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Jimmy,” I said at last, realizing the
uselessness of argument. “You said
yourself, Professor . .; .”

Davis clicked his tongue impatiently.

“I know I did—even I get infected
with this foolishness sometimes—it’s in
the air! Well, I'm willing to take a
look for him—I see there is no chance
for sleep until we do!”

I fumbled around and found my shoes
and slipped them on.

“I'm going too,”” I said; and then,
when we got outside, I was surprised to
find Creel at my elbow.

“Three fools are no worse than two!” -

he muttered, but he didn’t meet my
eyes. ‘“We’ll find that idiot sitting un-
der a palm smoking a cigarette. And
he’ll laugh at us! What the devil is
that?” he added, for from the direction
of the native camp the night wind bore
to our ears a sound as of a low
crooning.

It was little more than a murmur;
but it rose and fell on a gamut of only
three or four notes in a manner inex-
pressibly weird. For an instant Davis
was as startled as Creel and I; then I
saw him smile. g

“The natives have got a chanter at
work to keep off the evil spirits,”” he
said. *“They have been uneasy since
they learned I was going to open that
inner tomb.”

Creel muttered soraething to the effect,
that they couldn’t be any more uneasy
than he was, but Davis only shrugged,
and we walked on across the oasis. We
saw no sign of Jimmy, and at last we
came to the little slope, right at the
edge of the desert, on the other side of
which the natives had pitched their
camp. From the midst of it, clear and
piercing in spite of its subdued tone,
came the chant.

And then, as we topped the rise and
looked down upon the camp, we saw
the chanter, squatted on his haunches,
and around him the sleeping fellahin.

“Let’'s have a word with the fellow,”
said Davis. ‘“He may have seen our
man.” :

We threaded our way between the
natives, huddled in their cloaks and
sleeping soundly, evidently with com-
plete faith in the efficacy of the chant
to ward off all things evil; and then
we came to the chanter where he sat,
with head thrown back and eyes fixed
on the heavens . . .

He turned his head with a jerk when
he heard us coming, and the chant
ceased abruptly; then, when he recog-
nized us, he sprang to his feet, and re-
plied in a bated voice to Davis’s brief
questions. The latter motioned us away
at last, and we followed him out from
the circle of sleepers. Before we had
taken the second step, the chant began
again.

Davis led us right to the edge of the
oasis. Then he stopped and looked out
across the sands.

‘“He says there are ghosts abroad to-
night,” he said. ‘“He says they are
dancing about the tombs. He says he
saw them quite clearly when the moon
rose; and that two from the oasis joined
them . Ao

He stopped, and we all stood staring
out at the group of mounds which
marked the ruins. In my own mind, I
had not the slightest doubt that Jimmy

was over there—and that he was not

alone.
“Shall we go and see?’ asked Davis

"abruptly, and peered into our faces.

I shrank back. I didn’t want to go.
I regretted that I had insisted upon this
wild adventure. I didn’t want to see—
I was afraid to see .

But Creel was made of sterner stuff.

“Come on,” he said, between clenched
teeth. “If we are ever going to get to
the bottom of this mystery, now is the
time!”’

And he started resolutely out across
the sand.

CHAPTER XXVII.

IF the natives had seen us, they would
have been more certain than ever
that there were ghosts abroad, for,
from a distance, we must have had a
sufficiently weird look as we set out
across the sand. Close up, we were
ridiculous rather than weird, with noth-
ing on but shoes and pajamas; and, as
we looked at each other, the tension with
which we had started out from the
shadow of the trees suddenly relaxed.
“The ghosts will run at the first
glimpse of us,” laughed Creel. ‘“They
will be scared to death. They’ll be out-
ghosted! That wouldn’t be so bad for a

comedy reel, Billy—the ghosts scared
out of their wits by the people they are
trying to frighten!”

Dayvis laughed grimly; and we plodded
on in silence. I suppose Creel was turn-
ing the idea over in his mind, for he
chuckled softly once or twice. And then
we were at the edge of the ruins, and
clambered up the first of the mounds
which topped the excavation.

I don’t know what I expected to see
there—a danse macabre, or some such
horror, perhaps—and I strained my eyes
from end to end of it at a single glance;
but it lay white and empty in the moon-
light.

“No ghosts there,” said Creel. ‘‘Sup-
pose we take a leok in the tomb.” And
he started down the stair.

The black entrance to the tomb

seemed to me unspeakably sinister and
threatening, but Davis switched on his
torch, and he and Creel stepped through
without hesitation:” I followed, wonder-
ing if they were reaily as fearless as
they seemed, or if their knees were
secretly knocking. together as mine
were. 5\

Davis cast the heam :of=light about
the outer chambef,“and I saw that it

was piled with ‘the debris of the wall '

which had masked the entrance to.the
corridor. i

“I had to take down nearly all of it
before I could get the coffin out,”” he
said; ‘it was a hard job.”

“How about the roof?” Creel asked.

“T think it will hold,” said Davis, and
threw the light up over it. ‘“Hello!
There’§ an ugly crack!” =

It was anugly one, running from side
to side across the chamber.

“I'd hate to be in here when that
came down,” said Creel; ‘“or in th
inner tomb.
for certain!”

Davis was examining the crack at-
tentively. s

“The wall was built to brace the roof
more than I thought it would be,”” he
said. ‘““The Egyptians must have fore-
seen the possibility of great masses of
sand being heaped above it. and pro-
vided in this way for the extra weight.
But I don’t think it will come down—
not for a while, anyway. Of course I
could build the wall up again—but that
would be an awful bother. Still, it
might be worth while, if only to pre-
serve the place.”

“If you are going to work in here at
all,” said Creel, “you ought certainly to
do it—unless you're tired of living!
I'm not sure I want to go in, even for
a minute.”

“Nonsense!” said Davis. “It won’t
fall unless something shakes it,”’ and
he stepped forward into the corridor.
Then he stopped suddenly and held up
his hand. “Wait!”’ he said. “Listen!”

We listened with bated breath, but
not a sound broke the stillness of the
tomb.

‘“What was
Creel, at last.

“TI don’t know,” Davis answered hesi-
tatingly. ‘“Perhaps it wasn’t anything
—Dbut it seemed to me there was a sort
of rustling . . .”

“IikKe a woman’s dress,” I said. *I
know. It’s in there!”’

“Nonsense!” said Davis again, and
went resolutely forward.

T don’t believe I should have followed,
if Creel hadn’t been behind me, pressing
me on. I knmew what was there—I
knew what we should see—and every
step required an effort of will, for my
feet were like lead. And then my heart
leaped suffocatingly, for Davis gave a
sudden, sharp cry, as the torch was
dashed from his hand and fell clattering
to the floor. And the next instant,
something brushed past me, with a rush
of air, and a flicker as of wings . . .

Davis was fumbling around on the
floor, swearing softly to himself; and
then something clutched my arm.

“It’s only me,” said Creel’s volice.
And then, in a lower tone, “Did you
feel it?”

it you heard?” asked

“Yes,” I said.
“Something that rushed past o
‘“Yes.”

And then the light shot out again.

“Come along, you fellows!’” Davis
called. ‘“What are you standing there
whispering about?”

“Billy and I were comparing notes on
the ghost,”” said Creel. “What did it
look like—you must have seen it.”

“I saw nothing.” said Davis sharply.
“There wasn’t anything to see.”

“I suppose you just dropped the
torch,” said Creel. “Let me see tie
back of your hand.”

(Continued on page 27.)
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T Conserve [ood

Economy in baking is one of the biggest ways in
which Canadian housewives can help to conserve
food. Thousands of thoughtful women have found
7 Egg-O Baking Powder a big help in ‘economizing..

EGG-O BAKING POWDER

is so sure and so perfect—it ensures real baking
economy. It means better baking at a smaller cost. (
Use only a level teaspoon of Egg-O to each level, :
i measuring-cupful of well-sifted flour. These propor-
tions will give you the best baking results.

Try Egg-O yourself, next bake day. Surprise
the family with delicious Egg-O War Cake,
eggless, butterless and milkless. It is easy
to make.

: 1 1b. raisins, 1 teaspoon allspice, 1
% teaspoon cinnamon, 2 tablespoons lard,

3 cups brown sugar, 3 cups water, qul
together 5 minutes. When cold, mix
with 4 level cups of flour, 4 level tea~-
spoons of Egg-O Baking Powder, 1
level teaspoon of salt; sift and beat
together., Bake slowly for 1 hour in a

| shallow pan. Better kept a day or

| two before eating.

Buy Egg-O in the pound tin or larger sizes—
it is much cheaper. Your grocer’s name and
10 cents will bring a 4-oz. (net) tin of Egg-O
and the book of Reliable Recipes.

THE EGG-0 BAKING POWDER CO., LTD.
HAMILTON, ONTARIO.

HUNGER?

The Cry of the Needy

W hy waste good, wholcsome food
when it can be saved by use of a.

“National Juaior No. 1”7
Home Cooker

With one of these Cookers any kind of Fruit,
Vegetable, Meat, Fish or Poultsy can ¥
canned’at a mere trifling cost. You cwe it to
your country. You owe it to yourself to save
every ounce of food possible. :
Members of Women’s Institute branches
would find it profitable to club together and
do their canning with a “National Junior No.
1” Home Cooker.

Write for illustrated descriptive circulars.

THE BROWN, BOGGS CO., Ltd.
HAMILTON, ONT.

DAIL: CAPACITY 200 to 400 CANS

Peterborough Canoes

Whgn you buy a “PETERBOROUGH?” Boat you get the best value -
o-tainable. Look for the TRADE MARK on the goods. Get our
Catalogue of Canoes, Skiffs, Outboard Motor
Boats and Launches.

The Peterborough Canoe Company
Limited
PETERBOROUGH, Canada

J rm.rm, Mark 280 Water “Street

Guarantees the Quality.




