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“David!” she cried with beating heart, and rode on, 
harder and harder.

Now she saw him ride ahead of the others. Ah, he 
knew that it was she, though he could not see her face! 
Nearer and nearer. Now they looked into each other’s 
eyes.

She saw him stop his camel and make it kneel for the 
dismounting. She stopped her horse also, and slid to the 
ground, and stood waiting, one hand upon the horse’s 
neck. He hastened forward, then stood still, a few feet 
away, his eyes on hers, his helmet off, his brown hair, 
brown as when she first saw it—peril and hardship had 
not thinned or greyed it. For a moment they stood so, 
for a moment of revealing and understanding, but 
speechless; and then, suddenly, and with a smile in
finitely touching, she said, as he had heard her say in 
the monastery—the very words:

"Speak—speak to me!”
He took her hand in his. “There is no need—I have 

said all,” he answered, happiness and trouble at once in 
his eyes. Then his face grew calmer. “Thee has made 
it worth while living on,” he added.

She was gaining control of herself also. “I said that 
I would come when I was needed,” she answered less 
tremblingly.

“Thee came alone?” he asked gently.
“From Assouan, yes,” she said in a voice still un

steady. “I was riding out to be by myself, and then I 
saw you coming, and I rode on. I thought I should like 
to be the first to say: 'Well done,’ and ‘God bless 
you!’”

He drew in a long breath, then looked at her keenly. 
“Lord Eglington is in Egypt also?” he asked.

Her face did not change. She looked him in the eyes.


