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had flot the girl reached forward and dragged hîmi
to her side.

A yell arose from the Bedouins, and the little
dots swayed forward in an irregular line. But the
rifles in the cave were held by old and hardened
campaigners, and four men (lropped ere the attack-
ers had cox ere(1 txvo hundred yards. The rush ivas
stopped, and the Arabs took cover in one of the
innumerablc littie x aileys which spread
themselves in a network over the plain.

For a long time no mnove was made
on cither sîde, but as Kingston swept
the horizon with his glasses he des-
cried in the far distance a gleain of
brightness mos ilg ainid a cloud of
(lust. Iu baîf ant hour more this re-
solved half inito a body of caniel riders
twenty or thirty strong, ami as he
l(>oked he saw a single figure sneaking
l)ack out of rifle shot to xxarn the ap-
proaching band.

After a long colloquy the attackers
were seen to be retiring, leaping an(l
bounding in the most fantastie fashion
to ax'oid the fire which neyer came,
for a comparison with Abdullah show-
the total ainount of ammunition to con-
sist of no more than thirty rounds, and
that would have to be saved for the
attack.

Smoke hegan to rise and caniels
were hobbled as though they had de-
cided to camp for the night. Two
sentries, however, were sent forwards
half-a-mile on each side of the cave
witb the evident intention that the fugi-
tives should not slip away unperceived.

"Abdullah, you sleep; I keep watch,
commanded Kingston, and to the girl b
said: " You had better get soute sleep.
too. You wiIl want it to-night. There
is no immediate danger now, Miss
Baker; they will wait for the night to
rush us."

Abdullah, a true camelman, retired
,ubediently to the back of the cave whec
Jezebel and her companion chewed and
grunted; but Ethel witb a wry face de-
cided against the interior and lay down
beside Kingston with her back against the cave on
a coarse blanket. She was deadly tired, her eyes
heavy lidded, whîch told their own tale, bad black
hollows underneath, and she sank into a beavy
slumber.

An bour before sunset Abdullah awoke and be-
gan to move about the cave questioningly. "Master,"
he wbispered excitediy, "I think there passage here.
I go see," and he disappeared over a heap of loose
rocks down one of the old workings whicb the
olden miners had tuunelled hundreds of years ago.
It was haîf-an-hour later wben he returned, his
face ablaze with excitement.

"Master, I find way out," Le gasped, and in
sentences broken with wild gesticulations and Arab-
ic phrases to supplement his English, he told of his
stumbles down a rougb shaf t haîf closed by the faîl
of debris, through a small openiug and up another
rock-bewn passage to a boulder-covered entrance to
the clear air outside.

"But we can't take the camels," objected
Kingston.

"No matter, Master. I steal camel when Be-
douin man fight."

" Yes, but then we're no better off, for they will
follow as soon as tbey find we are flot here. It will
be sunset in haîf an-hour, and then they will corne.
Let me think."

" I have it," he said at last, 'you take the woman
and ll bold the cave. You go for belp witb ber
and bring back."

Kingston roused the girl gently with a pressure
of the hand. But wben she-found ber position she
sprang up bastily, and if she seemed beautiful in
her pallor before, bow much more now with a hlush
mantling brow and neck and cars.

"Haslanytbing fresb happened ?" she asked.
IlYes,"' he said, returning to bis desert manner.

"Wili you be ready to start witb Abdullah at Sun-
set ? '

"And you ?"
"I stay behind bere to keep those gentlemen

employed for an bour or two to give you a sporting
start,". he said lightly. " Then'I shaîl corne on."

IlThen I tbink 1 will wait, too," she said wîtb
decision.

IlImpossible," be said, curtly. "Iwant to get
you off my shoulders. The responsibility is too
g-reat."

IlYou swear you will corne on after us,", she saicl,
pitifully.

lle sîvore it cagerîxý 'llherc i-ni the siightest
danger to mie," he lied.

At last, a- the s, liowe d rcd and duskv bv
t he horizon, Abdlla mae aý 1nox c. prostral iig
hilnself firtlwf r hi, wia.ter and sas ing a 15
broken words in Arabie, to svhich Kingston replied
in curt plhra[-e \t lat', sViîh protound dî'jî ctio,

IlDear Heart, I cannot."

Abdullah sigued to ber ho follow bim and disappear-
ed duwn the tunnel.

Sybil beld out ber baud. " You swear?
For ail bis auswer be took ber in bis arms and

kissed lier passionately. Theîi tbrushiîîg bier away
roughly, "Go," lie said, "or I shaîl corne too."

But be caime to earth wîth a tbud as he saw a
dense mass slowly pushing its way into tue picture.
A Bedouin's head !First tbe peaked coveriug, then
a black forehead, then the whites of the eyes, aud
he stood spelibouud as tue whole face appeared anti
glared ucertainly into the blackuess of the cave.
Evidcntly a scout who wuii(ere(l if the occupants
were aIl asleep. Instaîîtly the speli broke. He threw
up bis carbine, and a screami echoed the thunderous
roar of the shot, as the man fiuug up bis bauds and
rolled limply downl the slolie gatlîeriug a miniature
avalanche on tlic wav. This was the signai for a
chorous of yclls and a volley of Martini huilets
direched at hazard to the eave's nîotth. An bour
passed in dead silence. Abdullah must bc xvell away
hy now, be thougbt. Suddeniy a grey clad figure
stole up froni the iîack of the cave anîd laid a cold
baud upoii bis shoulder.

"Sybil !" be gasped. " Wbat are yoti doing
here ?"I The girl felI on ber knees and sobbed. Sue
cluug ho bis ami like a frigbtemîed child.

" Abdullah said tlîat I sbould find you dead,' she
wbispered. " But 1 couldn't go any fturther."

She bid bier face in ber bauds most sweetly, but
lie took theni in bis stmoug bauds andl drew ber to
biîn. As be tried to speak of bis love, bis voice
broke aud be could only sink to bis kuces and kiss
the strong little bauds whose nervous grip sent the
blood coursing tlîrougb bis veins so madly.

She fimst came to eartb and pointed to the cave's
mnoutb; the moon had risen, and now the scuffling
xvas explained. Up tue slope, dragged by ropes front
above, was slitberiug a weird carcase with limp
wobbly legs and a neck that curved innatiîrally, It
xvas tbe body of one of tue caîtels be had shot, and
round its belly were tied tlîree or four of the wood-
en saddles to save a repast-work, froni bebind which
the attackers could enfilade the cave. Not a mari
was visible, for the wily Bedouins bad tasted hou
rnuch marksmansbip fromr the little carbine in the
cave. As Kingston went forward cautiously to sur-vey; but as bis bead sbowed up against the dark
background a hullet sang past bis ear and humied
itself in the sandstone just behind lîim.

"Covering party," he said, cheerfully. We
mnust retire to our ciîaidd," and they miade tlîcir way

to tbe hack of the cave xxlici e the old tunnel began.
As a last hope Kingston fired a shot, andl then,

taking the i aud. racr 4 dowxn the tunnel. Il1k
shot biad gis en hini a few mniutie< respite, for as
iliey reaii.hd the openi airî thy hcard the reverbera-
tion ouf tuec futile v olley s fired into tUec larkness;
îBut tlhere we re mn on tlie cre-,t of the bill. and lie
l1:1 onîxy tile to drag Uie girl into anotlier openiîîg.

-1i lîink illîk ks ti emlU' hc saiul.
with a tiglîtcning o f bis arîn around
bier. îBut lîc. xx îîl lier xxomn's faitît
.sbosiiîg clear ala)xe the fog of im-

I )elîr, li xxe \Vlîi',eredl, *'it ks onlY
tic bcginning, for surely God xvould
îlot part ils after so short a h'îp)piness.*'
Slie liaitîeu liiiii te revolsver lie ball
give i er. Ile reftlled it xvitlî a shud-
dler, "I)car heuart, 1 c:innot.''

"You Iîroiiiîsel," slîe reninded hini
aînd lie took it (111113

They couild hiar thc scouts on tbe
bill calling sliiilly to those in tlie cave,
and tlîe ainswerîiig yells of the attack-
ers as tbey enierged front tbe tunnel.
Then there camne a panic and a fresh
claiioiir of voices, hot as no attack
xeicd imiinent, Kingston dared t<i
look ont. T1'le Bedouins seeiiied (lis-
traete(l. Soune xvith bauds uplifted
wcre screaifîng inarticulate curses,
others were riinning doxvn the side of
the bîill anid scattering like startled
rabbiît.

"The Cainel Corps and the l)oy
-lie yelled delighitedly. Therc XVs no

fear of attack uiox, and she caine forth
and stood l)eside hinu. Rounid the
shotilder of the bill caime, a galloping

«L:Dcamel, bappily xxitli a inad rider wav-
Sing a sword and swerving after the

fasbiîîn of the British subalteru iii
~ actioni. Bebind him potinded iii a

cboking cloud of sand soile ten uni-
fornîed men ini straggling hune who
broke ixîto a squealiug cheer as they

- caîîght sight of the quarry.
As tbey reachcd tue bottoîn of the

slope the subalterui trotted up dripping
and happy. "Yotîr father's ai] rigbt, Miss Baker,"
he said, cbeerfully. W ýe stalked on the canme]
guard first wbilst the rest were occupied witb you.
'i'en we came on for the fou. Oh, it svas a iovelv

shesv a lovely show !I
"Just go on aind prepare the Colonel," said

Kingston in an Iloff Il soice, and the boy, with a
quieer look at their faces aId a :glance at tlîeir clasp-
ed bauds, trotted axvay.

"You ieant it ? II said Kinîgston xvith a catch
iii bis voice. " It wasni't julst-

" Mîist I say it again il Il she asked witb a low
happy laugh.

"Dearcst !Ycs; and cx-cry day of your life."
Over the crest of the rise xvas hurryiiîg a luon-

pous red-faced nian followed b- the subalteru whîî,
like the little gentîlemuan lie svas, pleaded weariness
anid iueapacity to burry.

"Sybil, îny dear cbild !" lie exclaiuie(i.
"Mir. Kingston, sir, 1 shial neyer be able to

thank yo I"
I hope so said Kinîgston quietly; and to

the dismay of the colonel, ho the joy of the subai-
herr, he lifted the girl's baud lu bis lips.

A Song ofT Beauty.
Oh, sing me a song of beauty !I'în tired of the

stressful Song,
l'in weary of ail the preacbing, the arguing righî

and wrong,
l'in fain to forget the adder that under the leaf lies

curled,
And dreani of the liglît anîd beauty that gladdeus

the gray oid worid!
Oh, sîîîg of the enierald uîeaiiows' tbat sinile alI dlay

in the suni
The ripple and gleam of the rivers that on tbroîigl

the meadows run!
The birds-let themn siug iii your singing and flash;

tbrough the hunes you w-rite.
The lark witb bis lilt in the moruing, the nigbt-

iîîgaie cbarming the night,
The butterfly over the flowers that hovers on paint-

ed wing-
AIl these, let tbemt brighten and lighten the beauti-

fui song you sing!
Tbougb under the leaf tlic adder of death and of

gioomn lies curled,
Oh, sing, for a space, of the beauty that glad,.cu>

the gray old world
-Denis A. MicCii-thyý, in Newî York Sien.


