
A
g1 KF aIl mien w~ha lead a soali-

tary life, Robert King.stoni
id- ha bis bad timtes. Days

wlien he remembered bis
famlily ai home, days when
hie tlîought of bis Oxford
friends and wondered what
they were daing; days,
,îgain, wlien lic tbought of
neither of these things, but
micrely felt a dîîll acbing
vaid, a nleed of somnetbing

hce could ot define. It is the cry of the man for
the womianfolk," bis servant said gravely ta hlm
one of these days; and had heen sorely heaten
for bis rcmark.

Sa. to-day Abdullah rode at a (liscreet di-itance
bebind bis lord and said notbing; but lie had helaten
bis son, wba had acted as cook liottle washer ta the
little party, and bie anly awaited the passing of bis
miaster's mood ta cheer the way witb anc of bis
interminable day-long staries of devils and inen and
the magic of the desert.

Robert Kingston was returning froin a year's
solitude lu the descrt lands west of Khartoum,
wbere hie had been engaged on governîment survev.
and hc loaked in a weck's, tiirne t,, the muild diss~ipa
tion of Khartounm.

Hec loaked round with the languid gaze of the
tired man. Before hini stretching away ta the"hills
on the horizon were soit wax es of sand desert
shimrncring ini the niorning sun. J3chind bimi the
samne landscape stretchcd back ta the tiny black
dots wbîch proclainicd the oasis front whicb bie had
started that morning. To the left desert with hilîs
some five miles away, and ta the right again a drear
waste of sand in the saine soit rolling contours.

An exclamation front Abdullah made him turm
sharply ta sec the Man's arm stretched ont towards
the western bills.

"What is it, Abdullah?" hie asked.
A camel, mnaster, and-by Allah-a wonman
'Nonsense," laugbed Robert. " Wbat would a

waman be doing here ? " But b le pulled nervous.y.
at the strap of bis field-glasses. Iu another manient
was revealed ta, bin the astonisbing sigbt of a
womau urging a racing camel down the steep rock-
strewn slope of the hilîs. It was too far away ta
sec bier face, but she sat bier mounit superbly, and
bier dress sbowed bier ta be uumistakahly a Europ-
ean. 'Sbout, Abdullab," bie ordered, and Ah-
dullab's ear-splittiug yell was seen ta reach tbe
woman, wbo waved a white bandkercbief and felI
ta lashing ber camnel witb fury.

A score of times the two riders were biddeîî
from anc another, but at last Kingston pulled up on
the crest of a wave and the unknown rode up ta
bis side. She was undeuiably tired, hie observed,
and her face lnoked pincbcd, while bier eyes blazed
like glowing coals.

Kingston was a little at a loss. A solitary life
does not quicken ane's speech in dealiîig witlî social
matters. île raised bis bat conventionally. '"Good
morniug ! Very wvarmn day, isn't it ? " was tbe
best bie cauld nmanage as she came witbiu howing
distance.

"Tbank God !Oh, thank Gad !An English-
man." and witb that she broke dawn. and coveriug
ber face witb bier bauds, sbe sohbed as if bier beart
would break.

- Here, I say," bie remonstrated, groping in bis
pockets.

She pulleýd berself together wvith marvellous
rapidity. "WeV must be getting on," she said.
"Tbey will be on our heels in a minute."

"4Who ? " asked Kingston, mystified.
Why-oh, of course, you don't know," she said

witb the gbost of a smilc. "I1 amn being followed
by inen on camcls--Bedouins, I tbiuk. AIl nigbt
tbey bave been bhind me."

Kingston looked up sharply, and as bie did so a
solitary figure silbauetted sharp against the brilliaut
sky, topped the risc of the hilîs over wbicb the girl
had ridden, and seeiug tbe little group, bad balted
and waved ta bis campaniaus bebind.

".My father is Colonel Baker. tbe Egyptologist,"
she explained. "We started from Khartoum a
week ago ta visit the site of sanie ruins. He arrived
at tbe spot and camped about baîf a mile awav.
Father went off ta bis excavations witb two of the
men, and ane was prepariug supper. I strolled
away ta the top of a little bill near at hand ta, see
the 'vine and ta keep an eve on the cook from a
dis-,tauce, Suddeuly 1 heard shooits and yells, and,
ta My borror, I saw a baud of Arabs break out from
bhind tbem. My father fired at tbem as they came,
but he was overpowcred in a second. Said, the
caok, witb wonderful presence of mmd, cut baose
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the canieîs and stampeded tbem as the men were
rushing aeross from the ruins to the camp. Tbey
nmust havc hiddcn their own camels soute distance
off.» Said inounted one canmel and yelled, ' I go for
soldier, nîissis. You ride east, too,' but they shot
him as hie went. I managed ta catch my camnel, and
as 1 rode I saw the Arabs dashing away for their
own mouints. Since then-it is six houirs ago-tbey
have heen following mie. Oh, what shaîl we do ?

"We'll just have ta go on together, that's ail,"
said Kingston, cheerfully.

" m afraid my camel wvon't last much longer,"
she said, nervously. "Sc, he's beginning ta fail,
poar brute."

"No ruatter," lie said in his quiet niatter-of-fact
way. "Jezebel is quite fresh, and she will carry tw()
as casily as ane. Camels are my one luxury here,
and I fancy I'vc got the best in the Soudan."

They had now caine ta the cv.est of a rise, anîl
lie looked around. A cluster of litdle figures were
ridîing fast dowu the distant his, and as hie closed
his glasses lie latugbed grimly. " Fifteen, at least,
and( there niay bc more. Too long odds for us.
We'll have ta run for it. What about Abdullah ?
Ah. there bie is."

Abdullah. the strategist, and his son had with-
drawn to one of the hollows, and were lying watch-
îng with consîderable iuterest tlîe appraach of bis
miaster ari( the strange girl.

I Caille with vou, inaster ? " asked Abdullah.
"Yes," said Kingston sterniy. Then ta the son

-a snmart lad of sixtecî>-" Thase men bad men.
XVù ride north and they follow us. When they have
gone out af sight you take camels and ride ta the
police post at Argeb. Give this ta the officer there,"
and as hie spoke bie -scrihbled a note. "Pursued by
twenty Bedouin Arahs. Scud help.-KiNGsToN."

"AIl rigbt, master," said the lad, griuning. I
ride like bell. I have baggage came]. Lt too slow."

"Very good," said Kingston sbortly. " Buck
uip wbeu you do start."

The pursuing Bedouins on seeing this change
ofcourse also, altered their direction and made as

if ta cut thern off.
They rode side by side in silence for a time

hefore the girl spoke. "Wbat will became of my
father ?" she asked.

"Since they didn't kilI hinii at once, they will
probably hold bim with the idea of ransom,'" hoe
said ta cheer hier up, tbough in bis beart he knew
quite well that the abject of the attack was not ran-
som but slavery.

'«My father bas always taken me about with
hlmi on bis expeditions tbis year, and I arn quite an
expert camel rider," she said brigbtly.

" How long can you last ? " hie said bluntly.
"Longer than my îoor~ beast,"~ sbe said, arid

even as she spoke the camel crossed its legs and
pitched forward, ta lic kickiîîg fecbly with a broken
leg. As it felI, Kingston rcacbed out, caught ber by
the waist and dragged bier with a tremendous effort
on ta tbe peak of his saddle.

"No gond wasting time," bie said grimly, as she
gazed at the fallen beast.

"But, we can't leave it here ta die," she said
with a soli in bier vaîce.

"Abdullah bas a rifle. He will put the poar
brute out of its pain," hie said gently, and once more
hie urged his mrounit ino its long loping gallop.

Once more silence feIl upon tbem. Sybil ap-
parently was content ta rest witb bis strong am
round bier and ta, trust herself ta tbe care of this
browu lean-faced man who bad s0 suddenly came
into ber life. Kingston, toa, was at rest. Curiously,
the immediate danger troubled him but little. A
queer satisfaction was spreading aver bis soul like
a sbower over tbirsty land. The touch of this girl's
baud on bis shoulder as she steadied berseif gave
hlm a sense of bappiness such as he had neyer felt
in aIl these long lanely years. The boy in hlmn, so
long dormant, awoke and he laugbed gaily.

For au bour they rade in silence, eacb immersed
in thougbt; but bis thoughts outstripped bis judg-
mient, and when bie was dreaming of an Englisb
cottage with honeysuckle and roses and a wife-
bie pulled bimself together and dasbed into couver-
%ation for a tonîc.

" My idea is ta get those his ahead of us a few
miles. On the other side there is an oasis, where
my escort sbould be waiting for me to-night."

She cried out in deligbt. "Then we are saved
in another bour's time !

"An hour," iaughed Kingston. "How f ac do
you suppose tbose hilîs are away P?"

"Ten miles at tbe outside," she answered.

*Nearer thirty," lie Iaughed. "Desert distances
are deceptive."

" But won't they cut us off before then ?"
" Depends on their camels. Jezebel is fresh, and

so is Abdullah's camel, but theirs may be as tired
as yours was. If we can't get there before then-i
we'li just have to edge away to the west and make
the best of it until young Said can get help from
the police post. At the west we have rifles, and we
can put up a very pretty fight for it."

"But why risk our lives if their object is merely
ransom ? My father is a rîch man and can pay."

"I'm afraid 1 misled youi at first," said King-
ston, gravely. " It is more probable that they are
a band of slave raiders from the interior who have
been carrying off natives for sale in Moorish terri-
tory. l was warned of them, but I thought they had
been headed off by the Camel Corps who are out
after them."

1Slaves ? " she asked, with distended pupils.
Oh, thank God, I met you. If I had been taken!

and she shuddered piteously. " Swear that they
shan't take me alive."

"You shal flot be taken alive," lie said gravely.
After a pause. " Jezebel couid do it alone quite

easily," she remarked. It's I who am keeping her
back. Let me get down."

"Don't tallk like a fool, was bis gruif reply.
f' Let me get down and bide tîli they have pass-

ed," she persisted, stirring in hîs arm. "Both of us
need flot be sacrificed. I will get down," and she
made a resolute effort to free berself.

He was obliged ta drop his chain to restrain
lier. She fought unavaiiingiy for a short tinte, but
his arms ciosed round hier like a vice.

" Do you think ll lose you now I have found
you ?." hie said, and she looked into a pair of fierce
eyes in wbich she saw that which caused ail hier
resolution ta melt in a flush of colour which dyed
hier face and even the tips of lier ears to a gioriaus
rose.

Kingston bimiself was surprised. What was this
stray girl ta him whom he had found hut an hour ago?

The hilis were perfectly clear ahead now, and
they could see the countiess hales in the upper faces
where the workers for tbousands years ago had
delved for gold. But Jezebel was no longer the
camel she had been. The four hours' gallop with
a double load had tired bier, and Kingston could
feel that little sinking between the strides which
tells the experienced rider that the end of endur-
ance is bekinning.

.I know cave," said Abdullah eagerly. " We
camp there long time ago. I lead."

' Good man, Abdullah," said Kingston, as the
f ellow forged ahead. ' He knows these hilîs like a
book, and hie will fight like a lion for me."

As they reached the, foot of the hilis, Kingston
pulled up abruptiy and took lis carbine and cart-
ridges from the sling. She looked at hini
questioningly.

"AIl right," he laugbed. "I'm going to try a
little rifle practice from bere until you are safe in
the cave. Then Abdullah willfcaver my retre 'at."

The pursuers were quite cleariy visible now.
lasbing their tired camels furiously as tbey saw
they had brought their quarry to bay.

Kingston ran up bis sights ta seven hundred
yards and fired a careful shot.

A long puif of dust and the whistle of a ricochet
rewarded his efforts. " Refraction," hie muttered.

Anather shot into the bunch of the pursuers
brought down a camnel with a run and sent its rider
flying a fluttering mass of white twenty yards ahead
of his beast. A third shot, as the bunch was scatter-
ing, sent a man toppling framn his mount, and the
band halted. Once more the carbine barked, bring-
ing yet ariother man ta earth, and at a wave from
their leader the Bedouins galloped into a iittle
hollow when they were free of bis fire, and evidentîy
consulted as ta wbat should be done with this
Englishman who shat sa well. Kingston glanced
upwards ta, sce the flutter of a handkerchief as the
girl and Abdullah reached the ledge on which was
the cave ; and he smniled as Abdullah lay down in
the calta style of an aid campaigner ta, cover hîs
retreat.

As he turned ta climib, a head showed itself
above the saucer in which their pursuers iay, and
a moment later a buliet sang through the air and
powdered the sandstone face of the cliff above his,
head. Evidently there were, twa sides ta the ques-
tion, hie thought, hie ran up the siope.*

Abdullab's rifle spoke, but without effect, and
soan he was climhing amid a perfect storm of bul-,
lets, ane of which strtsck hîm as hie was about to,
throw himiself panting at the cave's mouth.

He staggered and would have fallen backwards
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