‘outer edge with a finger-nail. There
'Was the little nick that he had made
in the soft gold when he struck it
against the cell bars in the jail at the
Mir Khan Palace!

That put another thought in his
Bead. It was less than two hours since
»Yasmini danced in the arena. It might
“Well be much less than that since she
had taken off her bracelets. He laid
a finger on the dead man’s stone-cold
hand and let it rest so-for a minute.
Then, running it slowly up the wrist,
he touched the gold. It was warm. He
Tepeated the test on.the woman’s wrist.
Hers was warm, too. Both bracelets
had been worn by a living being within
an hour—

“Probably within minutes!”

E muttered and frowned, and then
suddenly jumped backward. The
leather curtain near the bed had
Moved on its bronze rod.

. “Aren’t they dears?” a voice said in
English behind Hhim. “Aren’t they
Sweet 7’

He had jumped so as to face about,
and somehody laughed at him. Yas-
mini stood not two arms’ length away,
Iovelier than the dead woman because
of the merry life in her, young -and
Warm, aglow, but looking like the dead
wOman and the woman of the frieze —
€ woman of the lamp-bowls—the
Statue—come to life, speaking to him
in English more sweetly than if it
Dad been her mother tongue. The
E{lglish abuse their language. Yas-
Mini caressed it and made it do its
Work twice over.
- Being dressed as a native, he
Qalaamed low. Knowing him for what
1'® was, she gave him the senna-stained
DS of her warm fingers to kiss, and
he thought she trembled when he
touched them. But a second later she
had snatched them away and was
reating him to raillery.
~ Man of pills and blisters!” she
8aid, “tell’ me how those bodies are
Preserved! Spill knowledge from that
learneq skull of thine!”
i He did not answer. He never shone
I conversation at any time, having
Made a5 many friends as enemleq by
S4¥ing nothing until the spirit moves
Nim. Byt she did not know that vet.
i “If T knew for certain why those
%o did not turn to worms,” she went
O, “almost T would choose to die now,
hile T am beautiful! Think of the
ng museum men! (She called them
e a far less edifying name, really, for
'® Bast is frank in that way, es-
Decxany in its use of other tongues.)
hat would they say, think you,
dn.g sahib, if they found us two dead
“8side those two? Would not that be
& mystery? Don’t you love mysteries?
Deak, man, speak! Has Khinjan
Strac you dumb?”
. But he did not speak. He was star-
m: at her arm, where two whitish
e ks on the skin betrayed that brace-
®ls had peen.
- ‘Oh, - those! They are theirs. I
'wg‘ﬂd not rob the dead, or the gods
5 Uld turn on me. I robbed you, in-
‘ﬂ:ad while you slept. Tie,
ib, while you slept!”
It?v“t her steel did not strike on flint.
ha' a8 her eyes that flashed. He would
Ve done better to have seemed
“lamed, for then he might have fool-
€T, at,least for a while. But hav-
Sl judged himself, he did not care a
g for her judgment of him, She re-
Zed that instantly and having found
ity 00l that would not work, discarded
for a petter one. She grew confi-
htia]

bO!'I'ow them,” she explained, “but
DUt them back. 1 take them for so
¥ days, and when the day comes
€ gods like us to be exact! Once
© was an Englishman to whom I
e larger one, and he refused to

t. He wanted it to wear, to

* stepping to the bedside.

King :

THE COURIER.

bring him luck. Collins, of the Gur-
khas. A cobra bit him.”

King’s eyes changed, for Collins of
the Gurkhas had died in his two arms,
saying never a word. He had always
wondered why the native who ran in
to kill the cobra had run away again
and left Collins lying there after seem-
ing to shake hands with him. Yas-
mini, watching his eyes and reading
his memory, missed nothing.

“You saw?”’ she said excitedly. “You
remember? Then you understand!
You yourself were near death when I
took the bracelet last night. The time
was up.
you had tried to prevent me!”

Now he spoke at last and gave her
a first glimpse of an angle of his mind
she had not suspected.

“Princess,” he said. He used the
word with the deference some men can
combine with effrontery, so that very
tenderness has barbs. “You might
have had that thing back if you had
sent a messenger for it at any time.
A word by a servant would have been
enough.”

“you could never have reached
Khinjan then!” she retorted. Her
eyes flashed again, but his did not
waver.

“Princess,” he said,
what you don’t know?”

He thought she would strike like a
snake, but she smiled at him instead.
And when Yasmini has smiled on a
man he has never been just the same
man afterward. He knows more, for
one thing. He has had a lesson in one
of the finer arts.

“] will speak of what I do know,”
she said. “No, there is no need. Look!
Look!” :

She pointed at the bed—at the marn

“why speak of

on the bed—fingers locked in those of

a woman who looked so like herself.

“You see—yet you do not see! Men
are blind! Men look into a mirror, and
see only whiskers they forgot to shave
the day before. Women look once and
then remember! XLook again.

Ile looked, knowing well there was
something to be understood, that
stared him in the face. But for the
life of him he could not determine
question or answer.

«What is in your bosom?” she asked
him.

He put his hand to his shirt.

“Draw it out!” she said, as a teacher
drills a child:

He drew out the gold-hilted knife
with the bronze blade, with' which a
man had meant to murder him. He
Jet it lie on the palm of his hand and
looked from it to her and back again.
Phe hilt might have been a portrait of
her modeled from: the life.

«Here is another like it,” she said,
She drew
back the woman’s dress at the bosom
and showed a knife exactly like that
in King’s hand. “One lay on her bosom

and one on his when I found them!”

she said. “Now, think again!”
£ did think, of thirty thousand
things, and of one impossible idea
that stood up prominent among
them all and insisted on seeming the
only likely one.

“I saw the knife in your bosom last
night,” she said, “and laughed so that
I nearly wakened you. Man! Are you
stupid? Will that ready wit of yours
not work? Have I bewildered you? Is
it my perfume? My eyes? My jewels?
‘What is it? Think, man! Think!”

But if she wanted to make him guess
aloud for her amusement she was wast-
ing time. Had he known the answer
he wonld have held his tongue. As he
did not know it, he had all the more
reason to wait—indefinitely, if need
be. But interminable waiting was no
part of her plan, Words were welling
out of her,

“I gave a fool that knife to use, be-
cause he was afraid. It gave him

\

I would have stabbed you if

In all that represents strength, character,
real worth, permanency and the elements
which builder and buyer recognize as
the stamp of honest accomplishment,

The Peerless
Perfection Fencing

stands every test. Made by the open hearth process,
. all the impurities are burned out of the metal, thus
B8 remoying one of the greatest causes of rust. The
wire is also galvanized so thoroughly that it will not
flake, chip or peel off. Every intersection of the
wires in our farm and poultry fence is locked
together with our Peerless lock.  While these locks

hold the wires securely together, yet this fence can
be readily adjusted and perfectly stretched over
uneven ground. - It’s easily erected and on account
of heavy, stiff stays used, few.posts are required.

PEERLESS
Perfection Poultry Fence

is true to its name, a perfect fence strong enough
‘ to keep strong animals out and close enough to
(} keep even small poultry in. Every Peerléss fence
: is guaranteed against sag, rust or break and we
stand back of your dealer unconditionally,

PEERLESS
Ornamental Fencing

for lawns, parks, cometeries, ete,, are handsome,
Also lawn borders, flower bed guards, tr etc.

and get familiar with the
Send fol’ Catalng best, cheap ornamental
and serviceable fencing to be had in the Dominion,
Goand see 1t at your local dealer’s store. Dealers
nearla') everywhere, Dealers wanted in un:

T TY .

B\ The Banwell-Hoxie Wire Fence Co., Ltd.
Winnipeg, Man. . Hamilton, Ont. I
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TARIFF
Double Reom and Bath

OANADA'S FINEST HOTEL

RITZ CARLTON HOTEL

SHERBROOKE 8T. WEST, MONTREAL

"~ Bingte Room and Bath frem $3.00 up.
Tebie D’Hote and a ia carte Meals at Moderate Prices.

~

from $6.00 up.
FRANK 8. QUICK, Mamager.

THE TUSCO Soraroces of.&%s

ttdot.”l

KING EDWARD HOTEL
—Fireproof—
Toronto, Canada.
Accommodation for 760 guests, $1.60 up.
American and European Plan.

vice

homae.
(Private Hotel) Moderate Mossrate rator. Lot amd
1d water in

every room.
mmo Prop., shopping dis-

THE TUXEDO

A Comfortable and Exclusive
Modern Home. Table and Ser-

Families Ooming to

The Tuxedo, 504 Sherbourne St.

in Keeping. Seven-course
Evening Dinner.

Toronto Shonid
‘Write For Reservations

ﬁtrm. Toronto, Ont.
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