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A STOEY OF BEITISH AEMY LIFE m EGYPT. 

|T was in the days when the tide 
of Mahdism, which had swept 
in such a flood from the great 
lakes and Darfur to the con
fines of Egypt, had at last 
come to its full and even be
gun, as some hoped, to show 
signs of a turn. At its out
set it had been terrible. It 
had engulfed Hicks's army, 
swept over Gordon and Khar

tum, rolled behind the British forces as they 
retired down the river, and finally cast up a 
spray of raiding parties as far north as As
souan. Then it found other channels to east 
and west, to Central Africa and to Abyssinia, 
and retired a little on the side of Egypt. 
For ten years there ensued a lull, during 
which the frontier garrisons looked out upon 
those distant blue hills of Dongola. Behind 
the violet mists which draped them lay a land 
of blood and horror. Prom time to time 
some adventurer went south toward those 
haze-girt mountains, tempted by stories of 
gum and ivory, but none ever returned. 
Once a mutilated Egyptian and once a Greek 
woman, mad with thirst and fear, made their 
way to the lines. They were the only ex
ports of that country of darkness. Some
times the sunset would turn those distant 
mists into a bank of crimson, and the dark 
mountains would rise from that sinister reek 
like islands in a sea of blood. It seemed a 
grim symbol in the southern heaven when 
seen from the fort-capped hills by Wady 
Haifa. 

Ten years of lust in Khartum, ten years 
of silent work in Cairo, and then all was 
ready, and it was time for civilization to 
take a trip south once more, traveling, as 
her wont is, in an armored train. Every
thing was ready, down to the last pack sad
dle of the last camel, and yet no one sus
pected it, for an unconstitutional government 
has its advantages. A great administrator 
had argued and managed and cajoled; a great 
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soldier had organized and planned, and made 
piasters do the work of pounds. And then, 
one night, these two master spirits met and 
clasped hands, and the soldier vanished away 
upon some business of his own. And just at 
that time Bimbashi Hilary Joyce, seconded 
from the Royal Mallow Fusiliers, and tem
porarily attached to the Ninth Soudanese, 
made his first appearance in Cairo. 

Napoleon had said, and Hilary Joyce had 
noted, that great reputations are only to be 
made in the East. Here he was in the East, 
with four tin cases of baggage, a Wilkinson 
sword, a Bond's slug-throwing pistol, and a 
copy of Green's " Introduction to the Study 
of Arabic." With such a start, and the 
blood of youth running hot in his veins, 
everything seemed easy. He was a little 
frightened of the general. He had heard 
stories of his sternness to young officers, 
but, with tact and suavity, he hoped for 
the best. So, leaving his effects at Shep-
heard's Hotel, he reported himself at head
quarters. 

It was not the General, but the head of 
the Intelligence Department, who received 
him, the chief being still absent upon that 
business which had called him. Hilary Joyce 
found himself in the presence of a short, 
thick-set officer, with a gentle voice and a 
placid expression which covered a remark
ably acute and energetic spirit. With that 
quiet smile and guileless manner he had un
dercut and outwitted the most cunning of 
Orientals. He stood, a cigarette between 
his fingers, looking at the newcomer. 

" I heard that you had come. Sorry the 
chief isn't here to see you. Gone up to the 
frontier, you know." 

" My regiment is at Wady Haifa. I sup
pose, sir, that I should report myself there 
at once." 

' ' No, I was to give you your orders.'' He 
led the way to a map upon the wall, and 
pointed with the end of his cigarette. " You 
see this place. It 's the oasis of Kurkur—a 
Doyle. AH rights reserved. 
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little quiet, I am afraid, but excellent air. 
You are to get out there as quick as possible. 
You'll find a company of the Ninth and half a 
squadron of cavalry. You will be' i command." 

Hilary Joyce looked at the i. une, printed 
at the intersection of two black lines, with
out another dot upon the map for several 
inches round it. 

" A village, s i r ? " 
" No, a well. Not very good water, I'm 

afraid; but you soon get accustomed to na
tron. It 's an important post, as being the 
junction of two caravan routes. All routes 
are closed now, of course; but still you never 
know who might come along them." 

" We are there, I presume, to prevent 
raiding." 

"'Well, between you and me, there's really 
nothing to raid. You are there to intercept 
messengers. They must call at the wells. 
Of course, you have only just come out; but 
you probably understand already enough 
about the conditions of this country to know 
that there is a great deal of disaffection 
about, and that the khalifa is likely to try 
and keep in touch with his adherents. Then, 
again, Senoiissi lives up that way"—he 
waved his cigarette to the westward—" the 
khalifa might send a message to him along 
that route. Anyhow, your duty is to arrest 
every one coming along' and get some ac
count of him before you let him go. You 
don't talk Arabic, I suppose ? " 

" I am learning, sir." 
" Well, well; you'll have time enough for 

study there. And you'll have a native offi
cer, Ali something or other, who speaks 
English and can interpret for you. Well, 
good-by; I'll tell the chief that you reported 
yourself. Get on to your post now as quickly 
as you can." 

Railway to Baliani, the post boat to As
souan, and then two days on a camel in the 
Libyan desert, with an Ababdeh guide, and 
three baggage camels to tie one down to 
their own exasperating pace. However, even 
two and one-half miles an hour mount up In 
time, and at last on the third evening, from 
the blackened slag-heap of a hill which is 
called the Jebel Kurkur, Hilary Joyce looked 
down upon a distant clump of palms, and 
thought that this cool patch of green in the 
midst of the merciless blacks and yellows 
was the fairest color effect that he had ever 
seen. An hour later he had ridden into the 
little camp, the guard had turned out to sa
lute him, his native subordinate had greeted 
him in excellent English, and he had fairly 
entered into his own. 

It was not an exhilarating place for a 
lengthy residence. There was one large, 
bowl-shaped, grassy depression sloping down 
to the three pits of brown and brackish wa
ter. There was the grove of palm trees also, 
beautiful to look upon, but exasperating in 
view of the fact tiiat nature has provided 
her least shady trees in the very spot where 
shade is needed most. A single widespread 
acacia did something to restore the balance. 
Here Hilary Joyce slumbered in the heat, 
and in the cool he inspected his square-shoul
dered, spindle-shanked Soudanese, with their 
cheery black faces and their funny little 
pork-pie forage caps. Joyce was a martinet 
at drill, and the blacks loved being drilled, 
so the Bimbashi was soon popular among 
them. But one day was exactly like an
other. The weather, the view, the employ
ment, the food, everything was the same. 
At the end of three weeks he felt that he 
had been there for interminable years. And 
then at last there came something to break 
the monotony. 

One evening, just as the sun was sinking, 
Hilary Joyce rode slowly down the old cara
van road. It had a fascination for him, this 
narrow track, winding among the boulders 
and curving up the mullahs, for he,remem
bered how in the map it had gone on and on, 
stretching away into the unknown heart of 
Africa. The countless pads of innumerable 
camels through many centuries had beaten 
it smooth, so that, now unused and deserted, 
it still wound away, the strangest of roads, 
a foot broad and perhaps 2,000 miles in 
length. Joyce wondered as he rode how 
long it was since any traveler had journeyed 
up it from the south, and then he raised his 
eyes, and there was a man coming along the 
path. 

For an instant Joyce thought that it might 
be one of his own men, but a second glance 
assured him that this could not be so. The 
stranger was dressed in the flowing robes of 
an Arab, and not in the close-fitting khaki 
of a soldier. He was very tall, and a high 
turban made him seem gigantic. He strode 
swiftly along with head erect and the bear
ing of a man who knows no fear. 

Who could he be, this formidable giant 
coming out of the unknown ? The precur
sor possibly of a horde of savage spearmen. 
And where could he have walked from ? 
The nearest well was a long hundred miles 
down the track. At any rate, the jrontier 
post of Kurkur could not afford to receive 
casual visitors. Hilary Joyce whisked round 
his horse, galloped into camp, and gave the 
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alarm. Then with twenty horsemen at his 
back he rode out again to reconnoiter. 

The man was still coming on in spite of 
these hostile preparations. For an instant 
he had hesitated when first he saw the cav
alry, but escape was out of the question, 
and he advanced with the air of a man who 
makes the best of a bad job. He made no 
resistance and said nothing when the hands 
of two troopers clutched at his shoulders, 
but walked quietly between their horses into 
camp. Shortly afterward the patrols came 
in again. There were no signs of any der
vishes. The man was alone. A splendid 
trotting camel had been found lying dead a 
little way down the track. The mystery of 
the stranger's arrival was explained. But 
why and whence and whither ?—these were 
questions for which a zealous officer must 
find an answer. 

Hilary Joyce was disappointed that there 
were no dervishes. It would have been a 
great start for him in the Egyptian army 
had he fought a little action on his own ac
count. But even as it was he had a rare 
chance of impressing the authorities. He 
would love to show his capacity to the head 
of the Intelligence, and even more to that 
grim chief who never forgot what was sinart' 
or forgave what was slack. The prisoner's 
dress and bearing showed that he was of im
portance. Mean men do not ride pure-bred 
trotting camels. Joyce sponged his head 
with cold water, drank a cup of strong coffee, 
put on an imposing official tarboosh, instead 
of his sun helmet, and formed himself into a 
court of inquiry and judgment under the 
acacia tree. 

He would have liked his people to have 
seen him now, with his two black orderlies 
in waiting and his Egyptian native officer at 
his side. He sat behind a camp table, and 
the prisoner, strongly guarded, was led up 
to him. The man was a handsome fellow 
with bold gray eyes and a long black beard. 

" Why," cried Joyce, " the rascal is mak
ing faces at m e ! " 

A curious contraction had passed over the 
man's features, but so swiftly that it might 
have been a nervous twitch. He was now a 
model of Oriental gravity. 

" Ask him who he is and what he wants." 
The native officer did so, but the stranger 

made no reply save that the same sharp spasm 
passed once more over his face. 

" Well, I'm blessed! " cried Hilary Joyce. 
" Of all the impudent scoundrels! He keeps 
on winking at me. Who are you, you rascal ? 
Give an account of yourself! D'ye hear ? " 

But the tall Arab was as impervious to 
English as to Arabic. The Egyptian tried 
again and again. The prisoner looked at 
Joyce with his inscrutable eyes, and occasion
ally twitched his face at him, but never 
opened his mouth. The Bimbashi scratched 
his head in bewilderment. 

" Look here, Mahomet Ali, we've got to 
get some sense out of this fellow. You say 
there are no papers on him ? ' ' 

"No , sir; we found no papers." 
" No clew of any kind ? " 
" He has come far, sir. A trotting camel 

does not die easily. He has come from Don-
gola at the least." 

" Well, we must get him to talk." 
" It is possible that he is deaf and dumb." 
" Not he. I never saw a man look more 

all there in my life." 
" You might send Mm across to Assouan." 
' ' And give some one else the credit. No, 

thank you. This is my bird. But how are 
we to get him to find his tongue ? " 

The Egyptian's dark eyes skirted the en
campment and rested on the cook's fire. 

" Perhaps," said he, " i f the Bimbashi 
thought fit—" He looked at the prisoner 
and then at the burning wood. 

" No, no; it wouldn't do. No, by Jove; 
that's going too far." 

" A very little might do i t ." 
" No, no. It's all very well here, but it 

would sound just awful if ever it got as far as 
Fleet Street. But, I say," he whispered, 
" we might frighten him a bit. There's no 
harm in that." 

" N o , sir." 
" Tell them to undo the man's galabeeah. 

Order them to put a horseshoe in the fire 
and make it red hot." 

The prisoner watched the proceedings with 
an air which had more of amusement than of 
uneasiness. He never winced as the black 
sergeant approached with the glowing shoe 
held upon two bayonets. 

" Will you speak now ? " asked the Bim
bashi savagely. 

The prisoner smiled gently, and stroked his 
beard. 

"Oh, chuck the infernal thing away!" 
cried Joyce, jumping up in a passion. 
" There's no use trying to bluff the fellow. 
He knows we won't do it. But I can and I 
will flog him, and you tell him from me that 
if he hasn't found his tongue by to-morrow 
morning, I'll take the skin off his back as 
sure as my name's Joyce. Have you said 
all that ? " 

" Yes, sir." 
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" Well, you can sleep upon it, you beauty, 
and a good night's rest may it give you! " 
He adjourned the court, and the prisoner, 
as imperturbable as ever, was led away by 
the guard to his supper of rice and water. 

Hilary Joyce was a kind-hearted man, and 
his own sleep was considerably disturbed by 
the prospect of the punishment which he 
must inflict next day. He had hopes that 
the mere sight of the koorbash and the 
thongs might prevail over his prisoner's ob
stinacy. And then again he thought how 
shocking it would be if the man proved to 
be really dumb after all. The possibility 
shook him so that he had almost determined 
by daybreak that he would send the stranger 
on unhurt to Assouan. And yet what a tame 
conclusion it would be to the incident! He 
lay upon Ms angareeb still debating it when 
the question suddenly and effectively settled 
itself. Ali Mahomet rushed into his tent. 

" Sir," he cried, " the prisoner is gone." 
" G o n e ! " 
" Yes, sir, and your owoi best riding camel 

as well. There is a slit in the tent, and he 
got away unseen in the early morning." 

The Bimbashi acted with all energy. Cav
alry rode along every track. Scouts exam
ined the soft sand of the Wadys for signs of 
the fugitive. But no trace was discovered. 
The man had utterly disappeared. With a 
heavy heart Hilary Joyce wrote an official 
report of the matter and forwarded it to As
souan. Five days later there came a curt 
order from the chief that he should report 
himself there. He feared the worst from 
the stern soldier who spared others as little 
as he spared himself. 

And his worst forebodings were realized. 
Travel-stained and weary, he reported him
self one night at the General's quarters. 
Behind a table piled with papers and strewn 
with maps, the famous soldier and his chief 
of intelligence were deep in plans and fig
ures. Their greeting was a cold one. 

' ' I understand. Captain Joyce,'' said the 
Genera], " that you have allowed a very im
portant prisoner to slip through your fin
gers." 

" I am very sorry, sir." 
" No doubt. But that will not mend mat

ters. Did you ascertain anything about him 
before you lost him ? ' ' 

" No, sir." 
" How was that ? " 
" I could get nothing out of him, sir." 
"Did you t r y ? " 
" Yes, sir; I did what I could." 
" What did you do ? " 

' ' Well, sir, I threatened to use physical 
force." 

" What did he say ? " 
" He never said anything." 
" What was he like ? " 
" A tall man, sir. Rather a desperate 

character, I should think." 
' ' Any way by which we could identify 

h i m ? " 
' ' A long black beard, sir, gray eyes, and 

a nervous way of twitching his face." 
" Well, Captain Joyce," said the General 

in his stern, inflexible voice, ' ' I cannot con
gratulate you upon your first exploit in the 
Egyptian army. You are aware that every 
English officer in this force is a picked man. 
I have the whole British army from which 
to draw. It is necessary, therefore, that 1 
should insist upon the very highest efficiency. 
It would be unfair upon the others to pass 
over any obvious want of zeal or intelligence. 
You are seconded from the Royal Mallows, 
I understand ? " 

"Yes, sir." 
' ' I have no doubt that your colonel will 

be glad to see you fulfilling your regimental 
duties again." 

Hilary Joyce's heart was too heavy for 
words. He was silent. 

" I will let you know my final decision to
morrow morning." 

Joyce saluted, and turned upon his heel. 
' ' You can sleep upon that, you beauty, 

and a good night's rest may it give you." 
Joyce turned in bewilderment. Where 

had those words been used before ? Who 
was it who had used them ? 

The General was standing erect. Both he 
and the chief of intelligence were laughing. 
Joyce stared at the tall figure, the erect 
bearing, the inscrutable gray eyes. 

" No, no! " he gasped. 
' ' Well, well, Captain Joyce, we are quits,'' 

said the General, holding out his hands. 
" You gave me a bad ten minutes with that 
infernal red-hot horseshoe of yours. I've 
done as much for you. I don't think we 
can spare you for the Royal Mallows just 
yet awhile." 

" But, sir—but " 
" The fewer questions the better perhaps. 

But, of course, it must seem rather amazing. 
I had a little private business with the Kab-
babish. It must be done in person. I did 
it, and came to your post in my return. I 
kept on winking at you as a sign that I 
wanted a word with you alone." 

" Yes, yes, I begin to understand." 
" I couldn't give it away before all those 
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blacks, or where should I have been the next 
time I used my false beard and Arab dress? 
You put me in a very awkward position. 
But at last I had a word alone with your 
Egyptian officer, who managed my escape 
all right." 

" H e ! Mahomet Ali!" 
" I ordered him to say nothing. I had a 

score to settle with you. But we dine at 
eight, Captain Joyce. We live plainly here, 
but I think I can do you a little better than 
you did me at Kurkur." 

THE BIGGEST STEAMSHIP AFLOAT. 

BY EARL MAYO. 

A GOODLY CITY, WITH ALL THE MODERN IMPROVEMENTS, 

FLOATS BETWEEN AMERICA AND EUROPE. 

THAT 

'EN thousand tons of steel 
beams and braces and plates, 
forming a framework one-
seventh of a mile in length, 
and carrying a mass of pon
derous machinery of almost 
equal weight—that is the 

biggest of ocean steamships in rough analy
sis. It is easy to forget that she is a 
ship. When she* is lying at a pier her 
vast form towers up like a great building; 
and her construction is more akin to that of 
a modern "sky-scraper" than to that of 
any of the craft of earlier days. A skeleton 
of steel girders, rising tier above tier to the 
height of five stories, is the frame of the 
" Oceanic's " great body; and over this is 
a skin of steel plates. These plates vary 
from an inch to an inch and three-eighths 
in thickness ; they weigh above two tons 
apiece; they were fastened together by the 
largest riveting machine ever buil t; and they 
make the " Oceanic " the strongest as well 
as the largest ship of her kind. 

She is an ocean city—nothing less—a mod
ern, driving, twentieth century city, teeming 
with all the occupations that man has devised 
for himself; an epitome of the two conti
nents that she helps to unite. Her ordinary 
population is upward of 2,000 persons. Set 
up on land her steel timbers would provide 
the framework of dwellings for all of them. 
•Her plates would surround the town with a 
solid wall five feet high and eight miles in 
length. Her bunkers would supply all the 
coal required by the community for two years. 
Her stores would stock all its shops. Her 
electric plant would light all its streets. 
Her engines would drive machinery sufficient 
to employ all the inhabitants. What she 
could do on land she does in more wonderful 
ways at sea, for there this city must be not 

only self-contained and self-supporting, but 
must, in addition, propel itself across 500 
miles of ocean waste every day, in storm or 
calm. To do this—to rise superior to all 
stress of wind or weather or ordinary mis
fortune—requires not only vast power, but 
a vast reserve power. 

In length the "Oceanic" surpasses any 
other vessel by more than fifty feet. A 
mere look at her, especially a walk along her 
decks, reveals in some measure her immen
sity. But to get a really adequate impres
sion of her greatness you must descend to 
that region, unknown of passengers, which 
lies below decks, and see the ship's heart 
and lungs and muscles stirring her great body 
to life and action—watch the nice interplay 
of forces beside which human strength is too 
insignificant for comparison. 

To move a body so vast—with cargo 
aboard the total weight is upwards of 25,-
000 tons—and to keep steel muscles as thick 
as a man's body up to their work, re
quires a deal of nutriment. One mouth 
is not enough to admit the 500 tons of 
coal which are the " Oceanic's" daily con
sumption. She has ninety-six. And into 
these ninety-six mouths, or furnaces, a solid 
ton of the Welsh or Pennsylvania hills dis
appears every three minutes. A ton and a 
half an hour must be burned beneath each 
of the large boilers to keep it up to its full 
energy—an energy that will suffice to turn 
seventeen tons of water into steam every 
hour. There are fifteen boilers. The larger 
ones develop 2,000 horse-power each, and 
are of such huge dimensions that three men 
standing one on top of another couM scarcely 
span the diameter of any one. 

Of like proportions are the giant's nostrils 
—the funnels through which are breathed out 
the smoke and gas that cannot be consumed. 
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