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BOOK 1.

Ture DBoumBarpMmMENT OF
ALEXANDRIA.

CHAPTER 1.

THE DESERTED HOTLEL

“81r, I have something to tell you ! "

“ My heaven ! Is there a woman—an English woman
in this accursed place to-night ?™ ejaculates the young
man to whom she has spoken, turning with a start and
looking at her in amazed horror, but still holding in his
hand a revolver, the cdrtrldges of which he has been
carefully examining,

%1 have come :ul the way fr|:|n:| Furope to say to you
something of great importance.”

“'There is nothing of importance now but to save your
life 1"

“ My life 7 Is our personal danger so imminent 7 "'

“T'here 1s death to every Furopean man or woman in
this city to-night, And they deserted yone 7 " This last is
said in surprised ostonishment, for he has noticed the
unusual refinement and beauty of the woman speaking
to him, the richness of ber dress and jewels, though she
5 in the black of deep mourning, and the latent appear-
ance of haughty command in her pose, notwithstanding
lhcrc i5 in her manner and gaze, as she addresses him, a
curious apologetic humility, as if she were ashamed of an
indefinite something,



¥ ME. FOTTER DF TEXAS,

# They did not desert me "

“Then how in Heaven's bame are you here? ™

o ] saw them going away. ‘T'he British Congul insisted
on my leaving also ; but 1 refused. 1 said 1 must gee
you, | had come so far to do so,  They telegraphed from
Cairo that you would sureiy be here this moeming, and 1
waited, expecting you, till too Jate ; then I harried to the
shore and found 2.l communication with the ships cut off.
What was [, a woman, to do in this strange city, not speak-
ing an Eastern language ? Ay dragoman brought me back
againto the hotel, and then even he became frightened and
left me.  T'he sin went down, the gas burners would not
light, and so I cowered alone in this vast, deserted; ten-
antless hotel, till 1 heard a step, and, following it, afraid
to make o noize, but more afraid of missing help or aid,
saw yvou light that candle, and, thank God ! looked upon
an English face. 1 have seen your photograph, You
are Charles Errol, son of Ralph Errol, of Melbourne,
Australia.”

“¥gs, and vou are

“ Lady Sarah Annerley | "

* Lady Annerley ? here—to-night—in Egypt # " mutters
the young man, astounded; for the name she mentions is
one that has often appeared as a leader of rank and
fashion in all newspapers that chronicle the doings of the
aristocracy.,

“Yes," she replies, © Sarah, widow of Viscount Anner-
ley, and daughter of the late Sir Jonzs Stevens. 1 must
speak with you for bhall an hour; 1 have come from
LEurope for that purpose | ™

“Half an hour! If we stay here half an hoor I ghall
be dead—and you He gives a horrified gasp at the
thought that comes into his mind, for the more he ap-
preciates the fresh exquisite patrician loveliness of the
woman the more he is amazed and dismayed at the
frightful nature of the danger that he seessurrounding her.
“ Don't you know,” he continues rapidly, as if time were
very precious, “that at this moment we are probably the
only English mar and woman alive in Alexandria tos
night ? “That the instant the English admiral opens his
guns upon the Egyptian batteries it will be the signal for
these Hastern fanatics, who think themseives blessed by
Allah in the deaths of unbelievers, to kill with fantastic

1

8
v
"




ME. POTTER OF TEXAS x

atrocities every Furopean that is not in safety on board
the ships that fled from the harbor to-day "

For the time that thits man is speaking to this woman
is at cleven o'clock upen the night of the rath of
July, 1832, when every Eurcopean inhabitant of Alex-
andria who could escape from that Egyptian city had
fled for his life as best. he might from Moslem re-
venge and hatred; deserting his home, occupation and
worldly goods. All these had taken refuge upon the
ships which had sailed away, their decks black with
fugitives, leaving the harbor deserted save by the Dritish
squadron and a few foreign men-of-war; for the English
Admiral had that day given notice to Arabi Pasha, who,
half as rebel, half as patriot, controlied the Egyptian ar-
mics, that he would the next morning bombard the forts
and batteries of Alexandria.

The place where this man and this woman are mutter-
ing to each other with pale lips is a deserted parlor
upon the first Aoor of the abandoned Hotel de 'Europe ;
the light by which they see each other that of a flicker-
ing candle, for the gas works of the town have been
deserted and the city is in darkness. Around them, as
if to emphasize their loneliness and desolation, are
articles of dress and open trunks, and furniture littered
with robes, bric-A-brag, and even jewelry ; showing the
haste with which their European owners have fled for
life and liberty from this Llastern political sirocco of
destruction and death.

“Why did you not go with the rest in the steamers 2™
Errol continues hurriediy.

“1 have been here but three days. They said every
Englishman must come down from Cairo to escape. I
expected you each hour."

“ And I—that cursed dragoman !—why could he have
kept me *—what object 7" cries the young man striking
his forehead. * A week ago | sent him into Cairo from
Memphis and he said, Everything guiet,” so I took my
time,"

“[ thought you would surely be here this morning.”

“And so I would, but our train was stopped by the
black troops that scoundrel Arabi hasin reserve at Kafr-
el-Dawar. I bad to tramp it in, seventeen hot and dusty
miles, Ishould never have found my way here but for lit-
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tle Osman, who knows every by-path in Egvpt. How that
puny Armenian beggar stuck to my long steps to-day is
a mystery. However, I've hung on to these and they may
help us.,” With this the young man resumes the inspec-
tion of his arms that Lady Anperley has interrupted, care-
fully testing the lock of o Remington sporting rifle that
is covered with the dust of bis long tramp.

“ But I must tell vou," says the woman, laving her hand
upon his arm with a curipus pathetic intensity, “ 1 must
tell vou ! and would go on but be interrupts her by :

“ My Remington seems to be dirty, give me a picce of
rag l—vour handkerchief, anything—tear a piece from
that silk skirt; the owner 'Il never miss it 1™

And Lady Annerley obeving him, he continues: * Hold
the candle up, please, so [ can get a better look at the
lock 4 this thing may save you as well as me."”

As she does sp she begins again: *'I'his informa-
tion I came from Burope to tell you concerns your
father i

But the click of the breech-loader interrupts her ns the
young man tests it and he remarks: *‘ My father can
wait, his life's not in danger ; vours is—" and then pery
suddenly : * Blow out that candle !

4 Why ¢’

She gets no answer to this and gives a little suppressed
shrick, for Errol has blown it out himself,

“Why did you do that ? " she asks faintly,

Foranswer the young man points out of one of the
windows, Lady Annerley has been so engrossed with
what she has to tell that she has not heard the pecul-
far eries of a Moslem populace, the clank of arms, and
the tramp of marching men that comes in at the win-
dow, growing louder and louder each second.  She goes
cautiously to the opening and locking out sees the
street Mohammed Ali, that grand artery of Alexandria,
full of commotion, noise aod action. A regiment of
Soudanese Arabs, followed by one of the black troops of
Arabi Pasha, are tramping down the avenie to reinforce
the batieries and forts of Ras-cl-Tin, The blackness of
Egyptian night that crushes the town with darkness com-
pels the leading files of each company to carry torches,
the flames from which illuminate and light up in vivid but
ghastly brightness the swarthy faces, Eastern features and




