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the girl ln bis arma. "Take ber wben
I lift her Up to you--she's flot heavy."

As I bent forward and passed my
arme undier her knees and shoulders, I
caugbt, from within the tomb, the
regular chip-chipping of Davis'a chisel;
and I shlvered, for there was seme-
tbing curiously ominous ln the seund-
as thougb he were closing a sepulchre
Insteadi of opening one. And then the
ligbt fell on the gl's face, and I stared
down at lt In borror.

"lShe's dead, Creel!" I gasped, for It
was ghastly, and acress one cbeek wa.s
an ugly bruise, already turning blue.

"Nonsense! " snapped Creel. I'Don't
lose your nerve, Billy," and be clam-
bered through. "Mustafa," he called,
..you will tell your men that the lady
bas fainted, but vwII soon be ail rigbt
again. Then help Digby bring that
stuf over to, tbe tent. Now, give ber to
me, Billy," and he Ilfted ber from my
arma. "You brlng your camera. We've
got to' guard that flm-we'Il neyer
mnake antber like lt-flot If we live a
theusand years!"I

As we meunted the steps, we could
bear Mustafa Imparting Creel's assur-
ance te bis men-tbat the lady bad only
fainted. But badi she? As I looked
down at ber, lying se, ilmp and ghastly
ln Creel'a arma, I was sbaken again by
a great f ear.

'«Look ut that bruise, Creel," I wbis-
pered. "Do you suppose that was wbere
Mustaf a truck ber?"

"I shouldn't be surprised," said Creel,
grimly. -It's an ugly bruise, I knew-
but tbe film was worch it. I knew abe'Il
tbink se! The bruise will heal in a
day or twe. but tbat scene will make
lier fameus! And maybe it wasn't
Mustafa at all-maybe sbe struck It
when skie fell. Anyway, sbe basn't
anytbing te cemplain ef-abe buried
ber teetb in bis axm."

"I knew," I said. "I saw lt. Do you
think-it was-just acting?"

"No," said Creel sbortly. "It was
better than acting. I think she went
nad-I tbiiak sheie magined sbe was
really being buriedi alive; maybe tbat's
ber metbd-to let bersel.f go."

"Sbe made My flesb creep!" I said.
"It was gorgeous,"1 Creel agreedi;

"and this la the reaction. It was bound
te came"

I glanced again at tbe gbastly face.
"If skie only cemes around ail rlgbt,"

I began.
"0f course she'ilIceme around al

right," breke in Creel angrily. "A little
ammnonia, or semnething of that sort. My
wife will know what te çl-wmnen are

and labeled it. The heat made me a
littie uneasy about ail the films. If
anything ahould happen te them-but
I didn't dare think of it.

Jimmy camne ln as I was putting my
camera away, and began te, strip off kils
robes, whistling seftly under bis breath.
The aound enraged me, and I was about
te tell hlm se, when Creel called me
from outside.

"«Billy! '
"Yes," I answered.
"Davis bas sent word tbat he's ready

te open the sarcophagus. Don't yeu
want te go ever?"

"I surely do!" I said, and hurried eut
and joined bim.

Davis was waiting for us at the
entrance to the tomb, bis face con-
vulsed with excitement.

"Comns along!" be cried; "I've get
the lid loe-I wouldn't bave waited
mucb longer! "

Me led tbe way aleng tbe passage
Into the Inner chamber. Four natives
were waitIng there, armed witb long
crewbars, andi at a sign frem Davis,
tbey set te work prying up the great
granite lid. iSIowly it rose-an Inch-
two lncbes-and I caught a sudden
guat of splcy perfume..

"Now, slde It over!" said Davis,
hoarsely, and I could judge of bis ex-
citemaent by the way my own heart was
hammering in my throat. "C0areful!
Careful! " And then ho was clinging te
the edge of the sarcophagus, staring
dewn into ItL "I've found It!" he
wblspered hearsely. "By heiven, 've
found It! "

For an Instant I was dazzled by tbe
glew offilgbt and celer which burst
from witbin thé tomb, under the rays
ef the torches; then I saw something
vaguely like a human form, gilt from
top te bettem; and a face staring Up at
me with wlde-epen eyes...'

Lo'k at it!" gasped Creel. "Look
at lU"ý And ho pointed at the face
witb a shaking linger.

And my heart turned te ice witbin
me, for the face was the face of Jimimy
Allen!

CHAP1TER XXIII.

O F the moment that follwed I
have ne distinct recollectien. I
vaguely -remnember clinging te

Creel, and I could feel his vise-like grip
on my arm; and I suppose I mnust have
closedi my eyes, for when I opened themn
and leoked again dewn into that staring

Thne -Baby
It is very easy for a baby's skin
to become chafed and sore either
from the bathing or from gar-
ments that have lost their soft-
ness in the wash, and it always is
a troublesome matter' to keep
nursing bottles an 'd other uten-
sils sweet and clean.

The only safe way is to use the
mildest, purest, whiitest soap to
be had.. That is Ivory Soap. It
is impossible to make soap of
higher quality, no matter what
the price may be. When you
-use it, you know that, so far as
bathing and cleansing are con-
cernçd, you are doing your best
to keep baby healthy and good-
natured.
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