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vurioU'4 wrA|ioiis of war. whom' owiipri* ln'iii^ killwl wmilil iipvit

want t)ii-ni ugiiin. Kxcept ii ffw ^liirved do^'s iirid jui'k.tis no
living riTnliii'" rfmniiird in tin" town II wiis in il> own way
11" waste and i'Vpm niort' inipri's-ivi' tliiin tin' i/riiviviird of
ele(iha«l> li> Hip loindy lakiv

"Till' r-nrsf of tlic Otiild woikid will. ' -iiid ll.inll to no-
iiriliily. " First, tlie sturm; tin- linnciT; Mh'O tlii' luillli': ami
now tlie iDispry of tlifilit and ruin.'

" It setrms ^o.' I answi.'re.d. Yi't tliat ror^i'. liki' otlicrs,

lame bark to roost, for if Jana i« dwid nnd tiis |ii'o|ili' Hid, wIhtp
are thelJiild and many of its pHoplfi Wli.il will yon do without
your fiuii, llarOI'

" Repent us of onr siiLs and wait till ttie IliviM'ns ^imiiI (is

another, as doubtless tliey will in llieir ov\n season. ' lie replii'd

very sadly

I wonder whellier they ever did ami it so, what form tliat

new divinity put on
I slept, or rather did lift sli.(>p. that iiiKht in the same une-l.

- house in which ,MariM and I had been imprisoned diirinfi our
dreadful days of fe^ir, reioiislrueting in my mind every event
connected with them. Once more I saw ihe lires of sarrilicc

flarinfi upon the altar and heard the roar of the dancin>! hail that
proclaimed the ruin of Ihe Black Kendall as loudly us the trumpet
of a destroying angel Very /ilad was 1 when the morning came
at length and, havin? looked my last upon Simla Town, I

crossed the moats and set out homewards through the forest
whereof the stripped houghs al-o spoke of death, though in

the spring these would grow green again.

Ten day? later we started from the Holy Mount, a caravan
of aboul a -hundred camels, of which fifty were laden with the
ivory and the re«t ridden hy our escort under the command of
Hanit and our three selves. But tliire was an evil fate ufion
this ivory, as on everything cNe that had to do with .Tana. Some
weeks later in the desert a great sandstorm overlook us in which
we barely escaped with our lives. At the height of the storm
the ivory-laden camels broke loose, flying before it. Probably
they fell and were buried beneath the sand; at any rate of the
fifty we only recovered ten.

liagnoll wished to pay me the value of Ihe remaining loads,
which ran into thousands of pounds, but I would not take the
money, saying it was outside of onr linrrain. Sometimes since
then I have thought tt^it I was foidish, especiallv when on
glancing at that codicil to his will in after davs, the same which
he had given me before the battle. I found that he had sot me
down fop a legacy of £10.000. But in iuch matters every man
must follow his own instinct.


