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By
Mundy

WHEN ISMAIL AND THE OTHERS COMPOSING KING'S

GUARD DISCOVER THE CLEVERNESS OF HIS DISGUISE
THEY ARE FIRST PUZZLED, THEN DELIGHTED.

Synopsia~At the hemnning of (he world war Capt. Athelstan
King of the British Indlan army and of its secret service, Is ordered
to Delhl to meet Yasminl, a dancer, and go with her to Kinjan to
meet the outlaws there who nre sald by sples to be preparing for: a

Jihad or holy war. On his way to Delhi King quietly foils a plan to
assassinate him and gets evidence that Yasminl s after him. He meets
Rewn Gunga, Yasminl's man, who says she has already gone north,

and at her town house witnesses queer dances,
comes his body servant and protector.

Ismall, an Afridi, be-
He rescues some of Yasminl's

hillmen and takes them north with him, tricking the Rangar Into going

nhead,
brother at All Masjid fort.

The Rangar deserts him at a dangerous time,

He meets his
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CHAPTER VIII—Continued.
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The packs were lald on the ground,
and the mules shook themselves, while
the jackals that haunt the Khyber
came closer, to sit In a ring and
watch. Kilog dug a flashlight out of
one of the packs, gave It to Ismall to
hold, sat on the other puck and begun
to write on a8 memorandum pad. It
was a minute before he could persunde
Tsmail that the flashlight was harm-
less, and another minute before he
could get him to hold it still. Then,
however, he wrote swiftly.

In the Khyber, a mile below you.

Dear Old Man—I would llke to run in
and see you, but circumstances don't
permit. Several people sent your ‘thelr
regards by me. Herewith go two mules
and thelr packs, Make any use of the
mules you like, but store the loads where
I can draw on them In case of need, I
would like to have a talk with you before
taking the rather desperate step I iIn-
tand, but T don't want to be mseen enter-
ing or leaving Ali Masjld. Can you come
down the pass without making your In-
tention known? It is growing misty now,
It ought to be easy. My men will tell

where I am and show you the way.
¥ Dot destroy this letter?—Athelstan.

He folded the note and stuck a post-
age stamp on it In lleu of a seal, Then
he examined the packs with the ald of
the flashlight, sorted them and ordered
two_ of the mules relonded.

“You three I"” he ordered then. *Take
the loaded mules into All Masjid fort.
Take this chit, you. Give it to the
sahib ia command there.,”

“To hear 18 to obey!" sald the near
est man. They took the mules' leading
reins and before they had gone ten
paces were swallowed In the mist that
had begun to flow southeastward, The
night grew stlll, except for the whim-
pering of jackals,

Ismall came nearer and squatted at

'Klng's feet. Darya Khan came closer

too. King had tled the relns of the
two horses and the one remalning
mule together in a knot and was sit-
ting on the pack. Solemn, almost
motionless, squatted on their hunkers,
they looked llke two great vultures
watching an animal dle.

. They sat In silence for five minutes.
Then suddenly the two hillmen shud-
dered, although King did not bat an
eyelld. Din burst Into being. A volley
ripped out of the night and thundered
down the pass,

“How-utt! Huokkums dar?' came
the insolent challenge half a minute
after It—the proof positive that All
Mnsjid's guards nelther slept nor were
afrald.

A welrd wall answered the chal-
lenge, and there began a tossing to and
fro of words, that was prelude to a
shouted Invitation:

“Ud-vance-frrrennen-orsss-werrul

English can be as weirdly distorted
as wire, or any other supple medium,
and pative levies advance distortion to
the point of art; but the language
sounds no less good In the chilly gloom
of a Khyber night,

Followed another wait, this time of
balf an hour., Then a man's foot-
steps—a booted, leather-heeled man,
siriding carelessly. Not far behind him
was the softer nolse of sandals, The
man began to whistle “Annle Laurle.”

®“Charles? That you?" called Klng.

“That you, old man?"

A man In kbakl stepped Into the
moonlight. He was so nearly the im-
age of Athelstan Klng that Ismall and
Darya Khan stood up and stared.
Athelstan strode to meet him, Thelr
walk was the same. Angle for angle,
line for line, they might have been one
man and his shadow, except for three-
quarters of an Inch of stature.

“Glad to see you, old man,” sald
Athelstan.

“Sure, old chap!” sald Charles; and
they shook hands,

“What's the desperate proposal?”
ssked the younger.

“I'll tell you when we are alone.”

His brother nodded and stood a step
amde, The three who had taken the
note to the fort came closer—partly to
eall attention to themselves, partly to
claim credit, partly because the outer
mllence frightened them. They elbowed
Ismall and Darya Khan, and one of
them recelved a savage blow In the
stomach by way of retort from Ismail
Before that spark could start an ex-
plosion Athelstan Interfered.

“Ismail! Take two men. Go down
the pass out of earshot, and keep
watch! Come back when 1 whistle
thus—but no sooner "

Ll T

He put fingers between his teeth and
blew until the night shrilled back at
him, Tsmall seized the leather bag and
started to obey.

“Leave that bag. Leave it, 1 say!”

“But some man may steal it, sahib,
How shall a thief know there Is no
money In it?™

“Leave It and go "

Ismall departed, grumbling,
King turned on Darya Khan.

“Take the remalning men and go up
the pass!" he ordered. “Stand out of
earshot and keep watch, Come when
I whistle!"

“But this one has a bellyache where
Ismall smote him! Can a man with a
bellyache stand guard? His moaning
will betray both him and me!l" ob-
Jected "Lord of the Rivers.”

“Tnke him and go!" commanded
King.

llBut_l‘l

King was careful now not to show
his bracelet. But there was something
in his eye and In his attitude—a
subtle, suggestive something-or-other
about him—that was rather more con-
vinelng than a pistol or a stick. Darya
Khan thrust his rlile’s end Into the hurt
man's stomach for encouragement and
started off In the mist.

“Come nnd ache out of the sahibs’
sight1"” he snarled,

In a minute King and his brother
stood unseen, unheard in the shadow
by a patch of sllver moonlight. Athel-
stan sat down on the mule's pack.
“Well?” sald the younger. “Tell me.
I shall have to hurry. You see I'm in
charge back there. They saw me come
out, but I hope to teach 'em a lesson
gulng back.”

Athelstan nodded. “Good!™ he sald.
“I've a roving commission. I'm or-
dered to enter Khinjan caves”

His brother whistled, “Tall order!
“What's your plan?”

“Haven't one—yet. Know more
when I'm nearer Khinjan. You ecan
help no end."

“How? Name itI"

“I shall go In disguise. Nobody can
put the staln on as well as you. But
tell me something first. Any news
of a hioly war yet?”

His brother nodded. “Plenty of
talk about one to come,” he sald. *We
keep hearing of that lashkar that we
can't locate, under a mullah whose
name seems to change with the day of
the week. And there are everiasting
tales about the ‘Heart of the Hills.'"

“No explanation of 'em?” Athelstan
asked him,

“None! Not a thing!”

“D'you know of Yasmini?

“Hird of her, of course,” sald his
brother,

“Has she come up the pass?”

His brother laughed. *“No, neither
she nor a coach and four.”

“I have heard she's up the pass
ahead of me,” sald Athelstan.

“She hnsn't passed All Masjid!" sald
his brother, and Athelstan nodded.

“Are the Turks In the show yet?"
nsked Charles.

“Not yet. But I know they're ex.
pected 1o

“You bet they're expected In!" The
young mun grinned from ear to ear.
“They're working both tides under to
prepare the tribes for it. They flatter
themselves they can set alight a holy
war that will put Timour Iang to
shame, You should hear my jezallchles
talk at night when they think I'm not
listenlng 1"

“The Jezallchles'll stand though,”
sald Athelstan.

“Stake my life on 1t!" mald his
brother. *“They'll stick to the last man |"

“I ecan't tell you,” sald Athelstan,
“why we're not attacking brother Turk
before he's ready. But my job Is to
help muke the holy war seem unprofit-
able to the tribes, so that they'll let
the Turk down hard when he calls on
‘em. Every day that I can point to
forta held strongly In the Khyber Is a
day In my favor. There are sure to
be railds. In fact, the more the merrier,
provided they're spasmodic. We must
keep 'em separated—keep 'em swarm-
ing too fast—while I sow other seeds
among 'em.”

His brother nodded. BSowing seeds
was almost that family's hereditary
Job. Athelstan continued:

“Hang on to All Musjid llke a leech,
old mun! The day one raiding lash-
kar gets command of the Khyber's
throat, the others'll nll bulieve they've

and
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won the gome, Nothigg'll stop 'em!

T . Sy

Look out for trups. Smash ‘em on
sight. But don't follow up too far!"

“Sure,” sald Charles,

“Help me with the staln now, will
you?"

With his flashlight burning as if its
battery provided current by the week
Instead of by the minute, Athelstan
dragged open the mule's pack and pro-
duced a host of things. He propped a
mirror agninst the pnck and squatted
in front of It. Then he passed a lit-
tle bottle to his brother, and Charles
nttended to the chin-strap mark that
would have betrayed him a British of-
ficer In any light brighter than dusk.
In a few minutes his whole face was
arkened to one hue, and Charles
stepped back to look at it.

“Won't need to wash yourself for a
month!" he sald. “The dirt won't
show ! He sniffed at the bottle. “But
that stain won't come off If you do
wash—never worry! You'll do finely.”

“Not yet, I won't!" eald Athelstan,
pieking up a little safety razor and be-
ginning on his mustache, In a min-
ute he had his upper lip bare, Then
his brother bent over him and rubbed
in staln where the scrubby mustache
had been.

After that Athelstan unlocked the
leather bag that had caused Ismall so
much concern and shook out from it a
pile of odds and ends at which his
brother nodded with perfect under-
standing. The principal item was a
plece of sllk—forty or fifty yards of
it—that he proceeded to bind Into a
turban on his head, his brother lending
him a gulding, understanding finger at
every turn. When that was done, the
man who had sald he looked In the
least like a British officer would have
ed,

One after another he drew on native
garments, plcking them from the pile
beside him. 8o, by rapld stages he de-
veloped Into a native hakim—by creed
a converted Hindu, llke Rewa Gunga
—one of the men who practice yunanl,
or modern medicine, without a license
and with a very great deal of added
superstition, trickery and guesswork.
“I wouldn’t trust you with a ha'pen-
ny!" announced his brother when he
had done. “The part to a T.”

“Well—take these Into the fort for
me, will you?" His brother caught the
bundle of discarded European clothes
and tucked them under his arm. “Now,
remember, old man! We've got to hold
the Khyber, and we can't do it by rid-
Ing pell-mell into the first trap set for
us! Be a coward, If that's the name
you care to give It. You needn't tell
me you've got orders to hunt skirmish-
ers :o a standstlll, because I know bet-
ter,

“How d'you know better?”

“Never mind! I've been seconded to
your crowd. I'm your senlor, and I'm
giving you orders. Hit hard when you
have to, but for God's sake, old man,
ware traps|"

“All right,” sald his brother.

“Then good-by, old man1"

*“Good-by, Athelstan!”

They stood facing and shook hands.
Where had been a man and his reflec-
tion In the mist, there now seemed to
be the same man and a native. Athel-
stan King had changed his very na-
ture with his clothes, He stood like a
native—moved like one; even his volce
was changed, as if—lke the actor who
dyed himself all over to act Othello—
he could do nothing by halves.

“'By, Charles|"

Officers In that force are not chosen
for thelr clumsiness, or inabllity to
move sllently by night. His footsteps
died In the mist almost as quickly as
his shadow. Before he had been gone
a minute the pass was silent as death
again, and though Athelstan listened
with trnined ears, the only sound he
could detect was of a jackal cracking
a bone fifty or sixty yards away.

CHAPTER IX.

King repacked the loads, putting
everything back carefully into the big
leather envelopes and locking the
empty handbag, after throwing in a
few stones for Ismull's benefit, Then
he went to sit In the moonlight, with
his back to a great rock and walted
there cross-legged to give his brother
time to make good a retreat through
the mist. When there was no more
doubt that hls own men, at all events,
had falled to detect the lleutenant, he
put two fingers in his mouth and
whistled,

Almost at once he heard sandals
come patterlng from both directions.
As they emerged out of the mist he
sat silent and still It was Darya Khan
who came first and stood gaping at
him, but Ismail was a very close sec
ond, and the other three were only a
little behind, For full two minutes
after the man with the sore stomach
had come they all stood holding one
another's arms, astonished. Then—

“Our sahib—King sahib—where I8
he?" asked Ismall

“Gone 1"

Even King's volce was so completely
changed that men who had been reared
nmid mutual suspiclon could not recog-
nize It.

“But there are his londs! There Is
his mule!”
“Here Is his bag!” said Ismall,

pouncing on It, picking it up and shak-
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ing it, “It rattles not as formerly!
There Is more In it than there was|"

“His two horses and the mule are
here,” sald Darya Khan,

“Did 1 eay he took them with himT"
nsked the hakim, who sdt still with his
back to a rock. “He went becnuse I
came! He left me here In charge!
Should he not leave the wherewithal to
mnke one comfortable. since I must do
his work? Hah! What do I see? A
man bent nearly double? That means
n bellyache! Who should have a belly-
nche when I have potions, lotions,
balms to heal all 1118, magle charms
and tallsmans, blg and little pllls—and
nt such a little price! So small a
price!l Show me the belly and pay
your money! Forget not the money,
for nothing 18 free except alr, water
and the Word of God! I have pald
money for water before now, and
where I8 the mullah who will not take
a fee? Nay, only air costs nothing!|
For a rupee, then—for one rupee 1
will heal the sore belly and forget to
he ashamed for taking such a little
fee!”

“Whither went the sahib? Nay—
show us proof I" objected Darya Khan:
and Ismail stood back a pace to scratch
his flowing beard and think,

“The sahlb left this with mel" sald
King, and held up his wrist. The gold
bracelet Rewa Gunga had give: him
glenmed in the pale moonlight.

“May God be with thee |" boomed all
five men together.

King jumped to his feet so sudden-
Iy that all five gave way Iin front of
him, and Darya Khan brought his rifle
to the port.

“Hast thou never seen me before?”
he demanded, selzing Ismail by the
shoulders and staring straight into his
eyes,

“Nay, I never saw thee!"”

“Look agaln!” -

He turned his head, to show his face
in profile.

“Nay, I never saw theel”

“Thou, then! Thou with the belly!
Thou! Thoul™

They all denled ever having seen
him.

8o he stepped back until the moon
thone full in his face and pulled off
his turban, changing his expression at
the same time,

“Now look I”

“Ma'uzbillah!
uﬂ!)"

“Now ye know me?”

“Hee-yee-yee!” yelled Ismall, hug-
ging himself by the elbows and begin-
ning to dance from side to side, “Hee-
yee-yee! What sald I? Sald I not so?
Bald I not this Is a different man?
Sald I not this Iz a good one—a man
of unexpected things? Sald I not there
was magic In the leather bag? I
shook it often and the magic grew!
Hee-yee-yee! Look at him! See such
cunning! Feel him! Smell of him|
He is a good one—good I"

Three of the others stood and
grinned, now that their first shock of
surprise had dled away. The fourth

was little to see except gleaming
teeth and the white of eyes, set In
hairy faces In the mist. But Ismall

danced all by himself among the stones
of Khyber road and he lookéd like a
bearded ghoul out for an alring.
“Hee-yee-yee! Bhe smelt out a good
Hee-yee-yee |

one! This is a man
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In a Few Minutes His Whole Face Was
Darkened to One Hue, and Charles
Stepped Back to Look at It

after my heart! Hee-yee-yee! God
preserve me to see the end of thisl
This one will show sport! Oh-yee-yee-
ee "
5 King watched the faces of the other
four men. He saw them slowly waken
to understanding of what Ismall meant
by “worker of spells"” and “magle in
the bag"” and knew that he had even
greater hold on them now than Yas-
minl's bracelet gave him,
“Ma'uzbillah I they murmured as In-
mall's meaniag dawned and they recog-
nized a magiclan In thelr midst, “May
God pretect us ™ .

“May God protect mel I have need

man poked among the packs, There | PoOl

of It!" sald King. “What shall my
new name be? Glve ye me a namel
Khan is a title of respect. Since 1
wish for respect, I will call myself
Khan. Name me a village the first
name you can think of—quick "

“Kurrnm,” sald Ismall, at a hazard.

“Kurram Is good, Kurram I am!
Kurram Khan Is my name hepcefor-
ward! Kurram Khan the dakitar!"

“But where Is the sahib who came
from the fort to talk?' asked the man
whose stomach ached yet from Ismaw
and Darya Khan's attentions to it.

“Gone !" announced King. “He went
with the other onel"

“Went whither? Did any see him
go?"

“Is that thy affair?" asked King, and
the man collapsed. It is not consldered
wise to the north of Jamrud to argue
with a wizard, or even with a man who
only clalms to be one. This was a
man who had changed his very nature
almost under their eyes.

“Even his other clothes have gonel”
murmured one man, he who had poked
about among the packs.

“And now, Ismall, Darya Khan, ye
two dunderheads!—ye bellles without
brains |—when was there ever a daki-
tar—a hakim, who had not two assist-
ants at the least? Have ye never seen,
ye blinder-than-bats—how one man
holds a patient while his bolls are
Innced, and yet another makes the hot
iron ready?”

“Ayel Ayel”

They had both seen that often.

“Then, what are ye?”

They gaped at him. Were they to
work wonders too? Were they to be
part and parcel of the miracle? Watch-
ing them, King saw understanding
dawn behind Ismall's eyes and knew
he was winning more than a mere ad-
mirer. He knew It might be days yet,
might be weeks before the truth was
out, but it seemed to him that Ismall
was at heart his friend. Aund there
are no friendships stronger than those
formed In the Khyber and beyond—no
more loyal partnershipa. The °‘Hills’
are the home of contrasts, of blood-
feuds that last until the last-but-one
man dies, and of friendships that no
crime or need or slander can efface. If
the feuds are to be avolded llke the
devil, the friendships are worth bav-

(May God protect | 108

“There Is another thing ye might
do,” he suggested, "If ye two grown
men are afrald to see a boll slit open.
Always there are timid patients who
hang back and refuse to drink the
medicines, There should be one or
two among the crowd who will come
forward and swallow the draughts
eagerly, In proof that no harm results,
Be ye two they!"

Ismall spat savagely.

“Nay! Bismillah! Nay, nay! 1
will hold them who have bolls, sitting
firmly on thelr bellles—so—or between
thelr shoulders—thus—when the bolls
are behindl Nay, I will drink no
dun,tnhtll I am a man, not a cess-

*“And I will study how to heat hot
irons 1" sald Darya Khan, with grim
conviction. “It Is llkely that, having
worked for a blacksmith once, I may
learn quickly! Phaughghgh! I have
tasted medaceen! I have drunk Apsin
saats (Epsom salts).”

He spat, too, In a very fury of remi-

scence.

“Good I" said King. “Henceforward,
then, I am Kurram Khan, the dakitar,
and ye two are my assistants, Ismall to
hold the men with bolls, and Darya
Khan to heat the lrons—both of ye to
be my men and support me with
words when need bel”

“Aye!” sald Ismall, quick to think
of detalls, “and these others shall be
the tasters!"

“We will not drink the medicines!™
announced the man who had a stom-
ach ache. “Nay, nay!"

But Ismall hit him with the back of
his hand In the stomach agaln and
danced away, hugging himself and
shouting “Hee-yee-yee!”™ untll the
Jackals joined him In discontented
chorus and the Khyber pass became
full of weird howling. Then suddenly
the old Afridl thought of something
else and came back to thrust his face
close to King's,

“Why be a Rangar? Why be a Ra}
put, sahlb? Bhe loves us hillmen bet-
ter 1"

“Do I look llke a hillman of the
‘Hills'?" asked King. >

“Nay, not now. But he who can work
one miracle can work another. Change
thy skin once more and be a true
Hillman 1"

“Aye!” King laughed. *“And fall heir
to a blood-feud with every second man
1 chance upon! Better be a converted
Hindu and be despised by some than
have cousins In the ‘Hills'l Is that
clear, thou oaf?

“Aye! Thou art more cunning than
any man I ever met|"

The great Afridi began to rub the
tipa of his fingers through his straggly
beard in a way that might mean any-
thing,-and King seemed to draw con-
siderable satisfaction from it, as If it
were a sign language that just then he
needed a friend, and he certainly did
not propose to refuse such a useful
one.

“And” he added, as if it were an

ni
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afterthought, instead of his chief rea-
son, “if her special man Rewa Gunga
is a Rangar, and Is known as a Ran-
gar throughout the *Hills,' shall I not
the more likely win favor by belng a
Rangar too? If I wear her bracelet
nnd at the same time am a Rangar,
who will not trust me?"

“True!” agreed Ismail., *Truel Thon
art a maglelan "

But the moon was getting low and
Khyber would be dark again In half an
hour, for the great crags In the dis-
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“Kurram Kahn ls My Name Hencefor-

tance to either hand shut off more
light than do the Khyber walls, The
mist, too, was growing thicker. It was
time to make a move,

King rose. “Pack the mule and bring
my horse!™ he ordered and they hur-
rled to obey with alacrity born of new
respect, Darya Khan attending to the
trimming of the mule's load In person
instead of snarling at another man, It
was a very different little escort from
the one that had come thus far. Like
King himself, it had changed its very
nature in fifteen minutes!

They brought the horse and King
laughed at them, calling them Idiots—
men without eyes.

“I am Kurram Khan, the dakitar, but
who in the 'Hills' would belleve it?
Look now—look ye and tell me what is
wrong ™

He polinted to the horse, and they
stood in a row and stared.

“The saddle?” Ismall suggested. “It
is a government arrficer's saddle.”

“Stolen!” sald King, and they
nodded. “Stolen along with the horse!”

“ A’Q "

“Shorten those stirrups, then, six
holes at the least! Men will laugh at
me If I ride llke a British arrficer "

“Aye!" sald Ismall, hurrying to obey.

“Now,” he sald, gathering the reins
and swinging into the saddle, *“whe
knows the way to Khinjan?"

“Which of us does not?"

“Ye all know It? Then ye all are
border thieves and worse! No honest
man knows that road! Lead on, Darya
Khan, thou Lord of Rivers! Forward
march ["

80 Darya Khan led the way with his
rifle, and King's face glowed In ci
rette Tight not very far behind him as
he legged his horse up the narrow
track that led northward out of the
Khyber bed. It would be a long time
before he would dare smoke a clgar
again, and his supply of clgarettes was
destined to dwindle down to nothing
before that day. But he did not seem
to mind,

“Cheloh I"” he called. “Forward, men
of the mountains! Kuch dar nahin
hat I"

“Thy mother and the spirit of a fight
were onel" swore Ismall just In front
of him, stepping out llke a boy golng
to n plenie, “She will love thee! Allah!
She will love thee! Allah! Allah!"

*The thought seemed to appal him.
For hours after that he climbed ahead
in sllence,

Comes the blg adventure for
King—he arrives at the entrance
to Kinjan caves and learns he

must prove he has slain an Eng-
lishman before the guard will
admit him.

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

Hallstorm Insurance I8 more exten-
sively carried on in Germany than In
any other country. During the last
45 years the German hall Insurance
companies have collected the enormons
sum of 1,144790,000 marks (mark—
238 cents), In premlums, and have
pald out 902,426,000 marks in indemni-
ties. During the year 1915 the com-
panles realized a profit of 7,000,078
marks, which was much In excess of
their average earnings, and the busi-
ness of the year showed an Increase
In Insured values of 404,000,000 marks

—8clentific American.

ward! Kurram Khan the Dakitarl® \

Halistorm Insurance in Germany. N I
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