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looted Abdullah’s treasure, and carried the price of the 
camels and the pay of the guides to Mahommcd Nafar 
the shoemaker.

His great sprawling camel, the best that Mahommcd 
Nafar could buy of Ebn Haraf, the sheikh in the Gilif 
Hills, swung down the wind with a iong, reaching 
stride, to the point where the sheikh would meet him, 
and send him on his way with a guide. If he reached 
the rendezvous safely, there was a fair chance of final 
escape.

Moonlight, and the sand swishing from under the 
velvet hoofs of the camel, the silence like a filmy cloak, 
sleep everywhere, save at the eyes of the fugitive. 
Hour after hour they sprawled down the waste, and 
for numberless hours they must go on and on, sleep
less, tireless, alert, if the man was to be saved at all. 
As morning broke he turned his eye here and there, 
fearful of discovery and pursuit. Nothing. He was 
alone with the sky and the desert and his fate. An
other two hours and he would be at the rendezvous, 
in the cover of the hills, where he would be safe for a 
moment at least. But he must keep ahead of all pur
suit, for if Abdullah’s people should get in front of 
him he would be cut off from all hope. There is little 
chance to run the blockade of the desert where a man 
may not hide, where there is neither water, nor feed, 
nor rest, once in a hundred miles or more.

For an hour his eyes were fixed, now on the desert 
behind him, whence pursuit should come, now on the 
golden-pink hills before him, where was sanctuary for 
a moment, at least. . . . Nothing in all the vast space 
but blue and grey—the sky and the sand, nothing that 
seemed of the world he had left; nothing save the 
rank smell of the camel, and the Arab song he sang to


