
MY LORD THE TIGER
THE air was hot and dense in the lime-washedCutcherry at fljipur. The window-mats of

scented grass were drenched with water, and
hung idly'between the fierce sunl.ight and the

inner gloom. High above the crowded common
people, at the easteru end of the building, was the
vacant seat of judgment, presently ta be occupied by
him who represented the nxight anid majesty of the
British Raj ini this district of Central India-Syed
Melita, the Deputy-Collector.

In waiting was the plaintiff, Naraini Ganlesh, the
fat Marwari money-lender, shining of counteniance,
and arrayed in spotless white. ln waiting also wa 's
the defendant, Mirza Maoeont time a gallant
soldier of the King, now 'aid and grey, and very
sorely troubled. The court-house was fu11 and over-
flowing with lean, hrown villagers of liajipur, and
they were aIl in the grip of the Marwari, every
poor struggiing saisI of them. If the Deputy-Col-
lector gave judgmeut against Mirza Mahomed, they
were doomed ev<en as lie was doomed. Their fields
would be taken froru them! The hated Marwari
would yoke themn to his service, and mnt their lives
day by day, inta the thick white rupees that made
him like a god above them-nedn naught, and
fearing nauglit.

They knew tht law of the Blritish Raj, knew
weIl that -tht Marwari had good cauise to show a face
that had no crease of care; but to-day, a Jittie flicker
of hope was arising from the asiies ot their despair.
There was no En&lishman ini the Court to deal out
legal justice untenspered by recy. This Syed
Melita, whose tather hâd been one of themselve-,
might stand between tht ricli mani who svasted ai
and the poor mani who asked but the riglit to live.

There was a stir in the Court, and a 'whisper that
was like the iiisttering of rapid wings. Tht Depu'ty-
Collector Sahib had eutered, and was taking his
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and glowed. They seemedta be the eyes of a friend
and Mirza Mahomed opened lus sad heart ta, the
light of them.

"Sahibi Sahib, if I lose my land, I.who was a
soldier, will became a slave, ta toil for this sucker
of men's blood! My cattle are Iost because the
white Sahibs drove them froin the grazing grounds
that had ted aur beasts sinice the Prophet walkedl
tht eartb. Uven then did 1 toil on, and starve so
that I mîglit repay this mari his rupees-and then
came the white Sahibs again, and took ail, ail for
tht taxi It is known that tht Government will not
by any means be denied, but surely this man may
wait! Another year the crops will be hetter. Had
hie kept his rupees in hiding they would not have
borne sudh harvest as that which he now demands
fram me. Let thtre be'a new pledge, su that I may
figlit on yet a littie I' If in two years 'I do flot restore
to him the rtupets which hie lent,"together with thse
interest which we first agreed upon ' then let hini
take the land. Sahib, 1 pray you hold hack his hand
until two years 1"

Tht Dteputy-Collecter glanced at the Marwari,
wlio staod listtning, a very image of contemptuons
silence.

"Thou hearest, Narain Gantesli?" lie said. "The
security is gaod. Tht interest," hie paused signii-
ficantly, "is goad. Thou art a ricis man, and it is
easy for the rich ta lie generous. Tht apportiunity
is given thet."

Tht Marwari's hieavy-jowled face was convulsed
with surprise and dispîtasure. Then lie grew furi-
ous. Scores of similar cases had left imii the un-
disputed victor. What had Britishs justice ever
deniandtd before but signed documents, and proper-
ly txcuted legal formalities? Ht scented an un-
haly attempt to tamper with tht highest privileges
whicli tht Empire bestaws upon hier sons. Yet-
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nothing left for the 'Marwari, and so tihe debts
grew and grew unitil they spread over ail the land
and made it forfeit. It was always thse saine ac-
cursed story-even to the end of it, which was:

"Judgment is for the plaintiff, Narain Oariesh,
the Marwarî."

When it was ail over Syed Mehta, thse Deputy-
Collector, went back ta his encampment, and sat
alune ini his tent a very long while. Then, of a
sudden, he leaped to his fect, like one pierced Iby
a cunnving sword-thrust, and flung up his arms, bis
fingers clenched upon the paims as if in agony.
He was the servant ai thse King and Emperor; it
was his privilege and his duty to expedite tht lasv
that sold his struggling brethren ta the boudage of
Hell. Yet who shotild aid themn, if not himseit?

He cast the flap of the tent aside, and as lie
gazed out upori the darkeing skies deep peace fell
upon him. As in a vision hie saw many things.

",Yea; God is good !" he said.

T HE stars were golden sparks against tht velvety
blaokness of the Iridian night, and gave nu liglit

upon thse slumberous tarts. Like gold-dust, far-
away worlds were sprinkled on tht irast arch of
Heaven: a sight ta make a mani marvel at unending
glory and know himself as he is. A mani, fierceiy
painted, camne stealthily trom the Deputy-Collec-
tor's encaipmrit, and, looking upward, smiled. He
plucked a leaf frami a tawering tret-one single tcai
fromi ail the myriad leaves-and cruslied it in bis
band.

"Even as 1," lie thoughit, "it is gone, and nouec
knioweth where it lias beenY"

Once lie liad dreamed that lie would be a giant
tree, a landmark even in a inighty forest. Now, lie
knew that lie was but as a leat, a thing ta fail un-
observed, and drift before the faintest breeze.

Down throughi the jungle lie pluniged, his bare
feet deep in thse dust of the narrow patli that other
inaked feet hiad msade. Iii the valley lay the honme-
steads of -thse village, ail dark now, and silent. Upox
Isis let t wrist was a heavy chain, and with the
broken, dangling end of it hie snsote ixpon thse door
ot b&irza Mahormed's hut, and consmanded him to
corne forth.

AIl the vilage mnight be asleep, but targettul-
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not lie!
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