
5i8 THE GARDEN OF ALLAH
ilowlj across the patch of sunlight andbeard shuffled

disappeared.

The coachman turned round.
" You descend here," he said in a cheerful voice. " Madame

will be entertained in the parlour on the right of the tot door,
but Monsieur can go on to the JUUlkrU. It's over there."

He pointed with his whip and turned his back to them again.
Domini sat quite stilL Her lips moved, once more repeating

the words of Tkt ImUaHom, Androvsky got up from his seat,

stepped heavily out of the carriage, and stood beside it The
co«chman was busjr lighting a long dgar. Androvsky leaned
forward towards Domini with his arms on the carriage and looked
at her with tearlen eyes.

" Domini," at Ust he whispered. ** Domini 1

"

Then she turned to him, bent towards him, put her hands on
his shoulders and looked into his face for a long time, as if she
were trying to see it now for all the years that were perhaps to
come. Her eyes, too, were tearless.

At last she leaned down and touched his foiehead with her lips.

She said nothing. Her hands dropped from his shoulders,
she turned away and her lips moved once more.

Then Androvsky moved slowly in through *he doorway of the
monastery, crossed the patch of sunlight, lift* d is hand and nog
the bell at the second door.

" Drive back to Tunis, please.*

" Madame 1 " said the coachman.
•• Drive back to Tunis."

" Madame is not going to enter i But Monsieur—"
" Drive back to Tunis 1

"

Something in the voice that spoke to him sUrtled the coach-

man. He hesitated a moment, staring at Domini from his seat,

then, wit a muttered curse, he turned his hones' heads and
plied the whip ferociously.

• • •••....
" Love watcheth, and sleeping, slumbereth not When wea^

it is not tired. When weary—it—is not—tired."

Domini's lips ceased to move. She could not speak any

more. She could not even pray without words.

Yet in that moment, she did not feel alone.


