dow should gallop round that rock
‘Would be obliged to cross the line of
fire. . Such are the vagaries of the
Khyber’s night echoes that it was a
ong. five minutes yet before a man
appeared at last, riding like the night
d, on a horse that seemed to be
féry nearly on his last legs.  The
bﬁa-st was going wildly, sobbing, with
- Birageled ears. 2

- Insiead of speaking, King spurred
Wt-pf the shadow and blocked the on-
Coming horseman’s way, making his
OWn horse meet the other shoulder
L0 breast, knocking most of the re-
Diaining wind out of him. At risk of
his own life, Ismail seized the man’s
ins, 'The sparks flew, and there
Was. a growled oath; but the long and
he short of it was that the rider
Sauinted uncomfortably down the bar-
of King's repeating pistol.

“Give . an account of yourself!”
Commanded King.

E man did not answer. He was
a jezailchi of the Khyber Rifles
5. . —hooknosed as an osprey—
‘black-bearded—with white teeth glist-
SMIng out of 5 gap in the darkness of
his lower face. And he was armed .
kh a British Government rifle, al-
hough that is no criterion in that
derland of professional thieves,
€re many a man has offered him-
8€If for enlistment with a stolen Gov-
~ernment rifle in his grasp.
The waler he rode was an officer’s -
Iger.. The poor brute sobbed and
ed and sweated in his tracks as
S rightful owner surely had never
Made him do.
“Whither?” King demanded.
‘Jamrud!”
he jezailchi growled the one-word
NSwer with one eye on King. but the
1I€r  eye still squinted down the
tol barrel warily.
‘Have you a letter?”’
-man did not answer.

“You may speak to me. I am of
UT regiment. I am Captain King.”
That is a lie, and a poor one!” the
low answered. “But a very little
€ ago I spoke with King sahib in
Masjid Fort; and he is no cap-
he is leftnant, Therefore thou .
liar {wice over—nay, three
Thou are no arrficer of Khy-
les! [ am a jezailchi, and 1
“them ajl!” ¥
one the less,” said King, “I am an
of the Khyber Rifles, newly ap-
lted, T asked you, have you a let-

‘Lot me gee it.”
:&y"’
order you!”
Nay! I am & true man!
. the Jdetter rather!”
€l me' who wrote it, then.”

t the fellow shook his head, still
istol as if it were a snake
strike. i
Ve eaten the salt!”

I will

he said.

whom I bear it—and that
rer if 1 die this minute!”
let' his reins fall and raised
Wwrist until- the moonlight
the gold of his bracelet
Jezailchi’s very eyes.
d be with thee!” said the
e. :
hem is your letter, and to
ked King wondering what
~the clubs at home would
kaew that a woman’s brace-
Outweigh authority on Brit-
for the Khyber Pass is as
Sh ag the. air is an eagle’s
apanese, or Panama United
America, and the Khyber
are paid to help keep it so.-
W the karnal sahib (colonel) at
Whose horse. I ride,” said
Chi slowly, “to the arrficer.
. To King sahib, the
' Masjid I bore a letter
it as"I passed” ..
€y mno spare horse at Ali
-hat beast is foundered!”
two norses there, and
‘The man who thou say-
ther is heavy on horses.”

*he

Joour women: -

and she loves no liars.
first, when she first won our hearts in
the ‘Hills, she gave us of the Rifles
‘leave te be true men first and her

THE COURIER.

“Thou hast ears that can listen!”
answered King. ¢

“In the letter that I left at Ali Mas-
jid there is news of the lashkar that
is gathering in the °‘Hills,’ above Ali
Masjid and beyond Khinjan. King
sahib is ordered to be awake .and
wary.”

“And to lame no more horses jump-
ing them over rocks!”

“Nay, the karnal sahib said he is
te ride after no more jackals with a
spear!”

“Same old game!” said King to
himself. “What knowest thou of the
lashkar that is gathering?”

“I? Oh, a little. An uncle of mine,
and three half-brothers, and a brother
are of its number! One came at
night to tempt me to join—but I have
eaten the salt. It was I who first
warned our karpal sahib. Now, let
me by!”

“Nay, wait!” ordered King.
1owered his pistol point.

To hold up a despatch rider was
about as irregular as any proceeding
could be; but it was within his pro-
vince to find out how far the Khyber
jezailchis could be trusted and within
his power more than to make up the
lost time. 3o that the irregularity
did not trouble him much,

“Does this other letter tell of the
lashkar, too?”

“Am I God, that I should know? But

But he

" of what else should the karnal sahib

write?” : e

“What is the object of the rising?”
King asked him next; and the man
threw his head back to laugh like a
wolf. Laughter, at night in the Khy-
ber, is an insult. Ismail chattered
into his beard; but King sat still.

“Object? What but to force the
Khyber and burst through into India
and loot? What but to plunder, now
that English backs are  turned the
other way?” ¢

“Who said their backs are turned?”
demanded King. >

“Ha-ha-ha-ha-ha-ho! ~Hear him!”

The Khyber echoed the mockery
away into the distance.

113 HEIR backs are this way and
their faces that! The kites
know it! The vultures know

it! The litile jackals know it! The

little butchas in the valley villages
all know it! Ask the rocks, and the
grass—the very water running from

‘Hills!’  They all know that the

Inglish fight for life!” :

“And the IXhyber jezailchis?
of them$” King asked.

““They know it better than any!”

“.A.n\d.?" ¥ X ;

“They make ready, even as L.”

“For what?” x ,

#For what Allah ghall decide! We
ate the salt, we jezailchis. We chose,
and we ate of our own free will. We
have been paid the price we named, in
silver and rifles and clothing. The
arrficers the sirkar sent us are men of
faith who have made no trouble with

What, then, should the

Khyber jezailchis do? For 'a little

while there will be fighting—or, if we

be very brave and our arrficers skil-
ful, and Allah would fain see sport,
then for a longer while.  Then we
shall be overriden. Then thé Khyber
will be a roaring river of men pour-
ing into India, as my father’s father
told me it has often been! - India
shall bleed in these days—but there
will be fighting in the Khyber gt !

“And what of her?
King asked. e

“Thou wearest that—and askest
what of her? Nay—tell!”

“Should she order the jezailchig to

be false to the salt—?" i

_ “Such a question!” S :

~Phe man clucked into his beard and

began to fidget in the saddle. King

gave him another view of the brace-

let, and again he found a civil answer.

“We of the Rifles have her leave to

be loyal to the salt, for, said she,
otherwise how could we be true men;
From  the

servants afterward! We may love

her—as

will yot love us!”

‘Where is she
nly and the

What

f Yasmini?”-

we .dol~— and yet fight
;apaibet TR ot 40 AllaG WU 300 She |

“Let me by!” he shouted truculent-
ly.” “Who am I to sit a horse and
gossip in the Khyber? Let me by, I
gay!”

“I will et you by when you have
told me where ghe is!”

“Then I die Were, and wery likely
thou, too!” the man answered, bring-

~ing his rifie to the port in front of

him .so gquickly that he almest had

King at a disadvantage. As it was,
King was quick enough to balance
matters by covering him - with his

pistol again. The horses sensed ex-
citement and began to stir. With a
laugh the jezailchi let the rifle fall
across hig lap, and at that King put
the pistol out of sight.

“Fool!” hissed Ismail in his ear;
but King knows the “Hills” better in
some ways than the savages who live
in- ‘them; they, for .instance, never
seem able to judge whether there will
be a fight presently or not.

“Why won't you tell me where she
is?” he asked in his friendliest voice,
and that would wheedle secrets from
the Sphynx.

“Her secrets are her own, and may
Allah help her guard: them!
tear my tonsgue out first!”

“Enviable woman!” murmured
King. “Pass, friend!” ‘he ordered,
remming aside. ‘“Take my spare horse
and leave me that weary one, so you
will recover the lost time and more
into the bargain.”

HE man changed horses gladly,
saying mnothing. When he had
shifted the saddle and mounted,

he began to ride off with a great air,
not so much as deigning to scowl at
Ismail. - But he had not ridden a dozen
paces when he sat round in the sad:
dle and drew rein. %

“Sahib!” he called. ‘‘Sahib!”

King waited. He had waited for
this very thing and could afford to
wait a minute longer.

“Hast thou—is there—does
sahib—I have not tasted—"

the

I will

29

He made o sign with his hand that
men recognize in pretty nearly every
land under the sun.

“So-he!” laughed King, patting his
hip pecket, from which the cap of a
silver-topped flask had been protrud-
ing ewer since he put the pistel out
of sight. “So our copper’s hot, eh?”

“May Allah do more to me if my
throat is not lined with the fires of
Eblig!”

“But the Kalamullah!”? King objact-
ed. “What saith the Prophet?.

‘“The Prophet forbade the faithful
to drink wine,” said the jezailchi. ‘He
gaid nothing about whisky, that I ever
heard!” 5

“Mine is brandy,” said King.

“May Allah bless the sahib’s sons
and grandsons to the seventh gemera-
tion! May Allah—" o

“Tell me abeut Yasmini first?”

uNay!vs 2

King tapped the flask in his pecket.

“Nay! My throat is dry, but it
shall parch! 1 know not! Ag to
where she is, I knew not!”

‘“Remember, and I will give you the
whole of it!”

He drew the flask out of his pecket
and rode a little way toward the man.

“None can overhear. Tell me now.”

“Nay, sahib! I &m silent!”

“Have you passed her on
way?”’

‘The man shook his head—shook it
until the whites of his eyes were a
streak in the middle of his dark face;
and when a Hillman ig as vehement
as that he is surely lying.

King set the flask to his own lips.

“Salaam, sahib!” said the jezailchi,
wheeling his horse to ride away.

King let him ride twenty paces be-
fore calling to him to halit.

“Come back!” he ordered, and rode
part of the way to meet him.

“I but tried thee, friend!” he said,
holding out the flask. 7

“Allah then preserve me from a sec-
ond test!” ?

('To be continued.)
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DEPORTATION OF BELGIAN
MEN LEAVES WOMEN AND
CHILDREN MORE HELPLESS

THAN EVER

%
L] - [ ]

Neutral protests do not prevent the Germans |
from continuing the deportation and enslave-
ment of the able-bodied men who, were left in
unhappy Belgium—and we are powerless to
stop it until we have won the war,

 Meanwhile the Neutral Commission for
. Relief in Belgium, administered without pay by
great-hearted Americans, is saving the women

and children from starvation.
help promptly and effectively, by giving

Here we CAN
gene-

rously to the Belgian Relief Fund. N

: More contributions than ever are needed,
because the higher prices of foodstuffs, parti-
cularly wheat, have seriously increased the cost
of feeding these millions of dependent Belgians.
How much can you spare the victims of one of

* the blackest, most cold-blooded crimes?

: -Send,whqtevéx' jou can give weekly, monthly orin one
Jump sum to Local or Provincial Committees, or - s
 SEND CHEQUES PAYABLE TO TREASURER

ks _ﬁggl‘m%ww»&,!ﬂontreal-

Fund

. The Greatest Relief Work in History.




