
H STORY OF

drew out a small, tight sewn, oilskîn
bag,, that had taken the shape of the

book inside it, groped across the hut
again, and gave it to Sunni. The boy's

hand trembled as he took it, and without
a word he slipped into the darkness
outside.

Then he stopped short and went
back. 'Great thanks to you, Tooni-ji,"

he said softly into the darkness of the
hut. 'I When I find my own country 1
will come back and take you there too.
And while I am gone Moti will love you,
Tooni-ji. Peace be to you! -'

Mar Singh was still awake when
Sunni re-entered the palace. The wind
had come, he said. Sleep would rest
upon the eyelids of Sunnï-*i in the south
balcony.

It was a curious little place, the south
balcony, really not a balcony at all, but
a round-pillared pavilion with a roof
that jutted out above the ýcity wall,
It hung over a garden to o*, rather a

cramped garden, the wall and the river
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