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ing boldly, " it is only a wayfarer who heard a god-

dess chanting to herself in a nook of the mountain.

Didst thou also hear it ?

"

The girl shrank back into the narrow recess,

upon whose rocky walls was pictured gaudily the

long-since-ended career of its former occupant.

She made no reply.

"This dismal spirit-haunted tomb is no place for

thee," continued the speaker in honeyed tones,

" for it is thou and no other who hast the voice of

Isis herself. Thou shouldst sing in the abode of

princes, and be crowned with perfumed garlands,

and all this shall shortly happen if thou wilt but

come with me. Listen!" he added imperatively

in the Greek tongue, addressing his companion.

" I will take the girl with me, her pretty face adds

to her value by half, the blindness is no matter.

But do thou wait for the boy and bring him to the

city, to the place whereof thou knowest. To-mor-

row they shall both be sold."

He was standing as he spoke perilously near

the edge of the rocky declivity up which he had

just clambered, his black snaky eyes fixed upon

the maiden, his hand already extended to grasp

her, when with the lithe swiftness of a tigress she

sprang to her feet, and with a sudden powerful

push of her strong young arms sent the unfortunate

man flying backward over the verge. Then with a


