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Jerusalem to Damascus men looked anxiously about them
and rode hard to refuge.

And here also in the Far North where the River Sagalac
ran a wUd race to Carillon, leaving behind the new towns
of Lebanon and Manitou, " the Druses were up."
The daughter of Gabriel Druse, the giant, was riding

the Rapids of the Sagalac. The suspense to her and to
those who watched her course—to Tekewani and his
braves, to Osterhaut and Jowett—could roi be long. It
was a matter of minutes only, in which every second was
a miracle and might be a catastrophe.
From rock to rock, from wild white water to wild white

water she sped, now tossing to death as it seemed, now
shooting on safely to the next test of skill and courage
—on, on, till at last there was only one passage to make
before the canoe would plunge into the smooth water
ninnmg with great swiftness till it ahnost reached Carillon.

Suddenly, as she neared the last dangerous point, round
which she must swing between jagged and unseen barriers
of rock, her sight became for an instant dimmed, as though
a cloud passed over her eyes. She had never fainted in
her life, but it seemed to hei now that she was hovering
on unconsciousness. Commending the will and energy
left, she fought the weakness down. It was as though
she forced a way through tossing, buffeting shadows; as
though she was shaking ofi from her shoulders shadowy
lands which sought to detain her; as though smothering
thmgs kept choking back her breath, and darkness like
clouds of wool gathered about her face. She was fighting
for her life, and for years it seemed to be; though indeed
It was only seconds before her wiU reasserted itself, and
hght broke again upon her way. Even on the verge of
the last ambushed passage her senses came back; but
they came with a stark realization of the peril ahead: it
looked out of her eyes as a face shows itself at the window
of a burning building.


