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going south, far over to their right. These suddenly 
turned and rode down on them.

“We must fight,” said Mahmoud; “for they see you 
are no Arab.”

“I’ll take the one with the jibbeh,” said Macna- 
mara coolly, with a pistol in his left hand and a sword 
in his right. “I’ll take him first. Here’s the tap off 
yer head, me darlin’s!” he added as they turned and 
faced the dervishes.

“We must kill them all, or be killed,” said Mah
moud, as the dervishes suddenly stopped, and the one 
with the jibbeh called to Mahmoud:

“Whither do you fly with the white Egyptian?”
“If you come and see you will know, by the mercy 

of God!” answered Mahmoud.
The next instant the dervishes charged. Macna- 

mara marked his man, and the man with the jibbeh 
fell from his camel. Mahmoud fired his carbine, 
missed, and closed with his enemy. Macnamara, late 
of the 7th Hussars, swung his Arab sword as though it 
were the regulation blade and he in sword practice at 
Aldershot, and catching the blade of his desert foe, 
saved his own neck and gave the chance of a fair hand- 
to-hand combat.

He met the swift strokes of the dervish with a cool 
certainty. His weariness passed from him; the joy 
of battle was on him. He was wounded twice—in the 
shoulder and the head. Now he took the offensive. 
Once or twice he circled slowly round the dervish, 
whose eyes blazed, whose mouth was foaming with 
fury; then he came on him with all the knowledge and 
the skill he had got in little Indian wars. He came 
on him, and the dervish fell, his head cut through like 
a cheese.


