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must mount another camel, this time with a guide, 
Mahmoud, a kinsman of his own, who must risk his 
life—at a price. Half the price was paid by Mac- 
namara to the sheikh before they left the shade of the 
palm-trees, and, striking through the hills, emerged 
again into the desert farther north.

In the open waste the strain and the peril began 
again, but Mahmoud, though a boy in years, was a 
man in wisdom and a “brother of eagles” in endur
ance: and he was the second Arab who won Mac- 
namara’s heart.

It was Mahmoud’s voice now that quavered over 
the heads of the camels and drove them on; it was his 
eye which watched the horizon. The hours went by, 
and no living thing appeared in the desert, save a small 
cloud of vultures, heavy from feasting on a camel dead 
in the waste, and a dark-brown snake flitting across 
their path. Nothing all day save these, and nothing 
all the sleepless night save a desert wolf stealing down 
the sands. Macnamara’s eyes burned in his head with 
weariness, his body became numb, but Mahommed 
Mahmoud would allow no pause. They must get so 
far ahead the first two days that Abdullah’s pursuers 
might not overtake them, he said. Beyond Dongola, 
at a place appointed, other camels would await them, 
if Mahmoud’s tribesmen there kept faith.

For two days and nights Macnamara had not slept, 
for forty-six hours he had been constantly in the sad
dle, but Mahommed Mahmoud allowed him neither 
sleep nor rest.

Dongola came at last, lying far away on their right. 
With Dongola, fresh camels; and the desert flight 
began again. Hour after hour, and not a living thing; 
and then, at last, a group of three Arabs on camels


