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“No, Eglington would not come to help you. I came to
Nahoum, as I said 1 would.”

“Thee has a good memory,” he rejoined simply.

“T am a good friend,” she answered, then suddenly
her face flushed up. her breast panted, her eyes shone
with a brightness almost intolerable to him, and he said
in a low, shaking voice:

“It is all fighting, all fighting. We have done our
best; and thee has made all possible.”

“David!” she said in a voice scarce above a whisper.

“Thee and me have far to go,” he said in a voice not
louder than her own, “but our ways may not be the
same.”

She understood, and a newer life leaped up in her.
She knew that he loved her—that was sufficient; the
rest would be easier now. Sacrifice, all, would be easier.
To part, yes, and for evermore; but to know that she
had been truly loved—who could rob her of that?

“See,” she said lightly, “your people are waiting—
and there, why, there is my cousin Lacey. Tom, oh,
Cousin Tom!” she called eagerly.

Lacey rode down on them. ‘I swan, but I'm glad,”
he said, as he < opped from his horse. ““Cousin Hylda,
I'm blest if = don’t feel as if I could sing like Aunt
Melissa.”

“You may kiss me, Cousin Tom,” she said, as she
took his hands in hers.

He flushed, was embarrassed, then snatched a kiss
from her cheek. “Say, 'minit, ain’t I? And you were
in it first, eh, Cousin Hylda? The rest are nowhere—
there they come from Assouan, Kaid, Nahoum, and the
Nubians. Look at ’em glisten!”

A hundred of Kaid’s Nubians in their glittering ar-
mour made three sides of a quickly moving square, in




