
July, Nineteen-Eighteefl3

A King in Babylon
(lotinused froue page 17.)

asked Jimmy quietly. "It was Itended
for me."

We coud only stars at hlm wtb open
mouthe--even Davis!

"And I tblnk It le a pretty good like-
ness ail thiugs consldered," be added,
looklng down at It.

Creel got back euough of bis self-
control to laug-a pretty fAoiow laugb
ht was, but uevertbsless it could be

recognlzed as belng iutended for a sigu
of amusement.,

"Tbey gave you a swell coffin!" he
commented.

"Ys"sald jimmy simply, "that I
couldn't prevent-any more than I could
prevent tbat magulloqueut description
of my grsatness wblcb tbey inscrlbed
along fhbsiedes. But the sarcophagus-
all thîs," and be waved his hand around
at the barren wails, 11I myseif prepared
a year before I dled. That wae my ex-
plato-a million years ln bell! But It
wasn't enougb, It seems!"

"Expiation fer wbat?" demanded
Creel.

"For walllug ber np alive," said
Jimmy, and for an instant inlined a,
lltenng ear toward the rear wall of the
tomb, as I had seen him do once before.
Then, wth a faint emile, be turned basc
to the coffin, and gazed down at it medi-
tatively.

Davie wae Iooking at hlm witb a sort
of double-concentrated attention; Creel
was staring, a twlsted smile still on his
lips; as for me-I knew wbat had bap-
pened-I had feared it the night before
--Jimmy had gone iail!

"But tbat's aIl meke-bellevel" Creel
burst out, at ast. "That'e just the story
we're filmling."

"Io it?" asked Jimmy, and brushed
bis banid before ie eyes in a bewildered
way. "Perhaps It fs-I don't eeem to be
able to leep them apart any more-the
real and the unreal." Then be sbook
bis head eharply. "N,--it's true! " he
sald. "She kept on asklng for love-for
love! Her arme were alwaye around
me llke a prison!I At last 1 couldn't
stand It any longer-she tried to kili mie,
one day' because I took another wome.n;
and 1 wailed ber up basc there, so sbe
couldn't bother me auy more," and he
nodded toward the rear wall, wth Its
siniter sign of warnlng. "I was sorry
aftsrwards," he added ln a lower tone;
"but t was too late. And ehe dU4 bother
me-for ehe neyer died-JUst waited on
and on . ."

Hie voice tralled away, and he loolced
down again at the coffin, i lips trem-
bling.

We tared at the wall and we tared
at Jlmnmy, and I, at least, was convlnced
that when that wal was opened, the
body of hie vlctlm-or what was left of
lt-would be found there. As for ber
neyer dylng, that, of course, was non-
sense. She would be dead enougb, and
drled lnto some sncb bîdeous thlng as
Creel bad fabrlcatsd...

I glanced at Davis, to flnd hlm comb-
lng bis beard thoughtfully, as he looked
at Jilmmy witbont any siga o! sur-
prise or perturbation. And at last,
Jlmrny, wth a final look at the coffin,
turned and walksd slently out of the
tomb.

"W/hat do you thinia of hlm, Profes-
uer?" Creel demanded, wben the sound
of bis footsteps had died away down the

towards the gods; but It may be that
the crime for whîcb he wished to atone
was the murder of a woman who Ioved
hlm: yes-and it may be that we shall
llnd ber body behlud that wall back
yonider."

,*Aive ?" asked'Creel, alnost lu a
wblsper.

"ýRubbleb!" sald Davis, ImpatientlY.
"As dead as that papler-inache fate you
brougbt from New 'York!"

"I surely hope sO!" sald Creel, de-
voutly. "Go ahead."

"ýThats ail, I tbiuk," sald Davis, "ex-
cept tbat there'e juet a posbllty We
m ay find the whole story on a papyrus
roll Inside the cofiln. But if we do, and

if the story sbould turn out to be as
jsmmny bas guessed it, that wouldn't
prove anytbng-lt certaily wouliut
prove that Jlimmy Allen le the reincarna-
tion or Sekenyefl-Re, and that Mlle.
Roland le the reincarttofl of the mur-
dered favorite, and that this fautastic
story you bave made Up for a movlng-
picture is true! "'

"You're rlgbt, 0of course," agreed
Creel, and made a miotion as though he
were brushing cobwebe from before his

eyee. - "ýtated like that, It certalnlY does
sound absurd. But for a moment -. -

--If 9M steadly refuse to -accept a

supernatur5'l explattation of anything,"'

sald Davis, --we can aiways find a

natural one. just gîve yojur reason a
chance!" And, torcb lu aud, heturned
to au examination of the cofinl.

It was, as 1 have sald already, shaPed
roughly_ like the munmY inside It-

tbough the feet which projected from
the lower end -ere 80 enormoils that,

for Sekenyen's sake, I trust they were

au exaggeratlofl At the top, the face
Of the dead king bath been carved lîfe-

size lu the eolid wOOd, andthen peinted

wtb a cars and cunning wblcb made Its
Uife-likefless, seen thue in the shado-,
at least, simply startllflu- And this

effect was enormously beightefled by the

wide-opefl, staring eyes-made, so Da-vis
Balid, o! mnother-of-pearl, With pupile Of
jet. The way they shliflnered in the

llgbt was pcsitlvely uucannfy.
The chest and sboulders were covered

by a broad, jewelled neckiace, quite

wonderfully Palnted, and below it on the

breast lay wbat looked like a snake and

a~ vultilre. A pair of closed wings, lu full
gilt, were folded about the body as

though to protect it, and below the

wings, down the sideo! the coffin as

far as I could see, ran au inscription

which it wa evident Davis was pant-

lng to translate.
"What do you make of It?" asked

Creel, at last. "le t really the fellow

you thought Is wae?"
"It le Sekenye-Re beyond doubt,"

anewered Davis quiokiE. '"See-here is

bis cartouche-be le wear1ng the double

crown of upper and lower Sgypt-tbe

uraeus and the vulture
8 are the sacred

symbole o! sovereIglltY over the two

lande. These, figures befleth bis feet

are bis guardiafi gos-AmoflItO, Ka

and Osiris. I have nver seen a more

beautiful case.' We muet lift it out, s0

that I can get to woirk on that Inscrip-
tion."

"For beaven'e sake, mnan," Creel pro-

tested, "don't start arlythiflg like tb.at

to-ntght! Youll1<111 yourself.1 Besides,

it'. long past dlnner-tilf."'
I could tell by the waY Davis looked

at the coffin that he would wlllngIy

forego dinnefr and sleep and everytblflg

else for the Opportnilty t» tiidy t; but

sizinreso triumphed over Impule.

New Crocheted Trimmings for
the Knitting-Bag

THE knitting-bag la
now an important
feature of evely
woman's posses-

sions and is one which ai-
lows of a dîsplay of îndi-
vîduality. For the woman
who lkes to malte these
dainty articles a number
of attractive bags in wide-
]y differing styleà are
shown here. The artis-
tic ornaments are cre-
cheted in wool and fora
pleasing contrast to the
richer materials of which
the bags are made. la
the two sets of directions,
No. 1015 and No. 1016,
are attractive motifs
which may be used on
hats. cushions. and base
ef varied styles.

chet Directions No. 1015-
D. The very realistic
cherries on this knîtting-
bas are among the nine
tins eof crocheted me.

tf uNo. 1015. Direc-
tions for making these
woolen ornaments wilI be
sent upon receipt of
15 cents and a stamped.
self-addressed envelop.
The cherries are made ef
red and Pink worsted with
the leaves of green and
the large stem a reddish
hrewn. The bag is made
from Pictorial Review
Pattern No. 7693 (20
cents), and is et black
flgured silk lined with
nid gold. This Pattern
also gives twe ether bag.

New 101 5-D on Bag No. 7

No. 1016-B on Eeg
No. 7632 No. 1015-C on BagN. 7632

Pictorla Revlew Cr-ciet Directions No. 1015-
C. This gives another
smart way of trinmmlng
bag No. 7632. The cr0-
cheted motif i cmle e
et plume ef two diferent
shades ad green leaves
wblch are attached ia
cluster te s black stem
about two incItes long.
The three leaves are
tured back over the
point of the bag. Made
of Shadow Lawn green
crêpe de Chine, tItis bagl
is llned witb a sot satin t

No. 1016-D on Iitial "L" selected a Gobelin bloc shade.
Eeg No. 7693 rum No 11997 Pctorial Review Patteru

No. 7632, 20 cents.

Pictorlal Review Cro-
chet Directions No, 1015-


