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Fort Amara with his nice warm bedding, and the gentle-
man with the gold pince-nez was told by those who had
employed him that Khem Singh as a popular leader was
not worth the money paid.

' Great is the mercy of these fools of English I
' said

Khem Singh when the situation was put before him.
* I will go back to Fort Amara of my own free will and
gain honour. Give me good clothes to return in.'

So, at his own time, Khem Singh knocked at the
wicket-gate of the Fort and walked to the Captain and
the Subaltern, who were nearly gray-headed on account
of correspondence that daily arrived from Simla marked
' Private.'

*I have come back. Captain Sahib,' said Khem Singh.
* Put no more guards over me. It is no good out
yonder.'

A week later I saw him for the first time to my
knowledge, and he made as though there were an
understanding between us.

*It was well done. Sahib,' said he, *and greatly I
admired your astuteness in thus boldly facing the
troops when I, whom they would have doubtless torn
to pieces, was with you. Now there is a man in Fort
Ooltagarh whon* a bold man could with ease help to
escape. This is the position of the Fort as I draw it on
the sand '

But I was thinking how I had become Lalun's Vizier
after all.


