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STEVENSON. had happened the day before--though she had still have no objection te getting bitten or seratched, if it

that bruise on her cheek-1 could see h&w carefully helped make a gcod picture. I'd welcorne It! Any
she had painted It out-arl must have wondered good actor wouldý! I wish I had more actresses
how it came there!-and chatted with all of us who, bit and scratched and raJsed Cain generallyIn which the mys- impartially and more briowy than had been hLr when the action called for it! Hello! What's
habit mince the journey intd.the désert started; while this?"

tery grows more if Jimmy still believed himseIf to be, the re-incarna- There was the tramp of feet outside, and then

tion of Sekenyen-Re, lie certainly gave no Sign of it. the curtain4flat was thrust back, and Davis ap-

complex, the same And we all bteathed more freely, and ddd dur best pearedývery dirty and evidently Véry tired, but

to wipe certain disquieting incidents frorn our merno- with shin-ing eyes; and close behind him toiled six

gray shape re-ap- ries, and were even a, little hilarqous in our reaction nativomo, carrying the gilded coffin Olt Sekenyen-Re,

from. the nervous tension of the previous night. in while- two others brought up the rear lugging the

pears, this time a word, we were just the average motion-picture wooden chest. M. ý

Company, d(>Ing our work as.well as we could, and «'Good Lord!" protested Creél. "You're not > goiniý

accompanied by having the best possible, tlme on the side! ý 1 1 to bring those things In here!"

Durin-g an, interval when Creel, Was getting a 111 am, though," sý-.id Davis, cheerfully. 11 vyýant

another scène ready,ýl,'walked over to Mollie. them where I can keep mY eyes, on them-the cofEn

"Things look cýifferent by daylight, " 1 rernajeed; especially. It's toc precicus to take any' chances

xcursions through drPain-land. and such lil&,,ý ý

She looked up at me scornfully. "But there's scarcely room. to turn around, as it

"You've gpt a mighty short memory, lm." 1

liams!" she said.. .ýI'rn going to put It con my cot," sald Davis. "It

"I can't make up my IIP>yv muçh of it lm won't be In the way then at leàst, not In anybqdyýs

memery and how much frnagi n'al, 'retortedr ,vay but rnine-,ancl.,i can sleep, on the ground be-

"The more I think of it, the more 1 a4l convInced side ýit. There' in that corner for the chest."

that'It was ail lmaginatiOý. We. d1dn'ý really ee Devotion -to;: ty always sIlýneed Creel, and he
ý, , ý, Wýý' _4w without another word w'hile the

CHAPTER XXIV.-(Contiiiued.) anything stood asld

«'DWn't 

we! 
" she 

snjmed. 

es

natives s eýed past and deposited the mummy

ND then suddenly her voice stopped in her' "Cor If we ffl, lt wa# only a driftin,5 sliadco l . case on professor's cot, and the canopic chest

.. , 'l' - , n the j e er lie hatl'indicated.
throat vhth a sort of gurgle the hands which 

, h 1 ý 1

wPre-ýall worked up. you kqw."

had been holding me away fell limp, a slow 
ýýyOu, 

g.t

"You may hAlve been-1 ývà4n't.>' il 1," he said, and waved them away, and

,,Mollie,-, i i0d, don1t. really bellevee . ý :
shudder ran through her, and I saw her eyes fix got out his electric torch and begýàn to ex-

themselves In a stare of horror over my shoulder, 1 d;dn't finish the sentence-it seerne-d too ab->O a mi n e the hiereg1ýrphics with which the sides of the

out across the sand . . . to express in wordg. uý derstocod. coffIn Were covered, quite forgetful of the fact that

It was a moment before I dared turn my head 1«Yes, 1 do!" she et' 9F believe Just that!- he was streaked witý dirt and that dinner was

For an instant, I saw nothing; 1 en, far out, a .ýWell," 1 said, htt6«Ç t was, It came at a waiting, He was fairly smacking his lips with joy.
most unprnpittoua mcenent.ý May I see you again Creel's face softened as he looked at him-he

. -1 1 11 1 M"


