as well as infinitely more agreeable to himself, when
the Rangar answered his thoughts again as if he
had spoken them aloud. &

“She left this with me, saying I am to give it to
you! I am to say that wherever you wear it, be-
tween here and Afghanistan, your life shall be safe
and you may come and go!”

King stared. The Rangar drew a bracelet from an
inner pocket and held it out. It was a wonderful,
barbaric thing of pure gold, big enough for a grown
man’s wrist, and old enough to have been hammered
out in the very womb of time. It looked almost like
ancient Greek, and it fastened with a hinge and
clasp that looked as if they did not belong to it and
might have been made by a not very skilful modern
jeweler.

“Won’t you wear it?”’ asked Rewa Gunga, watch-
ing him. “It will prove a true talisman! What
was the name of the Johnny who had a lamb to rub?
Aladdin? It will be better than what he had! He
could only command a lot of bogies. This will give
you authority over flesh and blood! Take it, sahib!”

So King put it on, letting it slip up his sleeve out
of sight—with a sensation as the snap closed of
putting handcuffs on himself. But the Rangar
looked relieved.

“That is your passport, sahib! Show it to a Hill-
man wheneve? you suppose yourself in danger. The
Raj might go to pieces, but while Yasmini lives——"

“Her friends will boast about her, I suppose!”

King finished the sentence for him because it is
not considered good form for natives to hint at pos-
sible dissolution of the Anglodndian Government.
Everybody knows that the British will not govern
JIndia forever, but the British—who know it best
of all, and work to that end most fervently—are
the only ones encouraged to talk about it.

For a few minutes after that Rewa Gunga held his
peace, while the carriage swayed at breakneck speed
through the swarming streets. They had to drive
slower in the Chandni Chowk, for the ancient Street
of the Silversmiths that is now the mart of Delhi
was ablaze with crude colours, and was thronged
with more people than ever since ’57. There were
a thousand signs worth studying by a man who
could read them.

King, watching and saying nothing, reached the
conclusion that Delhi was in hand—excited undoubt-
edly, more than a bit bewildered, watchful, but in
hand. Without exactly knowing how he did it, he
grew aware of a certain confidencc that underlay
the surface fuss. eAfter that the sea of changing
patterns and raised voices ceased to have any par-
ticular interest for him and he lay back against
the cushions to pay stricter attention to his own
immediate affairs. 2 g

He did not believe for a second the lame explana-
tion Yasmini had left behind. She must have some
good reason for wishing to be first up the Khyber,
and he was very sorry indeed she had slipped away.

It might be only jealousy, yet why should she be
jealous?

afraid?

It was the next remark of the Rangar’s that set
him entirely on his guard, and thenceforward who-
ever could have read his thoughts would have been
more than human. Perhaps it is the most dominant
characteristic of the British race that it will not
defend itself until it must. He had known of that
thought-reading trick ever since his ayah (native
nurse) taught him to lisp Hindustanee; just as surely
he knew that its impudent, repeated use was in-
tended to sap his belief in himself. There is not
much to choose between the native impudence that
dares intrude on a man’s thoughts, and the insolence
that understands it, and is rather too proud to care.

“Ill bet you a hundred- dibs,” said the Rangar,
“that she jolly well didn’t fancy your being on the
seene ahead of her! TI'll bet you she decided to be
there first and get control of the situation! Take
me? You'd lose if you did!
quick, and like all women, she’s jealous!” :

The Rangar’s eyes were on his, but King was not
to be caught again. It is quite easy to think ‘behind
a fence, so to speak, if one gives attention to it.

“She will be busy presently fooling those Afridis,”
he continued, waving his cigarette. “She has fooled
them always, to the limit of their bally bent. They
all believe she is their best friend in the world—
oh, dear, yes, you bet they do! And so she is—so
ghe fz_Mut 1ot in the way they think! They beiieve
she plots with them against the Raj! Poor silly
devils! Yet Yasmini loves them!
‘blood—Iloot!

1t is all they think about! They are

seldom satisfied unlegs their wrists and elbows are

bally well red with other people’s gore! And while
they are picturing the loot, and the slaughter of
unbelievers—(as if they believed anything but fool-

ishness ‘_thremselveé!)—Yasmini plays her own game,

THE COURIER

N disguise and under an assumed name, Mrs, F.

Sheehy Skeffington escaped from lIreland with-
out the knowledge of the British authorities. She
is the widow of the irish editor and poet, who was
shot without trial in Dublin during the rebellion;
and her friends are planning an extensive lecture
campaign for her in the United Siates, when she
will tell her side of the death of her husband.

for amusement and power—a good game—a deep
game! You have seen already how India has to
ask her aid in the ‘Hills’! She loves power, power,
power—not for its name, for names are nothing, but
to use it. She loves the feel of it! Fighting is not
power! Blood-letting is foolishness. If there is
any blood spilt it is none of her doing—unless s

“Unless what?? asked King.

“Oh—sometimes there were fools who interfered.
You can not blame her for that.”

“You seem to be a champion of hers!
have you known her?”

The Rangar eyed him sharply.

“A long time. 'She and I played together when we
were children. I know her whole history—and that
is something nobody else in the world knows but
she herself. You see, I am favoured. It is because
she knows me very well that she chose me to travel
North with you, when you start to find her in the
‘Hills*!”

King cleared his throat, and the Rangar mnodded,
looking into his eyes with the engaging confidence
of a child who never has been refused anything, in
or out of reason. King made no effort to look
pleased, so the Rangar drew on his resources.

“1 have a letter from her,” he stated blandly.

From a pocket in the carriage cushions he brought
out a silver tube, richly carved in the Kashmiri style
and closed at either end with a tightly fitting silver
cap. King accepted it and drew the cap from one
end. A roll of scented paper fell on his lap, and a
puff of hot wind combined with a lurch of the car-
riage springs came near to lose it for ‘himiithe

How long

\

RS. L. D.  HARRIS, the pioneer “Policewo-

man" of Vancouver, was appointed to the
force four years ago, in response to the demands
of women’s organizdations. She had much opposi-
tion to meet at first, but the condition of delin-
quent women and girls in the city jalls has been
much improved through her work. {

It might he fear—yet why should she be -

She’s slippery, and/

gnatched it just in time and unrolled it to find a
letter written to himself in Urdu, in a beautiful
flowing hand.

Urdu is perhaps the politest of written tongues
and lends itself most readily to indirectness; but
since he did not expect to read a catalogue of exact
facts, he was not disappointed. :
. Translated, the letter ran:

“To Athelstan King sahib, by the hand of Rewa
Gunga. Greeting. The 'bearer is my well-trusted
servant, whom I have chosen to be the sahib’s guide
until Heaven shall be propitious and we meet, He
is dinstructed in all that he need know -concerning
what is now in hand, and he will tell by word of
mouth such things as ought not to be written. By
all means let Rewa Gunga travel with you, for he
is of royal blood, of the House of Ketchwaha and
will not fail you. His honour and mine are one.
Praying that the many gods of India may heap
honours on your honour’s head, providing each his
proper attribute toward eutire ability to succeed in
all things, but especially in the present undertaking,

“I am Your Excellency’s humble servant,

“YASMINIL?”

He had barely finished reading it when the coach-
man took a last corner at a gallop and drew the
horses up on their haunches at a door in a high white
wall. Rewa Gunga sprang out of the carriage before
the horses Were’quite at a, standstill.

“Here we are!” he said, and King, gathering up the

(Continued on page 28.)

They want war—

ORD CURZON, former Viceroy of India, is to

marry the Southern beauty, Mrs. Grace Elvina
Duggan. She is now on her way to London from
Buenos Ayres, where her first husband died about
a year ago. Mrs. Duggan was born in Alabama;
her'fu'ture husband is now Lord Curzon, Presl'd,enf
of Premier Lloyd George's Waerab'l'net,. am'i is
an Irishman by birth.




