
CHAPTER I.

-<3T

THE FINDING OF THE PSAMMEAD AND

THE AMULET.

VERYTHING is quite too

perfectly beastly," said Cyril.

" Let's go out and try to

forget our sorrows."

" Righto," said Robert.

Jane stopped crying and

said she didn't want to forget anything.

But Anthea said : " I think Cyril's right.

I promised mother we wouldn't cry more

than we were obliged, and I believe we could

stop now if we tried."

So they all washed their faces and went

out. They had a good many reasons for

feeling miserable. Father had gone to the
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East as a war correspondent.

Mother had been ill, and she

and the Lamb had gone to

Madeira to get well again. The

children were staying with

mother's old nurse in Fitzroy

Street, which is a very ugly

street. Mother and father would

have liked old nurse to have

taken the children into the

country or to the sea, but she

couldn't, because she had let

the top floor of her house to

a " learned gentleman â�� that

innocent he hardly knew the

way to his mouth," as she said,

and she had to stay and take

care of him.

Cyril, Anthea, Robert, and

Jane had once had the luck

to find a sand-fairy or psammead, which

gave them whatever they chose to ask for

â��I dare say you read all about it in THE

STRAND MAGAZINEâ��and after that they had

a Phoenix and a carpet that did wonderful

magic things for them. They knew they

would never see the Phoenix again because it

had gone away for two thousand years and

had taken the carpet with it. But the

psammead they knew they would see again,

because it had said so, and it was ever a

beast of its word. But they little thought

when and how they were to see it.

And now they went out with some bits of

bread and the intention of feeding the ducks

in St. James's Park, so as to drown their

sorrow.
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But it is a long walk from Fitzroy Street to

St. James's Parkâ��it was hot, dry, dusty

August, and Jane got very tired.

" Don't let's go any farther," she said;

" my boots hurt. Let's buy a duck and feed

it at home," and she sniffed with misery.

She had stopped in front of one of those

shops where cats and dogs, and squirrels and

monkeys, and tor

toises and rabbits

are kept in hutches.

" We might buy

a guinea-pig if you

like," said Cyril. So

they began to look

at the animals in

the hutches. And

as they stood there

Cyril suddenly

heard, quite close

to him and quite

unmistakably, a

little voice that

said:â��

"Buy me!

do, please,

me!"

Oh,

buy

Cyril started as

though he had been

pinched, and

jumped a yard

away from the

hutch.

"Come back;

oh, come

back ! " said

the voice.

" Stoop down

and pretend to

be tying up

your bootlace.

I see it's un

done, as usual."

Cyril me-

c h a n ic a 11 y

obeyed. He

knelt on one

knee on the

dry, hot, dusty

pavement,

peered into the

" Listen ! " said the psammead, in a voice

that sounded as though it would begin to cry

in a minute. " I don't think the creature who

keeps this shop will ask a very high price for

me. I've bitten him more than once, and

I've made myself look as common as I can.

He's never had a glance from my beautiful

eyes. Tell the others I'm here; but tell

them to look at some

of those low, common

beasts while I'm talk

ing to you. The

creature mustn't think

you care much about

me, or he'll put a

price on me far be

yond your means. I

remember in the dear

old days last summer

you never had any

money worth mention

ing. Oh, I never

thought I

should be so

glad to see you

â��I never did."

It sniffed and

shot out its

long snail's

eyes expressly

to drop a tear

well away from

its fur. For

anything wet is

death to a

psammead.

HE FOUND HIMSELF FACE TO FACE WITHâ��THE PSAMMEAt) '

darkness of the hutch, and found himself

face to face withâ��the psammead !

It seemed much thinner than when they

had last seen it. It was dusty and dirty, and

its fur was untidy and ragged. It had hunched

itself up into a miserable lump, and its long

snail's eyes were drawn in quite tight, so that

they hardly showed at all.

Vol. xxix.-74.

"Look here,"

said Cyril,

firmly, to the

others, "I'm

not kidding,

and I appeal to

your honour "

â�� an appeal

which in this

family was

never made in

vain. "Don't

look at that

hutchâ��look at

the white rat.

Now, you are not to look at that hutch what

ever I say."

He stood in front of it to prevent mistakes.

" Now,' get yourselves ready for a great

surprise. In that hutch there's an old friend

of oursâ��don't look ! Yes; it's the psammead ;

it wants us to buy it. It says you're not to

look at it. Look at the white rat and
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count your money ! On your honour, don't

look."

The others responded nobly to his earnest

tones. They looked at the white rat till they

quite stared him out of countenance, so that

he went and sat up on his hind legs in a far

corner and hid his face in his front paws.

He pretended he was washing his face. â�¢,

Cyril stooped again and busied himself

with the other bootlace.

" Go in," said the psammead, " and ask

the price of lots of other things. Then say,

' What do you want for that monkey that's

lost its tailâ��the mangy old thing in the third

hutch from the end.' Oh, don't mind my

feelings; call me a mangy monkey ! I've

tried hard enough to look like one. I don't

think he'll put a high price on me ; I've bitten

him eleven times since I came here the day

before yesterday. If he names a bigger price

than you can afford, say you wish you had the

money."

"But you can't give us wishes. I've promised

never to have another wish from you," said

the bewildered Cyril.

" Don't be a silly little idiot," said the sand-

fairy, in trembling but affectionate tones,

" but find out how much money you've got

between you and do exactly what I tell you."

Cyril, pointing a stiff and unmeaning finger

at the white rat, so as to pretend that its

charms alone employed his tongue, explained

matters to the others while the psammead

hunched itself and bunched itself and did its

very best to make itself look uninteresting.

Then the four children filed into the shop.

" How much do you want for that white

rat ? " asked Cyril.

" Eightpence," was the answer.

" And the guinea-pigs ? "

" Eighteenpence to five bob, according to

the breed."

" And the lizards ? "

" Ninepence each."

" And toads ? "

" Fourpence. Now, look here," said the

greasy owner of all this caged life, with a

sudden ferocity which made the \vhole party

back hurriedly on to the wainscoting of

hutches with which the shop was lined.

" Lookee hero. I ain't a-goin' to have you

a-comin' in here a-turnin' the whole place

outer winder an' pricing every animile in the

stock just for your larks, so don't think it !

If you're a buyer be a buyerâ��but I never

had a customer yet as wanted to buy mice

and lizards and toads and guineas all at

once. So hout you goes."

" Oh, wait a minute," said the wretched

Cyril. "Just tell me one thing. What do

you want for the mangy old monkey in the

third hutch from the end ? "

The shopman only saw in this a new

insult.

" Mangy young monkey yourself," said he.

"Get along with your blooming cheek.

Hout you goes ! "

" Oh, don't be so cross," said Jane, losing

her head altogether. " Don't you see he

really does want to know that ? "

" Ho ! does 'e, indeed ?" sneered the

merchant. Then he scratched his ear sus

piciously, for he was a sharp business man

and he knew the ring of truth when he heard

it. His hand was bandaged, and three

minutes before he would have been glad

to sell the " mangy old monkey" for ten

shillings. Nowâ��

" Ho ! 'e does, does 'e ? " he said. " Then

two pun ten's my price. He's not got his

fellow, that monkey ain't. Two pun ten,

down on the nail, or hout you goes !"

The children looked at each other.

Twenty-three shillings and fivepence was all

they had in the world, and it would have

been merely three and fivepence but for the

sovereign which father had given to them

" between them " at parting.

"We've only twenty-three shillings and

fivepence," said Cyril, rattling the money in

his pocket.

" Twenty-three farthings and somebody's

own cheek," said the dealer, for he did not

believe Cyril.

There was a miserable pause. Then

Anthea remembered, and said :â��

" Oh, I wish I had two pounds ten to buy

the monkey! "

"So do I, miss, I'm sure," said the man,

with bitter politeness, "/wish you 'ad, and I

don't deceive you."

Anthea's hand was on the counterâ��some

thing seemed to slide under it. She lifted

her hand. There lay five bright half-

sovereigns.

" Why, I have got it after all ! " she said.

" Here's the money; now let's have the

sammyâ��the monkey, I mean."

The dealer looked hard at the money, but

he made haste to put it in his pocket.

" I only hope you come by it honest," he

said, shrugging his shoulders. He scratched

his ear again.

" Well," he said, " I suppose I must let

you have it, but it's worth thribble the money,

so it is "

He slowly led the way out to the hutch,

opened the door gingerly, and made a sudden
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WHY, I HAVE GOT IT AFTEK ALL 1' SHE SAID.'

fierce grab at the psammead, which the

psammead acknowledged in one last, long,

lingering bite.

" Here, take the brute," said the shopman,

squeezing the psammead so tight that he nearly

choked it. " It's bit me to the bone, it have."

The man's eyes opened as Anthea held

out her arms. " Don't blame me if it tears

your face off its bones," he said; and the

psammead made a leap from his dirty, horny

hands, and Anthea caught it in hers, which

were not very clean, certainly, but at any rate

were soft and pink, and held it kindly and

closely.

"But you can't take it home like that,"

Cyril said ; " we shall have a crowd after us."

And, indeed, two errand boys and a policeman

had already collected.

" I can't give you nothink only a paper

bag, like what we puts the tortoises in," said

the man, grudgingly.

So the whole party went into the shop,

and the shopman's eyes nearly came out of

his head when he saw the psammead care

fully creep into the largest paper bag that the

establishment afforded, when Anthea held it

open for him.

"Well," said the dealer, "if that don't

beat cock-fighting ! But pYaps you've met

the brute afore ? "

" Yes," said Cyril, affably ; " he's an old

friend of ours."

" If I'd a-known that," the man rejoined,

and his tones rang with truth, "you shouldn't

a-had him under twice the money. "Owever,"

he added, as the children disappeared, " I

ain't done so bad, seeing as I only give five

bob for the beggar. But, then, there's the

bites to take into account!"

The children, trembling in agitation and

excitement, carried home the psammead,

curled up in its paper bag.

When they got it home Anthea nursed

it and stroked it, and would have cried over

it if she hadn't remembered how it hated to

be wet.

When it recovered enough to speak it

said :â��

" Get me sandâ��silver sand from the oil

and colour shop. And get me plentyâ��

quarts and quarts."

They got the sand, and they put it and the

psammead in the round bath together, and it

rubbed itself and rolled itself and shook

itself and scraped itself and scratched itself

and preened itself till it felt clean and comfy

â��and then it scrabbled a hasty hole in the

sand and went to sleep in it.

The children hid the bath under the girls'

bed and had supper. Old nurse had got

them a lovely supper of baked onions. She

was full of kind and delicate thoughts.

When Anthea was wakened the next

morning by the boys coming into the room
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the psammead was snuggling down between

her shoulder and Jane's.

" You have saved my life," it said, in con

descending friendliness ; " I know that man

would have thrown cold water on me sooner

or later, and then I should have died. I saw

him wash out a guinea-pig's hutch yesterday

morning. I'm still frightfully sleepy and ill,

isn't any. We had a Phcenix and a carpet

last winter."

" Yes," said the psammead ; " a feeble fowl,

but amiable. He had to appeal to me more

than once."

" Father's gone to Manchuria," Cyril went

on, "and mother and the Lamb have gone to

Madeira because mother was ill; and don't I

" ' YOU HAVE SAVED MY LIFE,' IT SAID.

but I'm not ungrateful. Tell me your sorrows

and I'll tell you mine."

" You first," said Cyril, politely.

"Well, then," said the psammead, "you

remember last summer and all the silly

wishes I used to give you ? Well, they

wore me out. When you'd gone I went to

sand and slept and slept."

" To sand ? " Jane repeated.

" Where I sleep. You go to bed. I go

to sand. And a man came and dug in the

sand ai^d caught me, and I bit him. And

he put me in a bag with a dead hare [and

a dead rabbit. And he took me to his

house and put me out of the bag into a

basket with holes that I could see through.

And I bit him again. And then he brought

me to this city, which I am told is called

the Modern Babylonâ��though it's not a

bit like the old Babylonâ��and he sold me

to the man you bought me of; and then

I bit them both. Now, what's your

news ? "

"There's not quite-so much biting in our

story," said Cyril, regretfully ; " in fact, there

just wish that they were both safe

home again ? "

Merely from habit the sand-

fairy began to blow itself out as

it always did when it granted

wishes, but it stopped short suddenly.

" I forgot," it said. " I can't give you any

more wishes."

"Then you can't help us at all,"said Jane ;

"oh, I did think you could do something."

And Jane began to cry.

"Now, don't," said the psammead, hastily;

"you know how it always upsets me if you

cry. I can't feel safe a moment. Suppose

you cried on to me \ Look here ; you must

get some new kind of charm."

"That's easier said than done."

" Not a bit of it," said the creature;

"there's one of the strongest charms in the

world not a stone's throw from where you

bought me yesterday. It can make the

person that has it perfectly happy. The man

that I bit soâ��the first one, I meanâ��went

into a shop to ask how much something cost.

I think he said it was a concertina, and while

he was telling the man in the shop how much

too much he wanted for it, I saw the charm

in a sort of trayâ��with a lot of other things.

If you can only buy that, you will be able to

have everything you want."
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BUT THERE'S ONLY HALF OP IT HERE!"

The children felt that with a new charm,

and the psammead, life would be much easier

to bear. So when Cyril said: " I don't

mind if we do buy it," the others instantly

assented.

" Will you come with us ? " asked Anthea.

" Of course," said the psammead ; " how

else would you find the shop ? "

So the psammead was put into a flat bag

that had come from Farringdon Market with

two pounds of filleted plaice in it. Now it

had about three pounds and a quarter of

solid psammead in it, and the children took

it in turns to carry it.

The psammead told them what turnings

to take, and at last they came to the shop.

This is what they bought :â��â�¢

And it was made of a red,

smooth, softly shiny stone.

So home they went.

They set the psammead on

the green table-cloth.

" Now, then ! " said Cyril.

But the psammead had to

have a plate of sand fetched

for it, for it was quite faint.

When it had refreshed itself a little it

said :â��

" Now, then ! Let me see the charm."

And Anthea laid it on the green table-cover.

The sand-fairy shot out its long eyes to look

at it; then it turned them reproachfully on

Anthea and said :â��-

" But there's only half of it here ! "

This was indeed a blow.

" It was all there was," said Anthea, and

the others agreed that this was so.

" Well," said the psammead, " we must

make the best of it. I'll tell you about this

red thing. It's the half of an amulet that

can do all sorts of things."

" Yes, but," Anthea ventured, " that's what

the whole charm can do. There's nothing

that the half we've got can win off its own

bat, is there ? " She appealed to the psam

mead. It nodded.

"Yes," it said ; "the half has the power to

take you anywhere you like to look for the

other half. The first thing is to get it to

talk."

" Can it ? " said Jane.

" Of course," said the psammead ; " you

say the name that's on it and then it gets

power to work its magic."

There was a silence. The red charm was

passed from hand to hand.

"There's no name on it," said Cyril at

last.



59Â°

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

" Nonsense ! " said the psammead.

"What's that?"

"Oh, that!" said Cyril. "It's not read

ing. It looks like birds and fishes and

snakes and things ! "

This was what was on the charm :â��

" I've no patience with you," said the

psammead ; " if you can't read you must find

someone who can. Is there no wise man in

your Babylon who can pronounce the names

of the great ones ? "

"There's the poor learned gentleman

upstairs," said Anthea ; " we might try him.

He has a lot of stone images in his room.

Old nurse says he doesn't eat enough to keep

a canary alive. He spends it all on stones

and things."

stones and books, and there were glass cases

fixed against the wall behind, with little

strange things in them. The cases were

something like the ones you see in jewellers'

shops.

The children knocked at the door and

peeped in.

The " poor learned gentleman " was sitting

at a table by the window, looking at some

thing very small which he held in a pair of

fine pincers. He had a round spy-glass sort

of thing in one eye, which reminded the

children of watchmakers and also of the long

snail's eyes of the psammead.

The gentleman was very long and thin,

and his long, thin boots stuck out under the

other side of his table. He did not hear the

door open, and the children stood hesitating.

At last Robert gave the door a push and

they all started back, for in the middle of the

wall that the door had hidden was a mummy-

caseâ��very, very, very bigâ��painted in red

" IN THE MIDDLE OF THE WALL WAS A MUMMY-CASE."

So the four children went up to knock at

the door of the " poor learned gentleman."

The learned gentleman's room had a long

table that ran down one side of the room.

The table had images on it and queer-shaped

and yellow and green and black, and the face

of it seemed to look at them very angrily.

You know what a mummy-case is like, of

course ? If you don't you'd better go to the

British Museum at once, and find out. Any-
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way, it is not at all the sort of thing that you

expect to meet in a top-floor front in

Bloomsbury, looking as though it would like

to know what business you had there.

So everyone said " Oh !" rather loud and

their boots clattered as they stumbled back.

When the gentleman heard them he took

the glass out of his eye and said :â��

" I beg your pardon," in a very soft, quiet,

pleasant voiceâ��the voice of a gentleman who

has been to Oxford.

" It's us that beg yours," said Cyril,

politely. " \Ve are so sorry to disturb you."

" Come in," said the gentleman, rising,

" with the most distinguished courtesy,"

Anthea told herself. " I am delighted to

see you. Won't you sit down ? No, not

there. Allow me to move that papyrus "

The children sat down.

" We know you are very learned," said

Cyril, "and we have got a charm, and we

want you to read the name on it because it

isn't in Latin, or Greek, or Hebrew, or any of

the languages we know."

" A thorough knowledge of even these

languages is a very fair

foundation on which to build

an education," said the

gentleman, politely. " You

have found something that

you think to be an antiquity

and you've brought it to

show me. That was very

kind. I should like to in

spect it."

"Here is our charm," said

Anthea, and held it out.

With politeness, but with

out interest, the gentleman

took it. But after the first

glance all his body suddenly

stiffened, as a pointer's does

when he sees a partridge.

"Excuse me," he said, in

quite a changed voice, and

carried the charm to the

window. He looked at itâ��

he turned it over. He fixed

his spy-glass in his eye and

looked again. No one said

anything. Only Robert made

a shuffling noise with his

feet, till Anthea nudged him

to shut up.

At last the learned gentle

man drew a long breath.

" Where did you find

this ?" he asked.

"We didn't find it; we

bought it in a shop. Jacob Absolam the

name isâ��not far from Charing Cross."

"We gave seven - and - sixpence for it,"

added Jane.

'' It is not for sale, I suppose ? You do not

wish to part with it; I ought to tell you that

it is very valuable."

" Yes," said Cyril, " we know that; so of

course we want to keep it."

" Keep it carefully, then," said the gentle

man, earnestly, "and if ever you should wish

to part with it may I ask you to give me the

opportunity of buying it ? "

"All right," said Cyril. " But we don't want

to sell it ; we want to make it do things."

" I suppose you can play at that as well as

at anything else," said the gentleman, "but

I'm afraid the days of magic are over."

"They aren't really" said Anthea, ear

nestly; "you'd see they aren't if I could tell

you about our last summer holidays and

about last winter. Only I mustn't; thank

you very much. And you can read the

name ?"

" Yes, I can read it."

'HE FIXED HIS SPV-GI-ASS IN HIS EYE AND

LOOKED AGAIN."
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"Will you tell it us?"

" The name," said the gentleman, " is

Ur-hekan-setcheh."

" Ur - hekan - setcheh," repeated Cyril.

" Thanks, awfully. I do hope we haven't

taken up too much of your time."

" Not at all," said the gentleman; " and do

let me entreat you to be very, very careful of

that most valuable specimen."

They said " Thank you" in all the dif

ferent polite ways they could think of, and

filed out of the door and down the stairs.

" And now," said Robert, triumphantly, "we

shall be able to make the half charm work.

Oh, crikey, what larks ! "

A psammead and half a charmâ��what

more could any children desire?â��to bring

magic happenings into their lives.

They wished the Phoenix had been there.

It was always so polite. It never snubbed

them as the psammead did. But, still

Jane clapped her hands joyously.

" Oh, now," she said, " things really are

going to begin to happen."

When the children had obtained the word

of power from the " poor learned gentleman "

they went down and woke up the psammead,

and it taught them exactly how .to use the

word of power and to make the charm speak.

I am not going to tell you how this is done,

because you might try to do it. And for

you any such trying would be almost sure to

end in disappointment. Because, in the first

place, it is a thousand million to one against

your ever getting hold of the right sort of

charm; and if you did, there would be

hardly any chance at all of your finding a

learned gentleman clever enough and kind

enough to read the word for you.

The children and the psammead crouched

in a circle on the floorâ��in the girls' bedroom.

The sun shone splendidly outside and the

room was very light. Through the open

window came the hum and rattle of London,

and in the street below they could hear the

voice of the milkman.

When all was ready the psammead signed

to Anthea to say the word. And she said it.

Instantly the whole light of all the world

seemed to go out. The room was dark.

The world outside was darkâ��darker than

the darkest night that ever wasâ��and all the

sounds went out too, so that there was a

silence deeper than any silence you have

ever dreamed of imagining. It was like

being suddenly deaf and blind, only darker

and quieter even than that.

But before the children had got over the

sudden shock of it enough to be frightened,

a faint, beautiful light began to show in the

middle of the circle, and at the same moment

a faint, beautiful voice began to speak.

(To be continued.)
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EIGHT THOUSAND YEARS AGO.

UT the light grew stronger. It

was greeny, like glow-worms'

lamps, and it grew and grew

till it was as though thousands

and thousands of glow-worms

were signalling to their winged

sweethearts from the middle of the circle.

And the voice grewâ��not so much in loud-

ness as in sweetness (though it grew louder

too)â��till it was so sweet that you wanted to

cry with pleasure just at the sound of it. It

was like nightingales, and the sea, and the

fiddle, and the voice of your mother when

you have been a long time away and she

meets you at the door when you get home.

And the voice said :â��

" I speak. What is it that you would

hear ? "

I cannot tell you what language the voice

used. I only know that everyone present

understood it perfectly. If you come to

think of it, there must be some language that

everyone could understand, if we only knew

what it was. Nor can I tell you how the

charm spokeâ��nor whether it was the charm

that spoke or some presence in the charm.

The children could not have told you either.

Indeed, they could not look at the charm

Vol. xxix.â��89.
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while it was speaking, because the light was

too bright. They looked instead at the green

glow on the faded Kidderminster carpet at

the edge of the circle. They all felt very

quiet and not inclined to ask questions or

fidget with their feet. For this was not like

the things that happened in the country when

the psammead had given them their wishes.

That had been funny, somehow, and this was

not. It was something like Arabian Nights'

magic, and something like being in church.

No one cared to speak.

It was Cyril who said at last:â��â�¢

" Please, we want to know where the other

half of you is."

" The part of me which is lost," said the

beautiful voice, " perished by fire, with much

of the wisdom of the Egyptians, at the burn

ing of the House of learning at Thebes. It

and the pin that joined us are dust, and the

dust is scattered over many lands and sunk

in many seas."

" Oh, I say !'" murmured Robert, and a

blank silence fell.

" Then it's all up !" said Cyril, at last.

" It's no use our looking for a thing that's

burned up and its ashes all over the place."

" If you would find it," said the voice,

"you must seek it where it isâ��perfect as

ever."
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" I don't understand," said Cyril.

" In the past you may find it," said the

voice.

" I wish we may find it," said Cyril.

The psammead whispered, crossly :â��

" Don't you understand ? The thing existed

in the past. If you were in the past too, you

could find it. It's very difficult to make you

understand things. Time and space are only

modes of thought."

" I see," said Cyril.

" No, you don't," said the psammead,

"and it doesn't matter if you did, either.

What I mean is that if you were only made

the right way you could see everything

happening in the same place at the same

time. Now do you see ? "

" I'm afraid / don't," said Anthea. " I'm

sorry I'm so stupid."

" Wellâ��at any rate, you see this. That

lost half of the amulet is in the past.

Therefore it's in the past we must look for

it. I mustn't speak to the charm myself.

Ask it things. Find out."

" Where can we find the other part of

you ? " asked Cyril, obediently.

" In the past," said the voice.

" What part of the past ? "

" I may not tell you. If you will choose a

time I will take you to the place that then

held it. You yourselves must find it."

" When did you see it last ?" asked

Anthea. " I mean, when was it taken away

from you ? "

The beautiful voice answered :â��

" That was many thousands of years ago.

I was perfect then, and I lay in a shrine and

worked wonders. Then came strange men

with strange weapons and destroyed my

shrine, and me they bore away with many

captives. But of these one knew the word

of power and spoke it for me, so that I

became invisible and thus returned to my

shrine, but it was broken down, and one had

spoken a word before which my power

bowed down and was still. And I lay there

â��-still perfectâ��but enslaved. Then one

coming with a stone to rebuild the shrine

dropped it on me as I lay, and the half of

me was sundered from the other. I had no

power to seek for that which was lost. And

there being none to speak the word of power

I could not rejoin it. So I lay in the dust of

the desert many thousand years, and at last

came a small man, a conqueror, with an

army, and after him a crowd of men who

sought to seem wise, and one of these found

me and brought me to this land. But none

could read the name. So I lay still. And

this man dying, and his son likewise, I was

sold, by those who came after, to a merchant,

and from him you bought me, and 1 am

here."

This is what the voice said. I think it

must have meant Napoleon by the small man

the conqueror. Because I know I have been

told that he took an army to Egypt, and

that afterwards a lot of wise people went

grubbing in the sand and fished up all sorts

of wonderful things older than you would

think possible. And of these I believe this

charm to have been oneâ��and the most

wonderful one of all.

Everyone listened, and everyone tried to

think. It is not easy to do this clearly when

you have been listening to the kind of talk

I have told you about.

At last Robert said :â��

"Can you take us into the pastâ��to the

shrine where you and the other thing got

parted ? If you could take us there, we

might find the other part still there after

all these thousands of years."

"Still there? Silly ! " said Cyril. " Don't

you see that if we get back into the past it

won't be thousands of years ago. It will be

nowâ�� for usâ��won't it?"

He appealed to the psammead, who said,

kindly :â��

"You're not so far off the idea as you

usually are."

" Well," said Anthea, " will you take us

back to when there was a shrine and you

were safe in itâ��all of you ? "

"Yes," said the voice. "You must hold

me upâ��and speak the word of powerâ��and

one by one, beginning with the first-born, you

shall pass through me into the past. And

you shall be near my shrine. But let the

last that passes be the one that holds me,

and let him not loose his hold, lest you lose

me,- and so remain in the past for ever."

" That's a nice look-out," said Robert

"When you desire to return,1'the beautiful

voice went on, " hold me up towards the

east and speak the word Then passing

through me you shall return to this time, and

it shall be the present to you."

The beautiful light faded slowly. The

great darkness and silence came once more,

and these suddenly changed to the dazxle-

ment of day, and the great, soft, rustling

sound of London that is like some vast

beast turning over in its sleep.

The children rubbed their eyes. The

psammead ran quickly to its sandy bath.

And the others went down to tea.

And until the cups were actually filled tea
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seemed less real than the beautiful voice and

the greeny light.

After tea Anthea persuaded the others to

allow her to hang the charm round her neck

with a piece of string,

"It would be so awful if it got lost," she

"ANTHEA J'ERSUADEU THE OTHERS TO ALLOW HER TO HANG THE CHARM ROUND

HER NECK."

said. " It might get lost anywhere, you

know, and it would be rather beastly for us

to have to stay in the past for ever and

ever."

It is no use to pretend that the children

did not feel a good deal of agitation at the

thought of going through the charm into the

past. The idea that perhaps they might stay

in the past and never get back again was any

thing but pleasing. Yet no one would have

dared to suggest that the charm should not

be used ; and, though each was in its heart

very frightened indeed, they would all have

joined in jeering at the cowardice of any one

of them who should have uttered the timid

but natural suggestion, " Don't let's ! "

It seemed necessary to make arrangements

for being out all day, so they-asked permis

sion to take their dinner into the Regent's

Park, and this, with the implied cold mutton

and tomatoes, was readily granted, and they

all started off. They stopped in the Totten

ham Court Road to buy a piece of waterproof

sheeting to put over the psammead, in case

it should be raining in the past when they

got there. For, as you know, it is almost

certain death to a psammead to get wet.

The sun was shining very brightly, and

even London looked

pretty. \V omen

were selling roses

from big basket-

fuls, and Anthea

bought four roses

for herself and the

others. They were

red roses, and smelt

of summer â�� the

kind of roses you

always want so

desperately at about

Chri s t m as-time,

when you can only

get pale mistletoe

which is pale right

through to its very

scent, and holly

which pricks your

nose if you try to

smell it. So now

everyone had a rose

in its buttonhole,

and soon everyone

was sitting on the

grass in Regent's

Park under trees

which would have

been clean, clear

green in the coun

try, but here were dusty and brown at the

edges.

" U'e've got to go on with it," said Anthea,

"and as the eldest has to go first you'll have

to be last, Jane. You quite understand

about holding on to the charm as you go

through, don't you, Pussy, and carrying the

psammead ? "

Jane with trembling hands took the

psammead and its fish-basket under one

arm. The charm's long string was hung

round her neck. Then they all stood up.

Jane held out the charm at arm's length, and

Cyril solemnly pronounced the word of

power.

As he spoke it the charm grew tall and

broad, and he saw that Jane was just holding

on to the edge of a great red arch, of very

curious shape. The opening of the arch was

small, but Cyril saw that he could go through

it. All round and beyond the arch were

the faded trees and trampled grass of the
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Regent's Park, where the little ragged children

were playing ring o' roses. But through the

opening of the arch shone a blaze of blue

and yellow and red. Cyril drew a long

breath and stiffened his legs, so that the

others should not see that his knees were

trembling and almost knocking together.

" Here goes ! " he said, and stepping up

through the arch disappeared. Then fol

lowed Anthea. Robert coming next held

fast, at Anthea's suggestion, to the sleeve of

Jane, who was thus dragged safely through

the arch. And as soon as

they were on the other side

of the arch there was no

more arch at all, and no

more Regent's Park either,

only the charm in Jane's

hand, and it was its proper

size again. They were

now in a light so

bright that they

winked and blinked

and rubbed their eyes.

During this dazzling

interval Anthea felt

for the charm and

pushed it inside

Jane's frock, so that

it might be quite safe.

When their eyes got

used to the new won

derful light the child

ren looked around

them. The sky was

very, very blue, and it

sparkled and glittered

and dazzled like the

sea at home when the

sun shines on it.

They were stand

ing on a little clearing

in a close, low forest

â��there were trees

and shrubs and a

thick, thorny, tangly

undergrowth. In

front of them stretched

a bank of strange

black mud â�� then

came the browny-

yellowy shining rib

bon of a river. Then

more dry, caked

N.

OPENING OF THE A

SAW THAT HE COU

black mud and more greeny browny jungle.

The only things which told that human people

had been there were the clearing, a path

that led to it, and an odd arrangement of

cut reeds in the river.

They looked at each other.

" Well," said Robert, " this is a change

of air."

It was. The air was hotter than they

could have imagined, even in London in

August.

" I wish I knew where we were," said

Cyril. " Here's a river, now â�� I wonder

whether it's the Amazon or the Tiber or

what ? "

" It's the Nile," said the psammead, look

ing out of the fish-bag1.

"Then this is

Egypt," said

Robert, who had

once taken a geo

graphy prize.

" I don't see any crocodiles," Cyril

objected.

â�¢?.r

RCH WAS SMALL, BUT CVR1I.

LD GKT THROUGH IT."

The sand-fairy reached out a hairy arm

from its basket, and pointed to a heap of

mud at the edge of the water.
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" What do you call that ? " it saidâ��and as

it spoke the heap of mud slid into the water

just as a slab of badly-mixed mortar will

slip from a bricklayer's trowel.

" Oh ! " said everybody.

There was a crashing among the reeds on

the other side of the river.

" And there's a river-horse !" said the

psammead, and a great beast like an enor

mous slaty-blue slug showed itself against

the black bank on the other side of the

river.

" It's a hippopotamus," said Cyril; " it

seems much more real, somehow, than the

one at the Zoo. Doesn't it ? "

And now there was a crackling of reeds

and twigs behind them. This was horrible.

Of course, it might be another hippopotamus,

or a crocodile, or a lion, or, in fact, almost

anything.

" I'm glad it's being real on the other side

of the river," said Jane.

" Keep your hand on the charm, Jane,"

said Robert,

hastily. " We

ought to have

a means of

escape handy.

I'm dead cer

tain this is the

sort of place

where simply

anything migkf

happen to us."

" I believe a

hippopotamus

is going to

happen to us,"

said Jane; ." a

very, very big

one."

They had all

turned to face

the danger.

"Don't be

silly little duf

fers," said the

psammead, in

its friendly, in

formal way;

"it's not a river-

horse. It's a

human."

It was. It

was a girl of

about Anthea's

age. Her

hair was short

and fair, and

though her skin was tanned by the sun you

could see that it would have been fair too if

it had had a chance. She had every chance

of being tanned, for she had no clothes to

speak of, and the four English children, care

fully dressed in frocks, hats, shoes, stock

ings, coats, collars, and all the rest of it,

envied her more than any words of theirs

or of mine could possibly say. There was

no doubt that here was the right costume for

that climate. She carried a pot on her head,

of red and black earthenware. She did not

see the children, who shrank back against the

edge of the jungle, and she went forward to

the brink of the river to fill her pitcher. As

she went she made a strange sort of droning,

humming, melancholy noise all on two

notes. Anthea could not help thinking that

perhaps the girl thought this noise was

singing.

The girl filled her pitcher and set it down

by the river-brink. Then she waded into the

water and stooped over the circle of cut

"SHE WENT FUKWAKD TO THE BRINK OF THE RIVfcK TO

PILL HER PITCHER."

reeds. She

pulled half-a-

dozen fine fish

out of the water

within the

reeds, killing

each as she

took it out and

threading it on

a long osier she

carried. Then

she picked up

the pitcher and

turned to come

back, and as

she turned she

saw the four

children. The white

dresses of Jane and An

thea stood out like snow

against the dark forest

background.

The girl screamed and

the pitcher fell, and the

water was spilled out over

the hard mud surface

and over the fish, which

had fallen too, and then

the water slowly trickled

away into the deep

cracks.

" Don't be frightened,"

Anthea cried ; " we won't

hurt you."

" Who are you ? " said

the girl.
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Now, once for all, I am not going to be

bothered to tell you how it was that the girl

could understand Anthea and Anthea could

understand the girl. You, at any rate, would

not understand me if I tried to explain it.

You may think what you like.

Perhaps the children had found

out the universal language which

everyone can understand, and

which wise men so far have not

found. You will have noticed

long ago that

they were singu

larly lucky child

ren, and they

may have had

this piece of

luck as well as

others. Or it

may have been

that but why

pursue the ques

tion farther?

The fact re

mains that in

all their adven-

t u r e s the

muddle- headed

inventions

which we call

foreign lan

guages never

bothered them

in the least.

They could

always under

stand and be understood. If

you can explain this, please

do. I dare say I could under

stand your explanation, though

you could never understand

mine.

that pretended to be silver. It had a glass

heart of turquoise-blue hanging from it, arid

it was the gift of the maid of all work at the

Fitzroy Street house.

"Here," said Anthea, "this is for you.

That is to show

we will not hurt

you. And if you

take it I shall

know that you

won't hurt us."

"THE GIRL HELD OUT HER ARM. ANTHEA SLID

THE BANGLE ON IT."

So when the girl said, " Who

are you ?'' everyone understood at once, and

Anthea replied :-

" We are children, just like you. Don't be

frightened. Won't you show us where you

live ? "

Jane put her face right into the psammead's

basket and burrowed her mouth into its fur

to whisper : " Is it safe ? Won't they eat us ?

Are they cannibals ? "

The psammead shrugged its fur.

"You can always get back to Regent's

Park in time if you keep fast hold of the

charm," it said.

The strange girl was trembling with fright.

Anthea had a bangle on her arm. It was

a sevenpenny-halfpenny trumpery brass thing

The girl held

out her arm.

Anthea slid the

bangle on it, and

the girl's face

lighted up with

the joy of pos

session.

" Come," she

said; "it is

peace between

your house and

mine."

She picked up

her" fish and led

the way up the

narrow path by

which she had

come, and the

others followed

after her.

"This is some

thing like ! " said

Cyril, trying to

be brave. "The

Phoenix adven

tures were no

thing to this."

" Yes," said

Robert, also

assuming a bold

ness he was very

far from feeling ; " this, really and truly, is

an adventure."

The â�¢belt of thick-growing acacia trees and

shrubs â�� mostly prickly and unpleasant-look

ing â�� seemed about half a mile wide ; the

path was narrow and the wood dark ; at last

ahead daylight shone through the boughs

and leaves.

The whole party suddenly came out of the

wood's shadow into the glare of the sunlight

that shone on a great stretch of yellow sand.

dotted with heaps of grey rocks, where spiky

cactus plants showed gaudy crimson and

pink flowers among their shabby, sand-

peppered leaves. Away to the right was

something that looked like a grey-brown
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hedge, and from beyond it blue smoke went

up to the bluer sky. And over all the sun

shone till you could hardly bear your clothes.

"That is where I live," said the girl,

pointing.

As they got nearer to the browny fence

they saw that it was a great hedge about

eight feet high â�� made of piled-up thorn

bushes. *

" What's that for ? " asked Cyril.

" To keep out foes and wild beasts," said

the girl.

"I should think it ought to," said he.

" Why, some of the thorns are as long as my

foot."

There was an opening in the hedge and

they followed the girl through it. A little

way farther was another hedge not so high,

also of dry thorn bushes, very prickly and

spiteful-looking, and within this was a sort of

village of huts.

There were no gardens and no roads.

Just huts dumped down anywhere, built of

wood and twigs and clay and roofed with

great palm leaves. The doors of these

houses were very low, like the doors of dog-

kennels. The ground between them was

not paths or streets, but just yellow sand

trampled very hard and smooth.

In the middle of the village there was a

hedge that enclosed what seemed to be a

piece of ground about as big as their own

garden in Camden Town.

No sooner were the children well within

the inner thorn hedge than dozens of men

and women and children came crowding

round, from inside the huts and from behind

them.

The girl stood in front of the four children

and said :â��

" They are wonder children from beyond

the desert. They bring marvellous gifts,

and I have said that it is peace between us

and them."

She held out her arm with the Lowther

Arcade bangle on it.

The children from London, where nothing

now surprises anyone, had never before seen

so many people look so astonished.

They crowded round the childrenâ��touch

ing their clothes, their shoes, the buttons on

the boys' jackets, and the coral of the girls'

necklaces.

"Do say something," whispered Anthea.

" We come," said Cyril, with some remem

brance of a dreadful day when he had to wait

in an outer office while his father interviewed

a solicitor, and there had been nothing to

read but the Daily Telegraphâ��" we come

from the world where the sun never seta

And peace with honour is what we want.

\Ve are the great Anglo-Saxon or conquering

raceâ��not that we want to conquer you" he

added, hastily. " We only want to look at

your houses and yourâ��well, at all you've got

here, and then we shall return to our own

place and tell of all that we have seen, so

that your name may be famous."

Cyril's speech didn't keep the crowd from

pressing round and looking as eagerly as

ever at the clothing of the children. Anthea

had an idea that these people had never seen

woven stuff before, and she saw how wonder

ful and strange it must seem to people who

had never had any clothes but the skins of

beasts. The sewing, too, of modern clothes

seemed to astonish them very muchâ��they

must have been able to sew themselves, by

the way, for men who seemed to be the chiefs

wore knickerbockers of goat-skin or deer-skin

fastened round the waist with twisted strips

of hideâ��and the women wore long, skimpy

skirts of animal skins. The people were not

very tall â�� their hair was fair, and men

and women both had it short. Their eyes

were blue, and that seemed odd in Egypt.

Most of them were tattooed like sailors, only

more roughly.

" What is this ? What is this ? " they

kept asking, touching the children's clothes

curiously. Anthea hastily took off Jane's

frilly lace collar and handed it to the woman

who seemed most friendly.

" Take this," she said, " and look at it,

and leave us alone. We want to talk among

ourselves."

She spoke in the tone of authority which

she had always found successful when she

had not time to coax her baby brother to do

as he was told. The tone was just as suc

cessful now. The children were left together

and the crowd retreated. It paused a dozen

yards away to look at the lace collar and to

go on talking as hard as it could. The

children knew well enough that they, the four

strangers, were the subject of the talk. They

tried to comfort themselves by remembering

the girl's promise of friendliness ; but, of

course, the thought of the charm was more

comfortable than anything else.

They sat down on the sand in the shadow

of the hedged-round place in the middle of

the village, and now for the first time they

were able to look about them and to see

something more than a crowd of eager,

curious faces.

The women wore necklaces made of beads

of different-coloured stone, and from these
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hung pendants of odd,

strange shapes, and some

of them had ivory and

flint bracelets.

" I say," said Robert,

"THE CROWD PAUSED A DOZKN YARDS AWAY TO LOOK AT

I.ACE COLLAR."

" what a lot we could teach them if we

stayed here !''

" I expect they could teach us something,

too," said Cyril; " did you notice that flint

bracelet the woman had that Anthea gave

the collar to ? That must have taken some

making. Look here, they'll get suspicious if

we talk among ourselves, and I do want to

know how they do things. Let's get the girl

to show us round, and we can be thinking

about how to get the amulet at the same

time. Only, mind, we must keep together."

Anthea beckoned to the girl, who was

standing a little way off looking wistfully at

them, and she came gladly.

" Tell us how you make the braceletsâ��

the stone ones," said Cyril.

" With other stones," said the girl; " the

men make them. We have men of special

skill in such work.''

" Haven't you any iron tools ? "

"What is iron?" said the girl. "I don't

know what you mean."

It was the first word she had not under

stood.

" Of course," said the girl, opening her

eyes wide.

"Are all your tools of flint? " asked Cyril.

I wish I had

time to tell you

of that talk. The

English children

wanted to hear all

about this new

place, but they

also wanted to tell

of their own

country. It was

like when you

come back from

the holidays and

you want to hear

and tell everything

at the same time.

The girl showed them how

the huts were made. Indeed,

) as one was being made that

very day she took them to look

at it. The way of building was

very different to ours. The men

stuck long pieces of wood into

a piece of ground the size of the hut

they wanted to make ; these were

about eight inches apart. Then they

put in another row about eight inches

away from the first, and then a third

row still farther out. Then all the

HE space between was filled up with small

branches and twigs, and then daubed

over with black mud worked with the feet

till it was soft and sticky like putty.

The girl told them how the men went

hunting, with flints, spears, and arrows, and

how they made boats with reeds and clay.

Then she explained the reed thing in the

river that she had taken the fish out of. It

was a fish trapâ��just a ring of reeds set up in

the water with only one little opening in it,

and in this opening, just below the water,

they stuck reeds slanting the way of the

river's flow, so that the fish, when they had

swum sillily in, couldn't get out again. She

showed them the clay pots and jars and

platters, some of them ornamented with black

and red patterns, and the most wonderful

things made of flint and different sorts of

stoneâ��beads and ornaments and tools and

weapons of all sorts and kinds.

" It is really wonderful," said Cyril, patron

izingly, "when you consider that it's all eight

thousand years ago."

" I don't understand you," said the girl.

" It isn't eight thousand years ago," said

Jane. " It's n<m>â��and that's just what I

don't like about it. I say, do let's get home

again before anything more happens. You

can see for yourself the charm isn't here."
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" What's in that place in the middle ?"

asked Anthea, suddenly, pointing to the

fence under which they had been sitting.

''That's the secret sacred place," said the

girl, in a whisper; " no one knows what is

there. There are many walls, and inside the

insidest one // isâ��but no one knows what It

is except the headmen."

" I believe you know," said Cyril, looking

at her very hard.

" I'll give you this if you'll tell me," said

Anthea, taking off a bead-ring which had

already been much admired.

" Yes," said the girl, catching eagerly at

the ring, " my father is one of the heads, and

I know a water-charm that makes him talk in

his sleep. I will tell you. But if they know

I have told they will kill me. In the insidest

inside there is an earthen box, painted, and

in it there is the amulet. None knows

whence it came. It came from very far away

and very long ago."

" Have you seen it ? " asked Anthea.

The girl nodded.

"Is it anything like this?" asked Jane,

rashly producing the charm.

The girl's face turned a sickly greenish

white.

"Hide

it! hide it!"

she whis-

p e r e d.

"You must

put it back.

If they see

it they will

kill us all.

You for

taking it,

and me for

knowing

there was

such a

thing. Oh,

woe, woe ! Why did you

ever come here ? "

" Don't be frightened,"

said Cyril; " they sha'n't

know. Jane, don't you be

such a little jackâ��ape

again, that's all. Now,

tell me " He turned

His breath only served for that, and he

fell on the ground and lay there panting.

" Oh, do let's go home," said Jane.

" Ix>ok here ; I don't careâ��I will ! " She

held up the charm. Fortunately the village

people were too busy to notice her. She

held up the charm, and nothing happened!

" You haven't said the word of power,"

said Anthea.

Cyril hastily said itâ��and still nothing

happened.

" Hold it up towards the east, you silly,"

said Robert.

" Which is the east ? " said Jane, dancing

about in her agony of terror.

Nobody knew. So they opened the fish-

bag to ask the psammead. And the bag had

only a waterproof sheet in it.

The psammead was gone.

" Hide it ! hide it !" whispered the girl,

pointing to the charm.

Cyril shrugged his shoulders, and tried

I4A MAN BOUNDKD IN THROUGH THE OPENING IN THE THORN EDGE."

to the girl, but before

he had time to speak the question there was

a loud shout, and a man bounded in through

the opening in the thorn hedge.

" Many foes are upon us!" he cried.

" Make ready the defences ! "

Vol. xxÂ«t.-80

to look as brave as he knew he ought to

feel.

"Hide it up, Pussy," he said. "We are

in for it now. We've just got to stay and see

it out."

(To be continued.)
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The four children had taken advantage of

the moment's pause, before the crowd turned

to fly, to edge themselves and drag each other

into an arched doorway.

Now they each drew a long breath and

looked at the others.

" We're well out of that" said Cyril.

" Yes," said Anthea; " but I do wish the

poor men hadn't been driven back before

they could get to the King. He might have

done something (or them."

" Not if he was the one in the Bible he

wouldn't," said Jane. " He had a hard

heart."

" Ah, that was the Moses one," Anthea

explained. " The ]oseph one was quite

different. I should like to see Pharaoh's

house â�� I wonder whether it's like the

Egyptian Court in the Crystal Palace ? "

" I thought we decided to try to get taken

on in a temple ? " said Cyril, in injured tones.

" Yes ; but we've got to get to know some

one first. Couldn't we make friends with a

temple door-keeper? We might gi\e him the

padlock or something. I wonder which are

temples and which are palaces," added Robert,

glancing across the market-place to where an

enormous gateway with huge side buildings

towered towards the sky. To right and left

of it were other buildings only a little less

magnificent.

" Did you wish to find the temple of

Amen-Ra ? " asked a soft voice behind them,

" or the temple of Mut ? or the temple of

Khonsu ? "

They turned to find beside them a young

man. He was shaved clean from head to

foot, and on his feet were light papyrus

sandals. He was clothed in a linen tunic of

white, embroidered heavily. He was gay

with anklets, bracelets, armlets of gold, richly

inlaid. He wore a big ring on his finger and

he had a short jacket of gold embroidery,

something like the Zouave soldiers wear, and

on his neck was a gold collar with many

amulets hanging from it. But among the

amulets the children could see none like

theirs.

" It doesn't matter which temple," said

Cyril, frankly.

"Tell me your mission," said the young

man. "I am a divine father of the temple

of Amen-Ra, and perhaps I can help you."

" Well," said Cyril, " we've come from the

great empire on which the sun never sets."

" I thought somehow that you'd come from

some odd, out-of-the-way spot," said the priest,

with courtesy.

"And we've seen a good many palaces.

We thought we should like to see a temple

for a change," said Robert.

"Have you brought gifts to the temple?"

asked the priest, cautiously.

" We have got some gifts," said Cyril, with

equal caution. " You see, there's magic

mixed up in it. So we can't tell you every

thing. But we don't want to give our gifts

for nothing."

" Beware how you insult the god," said the

priest, sternly. " I also can do magic. I

can make a waxen image of you, and I can

say words which, as the wax image melts

before the fire, will make you dwindle away

and at last perish miserably."

" Pooh ! " said Cyril, stoutly, " that's

nothing, /can makejire itself ! "

" I should like to see you do it," said the

priest, unbelievingly.

" Well, you shall," said Cyril; " nothing

easier. Just stand close round me."

" Do you need no preparation â��no fasting,

no incantations ?'' The priest's tone was

incredulous.

" The incantation's quite short," said Cyril,

taking the hint, " and as for fasting, it's not

needed in my sort of magic. Hey, prestoâ��

Union Jack, printing press, gunpowder, Rule

Britannia, come, Fire, at the end of this little

stick !"

He had pulled a match from his pocket,

and as he ended the incantation, which con

tain; 1 no words that it seemed likely the

Egyptian had ever heard, he stooped and

struck the match on his boot. He stood up,

shielding the flame with one hand.

"See?" he said, with modest pride.

"Here, take it into your hand."

" No, thank you," said the priest, swiftly

backing. " Can you do that again ? "

" Yes."

" Then come with me to the great double

house of Pharaoh. He loves good magic,

and he will raise you to honour and glory.

There's no need of secrets between initiates,"

he went on, confidentially. "The fact is, I

am out of favour at present owing to a little

matter of failure of prophecy. I told him a

beautiful princess would be sent to him from

Syria, and lo! a woman thirty years old

arrived. But she was a beautiful woman not

so long ago. Time is only a mode of thought,

you know."

The children thrilled to the familiar words.

" So you know that too, do you ? " said

Cyril.

" It is part of the mystery of all magic, is

it not ? " said the priest. " Now, if I bring

you to Pharaoh, the little unpleasantness I
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on her, " because of the voice of the free

people who are shouting for bread and onions

and beer and a long midday rest. If the

people had what they wanted, he could do

more."

"A rude-spoken girl," said Pharaoh.

" Give the dogs what they want," he said,

without turning his head. " Let them have

their rest and their extra rations. There are

plenty of slaves to work."

A richly-dressed official hurried out.

" You will be the idol of the people,"

Rekh-mara whispered, joyously ; " the temple

of Amen will not contain their offerings."

Cyril struck another match, and all the

Court was overwhelmed with delight and

wonder. And when Cyril took the candle

from his pocket and lighted it with the

match, and then held the burning candle up

before the King, the enthusiasm knew no

bounds.

"O greatest of all, before whom sun and

moon and stars bow down," said Rekh-mara,

insinuatingly, " am I pardoned ? Is my

innocence made plain ? "

" As plain as it ever will be, I dare say,"

said Pharaoh, shortly. " Get along with you.

You are pardoned. Go in peace." The

priest went, with lightning swiftness.

" And what," said the King, suddenly, " is

it that moves in that sack ? Show me, O

strangers."

There was nothing for it but to show the

psammead.

" Seize that monkey," said Pharaoh, care

lessly ; " it will be a nice little noveliy for my

wild beast collection."

And instantly, the entreaties of the children

availing as little as the bites of the psam

mead, though both bites and entreaties were

fervent, it was carried away from before their

eyes.

" Oh, do be careful! " cried Anthea ; " at

least keep it dry ! Keep it in its sacred

house !"

She held up the embroidered bag.

" It's a magic creature/' cried Robert ;

" it's simply priceless."

" You've no right to take it away," cried

Jane, incautiously ; " it's a shameâ��a bare

faced robbery, that's what it is."

There was an awful silence. Then Pharaoh

spoke.

" Take the sacred house of the beast from

them," he said, "and imprison all. To-night

after supper it may be our pleasure to see

mure magic. Guard them well, and do not

torture themâ��yet! "

" Oh, dear," sobbed Jane, as they were led
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away, " I knew exactly what it would be!

Oh, I wish you hadn't! "

"Shut up, silly," said Cyril. "You know

you would come to Kgypt. It was your own

idea entirely. Shut up. It'll be all right."

" I thought we should play ball with

Queens," sobbed Jane ; "and now every

thing's going to be perfectly horrid."

The room they were shut up in was a

room, and not a dungeon, as the elder ones

had feared. That, as Anthea said, was one

comfort. There were paintings on the wall

that at any other time would have been most

interesting. And a sort of low couch, and

chairs.

When they were alone Jane breathed a

sigh of relief.

" Now we can get home all right!" she

said.

" And leave the psammead ? " said Anthea,

reproachfully.

" Wait a sec. I've got an idea," cried

Cyril. He pondered for a few moments.

Then he began hammering on the heavy

cedar door. It opened, and a guard put in

his head.

" Stop that row," he said, sternly, "or "

" Look here," Cyril interrupted, " it's very

dull for you just doing nothing but guard us.

Wouldn't you like to see some magic? We're

not too proud to do it for youâ��wouldn't you

like to see it ? "

" I don't mind if I do," said the guard.

" Well, then, you get us that monkey of ours

that was taken away, and we'll show you."

" How do I know you're not making game

of me ? " asked the soldier. " Shouldn't

wonder if you only wanted to get the creature

so as to set it on to me. I dare say its teeth

and claws are poisonous."

"Well, look here," said Robert. "You

see we've got nothing with us ? You just

shut the door, and open it again in five

minutes, and we'll have got a magicâ��oh, I

don't knowâ��a magic flower in a pot for

you."

"If you can do that, you can do any

thing," said the soldier, and he went out and

barred the door.

Then, of course, they held up the amulet,

walked home through it, and came back with

a scarlet geranium in full flower, from the

staircase window of the Fitzroy Street house.

" Well," said the soldier, when he came

in, " I really am surprised ! "

" We can do much more wonderful things

than thatâ��oh, ever so much," said Anthea,

persuasively, " if we only have our monkey.

And here's two pence for yourself."
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pecked on the smooth, soft gravel were not

black and tumbled like the Museum pigeons

are now, but bright and clean as birds of new

silver. A good many people were sitting on

the seats, and on the grass babies were rolling

and kicking and playingâ��with very little on

indeed.

" It's like a lovely picture," said Anthea,

and it was. For the people's clothes were

of bright, soft colours, and all beautifully

and very simply made. No one seemed to

have any hats or bonnets, but there were a

great many Japanese - looking sunshades.

And among the trees were hung lamps of

coloured glass.

" I expect they light those in the evening,"

said Jane. "I do wish we lived-in the

future !"

They walked down the path, and as they

went the people on the benches looked at

the four children very curiously, but not

rudely or unkindly. The children, in their

turn, looked â��I hope they did not stareâ��at

'the faces of these people in the beautiful,

soft clothes. Those faces were worth looking

at. Not that they were all handsome, though

even in the matter of handsomeness they had

the advantage of any set of people the

children had ever seen. But it was the

expression of their faces that made them

worth looking at. The children could not

tell at first what it was.

" I know," said Anthea, suddenly.

"They're not worried ; that's what it is."

And it was. Everybody looked calm, no

one seemed to be in a hurry, no one seemed

to be anxious or fretted ; and, though some

did seem to be sad, not a single one looked

worried.

But though the people looked kind, every

one looked so interested in the children that

they began to feel a little shy, and turned out

of the big main path into a narrow little one

that wound among trees and shrubs and

mossy, dripping springs.

It wa.s here, in a deep shadowed cleft

between tall cypresses, that they found the

expelled little boy. He was lying face down

ward on the mossy turf, and the peculiar

shaking of his shoulders was a thing they

had seen more than once in each other. So

Anthea kneeled down by him and said :â��

" What's the matter ? "

" I'm expelled from school," said the boy

between his sobs.

" I )o you mind telling us what you'd

done ?"

" Iâ��I tore up a sheet of paper and threw

it about in the playground," said the child.

in the tone of one confessing an unutterable

baseness. " You won't talk to me any more

now you know that," he added, without

looking up.

" Was that all ? " asked Anthea.

" It's about enough," said the child, "and

I'm expelled for the whole day !"

" I don't quite understand," said Anthea,

gently. The boy lifted his face, rolled over,

and sat up.

" Why, whoever on earth are you ?" he

said.

" We're strangers from a far country," said

Anthea. " In our country it's not a crime to

leave a bit of paper about."

" It is here," said the child. " If grown

ups do it they're fined. When we do it we're

expelled for the whole day."

" Well, but," said Robert, " that just means

a day's holiday."

" You must come from a long way off,"

said the little boy. " A holiday's when you

all have play and treats and jolliness, all of

you together. On your expelled days no

one'll speak to you. Even-one sees you're

an expelleder or you'd be in school."

" Suppose you were ill ? "

" Nobody isâ��hardly. If they are, of

course they wear the badge, and everyone is

kind to you. I know a boy that stole his

sistej's illness badge and wore it when he was

expelled for a day. He got expelled for a

week for that. It must be awful not to go to

school for a week."

" Do you like school, then ? " asked

Robert, incredulously.

" Of course I do. It's the loveliest place

there is. I chose railways for my special

subject this year. There are such splendid

models and things, and now I shall be all

behind because of that torn-up paper."

" You choose your own subject ? " asked

Cyril.

" Yes, of course. Where did you come

from ? Don't you know anything 1"

" No," said Jane, definitely ; " so you'd

better tell us."

" Well, on Midsummer Day school breaks

up and everything's decorated with flowers,

and you choose your special subject for next

year. Of course, you have to stick to it for

a year at least. Then there are all your

other subjects, of course, reading and paint

ing, and the rules of citizenship."

" Look here ! " said the child, jumping up ;

" it's nearly four. The expelledness only lasts

till then. Come home with me. Mother

will tell you all about everything."

" Good gracious ! " said Anthea.
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see you haven't done your Duties of Citizen

ship Course yet."

" But beggars, and people like that," per

sisted Anthea, "and tramps and people who

haven't any homes."

" People who haven't any homes ?"

repeated the lady. " I really don't under

stand what you're talking about."

" It's all different in our country," said

Cyril, carefully, " and I have read that it

used to be different in London. Usedn't

people to have no homes and beg because

they were hungry ? And wasn't London very

black and dirty once upon a time ? And the

Thames all muddy and filthy ? And narrow

streets, andâ��â��"

"You must have been reading old-fashioned

books," said the lady. " Why, all that was in

the dark ages ! My husband can tell you

more about it than I can. He took Ancient

History as one of his special subjects."

" I haven't seen any working people," said

Anthea.

" Why, I'm a working person," said the

lady ; " at least, my husband's a carpenter."

" Good gracious ! " said Anthea ; " but

you're a lady ! "

" Ah ! " said the lady, " that quaint old

word ! Well, my husband will enjoy a talk

with you. In the dark ages everyone was

allowed to have a smoky chimney, and those

nasty horses all over the streets, and all sorts

of rubbish thrown into the Thames. And, of

course, the sufferings of the people will hardly

bear thinking of. It's very learned of you to

know about it all. Did you make Ancient

History your special subject ? "

" Not exactly," said Cyril, rather uneasily.

" What is the Duties of Citizenship Course

about ?"

" Don't you really know ? Aren't you

pretendingâ��just for tun ? Really not ? Well,

that course teaches you how to be a good

citizen, what you must do and what you

mayn't do, so as to do your full share of the

work of making your town a beautiful and

happy place for people to live in. There's

a quite simple little thing they teach the

tiny children. How does it go ?

I must not steal and I must learn,

Nothing is mine that I do not earn.

I must try in work and play

To make things beautiful every day.

I must be kind to everyone

And never let cruel things be done.

I must be brave and I must try

When I am hurt never to cry,

And always laugh as much as I can

And be glad that I'm going to be a man,

To work for my living and help the rest,

And never do less than my very best."
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" That's very easy," said Jane. " / could

remember that."

" That's only the very beginning, of course,"

said the lady ; " there are heaps more rhymes.

There's the one beginning :â��

I must not litter the beautiful street

With bits of paper or things to eat ;

I must not pick the public flowers,

They are not mine, but they are ours.

And ' things to eat' reminds meâ��are you

hungry ? Wells, run and get a tray of nice

things."

" Why do you call him ' Wells' ? " asked

Robert, as the boy ran off.

" It's after the great reformerâ��surely

you've heard of him ? He lived in the dark

ages, and he saw that what you ought to do

is to find out what you want and then try

to get it. Up to then people had always

tried to tinker up what they'd got. We've

got a great many of the things he thought of.

Then ' Wells ' means springs of clear water.

It's a nice name, don't you think ? "

Here Wells returned with strawberries

and cakes and lemonade on a tray, and

everybody ate and enjoyed.

" Now, Wells," said the lady, " run off or

you'll be late and not meet your daddy."

Wells kissed her, waved to the others, and

went.

" Look here ! " said Anthea, suddenly ;

" would you like to come to our country and

see what it's like ? It wouldn't take you a

minute."

The lady laughed. But Jane held up the

charm and said the word.

" What a splendid conjuring trick ! " cried

the lady, enchanted with the beautiful grow

ing arch.

" Go through," said Anthea.

The lady went, laughing. But she did not

laugh when she found herself, suddenly, in

the dining-room at Fitzroy Street.

" Oh, what a horrible trick !" she cried :

" what a hateful, dark, ugly place ! "

She ran to the window and looked out.

The sky was grey, the street was foggy, a

dismal organ-grinder was standing opposite

the door, a beggar and a man who sold

matches were quarrelling at the edge of the

pavement, on whose greasy, black surface

people hurried along, hastening to get to the

shelter of their houses.

"Oh, look at their faces, their horrible

faces ! " she cried. " What's the matter with

them all ? "

" They're poor people, that's all,"' said

Robert.

" But it's not all; they're ill, they're un-
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Nobody was quite pleased and nobody

quite knew why.

Jane voiced the feelings of all when she

said, fingering their amulet through the folds

o'f her frock, " We can go back in a minute

if anything nasty happens."

For the moment nothing worse happened

than an offer of food. Figs and cucumbers

it was, and very pleasant.

"I see," said the captain, "that you are

from a far country. Since you have honoured

my boat by appearing on it, you must stay

here till morning. Then I will lead you to

one of our great ones He loves strangers

from far lands "

" Let's go home," Jane whispered. " All

the frogs are drowning now. I think the

people here are cruel."

But the boys wanted to stay and see the

lines taken up in the morning.

" It's just like eel-pots and lobster-pots,"

said Cyril. " The baskets only open from

outside. I vote we stay."

So they stayed.

" That's Tyre over there," said the captain,

who was evidently trying to be civil. He

pointed to a great island rock, that rose

steeply from the sea, crowned with huge

walls and towers. There was another city

on the mainland.

" That's part of Tyre, too," said the captain;

" it's where the great merchants have their

pleasure-houses and gardens and farms,

" Look, look ! " Cyril cried, suddenly â�¢

" what a lovely little ship ! "

A ship in full sail was passing swiftly

through the fishing-fleet. The captain's face

changed. He frowned and his eyes blazed

with fury.

'' Insolent young barbarian ! " he cried.

" Do you call the ships of Tyre little ? None

greater sail the seas. That ship has been on

a three years' voyage. She is known in all

the great trading ports from here to the tin

islands. She comes back rich and glorious ;

her very anchor is of silver."

"I'm sure we beg your pardon," said

Anthea, hastily. " In our country we say

' little' for a pet name. Your wife might call

you her dear little husband, you know "

" I should like to catch her at it," growled

the captain, but he stopped scowling. " It's

a rich trade," he went on. " For cloth once

dipped, second-best glass, and the rough

images our young artists carve for practice,

the barbarian King in Tessos lets us work

the silver mines. We get so much silver

there that we leave them our iron anchors

and come back with silver ones."

" How splendid ! " said Robert. " Do go

on. What's cloth once dipped?"

"You must be barbarians from the outer

darkness," said the captain, scornfully. "All

wealthy nations know that our finest stuffs

are twice dyedâ��dibaptha. They're only for

the robes of kings and priests and princes."

" What do the rich merchants wear,"

asked Jane, with interest, "in the pleasure

houses ? "

"They wear the dibaptha. Our merchants

are princes," scowled the skipper.

"Oh, don't be cross. We do so like

hearing about things. We want to know all

about the dyeing," said Anthea, cordially.

" Oh, you do, do you ? " growled the man.

" So that's what you're here for ! Well, you

won't get the secrets of the dye trade out ol

me."

He went away, and everyone felt snubbed

and uncomfortable. And all the time the

long, narrow eyes of the Egyptian were

watching, watching. The children felt as

though he were watching them even through

the darkness, when they lay down to sleep on

a pile of cloaks. Next morning the baskets

were drawn up full of what looked like whelk-

shells.

The children were rather in the way, but

they made themselves as small as they could.

While the skipper was at the other end of

the boat they did ask one question of a

sailor whose face was a little less unkind

than the others.

" Yes," he answered, " this is the dye-fish.

It's a sort of murex; and there's another

kind that they catch at Sidon ; and then, of

course, there's the kind that's used for the

dibaptha. But that's quite different.

It'sâ��

" Huld your tongue ! " shouted the skipper.

And the man held it.

The laden boat was rowed slowly round

the end of the island, and was made fast in

one of the two great harbours that lie inside

a long breakwater. The harbour was full of

all sorts of ships, so that Cyril and Robert

enjoyed themselves much more than their

sisters. The breakwater and the quays were

heaped with 'bales, baskets, and chests, and

crowded with slaves and sailors. Farther

along some men were practising diving.

" That's jolly good," said Robert, as a

naked brown body clove the water.

" I should think so," said the skipper.

"The pearl-divers of Persia are not more

skilful. WThy, we've got a fresh-water spring

that comes out at the bottom of the sea.

Our divers dive down and bring up the
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A hasty council succeeded the shock of

this announcement. The priest was allowed

to take part in it. His advice was " Stay,"

because they were in no danger, and the

amulet in its completeness must be some

where near, or, of course, they could not

have come to that place at all. And after

some discussion they agreed to this.

The children were treated more as guests

than as slaves. But the Egyptian was sent

to the kitchen and made to work.

Pheles, the master of the house, went off

that very evening, by the King's orders, to

start on another voyage. And when he was

gone his wife found the children amusing

company, and kept them talking and singing

and dancing till quite late. " To distract her

mind from her sorrows," she said

" 1 do like being a slave," remarked Jane,

cheerfully, as they curled up on the big, soft

cushions that were to be their beds.

It was black night when they were

awakened, each by a hand passed softly

over its face and a low voice that whispered:â��

" Be quiet, or all is lost."

So they were quiet.

" It's me â�� Rekh-mara â�¢â�� the priest of

Amen," said the whisperer. " The man who

bought us has gone to sea again, and he has

taken my amulet from me by force; and I

know no magic to get it back. Is there

magic for that in the amulet you bear ? "

Everyone was brilliantly awake by now.

" We can go after him," said Cyril, leaping

up ; " but he might take ours as well. Or

he might be angry with us for following

him."

" I'll see to that," said the Egyptian in the

dark. " Hide your amulet well."

There in the deep blackness of that room

in the Tynan country house the amulet was

once more held up and the word spoken.

All passed through on to a ship that tossed

and tumbled on a wind-blown sea. They

crouched together there till morning, and

Jane and Cyril were not at all well. When

the dawn showed dove-coloured across the

steely waves they stood up as well as they

could for the tumbling of the ship. Pheles,

that hardy sailor and adventurer, turned

quite pale when he turned round suddenly

and saw them.

" Well! " he said. " Well, I never did ! "

" Master," said the Egyptian, bowing low,

and that was even more difficult than stand

ing up, " we are here by the magic of the

sacred amulet that hangs round your neck."

" I never did ! " repeated Pheles. " Well,

well!"

"What port is the ship bound for?"

asked Robert, with a nautical air.

But Pheles said, " Are you a navigator ? "

Robert had to own that he was not.

" Then," said Pheles, " I don't mind

telling you that we're bound for the tin

isles. Tyre alone knows where the tin

isles are. It is the splendid secret we keep

from all the world. It is as great a thing to

us as your magic to you."

He spoke in quite a new voice, and seemed

to respect both the children and the amulet

a pood deal more than he had done before.

" The King sent you, didn't he?" said Jane.

" Yes," answered Pheles ; " he bade me set

sail with half a score brave gentlemen and

this crew. You shall go with us and see

many wonders." He bowed and left them.

" What are we going to do now ? " said

Robert, when Pheles had caused them to be

left alone, with a breakfast of dried fruits and

a sort of hard biscuit.

" Wait till he lands on the tin isles," said

Rekh-mara ; " then we can get the barbarians

to help us. We will attack him by night

and tear the sacred amulet from his accursed

heathen neck," he added, grinding his teeth.

" When shall we get to the tin isles ?"

asked Jane.

" Oh, six months, perhaps, or a year," said

the Egyptian, cheerfully.

" A year of this 1" cried Jane ; and Cyril,

who was still feeling far too unwell to care

about breakfast, hugged himself miserably

and shuddered.

It was Robert who said :â��

" Look here, we can shorten that year.

Jane, out with the amulet ! Wish that we

were where our half amulet will be when the

ship is twenty miles from the tin islands.

That'll give us time to mature our plans."

It was doneâ��the work of a moment; and

there they were, on the same ship, between

grey northern sky and grey northern sea.

The sun was setting in a pale yellow line.

It was the same ship, but it was changed,

and so were the crew. Weather-worn and

dirty were the sailors, and their clothes torn

and ragged. And the children saw that of

course, though they had skipped many,

months, the ship had had to live through

them. Pheles looked thinner, and his face

was rugged and anxious.

" Ha," he cried, " the charm has brought

you back ! I have prayed to it daily these

nine monthsâ��and now you are here. Have

you no magic that can help ? "

"What is your need?" asked the Egyp

tian, quietly.
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Devant's eyes were fixed on the audience.

And it happened that his eyes were more

particularly fixed on that empty chair. So

that he saw quite plainly the sudden appear

ance, from nowhere, of the Egyptian priest.

" A jolly good trick," he said to himself,

" and worked under my own eyes in my own

hall. I'll find out how that's done." He

.had never seen a trick that he could not do

himself if he tried.

By this time a good many eyes in the

audience had turned on the clean-shaven,

curiously-dressed figure of the Egyptian

priest.

" Ladies and gentlemen," said Mr. Devant,

rising to the occasion, " this is a trick I have

never before performed. The empty seat,

third from the end, second row, gallery,

you will now find occupied by an ancient

Egyptian, warranted genuine."

He little knew how true his words were.

And now all eyes were turned on the priest

and the children, and the whole audience,

after a moment's breathless surprise, shouted

applause. Only the lady on the other side

of Rekh-mara drew back a little. She knew

no one had passed her, and, as she said later,

over tea and cold tongue, " it was that sudden

it made my flesh creep,"

Rekh-mara seemed very much annoyed at

the notice he was exciting.

" Come out of this crowd," he whispered

to Robert. " I must talk with you apart."

" Oh, no ! " Jane whispered. " I did so

want to see the Mascot Moth and the ven

triloquist."

" How did you get here ? " was Robert's

return whisper.

" How did you get to Egypt and to Tyre ?"

retorted Rekh-mara. "Come, let us leave

this crowd."

"There's no help for it, I suppose,"

Robert shrugged, angrily. But they all got

up.

" Confederates," said a man in the row

behind. " Now they go round to the back

and take part in the next scene."

" I wish we did," said Robert.

" Confederate yourself," said Cyril. And

so they got away, the audience applauding

to the last.

In the vestibule of St. George's Hall they

disguised Rekh-mara as well as they could,

but even with Robert's hat and Cyril's Inver

ness cape he was too striking a figure for

foot-exercise in the London streets. It had

to be a cab, and it took the last money

of all of them. They stopped the cab a few

doors from home, and then the girls went in

and engaged old nurse's attention by an

account of the conjuring, and a fervent

entreaty for dripping toast with their tea,

leaving the front door open, so that while

nurse was talking to them the boys could

creep quietly in with Rekh-mara and smuggle

him, unseen, up the stairs into their bedroom.

When the girls came up they found the

Egyptian priest sitting on the side of Cyril's

bed, his hands on his knees, looking like a

statue of a king.

"Come on," said Cyril, impatiently; "he

won't begin till we're all here; and shut the

door, can't you ? "

When the door was shut the Egyptian

said:â��

" My interests and yours are one."

" Very interesting," said Cyril; " and it'll

be a jolly sight more interesting if you keep

following us about in a decent country with

no more clothes on than that."

" Peace," said the priest. " What is this

countryâ��and what is this time ? "

" The country's England," said Anthea,

" and the time's about six thousand years

later than your time."

" The amulet, then," said the priest, deeply

thoughtful, " gives the power to move to and

fro in time as well as in space?"

" That's about it," said Cyril, gruffly.

" Look here ! It'll be tea time directly ; what

are we to do with you ? "

" You have one half of the amulet, I the

other," said Rekh-mara. " All that is now

needed is the pin to join them."

" Don't you think it," said Robert. " The

half you've got is the same half as the one

we've got."

" But the same thing cannot be in the

same place and the same time, and yet be

not one but twain," said the priest. " See,

here is my half." He laid it on the Marcella

counterpane. " Where is yours ? "

Jane, watching the eyes of the others,

unfastened the string of the amulet and laid

it on the bed, but too far off for the priest to

seize itâ��even if he had been so dishonour

able. Cyril and Robert stood beside him

ready to spring on him if one of his hands

had moved but ever so little towards the

magic treasure that was theirs. But his

hands did not moveâ��only his eyes opened

very wide, and so did everyone else's. For

the amulet the priest had worn quivered and

shook, and then, as steel is drawn to the

magnet, it was drawn across the white

counterpane, nearer and nearer to the

amulet warm from the neck of Jane. And

then, as one drop of water mingles with
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" No, no!" cried the priest, in terror.

" No ! " said Jane, too. " Don't let's have

any calling names ! "

" Besides," said Rekh - mara, who had

turned very white indeed under his natural

brownness, " I was only going to say that

though there isn't any name under "

" There is," said the psammead, threaten

ingly.

" Well, even if there wasn't, I will be

bound by the wordless oath of your strangely

upright land, and having said that I will be

your friendâ��I will be it."

" Then that's all right," said the psammead,

"and there's the tea bell, What are you

going to do with your distinguished partner?

He can't go down to tea like that, you know."

"You see we can't do anything till the

third of December," said Anthea ; " that's

when we are to find the whole charm. What

can we do with Rekh-mara till then ? "

" Box-room," said Cyril, briefly, " and

smuggle up his meals. It will be rather

fun."

" Like a fleeting Cavalier concealed from

exasperated Roundheads," said Robert.

" Yes."

So Rekh mara was taken up to the box-

room and made as comfortable as possible

in a snug nook between an old nursery fender

and the wreck of a big four-poster. They gave

him a big rag-bag to sit on, and an old, moth-

eaten fur coat off the nail on the door to keep

him warm. And when they had had their

own tea they took him some. He did not

like the tea at all, but he liked the bread and

butter and cake that went with it. They

took it in turns to sit with him during the

evening, and left him fairly happy and quite

settled for the night.

But when they went up in the morning

with a kipper, a quarter of which each of

them had gone without at breakfast, Rekh-

mara had vanished ! There was the cosy

comer, with the rag-bag and the moth-eaten

fur coat, but the cosy corner was empty.

" Good riddance ! " was naturally the first

delightful thought in each mind. The second

was less pleasing, because everyone at once

remembered that since his amulet had been

swallowed up by theirsâ��which hung once

more round the neck of Janeâ��he could

have no possible means of returning to his

Egyptian past. Therefore he must be still

in England, and, probably, somewhere quite

near them, plotting mischief. The attic was

searched to prevent mistakes, but quite

vainly.

" The best thing we can do," said Cyril,

is to go and tell the psammead and see what

it says."

" No," said Anthea ; " let's ask the learned

gentleman. If anything has happened to

Rekh-mara, a gentleman's advice would be

more useful than a psammead's. And the

learned gentleman'll only think it's a dream,

like he always does."

They tapped at the door, and on the

"Come in" entered. The learned gentle

man was sitting in front of his untasted

breakfast, Opposite him in the easy-chair

sat Rekh-mara !

" Hush !" said the learned gentleman, very

earnestly; " please hush ! or the dream will

go. I am learningâ��oh, what have I not

learned in the last hour !"

" In the grey dawn," said the priest, " I

left my hiding-place, and finding myself

among these treasures from my own country

I remained. I feel more at home here,

somehow."

" Of course, I know it's a dream," said the

learned gentleman, feverishly. " But, oh,

ye gods, what a dream ! By Jove "

" Call not upon the gods," said the priest,

" lest ye raise greater ones than you can con

trol. Already," he explained to the children,

" he and I are as brothers, and his welfare is

dear to me as my own."

" He has told me," the learned gentleman

began ; but Robert interrupted. (This was

no moment for manners.)

" Have you told him," he asked the priest,

" all about the amulet ? "

" No," said Rekh-mara.

Rekh-mara hesitated, then told; and,

oddly enough, none of the children ever

could remember afterwards what it was that

he did tell. Perhaps he used some magic to

prevent their remembering.

"Then tell him now. He is very learned ;

perhaps he can tell us what to do."

When he had done the learned gentleman

was silent, leaning his elbow on the table and

his head on his hand.

" Dear Jimmy," said Anthea, gently, " don't

worry about jt. We are sure to find it to-day,

somehow."

" Yes," said Rekh-mara, " and perhaps with

it, Death."

" It's to bring us our hearts' desire," said

Robert.

" Who knows," said the priest, " what

things undreamed of and infinitely desirable

lie beyond the dark gates ? "

" Oh, don't.'" said Jane, almost whimpering.

The learned gentleman raised his head

suddenly.





47Â°

THE STRAND MAGAZINE.

nurse's voice, very much higher and squeakier

and more excited than usual.

" Oh, bother ! " said everyone, Cyril adding,

" You just go on with the dream for a sec,

Mr. Jimmy. We'll be back directly. Nurse'll

come up if we don't. She wouldn't think

Rekh-mara was a dream."

Then they went down. Nurse was in the

hall, an orange envelope in one hand and a

pink paper in the other.

" Your pa and ma's come home. ' Reach

London eleven-fifteen. Prepare rooms,' and

signed in their two names."

" Oh, hooray, hooray, hooray ! " shouted

the boys and Jane. But Anthea could not

shout. She was nearer crying.

" Oh!" she said, almost in a whisper.

" Then it was true. And we have got our

hearts' desire."

" Mercy me ! " said old nurse. " I shall

have a nice to-do getting things straight for

your pa and ma."

"Oh, never mind, nurse," said Jane, hugging

her ; " isn't it just too lovely for anything ? "

"We'll come and help you," said Cyril;

" there's just something upstairs we've got to

settle up, and then we'll all come and help

you."

"Get along with you," said old nurse, but

she laughed jollily. " Nice help you'll be.

I know you. And it's ten o'clock now."

There was, in fact, something upstairs that

they had to settle â�� quite a considerable

something, too. And it took much longer

than they expected.

A hasty rush into the boys' room secured

the psammead, very sandy and very cross.

"It doesn't matter how cross and sandy it

is, though," said Anthea; " it ought to be

there at the final council."

" It'll give the learned gentleman fits, I

expect," said Robert, " when he sees it."

But it didn't.

'' The dream is growing more and more

wonderful," he exclaimed, when the psam

mead had been explained to him.

"Now," said Robert, "Jane has got the

half amulet and I've got the whole. Show

up, Jane.1'

Jane untied the string and laid her half

amulet on the table, littered with dusty

papers, and the clay cylinders, marked all

over with little marks like the little prints of

birds' little feet.

Robert laid down the whole amulet, and

Anthea gently restrained the eager hand of

the learned gentleman as it reached out

yearningly towards the " perfect specimen."

And then, just as before on the Marcella

quilt, so now on the dusty litter of papers

and curiosities, the half amulet quivered and

shook, and then, as steel is drawn to a

magnet, it was drawn across the dusty manu

scripts, nearer and nearer to the perfect

amulet, warm from the pocket of Robert.

And then, as one drop of water mingles with

another when the panes of the window are

wrinkled with rain, as one bead of mercury is

drawn into another bead, the half amulet,

that was the children's and was also Rekh-

mara's, slipped into the whole amulet, and

behold there was only oneâ��the perfect and

ultimate charm.

" And that's all right," said the psammead,

breaking a breathless silence.

" Yes," said Anthea, " and we've got our

hearts' desire. Father and mother and the

Lamb are coming home to-day."

" But what about me ? " said Rekh-mara.

" What tr your heart's desire ?" Anthea

asked.

"Great and deep learning," said the priest,

without a moment's hesitation. " A learning

greater and deeper than that of any man of

my land and my time. But learning too

great is useless. If I go back to my own

land and my own age, who will believe my

tales of what I have seen in the future ? Let

me stay here and be the great knower of all

that has been, in that our time, so living to

me, so old to you, about which your learned

men speculate unceasingly, and often, he tells

me, vainly."

" If I were you," said the psammead, " I

should ask the amulet about that. It's a

dangerous thing, trying to live in a time that's

not your own. You can't breathe an air

that's thousands of centuries ahead of your

lungs without feeling the effects of it, sooner

or later. Prepare the mystic circle and

consult the amulet."

" Oh, what a dream ! " cried the learned

gentleman. " Dear children, if you love me

â��and I think you do, in dreams and out of

themâ��prepare the mystic circle and consult

the amulet."

They did. As once before, when the sun

had shone in August splendour, they crouched

in a circle on the floor. Now the air outside

was thick and yellow with the fog that, by

some strange decree, always attends the

Cattle Show week. And in the street costers

were shouting. Jane saidâ��for the last time

â��the word of power, "Ur-hekan-setcheh."

And instantly the light went out, and all the

sounds went out too, so that there was a

silence and a darkness, both deeper than any
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and the desire of great things. So Jane took

the amulet from Robert and held it up be

tween the two men, and said, for the last

time, the word of power :â��

" Ur-hekan-setcheh."

The perfect amulet grew into a double

arch ; the two arches leaned to each otherâ��

making a great A.

" A stands for Amen," whispered Jane.

" What he was a priest of."

" Hush ! " breathed Anthea.

The great double arch glowed in and

through the green light that had been there

since the name of power had just been

spoken ; it glowed with a light more bright

yet more soft than the other lightâ��a light

that the children could bear to look upon â��

a glory and splendour and sweetness un

speakable.

"Come!" cried Rekh-mara, holding out

his hands.

" Come ! " cried the learned gentleman ;

and he also held out his hands.

Each moved forward, under the glowing,

glorious arch of the perfect amulet.

Then Rekh-mara quivered and shook, and,

as steel is drawn to a magnet, he was drawn

under the arch of magic, nearer and nearer

to the learned gentleman. And, as one

drop of water mingles with another when

the window-glass is rain-wrinkled, as one

quicksilver bead is drawn to another quick

silver bead, Rekh-mara, Divine Father of

the Temple of Amen-Ra, was drawn into,

slipped into, disappeared into, and was one

with Jimmy, the good, beloved, and learned

gentleman.

And suddenly it was good daylight, and

the December sun shone. The fog had

passed away like a dream.

The amulet was there, little and complete,

in Jane's hand, and there were the other

children and the psammead and the learned

gentleman. But Rekh-maraâ��or the body of

Rekh-maraâ��was not there any more. As

for his soul _

" Oh, the horrid thing!" cried Robert, and

put his foot on a centipede as long as your

finger, that crawled and wriggled and

squirmed at the learned gentleman's feet.

" That," said the psammead, "was the evil

in the soul of Rekh-mara."

There was a deep silence.

" Then Rekh-mara's him now," said Jane,

at last.

" All that was good in Rekh-mara," said

the psammead.

" He ought to have his heart's desire too,"

said Anthea, in a sort of stubborn gentleness.

"His heart's desire," said the psammead,

" is the perfect amulet you hold in your

hand. Yesâ��and has been ever since he lirst

saw the broken half of it."

" We've got ours," said Anthea, softly.

" Yes," said the psammead. Its voice

was crasser than they had ever heard it.

" Your parents are coming home. And

what's to become of me 1 I shall be found

out and made a show of, and degraded in

every possible way. I know they'll make me

go into Parliamentâ��hateful placeâ��all mud

and no sand. That beautiful Baalbec temple

in the desert! Plenty of good sand there,

and no politics ! I wish I were there, safe

in the past, that I do."

" I wish you were," said the learned

gentleman absently, yet polite as ever.

The psammead swelled itself up, turned its

long snail's eyes in one last lingering look at

Antheaâ��a loving look, she always said, and

thoughtâ��andâ��vanished !

" Well," said Anthea, after a silence, " I

suppose it's happy. The only thing it ever

did really care tor was sand."

" My dear children," said the learned

gentleman, " I must have fallen asleep. I've

had the most extraordinary dream."

"I hope it was a nice one," said Cyril,

with courtesy.

" Yesâ��I feel a new man after it. Absolutely

a new man."

There was a ring at the front-door bell, the

opening of a door, voices. " It's them ! "

cried Robert. A thrill ran through four

hearts. " Here," cried Anthea, snatching

the amulet from Jane and pressing it into the

hand of the learned gentleman, " hereâ��it's

yoursâ��your very own, a present from us,

because you're Rekh-mara as well asâ��I

mean because you're such a dear."

She hugged him briefly but fervently, and

the four swept down the stairs to the hall,

where a cabman was bringing in boxes, and

where, heavily disguised in travelling cloaks

and wraps, was their hearts' desireâ��threefold :

mother, father, and the Lamb.

" Bless me ! " said the learned gentleman,

left alone ; " bless me! What a treasure !

The dear children ! It must be their affec

tion that has given me these luminous

aperfus. I seem to see so many things now

â��things I never saw before! The dear

children ! The dear, dear children !"

THE END.
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