)ut Toward the Great
yramid It Led Him—and

fe Never Came Back.
™ AVILLE GRAINGER will long be re-
: membered by the bublic as a brilliant
Journalist and by his friends as a con-
med misogynist. His distaste for the so-
ety of women amounted to a mania, and
: Gralnéer a pretty face was like a red rag
a bull

—and for Grainger more painful—be-

This ‘was all the more extraordi-

se he awvas one of the most handsome men
with wonderful
ashing eyes and the features of an early

ever knew——very dark,

oman-—or, as I have since thought, of an
Istocratic oriental; aquiline, clesn cut, and
varthy., At any ‘mixed gatherings at which
a appeared women graifitated in his direc-
on as though he possessed some magnetic
traction for the sex, and Grainger invari-
iy bolted. :
His extraordinary end—never explained to
118 day—will be 7re-
embered by some of
i0se who read of it;
ut so -much that af-
cted whole continents
As beeurred in the in-
srval that to the mas
)riiy of the public the i
Lfcumstance will «no
nger be familiar. It:,
reated a considerable
it in Cairo at the
Jne, as was only na-
iral, but~ when the
\ssing man failed to
sturn the nine days™
ronder.- of his disap-
earance was forgotten
1 the execitement of
sme new story or An-
ther. _
B‘rgen'y, Graingen
fhorwas recuperating >
t Mena house after a.j
ather severe illness in
ondon, went out one
vening for a stroll, 2
rearing a light dust
. over his evening
othes and ' smoking a
garst. Xe turned in
) di;eétion of the Great Pyra.mid—uaud
ever came _back. That is the story in its
2ud entnrety No one has ever seen him
le—of ever reported having seen him,
3 the‘fallovging story is an e]ab‘oraite‘ hoax
erpetrated by Grainger himself, for some
soure reason remaining in hiding, o_ri by
nother well acquainted with his handweit-
12—1 do mot profess to say., As to how it
ime into my possessfon, !:hat IRY heitold
sry briefly.
T‘H;O vears after Grainger's disappearance
was ip Cairo, and although I was not stay-
g ‘at\_f Mesia, house I sometimes visited
One night as T came out of
“3 hotel to enter the car which was to

rie\nda; there.

ive meback to the Continental a tall na-
we, dressed in white and so mufiled lip that
ttie more of his face than two gleaming
yes was nsmle. handed me a packet—a “roll
f paper;- apparently—saiuteﬁ me with
xtraordinary formality, and d_eparted.

No one else seemed to ‘have ﬁétiéed the
1an, although the chauffeur, of course, was

Cand My lifeis 3hzn¢,'{ she said.

O

“Take ie.”

nea.riy as close to him as I was, and a ser-
vam, from the hotel had followed me out
and down the steps. I stood there in the
dusk, staring at the packef in my hand and

then aﬂer the tall figure, already swallowed
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ﬁor one x'mvtant I hesitated, devouring her with my eyes.

sented several exiraordinary features, and
unfastening the string began ‘tmre}nd.’ Then,
in real earnest, I thought I must be dream-

ing. Since I a.ppend the whole of the ma';nu-

soript T will make no furthe# 1e1‘ereqee tm..'

up in the sha;]ows of
the road. Naturaily I
that- the

man had made some

assumed

mistake, and- hoiding
the package near the
Jamp of the car I ex-
amined it closely.
It was a roll of soms
kind of parchment,
wied with a fragment

‘ Sweet.
of thin string,

and 5
upor the otherwise SFICE,
blank ‘outside page
my nams was writ
ten very distinetly!

I entered the car,
rather dazed by the

oceurrence, which pre-
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the contents here. but
will content myseftf

with mentioning thal

A THOUSAND

Saville Grainger’s un-

kind of
parchment or papy-
rus which has defied
different

on - some

three ex-
shown: it, but whicﬁ,
in shert, i of ud-
The twine with which

=S i it was tied proved to
an  original

reed..

V/‘\ lewtmred Bap—~

it was written’ with:
dark brown' ink, in.

mistakable band, up-

“hosts of ‘prétty women I

perts to whom I have’
known manufacture, :

be of finely, | Ylafted

MARTIN
EVE

!.4

&+  That vart of Crain-
gers unarrative, if the
following am azing

\ statement is really the
work of Grainger,
which deals with events <
up to the ti‘r’ne that he
lef‘t Mena -house—and
the world—I have been

ThHs

dragoman, Hassan

Abd-el Kebir, was still

practicing his profes.

able to check.

‘sion at Mena house at
the very time of my
visit, and he tconﬁrmed
the truth of Graingef's
story in regard to the
; & heart of
which he had seen, and

lapis-lazuli,

the meeting with the
old ‘woman in the
Muski, of which
Crainger had spoken

to him.

¥or the zest, the
manusecript shall - tell
Crainger’s story.

- The Manuscript

#

Two' years have :
elapsed since T quitted
the world, and the presence in Egypt of a*
one time ecolleague, of which I have been
advised, prompts me-tc put on record these
particulars of the strangest; most wonderful,
and most beautiful experience whi;ch. has
ever befallen any man. I do not expeect my
story to be believed, The skepticism of the
material world of Fleet street will consume
But
The old itching to make @
As a "sztory * let this

my statement with its devouring fires:
I do not care.
“ story” is upon me.
paper be regarded.
‘Where the experience a.ctually began X
must leave to each reader to judge for him-
self. I personally do not profess to know,
evén_ now, Bﬂut the curtain ﬂrsi arose upon
that part of the story which it is my present
purpose fo cfronic}e one afternoon near.the
corner of the Street of the Silversmiths in
Calre.

narrow, winding lanes, unaccompanied, for

I was wandering in those Wonderful,

I am by habit a solitary being, and despite
my ignonan;e of the language and customs
of the néti}}és I awakened to the fact that
a link of syri\patlly———c% silent understanding

_-—éeemed to-bind me to these busy brown

men.

; I had for many years cherished a secref
ambition -to pay a protracted visit t6 Bgypt,
but the ties of an arduous profession hith-
erto had rendered its realization impossible.

-Now - stranger in a strange land I found

m'yself at home. I cannot hope to make evi-
dent to my readers the completeness of this
“with “ite
&;’hro‘nés ‘of’ cosmopolitan travelers and its
had early fled in

dismay to the comparative quiet of Mena

i’ecggnvitio_h, From Shephard’s‘

hovsa But the only real happiness I ever

,knew——indeed as I soon. began to realize.
_ha.d ever kpown—TI found’ among  the dis.
' eordant cries and mingled smells of perfume

a.nd decay in the native city. The desert
ca{le& to me sweetly, but it was the people,
the shops, the shuttered houses, the noxse,
and the smells of the eastern sireeis Whicb.

B




