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  IN this, the fourth volume of the memoirs of Amelia Peabody Emerson (Mrs Radcliffe Emerson), the editor once again deems it
  expedient to explain certain anomalies and obscurities in the text. Mrs Emerson was not as careful as she might have been about noting the dates of her entries. She seems to have picked up the
  current volume of her journal and scribbled away until something happened to distract her. However, from certain internal evidence, it seems likely that the current volume concerns events of the
  189596 season. (Egyptologists tend to use this method of dating, since the archaeological year runs from late fall until early spring, the climate of Egypt making summer
  excavations extremely difficult.)


  As the editor has had occasion to mention, the names of most of the persons involved have been changed, in order to spare the feelings of descendants of said individuals. The informed reader
  will recognize some names as those of well-known archaeologists, who appear only peripherally. Mrs Emerson seems to have been fairly accurate in describing their activities; however, it would be a
  serious error to assume that she was equally accurate in reporting their conversations with her, for, like her distinguished husband, she had a decided tendency to attribute to other people
  opinions of her own.


  Another obscurity in the ur-text (if the editor may so describe the journals themselves) arises from the fact that at some point Mrs Emerson apparently decided to edit them for eventual
  publication. (See her remarks on p. 701) Since she was as inconsistent about her revision as she was about dating her pages, the result is sometimes a peculiar blend of journalistic and
  novelistic styles.


  In other words, none of the eccentricities of the present volume are the responsibility of the editor. She has done the best she could and would suggest that complaints, criticisms, and other
  pejorative comments be addressed to the heirs of Professor and Mrs Emerson, not to her.


  



  I
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  MY dear Peabody, said Emerson, pray correct me if I am mistaken; but I sense a diminution of that
  restless ardour for living that is so noted a characteristic of yours, particularly upon occasions such as this. Since that happy day that saw us united, never a cloud has dimmed the beaming orb of
  matrimonial bliss; and that remarkable circumstance derives, I am certain, from the perfect communion that marks our union. Confide, I implore, in the fortunate man whose designated role is to
  support and shelter you, and whose greatest happiness is to share your own.


  I felt certain Emerson must have worked this speech out in advance. No one talks like that in the course of ordinary conversation.


  I knew, however, that the formality of his speech failed adequately to express the sincere devotion that had inspired it. My dear Emerson and I have been of one mind and one heart ever since the
  day we met in the Egyptian Museum of Bouaq. (In actual fact, our first meeting was distinctly acrimonious. I was a mere tourist at that time, on my maiden visit to the land of the pharaohs; and
  yet, scarcely had I set foot on that fabled soil that the bright flame of Egyptology fervour was kindled in my bosom, a flame that soon became a roaring conflagration. Little did I suspect, that
  day in the museum, as I energetically defended myself against the unwarranted criticisms hurled at me by the fascinating stranger, that we would soon meet again, under even more romantic
  circumstances, in an abandoned tomb at El Amarna. The setting, at least, was romantic. Emerson, I confess, was not. However, a subtle instinct told me that beneath Emersons caustic remarks
  and black scowls his heart beat only for me, and, as events proved, I was correct.)


  His tender discernment was not at fault. A dark foreboding did indeed shadow the joy that would normally have flooded my being at such a time. We stood on the deck of the vessel that had borne
  us swiftly across the broad Mediterranean; the breeze of its passage across the blue waters ruffled our hair and tugged at our garments. Ahead we could see the Egyptian coast, where we would land
  before the day was over. We were about to enter upon another season of archaeological investigation, the most recent of many we had shared. Soon we would be exploring the stifling, bat-infested
  corridors of one pyramid and the muddy, flooded burial chamber of another  scenes that would under ordinary circumstances have inspired in me a shiver of rapturous anticipation. How many
  other women  particularly in that final decade of the nineteenth century  had so many reasons to rejoice?


  Emerson  who prefers to be addressed by his surname, since he considers Radcliffe affected and effeminate (his very words)  had chosen me as his equal partner, not
  only in marriage, but in the profession we both have the honour to adorn. Emerson is the finest excavator of Egyptian antiquities the world has seen. I do not doubt his name will be revered as
  The Father of Scientific Excavation as long as civilization endures upon this troubled globe. And my name  the name of Amelia Peabody Emerson  will be enshrined
  alongside his.


  Forgive my enthusiasm, dear Reader. The contemplation of Emersons excellent qualities never fails to arouse emotion. Nor is his excellence restricted to his intellectual qualities. I feel
  no shame in confessing that his physical attributes were not the least of the elements that made me decide to accept his proposal of marriage. From the raven hair upon his broad brow to the dimple
  (which he prefers to call a cleft) in his chin, he is a model of masculine strength and good looks.


  Emerson appears to be equally appreciative of my physical attributes. Candidly, I have never fully understood this attitude. Mine is not a type of beauty I admire. Features rather less
  pronounced, eyes of a softer and paler hue, a figure greater in stature and more restrained in the region above the waist, locks of sunny gold instead of jetty black  these are my ideals of
  female loveliness. Luckily for me, Emerson does not share them.


  His large brown hand lay next to mine on the rail of the vessel. It was not the hand of a gentleman; but to me the callouses and scars that marked those tanned and stalwart members were badges
  of honour. I remembered the occasions on which they had wielded weapons or tools in the course of his labours; and other occasions on which they had demonstrated a delicacy of touch that induced
  the most remarkable of sensations.


  Emerson has many admirable qualities, but patience is not one of them. Lost in my reveries, I failed to respond at once to his question. He seized me by the shoulders and spun me around to face
  him. His blue eyes blazed like sapphires, his lips curled back from his white teeth, and the dimple in his chin quivered ominously.


  Why the devil dont you answer me? he shouted. How can you remain unmoved by such an appeal? What ails you, Peabody? I will be cursed if I can understand women. You
  ought to be on your knees thanking heaven  and ME  for the happiness in store for you. It wasnt easy, you know, persuading de Morgan to give up the site to us; it
  required all the subtle tact of which I am capable. No one but I could have done it. No one but I would have done it. And how do you repay me? By sighing and moping!


  It would have been immediately apparent, to anyone familiar with the circumstances he described, that Emerson was again engaging in his endearing habit of self-deception. The Director of the
  Antiquities Service, M. de Morgan, had yielded to us the archaeological site at which he himself had worked the previous year, and which had already produced a number of remarkable
  discoveries. However, Emersons subtle tact, a quality that exists only in his imagination, had nothing to do with it. I was not precisely sure what had produced M. de Morgans change
  of heart. Or, to be more exact, I had certain suspicions I preferred not to think about. It was a natural progression from those suspicions to the excuse I now uttered to account for my sombre
  mood.


  I am distressed about Ramses, Emerson. To have our son misbehave so badly, just when I had hoped we might get through one voyage without incident... . How many boys of eight, I wonder,
  have been threatened with keelhauling by the captain of a British merchant vessel?


  That was merely the captains bluff, maritime exaggeration. Emerson replied impatiently. He would not dare do such a thing. You are not concerned about Ramses,
  Peabody; he does this sort of thing all the time, and you ought to be accustomed to it.


  This sort of thing, Emerson? Ramses has done a number of unspeakable things, but to the best of my knowledge this is the first time he has instigated a mutiny.


  Nonsense! Simply because a few ignorant seamen misunderstood his lectures on the theories of that fellow Marx


  He had no business lecturing the crew  or being in their quarters in the first place. They gave him spirits, Emerson, I know they did. Even Ramses would not have spoken back to the
  captain in such terms had he not been intoxicated.


  Emerson looked as if he wanted to protest, but since he obviously shared my opinion he found himself with nothing to say. I went on, What is even more incomprehensible is why the crewmen
  should endure Ramses presence, much less share their cherished grog, as I believe it is called. What possible pleasure could they find in his company?


  One of them told me they enjoyed hearing him talk. Wot a mouth that nipper as was the exact phrase.


  A reluctant smile touched his lips as he spoke. Emersons lips are among his most admirable features, chiselled and flexible, shaped with precise delicacy and yet not lacking in fullness.
  I felt my own lips respond with an answering smile. The untutored sailor had hit the nail on the head, so to speak.


  Forget Ramses, Emerson said. I insist, Amelia, that you tell me what is worrying you.


  Despite his smile he was not in good temper with me; his use of my proper name indicated as much. Peabody, my maiden name, is the one he uses in moments of marital or professional
  approbation. With a sigh, I yielded.


  A strange foreboding has come over me, Emerson.


  Emersons eyes narrowed. Indeed, Amelia?


  I am only surprised you do not share it.


  I do not. At this moment my heart is suffused with the most agreeable sensations. Not a cloud


  You have made your point, Emerson. And if you will forgive my mentioning it, that particular metaphor


  Are you criticizing my rhetorical style, Amelia?


  If you are going to take offence at the least little thing I say, Emerson, I cannot confide in you. I didnt want to cloud your happiness with my worries. Are you certain you want
  me to tell you?


  His head on one side, Emerson considered the question. No, he said.


  You mean you are not certain, or


  I mean I dont want you to tell me. I dont want to hear about your foreboding.


  But you asked


  I have changed my mind.


  Then you share the sense of impending


  I didnt until this moment, Emerson snarled. Curse it, Amelia


  How strange. I was certain the sympathy between us was complete.


  The expression on Emersons handsome countenance might have led an observer to suppose it was not sympathy but rising fury that caused his brows to lower and his eyes to snap. Since I had
  a few doubts on that subject myself, I hastened to satisfy the curiosity he had expressed some minutes earlier.


  Naturally I look forward to the work of this season. You know my enthusiasm for pyramids, and one could hardly find finer specimens than at Dahshoor. I particularly anticipate
  investigating the burial chamber of the Black Pyramid under more auspicious circumstances than those that surrounded our initial visit. Ones critical faculties are not at their best after
  one has been dropped through Stygian darkness into a flooded subterranean pit and left to perish there.


  Emerson had released his hold on my shoulders and turned back to the rail. His eyes fixed on the horizon, he said rapidly, We will have to wait until later in the season to explore the
  Black Pyramid, after the inundation has receded to its lowest point. If the chamber is still flooded, perhaps a pump


  I have also considered that problem, my dear Emerson. However, that is not the issue at the present time.


  A hydraulic pump, with a hose


  Have you forgotten, Emerson, the circumstances under which we first made our acquaintance with the interior of the Black Pyramid?


  I am not so elderly that I suffer from lapses of memory, Emerson replied waspishly. Nor have I forgotten your response when I expressed my intention of dying in your arms. I
  confess I had expected a trifle more appreciation.


  You misunderstood me, Emerson. As I said at the time, I would be happy to have that arrangement prevail should the inevitability of doom be upon us. I never doubted for a moment, my dear,
  that you would find a way out. And I was quite correct.


  I moved closer and leaded against his shoulder.


  Well, Emerson said gruffly. We did get out, didnt we? Though if it had not been for Ramses


  Lets not talk about Ramses or the circumstances of our escape. You know what is on my mind, Emerson, for I am certain that it haunts you in equal measure. I will never forget our
  final encounter with the villain who was responsible for our near demise. I can still see his sneering smile and hear his contemptuous words. This, then, is farewell. I trust we shall not
  meet again.


  Emersons hands clenched on the rail with such force that the tendons stood out like whipcord. However, he did not speak, so I continued, Nor can I forget the vow I made at the
  time. We will meet again, never fear; for I will make it my business to hunt you down and put an end to your nefarious activities.


  Emersons hands relaxed. In a querulous tone he remarked, You may have been thinking that at the time, Amelia, but you certainly didnt say so, not until that young
  whipper-snapper from the Daily Yell interviewed you this past July. You deliberately deceived me about that interview, Amelia. You never told me you had invited OConnell to my house.
  You smuggled him in and smuggled him out, and instructed my own servants to keep me in the dark


  I was only trying to spare you, my dear, knowing how you dislike Mr OConnell. After all, you once kicked him down the stairs


  I did no such thing, said Emerson, who honestly believed this. But I might have done, if I had caught him in my drawing room smirking and leering at my wife and getting
  ready to print a pack of lies about me. His story was absolutely embarrassing. Besides, it was inaccurate.


  Now, Emerson, I must differ with you. I am certain one of us hurled that challenge at the Master Criminal; perhaps it was you who said it. In the interview I may have omitted a few of
  Ramses activities, for I thoroughly disapprove of giving children too high an opinion of themselves. In every other way the report was entirely accurate, and it certainly did not embarrass
  ME. What, am I not to praise my husband for his courage and strength, and commend him for rescuing me from certain death?


  Er, hmmm, said Emerson. Well, but Peabody


  Mark my words, Emerson, we have not seen the last of that villain. He managed to escape us, but we foiled his plot and deprived him of his ill-gotten treasure. He is not the man to accept
  defeat without an attempt at revenge.


  How can you say that? You dont know a thing about the fellow, not even his nationality.


  He is an Englishman, Emerson. I am convinced of that.


  He spoke Arabic with as much facility as English, Emerson pointed out. And you never saw his face when it was not swathed in hair. Never in my life have I seen such a beard!
  Would you know him if you saw him again sans beard?


  Certainly.


  Humph. Emerson put his arm around my shoulders and drew me closer. Well, Peabody, I admit that nothing would give me greater pleasure than to punch that swine on the nose,
  and if he intrudes into our affairs I will deal with him as he deserves. But I have no intention of looking for trouble. I have better things to do. Promise me, Peabody, that you will leave well
  enough alone.


  Oh, certainly, my dear Emerson.


  Promise.


  I promise I will not go looking for trouble.


  My darling Peabody! Emerson drew me into a fond embrace, careless of the watching sailors.


  I had every intention of keeping my word. Why look for trouble when trouble is certain to come looking for you?


  After disembarking at Alexandria, we boarded the train for Cairo. The journey takes a trifle over four hours, and it is considered somewhat tedious by most travellers, since
  the route crosses the featureless alluvial plains of the Delta. To the trained eye of an archaeologist, however, each mound, or tell, indicates the presence of a buried city. Ramses
  and Emerson were constantly arguing about the identification of these sites, an argument in which I took no part since I do not see the sense in debating matters concerning which so few facts are
  known. As I told them, only excavation will determine the truth.


  Not until we were within a few miles of our destination was the view enlivened by the sight of the Giza pyramids in the purple distance, framed by the low Libyan hills. It was always at this
  point, and not on the crowded quay at Alexandria, that I felt I had really arrived in Egypt.


  Emerson smiled at me in silent sympathy before turning back to feast his eyes upon the glorious vision. He had profanely consented to put on his new grey suit, and was looking particularly
  handsome  though I confess that Emersons splendid physique shows to best advantage in his working costume of shabby trousers and a rumpled shirt open at the throat, with rolled
  sleeves baring his muscular forearms. He was not wearing a hat because Emerson consistently refuses to wear a hat even when working under the baking sun, and it is beyond my powers of persuasion
  (extensive though they are) to overcome this prejudice of his.


  The elegance of his appearance was only slightly marred by the great brindled feline perched on his knee. The cat Bastet was staring out the window of the train with an interest as keen as
  Emersons, and I wondered if she realized she had returned to the land of her birth. Ramses would have claimed she did, for he had an exaggerated opinion of the creatures intelligence.
  She had been his constant companion ever since she had joined our family several years before, and was now an experienced traveller, since Ramses insisted on taking her with him wherever he went. I
  must say she was far less trouble than her youthful master.


  Ramses  ah, Ramses! My eloquent pen falters when I attempt in a few words to convey the complex personality contained in the body of the eight-year-old boy who is my only child. Some
  superstitious Egyptians actually claimed he was not a child at all, but a jinni that had taken up its abode in Ramses meagre frame. There are good jinn and evil jinn (the latter being
  commonly called efreets), for this class of mythological beings is morally neutral in origin, an intermediate species between men and angels. I had not chosen to inquire to which class Ramses was
  commonly believed to belong.


  Ramses was grubby and dishevelled, of course. Ramses is almost always grubby and dishevelled. He is drawn to dirt as a crocodile is drawn to water. He had been (for Ramses) relatively tidy when
  we got on the train. An hour or so after we left Alexandria I looked around and found him missing from our compartment. This did not surprise me, since Ramses had an uncanny knack of disappearing
  when the spirit moved him to do so. It was a particularly disconcerting talent in a boy whose normal progression through a room was marked by a singular degree of clumsiness, owing in large part to
  his propensity to undertake tasks beyond his ability.


  At Emersons insistence I went looking for the boy and found him in a third-class carriage, squatting on the floor and engaged in animated conversation with a woman whose flimsy and
  immodest attire left no doubt in my mind as to her profession. I removed Ramses and returned him to our compartment, placing him in a seat next to the window so he could not elude me again.


  He, too, had turned to admire the pyramids. I could see only his filthy collar and the tumbled mass of tight black curls that adorned his head; but I knew his saturnine countenance betrayed no
  emotion to speak of. Ramses countenance is habitually impassive. His nose is rather large, and his chin matches his nose. His colouring is not at all English; one might easily mistake him
  for an Egyptian youth, and it was this resemblance, in addition to his regal manner, that had prompted Emerson to give him the nickname of Ramses. (For I hope the reader knows, without my telling
  him or her, that I would never agree to have a British infant christened with such an outlandish appellation.)


  Since the heads of Ramses and Emerson, not to mention the cat, blocked my view, I leaned back and relaxed  without, however, taking my eyes from the back of my sons head.


  As was my custom, I had engaged rooms at Shepheards. Emerson complained bitterly about staying there. He complains every year, so I paid no attention. Some of the newer
  hotels are as comfortable, but in addition to offering all the amenities a person of refinement can expect, Shepheards has the advantage of being the centre of the haut monde of Cairo. My
  reasons for preferring this hotel are the very reasons why Emerson complains of it. He would much prefer lodgings in the native quarter, where he can wallow in the genial lack of sanitation that
  distinguishes lowerclass hotels and pensions. (Men are by instinct untidy animals. Emerson is one of the few who has the courage to state his sentiments aloud.) Now I can rough it
  with the best of them, but I see no reason to deny myself comfort when it is available. I wanted a few days to recover from the crowded and uncomfortable conditions on board ship before retiring to
  the desert.


  A most reasonable attitude, I am sure all would agree. Emersons claim, that I stay at Shepheards in order to catch up on the gossip, is just one of his little jokes.


  I have heard people say that it is difficult to get accommodations at Shepheards during the height of the season, but I have never had the least trouble. Of course we were old and valued
  clients. The rumour that Mr Baehler, the manager, is in mortal terror of Emerson and fears to deny him anything he asks is, of course, ridiculous. Mr Baehler is a tall, sturdy gentleman, and I am
  sure he would never be intimidated in that manner.


  He stood on the terrace waiting to greet us  and, naturally, the other guests who had arrived on the Alexandria train. His splendid head of silvery-white hair stood out above the crowd.
  As we prepared to descend from our carriage, another conveyance drew up behind. It would have attracted our notice, if for no other reason, because of the effect it had on the guests sitting at the
  tables on the terrace. A kind of universal stiffening ran through them; all heads turned toward the newcomers, and a moment of breathless silence was succeeded by an outbreak of hissing, whispered
  conversation.


  The open carriage was drawn by two perfectly matched greys. Scarlet plumes adorned their harness, and they tossed their handsome heads and pranced like the aristocratic beasts they clearly
  were.


  The driver jumped from his seat and handed the reins to the groom who had been mounted behind. The former was tall and thin, lithe as a panther in riding costume and polished boots. His black
  hair looked as if it had received a coating of the same boot polish; his narrow black moustache might have been drawn in Indian ink. A monocle in his right eye caught the sunlight in a blinding
  flash.


  Emerson exclaimed aloud, By the Lord Harry, it is that villain Kalenischeff!


  Emersons accents are not noted for their softness. All heads turned toward us, including that of Kalenischeff. His cynical smile stiffened, but he recovered himself almost at once and
  turned to assist the other passenger from the carriage.


  Jewels shone at her throat and on her slender writs. Her frock of grey-green silk was of the latest Paris mode, with balloon sleeves bigger around than her narrow waist. A huge cravat of white
  chiffon was pinned by a diamond-and-emerald brooch. Her parasol matched her frock. Under it I caught a glimpse of a lovely, laughing face with cheeks and lips more brilliant than Nature had
  designed.


  The dashing couple swept up the stairs and into the hotel.


  Well! I said. I wonder who


  Never mind, said Emerson, taking me firmly by the arm.


  We had our usual rooms on the third floor, overlooking the Ezbekieh Gardens. After we had unpacked and changed our attire, we went down to take tea on the terrace. Emerson grumbled less than
  usual at the performance of what he terms an absurd social ritual, for we were all thirsty after the long, dusty ride.


  Tea on the terrace of Shepheards is certainly one of the popular tourist activities, but even old hands like ourselves never tire of watching the vivacious procession of Egyptian life
  that passes along Ibrahim Pasha Street. The environs of the hotel teem with crowds of beggars, vendors, donkey boys and carriage drivers, all vying for the custom of the guests. Once we had seated
  ourselves and given the waiter our order, I took a list from my pocket and read it to Ramses. It was a list of things he was forbidden to do. It began, as I recall, with Do not talk to the
  donkey boys, and ended, Do not repeat any of the words you learned from the donkey boys last year. Ramses Arabic was fluent and unfortunately quite colloquial.


  We saw a number of acquaintances pass in and out of the hotel, but none came to speak to us, and there were none with whom we cared to speak; not an Egyptologist in the lot, as Emerson put it. I
  was about to suggest that we retire to our rooms when another oath from my outspoken husband warned me of the approach of someone who had inspired his disapproval. Turning, I beheld
  Kalenischeff.


  He wore his fixed smile like a mask. Good afternoon, madame  Professor  Master Ramses. Welcome back to Cairo. May I ...?


  No, said Emerson, snatching the chair from Kalenischeffs grasp. How dare you address Mrs Emerson? Your very presence is an insult to any respectable woman.


  Now, Emerson. I raised my parasol to indicate another chair. Kalenischeff flinched; he was remembering, no doubt, another occasion on which I had been forced to jab the point into
  his anatomy in order to prevent a rude encroachment upon my nether limbs. I went on, Let us hear what he has to say.


  I wont take much of your time. Kalenischeff decided not to sit down after all. He lowered his voice. I would like to come to an agreement with you. A
  bargain


  What? Emerson shouted. A bargain? I dont enter into agreements with murdering, thieving


  Hush, Emerson, I implored. The people at the adjoining tables had abandoned all pretence of good manners and were eavesdropping as hard as they could. Hear him
  out.


  Kalenischeffs smile stayed glued in place, but drops of perspiration stood out on his brow. I know your opinion of me, he hissed. No bargain, then, only a promise
  from me. I am about to leave Cairo  to leave Egypt, in fact. Only give me a few days to wind up my affairs  dont interfere with me  and I swear you will never see or
  hear from me again.


  Where are you going? I asked curiously.


  That need not concern you, Mrs Emerson.


  You will have to travel to the ends of the earth to escape the long arm of your former master, I said significantly.


  The mans lean face paled visibly. Why do you mention ... What makes you suppose ...


  Come, come, Kalenischeff. It is only too obvious. Something, or someone, has frightened you badly enough to induce you to flee. Who else could it be but that genius of crime, that
  diabolical Master Criminal. We could not prove you were one of his gang, but we knew it to be true. If you mean to betray that all-seeing all-knowing individual, you would do better to cast
  yourself into the arms of the police  or even better, into our arms. I speak figuratively, of course.


  You are mistaken, Kalenischeff muttered. Quite mistaken. I would never ... I have never been involved with ...


  Emersons brows drew together. He spoke in a soft growl that was  as Kalenischeff knew  more menacing than any shout. It is you who are mistaken, you villain. Your
  protestations of innocence do not convince me in the slightest. Tell your master, when next you speak with him, to stay out of my way. The same goes for you. I want nothing to do with either of
  you, but if you interfere with me, I will squash you like a beetle. Have I made myself plain?


  This was not at all the approach I wanted to take. I said quickly, Think what you are doing, Kalenischeff. Confide in us and let us save you. You take a dreadful risk just by talking with
  us. The spies of your dread master are everywhere; if one should see you


  My approach was no more successful than Emersons had been; Kalenischeff paled with horror. You are right, he muttered. And without further ado or further speech, he went
  with stumbling steps toward the door of the hotel.


  Ha, said Emerson, in a satisfied voice. Good work, Peabody. That got rid of the fellow.


  Such was not my intention. Emerson, we cannot allow that rascal to make good his escape; we cannot permit him to delude the young lady who is obviously his latest victim!


  Emerson seized my arm as I started to rise and returned me to my chair with a force that drove the breath from my lungs. By the time I had freed myself, the carriage with the matched greys had
  drawn up before the steps, and the young lady had come onto the terrace. Kalenischeff hastened to hand her into the carriage. The gapers were treated to a view of a dainty buttoned boot and a flash
  of ruffled petticoats as the lady mounted the steps. Kalenischeff swung himself into the drivers seat, snatched the whip from the groom, and cracked it. The horses were off as from a
  starting gate, at a full gallop. Pedestrians and peddlars scattered. One old fruit vendor was a little slow; his sideways stumble saved his old bones from injury, but his oranges and lemons went
  flying.


  I shook my head at Ramses as he started up.


  But, Mama, I hoped I might be of assistance to the old gentleman. As you see, his oranges


  I do not question the purity of your intentions, Ramses. They do you credit; but they almost always end in disaster, not only for you but for the object of your good will.


  But, Mama, dat man dere


  His gesture indicated one of the ragged bystanders, who had come to the aid of the vendor  a tall, well-built fellow in a ragged robe and a saffron turban. He had picked up three of the
  oranges and had sent them spinning into the air in a fairly creditable juggling act. At the moment I took notice of him he turned away; two of the oranges fell neatly at the feet of the lamenting
  vendor, and the other vanished, presumably into the folds of the jugglers filthy robe.


  You are lapsing again, Ramses. I said sternly. How often have I told you I will not tolerate your mispronunciation?


  Quite a number of times, Mama. I am chagrined to have erred in that direction; but as you may have observed, I am inclined to forget myself when under the effect of some strong emotion or
  when taken by surprise, as in


  Very well, very well. Be more careful in future.


  The vendor had changed the tone of his lament upon recognizing Emerson, who was leaning over the rail. It is Emerson Effendi, he cried. O, Father of Curses, see what they
  have done to a poor old man! They have ruined me; my wives will starve, my children will be homeless, my aged mother


  Not to mention your extremely aged grandmother, said Emerson, in extremely colloquial Arabic. The adjectives he used carried an implication that caused the listeners to burst into
  howls of laughter.


  Emerson grinned. He does enjoy having his witticisms appreciated. Dropping a handful of coins into the vendors tray, he went on, Buy a new gibbeh (robe) for your
  great-grandmother, that she may flourish in her profession.


  More raucous male laughter followed this improper remark. Emerson resumed his seat. Catching my eye, and hastily straightening his countenance, he exclaimed, I told you we should not have
  come here, Amelia. What sort of hotel is this, to allow a criminal like Kalenischeff on the premises? I have half a mind to leave at once. Baehler! Herr Baehler!


  It is said that a good hotelier has a sixth sense for impending trouble. It is also said by ill-natured persons that Baehler expects trouble from Emerson and is constantly on the watch for it.
  Be that as it may, the manager appeared as if from thin air and made his way to our table.


  You called me, Professor Emerson? he murmured.


  What are you whispering for? Emerson asked curiously.


  He is attempting, by example, to persuade you to moderate your voice, I said.


  Baehler gave me a look of grateful acknowledgment, Emerson an outraged stare. What the devil are you implying, Peabody? I never raise my voice. I would like to know, Herr Baehler, what
  you mean by letting a rascally reprobate like that in your hotel. It is an outrage.


  You are referring to Prince Kalenischeff?


  Prince? Ha! Emerson exploded. He has no right to the title, or to that of archaeologist. He is a thief and a villain, a member of the ring of antiquities thieves Mrs Emerson
  and I unmasked last year


  Please, Professor. Baehler wrung his hands. People are staring. You are overheard.


  Well, I mean to be overheard, Emerson declared. That is the function of speech, Baehler, to be heard.


  All the same, Herr Baehler is right, Emerson, I said. You and I know the man is guilty, but we could not find legal evidence. We cannot expect Herr Baehler to evict him on
  those grounds. What I would like to know is the identity of the unfortunate young woman he was escorting. She appears to be very young. What is her mother thinking of, to allow her to appear alone
  in public with such a man?


  Baehler hesitated. From his untroubled brow and pleasant half-smile one would have supposed he was unconcerned; but I knew that he yearned to confide in a sympathetic and understanding person.
  He began cautiously, The lady is an orphan. Perhaps you have heard of her. She is a countrywoman of yours  a Miss Debenham. The Honourable Miss Debenham, to be precise. Her father was
  Baron Piccadilly, and she is his sole heiress.


  An heiress, I said meaningfully.


  Emerson grunted. That explains Kalenischeffs interest. No, Baehler, we are not acquainted with the young woman; we do not concern ourselves with the empty-headed upper classes. I
  dont want to hear anything more about this Miss Devonshire, or whatever her name may be. Mrs Emerson does not want to hear about her either. Mrs Emerson has no time for such
  people.


  Hush, Emerson. Mr Baehler knows I never interfere in other peoples affairs; but I feel an obligation in this case, knowing what I know of Kalenischeffs true character. The
  young lady should be warned. If I may be of any assistance ...


  Baehler was only waiting for the opportunity to speak out. I confess, Mrs Emerson, that the situation is  er  uncomfortable. Miss Debenham arrived in Cairo quite
  unaccompanied, even by a personal servant. She soon took up with the prince, and their behaviour has become an open scandal. You are not the first to mention it to me. Reluctant as I am to offend a
  member of the British upper class, I may be forced to ask Miss Debenham to leave the hotel.


  I also lowered my voice. Do you mean that they  that they are ...


  Baehler leaned forward. I beg your pardon, Mrs Emerson. I cant hear what you are saying.


  Perhaps that is just as well. I looked at Ramses, who stared back at me with the owl-eyed blankness that indicated an intense interest in the conversation. I had long since
  abandoned hope that Ramses was ignorant of matters no eight-year-old boy should concern himself with, but I tried to maintain an appearance, at least, of decorum.


  Emerson, I said, take Ramses upstairs and wash him.


  He doesnt need washing, said Emerson.


  He always needs washing. You know we are dining at Mena House this evening, to see the full moon over the pyramids. I would like to get an early start.


  Oh, very well. Emerson rose. Dont think I am unaware of what you are planning, Peabody. Watch yourself.


  When the two of them had gone off, I turned back to Baehler. Speak candidly, my friend. Does Kalenischeff share Miss Debenhams room? You cannot shock me.


  I had shocked Herr Baehler. Mrs Emerson, how can you suppose I would allow such a thing in my hotel? The prince has his own room, some distance from Miss Debenhams
  suite.


  I permitted myself a small ironic smile, which Baehler pretended not to see. Be that as it may, I cannot watch unmoved the headlong rush of a fellow creature to destruction, particularly
  when the fellow creature is a member of my own oppressed sex. We women are constantly taken advantage of by men  I except my husband, of course  and we have a moral obligation to
  stand by one another. I will speak to Miss Debenham.


  Mr Baehler appeared to have had a change of heart. That is so typical of men; they are always asking for something and then deciding they dont want it after all. I am not
  sure, he began.


  But I am. I smiled and poked him with my parasol. Have no fear, Herr Baehler. I will approach the subject with the utmost delicacy. I will simply point out that Kalenischeff
  is a cad, a thief, and possibly a murderer. I fancy that will convince Miss Debenham.


  Baehlers lips quivered. You have your mind made up? Nothing I could say would dissuade you?


  Nothing, I assured him.


  Baehler went off, shaking his head, and I finished my tea. It did not take long, for Ramses had eaten all the sandwiches.


  When I returned to our rooms, prepared to assist Emerson in his toilette, a process that is often unnecessarily prolonged because of his extreme reluctance to assume formal evening dress, I
  found to my annoyance that he and Ramses were gone. So was the cat. How they had eluded me I could not imagine; they must have crept out the back entrance.


  They did not return for over an hour. Emersons coat and collar had been unbuttoned and the cat Bastet, perched on his shoulder, was nibbling disinterestedly at the dangling ends of his
  cravat. Ramses tumbled curls were grey with dust; his boots left green footprints on the floor.


  You have been in the bazaar of the dyers and fullers, I exclaimed. Why, in heavens name?


  Ramses had a fancy for a fez, Emerson explained, stooping so that the cat could step down onto the bed. Where is it?


  Ramses gazed round the room as if he expected to find the headgear in question had moved under its own power and arrived before him. It appears to have been misplaced, he said
  finally.


  I groped for words. Wash, I said.


  Yes, Mama.


  Followed by the cat, Ramses went into his room, which adjoined ours. Sounds of splashing ensued, accompanied by the tuneless humming with which Ramses enlivens his ablutions. Under cover of the
  sound I addressed my husband.


  Well, Emerson?


  Well, Peabody. We must make haste; I had not meant to stay so long in the sk, but you know how these negotiations go; talking and drinking coffee and exchanging
  compliments... He stripped off his coat and tie and shirt as he spoke, flinging them in the general direction of the bed. I picked up each article as it fell to the floor and hung it on a
  hook.


  I do know, I had planned to spend the day tomorrow doing just that.


  Now you wont have to. Emerson turned to the washbasin. I have taken care of everything. We can leave for Dahshoor first thing in the morning.


  Tomorrow morning?


  Emerson splashed and sputtered and shook himself like a large dog. Ah, most refreshing. Wont it be wonderful to be back in the desert, Peabody? Sand and stars, peace and quiet,
  solitude, no confounded distractions ...


  I was extremely vexed with him, but amusement tempered my annoyance. Emerson is as transparent as a child. Also, the ripple of muscle across his back distracted me. I picked up the towel and
  assisted him to dry himself.


  I see through your scheme, Emerson. You want to get me away from Cairo. Very well. Naturally I share your enthusiasm for sand and stars, solitude, and so on. But there are many things I
  must attend to before


  Not at all, Peabody. Abdullah and our men have been at Dahshoor all summer; we decided it was inadvisable to leave the site unguarded, if you recall. I dont doubt that by this time
  they have selected a proper house and arranged it for us, removing to it the possessions we left at Dronkeh last spring.


  Abdullahs idea of a proper house is not mine. I will need


  Whatever you need can be procured after you ascertain what it is you need. The words were a trifle slurred and the speech lacked Emersons usual precision of syntax. I saw
  that he was watching me in the mirror with an expression I knew well.


  Need I shave, Peabody? he inquired.


  Of course you must, Emerson. Your beard is heavy, and


  He turned and wrapped his arms round me, pressing me and the towel to his breast. His cheek brushed mine. Need I shave, Peabody? he repeated hoarsely.


  Emerson, I began, but I got no further for reasons which should be apparent to any reader of sensibility. Since my normal intelligence becomes somewhat muddled under the
  circumstances that then prevailed, I do not know how long it was before an uncomfortable prickling sensation at the back of my neck made itself felt. Freeing myself from Emersons hold, I
  turned to see Ramses standing in the doorway. The cat was in his arms and both were staring unabashedly.


  Ramses, I exclaimed somewhat breathlessly. Are you smiling?


  My expression was one of affable approbation, Ramses protested. It pleases me to see you and Papa engaging in demonstrations of that nature. I cannot as yet explain why that
  should be the case, but I suspect it may indicate some deep-seated need for


  Ramses! Emerson had got his breath back. Return to your room at once. And close the door.


  Ramses promptly vanished, without so much as a Yes, Papa. But the mood had been broken. With an embarrassed cough Emerson reached for his shaving mug. We must do something
  about a bodyguard for Ramses, he said. Or rather, I meant to say, a companion, an escort


  The first word was appropriate, I replied, attempting to smooth my ruffled hair. It was futile, for the strands clung to my fingers with a kind of physical electricity, induced, no
  doubt, by the dry heat. I sat down at the dressing table in order to construct my evening coiffure.


  I wanted to bring a manservant with us, I continued. But you said no.


  We could hardly ask poor John to abandon his new bride, said Emerson, briskly whisking the soap into foam. Once we reach Dahshoor, Selim can take up the duties he performed
  last season.


  Selim was perfectly useless, Emerson. I didnt say so, for I would not hurt the lads feelings for the world, but he proved incapable of preventing Ramses from doing anything.
  Indeed, he became Ramses accomplice in crime rather than his guard.


  What he really needs is a tutor, I went on. His education has been extremely one-sided, to say the least. He can translate hieroglyphic Egyptian as easily as most children
  of his age can read English, but he has only the feeblest acquaintance with the sciences, and none whatever with the history of his great nation.


  He has a good working knowledge of zoology, Peabody. He is always picking up stray animals.


  Physics, astronomy


  Emerson snorted so vigorously that foam flew all over the mirror. He wiped it off with his arm. What difference does it make whether the earth goes round the sun or vice versa? It is an
  inconsequential piece of information.


  It seems to me, Emerson, that that sentiment has been expressed by someone else.


  No doubt. It is the sentiment of any reasoning individual. Never mind about Ramses education, Peabody. He will do well enough.


  He fell silent as he drew the shining blade of his razor across his cheek. Though unconvinced, I refrained from further comment for fear of causing a serious accident. When he had completed the
  delicate operation, I felt it safe to refer to another grievance. So we are to leave in the morning?


  If that is agreeable to you, my dear.


  It is not at all agreeable to me. There are several tasks I had meant to complete


  Emerson whirled, brandishing the razor. Such as interfering in the private affairs of that Miss Devonshire.


  Debenham, Emerson. The ladys name is Debenham. I had meant to speak a kindly word or two  the advice her mother would give her, were she still alive. I will simply have to
  find an opportunity tonight, that is all.


  Curse it, Emerson said.


  Do hurry, Emerson. Mena House will be crowded; the pyramids by moonlight are a popular excursion. No, I went on, winding my braided hair into a neat knot. The tasks I
  referred to were those of shopping. I feel sure you did not get all the articles I need.


  Yes, I did. I even bought a load of those cursed medicines you are always inflicting on people. Ipecacuanha, rhubarb, calomel, blistering plaster


  You didnt get a set of communion vessels, I suppose?


  Communion ... Peabody, I didnt object when you set yourself up as a physician, but I will be forced to protest if you begin administering the sacraments. Not only does that offend
  my principles  for I consider such activities the grossest kind of superstition  but it is sure to get you in trouble with the authorities of the Church of England.


  I presume you jest, Emerson. You know perfectly well why I want the vessels. They are to replace the ones the Master Criminal stole from the church at Dronkeh last year. The distress of
  the poor Sheikh El Beled touched my heart; we cannot restore the originals, so I thought I would get him another set. I dont suppose you even looked for one.


  Antique Coptic religious objects are not easily found, even in the bazaars of Cairo, Emerson retorted. It is all a ridiculous waste of time anyway. Why didnt you just
  bring along a set of bathroom utensils from the Penny Bazaar?


  I ignored this churlish remark, being accustomed to Emersons unorthodox religious views. However, when he reached for his trousers I was moved to remonstrate. Not those trousers,
  Emerson. I have laid out your evening clothes. A tweed suit is


  The only attire appropriate for climbing the Great Pyramid, Peabody. You wouldnt want me to spoil my only set of evening clothes, would you?


  Climb the pyramid? In the dark?


  The moon is at the full, as you know. There will be adequate light, I assure you, and the view from the top of the Great Pyramid is an experience not to be missed. I had planned it as a
  treat for you, my dear, but if you prefer to deck yourself out in a regalia like the one that young woman wore today ... On my word, she resembled nothing so much as a pouter pigeon, and I fully
  expected her to flap up into the air.


  Having recognized the logic of his argument, I prepared to assume one of my working costumes, a tasteful ensemble of purple tweed trousers and a lavender-and-white-checked jacket, with a
  matching parasol. I am seldom without a parasol. It is one of the most generally useful objects an individual can possess, and I knew I would be glad of its assistance in the capacity of a walking
  stick that evening, for the terrain surrounding the pyramids is quite uneven. However, I felt obliged to protest Emersons assessment of Miss Debenhams gown.


  Like all men, Emerson, you have no sense of style. I admit the gown was a trifle extreme, but it was lovely. I must ask Miss Debenham


  Emerson interrupted my speech by planting his lips firmly on mine, removing them to murmur, You require no such artificial adornments, Peabody. You never look lovelier to me than in your
  working trousers and shirtwaist, with a strip of sunburn across your nose and your hair straggling out of its net. No, allow me to revise that. You are even lovelier when you are not
  wearing


  I placed my hand over his mouth to prevent the completion of the sentence, for I felt again the tingling that preceded Ramses advent. Sure enough, I heard the familiar voice: May I
  come in now, Papa?


  Yes, come in, I replied, stepping away from Emerson.


  I wished to ask, Mama, what I should wear, said Ramses.


  I had intended you should wear your black velvet suit.


  Ramses countenance, which seldom displayed emotion of any kind, darkened visibly. The wearing of the black velvet suit was one of the few things that stirred him to open rebellion. I
  could not imagine why the boy felt so strongly about it; with its pretty lace collar and ruffled shirt, it was a perfectly appropriate costume for a lad his age. (Though I must admit it did not
  suit Ramses swarthy, aquiline face and black curls as it would have done had his colouring been more typically English.)


  I was forced to give way on this occasion, since the havoc that would have been wreaked on black velvet be an ascent of the pyramid would ruin the suit. A thoughtful expression crossed
  Ramses face when I expressed this opinion, but he did not, as I had half-expected, offer to wear the suit after all.


  



  II
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  MENA House, at the foot of the Giza plateau, had been open only a few years, but its exceptional location had made it one
  of the most popular hotels in the environs of Cairo. It had been designed to look like an old English manor house on the outside, but the Oriental style prevailed within. A web of soft lights,
  suspended from the high domed ceiling of the dining salon, created an aura of mystery and magic. Mr and Mrs Locke, the owners, had purchased a number of the beautiful antique mashrabiya screens,
  which added appreciably to the charm of the room.


  We were the only guests not in full evening dress, and several people stared rudely as we were escorted to our table by Mr Locke himself. Good Gad, how people gape, Emerson
  remarked. I dont know what has happened to good old-fashioned manners. One would think there was something peculiar about our appearance.


  You and Mrs Emerson are well known, Mr Locke said tactfully. People always stare at celebrities.


  Ha, said Emerson. No doubt you are right, Locke. But it is still bad manners.


  I had hoped we might encounter some of our archaeological friends, but I saw no one we knew. Not until I was studying the menu in order to select a sweet for Ramses did I hear a diffident voice
  murmur my name. I looked up to see a familiar face smiling down at me. It was young Howard Carter; he was happy to accept my invitation to join us for coffee. After greeting Ramses and paying his
  respectful homage to Emerson, he explained that he had come to Cairo on business and had taken the opportunity to run out to Giza in order to enjoy the moonlight over the pyramids.


  Dont tell Professor Naville, he added, with his amiable grin. I am supposed to be working.


  Are you still at Thebes with Naville? I asked. I thought the excavations at Hatasus temple were finished.


  The excavations, yes. But we have a good deal of recording and restoring yet to do.


  I can well believe that, said Emerson. By the time Naville finishes an excavation, it would require a psychic to make sense of the mess.


  You sound like my old mentor Petrie, said Carter with a smile.


  From the chagrin on Emersons face I could see he had forgotten the feud between Naville and Petrie. Emerson had been in a quandary as to which side to take (it would have been against his
  nature to remain neutral). He shared Petries poor opinion of Navilles qualifications, but he hated to agree with his chief rival. He subsided, scowling, as the young Englishman
  rattled on cheerfully, Petrie is a splendid teacher, and I will always be grateful to him, but he is too hard on M. Naville. The latters methods are sometimes a trifle
  hasty


  Emerson could contain himself no longer. Hasty! he cried. Is it true that he has used the old quarry as his dump site? Well, he is a bloo-er-ooming idiot, then, for there
  are undoubtedly tombs in the quarry which he has buried under tons of dirt.


  Mr Carter thought it advisable to change the subject, a decision with which I heartily concurred. Congratulations on obtaining the firman for Dahshoor, he said. It was the
  talk of the archaeological community when de Morgan gave it up to you. Petrie has speculated endlessly as to how you accomplished it; he tried several times to get Dahshoor, but was not
  successful.


  I carefully avoided looking at Ramses. Emerson stroked his chin and smiled complacently. All that was required was the application of a little tact, my boy. Petrie is an admirable fellow
  in some ways, but he lacks tact. He is at Sakkara this year?


  His assistant, Quibell, is there, copying tomb inscriptions, Carter said. He smiled at me. There are several young ladies on his staff this year. You will have to share your
  laurels with others of your delightful sex, Mrs Emerson. The ladies are coming into their own at last.


  Bravo, I cried heartily. Or, to be more precise, brava!


  Quite so, said Carter. Petrie himself has gone on to Karnak, where the others will join him later. I saw him before I left; and I am sure he would have sent his regards had
  he known I would have the pleasure of encountering you.


  This polite statement was so patently false, it failed to convince even the speaker. He hurried on, And Mr Cyrus Vandergelt  he is another of our neighbours. He often speaks of
  you, Professor, and of Mrs Emerson.


  I am sure he does. Emerson shot me a suspicious glance. Mr Vandergelts roughhewn but sincere American gallantry toward members of the opposite sex (opposite to his, I mean)
  had always annoyed Emerson. He suspects every man who pays me a compliment of having romantic designs upon me. I cannot disabuse him of this notion, which has, I admit, its engaging qualities.


  Perhaps you ought to consider working for Mr Vandergelt, Howard, I suggested. He is a generous patron.


  He did approach me, Carter admitted. But I dont know that I would like to work for a wealthy dilettante, however keen his interest in Egyptology. These fellows only
  want to find treasure and lost tombs.


  Carter refused our invitation to join us in climbing the pyramid, claiming he had work to do before retiring. So we bade him good night, and, leaving the pleasant gardens of Mena House behind,
  we started up the slope toward the pyramids.


  Words fail me when I attempt to describe the grandeur of the scene. The swollen orb of the full moon hung in the sky, resembling the disks of beaten gold that had crowned the queens of this
  antique land. Her radiance flooded the landscape, silvering the mighty pyramids and casting eerie shadows over the enigmatic features of the Sphinx, so that he seemed to smile cynically at the
  insignificant human creatures crawling around his base. The sand lay white as fallen snow, broken only by ebon shadows that betokened the presence of a vandalized tomb or sunken shrine.


  Unfortunately this magnificent spectacle was marred by the presence of the vociferous insect Man. Flaring torches and crawling human bodies spotted the pale sides of the Great Pyramid, and the
  night echoed with the shouts of travellers who ought to have remained reverently silent in the presence of such wonders. The voice of one visitor blessed with a mighty set of vocal chords rang out
  above the rest: Hey, Mabel, looka me!


  Mabels response, if any, was lost in the night, but there came a peal of scornful laughter from near at hand. A carriage had drawn up  the same open carriage I had seen leave
  Shepheards earlier. Miss Debenham had changed to an evening frock of white satin. Her bare arms and breast glowed like ivory in the moonlight, and as she turned to address her companion,
  diamonds flashed in the ebony darkness of her hair. Kalenischeff was a study in black and white. The ribbon of some (probably apocryphal) order, cutting across the front of his shirt, had been
  robbed of its colour by the moonlight, and looked like a bar-sinister.


  Impulsively I started toward them, but before I had taken more than a few steps Kalenischeff whipped up the horses and the carriage continued along the dusty road toward the top of the
  plateau.


  Imbeciles, said Emerson. I am sorry we came, Peabody. I might have known every ignorant tourist in Cairo would be here tonight. Shall we make the attempt, or return to the
  hotel?


  We may as well go on now we are here, I replied. Ramses, you are to stay with us. Dont stir so much as a step from my side.


  The self-styled guides, antiquities peddlers and miscellaneous beggars were out in full force. They came pelting toward us with offers of assistance, and of dubious scarabs. The usual ratio of
  assistants is three to each tourist  two pull from above and one pushes from below. It is an awkward and quite unnecessary procedure, since few of the steplike blocks are as high as three
  and a half feet.


  The assault halted as soon as the sheikh in nominal charge of the horde recognized Emerson, whom he greeted with the Essalmu aleikum generally reserved by
  Moslems for others of their faith. Emerson replied in kind, but refused Sheikh Abus offer of men to drag him up the pyramid. He was quite capable of giving me a hand whenever necessary, but
  we did hire two men to hoist Ramses from step to step, his short legs making such an expedient advisable.


  After a lazy summer doing little except riding, gardening, hiking and bicycling, I was a trifle out of condition, and was glad of Emersons strong hand from time to time. Although it had
  appeared from below that the slope was crowded with people, it was not really a populous thoroughfare. We passed one or two other groups, several of whom had paused to rest along the way. From time
  to time I heard the voice of Ramses, carrying on an interminable, if breathless, conversation with his guides.


  The pyramidion and the upper courses of the monument have been removed, leaving on the summit a flat table some thirty feet square. Upon the blocks scattered here and there, a number of the
  successful climbers sprawled in various positions of collapse. Instinctively avoiding them, we moved to one side.


  I had climbed the pyramid before, but never at night. The view, spectacular at any time, is simply magical under the spell of moonlight. To the east, the Nile glimmered like a ribbon of dark
  crystal beyond the still meadows, where the silhouettes of the palms stood black against the sky. Far beyond sparkled and flickered the myriad lights of Cairo. But it was southward that our eyes
  turned, to see beyond the snowy stretch of silent sand the remains of the ancient cemeteries of the once mighty capital of Memphis. There lay our seasons destiny  two tiny points of
  pale stone, marking the pyramids of Dahshoor.


  Such emotion filled me that I was incapable of speech, a condition assisted by a distinct shortness of breath  for Emersons strong arm clasped me tightly. We stood in silence,
  ensorcelled by the magic of the night.


  I lost all track of time as we gazed. It might have been ten seconds or ten minutes before I let out my pent breath in a long sigh, and turned to address Ramses.


  He was gone.


  My first reaction was to doubt the evidence of my senses. Ramses excels in losing himself, but it hardly seemed possible that he could have vanished off a small platform four
  hundred and fifty feet in the air without some sort of commotion. Emerson noted his absence at the same time and was unable  or, what is more likely, disinclined  to repress a bellow
  of alarm.


  Peabody! Where is Ramses?


  He must be here somewhere, I began.


  I thought you were watching him. Oh, good Gad! He threw his head back and shouted at the top of his lungs. Ramses! Ramses, where are you?


  When pronounced in such peremptory tones, Ramses name never fails to attract attention, particularly in Egypt, where it inevitably suggests the summoning, not of a small disobedient
  English boy, but of the ghost of the most famous of ancient Egyptian pharaohs. One of the stouter ladies fell off the block on which she was sitting, and several others sprang to their feet with
  cries of alarm and outrage. Emerson began dashing around the platform, looking behind blocks of stone and ladies skirts, to the increasing annoyance of the persons concerned.


  One gentleman had the courtesy to approach me and offer assistance. He was a portly, round-cheeked American with a bristling white moustache and hair of the same shade, as the prompt removal of
  his hat disclosed.


  I cant quite make out what it is youre after, maam, he said politely. But if Caleb T. Clausheimer can be of any assistance


  What I am after, sir, is a small boy.


  A small boy name of Ramses? Thunder and lightning, maam, but thats a curious name for a youngster! Seems to me I did see a boy here a while back...


  I thanked him abstractedly and hastened to Emerson, who was peering over the edge of the platform. He has fallen off, Peabody. Curse it! Curse it! I will never forgive myself. I should
  have tied him to me with a rope as I usually do; I should have


  Emerson, calm yourself. He cant have fallen off. It is not a straight drop; we would have heard him bounce from step to step, and surely even Ramses would have emitted a cry on
  finding himself falling. No, he has started down by himself, heaven only knows why. I strictly forbade him to leave us


  Emerson rushed to the north side of the platform and looked down that face of the pyramid. It was deep in shadow, but Emersons eyes, keen as an eagles, were further strengthened by
  the desperation of paternal affection. He let out a hoarse shriek. There, Peabody there, do you see? Two thirds of the way down, on the left. Are those not Ramses guides? And
  does not one of them appear strangely hump-backed?


  I could only make out the glimmer of the white robes the Egyptians wore. They resembled a patch of moonlight that was gliding down the weathered stones. There was certainly a group of people
  there  how many, I could not make out  and they were the only climbers on that side of the pyramid, since for obvious reasons the others preferred the lighted sides.


  I cant tell who they are, Emerson, nor can I determine


  But I addressed empty air. Emerson had flung himself over the edge and was bounding down the giant staircase like a man possessed. I immediately hastened to follow him, though at a more discreet
  pace.


  By the time I reached the bottom and found myself ankle-deep in sand, Emerson was nowhere to be seen. I consoled myself by the fact that his body was nowhere to be seen either, so I could assume
  he had reached the bottom unharmed.


  It may seem to the reader that I was more concerned for my spouse than for my son and heir. This was indeed the case. I had long since given up worrying about Ramses, not because of lack of
  affection (my feelings for the boy were those of any mother of an eight-year-old son), but because I had worn out my stock of worry on that subject. By the time he was five, Ramses had been in more
  scrapes than most people encounter over a long lifetime, and I had expended more nervous energy over him than most mothers expend on a family of twelve. I had no more to give. Furthermore 
  though I would be ashamed to confess such irrational thoughts except in the pages of my private journal  I had developed an almost superstitious confidence in Ramses ability not only
  to survive disasters of truly horrendous proportions, but to emerge from them undamaged and undaunted.


  Not knowing what direction Emerson had taken, I set off toward the northeast corner of the pyramid. There was no one about; tourists and guides alike preferred the lighted areas. I had almost
  reached the corner when a cry, faint but pervasive, echoed through the night: Ra-a-a-mses!


  Curse it, I thought. He has gone the other way. Instead of turning, I continued on the same path, for we would inevitably meet in the course of time, and in the
  process we would have circled (if such a word can be used of a structure whose base forms a perfect square) the pyramid.


  The Giza pyramids are only the most conspicuous of the ancient tombs that honeycomb the surface of the plateau. The sand around me was dimpled and scarred by traces of the underlying structures.
  It was necessary to pick ones way carefully for fear of tumbling into an open tomb chamber or tripping over a fallen block of stone, so my progress was somewhat deliberate. As I was running
  over in my mind the things I would say to Ramses when I found him  and I had no doubt I would eventually  I heard the sounds of an altercation. At first I could not make out from
  whence came the thumps and grunts and muffled cries, for such noises carry quite a distance in the clear desert air. Not until I looked back did I see a telltale flutter of draperies. The wearers
  seemed to be in rapid retreat, and they soon disappeared behind one of the small subsidiary pyramids  appurtenances of the Great Pyramid near which they are situated.


  I set out in pursuit, my parasol at the ready, though I feared I had slight chance of catching up with the guides, if indeed that was who they were. Nor was it at all certain that Ramses was
  with them. However, the most logical theory was that, for reasons known only unto himself, he had persuaded the men to take him back down the pyramid in pursuit of heaven only knew what objective.
  Ramses always had reasons for his actions, but they were seldom readily perceptible to rational persons.


  My progress was impeded by frequent falls, for I was still in the shadow and could not make out the outlines of objects scattered about. Picking myself up after one such tumble, I beheld a sight
  both alarming and astonishing, and yet one that was not without a degree of reassurance. The white-robed form some little distance ahead looked spectral in that eerie ambience, but I knew it must
  be one of the guides. In its arms, held close to its breast, was a small, darker form. The limbs of this latter being were in agitated motion and my ears made out the unmistakable tones of Ramses,
  demanding, with his usual prolixity of speech, to be put down.


  With the instantaneous mental agility on which I pride myself, I revised my earlier theory of the reason for Ramses failure to obey my orders. It now seemed clear that he was being held
  against his will. Perhaps that condition had prevailed from the first  though how the guides had whisked him away without causing some comment from Ramses or from the tourists, I could not
  imagine. However, that was a matter best left for later investigation. Ramses liberation was the first thing to be attended to, and I proceeded to attend to it, raising myself to my feet and
  rushing forward at considerable speed.


  The man who held Ramses was, as I assumed, struck motionless with terror at the sight of me. He made no attempt to flee. I brought my parasol down on his head as hard as I could.


  The kidnapper gave an anguished cry and clapped both hands to his head, dropping Ramses, who fell face-down in the sand. Realizing that the folds of the turban had lessened the effect of the
  blow I intended, I quickly shifted my grasp on the handle of the parasol and rammed the steel tip into the fellows midsection. He toppled over onto his back. I was stepping briskly forward
  to administer the coup de grace when two small hands wrapped round my ankle and sent me staggering. Only the deft reversal of the parasol and its forward thrust against a rock outcropping kept me
  on my feet.


  I turned on Ramses with a reproachful cry. Curse you, Ramses, what are you doing? This wretch abducted you  at least I hope for your sake he did, for if you went with him of your
  own free will 


  I was attempting to prevent you from an action you would most assuredly regret, Mama, said Ramses. He paused to spit out a mouthful of sand before continuing, Dis
  man


  Watch your diphthongs, Ramses. His adversary appeared to have been rendered unconscious, for he lay quite still. I kept a watchful eye on him, parasol raised, while Ramses went on
  with his explanation.


  Yes, Mama. This man was not my abductor but my rescuer. It was he who saved me from the persons who carried me off from the top of, and down the side of, the pyramid, with, I might add,
  some risk to himself, for both my assailants were armed, one with a long knife and is locally known as a sikkineh, and the other


  Never mind all that. Hmmm. Are you certain that ... But I suppose you could hardly be mistaken. Why were you struggling then? I would not have been so precipitate had I not feared for
  your safety, since it certainly appeared you were attempting to free yourself from a captors grasp.


  I wanted him to put me down, said Ramses.


  I see. Well, that makes sense. I stopped to look more closely at the recumbent man. I could make little of his features in the dark, but my nostrils caught traces of an odd smell,
  sweet and cloying. I stepped back in instinctive disgust. Opium! The man is a drug addict!


  One might reasonably draw that conclusion, said Ramses judiciously. Is he dead?


  Certainly not.


  I am glad of that, Ramses remarked. It would be a poor return for his services to me; and his personal habits are not a matter of concern to us, particularly in view of
  


  Do hush for a moment, Ramses. I hear your father approaching. He certainly sets a rapid pace! Call out to him, if you please, or he will go on circumnavigating the pyramid
  indefinitely.


  Ramses obeyed. The far-off wails of Emerson, repeating Ramses name in mournful accents, took on new poignancy. Ramses called again. The two of them exchanged outcries until Emerson burst
  upon the scene and flung himself at his son. I heard the breath go out of Ramses lungs in an explosive whoosh as his father seized him, and knowing that Emerson would be incapable of
  reasoned speech for several moments, I turned my attention back to Ramses presumed rescuer.


  The sickening smell of opium again assailed my nostrils as I bent over him, but I conquered my repugnance and reached down to remove his turban that I might better ascertain the extent of the
  damage I had done the fellows head. As my hand went out, the man started convulsively, flinging his arms over his face.


  Mtekhfsh, habb, I said reassuringly. Do not be afraid. It was in error that I struck; the child has told me of your courage.


  At first there was no reply. Then from under the ragged folds of cloth came a muffled voice. Let me go, sitt. I did nothing. I want nothing, only to be left alone.


  Wallahi-el zim, by God the great, I mean you no harm. Indeed, I wish to reward you. Come out into the moonlight that I may see if you are injured. The man did not
  move and I went on impatiently, Come, you are safe with us. This is the great, the famous Emerson Effendi, Father of Curses, and I am his wife, sometimes called the Sitt Hakim.


  I know you, sitt, came the reply.


  Then what are you cowering there for? If you know my name, you know its meaning; I am somewhat skilled in the art of medicine


  As I might have expected, this statement caught the ear of Emerson, who seldom misses an opportunity of jeering at my medical qualifications. However, on this occasion he refrained from his
  customary caustic comment; Ramses had evidently explained the situation, and gratitude prevailed over irony. Seizing the fallen man by the arm, he hauled him vigorously to his feet and began
  wringing his hand. A fathers blessing be upon you, he began in sonorous Arabic, but before he had got any further, the saviour distracted him by dropping to his knees, his head
  bowed.


  You need not kneel, my good fellow, Emerson said graciously.


  I believe, Papa, he is not paying his respects but fainting, said Ramses coolly. As I informed you, one of the men had a knife, the type that is known as


  Bless me, said Emerson in mild surprise. I believe you are right, Ramses. Yes, this sticky substance on his fingers seems to be blood.


  So long as you have hold of him, Emerson, you may as well drag him out into the moonlight, I suggested. Though a less painful hold, one that does not put such a strain on
  his presumed wound


  Hmmm, yes, quite right, my dear, said Emerson. He transferred his grip to the mans shoulders and with a heave of his mighty arms pulled him across the sand until the bright
  rays of the moon illumined his body.


  A crowd of curiosity seekers had collected. The non-Arabs among them soon turned away in disgust upon seeing that the object of attention was only a ragged beggar. The Egyptians recognized
  Emerson and promptly squatted in a circle, waiting to see what would transpire, for, as one of them remarked to a friend, The Father of Curses is a great magician. Perhaps he will bring this
  dead man to life.


  Some of the onlookers carried torches and lanterns. Among them was Sheikh Abu, who hastened to Emerson with ejaculations of relief and congratulation. Your son has been restored. Praise
  Allah!


  Yes, quite, Emerson replied. No thanks to the guides you assigned to us. See here, Abu


  First things first, Emerson, I interrupted. Abu, please bring the lantern closer. And lend me your knife.


  In the warm yellow glow of the lantern the inky stains on the mans sleeve sprang to ominous life. I seized Abus knife and prepared to cut the cloth away. The crowd, which resembled
  nothing so much as an assortment of laundry bags fallen haphazardly from the back of a cart, squirmed closer, and the same commentator remarked, It is the Sitt Hakim. No doubt she will cut
  off the mans arm, to which his companion replied eagerly, Lean back so that I may see better.


  The knife wound was on the outside of the mans arm, from just above the wrist almost to the elbow. Fortunately it had not touched any of the major muscles or blood vessels, but it was
  still oozing the roseate ichor of life, so I bound it up as best I could. My patient lay quiet, his eyes closed, but I suspected he had regained consciousness, and this suspicion was confirmed
  when, upon my again attempting to remove his turban, my hand was pushed away.


  I repeated my reassurance, adding, I must see your head, friend, to determine whether you suffer from ... Curse it, I added in English, what is the Arabic for
  concussion?


  If such a word exists, I am not acquainted with it, said Ramses, squatting beside me with the same boneless ease Egyptians demonstrate in assuming that awkward position. But
  you need not tax your knowledge of Arabic, Mama. The gentleman is English.


  Courtesy is a quality I always commend, Ramses, I said. But the word gentleman, when applied to this no doubt honest but somewhat disreputable ... What did you
  say? English?


  Unquestionably, said Ramses. I thought as much yesterday, when I saw him juggling the oranges the fruit vendor had let fall. There are certain idiosyncratic structures of
  face and body found only in the members of the Celtic subrace, and the stubble of beard on his face, though darkened by prolonged abstinence from the means of ablution, had a reddish tinge. Should
  there be any doubt in your mind, Mama, as to the extent of my anatomic expertise or the accuracy of my observations, let me add that I distinctly heard issue from his lips, when one of his
  assailants attacked, the word Damn.


  The word was repeated, just as distinctly, by the same lips. The closed eyes snapped open. The irises were a bright, fiery blue  not the deep sapphire of Emersons eyes, but the
  identical shade of the turquoise used so often in ancient Egyptian jewellery.


  I sat back on my heels. Nonsense, I said. You will find high cheekbones and blue eyes among the Berber tribesmen to the north. A splendid race of men, true sons of the
  desert; it is a pity to find one of them in such a state of degradation


  But it would be an even greater pity, would it not, to find a member of the superior British race in that condition? The words, couched in the purest English, came from the fallen
  man. His lips writhed in a sardonic smile, and he went on, I regret to disappoint you, madam. I thank you for your attentions. And I beg you will allow me to return to my gutter in
  peace.


  He attempted to rise, but sank back, swooning. I took advantage of his helpless state to pluck the filthy turban and the underlying brown felt libdeh (cap) from his head. No wonder he had
  resisted my attempts to remove them! I had known Berbers with blue or grey eyes, but never one with hair of that peculiar red-gold that is the hallmark of the northern peoples. Strands of silver
  intertwined with the gold. Yet as I examined the sun-browned countenance, further darkened (as Ramses had said) by a layer of grime, I realized it was that of a young man. What terrible tragedy had
  rendered him prematurely grey? Or was it the result of dissipation and drugs?


  My cogitations were rudely interrupted by Emerson, who had concluded his discussion with Abu and appeared in excellent spirits. This is often the case with Emerson after he has scolded
  someone.


  So Ramses hero is an Englishman? A Scot, rather, I think. He would not thank you for the error, Ramses. He bent over the young man. You had better return with us to
  the hotel, my friend.


  The gentleman  for such he must be, from his educated accent  glared malevolently and impartially upon us all. If you wish to repay me for any fancied service, you can do so
  by leaving me at liberty to do as I like.


  I am in complete sympathy with your desire for privacy and independence, Emerson said. I do not wish to reward you; I wish to offer you a position.


  What? Astonishment smoothed the scowl from the young mans brow and gave his countenance an ingenuous look that made me yearn to assist him. What he needed was a
  womans firm and compassionate care, and I was about to say so when Emerson nudged me with such force I was caught off balance  squatting being a position I never assume with ease
   and toppled gently onto my side. While I was endeavouring to reassume an upright position, Emerson continued.


  I have been searching for a muscular and dependable person to take charge of my son. My name is Emerson, and this lady


  I know who you are, sir.


  Then you may also know that Mrs Emerson is my professional associate as well as my wife. (Do get up, Amelia, you look very unprofessional squirming on the ground like an overturned
  beetle.) She has not the time to give Ramses the attention he requires


  I would say that Master Ramses requires a good deal of attention, if the events of this evening are typical. A faint smile accompanied this comment.


  This evenings events are not ... Emerson stopped. Er  be that as it may, we are leaving tomorrow morning for Dahshoor, in order to begin our excavations. You
  would do us a favour if you would consent to take the position, for which you have already proved yourself so admirably qualified.


  I fancy the young mans surprise at this offer was scarcely less than my own. His response was a sardonic laugh. You are out of your head, Professor. Would you entrust your son to a
  renegade, a beggar, a smoker of opium, a hashish-eater?


  As to that, I began, but did not finish the sentence because I saw Emersons elbow jut out, and my balance was still precarious.


  So long as you refrain from indulging in drugs while on duty, your habits are not my concern, said Emerson.


  Well ... Why not? It would be a new experience, at any rate.


  Then let us return to the hotel, I said, rising.


  I will not go with you, said the young man firmly.


  In heavens name, why not?


  Because ... I choose not to, was the sullen reply.


  You may choose to go to Shepheards or to the devil, snapped Emerson, whose patience was at an end. Do I understand that you have refused my offer, Mr
  


  Call me Nemo.


  Emerson raised his eyebrows. Before he could comment, the young man continued, I do not refuse. But I have certain personal matters to attend to before I leave Cairo. I will be at the
  hotel tomorrow  at what hour?


  Seven A.M.


  Seven, Nemo repeated. Until then, Professor.


  Disdaining my offer of a supporting hand, he rose and walked away without a backward glance.


  We returned to our waiting carriage. Several other equipages were also waiting; the one Kalenischeff had driven was among them. When our vehicle was underway, Emerson said, Well,
  Peabody?


  Well, Emerson?


  I am awaiting your remarks concerning our new servant. I am surprised you have not expressed your opinion before this.


  Why, really, Emerson, I consider this an excellent idea. I would have suggested it myself had you not anticipated me.


  Oh, indeed, said Emerson.


  We have an obligation, I continued, to assist unfortunate fellow creatures, particularly those of our own nation. I dont doubt that the young man has met some
  crushing disappointment  in love, most probably  which has reduced him to his present plight. I hope you will not think me boastful if I assert that my advice and experience have
  often proved beneficial in such cases.


  Bah, said Emerson. My motives are less altruistic, Amelia; I simply want someone to watch over Ramses while we are  while we are otherwise occupied. I know full well
  the futility of asking you not to attempt to reform the young mans habits, but I beg you will not irritate him to such an extent that he quits our service. That is all I have to say on the
  subject, and there is no need for you to comment. Well, Ramses, you are unusually silent; what do you think?


  Ramses cleared his throat. Thank you, Papa. I was waiting for someone to ask my opinion, for after all I am the one most immediately concerned. Aside from the fact that I do not feel
  myself in need of a nursemaid of either sex


  You were certainly in need of someone or something tonight, I said critically. How could you be so careless as to allow yourself to be abducted practically under our
  noses?


  Ramses opened his mouth to reply; Emerson, who knew his sons tendency toward unnecessary loquacity as well as I did, replied for him. From what I have been able to ascertain, from
  Ramses himself and from Abu, the thing was rather neatly done. It was not the guides originally assigned to Ramses who carried him off. Abu questioned these fellows after I reported that Ramses was
  missing, and they told him they had been dismissed by an American gentleman who said he was a member of our party. An extravagant amount of baksheesh removed any doubts they may have had, nor would
  they be inclined to question the command of an effendi.


  But that is an astonishing development, Emerson, I exclaimed. I had assumed this was a simple, vulgar attempt at extracting money, or possibly a trick of
  Kalenischeffs, to render us impotent while he carries out the nefarious scheme in which he is presently engaged  whatever that may be.


  Neither is likely, Peabody. Kalenischeff knows better than to interfere with me.


  His white teeth closed on the last word as if he were biting into Kalenischeffs jugular, and I was forced to admit that his reasoning was convincing.


  Then who could it have been? Who would have designs on Ramses, or on ... Good Gad, Emerson!


  Emerson raised his hand. Please, Peabody. Dont say it.


  Who else could it have been? I cried. Who else but that genius of crime, the Master Criminal?


  I see no sense in repeating the conversation that ensued. Emersons remarks were incoherent in the extreme, and he never allowed me to complete a sentence. I presume
  Ramses attempted to interject his opinions, since he usually did, but he made no headway. Emerson was still fuming when the carriage drew up before the hotel, and I abandoned the discussion, since
  it would have been vulgar to go on shouting at one another as we passed through the lobby.


  The safragi on duty in the corridor outside our rooms informed us that a number of parcels had been delivered during our absence. Emerson nodded and flipped the fellow a coin. It will be
  the merchandise I ordered this afternoon, he said. At least one thing has gone right today.


  The parcels were stacked in a corner. Atop the pile sat the cat Bastet, straight and alert, as if on guard. In fact, she was useful to us in that capacity, since the hotel servants were
  decidedly in awe of her. Her resemblance to the hunting cats depicted in ancient tomb paintings and her doglike devotion to her young master had convinced the superstitious fellows that she was not
  an ordinary feline.


  She and Ramses greeted one another affectionately, but when he offered her the scraps of chicken he had brought, she refused the treat, politely but decidedly.


  Curious, said Ramses. Very curious.


  I was forced to agree. Ordinarily the cat Bastet was passionately fond of chicken. Could there be something wrong with the food? I asked uneasily. Poisoned, or
  drugged?


  If there had been anything wrong with it, we would all be writhing in agony or comatose by now, snarled Emerson. I have had enough melodrama tonight; I can endure no more.
  Ramses, go to bed. Amelia


  Yes, Ramses should retire at once, since we must make an early departure. In view of what happened this evening, Ramses, you had better leave your door open.


  Emerson turned a reproachful look on me. My dear Peabody, he began.


  I see no help for it, Emerson.


  Bah, said Emerson. Yes, very well. You should sleep soundly tonight, Ramses, after your adventures. Very soundly. If you should waken and hear  er  hear
  anything at all, pay no attention.


  Anything, Papa?


  Anything, my boy. Er  Papa will attend to it, whatever it is.


  Yes, Papa. But if I were to hear you or Mama cry out for help 


  This innocent question made Emerson blush like a schoolboy. I was amused but not inclined to intervene; as the Scripture so eloquently puts it, he had dug a pit into the midst whereof he had
  fallen; and it was up to him to climb out of it.


  Papa will explain, I said. I must just step out for a moment. There is a matter I must attend to.


  The flush on Emersons bronzed cheeks turned from the scarlet of embarrassment to the crimson of rising suspicion. What matter? he demanded.


  I will be back shortly.


  Peabody, I absolutely forbid ... My expression warned Emerson of the error of this approach. I request that you refrain from interfering in matters that are none of
  your concern. The hour is late. You cannot wake people up in the middle of the night to lecture them about their personal affairs.


  I had intended to speak to Miss Debenham on the morrow, Emerson. It was your decision to leave Cairo at once  made, I might add, without the courtesy of consulting me  that
  forced this expedient upon me.


  I slipped out before he could reply.


  The safragi outside Miss Debenhams suite informed me that she had not yet returned, so I went downstairs to search for her in the lobby and on the terrace. It was not so late as I
  had supposed; our evening had been so fraught with interesting incidents that it seemed to have lasted longer than was actually the case. The terrace was crowded with guests sipping refreshments
  and watching the jugglers and snake charmers performing on the street, but Miss Debenham was not among them. I thought I saw a flutter of saffron cloth among the entertainers, but when I looked
  over the rail, there was no sign of the renegade Englishman. I concluded that my eyes had deceived me. Saffron turbans, though uncommon, were not unique to that individual.


  It was with a sense of deep frustration that I finally decided to abandon my quest for the time being. There was no way of knowing when the pair would return, or if indeed they would return that
  night. Kalenischeff had once told me in the course of that rude encounter I mentioned earlier, that he had a pied--terre in Cairo. He might have taken the girl there.


  This thought made me all the more determined to warn Miss Debenham of the moral and spiritual dangers that threatened her. I was equally determined to have a quiet talk with Kalenischeff. I felt
  certain that the proper mixture of persuasion and intimidation would convince him to confide in me, and the events of the evening made it imperative that I learn all I could about the mysterious
  individual who was Kalenischeffs employer. I had left Egypt the previous year with the firm determination of bringing this miscreant to justice. His attempt to abduct Ramses proved beyond a
  doubt that he was equally determined to revenge himself on me and my family. It was no longer only a question of justice; it was a question of self-defence. Why Emerson failed to see this I could
  not imagine.


  I proceeded to the writing room, where I inscribed two letters. The first, to Kalenischeff, was brief. I merely requested the pleasure of an interview at the earliest possible moment, adding
  that it would be useless for him to deny my request since I was determined to see him. The letter to Miss Debenham took longer, since I had to identify myself and list my qualifications for
  presuming to address her. I added a brief account of Kalenischeffs unsavoury history, assured Miss Debenham of my (and Emersons) willingness to assist her, and ended with a powerful
  and moving appeal to reconsider her actions and halt her downward progress on the path that could only lead to shame and sorrow.


  After leaving the letters with the safragis, I sought my own room with a satisfying sense of duty done. I had accomplished all I could; I could accomplish no more. Not at the moment, at any
  rate.


  Emerson had left a night light burning. It had become a habit of ours, since we were so frequently disturbed by burglars and assassins. He was in bed. The artificial evenness of his breathing
  indicated that he was awake, though pretending not to be. He did not move or speak even when I joined him in the connubial bed, so I concluded I was in disfavour. Just as well, I thought. Ramses
  would be on the alert for the slightest sound from our room.


  If Miss Debenham did return to the hotel and read my letter, she would undoubtedly attempt to speak to me in the morning. I had informed her of the hour of our departure. The opportunity of
  reasoning with her was not lost, only postponed, and as sleep brushed me with her shadowy wings I promised myself the satisfaction of a useful interview the following morning.


  Alas, it was not to be. We were awakened at dawn by the shrieks of the hotel servants. The safragi had discovered the body of Kalenischeff lying on Miss Debenhams bed in a welter of
  bloody sheets. He had been stabbed to the heart; Miss Debenham had vanished from the room, and from the hotel.
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