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CHAPTER VI—Continued.
*

It was not a long journey, nor a very
sglow one, for there was nothlng to
block the wny except occaslonal men
with flags, who guarded culverts and
little bridges. It was low tide ander
the Himalayas, The flood that was
draining India of her armed men had
left Jamrud high and dry with a little
nondescript force stranded there, as
It werey under a Britlsh major and
some native officers, Frownlng over
Jamrud were the lean “Hlills,” peopled
by the flercest fighting men on earth,
and the clouds that hung over the Khy-
ber's course were an accent to the sav-
agery.

But King smiled merrlly as he
Jumped out of the traln, and RNewa
Guoga, who waa there to meet him,
advanced with outstretched hand and
a smlile that would have melted snow
on the distant peaks if he had only
looked the other way.

“Welcome, King sahib!"” he laughed,
with the alr of a skilled fencer who
admires another, better one. *“I shall
know better another time and let you
keep In front of me! I trust you had
& comfortable journey?"

“Thanks," sald King, shaking hands
with him, and then turning away to un-
lock the carrlage doors that held his
prisoners In. They were baying now
like wolves to be free, and they surged
out, llke wolves from a cage, to clamor
round the Rangar, pawing him and
struggling to be the first tb ask him
questions. .

“Nay, ye mountaln people; nay!"” he

langhed. “I, too, am from the plains!
What do I know of your familles or
of your friends? Am I to be torn to
pleces to make a meal
| At that Ismall Interfered, with the
ald of an ash plck handle, chance-
found beslde the track, Laughing as
If the whole thing wns the greatest
joke Imaginable, Rewa Gunga fell into
stride beside King and led him away In
the direction of some tents,
i “She (s up the pass ahead of us,” he
announced. “She was In the deuce
of a hurry, I can assure you. She want-
ed to wait and meet you, but matters
were too Jolly well urgent, and we
ghall have our bally work cut out to
catch her, you can bet! But I have
everything ready—tents and beds and
stores—everything I

King looked over his shoulder to
make sure that Ismall was bringing
the little leather bag along.

“Bo have 1" he sald quletly.

“I bave horses,' sald Rewn Gunga,
*and mules and—"

“How did she travel up the Khy-
ber?™ King asked him, and the Rangar
spared him a curlous sidewise glance.

“The ‘HIlls' are her escort, King sa-
hib. Bhe I8 mistress in the ‘Hills!
There isn't a murdering rufllan who
would not lle down and let her walk
on him! S8he rode away alone on a
thoroughbred mare and she jolly well
left me the mare's double on which to
follow her, Come and look.”

Not far from where the tents had
been pltched In a cluster a string of
horses whinnled at a plcket rope, King
;8aw the two good horses ready for
himself, and ten mules beslde’ them
that would have done credit to any
outfit. But at the end of the line, paw-
Ing at the trampled grass, was a black
mare that made his eyes open wide,
Once in a hundred years or 8o a vice-
roy's cup or a Derby is won by an ani-
mal that can stand and look and move
as that mare did,

“Never saw anything better,” King
mdmitted ungrudgingly.

“There Ia only one mare llke this
::.: laughed the Rangar. *“She has

“What'll you take for this one?"
King asked him, “Name your price!”

“The mare 18 hers. You must ask
her. Who knows? Bhe I8 generous,
There 18 nobody on earth more gen-
erous than she when she cares to be.
Bee what you wear on your wrist|"

“That 1s a loan,” sald King, uncover-
ing the bracelet. “I shall give it back
to her when we meet.”

#See what she snys when you meet!”
laughed the Rangar, taking a clgarette
from hls jeweled case with an alr and
emiling as he lighted it. “There Is
your tent, sahib.”
" With a nod of dismissal, King
walked over to Inspect the bahdobast,

finding it much more extravagant
he would have dreamed of provid-
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Ismall, an Afridl, be-
He rescues some of Ynsminl's

cheroots, and with hands clasped be-
hind him strolled over to the fort to
Interview Courtenay, the officer com-
manding,

It so happened that Courtenay had
gone up the pass that morning with his

shotgun after quall. He caume back
Into view, followed by his little ten-
man escort just as King neared the
fort, and King timed his approach so
a8 to meet him, The men of the
escort were henvily burdened ; he could
see that from a distance,

“Hello!” he sald by the fort gate,
cheerlly, after he had saluted and the
salute had been returned,

“Oh, hello, King! QGlad to see you.
Heard you were coming, of course.
Anything I can do?"

“Tell me anything you know,” sald
King, offering him a cheroot, which the
other accepted. As he bit off the end
they stood facing each other, so that
King could see the oncoming escort
and what it carrled. Courtenany rend
his eyes,

“Two of my men!" he sald. “Found
'em up the pass, Gnzl work, I think,
They were cut all to pleces, There's
a big lashkar gathering somewhere in
the ‘HIlls,’ and It might have been done
by their skirmishers, but I don't think
”.l'

“Who's supposed to be leading 1t?"
“Can't find out,” sald Courtenay.
Then he stepped aside to give orders
to the escort, They carried the dead
bodies Into the fort.

“Know anything of Yasminl?" King
nsked, when the major stood in front
of him again,

“By reputation, of course, yes, Fa-
mous person—sings like a bulbul—
dances like the devil—lives in Delhl—
mean her?"

King nodded, “When did she start
up the pass?” he asked.

“She didn'g start! T know who goes
up and who comes down."

“Know anything of Itewa Gunga?l”
King asked him.

“Not much, Tried to buy his mare.
Seen the anlmal? Gad! T'd give a
yvear's pay for that beast! He wouldn't
sell and I don't blame him."

“He told me just now,” sald King,
“that Yasminl went up the pass unes-
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He Recognized the Same Strange
Scent That Had Been Wafted From
Behind Yasmini's Silken Hangings
in Her Room in Delhi.

corted, mounted on a mare the very
dend spit of the black one you say
you wanted to buy."

Courtenay whistled.

“I'm sorry, King. I'm sorry to say
he lled."

King threw away his less than half
consumed cheroot and they started to
walk together toward King's camp.
After a few minutes they arrived at n
point from which they could see the
prisoners lined up in a row facing
Rewa Gonga. A less experienced eye
than King's or Courtenay's could have
recognized thelr attitude of reverent
obedience, Within two minutes the
Rangar stood facing them, looking
more at ease than they.

“T was cautloning those savages!”
he explained, “They're an escort, but
they need a reminder of the fact, else
they might jolly well imagine them-
selves mountain goats and scatter
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He drew out his wonderful cigarette
ease and offered It open to Courtenay,
who hesitated, and then helped him-
self. King refused,

“Major Courtenay has just told me,”

sald King, “that nobody resembling
Yonsminl has gone up the pass recently.
Can you explain?"
“Do you mean, can I explain why
the major falled to see her? "Pon my
soul, King sahib, d'you want ‘me to
insult the man? Yasminl 18 too jolly
clever for me, or for any other man I
ever met ; and the major's a man, {sn't
he? He may pack the Khyber so full
of men that there's only standing room
and still she'll go up without his leave
if she chooses! ThePe Is nobody like
Yasmin! in all the world 1"

The Rangnr was looking past him,
facing the grent porge that lets the
north of Asin trickle down Into India
and banck ngaln when weather and the
tribes permit. His eves had become
Interested In the distance. King won-
dwed why—and looked—and saw.
Courtenny saw, too.

“Hall that man and bring him here "
he ordered.

Ismall, keeping his distance with
ears and eyes pecled, heard instantly
and hurried off. Fifteen minutes Inter
an Afridl stood scowling in front of
them with a little letter In a cleft stick
in his hand, He held It out and Cour-
tenay took it and sniffed.

“Well—TI'll be blessed! A note”—

sniff-sniff—*“on scented paper!"” Sniff-
sniff! “Carried down the Khyber in n
split stick! Take it, King—it's ad-
dressed to you."
King obeyed and sniffed too. Tt
smelt of something far more suhtle
than musk. He recognized the same
strange scent that had been wafted
from behind Yasminl's sllken hangings
in her room In Delhl, As he unfolded
the note—Iit wns not sealed—he found
time for a swift glance at Rewa Gun-
ga's face, The Rangar seemed Inter-
ested and amused. The note, In Eng-
lish ran:

“Dear Captain King: Kindly be
quick to follow me, because there ls
much talk of a lashkar getting ready for
a rald. I shall walt for you in Khinjan,
whither my messenger shall show the
way. Pleasa let him keep his rifle. Trust
him, and Rewa Gunga and my thirty
whom you brought with you. The mes-
senger's name is Darya Kahn, Your serv-
ant, Yasminl."

He passed the note to Courtenay,
who read It and passed It back.

“I'l ind out,” the major muttered,
“how she got up the pass without my
knowing it. Somebody’'s tall shall be
twisted for this!"

But he did not find out until King
told Flm, and that was many days
later, when a terrible cloud no longer
threatened India from the north.

CHAPTER VI

“I think I envy you!" sald Courte-
nay.

They were seated In Courtenay's
tent, face to face across the low table,
with guttering lights between and Is-
mnil outside the tent handing plates
nnd things to Courtenay's servant in-
side.

“You're about the first who has ad-
mitted it,” sald King. '

Not far from them a herd of pack-
cunmels grunted and bubbled after the
evening meal. The evening breeze
brought the smoke of dung fires down
to them, and an Afghan—one of the
lttle erowd of traders who had come
down with the eameds three hours ago
—sung a wanlllng song about his lady-
love. Overhead the sky was llke black
velvet, plerced with sllver holes,

“You see, you enwt canll our end
this business war—It's sport,” sald
Courtenny. “Two battallons of Khy-
ber rifles, hired to hold the pass
ngninst thelr own relations,  Against
them a couple of hundred thousand
tribesmen, very hungry for loot, armed
with up-to-date rifles, thanks to Russia
yesterdny and Germany todny, and all
perfectly well aware that a world war
I8 In progress. That's sport, you know
—not the Ymage and llkeness of war'
that Jorrocks called It, but the real
red raot. And you've got a mystery
thrown In to give It piquuncy. 1
haven't found out yet how Yasminl
got up the pass without my knowl-
edge, I thought it was a trick.
Didu't belleve she'd gone. Yet all my
men swear they know she has gone,
and not one of them will own to hav-
Ing seen her go! What d'you think of
that?

For a while, as he ate Courtenay's
brolled quall, King did not answer.
But the merry smile had left his eyea
and he seemed for once to be letting
his mind dwell on conditions as they
concerned himself,

“How many men have you at the
fort?' he usked at last

“Two bundred—all natives.”

“Like 'em?"

“What's the use of talklng?" an-
swered Courtenay, “You know what
it means when men of an alien race
stand up to you and grin when they
salute. They're my own.,"

King nodded. “Dle with you, eh?"

“To the last man” sald Courtenny
quietly with that conviction that can
only be arrived at in one way, and
that not the easlest,

for himself, he Ut one of his black

amgng the “Hills "

“I'd dle alone,” sald King. “It'll be

fonely tn tne ‘HilL
quail 7

And that was all he ever did say
on that subject, then or at uny other
time,

“What shall you do first after yon
get up the pass? Call on your brother
at Al Masjid? He's likely to konow
a lot by the time you get there"

“Not sure,” sald King. “May and
may not. I'd like to see him., Haven't
#een the old chap In a donkey's age.
How 18 he?”

“Well two days ago,” sald Courte-
nay.

“Here's wishing you Iluck!" eald
King. "It's time to go, sir.”

He rose, and Courtenay walked with
him to where his party walted In the
dark, chilled by the cold wind whis-
tling down the Khyber. Rewa Gunga
sat, mounted, at thelr head, and close
to him his personal servant rode an-
other horse. Behind them were the
mules, and then In a cluster, each
with a load of some sort on his head,
were the thirty prisoners, and Ismall
took charge of them officlously.
Darya Khan, the man who had
brought the letter down the pass, kept
cloge to Ismall,

King mounted, and Courtenay shook
hands; then he went to Rewa Gunga's
side and shook hands with him, too.

“Forward! March!” King ordered,
and the llttle procession started.

“Oh, men of the 'Hllls, ye look llke
ghosts —llke graveyard ghosts!”
Jeered Courtenany, as they all filed
past him. “Ye look llke dead men,
going to be judged!"

Nobody answered., They strode
behind the horses, with the swift, sh
lent strides of men who are golng
home to the “Hills;" but even they,

Got any more

He Fired Straight at the Biue Light

born in the “HIlls" and knowing them
as a wolf-pack knows its hunting
ground, were awed by the gloom of
Khyber mouth ahead. King's volce
was the first to break the sllence, and
he did not speak until Courtenay was
out of earshot. Then:

“Men of the ‘HillsI'™ he called.
“Kuch dar nahin hal!”

“Nahin hal! Hah!" shouted Ismall.
“So speaks a man! Hear that, ye
mountaln folk! He says, ‘There 18
no such thing as fear!""

In his place In the lead, King whis-
tled softly to himself ; but he drew an
automatic pistol from Its place be-
neath his armpit and transferred it to
a readier position.

Fear or no fear, Khyber mouth Is
haunted after dark by the men whose
blood feuds are too reeking raw to
let them dare go home and for whom
the British hangman very likely walts
n mile or two farther south. It is one
of the few places In the world where
a pistol 18 better than a thick stick.

Boulder, crag and loose rock
faded Into gloom bebind; in front on
both hands ragged Rhillsides were be-
ginning to close B3 and the wind,
whuse home 18 in A®4h’'s refuse heap,
whistled as It searched busily among
the black ravines. Then presently
the shadow of the thousand-foot-high
Khyber walls began to cover them.

After a while King's cheroot went
out, and he threw it away. A lttle
later Rewa Guoga threw away his
cigarette, After that, the verlest five-
vear-old among the Zokka Khels,
watching sleepless over the rim of
some stone watch tower, could have
taken oath that the Khyber's unbur-
led dead were prowling in search of
empty graves. Probably their un-
canny sllence was thelr best protec-
tion; but Rewa Gunga chose to break
it after a time,

“King sahib!" he called softly, re-
peating It louder and more loudly un-
til King heard him, “Slowly! Not so
fast! There are men among those
boulders, and to go too fast s to make
*them think you are afrald! To seem
afrald Is to Invite attack! Can we
defend ourselves, with three firearms
between us? Look! What is that?

They were at the point where the
road begins to lead uphlll, westward,
leaving the bed of a ravine and as-
cending to join the highway built by
British engineers, DBelow, to left and
right, was plt-mouth gloom, shadows
gmid shadows, full of eerle whisper-
ings, and King felt the short halr on
his neck begin to rise. He urged his
horse forward, The Rangar followed
him, close up, and both horse and
mare sensed excitement.

“Look, sahib 1"

After a second or two he caught
a glimpse of blu.sh flame that flushed
suddenly and died agunin, somewhere

below to the right. Then all at once

the flame buraed brighter and stead-
ler and begun to move and to grow.

“Halt!" King thundered: and his
volce was sharp and unexpected as a
pistol erack. This was something tan-
gible, that a man could tackle—a per
fect antldote for nerves,

The blue light continued on a zig-
BAg course, as If & man were running
among howlders with an unusual sort
of torch; and as there was no answer
King drew his pistol, took abont thirty
seconds’ alm and fired. He fired
stralght at the blue light.

It vanished Instantly, Into measure-
less black silence,

“Now you've jolly well done It
haven't you!" the Rangar laughed. in
his ear. “That was her blue light—
Yasminl's 1"

It was a minute before King an-
swered, for both animals were all but
frantic with their sense of their rid-
ers’ state of mind; It needed horse-
3?.“1’ to get them back under con-

“How do you know whose light it
was?" King demanded, when the
horse and mare were head to head
aguin,

“It was prearranged. She promised
me a signal at the point where I am
to leave the track!"

King drove both spurs home, and
set his unwilling horse to scrambling
downward at an angle he could not
guess, into blackness he could feel,
trusting the animal to find a footing
where his own eyes could make out
nothing,

To his disgust he heard the Ran-
gar immediately., To his even greater
disgust the bluck mare overtook him.
And even then, with his own mount
stumbling and nearly pitching him
headforemost at each lurch, he was
forced to admire the mare's goatlike
agllity, for she descended Into the
gorge In running leaps, never setting
a wrong foot. When he and his horse
reached the bottom at last he found
the Rangar walting for him.

“This way, sahib|"

The next he knew sparks from the
black mare's heels were kicking up
in front of him, and a wild ride had
begun such as he had never yet
dreamed of. There was no catching
up, for the black mare could gallop
two to his horse's one; but he set
his teeth and followed Into solid
night, trusting ear, eye, guesswork
and the god of the secret service
men, who loves the reckless,

Once in every two minutes he
caught sight for a second of the same
blue siren light that had started the
race, He suspected that there were
many torches placed at Intervals.

His own horse developed a speed
and stamina he had not suspected, and
probably the Rangar did not dare ex-
tend the mare to her limit In the
dark; at all events, for ten, perhaps
fifteen, minutes of breathless gallop-
ing he almost made a race of it, keep-
ing the Rangar either within sight or
sound.,

But then the mare swerved sud-
denly behind a bowlder and was gone,
He spurred round the same great rock
a minute later, and was faced by a
blank wall of shale that brought his
horse up all standing., It led steep up
for a thousand feet to the skyline.
There was not so much as a goat-
track to show In which direction the
mare had gone, nor a sound of any
klud to guide him,

He dismounted and stumbled about
on foot for about ten minutes with
his eyes two feet from the earth, try-
ing to find some trace of hoof. Then
he listened, with his ear to the
ground. There was no result.

He knew better than to shout.
After some thought he mounted and
began to hunt the way back, remem-
bering turns and twists with a gift
for directlon that natives might well
have envied him. He found his wny
back to the foot of the road at a
trot, where ninety-nine men out of al-
most any hundred would have been
lost hopelessly; and close to the road
he overtook Darya Khan, hugging his
rifle and staring about llke a scorplon
ut bay.

“Did you expect that blue light, and
this galloping away?' he asked.

#Nuy, sahib; I koew nothing of it!
I was told to lead the way to Khin-
jan.”

“Come on, then!"

On the level rond ahove King stared
about him and felt in hisspockets for
n fresh cheroot, He struck a match
and watched it to be sure his hand
did not shake before he spoke. A
man must command himself before
trying it on others,

“Where are the others?" he asked,
when he was certaln of himself,

“Gone !" boomed Ismall,

King took a dozen pulls at the
cheroot and stared about again. In
the middle of the road stood his sec-
ond horse, and three mules with his
baggage, Including the unmarked
medicine chest. Close to them were
three men, making the party now only
six all told, Including Darya Khan,
himself and Ismall,

“Gone whither?" Ismall’s volce was
eloguent of shocked surprise, “They
followed! Was it then thy baggage
on the other mules? Were they thy
men? They led the mules and went I

“Who ordered them?"

“Allah! Need the night be ordered
to follow the day?"

“And thou?”

“I am thy man!
thy man |"

“And thesel”

“Try them!"

King bethought him of his wrist,
that was heavy with the welght of
gold on it., He drew back his sleeve
and held it up,

“May CGod be with thee!" boomed
all five men at once, and the Khyber
night gave back thelr volces, like the
echolng of a well

King took his reins and mounted.

She bade me be

“What now?" asked Ismall, pleking
up the leather bag that he regarded
ns his own particular charge.

“Forward!” sald King.
along "

He began to set a falrly fast pace,
Ismall leading the spare horse and
the others towing the mules along.
Except for King, who was modern
and out of the picture, they looked
llke Old Testament patriarchs, hum
rying out of Egypt, as depicted In the
illustrated Bibles of a generation ago—
all leaning forward—each man carry-
Ing a staff—and none looking to the
right or left.

“Forward 1" growled Ismail, “With
this man it 18 ever ‘forwardl' Is
there neither rest nor fear? Has she
bewltched him? Hall Ye lazy ones!
Ho! BSons of sloth! Urge the mules
faster! Beat the led horse!l”

8o In welrd, wan moonlight, King
led them forward, straight up the
narrowing gorge, between cliffs that
seemed to fray the very bosom of the
sky. He smoked a clgar and stared
at the view, as If he were off to the
mountalns for a month’'s sport with
dependable shikarris whom he knew.
Nobody could have looked at him and
guessed he was not enjoying himself.

“That man,” mumbled Ismall be-
hind him, “is not as other sahibs I
have known. He Is a mnan, this onel
He will do unexpected things!"

“Forward!” King called to them,
thinking they were grumbling. “For-
ward, men of the ‘Hills!'"

“Come

CHAPTER ViIL

After a time King urged his horse to
a Jog-trot, and they trotted forward
untll the bed of the Khyber began to
grow very narrow, and All Masjid fort
could not be much more than a mile
nway, at the widest guess. Then King
drew reln and dismounted, for he
would have been challenged had he
ridden much farther. A challenge In
the Khyber after dark consists Inva-
rlably of a volley at short range, with
the mere words afterward, and the
wise man takes precautions.

“Oft with the mules' packs!” he or-
dered, and the men stood round and
stared. Darya Khan, leaning on the
only rifie In the party, grinned llke a
post-office letter box,

“Truly,” growled Ismall, forgetting
past expressions of a different opinion,
“this man Is as mad as all the other
Englishmen.”

“Were you ever bitten by one?” won-
dered King aloud.

“God forbld "

“Then off with the
hurry "

Ismall began to obey.

“Thou! Lord of the Rivers! (For
that is what Darya Khan means.)
What Is thy calling?”

“Badraggn" (guide), he answered.
“Did she not send me back down the
pass to be a guide? If she says I am
badragga, shall any say she lles?”

“I say thou art unpacker of mules’
burdeng!” answered King. “Begin!™

For answer the fellow grinned from
ear to ear and thrust the rifle barrel
forward insolently, King, with the
movement of determination that a man
maokes when about to force conclu-
slons, drew up his sleeves above the
wrist. At that Instant the moon shone
through the mist and the gold bracelet
glittered in the moonlight.

“May God be with thee!"” said “Lord
of the Rivers"” at once., And without
another word he laid down his rifle
and went to help off-load the mules, -

King stepped aside and cursed soft-
ly. But for a vein of wisdom that un-
derlay his pride he would have pock-

packs—and

At That Instant the Moon Shone
Through the Mist and the Gold
Bracelet Glittered in the Moonlight.

eted the bracelet tbere and then and
have refused to wear It again. But as
he sweated his pride he overheard Is-
mall growl:

“Good for thee! He had taught thee
obedlence In another bat of the eye!"

“I obey her!" muttered Darya Khan,

“I, too,” sald Ismall, “So shall he
before the week dles! But now it Is
good to otey him. He is an ugly man
to disobey!"

“I obey him until she sets me free,
then," grumbled Darya Khan,

“Better for thee!" sald Ismall,

King meets his brother at All
Masjid fort and they hold a me-
morable conference. The British

captain disappears In the dark-
ness and a strange native medi- |
cine man takes his place.

(1O BE CONTINUED,)




