Buggest the outer world—mothing but
- Wind. The wind blew a hurricane.
Their path now was a very narrow
ledge formed by a crack that ran di-
~$§oany down the face of a black
CUff on their right. They hugged the
" Stone because of a sense of fathom-
5 above—below—on every
The rock wall was the
Uhe thing tangible, and the footing
‘the crack in it afforded was the gift
- of God. -
The moaning wind rose to a shr.ex
v t interyals and made their clothes
Mlutter like ghosts’ shrouds, and in
. Spite of it King’s shirt was drenched
With sweat, and his fingers ached from
lnging as if they were on fire.

CRAWLING against the wind along a
~ ledge at the top, they came to
‘&.chasm, crossed by a foot-wide cause-
- Way. The wind howled and moaned
,in it, and the futile lantern rays only
Suggested unimaginable things—death
_the least of them.
~ “Art thou afraid?”’ asked Ismail,
Bolding the lantern to King’s face.
. “Kuch dar nahin hai!” he answered.
“There is no such thing as fear!”

It was a bold answer, and Ismail
Bghed, knowing well that neither of
‘them believed a word of it at that
i ent. Owmly, each thought better
' the other, that the one should have
Cared to ask, and that the other should
e willing to give the lie to a fear that
fawled and could be felt. Too many
en are willing to admit they are
Afraid. Too many would rather con:
emn and despise than ask and laugh.
‘Ut it is on the edges of eternity that
€n find each other out, and sympa-
ze,

Ismail went down on his hands and
, lifting the lantern along a foot
* A time in fromt of him and carrying
In his teeth by the bail the last
Dart of the way. It seemed like an
MP before he stood up, mearly a
dred yards away on the far side,
nd yelled for King to follow. '

_ The wind snatched the yells away,
t the waving lantern beckoned him,
d King knelt down in the dark. It
.9PDened that he laid his hand on a
Iooge stome, the size of his head, near
€ edge. He shoved it over and
Isteneq.
He listened for a minute but did not
€ar it strike anything, and the shud-

» that he could not repress, came
oM the middle of his backbone and:
Téad outward through each fibre of
being. If he had delayed another
nd his courage would have failed;
began at once to crawl to where
~ Smaj Stood swinging the light.
There\was Toom on the ledge for his
and no more. Toes and fingers
e overside. He sat down as on
back, and transferred both slip-
10 his pockets, and them went
1 again with bare feet, waiting
Lo ever the wind snatched at him

h Tedoubled fury, to lean against it
8Tip the rock with numb fingers.
t Swung the lamp, for reasons

known to himself, and half-way
~°f King sat astride the ridge again
3 t to him to hold it still. But
"8l did not understand hifn,

fnjan graves are deep!” he
a hﬁﬁ back. “Fear and the shadow of
1are one!” ¢
. SWung the lamp even more
VRtly, as . if it were a charm tha¢
" €Xorcise fear and bring a man
Safely. The shadows danced un
' brain reeled, and King swore
VOuld thragh the fool as soon as he
- Teach him. He lay belly-down-
On the rock and crawled like an
the remainder of the way.
a8 if aware of his intention
Started to hurry on while there
il - lyard or two to erawl, and
Dot being a load worth carrying,
®uge a thing permitted to inter-
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fere with the sirkar's business, King
let both die.

Hunted by’ the wind, they ran
round a bold shoulder of cliff into an-
other blackdark tunnel. There the
wind died, swallowed in a hundred
fissures, but the track grew worse and
steeper until they had to oling with
both blands and climb and now and
then Ismail set the lantern on a ledge
and lowered his girdle to help King
up. Sometimes he stood on King's
shoulder in order to reach a higher
level. They ¢limbed for an hour and
dropped at last panting, on a ledge,
after squeezing themselves under the
corner of a boulder.

The lantern light shone on a tiny
trickle of cold water, and there Temail
drank deep, like a bull, before signing
to King bo imitate him.

“A thirsty throat and a crazy head
are one!” he counseled. “A man peeds
wit and a wet tongue who would talk
with her!”

“Where is she?” asked King, when
he had finished drinking.

‘“Go and look!”  °

Ismail gave him a sudden shove,

that sent him feet first forward over-

the edge. He fell a distance rather
greater than his own height, to an-
other ledge and stood there looking up.
He could see Ismail’s red-rimmed eyes
klinking down at him in the lantern

light, but suddenly the Afridi blew the :

lamp out, and then the darkness be-
came solid. Thought itself left off less
than a yard away.

Ismail!” he whispered. But Ismaidl
did nmot answer him.

He faced about, leaning against the
rock, with the flat of both hands press-
ed tight against it for the sake of its
company; and almost at once he saw
a little bright red light glowing in
the distance. It might have been a
hundred yands, and it might have
been a mile away below him; it was
perfectly impossible to judge, for the
darkness was mot measurable.

‘“Flowers turn to the light!” droned
Ismail’s voice above sententiously,
and turning, he thought he could see
red eyes peering over the rock. He
jumped, and made a grab for the fiow-
beard that surely must be below them,
but he missed.

“Little fish
droned Ismail.
lighit!

swim to the light!”
“Moths fly to the
Who is a man that he should

Iknow less than they?”

E turned and stared at the light.

1 Dimly, very vaguely, he could
make out that a causeway led down-
ward from almost where he stood. He
was ‘convinced that should he try to
climb back Ismail would merely reach
out a hand and shove him down again,
and there was no sense in being put to
that indignity. He decided to go for-
ward, for there was even less sensge
in standing still. ;

“Come with me!
mail!” he called.
~ “Allah! Hear him'! Nay, nay, nay!
Who was it said a little while ago,
“There is no such thing as fear!’ I am
afraid, but thou and I are two men!
Go thou alone!”

Reason is a man’s only dependable
faculty. Reason told him that at a
word from Yasmini he would have
been flung into “Earth’s Drink” hours
ago. Therefore, added reason, why
should she forego that spectacular op-

portunity when his death would have |

amused Kkinjan’s thousands, only to
kill him now in the dark alone? He
had treated a few dozen sick men, but
surely she had not been afraid to of-
fend them. Had she not dared forbid
the sitk coming to him altogether?
“Porward!” says Cocker, in at least
a dozen places. “Go forward and find
out! Better a bed in hell than a seat
on the horns of a dilemma! Forward!”

There was no sound now anywhere,

He stretched a leg ﬂmwm and felt

%

Come along, Is-'| ‘

a rock two or three feet lower down,
and the sound of his slipper sole touch-
ing it, being the omly noise, made the
shont hair rise on the back of his neck.
Then he took himself, so to speak, by
the-hand and went forward and down-
ward, for action is the only curb im-
agination knows.

He forgot to count his pulse and
judge how long it took him to descend
that causeway in the dark. It was not
0 very rough, nor so very dangerous,
but of course he only knew that fact
afterward. He had to grope his way
nch by inch, trusting to sense of
touch' and the British army’s ever-
lasting luck, with an eye all the while
on a red light that was something like
the glow through hell’s keyhole.

‘When he reached bottom, after per-
haps twenty minutes, and stood at last
on comparatively level rock, his legs
were trembling from temston, and he
had to sit down while he stretched
them out and rested. The light still
looked a quarter of a mile away, al-
though that was guesswork. It made
scarcely more. impression on the sur-
rounding darkness than one coal glow-
ing in a cellar. The silence began to
make his head ache.

E got up and started, but just as

he did that he thought he heard
a footstep. He suspected Ismail might
be following after all,

“Ismail!” he called, trying to peer
through the dark. But all the dark-
ness fhad its home here. He could
not even see his own hand stretched
out. His own voice made him jump;
after a second’s pause it began to
crack and rattle from wall to wall and
frem roof to floor, until at last the
echoing word became one again and
died with a hiss somewhere in the
bowels of the world—Mbisssss!—like
the sound of hot iron being plunged
into a blacksmith’s trough with a
little after-murmur of ' complaining

- water,

But then he was.sure he heard a
footstep! He faced about; and now
there were two red lights where there
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bad been only one. They seemed
rather mearer, perhaps because there
were two of them.

“Hullo, Xing sahib!” said a voice he
recognized; and he choked. He felt
that if ‘he had coughed this heart would
have lain on the floor!

“Are you afraid, King sahib?” said
the Rangar Rewa Gunga’s voice, and
he took a step forward to be closer to
his questioner. He found himself be-
side a rock, looking up at the Rangar’s
turban, that peered over the top of it. .
He could dimly make out the Rangars
dark eyes,

“I would be afraid if I were you!”

Rewa Gunga flashed a little electric
torch into ‘his eyes, but after a few
seconds he shifted it so that both their
faces could be seen, although the
Rangar’s only very faintly.

“I thave come to warn you!”

“Very good of you, I'm sure!” said
King.

“If she knew I were here, she would
jolly well have my liver nailed to a
wall! I come' to advise you to go
back!”

“Have they taken Ali Masjid Fort?”
King asked him.

‘“Never mind, sahib, but listen! I
have brought her bracelet! 1 stole

it! She stole it from you, and 1 stele
it back! Take it! Put it on and wear
! TUse it as a passport out of Kkinjan

Caves—for no man dare touch you
while you wear it—and as a passport
down the Khyber into India! Go back
to India and stay there! Take it and
go! Quick! Take it!” ~

“No, thanks!” said King.

The Rangar laughed mirthlessly,
shifting the light a little as King step-
ped aside to get a better view of him.
fle held the torch more cunmingly
than a Spanish lady holds a fan.

“All Englishmen are fools—most of
them stiffnecked fools,” he asserted.
“Bah! Do you think I do not know?
Do you think anything is hidden from
her? 1 know—and she knows—that
vou think you have a surprise in store
for her! You think you will go to her,
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SPRINGTIME

The most trying.fpart of the Canadian climate is the
early spring. It is a time when delicate peo-

ple who can afford the expense should go
away to the sunny Islands of the South.
It is a time to secure a passage on a ‘‘Royal
Mail”’ steamer and hike away to Barbados,
_or any other of the numerous places at

which these ships call.

The cost of a ticket from Halifax to Bar-
bados and return to St. John, is $106.25,
while a round ticket to Demerara costs only
$125.00. These priees cover first-class berth

and meals.
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