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tiously away from them, and unconscious of the

presence, a white, ghostlike figure.

" Peabody," whispered Everett.

''Call him," commanded Monica.

"The others might hear," objected Everet

"We must overtake him. If we're with him wh«

they meet, they wouldn't dare "

With a gasp of astonishment, his words ceased

Like a ghost, the ghostlike figure had vanished

"He walked through that rock I" cried Moi

ica.

Everett caught her by the wrist. "G)mel

he commanded.

Over the face of the rock, into which Peabod

had dived as into water, hung a curtain of vine

Everett tore it apart. Concealed by the vim

was the narrow mouth to a tunnel; and from

they heard, rapidly lessening in the distance, tl

patter of footsteps.

"Will you wait," demanded Everett, "or con

with me?"

With a shudder of distaste, Monica answers

by seizing his hand.

With his free arm Everett swept aside the vine

and, Monica following, they entered the tunn(

It was a passageway cleanly cut through tl

solid rock and sufficiently wide to permit of th<
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