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count your money !
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.

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 tail—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 whole party
back hurriedly on to the wainscoting of
hutches with which the shop was lined.
‘“ Lookee here. 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 é¢ a buyer—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

On your honour, don’t
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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 tkat?”

“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. Now-——

“Ho! ’e does, does ’e? ” he said. “ Then
two pun ten’s my price. He’s not got his
fellow, that monkey aint. Two pun ten,
down on the nail, or Aou¢ 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.
Anthea remembered, and said :—

“Oh, I wisk 1 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 counter—some-
thing seemed to slide under it. She lifted
her hand. There lay five bright half-
sovereigns.

“ Why, I Aave got it after all!” she said.
“ Here’s the money; now let’s have the
sammy—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 dcor gingerly,and made a sudden

Then
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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 :—

“ 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 7/ don't,” said Anthea. “I'm
sorry I'm so stupid.”

“ Well—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?”

“T 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 :—

“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
—still perfect—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 [ lay still. And
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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 [ 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 one—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 :—

“Can you take us into the past—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
now——for us—won’t it ?”

He appealed to the psammead, who said,
kindly :— .

“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 it—all of you?”

“Yes,” said the voice. “You must hold
me up—and speak the word of power—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.”

““I'hat’s a nice look-out,” said Robert.

“When you desire to return,” 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 dazzle-
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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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 1s 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 — made of piled-up thom
bushes. .

“What'’s that for?” asked Cyril.

“‘I'o 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 :—

“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 children—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 Telegraph—*‘we come
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from the world where the sun never sets
And peace with honour is what we want.
We are the great Anglo-Saxon or conquering
race—not that we want to conquer yow,” he
added, hastily. “We only want to look at
your houses and your—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 much—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 hide—and the women wore long, skimpy
skirts of animal skins. The people were not
very tall — 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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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 #4a#,” 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 for them.”

“Not if he was the one in the Bible he
wouldn’t,” said Jane. *“ He had a bard
heart.”

““Ah, that was the Moses one,” Anthea
explained. “ The Joseph one was quite
different. I should like to see Pharaoh’s
house — I wonder whether it’s like the
Egyptian Court in the Crystal Palace?”

“T 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 give 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 perbaps 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 meny palaces.

THE STRAND
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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 kave got some giits,” 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,
nothing. 7 can make fire 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—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, presto—-
Union Jack, printing press, gunpowder, Rule

“ that’s

"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-
tainc 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?”

119 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 bheautiful 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.

“Tt is part of the mystery of all magic, is
it not?” said the prest. . “Now, if I bring
you to Pharach, 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 rudespoken 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.

“QO greatest of all, before whom sun and
moon and stars bow down,” said Rekh-mar3,
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 anice little novelty for my
wild beast collection.”

And instantly, the entreaties of the children
availing as Iittle as the bites of the psam-
mead, though both bites and entreatics were
fervent, it was carried away from before their
cyes.

g Oh, 4o 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 shame—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
more magic. Guard them well, and do not
torture them—yet ! ”

‘“ Oh, dear,” sobbed Jane, as they were led
Vol. xxxi—15,
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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 Egypt. 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 you—wouldn’t you
like to see it ?”

“ 1 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 magic —oh, I
don’t know—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 that— oh, ever so much,” said Anthea,
persuasively; 4 if ar¢ronly have our monkey.
And hpre’s;two, pence fon jyourself.”

1
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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 playing—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.

“T 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 —I hope they did not stare—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 stemed 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 was 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 : —

“What’s the matter?”

“I'm expelled from school,” said the boy
between his sobs.

“Do you mind telling us what you'd
done?”

“T—1I tore up a sheet of paper and threw
it about in the playground,” said the child,

227

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. Everyone sees you're
an expelleder or you’d be in school.”

*“ Suppose you were ill ? ”

“Nobody is—hardly. If they are, of
course they wear the badge, and everyone is
kind to-you. I know a boy that stole his
sisteg’s illness badge and wore it when he was
expelled for a day. /e got expelled for a
week for that. It must be awful not to go to
school for a week.”

“Do you /like school,
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 anvthing 7"

“No,” said Jane, definitely; “so you'd
better tell us.”

“ Well, on Midsummer Day school breaks
up and everythmgs 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, readmg and paint-
ing, and the rules of citizenship.”

“Good gracious ! ” said Anthea.

“ 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.”

then ? ” asked
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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
repeated the lady. ‘I really don’¢ 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, and——" )

“You musthave 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 w:// 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 yox# 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
pretending—just for fun? Reallynot? 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 o 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.”

any homes?”

229
“That’s very easy,” said Jane. “.J could
remember that.”

“ That’s only the very beginning, of course,”
said the lady ; “ there are heaps more rhymes.
There’s the one beginning :—

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 me—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 reformer—surely
you’ve heard of zzm 7 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 o 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 Aorrible 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.

“QOh, 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 ot all when she
said, fingering Zkerr amulet through the folds
of her frock, “ We can 8o back in a minute
if anything nasty happens.”

For the moment nothing worse happened
than an offer of food. Figs and cucumbers
1t 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. 1 think the
people here are cruel.”

But the hoys 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 -
“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 /#/e? 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 glorlous ;
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,”

347
“ How splendid ! ” said Robert. *“ Do go
on. What’s cloth once dipped ?”

“You mus? be barbarians from the outer
darkness,” said the captain, scornfully. Al
wealthy nations know that our finest stuffs
are twice dyed—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. Owr merchants
are princes,” scowled the skipper.

“Qh, don’t be cross. We do so like
hearmg about things. We want to know a//
about the dyeing,” said Anthea, cordially.

“QOh, 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 of
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 moming 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
dlbaptha But that's quite different.
It's—

“ Hold 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. Why, we've got a fresh-water spring
that comes out at the bottom of the sea.
Our diverstdive ' '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 :—

‘“ Be quiet, or all is lost.”

So they were quiet.

“It's me-— Rekh-mard — 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 Tyrian 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 1”7
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“ 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, *“1 don’t mind
telling you that were 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 20od 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 7” 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 :—

“ 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 done—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 months—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. T'll find out how that's done.” He
Jhad 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 occupled 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-mard drew back a little. She Anew
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-mard 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
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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-mard 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 :—

“ 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 t4at.”

“ Peace,” said the priest. ‘What is this
country—and what is this zme 7”7

“The country’s England,” said Anthea,

“and the time’s about six thousand years
later than youwr time.”

“'I'he 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-mari. ¢ 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 it—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 move—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 - mari, who bhad
turned very white indeed under his natural
brownness, “I was only going to say that
though there isn’t any name under——"

“There #s,” said the psammead, threaten-
ingly.

“Well, even if there wasn’s, I will be
bound by the wordless oath of your strangely
upright land, and having said that I wnll be
your friend—1 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.
(14 Yes- »

So Rekh mard 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
corner, 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 theirs—which hung once
more round the neck of Jane—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, plottmg mischief. The attic was
searched to prevent mistakes, but qulte
vainly.

“ The best thing we can do,” said Cynl
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is to go and tell the psammead and see what
it says.”

“No,” said Anthea; “let’s ask the learned
gentleman. If anything 4as happened to
Rekh-mar3, 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-mari !

“ Hush |” said the learned gentleman, very
earnestly ; “please hush! or the dream will
go. I am learning—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.

“Then tell him now. He is very learned ;
perhaps he can tell us what to do.”

Rekh-marda 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.

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. Weare sure to find it to-day,
somehow.”

“Yes,” said Rekh-mar3, “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 ?”

“Qh, don’t !” said Jane, almost whimpering.

The learned gentleman raised his head
suddenly.
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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. Sk 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 Aave got our
hearts’ desire.” ‘

“Mercy me!” said old nurse. “I shall
have a nice to—do getung things straight for
your pa and ma.”

“Oh, never mind, nurse,’ ’ said Jane, hugging
her; « st 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

ou.”
’ “Get along with you,” said old nurse, but
she laughed jollily. “Nice help youw'/l be.
I know you. And it’s ten o’clock now.”

There was, in fact, something upstairs that
they had to settle— 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.”

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.”
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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-
mard’s, slipped into the whole amulet, and
behold there was only one—the perfect and
ultimate charm.

“ And tkaf'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 #s 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, 4e tells
me, vainly.”

“If I were you,” said the psammead, “1
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
—and I think you do, in dreams and out of
them—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 said—for the last time
—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 :—

¢ Ur-hekan-setcheh.”

The perfect amulet grew into a double
arch ; the two arches leaned to each other—
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 light—a light
that the children could bear to look upon—
a glory and splendour and sweetness un-
speakable.

“Come!” cried Rekh-mard, 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-mard, 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-mara—or the body of
Rekh-mari—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 4im now,” said Jane,
at last.

“All that was good in Rekh-mar3,” 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 periect amulet you hold in your
hand. Yes—and has been ever since he first
saw the broken half of it.”

“ We've got ours,” said Anthea, softly.

“Yes,” said the psammead. Its voice
was crosser than they had ever heard it.
“Your parents are coming home. And
what’s to become of me? 1 shall be found
out and made a show of, and degraded in
every possible way. I Znow they’ll make me
go into Parliament—hateful place—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
Anthea—a loving look, she always said, and
thought—and—vanished !

“Well,” said Anthea, after a silence, “I
suppose it's happy. The only thing it ever
did really care for was sand.”

“My dear children,” said the learned
gentleman, “ I must have fallen asleep. I've
had the most extraordinary dream.”

“] hope it was a nice one,” said Cyril,
with courtesy.

“ Yes—1I 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 rhem!”
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, ‘ here—it’s
Yyours—your very own, a present from us,
because youre Rekh-marai as well as—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’ desire—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
apercus. 1 seem to see so many things now
—things I never saw before! The dear
children! The dear, dear children !”

THE END.
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