
Where the Desert Meetg the Nile

Yet here was one absolutely rebel-
lowly it may be.

lious.

"Why?" he asked.

"Because my high birth isolates me," was the reply,wuh an accent of pride. "It is no comfortable thing
to be Kara, the lin.al descendant of the great Ahtka-Ra,m the days when Egypt's power is gone, and her chil
dren are scorned by the Arab Muslims and buffeted
by the English Christians.

"

'' Do you live in the village ? " asked Winston.
"No; my burrow is in a huddle of huts behind the

mountam, in a place that is called Fedah.

"

"With whom do you hVt?"
"My grandmother, Hatatcha.

"

"Ah!"

"You have heard of her?"
"No; I was thinking only of an Egyptian Princess

Hatatcha who set fashionable London crazy in mv
father's time.

"

Kara leaned forward eagerly, and then cast a half
tearful glance around, at the mountains, the desert,
and the Nile.

"Tell me about her!" he said, sinking his voice to a
wh:spcr.

"About the Princess?" asked Winston, surprised.
Really, I know little of her history. She came in a

flash of wonderful oriental magnificence, I have heard,
and soon had the nobility of England suing for her
tavors. Lord Roane especially divorced his wife
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