the open window came the splash of a
fountain and the chattering of birds,
and the branch of a feathery ftree
drooped near-by. If seemed that the

long white wall below was that of
Yasmini’s garden.
“Be welcome!” laughed Rewa

Gunga; “I am to do the honours, since
she is not here. Be seated, sahib.”

King chose a divan at the room’s
farthest end, near tall curtains that
led into rooms beyond. He turned his
back toward the reason for his choice.
On a little ivory-inlaid ebony table
about ten .feet away lay a knife, that
was 'almost the exact duplicate of ‘the
one inside his shir{. Bronze knives of
ancient date, with golden handles
carved to represent a woman dancing,
are rare. The ability to seem not to
notice incriminating evidence is rarer
still—rarest of all when under the
eyes of a native of India, for cats and
hawks are dullards by comparison to
them. But King saw the knife, yet did
not seem to see it.

‘There was nothing there calculated
to set an Englishman at ease. In spite
of the Rangar’s casual manner, Yas-
mini’s reception room felt like the
antechamber to another world, where
mystery is atmosphere and -ordinary
air to breathe is not at all. He could
sense hushed expectancy on every
side—could feel the eyes of many wo-
men fixed on him--and began to draw
on his guard as a fighting man draws
on armour.
liberately set himself to resist mes-
merism, which is the Bast's -chief
weapon.

Rewa ‘Gunga, perfectly at home.
gprawled leisurely along a cushioned
couch with a grace that the West has
not learned yet; but King did not
make the mistake of trusting him any
hetter for his easy manners, and his
eyes sought swiftly for some unrhyth-
1aic, unplanned thing on which to rest,
that he might save himself by a sort
of mental leverage.

Glancing along the wall that faced
the big window, he noticed for the
first time a huge Afridi, who sat on a
slool and leaned back against the
silken hangings with arms folded.

“Who is that man?” he asked.

“He? Oh, he is a savage—just a big
savage,” said Rewa Gunga, looking

-vaguely annoyed.

“Why is he here?”
He did not dare let go of this chance
side-issue. He knew that Rewa Gunga

wished him to talk of Yasmini and to.

ask questions about her, and that if
he suceumbed to that temptation all
his self-control would be cunningly
sapped away from him -until : his
secrets, and his very senses, belonged
to some one else.

“What is he doing here?’ he in-
sigted.

“He? Oh, he does mothing. He
waits,” purred the Rangar. “He is to
be your body-servant on your journey
to the North. He is nothing—nobody
at all'—except that he is to be trusted
utterly because he loves Yasmini He
is Obedience! A big obedient fool!
Let him be!”

“No,” said King. “If he’s to be my
man I’ll speak to him!”

HE felt himself winning. Already
the spell of the room was lifting,

and he no longer felt the cloud

of sandalwood smoke like a veil across
his brain,

“Won’t you tell him to come to me ?f’

Rewa Gunga laughed, resting his

gilk ‘turban against the wall hangings

_ and clasping both hands about his

knee. It was as a man might laugh
who 'has been touched in a bout with
Toils.

“Oh!—Ismail!” he called, with a
voice like a bell, that made ¥King
stare. :

The Afridi seemed to come out of
a deep sleep and looked bewildered,
rubbing his eyes and feeling whether
his turban was -on straight. He
combed his beard with nervous fingers
as he gazed about him and caught
Rewa Gunga’s eye. Then he sprang
to his feet. .

“Come!” ordered Rewa Gunga.

The man obeyed.

“Did you see?” Rewa Gunga chuck-
led. “He rose from his place like a
‘buffalo, ramp first and then shoulder
after shoulder! Such men are safel
Suck men have no guile beyond what

I

There and then he de-’
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will help them to obey! Such men
think too slowly to invent deceit for
its own sakel”

The Afridi came and towered above
them, standing with gnarled hands
knotted into clubs.

«What is thy name?” King asked
him.

“Ismail!” he boomed.

“Thou art to be my servant?”

“Aye! So said she. I am her man.
I obey!”

“wWhen did she say so?” King asked
. him blandly, asking unexpected ques-
tions being half the art of Secret Ser-
vice, although the other half is harder
to ‘achieve.

HE Hillman stroked his beard and
T stood considering the question.

One could imagine the click of |

slow machinery revolving in his mind,

although XKing entertained a shrewd

suspicion that he was mot so stupid as
he chose to seem. His eyes were too
hawk-bright to be a stupid man’s.

“Before she went away,” he
swered at last.

“When did she go away?”’

He thought again, then “Yesterday,”
he said.

“Why did you wait before you an-
swered?”

- The Afridi’s eyes furtively sought
Rewa Gunga’s and found no aid there.
Watching the Rangar less furtively,
hut even less obviously, King was
aware that his eyes were nearly clos-
ed, as if they were mot interested
The fingers that clasped his knee
drummed on 1t indifferently, seeing
which King allowed himself to smile.

“Never mind,” he told Ismail. “It
is no matter. It is ever well to think
twice before speaking once, for thus
mistakes die stillborn. Only the
monkey-folk thrive on guick answers
—is it not so? Thou art a man of
many inches—of thew and sinew—
Hey, but thou art a man! If the heart
within those great ribs of thine is true
as thine arms are strong I shall be
fortunate to hawve thee for a servant!”

“Aye!” said the Afridi. “But what
are words? She has said I am thy
servant, and to hear her is to obey!”

“Then from now thou art my ser-
vant?”

“Nay, but from yesterday when she
gave the order!”

“Good!” said King.

“Aye, good for thee!
more to me if I fail!”

“Then, take me a telegram!” said
King. :

He began to write at once on a half-
sheet of paper that he tore from a let-
ter he had in his pocket, setting down
a row of figures at the top and trans-
posing into cypher as he wenf along.

“Yasmini has gone North. Is there
any reason at your end why I should
not follow her at once?”

He addressed it in plain English to
his friend the general at Peshawar,

“taking great care lest the Rangar read
‘it through those sleepy, half-closed
eyes of his. Then he tore the cypher
from = the top, struck a match and
burned the strip of paper and handed
the code telegram to Ismail, directing
him carefully to a government office
where the cypher signature would be
recoenized and the felegram given pre-
cedence. [

Ismail stalked off with it, striding

. like Moses down from Sinai—hook-
nose—hawk-eye—flowing beard — dig-
pity and all, and King settled down to
guard himself against the next at-
tempt on his sovereign self-command.

Now he chose to notice the knife on
the ebony table as if he had not seen
it before.
it and brought it back, turning it ove
and over in his hard. /

“A strange knife,” he said.

“Yes,—from Khinjan,” said Rewa
Gunga, and King eyed him as one wolf
eyes another.

“What makes you say it is from
Khinjan?”’

“She brought it from Khinjan Caves
herself! There is another knife that
matches it, but that is not here. That
bracelet you now wear, sahib, is from
Khinjan Caveés too!  She has the
secret of the Caves!” )

"] have heard that the ‘Heart of the
Hills’ is there,” King answered. “Is

an-

May Allah do

the ‘Heart of the Hill’ a treasure
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Rewa Gunga laughed.

He got up and reached for’

C.-..m‘--.-.-...I.....I...'.....l..'lI...

|
|
|

COURIER.

ST T T T T TR SN
¢ S S i’ e 3 2 S S S R M

Tales for Children
From Many Lands

““Ten Volumes of Literary
and Artistic Delight”

THE TITLES
King Arthur and His Round Table.
Robin Hood.
Fables of Lia Fontaine.
Asop’s Fables.
Bnglish Fairy Tales.
Andersen’s Fairy Tales.
Perrault’s Fairy Tales.
Gulliver’s Travels.
Fairy Stories from Spain.
10. “ The Story of Bayard.

To see, to touch and handle these exquisite books is to enter
once more into the alluring regions of mediaeval legend, of
fairy tale, fable, and of rich romanee. First and last the series
is for the children. And happy the child who first becomes
acquainted through these tasteful volumes with King Arthur
and the Knights of the Round Table, with the redoubtable
Gulliver, with the Romance of Bayard and the fables of Asop
and LaFontaine, with Robin Hood and his merry men, with
the fairies of Britain, Spain and the Continent, and with the
incomparable tales of ““The Ugly Duekling’’ and ‘“The Stork’’
and others with which the genins of Hans Andersen has en-
riched the English tongue.

THE FORMAT,.

Square Crown Octavo (5 x 7, inches). Paper of heavy tex-
ture, with faint India tint and dull surface. The binding two
styles, full Cloth with lusurious gold design and coloured vig-
nette, and an even richer library style of One-quarter Moroeeo.
In order that the reading of the volumes should create and
convey the eritical pleasure which clings around character and
design, a specially clear font of type has been cast for the text.
It is most artistic and: beautiful in character and imposes the
least possible strain upon the eyes.

THE ILLUSTRATIONS

Fach book has been supplied with numerous decorative
head and tail pieces as well as eleverly exeeuted line drawings
illustrative of the text. All these emphasize the humorous and
grotesque note to the rich and mellow text of these child’s
classics, and add a distinction that is sufficient to the ordinary
booklover. But with the thought of Children (and who is not
a «¢hild when it comes to celour), the publishers have gone a
step farther, and each volume of the set is supplied with eight
full-page drawings in colour, : ;

A REMARKABLE OFFER

Yioou can buy the books either singly or by the set, but re-
member, the supply of the most popular titles may run short
and we advise your early selection. Order now what you want,
our Guarantee protects you. The price is for cloth 45¢ per
volume, per set (10 Vols.) $4.50; for Quarter Morocco 75¢ per
volume, per set $7.50. '

No discounts: price net—none better will follow. Postage
or Express prepaid in either instance. Order by Number.
Will you heed the call of faney from many lands?

GUARANTEE.—We guarantee this price to be the lowest
at which these books can be purchased in Canada by mail or
through stores. If you are not satisfied your money will be
refunded on return of books.

UNIVERSITY BOOK CO.

8 University Avenue, Toronto
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find inclosed . .

University Book Co., Toronto:
Please send me the books specified by number. .
Cloth at 45¢ per wol., Quarter Moroeeo at T5e per vol., and
j . in payment of same.
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