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I. 

 

Mystery attracts mystery. Ever since the wide 

appearance of my name as a performer of unexplained 

feats, I have encountered strange narratives and events 

which my calling has led people to link with my 

interests and activities. Some of these have been trivial 

and irrelevant, some deeply dramatic and absorbing, 

some productive of weird and perilous experiences, and 

some involving me in extensive scientific and historical 

research. Many of these matters I have told and shall 

continue to tell freely; but there is one of which I speak 

with great reluctance, and which I am now relating only 

after a session of grilling persuasion from the 

publishers of this magazine, who had heard vague 

rumours of it from other members of my family. 

The hitherto guarded subject pertains to my 

non-professional visit to Egypt fourteen years ago, and 

has been avoided by me for several reasons. For one 

thing, I am averse to exploiting certain unmistakably 

actual facts and conditions obviously unknown to the 

myriad tourists who throng about the pyramids and 

apparently secreted with much diligence by the 



authorities at Cairo, who cannot be wholly ignorant of 

them. For another thing, I dislike to recount an incident 

in which my own fantastic imagination must have 

played so great a part. What I saw-or thought I 

saw-certainly did not take place; but is rather to be 

viewed as a result of my then recent readings in 

Egyptology, and of the speculations anent this theme 

which my environment naturally prompted. These 

imaginative stimuli, magnified by the excitement of an 

actual event terrible enough in itself, undoubtedly gave 

rise to the culminating horror of that grotesque night so 

long past. 

In January, 1910, I had finished a professional 

engagement in England and signed a contract for a tour 

of Australian theatres. A liberal time being allowed for 

the trip, I determined to make the most of it in the sort 

of travel which chiefly interests me; so accompanied by 

my wife I drifted pleasantly down the Continent and 

embarked at Marseilles on the P. O. Steamer Malwa,  

bound for Port Said. From that point I proposed to visit 

the principal historical localities of lower Egypt before 

leaving finally for Australia. 

The voyage was an agreeable one, and enlivened 

by many of the amusing incidents which befall a 

magical performer apart from his work. I had intended, 

for the sake of quiet travel, to keep my name a secret; 

but was goaded into betraying myself by a 

fellow-magician whose anxiety to astound the 
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