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his flagging speed; But it was only for
a moment. HUis limbs staggered, ho
stumbled, rogained hinself and at lenght
stood suddenly still.

" Foward " cried the rider.
The poor brute hung down its head,

and renia ned immovable.
"l Foward, my brave companion,

cried the rider, " lot it net be said that
yon have crossed mountain defile and
arid rocks to dcie upon this fertile
plain."

Cheered by the voice of its rider, the
noble beast summoned all its energy fori
a final effort, but it was too much, after
a few Iaboured bounds it tottered, re-
gained itself and finally fell, the blood
streaming from its nostrils.

The rider had forseen this end and
disengaging his foot from the stirrunps
stepped lightly te the ground. For a
time he stood looking down upon the
noble animal, that had borne hiim so
bravely. Then suddenly recollecting
hinsolf, he drew a pistol from his girdie
and talking aim, discharged it behind
the dying horse's car.

" He was an old friend," said ho,-
but the life of three persons is at

stake. I have at least shortened bis
pain."

Thencefoward oui' traveller continued
his course on foot, hastenîing along the
outskirts of the city with hurried steps,
unmindful of the heat or dust.

About ton in the morning, he 'eached
the nearest bouse of the suburbs and
hastened to knock at the door of Mr.
Herbelin's house.

A man with a white turban opened
the door, and seeing our traveller
exclaimed with astonishment Mr. For-
dinand !

" Yes," answered our travaller as he
sought to pass in-" lot me come in,
Chalib.

Certainly, Master; come in Master
knows undoubtedly that my master and
mistress are not bore."

" Net in ! " exclaimed Ferdinand.
I shall find them in the bazaar."

No ; they have been on a visit te a
friend some clays.

Far from bore ?"
No; not very far. They are with

M. Dravel at his country bouse. Yeu
know M. Dravel, you must have passed
his house if you came by the eastern

road. Close te the foot of the mon-
tains."

Yos, said Ferdinand, speacing te
himself: it is periiaps better s0, it will
ba some hours of fatigue loss foi' my
sistor and for Gabrielle. " Chalib," he
said, speaking in a loud toue, " harness
me a horse."

Will youî net tako saime food."
"NO; n othing. 1 1a in a hirry. J

will net even eter'."
But yout munst bo fatigued."

Ferdinand made a gosture of ilmpa-
tience as he sat dowil under a large
orange tre, and Chalib hastened te the
stables. Soon li retur'ned leading a
inagniicient arab fresh and full of fire.
The youîng traveller as he hastoned te
moment, gave Chalib a folded paper Oit
which lie had written fow words.

" Talce this, Chaliib, te M. Just, ny
br'othe-in-iaw's princi pal palrtner, loso
not a miiinutite und take care to give it
into his own hands. And Chali b, tell
me, yoi aie a Druse, aie y-ou not?

Yes, Sr."
Yeu adore Hacekeni ?
Yes, Su'."
Very well-or rather very ill-but

that is all I want te know."
Younig naster is ci'rizy, said Chalib

as lie situt the door. lIow pained miy
nisti'ess wil be sto find ier brother iii
such state.

Our young traveller, brothor te Mrs
Hler'belin, vas a distinguished physician
practising at Beirout. He was an
orphan and without any other relation
than bis sister, and it was iii orclor te
he near ber that lie remained in Svria.
Mi' Herbelin had one of the largest com-
mercial bouses in Damascts, and as all
his goods passed through Beiront, he
had a warehouse undier the care of his
br'otheri-in-law,. On parting from Chalib,
all dîusty and tired as he was Ferdinand
retira1ced bis way to the Inotntains
withoit losing a moment. The day was
far advanced when he arrived at M.
Dravel's mansion.

Mrs Herbelin was walking with hier
husband under the leinon troes which
skiî'ted the property. Sie recogiizied
hcr brotlher' the moment sie saw him,
and exelaimed.

VWhat I Ferdinand. You iere. What
a iappenoss. We wer faî' f'-om
expeeting such a pleasuire."


