
88 MADELINE OF THE DESERT
was more than ever conscious that Providence has
vouchsafed to the men of his race two recurrent
thnUs transcending ail others of their kind—the iov
of retummg to England after a prolonged absenceand the joy of going abroad again.

Before leaving home he had written a long letter
to his uncle Francis, his mother's only surviving
brother, known to fame as Father Gregory, settini
out his plans for his season's work, which was partly
scientific and partly in connection with Egyptianand Arabic affairs, and expressing the hope that hewould have the opportunity to come to stay with
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He had posted the letter some days ago- andnow he was following it in person as fast as theRmera express and the liner which he was toboard at Marseilles could carry him.
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,^'«'^"'e<l 'nto the terminus he waswhisthng a lively tune ; he whistled as he drovedown the hills of Marseilles from the station to °hlhotel; he whistled as he splashed in his belatedmorning bath; and he whistled as he walked outmto the boulevard, and made his way along the

shnl p''"1'' ^*''**' ^"'^ ""<^«^ the aWning of theshops. People here turned sharply to look at himas he staked along, a picture of youth, confidereand vitahty. His fair, almost golden hair Scut moustache and easy, athletil bearing siam^
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built, and it was evident that hUconstitution was of the strongest. There was some!

nead and the set of his jaw ; and, though hi<! hlnc
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