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A Mummy.

I stood looking at the mummy of an old Egyptian king which

had been dug up seven thousand years after he was ''planted* and

was being exhibi ted in the City of New York. I t was a bag of

bones in a lea thery, dess ica ted sk in , swathed in h igh-smel l ing

wrappings the remains of one who, no doubt , had cut a wide

swath in h is day one worsh iped a lmos t as a god wh i le l i v ing ,

and he d ied, no doubt , w i th a fa i th g leaming in h is las t ear th ly

v is ion, that h is greatness would be immortal on earth. Pomp and

splendor were wi th h im in l i fe and^wi th h is body to the tomb, for

wh ich w i l l i ng thousands had spent l i ves o f to i l and s t ress to

bu i ld . Bu t he d ied ; h is dynas ty d ied ; h is peop le degenera ted ;

h is c iv i l izat ion passed away and profound darkness set t led on

the ea r th wh i le cen tu r ies t rod the i r s low pace , sca t te r ing the

dust o f decay over tomb, peop le and h is to ry, b lo t t ing a l l o f

them from earth's story. Then away down the vista of the years

a new light dawned slowly over the earth and when this old land

was hoary with dead centuries, a stranger came snooping around,

picking and digging about to see what he could find. He dug up

this forsot ten god, boxed him up in unholy and undignified pro

fanat ion, brought h im here and placed him on exhibi t ion at ten

cents per gape. Tom, Dick and Harry came, gazed, cackled,

higgled, joked and went away holding their noses ~nd wondering
n i iamong themselves whether the old boy would like it if he knew

how his remains were being treated. What a t ragedy i f h is so-

called soul died with his body.1 Who knows':'


