocris!" he said, "for I would sooner see thee—yes, I would
sooner see thee in the hands of the Paraschites—this lovely body of
thine dead—knowing that thy soul was waiting for mine on the shores
of Amenti, than I would know that those sweet lips had been defiled
by the touch of such as he; and yet surely thou hast spoken with
him. Did he not claim the fulfilment of the promise of the great
king?"



"Ah yes," she replied softly, as she slipped out of his arms,
"but it is one thing to claim and another to get. Yes, I have
spoken with him. I have promised all, and given nothing. I have not
even yielded my hand to his lips, for I told him in answer to all
the entreaties of his love—and of a truth I tell thee that he loves
me very dearly, for that great, strong frame of his shook like a
bulrush in the wind under the breath of my lightest words—that,
until the last vows had made us man and wife, I would be his queen
and he should be my subject and my slave, even as he was of the
great Rameses; and with this he was fain to be content, thinking,
no doubt, how soon he would be my lord and master, and I his—his
queen and plaything, bound by the law that may not be broken, to
submit to every varying whim and humour of his passion."



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



"Yes, there is another way, and only one to save me, Nefer—if
truly the soul of my beloved is looking out of thine eyes into
mine," she whispered, coming close to him and laying her hands
lightly upon his shoulders, "there is another way, but it is the
way that leads through the mystery of the things that are into the
deeper mystery of the things that are to be—the way of death and
vengeance. Tell me, my beloved, hast thou the courage to tread it
with me?"



The lovely face, the pleading lips, the searching eyes were
close to his. He could feel the soft contact of her body, even her
fluttering heartbeats answering his. It was the moment of the
supreme test, the parting of the ways—to the heights whose
pinnacles reach to the heaven of Perfect Knowledge, or to the
abysses whose lowest depths are the roof of hell; for there is but
one heaven and one hell, and their names are Knowledge and
Ignorance.



There lay the fulfilment of his vows, the renunciation of the
lower life with all its potent witcheries of the senses, with all
its exquisite delights and glittering prizes, fame and honours,
power and wealth, and, dearest of all, the love of woman.



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



"Nefer, beloved, answer me!"



The stars grew dim, and the solid floor of the terrace shook
under his feet. He bent his head and laid his lips upon
hers.



"Thou art answered, O Nitocris—even unto death and the life
beyond!"



Her lips returned his kisses—kisses that were curses—and then
for many minutes they conversed in hurried whispers. At last she
slipped out of his arms and left him, his lips burning from the
clinging touch of hers, and his heart cold with a fear that was
greater than the fear of death.



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



"Once only is it given to mortals to look into the eyes of
Isis. He who looks and turns his gaze aside has found and
lost."















CHAPTER III





THE DEATH-BRIDAL OF NITOCRIS



The day of the bridal of Nitocris the Queen with Menkau-Ra
the Conqueror had come and gone in a blaze of golden splendour. In
all the Upper and Lower Lands no head was held so proudly as the
head of Menkau-Ra, no heart beat so high as his that day, nor did
any cheek bloom so sweetly, or any eyes shine so brightly as the
cheeks and the eyes of Nitocris—so strange are the workings of a
woman's heart, and so far are its mysteries past finding
out.



And now the bridal feast was spread in the great banqueting
hall which Pepi the Wise had made deep down in the foundations of
his palace below the waters of the Nile at flood-time, and at
midnight the waters would be at the full. It was here that Nitocris
had sat at the betrothal feast with Nefer but a few hours before
his death, for here he had drunk from the poisoned cup which
Anemen-Ha the High Priest had prepared, and here only would
Nitocris meet her guests.



The great hall shone with the light of a thousand golden
lamps, which shed their radiance and the perfume from the scented
oils in which were dissolved the most precious gums of the distant
East.



The long tables, spread with snowy linen and loaded with
vessels of gold and silver and glass of many hues and curious
forms, flashed and glittered in the glow of the thousand flames.
The vineyards of Cos and Sais had yielded their oldest and sweetest
wines, red and purple and golden. The choicest meats and the rarest
fruits that ripened under the glowing suns of Khem—all was there
that could make glad the heart of man and fill his soul with
contentment.



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



On her right sat Menkau-Ra, crowned and robed in royal
vesture, and on her left Anemen-Ha in his priestly garments of
snowy linen. At the other tables sat their friends and kindred, the
families of the Mohar and the High Priest, the chief officers of
the victorious army and all the proud hierarchy of the Temple of
Ptah, for was not this the triumph of Anemen-Ha no less than of
Menkau-Ra?



Only Ma-Rimōn was absent. He had disappeared from the temple
early in the morning, and no one had given a thought to his going,
for one base-born, even though of royal blood, had no place at the
bridal feast of the Queen and her chosen consort.



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



The last half of the last hour of the night was well-nigh
spent, and while the guests were waiting for the signal from the
royal table, the Queen rose in her place, and, in the silence that
greeted her, her voice sounded sweetly as she spoke and
said:



"O my guests—ye who are the holiest and the bravest in the
Land of Khem, though our hearts are joyful, and our souls refreshed
with wine and good cheer, let us not forget the pious customs and
wise ways of our ancestors, for it is fitting that in such hours as
this our hearts should be turned from pride by the remembrance that
we live ever in the presence of death, and that this world is but
the threshold of the next. Ill, too, would it become me to forget,
in the midst of my present happiness, to pay the honour due to him
who might have shared this crown with me; wherefore let the noble
dead be brought into our midst, so that the soul of Nefer, looking
down from the flowery fields of Aalu, may see that in the hour of
our joy we do not forget the sorrow of his untimely death."



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



"Let the case be set up against the central pillar yonder,
and let the face of the Prince be uncovered, that I may look upon
him who was to have been my lord."



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



"Yet this once it shall be done, O Priest of the Father of
the Gods," answered Nitocris, turning and looking into his eyes,
"for last night I had a vision, and I saw the soul of Nefer come
back to his mummy, here in this hall, at my bridal feast, and his
eyes opened, and his lips spoke, and made plain to me many things
that I greatly longed to know. But why shouldst thou turn pale and
tremble, thou the holiest man in the land? What hast thou to fear,
even if my vision came true? And thou, too, Menkau-Ra the Mighty,
hast thou slain thy thousands, and yet fearest to look upon the
face of one dead man? See, see!" and she pointed her finger at the
face of the mummy. "By the power of the just and merciful gods, my
vision shall be made very truth indeed! Look, Anemen-Ha, Priest of
the God who is King of Gods! Look, Menkau-Ra, thou who wouldst
reign in the place of Nefer. Behold, he has come back from the
bosom of Osiris to greet thee!"



With eyes fixed and ears sharpened by such terror as only the
sin-steeped soul can know, they saw the waxen eyelids of the mummy
slowly rise, the dim, glazed eyes look out from underneath them,
the dry, black lips move, and heard a thin, harsh voice say through
the awful silence:



"Greeting, Nitocris, my Queen—greeting from the gloom of
Amenthes, where I have waited too long for those who ere now should
have stood with me in the Halls of Doom and the presence of the
Assessors! Say now, thou who sittest feasting between my murderers,
how much longer must I wait for thee and them?"



Not long, O Nefer, my beloved, not long! Tarry yet a little
while, O outraged soul, in the shape that once was thine, and thou
shalt see thyself avenged. Lo, I hear the wings of Kefa, Goddess of
the Flood-time, rustling in the silence of the midnight skies. She
herself shall pour out a libation to thine injured shade! "Nay,
nay, my lords, and you good friends of those who did my own true
lord to death, sit still, and drain a farewell cup with me, your
Queen. It is too late to fly, for every way is closed. The High
Gods have spoken, and I will do their bidding!" Then, extending her
white, jewelled arms toward the mummy, she cried in a deeper,
harsher tone: "O Nefer, my Prince and my love! There lives no man
in Khem who shall take thy place beside me, or usurp the throne
that should have been thine. I have sinned, but I repent me of the
wrong. Lo, now I come and bring thee a goodly sacrifice to cheer
thine angry heart—my lord, my love, I come!"



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



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



"Come, Kefa, come, and bear me to my lord!"



The goddess answered in a mighty rush and roar of waters,
long pent and swiftly loosed. Then above the tumult rose the hoarse
shouts of men and the shrill screams of women, and the crash and
clash of tables overturned; then came the swirl and bubbling hiss
of a flood that gleamed darkly under the golden lamps and swiftly
rose towards them, bearing upon its surface white arms with
outstretched hands gripping at the empty air, and gauzy robes which
half hid gleaming limbs, white faces with wildly-staring eyes, and
teeth that grinned between tight-drawn lips so lately smiling;
strong swimmers fighting for another moment's breath, and one by
one dragged down by many hidden hands: then the sharp hiss of
swift-quenched flames, then darkness, and the stifling of sobbing
groans into silence, and after that only the sibilant undertone of
waters rushing swiftly past smooth walls through utter
night.










"Dear me!" the Professor heard himself say as he sat up and
rubbed his eyes, "what on earth can be the matter with me?
Egypt—the Queen—Palace of Pepi—bridal feast of Nitocris and
Menkau-Ra—yes, yes, of course I remember it all now. She made me
impersonate Nefer in the mummy-case, and then, when she had
frightened her guests half out of their wits, she avenged her lover
by opening the sluice-gates and drowning the lot, herself included.
A rare device, that of old Pepi's, for getting rid of hospitably
entertained enemies. Not quite in accordance with our modern ideas
of sport, I'm afraid, but in those days we thought a good deal more
of effectiveness than sport. Good heavens! What sort of nonsense am
I talking? Dreaming, I suppose."



He stopped as the reflection of a brilliant flash of
lightning lit up his window, and bursts of rain dashed upon the
panes.



"Ah yes, of course, that's it! Quite in accordance with the
theory of dreams. It's only the difference between a thunder-shower
and the Nile flood. The Genius of Dreams could easily account for
the rest. Certainly this apparatus that we call our brain plays
some very curious tricks with us sometimes. I suppose this is one
of them. And yet if ever there was a dream that seemed like reality
that one did. The Mummy and the long-dead Nitocris back to life! By
the way, I wonder whether that flagon was really there, and whether
there was any wine in it? If there was,
perhaps I took too much of it. Ah, there's the rain again!



"By the way now, suppose that this fourth dimension that has
puzzled so many of us is, after all, duration? If so, it would
solve a great many problems, because it would be possible to be and
not to be at the same time, and, therefore, for two bodies to
occupy the same space. That would be perfectly easy of supposition
to the being to whom time and eternity were one. Yes, I believe
that when the great problem is solved, it will be found that the
fourth dimension is duration, extending
in all directions like the circumference of a circle, the edges of
a cube, and the curves of the conic sections.



"Yes, I really do think I have got it at last, and that
confounded Mummy has taught it me. Still, I don't think I ought to
speak as disrespectfully as that of a young lady who has been dead
for the last fifty centuries or so and has come back. Yes, that is
it. It is duration."



Perfectly satisfied for the time being with this solution, he
turned over on to his right side—for, to his disgust, he found that
he had been lying on his back, a most pernicious position where
dreaming is concerned—and went to sleep. Half an hour later he was
awakened by another heaven-shaking crash of thunder.
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