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INTRODUCTION

SepHALI Korul,

SOOKHSAGAR.

To my son, Nucent.

Save through the medium of my letters and such written counsel

as I have ventured to add to that of your excellent preceptors, fate

has decreed that you know hittle indeed of me, your father, and still

ines, unhappily, of your sainted mother.
It is with the purpose of increasing your knowledge on this score

that I address these to you, well aware though I be that ink and

paper can never inform as could that personal intercourse which has

been denied. As it i, I am congeiaus that 1 must write almost as a

stranger and that your rea ¢,those to whose guardian~

ship you were cominitted: have taught you and
watched you and reares But with those who

latour in this burning ts ever be,

I desire you to accept which I will enclose in

this letrer. They deal wet! owt the day I set eyes upon

your mother. Of my isfe this I think fit to tell you

thus briefly.

As you know, the bosavrt

the bones of both your gr

‘

“s in its scorching depths

ig revered mother died in

Caleutia as she gave me nh suckled by a dark skinned

woman, imbibing with her % pet the glamorous lore and

language of her people ta set me dreaming in after years amid the

hay and gorse of my uncle’s downland farm, and to pester my boyish

mind with vague, mystic langings.

My father, dreading as my early years crept on, that I should

become a very moor in all save colour, packed me off in charge of a

sea-captatn’s wife to Unele Giles Warren, Squire of many and

mightily mortgaged broad acres in Sussex, who, even at that time,

had commenced his expensive and tedious life-work of drinking

himseif to death, (These estates were last to the family through

Giles’ profligacy, otherwise, lad, they would have come to you.)

vii
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viii INTRODUCTION

Giles Warren was a huge, bluff man, opulent of colour and of

egregious ignorance. He treated me with the greatest kindness,

but with such neglect in matters scholarly that I blush for shame

when faced by a Latin tag, for the tongue is Low Dusch to me.

Truly, he provided me with books, but no tutor had I, nr any who

would explain to me the rule a’ thumb or the sum of two and two.

One day as I rooted at the behest of the housekeeper in the herb

garden for houseleek, stile, camomile and the borage which “ com-

forteth the heart,” my uncle collared me by the ear and dragged

me thereby into the vast library of Warren’s Hurst, (sadly depleted

by his vandal hands of its more valuable books) and pointed with hr

crop to a pile dragged from the shelves.

“ Here be education 2 any gentleman’s son, child,”

he said, inhaling a pis ain, the back of his hand.

“ Chaucer, Lyly, Milté ryden, saucy Fletcher,

Billy Shakespere and ¢ ; of you take my advice,

you'll do ne more than +. and there and learn tt to

trot out now and then w y. And lookee! Here's

books as Ive spent good # , anew Algebra, Euchid’s

plaguey enigmas and a ds shotv you at least haw ta

count your change; togeth book with the Alphabet

writ big and itttle in i3 Prayer, all as clear as

Autumn brew... 2” 8 nt forelock in the Sussex

manner at the mention of a ... ““ Then here's a
book thal ll learn you hoi to Barlryuse, and when you can pick

things out a bit in the lingo, you'll find old Rabelais and Lafontaine

in the corner there—though behopes you wont understand the

yarns yet awhile, I ha’nt spent money on books 0’ Latin and Greek

because I don’t believe theyre spoken anywhere now, and what's the

use 0° learning about gallivanting gods and coves who build walls

in a language as isn’t spoke ?

“ Now, what more can you want to make you a peddy, eh?

Fall to, my lad, and may you do me credit. Hannah, a jug of

ale... mulled)”

Thus was I condemned to an ignorance as colossal as my uncle's

own, though I may say with some pride that | worked hard now and

then, and sought assistance at the foot of the rustic Gamaliel of
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Hurstdean school who initiated me into the primary intricacies

of the three R's.

In?59 my father died, working among his fallen men at one

of Glive’s eight cannon in the plantation at Plassey, and the

news occastoned me small grief, such a vague memory had he

become.

Then, after many indolent years spent in kennel and field, or

lounging in the ancient and neglected pleasaunce with books I

scarce could read, came a letter from a Mr. Lawrence, that same

Stringer Lawrence, I do belteve, who commanded the Company’s

Forces when Dupleix would have conquered the south of this land.

Tha circumstance is vague in my mind, and I know fittle save that

under his direction, precise @ , despite the fact that neither

my uncle nor myself ever set: ebesefactor, Giles Warren so

conducted that, in next 3 ualified as a cornet of

horse, was commission join the East India

Company’s newly raised ta Caleutta,

By what magic Mr. Wished this thing I know

not ; there was not the sig tien for dressing my boorish

adolescence in the bravery of rable rank. But I do be-

Yieve that Lawrence acted t.of my father, who, after
all, knew his own broth attess unwilling that my

youthful, plastic mind sh itself in such a pitiable

mould,

Be that as it may, the fee eem that in *63, my uncle bade

mea bibulously tearful farewell, and I left him to pursue his

légéretés alone, and quitted the shore of England for ever.

A year or so followed in which I was gruelled and licked into

shape, and suffered much in consequence, for despite my stupidity

I was as sensitive as a fever sore.

But the grinding labour on the parade and in the camp hardened

and leaned my yokel’s beady; my skin burnt brown; a dozen

dialects came to companion my mother tongue. At length I

obtained my buptism of fire at Buxar, where we so soundly trounced

the Padishah and his Vizier, the Nawab of Oudh, under gallant

Sir Hector Monro.

Then skirmish followed skirmish with robber chief and petty
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prince, and always the meagre troops of cavalry and the party of

hussars which constituted the Company’s horse, were to the fore,

so that, at the close of the Rohilla war, I found myself a squadron

leader. The manuscripts will tell you what befell after this

eriod,

, It was only meet, however, that I should acquaint you with the
outline of my early life, that you may know (I say it with pride and

truth) that with God’s help tt has been throughout an honourable

one, as was my father’s before mine.

Serve the Company well, lad, and you will find it a complaisant

and not ungenerous master. You have chosen to wield the pm

rather than the sword, and there.are many who would have ihat

it is the mightier instrumewts “wer, am content to know that

you are equipped in full id for the society you will

attain, and possessed o d by heredity against

the climate of this counte

Mr. Alloway, to whas®:

as ta the modes and manner

all the sincerity 1 can car

moderately, observing his 2

tinue to the third gene

eur family towards the

power.

It is growing dark. ,

the river lights my writing...

Mr. Alloway will deliver this letter and the manuscripts to you.

That the good God may guard and prosper you in all things,

my beloved son, is the last and heartfelt prayer of

Your affectionate father,

Joun Warren, Colonel.

end you, will instruct you

dy in India, and it is with

beg you live continently and

went may be spared to con-

try, the humble part of

Majesty's dominion and

mye glow of the sunset on

P.S.—I have caused to be prepared for you five kegs of a very

Jine Lucknow mixture, which you will find smokes equally as well in

hookah or English clay. It should be kept in a humid spot.

j.W.

This 18th December, 1799.
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WARREN OF OUDH

I

“ Now will we dance and sport and play.”

THomas Weerxgs, 1600.

Tue low moon swam out of the horizon mists and cleared her

bland features of the crimson murk, that she might smile her

silver smile upon us through the restless Bengal night. Ie

seemed to me that there, coyragement in that smile,
“left the friendly shelter

nostrils ; hair powder

, and full-dress bravery

E doubt, in fact, if the

held 3 man so damnably ill

was J, nor one so angered

Clogged my eyelids, and

irked as they had never i:

whole four and twenty F

at ease on that New Y

at himself for being ss.

Yet I had nothing: serious burden; no

troubles of love or mon all human misfortune,

afflicted me: I was sim: yay as a guest to a ball.

And in brief, I had dared’a dover “battles before a single ball—

a neat play on words, though I say it.

For I was shy.

Now, of all the winged afflictions which Pandora let loose

upon the world, few have a sting so subtly envenomed as hath

the vampire of Shyness. A wonder working venom truly : it

can pigmyfy six feet of brawn and muscle ; it can reduce the

possessor of the noblest intellect to a condition of blethering

inanity. It is death to initiative ; it tortures maliciously with

3
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the afterthought of lost opportunities ; and it has a paralytic

effect on the amorous which is usually fatal to their ends.

More, if one dare combat this fateful thing, it forthwith

condemns him to cut the sorriest figure that the gods and man

e’er grinned at.

Thus, my trepidation. For, though I have never dared

fight this flitting evil, it nevertheless turns my hands on

occasion into bunches of thumbs, my tan to blushes, and,

stealing my wits, capers off with them to the devil, leaving me

rather the inferior in converse and intelligence to a new born

babe. As for Bath legs, cotillons and minuets—they might

be expected with considerably more confidence from Brawn

Bess than from me.

The ordeal before a:

ordeals—the Governs'

function of the Settles

I should certainly be

poke my snuff-horn und

poor fistful o’ thumbs.

Also I should inevitai

ladies. And the plagu

Most Noxious poisons

doings ; it achieved its me;

Yet one more melan ation. My lability to

harbour this aerial terror was ‘well khown in the Settlement.

Hence my muttered malediction, when, the moon, having

encouraged me to make my sally, revealed me to the dancing

eyes of Messieurs Peabody and Pettigrew, subalterns in my

regiment and twins in mischief,

They were capering gaily out of the East Gate and accosted

me with gusto and disrespect.

“Ha! Sluggard,” cricd Peabody. “‘ Secking solace in the

shadow ?””

He approached me and sniffed loudly and suspiciously.

“What? Do I catch the aroma of ration rum? "Tis as I

thought, Audelay, the man keeps his courage in a bottle, like

the Mynheers at Chinsura.”

ost exacting of all such

Year Ball, the chief

~ even did [ not dance,

a graceful kerchief and

stidious noses with my

into the proximity of

s invariably injected its

ir eyes surveyed my

rrumphs then.
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“T had long feared it,” sighed Pettigrew. ‘But why

procrastinate, fair Captain? Why ponder ? Have you not marked

the words of Shakespere—or was it Julius Caesar ?—' Faint

heart never won fair lady.’ Prenez courage, mong capitaing !

Here, catcly his other arm, Peter. Quick! I vow the man

tntends to run home again.”

The boys seized me, an elbow apiece, and bore me on at a

reluctantly enhanced rate.

“I cannot see,”’ quoth I, ignoring their flagrant rudeness,

“ why the etiquette of the community should be offended against

were a plain soldier to refuse to slither inanely on a treacherous

floo®” ,
“ But thys plain—very

Cap’n dear,” chuckled

the rose in a corner uré

“ At least he endur

precocious infants who '

superiors,” I countered w

“ Pettigrew !”

“Mr. Peabody !”

** Methinks the man @

“ Then let us hasten

And regardless of my

the madbrains dragged m

We scurried past the Great ‘Tank and the moonlit, battered

remains of old St. Anne’s, and across the Militia parade.

“ Dancing inures and hardens against the heat,” declared

Pettigrew in terks.

** And what is more graceful or more reminiscent of chivalric

days than the minuet?”’ chimed in the second inquisitor ;

also breathless with effort.

“With Grace’s clothing fairly dripping and Chivalry’s sweat

drops blackening the floor f”’ I gasped back. ‘‘ Let me go,

you young idiots ! We’re hard by the Court House.”

“ Do you recant ? ” demanded Pettigrew.

“ Recant what?”

“It matters not what, numskull. Do you recant?”

ier don’t do even a slither,

erely blushes as doth

wall like a mussel.”

fortitude the wipes of

ver than to taunt their

struction.”

“Squadron Commander,
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“Yes, I recant ! Damme, children, let me go!”

‘“Mr. Peabody !'”

‘“Mr. Pettigrew?”

** The man recants.”

** As well for him, b’gad,” murmured Pettigrew darkly, and
we slowed down to a ruffled walk.

“* You are a couple of zanies,”’ I protested severely. ‘* The

justices, councillors, and all manner of great folk are to be at

this entertainment, and now look at the state of my uniform |”

“ Too much hair powder,” said Pettigrew, and chattered
glibly on. “I believe some of those moors who were at the

Governor-General’s durbar to-day are to watch the opening of

the ball. I hope they don’t stay.over tong, ”

“The Nawab’s Vizie @ desire to see how the

subjugating white man 3,” I explained, “ but

he and his retinue will « ption by the Governor

and the walking of the

“ As well for him,

An they stay too long,

our boots, shall we nor,

“ Mr. Peabody, we ah

The brief walk dow

we ploughed our way

¥, “and for the retinue.

cover that we have toes to

vue was soon lover, and

in front of the Court

House to the door, A ns, whiskeys and palan-

keens collided, scraped and “ved round the ill-lit entrance

to the new verandah, to the accompaniment of shrieks from
the press of servants and plaintive appeals from the ladies

beleaguered in the vehicles.

Jemadars fussed round the doors of rich, sedan-like doche

palankeens, windowed with glass and lined with red leather, as

the stately dames within prcened themselves against a trium-

phant emergence from their shelters.

Little processions of menials, suntabadars with gold sticks,

chobdars with maces of carven silver, forced passages through

the throng for their masters.

It was indeed a feat to compass a passage, but I was aided in

my efforts by the vigorous elbows of the two subalterns, and we
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presently attained the ante-room, where the youngsters im-

mediately darted off leaving me stranded amid the crowd of

arriving guests. I found myself surrounded by stalwart young

bloods attended by coffrees—the African slaves it was the vogue

to affect-—officers in varied uniforms, and gentlemen in flowered

velvets and China brocades, standing in little, expectant groups

of which our treasured ladies, a-reek with violet water or milk

of roses, and chattering scandal and garments, formed the

centres,

I peered blankly for a space, till I caught the gleam of an

omange sash in the lanthorn light, which sash 1 immediately

mace for, as a drowning man makes for a sustaining spar.

‘The sash belonged, f four Captain Armonde, who with

the surgeon, Harryman, ws “fnal touch to the arrange-

ment of his elaborate ‘k and ruffle ; dusting

away superfluous pow tray ribbons,

“ Ah, Warren,” gt an, “come to titivate

too? What? No serva * me aid you! Damme

man, you look as cheerfy im the monsoon. And

from the dust on ye, you 4 walked, But gay ! man,

gay ! “Tis New Year’s & ahall Street pays. More,

there are Frenchies he ynagore and we of the

Orange Devils must ru atof’em. Tout d fait

comme il faut, y’ know.”

“You have my sympat fen,” quoth Armonde with

his slow, not over mirthful smile.“ icnewing your antipathy
to this sort of thing, I did not expect to meet you here,”

“What alternative have 1?” I asked, resignedly. “ My

health is invariably damnably good on these occasions.”

“T'faith, [’m thankful enough for health when there are

petticoats in the offing,” answered Armonde, his eyes lighting

up greedily at the thought of some gentle conquest in prospect.

“Your servant, Sir John; "Servant, Lady Day,” he ex-

claimed as a gentleman with a lady on his arm paused to greet

us. It was the Advocate-General, and he had something to say

to Armonde, who strode off in his company.

Harryman looked me up and down critically.

B
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“ H’m,” he commented. ‘“ Sword a trifle more to the rear-—

if you propose to wear it. A sword, my friend, should be as

your coat tail, an obvious portion of your attire, byt never ip

the way. Red heels are a trifle out o’ date, lad, but the hair

& Pale de pigeon is in good style. However, allen; Jt is

devilish Jate, and no doubt Mr, Hastings and thte other Olym-

pians are as impatient to trip it as we are.”

He cast a sidelong glance at my dour visage and laughed gaily.

Josiah Harryman was perhaps the only man I could justly

claim as a friend, He was short, middle-aged and rather stout,

ruddy of cheek and bald as to crown, though his baldness was

hidden by a periwig, whicl sagche was wont to say, prevented

the shine of his pate te ladies, His little blue

eyes were keen and k y with the fumes of

his drugs; his lips wer er moved in humorous

twitches, A man of re xd ready choler was he,

though blunt and shrew rryman had taken me in

hand from the moment { India, acting the part of

guide, philosopher and period of homesick help-

lessness was past. It w ‘pherded me through my

first campaign, and boy 1 received in the fight

against Faizulla and h y, At that present he

was still my adviser and 5 and, parenthetically, I
was more than a little grate: proximity now,

‘Together Harryman and I passed down the carpetted corridor

to bow low and receive the welcome of the slim, sable-clad man

who held the destinies of India like reins in his hand. ‘Thence

to the great salon, now tricked out in such a blaze of colour

and light that we hesitated, dazzled, on the threshold,

Hundreds of tapers, blazing in sconces, vied with native

lamps of brass to cast the brighter glow upon the motley crowd

beneath them. ‘The scarlet, blue and orange of uniforms, the

gleam of gilt on epaulets and hilts, the gaudy hues of Nawabi

dresses, and the swelling clamour of many tongues, confused

alike eyes and ears so unaccustomed as were mine.

“‘ Come, Jack, don’t stand there gaping like a sick camel !”

quoth Harryman, as he groped a way through the expectant
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crush till, half choked by native essences, we emerged near <

recess in which was set a divan. The surgeon flopped dowr

Wpon it, 9u‘ng out his ruddy cheeks in breathless disgust.

“ Ugh, { envy Wolsey his fair or > o” vinegar when amon
the ladies*-and blacks,” he said. Now, lad, allow me t

*select you a partner for the first scramble. Figures made up

are they? Well, I'll engage that you foot it with the best afte:

supper though they do say,” he added confidentially, “ tha

the claret is only Danish at twenty-seven rupees.”

“| fear I’m an incongruity, Jo,” I sighed, “ something of ar

impostor 3 since I can add nothing to the gaiety of the pro-
ceeaings save the doubtful ornament of my person.”

“Pah .”? was my friend? s.empressive comment.

** See 7 ” he went one" wre being cleared already -
slipping away hopeles ope there are no prose:

lytes among ’em, Jest Yeper room, perchance

and choke up the spa respectable white mer

underneath the tables.”

‘The orchestra commené

In this the figures wer

Hastings himself led

although, now that th

colour of a domino si

and more than one pretty 3 sid by a gauzy covering,

Hastings was walking sie ith a quiet smile on his

alert visage in the same set as a . bulky man in peach colourec
frock and smalls, whose knee and hair ribbons were of a violent

puce. Him! knew as Sir Elijah Impey the new Chief Justice,

and Hastings” old school fellow at Westminster.
When the dance came to an end a momentary hush fell upon

the assembly, as though some chill blast had transiently dissi-

pated the spirit of gaiety. Watching, I saw a faint flush mantle

the cheeks of the Governor-General and his determined chin

protrude more pugnaciously than ever; plain signs, in him, of

displeasure.

“Ha, the Trinity!” muttered Harryman in my ear, the

humour in his voice tempering the irreverence of the allusion,

cofthe first minuet.

y the notables ; Warrer

no masks were worn.

was over, the bright

ere among the crowd.
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“You know Philip Francis, the tall, handsome duck. “There

are his two bulldogs trotting obediently to heel. Major

Monson is he of the beaked nose ; General Clavering is the

bluff, hearty-looking man. See how coldly they greet. Ye'd

think Francis’ pud was a hot potato from the way Hastings

dropped it—and there’s only a bow for t’others. Marked you

that! “There’s trouble a-brew for someone o’ the four. “They

were indeed no friends of Hastings who landed that day at

Chandpal Ghat.”

Francis and Hastings exchanged a few remarks with an

attempt to make them appear desultory and cordial that was far

too frigid to be successful. he stir broke forth again spon-

taneously ; the band struck upthesecond dance.

“There’s pretty Mist? iz and Miss Sanderson

with her,” went on my { Is oiseaux, n’est-ce-pas ?

And behold the Imho the auburn hair and

dressed a trifle Aors la » gacque or cardinal or

whatever they call it. Psup w ’tis said the Governor-

General is—er—has—er. t font soit, eh? ~Never-

theless, only yesterday 1d nding in her chariot and

fiddling with the horse ne “as though he were a

servant, Zooks! do 1. re, there | But one

must keep @u courant, v" viii divert ourselves else-

where, Here’s our litd « Martin making for us.

Why is it we all like Claade dt Hesohtde and French, and an

adventurer; his palm’s itchy and his nose is long. Yet

renegade as he is, he’s a good fellow. D’you remember how he

mastered those scum during the mutiny at Buxanand stuck to
the old Jack right through ? He’s off to Oudh svon, I believe,

surveying the country as he did here in Bengal. Surveying,

forsooth !_ What the dooce does he know about surveying?
Ah—er—hum, Bien the bon soir, Mounseer le Capitaing. What

cheer this delectable eventide ? ”

“Ah, my dear ’Arryman, I rejoice to see you,” cried the

Captain, nodding recognition to me. ‘“‘I trus’ you are well.
May I present a newcomer in zis lan’ to you ? ”

Ongshontay !”” declared the surgeon. “ If ’tis a lady.”
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Martin beckoned to a young man who was idly watching

the dance, a slight, delicate-looking man with a rather handsome

face thar nevertheless bore lines unwarranted by his age.

“You will t’'ank me, mon ami, for zis,’ murmured the Cap-

tain, sotto voce, as the youth came towards us. “ Zis boy ’as a

sister ‘ose beauty is merverlle—or so I understand, I was ask’

to distrac’ "im, but I am ver’ busy jus’ now, so, ’ow you say f—

T’and ‘im on.”

He taised his voice.

‘“Su-geon ’Arryman of the European ’Orse, ze ones zat

wear zu: orange plume, you know—-Meestair Laurence Brunel,

anew writer of ze Company, oo arrive but two days ago on ze

Rosy Dawn frigate, wiz *is sister so entrancing.”

‘The pair bowed, separate! ser, coughed awkwardly,

and wiited. Martin i: further ado.

cess enumerated aboveHarryman presenteé

was repeated, cough an tiled down to the stilted

conversation of the new

“Tucky to come in

informed Brunel, in bis

at times in converse. “

in sunmer—very. U

too, VPve told the ©

made time and again.

pay a Nabob to sit and twidd

not a pie on its servants’ behooi.
“am encouraged,” said Brunel, with a wry smile.

“ Pardon*my plain speaking,” pursued my friend. “ But a

friendly caution, y'know, is of value out here. No place for

burning the candle at both ends, I assure you, with the climate

frizzling away at the middle of it. Warren here, and myself,

have found it advisable to dedicate at least one night a week to

sobr'ety---ch, Warren ?”’

Glad of the humorous relicf, J solemnly agreed that we were

usually to be found sober on Sunday evenings.

Yet it appeared to me that young Brunel accepted the hint

as to careful living with some annoyance, as indeed, he was quite

open

eather, sir,” the surgeon

cin-—he was very tactless

v, y'know. Different

s, those writers’ places,

4 provision should be

s¢? The Company will

asmbs in Muxedabad, but
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entitled to do, and, to swing the conversation round to pleasanter

topics, I commenced to remark lightly on the various intriguee

of the salon that were being carried on so openly around us.

Thus we stood and talked, till, as the sweating orchestra

suddenly ceased their efforts, a fat, comfortable-looking lady,

whom I did not know, made her way towards the Governor-

General, curtseyed till her paduasoy billowed voluminously

about her plumes, and turned effusively to present to him the

young girl who had followed her,

“ Gadzooks !”” ejaculated the surgeon at sight of this yourg

lady, ‘‘ What have we here—a pert ? What a gem |! These’ll

be some new uniforms bespoke ere the week is out, [’l warrant.”

Which prophecy even 1, neterieus for my supposed indiffer-
ence to feminine charra,3p} iited was justifiable.

For the beauty of both vivid and rare.

<ion so delicate that it

‘There was but the

, and this, I judged, was

thy pallor. Great, grey

sty from under sweeping

en of her delicate skin.

ights like burnished

cowdered, from a wide,

rounded chin and the

sat the girl possessed a

seemed to glow with th

faintest touch of colour:

lent by excitement to a #

eyes, sparkling lambensly

lashes, set off to advantz

Her rich hair, a-burs

copper veined with gold

thoughtful brow. Bat!

proud poise of her head

mettlesome spirit.

Her appearance created a little stir, the sudden turning of a

hundred pairs of eyes in her direction, and the curtsey which she

accorded the Governor was over low as though she would have

hidden the flush of pleasure that the compliment brought to her

cheeks, Without a doubt, the lady was incomparably the

handsomest woman in the room—an English violet in a garden

of exotics. I could scarce repress a chuckle to see the dames of

Settlement society, conscious of sun marred faces, rice~powdered

Eurasian belles, and even beauties of established reputation, preen

themselves involuntarily, as does a peahen in the presence of a

rival.

ae
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“ Z wounds!” grinned Harryman. “‘ Look at the ensigns

a-dusting their clobber ! Look at Armonde, there! He’s a

victim for a certitude. Even the little padre would feast his

eyes—th.. epicure. Our Parises have passed a rapid judgment,

and a sound, ecod ! John, my maiden-hatcr, how’d you fancy

sucking Ambrosia from Jips such as those, Nectar from such a

wrist, Amrita from such a shoulder? Come now, what would

ou not do for one little kiss, shyly returned ? Damme, what

would I not do—Methuselah as lam? I wonder who the dooce

our Venus may be?”

Brunel cast a sneering glance at the circle of officers and

clerkly gallants of the Company’ s employ, which already paid
court with an ardence tha recipitate England would

consicer unseemly, hidi ( stranger from view.

“"That,”’ he said, ca ter, Rosalie,”

”

a ensue...

Don Juan,

But here as

“On Lor !” gasped Hak

—-yei—your sister-—-of course,’

He stared vacantly round him for a moment, growing

gradually avich purple. I was hard put to it to keep a straight

face.

“There is a wench,” murmured Harryman at last, very

vaguely, “a wench, I say, buxom, yet dainty—that daughter of

the ‘Captain of the Rosy Dawn, I met her when the vessel

called last year—at Belvedere, I believe—and I have not seen

her since, I-——I wonder if she is here to-night ? ”

“If you mean Miss Freeman,” I aided loyally, “‘she is

there by the tubbed orange tree, talking to the priest from the

Mission Church to whom you referred just now.”

{s that your sister? Ah
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“Ha! Then I will speak with her. I’ll—er—rescue her

from the clutches of the church. A priest at a ball—forsooth !

An I do not succour her, you may kick me from here to

Alipore !”

With which scarce coherent denunciation of the unfortunate

Father, my friend fussed off with an alacrity born of his con-

fusion ; not daring to look Brunel in the face again. ‘That

gentleman giggled inanely.

Presently I caught sight of the surgeon again. He was

conducting the buxom Mistress Freeman through a minuet

He danced as a budgerow bobs in the wake of a frigate, and it

was evident that his consort by no means shared the supreme

and dignified contentment. \ is now placid countenance

expressed.

“We meet again, Mi

I turned, to find that, w:

Duselin had approached

Duselin, suavest, coldest

quaintance of us all in Fort’

‘* A prosperous year ts

as I turned, ‘“ That is

countersign of the ever

acquaintance with Mr. B

Mr. MacMurray at dinner "tt

alm voice at my side.

xat characterised him,

lier Isidore Boleslas

tious of men; the ac-

t ce friend of none,

, he added pleasantly

foul fa—the password and
came over to renew

"e were introduced by

oon?

erently 5 to be cordial

to Duselin was an impossibility.
“*Tis a happy circumstance that you should arrive at such

a time, Brunel, It is so much more pleasant to meet one’s

fellow workers for the first time in such a genial atmosphere

than to be formally introduced over the desks. What think

you of the great people who are here to-night?” asked the

Chevalier, putting up his square quizzing-glass and sweeping

a comprehensive glance around the room.

“They are impressive,” answered the new writer, “ but

scarcely united, it would appear. Is there bad blood poisoning

the Council?”

“ Hardly that, I am convinced,” said Duselin, resting his
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dark eyes with that curious half-piercing, half-sedate glance of

his upon the speaker. ‘* Truly an animus was said to be created

through an insufficiency of guns in the salute their excellencies

received wnen they landed last October, but they are all men

of far too generous an outlook to harbour so small a grievance.

Still, Mr. Francis does seem diametrically to differ from Hast-

ings in raatters of policy, and he has the votes of his friends

Clavering and Monson to back him, Against this triumvirate

the Governor has to stand alone, since at present Barwell seems

to care for little except loo at high stakes.”

*¥ have heard that our Council Chamber is as full of bicker-
ing as the Parliament House at home,” remarked Brunel,

“Then God help us all,” smiled Duselin, waving his hand

to the It of the music,

“Ts it true,” aske

recently accepted a dow?

of Oudh ?”

“There are certainly’

cautiously, “ that when t

do a thing, the opposing

up the pal also, to see i

I felt a growing d

affairs with a French

aroused my indignation

“ Mr, Hastings is a lights éptleman who would stoop

to no mean dealing,” f cd, “You will make a bad start,

Mr, Brunel, by lending an ear to malicious stories of this des-

cription concerning your superiors. Wait till you’ve been out

here long enough to know the craving for good mango chutney

and Lucknow pickle before you footle with the affairs of

Nabobs.”

“ Ah, Warren,” quoth Duselin, easily, “ you have no interest

in the wagging of the world outside the parade ground.”

“ A soldier should not,” [ rejoined, “ nor a clerical subordin-

ate outside his counting house.”

“ Perhaps not. Still, you will concede that it is diverting to

watch the behaviour and peccadilloes of the exalted, especially

“thar Mr. Hastings

> sum from the Nawab

* replied the Chevalier

tretches out his hand to

y pull it down, but turn

as of itchiness.”

ion of the Council’s

xtravagant statement
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inthisland, Here we breathe an air that is poisoned, nourishing

as it does the heart of the country, which, i’ faith, is but a mass

of corruption. Despite their million gods the moors have but

one—and that old Mammon——and favour, frienaship, power,

and even life itself are here as mere commodities uispensed br

him. You know that every throne rests precarious upon a

mountain of pagodas and rupees ;_ that battles are ofttimes de-

cided with mohurs and ashrafis as well as by powder and shot.

The air of India, I say, is laden with the fumes which greed

evolves from the metal of bribes and bloodmoney, and, drawing

down the white man’s lungs, is like to rot his honour, to putrify

alike his integrity and self-respect, Is it not amusing to watch

the combat ’twixt honour and tradition against this indigenous

evil?”

“Your rhetoric

temperedly,

“Oh, I except the

with a cryptic smile, “

of Mr. Hastings, his end

“ He would be flattered’

" Eh bien, the discuss:

acrimonious, so we wil

Frenchman, unruffled.

Brunel was not to subvert

to his very charming siste sughat would appear a physical

impossibility to achieve such a biceful thing at present.’

He gave a wry glance at the crowd around the girl.

* Rosalie disjoints many noses these days,” giggled the writer

with a foolish, intolerant air that I did not like. ‘* But, Che-

valier, an you can find a way through this barrier of jackanapes,

I shall be honoured to present you. Captain Warren, would

ou... 2”

“* A thousand thanks, but on some other occasion if it pleases

you. 1 must leave almost at once—inspection of guards, you

know.”

Truth to tell, my damnable shyness and no call of duty

prompted the ungracious refusal. I could picture the railing

aundrels,” I said, ill-

* added the Chevalier

"} have a high opinion

rang,”

T sneered.

rable and like to become
hein?” suggested the

ject in approaching

at to beg an introduction
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glances at my clumsy bow and the disdainful flash of those

wanderful eves at my failure in compliments and persiflage.

Heavens ! 1 might even slip on the polished floor,

No, I had stayed long enough. I could quietly steal off now,

to smoke a pipe of canaster in peace in my quarters or in the
moonlit battlements of the old Fort. ”“Ywere better than

huddling into attempted obliteration amid the cushions of some

divan,

The writer raised his eyebrows in mild astonishment, then

bowed and moved off with the Chevalier in his wake.

Suppl cating and squirming, I made my way through the

laughing cgnfusion to the door, only to be held up in the ante-

room by a monstrous crowd « satives, chattering and

gesticulating, their moveamé vaves of rich perfume

through the febrile air

less fellow, a-search fo

aside, only to dive inte

gentleman standing near #

“Ugh,” grunted be th

fellow, and, pardi, Pll bave
caged, slippered and rated

{ recognised him the

ney, apoplectic of hue ar

nition was mutual.

“Hallo, Warren,” onéd”h “Nat dancing? No ‘turn-

about, wheel-about and jump just so,’ as Punchinello sings?

Strang? to find so young and vigorous a hand so sadly neglecting

his devoirs, ‘Now, upon my soul, these dusky swine do give

me the megrims. Go away, fellow, or I vow I'll get my

friend here to tickle your marrow with that shiny spadroon

of his.”

Plainly alarmed, the moor to whom the last phrases were ad~

dressed dived into the clamouring mass, and Loveday’s face

lost some of its choleric congestion.

“Tam no squire,” I informed the attorney, “ and even were

I, competition is so keen that my rugged countenance pro-

hibits even my entry into the arena.””

“Shove me again,

ip before the magistrates,

day, an elderly attor-

Poutation, The recog-
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“ Ah,” he chuckled, “ you are modest. As for me, I’m too

old for this gambading and so :

‘'To pass the tedious hours away,

We throw a merry main,

Or else at serious ombre play— ’

as the Earl of Dorset sang a hundred years agone, though quad-

rille, old-fashioned though it be, is more to my taste. “There is

a place set aside for cards next the room for the Auccabardars.

What say you to a quict game of quad, or tredille if you like or

put—a partie at picquet—anything ? ”

I abominate cards, considering the game a waste of energy

and time unless the stakes be high ; and high hazards do not

become one with so siende as mine. However, I de-

termined to try a hand ke of my good grace,

though in nowise rea

voce—‘‘ Two rupees a

Harryman saved me i:

forward, bursting with

rotund Hermes.

“Your pardon, Loved

presence is urgently re

prive you of him, and

And once again, poor

myself to be taken in tov,

room to the threshold of th

“* How now?” quoth I, mystified.

For answer, the surgeon forced me to make a edemi-tour that

brought me round short, facing the sheltered recess to the right

of the door.

“T have ventured to importune Miss Brunel on your behalf,
Warren,” he said, “ and, on learning of your ardent desire, she

has been so gracious as to save the next country dance for you.

Miss Brunel, may I present Captain Warren of the Orange

Devils—ahem, that is to say, the Company’s European Regiment
of Horse. At the same time, pray accept my excuses, but I

must go get my domino, I understand we are to sit at supper

e, however, by dashing

ke a capless and rather

ted, “ Captain Warren’s

H-room. Sorry to de-

3 Warren |”

re that I was, I allowed
rough the stinking ante-
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masked, and to masquerade for the cotillons and country dances

afterwards.”

“arrymangglanced at my dropped jaw, repressed a demoniac

chuckle, an left me standing with knees a-knock and terrified,

beneath the politely interested regard of the beauty of the

evening.

“A soldter, a good mask

Turk... the dominoes i

Report of a Masqu

neh Pedlar, a Subahdar, a

neled.”?

Tra GazettE, 1785.

Tuus the humour of sx;

A speechless, pregna:

Through that seeming

banality of compliment a:

shock of the thing had s

So stood I and ga:

Brunel's deep eyes. ¥

and grey and lustrous-—~¥:

They sparkled gaily enor uit their gaiety "harboured
the glint of unreality ; bicak desolation lay behind a dissembling

glow. Ay, and the same tainting suggestion of effort haunted

her lips, despite their smile. I was certain of it, for my own lonely

habits rendered me sensitive to such delicate i impressions,
Now, even the snowy brow burned with dusky rose under my

vague glare,

“ At your pleasure, sir?” said the girl in a voice of silver

beauty.

My stare grew more vacuous—lI knew it.

“ J—-T—” was all I could accomplish,

A look of wonderment and impatience dawned on the lady’s

features.

acked my brain for some

¢, and racked in vain; the

wor of my poor store,

rusedly, into Mistress

ce ghey were indeed, large

hen I noted it, how sad!
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“Surgeon Harryman informed me that a gentleman—for the

moment officially engaged—was desirous of conducting me

through a contre-danse, he being an expert in the Scotch step.

I love the Scotch step, which, it seems, no one knows in India,

andso consented. Surely there is no error, sir 3 you are Captain

Warren ? ” said she.

T stammered an agreement, and, if malign thoughts could kill,

Harryman had been dead on the instant for his devilry. Country

dance and acrobatic Scotch steps, forsooth | The devil himself

had inspired the man.

“The music commences,” said Miss Brunel. “ Pray lewd

me your arm,”

Reluctantly coherent spec

“ Madame, there Aay,.be

regret I cannot acce

desolated that... .”

The firm little chin

“T fail to understand;

match the til, “1 have

dance for you, and that upu

sir ! Would you have me

the wall neglected ? ”

The lady half indicat:

Eurasian dowagers, scr

that is the heritage of the

Vainly I sought round for a convenient lie, T could not find

one in sufficient time to render it plausible, so fell back upon the

truth.

“T can’t dance,” I blurted out, “I never coufd and Harry-
man knows it !”

I regained control and a more becoming air, for more than

one anxious gentleman was hovering around barely out of

earshot.

“You would bitterly rue an attempt at the Scotch step an I

made it with you, Miss Brunel,” I said, with such calmness as

Y could muster, ‘“‘ Surgeon Harryman has a penchant for

exuberant humour, of which, I am sure, this contretemps is an

h returned to me.

xr,” I floundered. “ I

proffer me, and am

informed me in tones to

, gentlemen to retain this

vicariously made, Come,

ialy pas seul, or go sit by

frile group of marooned

with the untimely age
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example ; although, in contriving to victimize me, he has been

so thoughtless as to embarrass a lady. I am sorry, very sorry—

bu. I truly cannot dance.”

But he who declared honesty to be the best policy could have

no dealings vith women.

“Surgeon Elarryman has not the appearance of such a

zany,” the girl retorted spiritedly, though her lips were trem-

bling. “J cannot believe him capable of such a pitiful trick.

Nay, I perceive your motive, Captain Warren,” she went on,

with flashing eyes, “I have dragged you from the company of

some other lady and this subterfuge is an excuse for your early

returre “fo delay you, therefore, would be monstrous incon-

siderate. Pyay you, go t and make my excuses

and regrets.”

This was unfair a

assumed a dignity that i

“ fT regret vou should §

Madame.” quoth I, “1 dé

convenience of ladies—~and
are unreated. Surgeon

and apologise. In th

mollification—“ if you

vinced you will not suifé

So saying, I executed giz y bow, turned very care-

fully on my heel (for the Hoor Was'like glass) and attempted to

make off. But my lady was not done with me ; she recalled me

with a petulant little cry.

“Will you shame me thus before these gentlemen,

Captain Warren? At least make pretence of aiding me to

a settee.”

Again I bowed quite well, and silently offered my arm,

wondering whether this was some subtle penance she had

devised for me.

Miss Brunel placed her tiny hand upon my sleeve, and, since

I stood too frightened at the thought of stalking with her

throughout that vast expanse of ball-room to move, she impelled

me by a gentle pressure towards the nearest lounge.

sg, I thought, and I

my trembling limbs,

my honest explanation,

Tam no trifler with the

t that. Dalliance and I

iall later corroborate me

timorous attempt at

saying so, I am con-

of a partner.”
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Thither I strode stiffly, trying to shame the blood from my

thirty-year old cheeks, handed the girl to a seat, and so stood,

miserably failing to appear at ease. Malaise despite, I was rte-

posterously relieved on one score—Miss Brunel had evidently

relinquished the idea that I had slighted her to resume some

frivolous encounter.

Followed a painful interval in which I coughed, fingered

my sword, fingered my sword and coughed ; endeavouring to

foster an indignation at the treatment the lady’s angry caprice

accorded my innocent misfortune. Presently, unable longer

boldly to face the crowd, I looked down and caught her oy.

To my astonishment I surprised a roguish twinkle that had
quite ousted the angry glow and even the deeper melancholy.

The girl tossed her hea aught my glance and the

twinkle vanished.

I flushed still mor

knowledge that my lac

great deal and fingered mj

At this tense juncture |

partner to her own device

“You may yield up g

Rosalie Brunel softly.

no longer.”

But her tone was not:

Armonde took over co

that with which he would squadron on parade from

a subaltern, and I hated him exceedingly.

“ Enchanté,” he said. “Warren, you are lucky. Miss

Brunel has permitted you to monopolize her favor this evening

longer than she has any other of her slaves.”

“ Yes,” I assented hollowly, “ I am very lucky.”

The girl smiled up at me a smile of pure mischief, and per-

mitted herself to be led away.

Discomfited and out of humour I wandered back to the ante-

room intending to seek Harryman and inform him of certain

revisions in my opinion of him.

That ubiquitous individual saved me the trouble, though,

; and yet more at the

tme. I coughed a

monde, rudely leaving his
rogany up.
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for it was he who aroused me from my brooding consideration

of affairs by a clap on the shoulder,

* Well, lad,” he cried, urbanely, “‘ I have now time to receive

your gratefu. thanks. What fortune ?”

“ Damn your impudence |’ I burst out. “I cannot dance,

and well you know it.”

“Nay, perjure not and imperil your soul. Tye seen you

tread as stately a minuet as any. You surely don’t mean me to

believe you flouted the lady?”

“TI did,’ snapped I, adding, “‘ There’s a world of difference

between the minuet and these damned country dances. I

might, with luck, have wallowed through the former, but I am

no body-twisting Merry-Andrew.”

“ Egad, then we eat muc

Mistress Brunel. Lad,ye

lady ? I give you my

Pooh ! What is there

truce to this moping, jack

ment which is so all-iunp

not that slow coaches carry

here. Take this domine

on, Tsay ! Don’t want #¢

toornot. Put ’em on

and then Jare you to ré

father to ye.”

Partly mollified by Hatryrinh’sprotestation of regret and

sincerity, partly urged by some contrary impulse such as fre-

quently governs me in times of stress, I laid aside sword and

belt on a loo-table, and donned the rococo garment of black,

and the sable half-mask with its orange fringe, so that F re-

sembled, as the irrepressible surgeon had it, a hangman with

yellow whiskers.

I wheeled upon the surgeon with a broad grin,

“ Ay,” I agreed, “a hangman with yellow whiskers. You

need no domino to dress for the part of convicted rapscallion,

but swathe your beauty, nevertheless.”

‘* Ah, better,” grinned back Harryman, struggling with the

fous, next time we meet

eve J’d ha’ so used a

o do you a kindness,

p? There, there! A

that faculty for enjoy-

exiles, entirely. Forget

ers——nor yet bullion, out

iput’emon. Put ’em

doit whether you want

er you to In a minute

I’m better than a

¢
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purple, sack-like garment which he had equipped himeelf.

“Damn and blast these nigger durjis—the plaguey thing

might ha’ fitted me ten years agone, but I’m plumper o” figure

now than then. Ah!’’—~as his badly tumbled periwig and

glowing face emerged—‘ Now, to which gallows will you

lead me?”

“To the supper room,” I cried haphazard, and we capered

off down the corridor arm-in-arm, as though Care had slipped

his seat and lay, bogged, a dozen miles behind the horseman,

From the new salon came, even at that early hour, the ch-«s

of merry voices and the clatter of dishes.

“He he!” chuckled the surgeon, as we entered the room,

“* All past their first your! sevvefugees! You can tell ’em

all—celles grandes dav Bite, by their shape! °Tis

too early for anything: all it be—a beaker of

Burgundy or some of t t Tokay?”

Malaga was a rarity a) with alacrity.

“Punch for me,” sai “*Tis the only thing

that tickles my vitiated at gay the side boards—

pastys, sucking-pig, fori ugh—too solid! Ah,

what’s this? Fodder 4 in butter, lamb with

rice and raisin stuffing, bones and forced meat,

Gad ! I must wait hal afl appetite.”

A soft-footed steward ine, and Harryman filled

a pyramid for me, and iadied Gu Het of steaming tea~punch

for himself.

“Our noble selves,” he suggested, ere he dgained his glass,

and I inverted mine in honour of an eminently sound toast.

Now we were standing in the corner of the room nearest

the door and farthest from the early feeders, and, since the full

number of tapers had not then been lighted, we were partly in

shadow.

A tall mask, whose costume may have been that of the Grand

Turk, appeared suddenly within the doorway and approached

me stealthily, so that, as Harryman dipped the ladle into his

punch to replenish his glass, he gained my side.

8
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“ Ferré, Dusailly, and Vaupriére have thrown up in Chander-

nagore to go to Oudh, =f have just heard. If you know more

meti of thac stamp procure them similar rank speedily. Your

methods do you infinite credit.”

“Thank you,” I said—for it seemed the right thing to say.

At the sound of my voice, doubtless on account of its un-

familiarity, the mask drew back a little.

“ Bah |” he muttered angrily. ‘* You’re drunk again |”

Then he was gone, as abruptly and noiselessly as he had

arrived, ard I was left nonplus.cd. Harryman turned, with

his nose in the repleted govlet, caught a glimpse of the retreat-

ing figure, and looked cinyuiringly at me.
“Who the devil is that?” he queried.

“7 don’t know,” I repli df teld him what the mask

had said. ae

“ Did the fellow spi

manded.

“ A slight one-—I sh

“Cher twas Duselin

“Then T suppose he nuk

was so muuch balderdash

Duselin ?”

“"That’s a question

days,” answered my frit

answered, He's a Cheva an interest in some mills

at Tanda, J believe; he is pol ‘anid pleasant and a puzzle

to the Jadies, and that’ s about all one can say of certain know-
ledge. But [ should hazard that he’s as great a danger as all

Frenchies are to us, I don’t cotton to folk like Duselin, and

that they're up to no good, I wager my periwig.”

“Tf this were Duselin,” 1 remarked, “he was certainly

mysterious enough ; he wore quite a conspiratorial air.”’

“Frenchies in Oudh?” mused Harryman, unheeding.

“What the devil’s to do? Do they mean to garotte the Nabob

or steal his Legums for His Most Catholic Majesty ? I wonder

whom the message was intended for? Some other hangman

with ye'low whiskers, ] suppose. ~Iwould be interesting to

23233

i?” the surgeon de-

o be French.”

e 3 [ marked his strut.”

» for someone else ;_ his talk

arryman, who exactly is

ood many times these

is never satisfactorily
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know at least. Keep a weather eye skinned, my lad, for a

brother executioner with Viking moustachios.”

“It may be quite a private matter,” I suggested, “ connected

with the business in Oudh.”

** Ay,” snapped Harryman, piqued at this simple solutiog

of his promising mystery, “it might even be the gibberish of a

raving lunatic. Anyway, we may find out one of these days.”

rydance shall stand up for

at night.”

In Orp Cancurra,

“Ladies having gone det

all the couples... or nat

Rute VII, ror Seu

i—-Alghi—thingum-

he supper room together,

tus ingeniously appointed

it, whatever Its name, I

achies in India com-

“Tar depressing Ey

bob, ” remarked Harryma
provided a plaguey cold

hell—-Caina, I think he,

should like to see Dusel

fortably stowed away in

“Ah?” T encourage

Spanish wine.

“ Ay, and dago preachers, too 1” added the surgeon explo-
sively, as the Chapel priest appeared from the direction of the

ante-room, talking volubly to a plump little lady by his side—

Miss Freeman to be exact.

Harryman forgot the French in his new antipathy and whisked

away from me towards the approaching pair, crying as he went,

and mendaciously, I fear :

“ My dance, Miss Freeman, I believe.”

Amused, I followed to the ball-room and surveyed the scene

from the threshold. Even the venom of my haunting Vampire

could not overcome that Malaga; I was in the best temper in

the world,

y the spicy fumes of the
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The dance was now fast and furious, for the gentlemen (and

not a few ladies) had sought to cool their heated persons with

liquors iced but potent. The reception being over, all the

dancers weie masked and shrouded in various disguises that

condoned indiscretion and invited intrigue. The Jast remnant

of the Nawabi suite had been evicted by certain sprightly gall-

ants led by Cornets Peabody and Pettigrew.

The sweating orchestra laboured heavily, and the intricate

phrases of the country dances which now followed one after

agother in quick succession, were translated as a series of scamped

slurs.,

Viewed through the rosy-hued spectacles I had donned, the
country dances scemed comp dy sienple 5 3 the whole scene

was ingritiating and joyet

coursing checrily.

A twist, a turn, a 36

difficult in a country dar:

seemed to Miss Brunel,

incredible memory—io 4

golden opportunity I had

company’ with those won

A purple domino, z¢

out of the throng. :

“Ha, my hangman, st * gasped a voice from

under tne half mask.“ wench, man, and try

your luck. She'll never ‘know you in that garb, whoever
she be.”

“The domine bounded into the crowd agvin, leaving his reck-

less counsel to challenge my new spirit of bravado.

Serpents and fiddles rang out again. Another country-

dance, ind introducing that damned Scotch step too ! It was too

much ! ‘The wine-warmed blood suddenly tuffused my brain,

and it vas whoop and away with me !

A hooded domino of pale blue silk stole ty me unescorted,

I stalked bravely up to her, laid a detaining hend upon her “rm

and declaimed :

“ Madame, will you not take pity on a poor soldier, 3o poor

oh! what was there

hat a gaby I must have

a country bumpkin—

ig with her. What a

at a blissful interlude in

d boorishly scouted.

ounded elephantinely
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a disciple of Terpsichore that all conspire to leave him desolate.

An you could so far extend your gracious favour as to dance

with him, however, he would endeavour so to regard your tife

and limb so that you might dance again ere long, if no more to-

night.”

“You are candid, Monsieur Le Noir,” was the gracious

answer. ‘‘ But [ shall be delighted to oblige you, if, indeed, I

may dance before long at another rout.”

“'Then—” I extended my hand, and seized the lady in a

mighty grip.

In another moment we were swallowed by the merry mael~

strom, and my wits were at work as never before to imitate and

memorize the intricate steps.

And, by the aid of memary

vision, and by dint of al Howin
| 2 preternatural alertness of

Eiyer fo do the Non’ s share,

presence of so tiny a h
perfume in my nostrils,

“La, sir, you are indeas

at length, “ ’tis to be hope

“TI should beyond all

teach me,” said 1, and was

thing.

en,” “woth the poor lady
raprove in time.”

ou would vouchsafe to

kthat I could say such a

* said the lady, and the

sweet lips which I cou sh beneath the mask,

smiled a little. “ But 7 ary men do badly need

teachers. The first whom ave danced with, flouted
me like a country Jack his Jill, protesting that hg had no know-

ledge of these measures at all.”

Heavens ! For a moment the hop, skip and jump quite

eluded me. How I blessed my orange whiskers,

““ Ah,” I panted, “ Jack Warren for a surety. But then he

ever did deny the ladics, and is but a discourteous lout, I fear.”

A masterly, tactical stroke, I venture. Who would have

guessed my identity now ?

h, you are ungenerous,” protested She of the Mask—

and now I knew the eyes that glowed in the cavernous eyeholes,
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and the glinting hair that strayed from neath the hood. “ Frankly

I did believe the poor fellow.”—-I winced—“ Tis certain

he was triched by a humorous friend. In fact, *tis I who

owe him an apology for causing him to dance unwilling attend~

ance on me, But I was piqued. Do you not like Captain

Warren, s.r? This is the second time you have decried him

to me, this evening. I know your domino, you see.”

There was good, honest, womanly distaste in the lady’s

voice for such a gratuitous strewing of another’s path with

thorns,

Once again the Malaga spoke.

“%t is not dislike,” I protested, allowing a suggestion of

fervour to creep into my voice. “It is jealousy. And who

would not be jealous of you x, O Psyche ? To you, as to

her of old, even Cupid

“ Monsieur Le Noi

“ Forgive me,” [I vé

which lead to mad

them.”

“You may not spea

firmly and directly, “ cise

Armonde.”

Armande, egad ! N

Julius and myself w

ré are some wounds

“w wounds are among

replied Rosalie Brunel

continue friends, Captain

athe decrying.

ke one another as we

should. Why, I know ? fCPeE are some natures that

bear to certain others ine sx; which are latently

inimical each to each. And ours was such a couple.

Neverthcless, my annoyance was so great that I missed a

step—two—and then lost myself altogether in the maze that

I had been so carefully threading. A bulky officer lurched

into my partner and drove her into my clasp, and the pair of us

on toa divan. For one delirious minute she lay in my arms,

then wriggled furiously from them and stood up, panting and

indignant.

There was a breath of hot air across my face, and the sweat

on my body suddenly turned icy cold. My confounded mask

had fa'len off.
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“Oh!” pasped Miss Brunel, swept off her feet in more

than the material sense.

The grey eyes were as brilliant and hard as sapphires.

Their owner stamped her little feet with mortification and

anger,

How could you ?” she cried.

“ {—I-—” I stuttered, intelligently.

“Your conduct is abominable,” burst out Miss Brunel.

“You are an eavesdropper—a horrible, underhand creature, a

—~a monster }”

My stricken silence gave consent.

Clumsily I reached out a hand and touched the lady’s arm.

“ Please— ” I bleated, and so piteously, that she suddenly

broke into laughter, deli ry laughter like the sound of a

rocky English cascade a tear rolled furtive,

from under the silky # nd dropped like a fall-

ing diamond. And wi tension, and my lady’s

anger, alike vanished.

My hand still on her s

to sit.

** Are you now assure

asked, endeavouring to ¢

thumbs that the bat «

“You would soon fe

on to make it plain that st

and forget as I was.

“You are really rather an insufferable person, Captain

Warren.”

“ Abjectly I admit it, and seck pardon.”

“You allowed me to believe you someone else.”

* Ay,” I admitted meekly.

“You permitted me to say—to say~—things that were not

for you to hear.”

“ Ay,” still more meekly.

“ And you presumed—to—indiscretion.”

“That,” I declared boldly, “ was Monsieur Le Noir.”

“ And that, sir,” retorted Miss Brunel, “is a quibble.”

nstrained Rosalie Brunel

ot dance, Madame?” I

vith the finest bunch o”

meved,

the girl—but she went

racans as ready to forgive

€
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“Albeit, to all these counts of your indictment I plead

guilty. “Temper justice with mercy, I humbly beseech, and

say we mav still be friends.”

‘The imperial air vanished, and the little mouth smiled again,

“Sooth to say,” J told her, “1 am only a soldier after all,

and know little of courteous ways. Pray let us forget this

painful past.”

With a brilliant smile the olive branch was accepted, and to

put my suggestion into effect, Miss Brunel commenced to talk

gaily.

“"Phank Heaven for the respite of this mask,” she said,

“T nave been so flattered with attention that my poor head

fairly swims. Strange groino should be the replica

of that which Captain He—he took off his

mask tha: 1 should kn > how I came to mis-

take you for him.”

Knowing or unknowh

charm.

“ Our supply of this frip

its variety is small.

“ Do you find this cou

on, imitating as best {

our gilded gentry addres

strange 3ea.

“Te is very beautiful, f »” answered the girl, “ but one

can hardly judge the whole land by Calcutta alone. It is so

very luxurious and exhilarating to a newcomer. But the

people—-—the white people, I mean—seem so different from those

at home, ‘Théy’are more direct, more outspoken—more open
than in England.”

A blush accompanied the last words, probably evoked, I

thought, by the memory of the violent court paid to my com-

panion carlier in the evening.

“Our footing here is recent and insecure,” I suggested.

The emotions are stripped of restraint and disguise by the

subtle dangers that beset us. ‘hat may explain the change you

remark.”

a mistress of naive

ted,” T responded, “ and

r, Madame ?” I went

“er
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‘The purple domino, cursing low but lustily at some unlucky

wight who had struck against him, was exuded from the dancing

crowd like the pip of a crushed pomegranate. He was abou: to

speak to me when he noticed my companion and made her a

stylish leg.

“Nay, Puck,” I adjured. “On your knees rather. "Tis

Miss Brunel—who,” I added with emphasis, ‘‘ has done me

the honour of enduring a country dance with me.”

** Zooks |!” cried Harryman, “ D’ye say so? Then, Madame,

Je vous fais mes excuses les plus—tes plus—hum—my French is

not over fluent, but I assure you that I am equally regretful in

English. ‘Though you will understand, I am sure, that my

reliance was on Warren he make a painful ass of him-
self, At the most I am xror of judgment. — Still,

I do most unreserved) ‘beseech that you will

place your foot on my vely, of course—~and

pronounce sentence, th & worst.”

“The floor is not o *do not grovel, Major

Harryman,” laughed the forgiveness is yours sans

cérémonie, After all, Ca n has danced his dance

with me, even though } ally prevented me from

dancing again this eveni ¢ he might.”

And the lady surveyed ‘air the little pale blue

shoe, the sole of which ha torn off.

“T think I could repair: -room in two minutes,

if you will permit me,” offered the surgeon, grinning at my

heightened colour; but Miss Brunel blushed also and tucked

the little foot away.

“ Ha !” ejaculated the surgeon, turning suddenly, “ Surely
the second hangman !”

I turned too, at the exclamation, to see a tall figure, in a

domino of black with an orange-fringed mask, approaching.

“Warren,” said the newcomer, and I knew the voice for

Armonde’s, ‘ do you find Harryman and Peabody, if you please.
Colonel Ogilvie desires to see us all at once in the ante-room

immediately. Servant, ma’am,” he added to the lady ere he

bustled off again.
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“No need to look far for me,” smirked the surgeon, taking

off his mask. ‘‘ I wonder what’s on the board now ? ”

“ Have we your leave to depart, Miss Brunel?” I asked.

““ T believe I see your brother over there, and doubtless he would

be willing to undertake your escort for a short time.”

‘Pray do not trouble to fetch him, I will seek Mrs.

MacMurray, who will see that I do not get into mischief. I

trust we may meet again, Captain Warren.”

I echoed the hope with great fervour, bowed, and hurried

off with the surgeon ; Colonel Ogilvie was an ill man to keep

waiting.

“ For a shy fellow and a hater of ladies you seem to be doing

quite well,” muttered ray volatiestriend, adding, hastily, “ Did

ye mark Armonde’s dani "He had whiskers to his

mask as yellow as you f he was the man the

message from Dusclin ”

“ A ludicrous idea, sure

“T hope so,” quoth £

lack of conviction in his tox

» shortly.

I was surprised at the

* Unto the trembling new love,‘ Go,’ 1 said.”

Etta WuereLer WILcox,

THE commandant waited us with manifest impatience.

“More work, gentlemen,” he said briskly, when he had

satisfied himself that the litle circle of grotesque figures repre-

sented the regiment’s full complement of merrymakers, “TI

have here an order from the Commander-in-Chief for two

squadrons of the regiment to visit their sins upon a tribe of

Sountals, some thousand or more strong, who, for some unknown

reason, have come from the Damodar from their own Per-
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gunnahs to ravage certain villages that lie beyond us to the

north-east. I have decided to send your squadron, Captain

Armonde, and yours, Captain Warren ; but I can only spare

you one subaltern apiece, since the training of the new enlist-

ments must be attended to. You should not have much trouble,

for the Sountals are a barbarous race and have no firearms ;

though I understand that they poison their arrows.

“Tam sorry to have had to summon you from your various

amusements, but necessity compelled, for the squadrons should

start at an early hour to-morrow. As to which junior officers

accompany the squadrons I offer no suggestion, It is a matter

for the commanders themselves,”

There was a murmur

officers, and flushed ise

Armonde and myself.

“You will accomp

continued the Coloncl,

treated envenomed wou

have been warned, and [ ha’

outposts concerned ; the g:

night oil, I’m afraid th¢

tunic but, nevertheless,

come marauding in th

with impunity. That i

give you your orders

Armonde.”

Colonel Ogilvie took himself off in the direction of the card-

room, leaving the cornets in a state of excitement that mani-

fested itself in a variety of violent gambols. Armonde’s raised

mask revealed a countenance as black as a thunder-cloud. He

muttered angrily something about wild-goose chases and in-

opportunity, then strode off. This was strange, for he was

usually the first to spoilt for a fight.

““ Damn the Sountals say I, too!” cried Harryman. “ If we

have to start early, I shall have to do the first five miles with my

head in a horse-bucket.”

** Do you know aught of these folk, Jo ? ” I queried.

jtement from the younger

sedined in appeal towards

n, Surgeon Major,”

rryman. “You have

¢ to Tanna and such-like

t is already burning mid-

he Company Bahadur

nen, thank you, I will

to-morrow, Captain
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“No, save that they float the skulls of their dead down the
river as ratts for their souls—gruesome devils. Well, Jack,”

went on Harryman, “I’m leaving for quarters. If I get at
the punch again the devil himself and all his myrmidons couldn’t
move me <6-morrow, Are you coming, too, or are you for

more country dances and sole-tearings ?”

“Tl come,” I said, dragging off my domino, and looking

round for my sword.

I shoved aside a cluster of fire-eating subalterns who begged

me either to take them with me or influence Armonde, and

Harrymar: and I left the Court House together.

Fantastically attired masqueraders, appearing in the smoky,

unnecessary link-light ago¢o : weird visitants from the

nether world, or the pi “dream, strolled in the

verandahs or in the rost xf the dance. A few

departing palankeens bo! wd. Now and then a

harsh glare flamed out stooped to pour fresh

sesamum oil on his dying rim the seven brands of

the messal ere raising it aloft ere were gentlemen who

went afcot towards the : ey the moonlight, some

gambolling wildly, some slow dignity—con-

trary tributes to the sars dozen naked fakirs,

powered white with dk hadows as the revellers

approached them.

As I idly surveyed the passing of the masquers, my gaze was

seized and held by a slight, girlish figure in blue silk that tripped

lightly along between the taller forms of two men. One of

the latter was dressed in the Turkish style, and the other,

shamefully unsteady as to gait, I recognized as that of young

Brunel.

And then, as I watched. ...

Some strange, elemental thing within me seemed to stir and

lift, bearing with it I knew not where, the composed, even

tenour of my spirit, An overpowering desire afflicted me to

dash between those two men ; to seize and hold that pale blue

wraith form to me; to cry aloud in defiance to all mankind

that she was mine and mine alone ; to strike abandonedly at all

ona

>
ej iw
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who would restrain me ; and to steal away with my precious

burden to some secret forest retreat.

T'was pure, primordial instinct working in me, as J realized

later. For a moment I reeled as beneath a blow, and it was

not for an appreciable period that the Fact completed its

evolution from the writhing chaos of my mind, and took
crystal shape.

And, when it had done so, I stood amazed and crushed before

the realization that I—the rugged and impervious, I—the

cynical and introspective—was in love, completely, violently—

damnably !

Harryman, to my infinite relief, darted off after the fitting

figure of an acquaintance—feminine, needless to say-—and |

was left spell-bound in the n aoonlight, struggling with a

5,.¢et in from the great un-

en opened on my soul.

rac, I could peer out

upon the vista of the fist

that I might distinguish :

rocks and thorns or with sc

*T was the first time th

awakened in me; and

pleasant.

A wild elation succee

dden and serious to be

visions rose about me,

blissfully vague of out! hue; 1 revelled in a

host of new and delicate scisatigns, andl, of a sudden, the vanity

of the whole thing douched my brain into reason,

Ay, two minutes after the blow had fallen, I knew the
worst.

I considered, dispassionately, the question of ways and

means.

Ephemeral misapprehensions I had none. J knew what my

mirror had to show. Features rugged in outline and ill-

favourcd individually, Grey eyes, penthouse-brows and shaggy

hair as black as night, a nose that would have done credit to a

centurion of the legions ; and a mouth of generous and not

over shapely dimensions.
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Courtly graces I had none ; sufficient education to enable me

to talk intelligently ; and as much idea of how to set about

gaining the good graces of a lady as the man in the moon.

But the material aspect of the matter swung the door of hope

tight to ana locked and barred it. Above my pay I had nota

cowrie ; my prospects, save for possible promotion, were nil.

Patrimony was there none, and my only relative, Uncle Giles,

was virtually a pauper, though, by means of mortgages and

frequent sales of the treasures of Warren’s Hurst, he managed to

keep himself in a tolerable state of drunkenness.

Yes, in the matter of marriage, it was a case of “ I could not

an I would,”

Thus, two brief minutes of sane rumination sufficed to in-
form me exhaustively of my lity, and to set me cursing

the unfairness of the ats ekle, wayward circum-

stances that had saddled unaware, with a load

I was ill-fitted to bear ‘2 was gone, and I had

attained those years in vé ; invulnerable to super-

ficial scratches, must ble tong from the heavy stab

which alone could wound:

T jerked myself from ti

betook me towards th

peace of mind, and r:

inexorably, upon my 2

“Mr. Pettigrew !” I i 1

“Mr. Peabody !”’ respon ather, not very clearly.

“ D’you think if I asked him nishely—er—nicely, the Cap-

tain would take me with him? Especially as my bosom friend,

my boyhood’s chum, my guide, my phlios—phile-—philosoph—

dammit—and friend, is going with t’other squadron.”

“* He ish man of tender heart, and might yield to pleading,”

A hand was laid upon my arm, and the fumes of good wine

strayed into my nostrils,

“Then, Captain dear,” continued the fulsome tones, in my

ear, ‘‘ May I come with you into the benigh—beni-—hic—-
benighted regions? Shay the word and my shoul is yours !

May I come?”

t-way with an effort, and

bitterly my old, sturdy

yoke which was set,
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And I, thinking and raving internally still, replied —distrait,

“ For evermore—for evermore,”

“© How he loves me !”” hiccoughed the delighted youth.

VI

“ Trav'lers we, in our degree,

All strange sights we fain would see,

And hither wwe < pany”

“e “EEOULOUSE ”

>LDSBY LEGENDS).

Evenine fell as I waa

bazaar of Chauhati. TF

pervaded the village, and

of wrangling women rai

stillness.

Above the rank jur

The crowned heads oft th

sides above the scrub, olive and purple against

the luminous sky. 1 hes fant Bir Wwas heavy with the volup-
tuous odour of jasmine ; that perfume which seems redolent of
all the mystery and romance of this land, that bears with it a

strange sense of longing and tender melancholw
The solemnity of the hour compelled introspection, and I set

myself, with that sentimental self torture known to all lovers,

to think precious thoughts of pain, prodding my new wound

deliberately because it pleasured as it bled,

On the night following that so fraught with wonder for me,

the two squadrons, with a train carrying food and fodder for a

month, had reached this little village on the northward road,

with the river Hoogly still within rifle-shot to the east. Surgeon

Major Harryman had armed himself with two pairs of panniers

sly through the single

uict of the Indian eve

harsh voices of a couple

, nothing disturbed the

oxious river vapours,

‘reared themselves on all
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bulging with nostrums, leeches, soap pills, jalaps and like things,

and, anticipating work of a sanguinary nature, he had with

gloomy satistaction overhauled his terrifying array of scalpels,

lancets, saws and bisturies ; deadlier weapons by far, Pettigrew

assured him, than any Sountal arrow.

So, the men in bivouac and the officers in commandeered

huts, we settled down for the night. 1 had seen the horses

picketted and the guard posted, and had wandered off into the

village to be alone.

Presently, as I strolled, a galloping of hoofs sounded distant

in the dusk, growing louder and louder until three horsemen

came into view, red-coated men with orange plumes, on mounts

which sweated and expanded ~red nostrils as they laboured

for breath.

The men were a

squadron.

“ Captain Armonde,

he passed me, dropping 2°

I directed him with a g

he bore and watched him

renewed effort.

willed with curiosity,

Harryman mct me,

“We are to wait in

he announced furiously, 2°82 85

“Why?” I asked. “‘ Has the raiding ceased ? ”

““ Ceased ! he yelled. “‘ Ceased! Why, it ceased last year !”

“Last year?” I said in astonishment. ‘What do you

mean?”

“What I say. The raid takes place months ago. ‘The

harassed villagers appeal to their hcadman. He seeks the aid

of some one in authority—an case-loving zemindar, a pottel-

bellied potentate of this Subah. “This cove lends a gracious ear

and writes out a chit asking the Nabob for assistance and repara-

tion. Nabob writes another chit to the Kumpani Bahadur and

forgets all about it because of a new doxie or something. ‘The

urgent appeal finally reaches us when it is recalled to his Ex-

troopers of another

sergeant in enquiry as

dering what urgent news

d his jaded mount into a

eos to the huts.

“of visage.

ole for further orders,”

dD
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cellency’s amiable recollection by some chance circumstance

and the Sountals have packed up and gone home. Ever the

way of the Gentoo! Pah!”

Armonde looked out of a hut door with a grir

“You overlook the fact that there is still hope, Ivlajor. ‘The

fact is, Warren,” he said, turning to me, “ we are ordered to

await further orders here—perhaps we may have to go on and

punish the Sountals despite the lapse of time.”

** And perhaps we may not,” interjected Harryman.

‘* Anyhow, we must make the best of it, my dear Sawbones,”

Armonde gave back, his ready irritability gaining the upper

hand. “Tis no good moping and puling and kicking against
the pricks, “There’s an dance of good shooting here;

that’s one consolatic: to ask Duselin and

are it. We can find

acquaintance is worth

cultivating,”

“Quite,” grinned }

“Why not?” demand

pany, and a friend of mix

The Surgeon shot m

gnawed me ; but I sca

“ Tf our mission is to

fut why Duselin?”

“ He’s pleasant com-

and I confess misgiving

ouncil.” I said hurriedly

to change the topic, “ there and to spare for shooting.

With luck, however, the ! s will undertake the job
and we shall be back in time for the Mahratta war.’

“ Or the Last Trump,” addended Armonde, smiling again.

Any reference to our Commandant’s pet obsession could be

relied on to produce a smile, Colonel Ogilvie was convinced,

that, ere long, we should find ourselves at handgrips with

those turbulent Hindoos of the west, and he was always ready

to air his intricate theory over a pipe.

** The Colonel has merely invented a probable effect of latent

possibilities,” Harryman delivered, forensically. “ The Mah-

rattas have been rived into partisan armies since the day

Raghoba made himself Peshwa at Poona—they’re far too busy

frying their own fish to broil any English beef.”

Ops
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“ Yet there are certainly queer rumours as to the behaviour

of the Bombay Government,” murmured Armonde.

“Yehur |”? snapped the irascible Josiah, “Til send ’em a

letter about i.”

Returniag from a trip into the jungle with a gun, one even-

ing, several days later, | found a disgruntled Pettigrew assigning

stable accommodation to a number of servants who were holding

half a dozen nags, near the lines.

Armonde’s guests had evidently arrived.

“Whose nag is this?” L asked Pettigrew, indicating a pretty

sorrel hat bore a lady’s saddle.

“ Mounseer Dusylang com

Lorry Brunel Esquire of

admire and view, and,

“Gentlemen don’t

indicating the lady’s s

“Oh, that sorrel,” ¢ condescending to pay

some attention, “ Vitat “’5 nag.”

“Whar !” T almost shri ‘s Brunel—here ?”

“Oh, no!” grunted “she’s riding a merry-

go-round at Peckham £: , Pve got to vacate my

quarters, and Peabody & dooce are we to go,

mordoo ! Pig in with ¢ the village temple, I

suppose.”

Hurrying to our mess fiut, dragged by the magnetic memory

of two haunted grey eycs, | found that only the masculine

members of the expedition were there, with Armonde and

sundry camp vessels of pewter.

The Chevalier wished me a pleasant good evening and re-

sumed his converse anent the pintails and teal of the river, and

the possibilities of tiger, with his host.

I fell into speech with the young writer.

“ My duties do not commence for some time,” he told me.
“Tis a usual preliminary leave to cnable one to recover from

that interminable voyage. Only claret on board, and no other

woman save my sister,” he added with a weak grin that aroused
distaste i me at once.

shoot with Armonde ;

come to see the country,

shion,” IJ interrupted,
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“ Ah,” I pursued, discreetly endeavouring to steer the con-

versation in the only direction that held much interest for me.

“Tt was plucky of Miss Brunel to yield the comfort of the

Settlement for this jungle—to say truth, the climate is not very

healthy. She will only stay a day, I suppose ?. Who accom-

panies her?”

“No one, save myself.”

My face must have indicated astonishment, for Brunel

laughed, a dreary, unpleasant laugh.

“ Oh, Rosalie despises convention when she travels with me.

I'd have far rather she remained in Calcutta, but it pleasures

her to follow me as my own shadow.”

“ A sign of great affection £.2.d-hazarded unhappily.

The weak mouth vishly as the writer

answered :

* Rosalie loves me

interfere in my pleasure

criticize my friends,

y liking. She loves to

into my business, and
on is so great that at

wn.”

To which ill-mannere an I had, perforce, to

“A litde Burgundy

At this moment I he:

~-an air of that prodigious“boy, the" Cavaliere Mozart ; there

was a burst of youthful laugh © whom I had set up as a

Golden Image to adore from afar, stood on the threshold, with

Pettigrew and Peabody dancing attendance.

Miss Brunel grected us all sweetly, remigded me mischie-

vously of our dance ; a circumstance which elicited a frown from

Armonde,

At sight of his sister, the writer lowered his mug of wine and

tried with a surreptitious movement to put it on the table

behind him. The girl marked the action and the smile faded

from her face. A beam of dawning intelligence lit my puzzle-

dom as I remarked these things,

But Rosalie smiled again and turned to the two infatuated

cornets,
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“Tam so grateful to you, and so sorry to drive you from that

dear little hut of yours, I hope it will not be for long.”

‘““We ae honoured—honoured and delighted, aren’t we,

Audelay ? ”

“We ate, Peter, we are |”

And the pair hid schoolboy blushes behind sun-browned

hands.

“You will grace our humble board this evening ? ” besought

the Chevalier with an inclination, as Miss Brunel gathered up

whip and hat, preparatory to taking her leave. He was a past

master in the art of courtesy, and desired, I rather think, to

stop the lavish flow of embarrassing compliments, spiced with a
too-rough badinage, t that proceeded. from Armonde,

‘That same night I we

were delivered to the ga

by a tentative but horny | ret
“Whe is it?’ T que

cantering along the Ba

before, in the divinest ¢

“ Wilkins, sir, Serg

“Oh ! What is it,

“That young gentlemay

I sat up hurriedly.

“ What has happened to him ? Is he ill?”

“Not exac’ly, sir. But I thought, sir—if you could tell

me where he digs, sir, then p’raps, sir, 1...”

‘“* What are you driving at, man? Out with it.”

“ Weil, sir, to tell the truth, sir, it were like this. He an’

Cap’n Armonde cam’ out 0’ the Mess, sir, and the cap’n, bein’

a trifle—-that is to say... .”

‘The night was too chilly to sit there and listen to a

diffident rigmarole, and I had guessed by now what the trouble

was; $9 I drew on breeches and boots, and threw a cloak
around me,

ust as two lusty strokes

y of the quarter guard,

uz aver my face.

dered, for J had been

leasure bent a moment

‘ z a9

a, sir.

”
day, Mr. Bruno. ...
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Sergeant Wilkins drew a breath of inexpressible relief as I

motioned to him to lead the way.

We stole together down the silent, moonlit path, till presently,

opposite the hut lately occupied by the two subalterns, the ser-

geant paused,

““Genelman was a-lyin’ ’ere, sir,”

1 heard his chin rasp noisily as he rubbed it in bewilderment

and looked around.

From a ramshackle shelter not far away came a gentle croon-

ing-—in a woman’s yoice—a half-chant in Bengali.

‘Tam the Pearl of Delight—the Dispenser of Joys. O my

beloved-for-a-space. . . . ”

“* Sergeant,” I demanded, “ what is that infernal woman doing

here?”

The great fellow shufled

“T give ye my word

turns up like, sir, She

“That will do,” I i

Fort William to-morrow

I entered the hut.

Brunel’s head was pill:

breathing stertorously and

Between us, the sergean,

housed the protesting

up the little street, and, ‘wit

laid him to rest in his own &

and coughed.

she was comin’ till she

= rigiment.”’

shat she goes back to

. cossid with a note.”

pas

wanton’s lap ; he was

lecp, or rather stupified.

him from the den that

nveyed him stealthily

autions against noise,
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Vil

Coming events cast their shadows before,”

“ T saw my lady weep... her face was full of wee.”

Joun Dowtanp, 1600

Four days passed ; four rather dismal days for us all.

‘They were dismal for me in that I now divined the reason

for the sadness in those deep grey eyes beloved. For that it

was on account of her brother’s behaviour—that Rosalie Brunel

was a loyal martyr to a vain cause-—I had no doubt. What

other reason was likely + of delicate nurture to

bruise her tender fee: rays of Indian jungle

life ?

Even Harryman, the

the amount the young w:

at his behaviour in the

that the zirl protested age

reproach: id and entreated
efforts were futile. Ang

days of pleasure,

Armonde and Duseli

aplaisant, shivered at

ven the men sniggered

ecrame obvious to us all

ic led, protested, begged,

me plain, too, that her

f the thing robbed our

heir time in the jungle

with their guns; Brune no mood to rouse and

accompary them, And the fact that they were so often to-

gether blew many a flicker from the suspicion of Armonde

that had begun to smoulder within me despite myself.

And ir these four days a tension, almost a hostility, grew up

between my brother officer and myself. This suspicion of

sub resa connection with the Frenchman ; the fact that the

captain led the orgies which so distressed the lady ; and, worst

of all, the hideous air of proprietorship which he wore in her

company, created in me a growing dislike.

‘That it was reciprocated I knew, for Julius Armonde was not

the man to dissemble.

Rosalie Brunel treated him with a listless courtesy, ignoring
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his broad and opulent gallantrics, and, unused to such failure,

Armonde became disconcerted—then angry. His brusqueness

verged on brutality; his usual taciturnity turned to frank

sulkiness,

So, since the bond between us was always very slender,

Armonde presently returned so grumpy a Roland for my morbid

Oliver, that Harryman suggested a prescription for a pair of

indolent livers.

It was cetainly a relief to the pair of us when the two sub-

alterns were ordered back to Calcutta for duty with the recruit

squadron,

And thus the days ran themse

fashion, and we lay still j

too much to think abox

deal too well stocke

number,

1 res out in this devilish doleful

ath too little to do, far

mprovised cellar a good

at least one of our

one morning, talking in

y and otherwise, when

th an abrupt movement,

olce, and he said, very

Harryman and I were

desultory fashion about +

Harryman paused and io

‘The usual humorous tir

irrelevantly and gravely

“ Don’t you think it a » went back to Calcutta?

I'm talking now of Miss Brunel. “Ysay 1 think she should go

back to the Settlement and fat Mrs. MacMurray, and not remain

here.”

“Yes,” I agreed soberly, and added curiously : ‘‘ Why do

you think she came here, Jo?”

“Oh,” responded Harryman, readily enough, “ that’s as

plain asa pike. She is here to look after that blasted young fool

of a brother of hers ; bless her splendid little heart. Upon my

soul, I’ve never in all my days met such a vicious young devil

as that fellow is. 1 was a bit wild in my young days myself,
but | never drank in nightmares as much as he does in actuality,

and every day. And there’s that damned woman, "

“* T ordered the sergeant of one of my troops to send her back.”
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“ May be, but—well, Brunel has taken her out of regimental

hands now.”

“The fact that Armonde takes such an interest in the boy

isn’t over goed for him,” I said.

“TY should think not indeed. Armonde’s got Dutch blooc

in him, and in all Dutch blood, viciousness and ferocity are

latent,” declared the surgeon. ‘‘ Howbeit, God help the call

if this goes on much longer. But the point at issue is that the

girl should not be compelled to watch and endure all that her

best efforts cannot prevent. Man, d’ye think I’ve not seen her

pretty eyes all red, ay, and heard her o’ nights appealing to the

cub as no woman should have to appeal to a man? Zooks! If]

had my way, Id prescribe a sound fustigation a posteriori.”

“ Ah,” I murmure i

“Yes,” Harrymar

“Is that a mediciti

“Faith, yes. My £

And Dll hazard you’ve |

The surgeon grinned |

my face.

“Well, it’s not our

“ Then let’s make

myself, if-—if I didn’

job.”

“Tp Why shouid i

on the lame old regir

man, J.”

“Pah! Faintheart! But seriously, Jack, we ought tc

make some effort to get the poor child back to Calcutta, anc

a

a’ many things with it
”»

nightenment spread acros:

pily,” T said.

{’dask the girl to returr

® more the man for the

protested, and fell back

ey “You're the seniorital’

it is szemingly one of us who should bell the ” The

surgeon saw bis unfortunate application of the fable and stoppec

suddenly.

“ Should suggest the matter to her. ” | helped out.

“ Exactly,” agreed Harryman. ‘‘ You could explain thai

the bey would be in safe hands.”

And at that very moment, Miss Brunel, mounted on hei

hired nag, and with a harrywench jolting uncomfortably behinc
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her on a mule, passed by our door, doubtless bent on a morning

gallop on the jungle road.

“Talk of the devil ” ejaculated Harryman, even more
unfortunately than before. ‘‘ Now’s your chance. Jack. No
time like the present. Strike while the iron’s hot, y’*know !”
And with a determined expression on his face, walked out of

the hut and deliberately barred the lady’s way. I followed
that I might bask in the smile which would accompany her

greeting.

“J ” said Harryman, and halted, bogged. He turned
to me, and, with a wave of the hand, treacherously indicated

that I was the spokesman of the deputation.

“We” 1 forthwith aced, with a bitter smile

intended to convey tu bar I felt for him just
then,

“Yes, both of us, i

sarily, and with an inf

to me, :

Rosalie Brunel smiled

other, as she held in he

fingers.

“You both desire to:

“Yes,” I achieved, ‘

myself... Myself and S:

ofus,..thatit... that

“Truly, the weather is delightful. But, sir, it will be a

trifle too hot for riding cre long,”

At which gentle hint, the surgeon blurted out our mission
incontinently,

“We had rather you were in Calcutta, Miss Brunel, than in

this camp. It is no place for a lady—no orange flower water

and confections, y’know, and if you would only be content to

go, we should be delighted to make arrangements whereby your

journey would——-”

Harryman stopped speaking, quelled by the curious look in

the girl’s eyes. “They had grown larger and sadder than ever.
Yet, a tiny, secret smile played on her lips. It was evident that

the surgeon, unneces-

ne that again left things

d iooked from one to the

orse with tiny, dexterous

me, gentlemen ?”

urgeon Harryman and

nan are agreed... both
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she had fathomed our underlying motive. But she met our

guile with subtler still. ay.

“You think there is danger?” she queried, innocent.

“* Captain Armonde assures me that the Sountal Purgunna

are far fiom ere. Do you really fear that they may come so far

afield in their raiding ?”

“ Certainly they may come !”” declared the surgeon, clutch-

ing at the straw. ‘‘ Yes, one never knows whether or no they

may come.”

Rosalie smiled again, that haunting, piteous smile of hers.

“ Gertlemen,” she said, “ I do fear that your desire for my

safety pligues you with undue anxiety. I truly think, though,
that I may stay here without alarm—-for the present, at any

rate,”

Miss Brunel Joose

forward. Rosalie turit

softly

“ Believe me, Major

Warren, | am deeply grat

And, as she cantered off,

resembling a sob.
“You arrant ass |”

gaping a: each other.

“You. scion of a snot

‘Then we gaped at each othe: stiggered foolishly.

“First if you don’t su I suggested fatuously,

for [ was not so disappointed as I should have been, since a

continuance of that divine presence among us was promised.

“Supposing, Jo, we approached Duselin? He is a courteous

person—and a subtle one. He might find a way of inducing

the boy to return, as well, to Calcutta.”

“ Pooh, he is too woundily content with things as they are.
I doubt if he’s noticed aught amiss at all, And he has no more

feeling than a wall, I tell you. Who could ever do anything

with the Chevalier ? He wasn’t begot, I’m certain; he was

sculpted out of a chunk of rock !

“See, my cavalier,” he added hastily, ‘‘ there’s a chance for

md the horse moved

passed us, and added

nd you, too, Captain

cnsideration,”

{ caught a sound much

1, when we had done

anslated with fervour.
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you to express contrition for your unwarranted interference.

My lady has dropped her kerchief.”

I turned, Surely-enough, there lay upon the path near the

mess hut a flimsy bit of white stuff. [ts owner and her servant

were vanishing amid the trees.

A lithe sable-clad figure stepped from among the scrub

and whipped up the fragment.

“ Duselin |” | exclaimed. ‘ Damn !”

“God A’mighty !” cried Harryman, staring, “ the man’s

blowing his nose in it !””

‘The Chevalier was gazing after the trim figure of Rosalie,

and his face was certainly half hidden by the cambric, which he

had raised in both harils,

“That—or—or kissi

‘The surgeon evinced

“ Kissing it! Duse

vissing it? Pah!”

, staring too,

at at the idea.

¢ kerchief? Duselin !

“ There will no ma e, [ think,

What I would have

SWINBURNE,

My feeling of satisfaction at the rebuff which met our effort

to induce Rosalie Brunel to return to Calcutta became modified

as days went on, mainly on account of the growing strain on the

relations between Armonde and myself. That burly officer

seemed to have induced something of his hostility toward me in

young Brunel also; there seemed to be some understanding

between them, some collusion to the end of my discomfiture.

It even came to displays of open ill-temper, badgerings across

the dinner table, when Armonde would pipe a laborious tune

and his finikin toady an inane chorus,
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And since mountains will grow from molehills when men ate

alone together, Armonde and I squabbled violently over trifles

which we could have ignored in the Settlement. The truth

of the matver-was, of course, that our differences were increased

by the ancient rivalry of two men for a maid; it existed, if

unconfessed, and young Brunel took the part of his pot comrade.

On one day at least, over a matter of a Bengali dish J intro-
duced at our midday meal, rice fried with treacle and spices

into meerd?, there was so nearly an open rupture that I clapped

hat to head and left the hut and the village to avert it for the

sake of us all.

I diffused most of my anger by taking pistol shots at monkeys
and sitting; birds, and did i evening, when, knowing

that the hour and quiet omfort, I took myself

back by the narrow p: iver side,

The rank miasma t we from the water had

risen high. The who! s feverish and accorded

with the sombre hurncu ceed me, Petulantly, I
flung me down beneath thi ‘aga palms that edged the

water,

Resting here, I stayed

purple, and the scimite

dark stream to silver and

ous mystery.

And with the moon, ta #h5uEhi's Confusion, rose a dominat-

ing vision of tender, sad eyes and appealing lips.

From far off came the voice of a gentoo a-singing :

f the sky deepened to

to view, turning the

to an expanse of lumin-

“The bud of love that bloomed for me,

Unknown in her heart, [ nurtured till it Aowered.

‘loo long I lingered in contemplation of its beauty,

* Pwas plucked from me, and I was desolate.”

Somehow the song brought my distress to a head.

“What the devil dost know of love, wedder of babes ?” I

yelled a: the singer, quite aware, neverthcless, that he could not
hear. “Go pray to Lukshmi for rupees. Camdeo has flown
to England in disgust.”
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“ Did he indeed sing of love, Captain Warren?” spoke a

voice from the margin of the scrub.

Astonished, I turned, to see framed in the silver shimmering

teak and sissoo, the material original of the vision-that the song

had dispelled. ‘The girl wore a simple, hoopless gown of pale

blue, and her soft hair wreathed her bared head in cloudy pro-

fusion. A white chip hat with blue ribands swung idly from

her hand.

Rather abashed, I scrambled to my feet and made obeisance.

“Why should he know nothing about love ? ” asked Rosalie,

approaching. ‘“‘Surely they are made for it—these people.

Some of the women one must love at sight, and of the men I have

seen in Fort William, many do rival Adonis in beauty.”

I regarded the speake : subject was one which

I was poorly qualified irl smiled a little at my

helplessness. “The fact with her for the first

time since I had disca ondage exhilarated me

curiously, yet it was an set my knees a-tremble

and clutched at my breath

“What do you here,

there any way in which {

“T don’t know...”

She stopped and eyed

as though weighing my

shiver shook her.

“Keep your cloak close arstind “you,” I urged, and since

she seemed troubled and uncertain what to say, I temporized

further. “This is no ladies’ land. I hope you intend leaving

India before the next hot weather?”

Where should I go?” she asked, wistfully, and I felt that

my enquiry had been unwarrantably inquisitive.

“‘ My brother and I are much alone in the world,” she went
on. “Both father and mother died years ago, and my only

other relative, an uncle, was killed some time ago by a highway-

man on the York road. So that, you see, whether I will or

not I must yield the lanes and fields for jungle, the hay for sugar

cane, the oak and may, for ba/ and tamarind.

1?” I questioned. “Is
2

. “yp ooo”

x fingers interlocked,

he balance. A littleof



WARREN OF OUDH 53

““ My brother is not strong,” pursued my lady, “and were

anything te happen to him....”

She gasped a little and broke off, while I stared with a new

interest at the battered brass-work of my pistols.

Suddenly Ker tiny hand was placed on my arm.

“Captain Warren, you asked me just now if you might serve

me, Did you mean aught beyond - the empty courtesy ?”
“ Heavens,” quoth I, fervently, “if there is anything in my

power tha: I may do to help you—so long as It Is unconnected

with the 2allroom—pray conimand me.’

But my poor sally went unheeded, and the girl’s earnestness

put the ill-timed jest to shame.

““{ deliberately sought you to > ask that—because of your—

your kindness the other m know I may trust you,

for I love to read face: Sgood, if-

Again a sudden stop, thrilling pleasurably
at the flaitery. “

ugly,” I finish

no compunction, Mada:

“Oh !” cried Rosalie, :

yet can you forgive re ?-

spoke my thoughts aloud.®

deserting her, She put ¢

“ Do~~do help me, pl

T waited quietly, knowin yell what was coming,

“Tt is my brother,” she * He is not well. He

is—he has always been so delicate. And I thought that

if he would only go out a little into the open instead of

spending so much time indoors—it—it would be so much

better for him.

“TI hoped you might help me,” continued Miss Brunel,

timidly. “ Surgeon Harryman is inclined to be brusque with

Laurence, and Monsieur Dusclin is so cold that I could scarce

be assured of his sympathy. So that T could only come to you.’

* There is Captain Armonde ?” J suggested, a trifle coldly,

Rosalie looked at me with sheer fright in her eyes,

“Would you have mc appeal to him? You know—you

tterness. ‘* Pray have

i) aware of it.”

** It was unpardonable,

st distrait—really—and

lf control seemed to beoe
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must have scen ! Nay, since I have come to you, let me be

frank, Captain Warren.”

All the regal spirit shone in the grey eyes now ; timidity

and fear vanished ; euphemism and evasion were plainly to be

discarded.

“ My brother is not truly bad,” declared Rosalie. “ He is

weak and obstinate, yet easily led. It was through bad com-

panionship at home, that we were forced to come out here.

My brother was accused of cheating at cards, and was compelled

to challenge. Of course,” she added, with an access of vigour,

“hedidn’t really cheat. Itwasa wicked lie ! T hen, when they

—they fought, he-—some accident to my brother’s pistol caused

it to explode before the word given, and he—he was—all

manner of horrible thing wad Laurence was forced

to leave England and 4 utry. You see how

terribly he has suffere hnces have been against

him all through, don’: y

I replied that I did

to see her wasting her life

a rake, a cheat—and a ¢

were brother and sister I

“ And now,” went ci

has met Captain Armor

that I have worked for de st months, Laurence

has broken his promises ari s failing fast. Many a

time has Captain Armonde brought him to our hut quite-—
quite helpless, . . . Oh, do keep my brother from that man !

"Take him with you when you ride and shoot. Make him in-
terested in such things. For God’s sake, do anything that may

prevent him from continuing in this fashion. It is killing him,

and before my eyes.’

Even in the moonlight, I caught the quiver of the sweet

lips. Gad, how sweet and proud she was, for all that she con~

fessed a failure. I’d have given my soul just then to clap her

to me and kiss those appealing eyes.

I sighed very deeply indeed, but spoke up with an assumed

and encouraging heartiness.

I’faith, “twas pitiful

«+ worthless a creature—

rdever. That the twain

gredit.

g rapidly, ** Laurence

‘adship has undone all
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“*T am honoured by your confidence, Madame, _ I will do as

you request. Exercise o’ mornings, jaunts with horse, rod,

and gun, will certainly wean your brother from the unhealthy

_—er-—maode ef life he has adopted, to one more strenuous and

health-giving. Though, I do beg that you will not too greatly

build upon my aid, for to return your frankness, Master Laurence

does not seem over—well—felicitated by my company, for

what reason I know not.”

A brilliant colour, plainly visible in the pale light, flamed into

the cheeks of Miss Brunel. What the devil was there in my

remark to make the girl blush, I wondered ?

* | knew you would help me,” she said, “ else you would not

have desired to drive me to Calcutta, away from my’

brother.”

“Will you go if Is

“You have alres

Rosalie gave back with

“Truc,” [ agreed, «

steadfast intention of rematning .

Relief showed itself in ne; her air was almost

vivacious. Once agai old precept which

adjures a sharing of tx ved its value, and the

load of anxiety whic rne so long in plucky

solitude palled less naw yulders had received a

part of it,

“TY have desperately rention, sir, and must

go,”’ said the lady, and added in a low voice, “I think you must

know how deeply grateful I am to you for the aid you have

promised. I—I am sorry to have thus inflicted my troubles

upon you, but you men have so much more power than we

women—-in certain things at least. I can only say ‘ Thank

you,’ but I—J say it from my heart.”

Rosalir offered me her hand, [ took it, and, unfortunately

for me, looked deep into her eyes. “Their calm depths held my

gaze entianced ; their sweet sadness shook me to the very soul.

The wondrous magic of them drew me, unknowing, nearer

to her,

‘1 demanded,

nd unconditionally,”

r the moment, at her

E
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The cool breeze wafted an intoxicating perfume into my

nostrils—the scent of her hair. A vague terror crept into the

girl’s eyes; I saw the light of it dispel the gentle, trustful

glow. Her delicate mouth arched piteously to show the glimmer

of perfect teeth.

A mad tremor raced through me. With a gasp I stepped

forward and would have caught the slender form to me. But

the girl made a little startled movement and evaded me.

“Do you seek such a reward?” she cried bitterly, ere she

was gone.

‘Transfixed, J knew that my lips had brushed her hair, and

that the odour of it enchanted like some subtle attar. Little

heed paid I then to my disgre } was trembling like a leaf at

the contact, and the ema kedshad left me as weak as an

infant.

Came a rude crashi!

From out of the fringe ¢

Captain Armonde, an

caught the suggested outlt

There was another curse, f

then the men too were ,

I dimly realized that :

hb, and a gasping curse,

he rage-congested face of

the blurred shadow, I

in's inscrutable features.

ly obscene than the first,

de of fat in the fire.

“I pray you let me be at peace.

Get hence, make room for me to die.”

SWINBURNE.

HarryMan, who fondly imagined himself to be a cynic, was

wont to say that Love can make a bigger fool of a man than

Anglo-Indian punch, and for once I found myself in agreement

with him. For, as sanity slowly returned to me as I stood by

the river bank, I realized that Love had set a fairish sized sugar

bag upon my head.
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First, I had undertaken a task which, if I failed, was almost

certainly bound to undermine any small standing I had with my

lady. Not that I believed the regeneration of young Brunel
was altogether past hope, but I knew that remonstrance with

him was futile and precept vain, I do believe that physical

pain and the fear of it form a sound panacca for moral laxness,

but in this case the dictum of old Solomon must be exemplified.

The rod must be spared. I must dab about with the velvet

glove and withhold the tron hand.

Second, Cupid had tricked me into behaving like a cur. I

had sought to take advantage of Rosalie Brunel’s sweet con-

fidence’ like any country boor, involuntarily and of no malice

aforethought truly, but—~Crodx ew what she now thought

of me. :

The next morning

tempting perfumes, p

me with a resolve to a

the Indian morn is a w:

its charm is no man but

feeling.

Therefore with a ligh

in search of Laurence 8}

least he should breathe che

But when at length {

foredoomed.

”T'was quite plain that the lad had not been to bed, His

head was bound round with a wet cloth; a jack filled with

pariah arrack stood by his side. His face was drawn and sallow

to ghastliness ; his eyes were bloodshot and their lids swollen.

He regarded me vaguely and surlily, yet ventured no open dis-

courtesy , he dared not unless supported by Armonde.

Howbuit, one can but try.

“‘ Come, lad,” I cried cheerily, “ the larder is empty, and the

jungle swarms with fat chicks. et us go fetch a few for supper

to-night.”

The boy groaned heavily.

“ Do [ look as though I could go gunning ?” he demanded

este

s fresh breezes and

ito me, and armed

: redemption. Truly

,and he who can resist

cay without sense or

double Manton, I sallied

f that for one day at

he forest.

F knew my effort to be
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dully, and, to be frank, he certainly did not. But I would not

despair.

“Will you come after you've rested a little?” I asked,

“ One can always bag a duck near the river.”

“Then do you go and bag it and leave me in peace, Captain

Warren. Fowling pieces and mallard do no longer attract me.
*Tis pieces and ducks of another sort J want.’

Brunel grinned weakly at this masterpiece.

The futility of my hazard and his footling balderdash, com-

bined to break my temper.

“You young fool !” I burst out angrily.“ With your talk

of dice and women, you might be some faded old hunks bibbing

water in the Bath Purp _of a child scarce weaned,

Wake up, man ! Shoot x this country will fix

your flint in no time.’

I paused a little, the

“You should keep «

sister’s sake, if not for yo

A sneer twisted his hip.

‘* Please to remember, ©

“that ] am my own is

yours. Besides, T hay

“ No. man is his own

desires for your sweet

en,” he cried indignantly,

t 1 do is no concern of

p that?”

as someone dependent

“Oh, have done ! 1” opted * And hint not con-
cerning my sister, nor set your cap at her any longer. Oh,
}’ve many a time seen you mooning after her. Your design is

obvious to me, but I'd have you know, sir, that I intend Rosalie

shall marry Captain Armonde and no other.”

“What !” I gasped, astounded,

“T intend that my sister shall marry the Captain, He is a

real gentleman—of good family, some fortune, and—and ”

seeking round lamely for another qualification, “—a merry

fellow.”

Brunel concluded the announcement by pressing transparent

fingers to his head and leaning back with closed eyes,

Clapping a very brake upon my tongue, I left him, fuming at
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the thought of so precious an idiot presuming the right to

dispose of his sister’s hand ; and fairly boiling that he should

suggest as her future spouse a boozing, gambling libertine, a

vicious, brutal pig of a man. But young Brunel had unknow-
ingly enligh fened me as to the reason of his support of the Captain

in his plaguing of me. Though I had truly surrendered all

aspiration on that first fateful night, Armonde’s jealous eyes

had seen in me a possible rival. A rival ! The irony of it

appealed in a queer, bitter way, and I chewed upon it for a time,

again despice myself.

But, darame, without the gentle offices of the Captain and

his puny lieutenant, I had confounded myself pretty thoroughly.
I knew it by the moue o -h accompanied Rosalie’s

acknowledgment as she, x way to play minister-

ing angel to the pale yo aard hut.

Harryman was follos “ga phial.

He greeted me with involved the whole of

his face.

“* Fever” again,” he ci

bit. Tis my infallible

“this dose’ll rouse him a

mental malingerers |”+e:

“ One only way I find—

To slay this fiend of evil mind.”

“Tue Ramayana ” (GRIFFITHS).

Tuat mght, the silence that brooded over the table when

Armonde and I took our seats alone for mess offered a plain

enough indication of how matters stood, It endured till it

could scarce endure longer, and Dusclin’s entry undoubtedly

saved a scene. A tiny smile flickered round the corners of his

mouth as he took his seat. He was as usual inscrutably, blandly

contented, so far as it was possible to judge from his features,
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Armonde had dressed himself in yellow satin, with orange

ribbons at his knees and birtling his coarse hair, instead of

wearing uniform, from which I deduced that Miss Brunel was

to sup with us. His face was flushed, and in his swarthy way,

he had never looked handsomer.

Harryman bustled in rather late, having been called away to

administer a brimstone potion to one of the men who had fallen

sick. His periwig was awry and he sported silver buckles on

his dress shoes, and Maltcse ruffles on his wristbands,

‘The surgeon took his chair with his customary cough and

clatter.

“Be all right in the mo

large. “My medicin

else. A pill o’ mine,

The surgeon rumbled

open.

Rosalie Brunel, escort

Armonde was at her

with a leer and a leg.

my eyes, almost too b

ling shadows her deep iy

gently with an enchanted:

Jamp traced threads of } among the deep masses

of her haitr—tiny, malicinisiy dancing lights that seemed to sear

mine eyes and burn through to the empty soul of me. The

beauty of Rosalie was truly an ethereal beauty, and well indeed

had she been named by the moor, Sephali, after the ower that

blooms and droops in the moonlight,

Rankling thoughts of my default of the night before, and of

my failure of the morning, set me staring at the mouldy thatch-

ing of the hut that I might not meet her gaze.

“Tis right kind of you to honour our humble board so

prodigiously,” said Armonde to the girl, and added in Bengal

Mert moni,” with a sly glance at me to see how I would take

the endearing familiarity, for the words mean ‘“ My jewel.”

But my demeanour was indifferent enough, though it was a

huge effort to preserve it so, since [ saw a flush of resentment

“he announced to us all at

© a camp as nothing

12 who takes it...”

the door was pushed

other, entered the room.

ond, assuming command

white the girl seemed, to

Within their encirc~

y; her checks glowed

ic light of the six-wicked
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creep into Miss Brunel’s cheeks, proving that she understood

the applicaticn of the term if not its meaning.

Harryman performed his wondrous bow of Queen Anne’s

day and scraped and finicked till Duselin gently shoved him aside

that he might make his own obeisance and supper its delayed

appearance. Our simple meal began, set on a cloth of

mottled native stuff, lit by tapers in wooden sticks and the brass

lamp. From somewhere, Armonde produced two flasks of

Calcavello and a small bottle of real Sillery ; but he left these

lighter liquors to others, and washed down the meal with his

own crude punch.

‘The surgeon chattered away glibly, trying to draw out

young Brunel, who sat } king at his food, the while his

eyes wandered about hi the uncertain light his
face seemed that of a mj

With u grimace, Ha

“Y heard the tom-te

he said. “ Did the mes

« Nothing except regim

of Qudh is dead.”

The rews startled me,

“ Egad, is that so ?

“Who was the Naho

“The ruler of the cous to the West of Bengal,”

Armonde told her,“ Higtnaite was’Shuja-ud-Dowlah. We

fought with him Jast year—Company’s men and his brown devils

against the Afghans of Rohilkhund. The detachments were

quartered for some time in Faizabad—his capital.”

“ Ay.” went on Armonde, with a swaggering air, ‘* Faiza~

bad’s reasonable enough as these pestilent towns of India go.

It was there that Shuja was pleased to express his appreciation

of some small deed of my own.”

He lcoked towards the girl for applause.

“ Even of late years,” I told Rosalie, emboldened to speak

by disgust, “‘ the Nawab retained his great beauty and strength.

He was really a splendid man. I have myself seen him seize

an armoured man in each hand and dash them one against the

attention to Armonde.

4 early this morning,”

mportant news ? ”

ad a tale that the Nabob

3 Brunel, timidly.
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other dll he tired, then let them fall, dead and broken, to the

earth of his invaded plains, crying ‘‘Thus go nev enemies to

enrich the soil of Oudh !” Yes, he was every inch a king, though

only the Viceroy of the Dily Mogul in fact.”

“Tt would seem you had a liking for this filthy fellow,

Warren,” sneered the Captain. “‘ When did the old fool die,

Harryman ?”

The wine fumes were mounting ; Armonde’s prodding had

lost its clumsy caution ; he had exchanged the dirk for the sabre.

“In January,” said Harryman hastily, “and the Begum al-

ready builds his tomb.”

But the taunt had aroused me.

“There was nothing

emphatically. “ He w

“A true man!”

lashing himself into a p

brown-skinned banya::

should have blown from a

for naught save dhoom nag

“ Nay, nay,” interposed

memory an injustice, si

lived cleanly—for a mo

“Pooh, pooh, sir,

he Nawab,” I declared

f hot-headed.”

in assumed disgust,

ze. “ He was a dirty,

rous hound whom we

ddled ald swine who cared

aud Persian drabs.”

“YT protest you do his

awas an upright man who

sie for your opinion,”

blazed Armonde, forgett us fury the presence of
the lady, “ nor for that of anatherhert, who was ever too fond

of these black, stinkard by-blows—ay, and of the black sows

too.’

For a moment the room swam in a red mist around me ; the

candles merged into a blur of orange, and I clutched involun-

tarily at my sash, though sword and frog had been left on the

threshold. Harryman stared curiously from the Captain to me,
hard put to it to find a reason for so foul an insult, gratuitously

flung ; white-faced too, at the slight upon himself,
His lips tightened, but he laid a restraining hand upon my

arm. "Then, too, the clear eyes of Rosalie shone through the

bloody film that rage had flung across my own, and I checked

an outburst ere it o’erleapt che curb,
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With keen eyes flashing under the penthouse brows, Duselin

watched us undisturbed.

** Laurence,” said his sister to the writer, and her voice broke

the stillness like a silver bell, “ I have a headache—some slight

migraine. Fray escort me hence. Gentlemen, I am sorry

to derange you, but I must beg that you excuse me,”

The writer rose mechanically at the command. He was

trembling from head to foot. But Armonde was on his feet

in an instant, half-sobered, slavering sorrow and fulsome wishes

for the gitl’s recovery.

Our chairs scraped back noisily as we rose and bowed our

regrets and good-nights—that is, of course, all save Armonde,

who must needs seize Miss si’s hand and cover it with

kisses, to which she *Twas he also who

threw the cloak arour her to the door, the

boy sullen:y following.

“ Demned bad form

man declared as Armonde

curse,

And this opinion was b«

“In the politer <i

the Chevalier said in m

ingly vulgar, nay culpabl

presence of a lady. fn

closed the door of every safe:

you.”

“Bah,” growled Armonde.,

“ But then in France,” pursued Duselin, urbanely, ‘ even

the dourgesis know better. In that country, you see, there are

certain arstocratic pedagogues, who, so keenly do they feel

upon the subject, write and issue books on comportment and

conduct proper in delicate company. J think, Armonde, that

T should do you a favour by procuring one such for you.”

“ Bah,” growled Armonde again. “An you do, Pll get

you a dozen books on how your people might have comported

at Wandiwash and Pondicherri. In India even the French

don’t conc.uct as they would wish to do,”

xefore the girl,” Harry-

1¢ table with a muttered

by Duselin.

Captain Armonde,”

is considered exceed-

rsuc a quarrel in the

uight’s work would have

& exitry inexorably against
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In sooth the Captain seeined to know the one vulnerable

point in the armour of Duselin’s composure.

The Chevalier actually seemed perturbed, His eyes

glittered angrily, and his lips drew back a trifle, showing his

sharp teeth, set hard,

“ Mayhap there will be little enough that you, or any other

in a red jacket, can teach us in the future, my friend,” he said.

“Ah,” retorted Armonde, “it’s as well to say ‘ Mayhap.’

The red jacket fits firm now, and whatever happens in the

future, it’ll want a deal of dragging off.”

“Given time,” quoth Duselin, with steely precisengss, “ it

will discard itself, Even Rome declined—and fell. So must

every other arrogant national » May I direct your

attention to the colonieg America ? You cannot

but observe the cank for which the chafe of

arrogance is alone to an:

A desperately daring

company, and from the

bubbling, it looked as the

quences. But Duselin

burden by his unexpe

A mad light sudderd

vanished, and he turned's)

upon another.

“Keep a check on y whien you are drunk !

Mordieu! An you do not, it would be better for you had you

never been born | ”

To my intense surprise Armonde cringed and glowered in

silence, making not the slightest protest at so violent a castigation.

Harryman laid a hand on my knee and his glance was full of

comically mysterious import.

‘The Chevalier shrugged his shoulders, sat upright, then

leaned comfortably back in his chair, with a quiet smile, as

though nothing untoward had occurred,

“And who is Nawab now, in Oudh, Major Harryman ?”

he enquired blandly, clapping his hands—a signal to the hucca-

bardar to bring in the reeking pipe.

ight, to make in such

which Harryman was

ght have sanguinary conse-

gun our consideration of its

eyes 5 his calm totally

‘the Captain as one dog
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Harryman’s patriotic indignation had subsided, as had my
own, whelynca o’er by astonishment at the extraordinary scene
He answered quietly enough :

“ Presurnably the old man’s son, Asaf-ud-Dowlah, a seemly

enough fellow, I believe, of whom the Governor has high

hopes.”

“And { too, then,” added Duselin, drawing deep at the

hookah, and handing me one of the amber mouthpieces, “ for,

as you knew, | have interests in Oudh.”

“ Ah,” breathed the surgeon deeply.

““ Yns, ” went on the Frenchman, looking sharply at the
little docte r, “some mills at Tanda,”

He turned to me.

“ Mademoiselle Bri

It is sad tnat she shouk

faith, it is a joy to fin

amid the dusky blooms:

Armonde ?”

The addition was made j

slowly drew himself up a

in doubt when seeking

for some reason he wa

manifest,

* Han!” he assented, shen: a. with a sudden avidity.

“She’s the prettiest piece’ on ‘arth, and in this devil’s
stewpan too, So Ict’s drink to her. Charge up, I say, and

pledge her health—and the health of all the buxom doxies we

used to love across the Kala pani!”

“Twas as sacrilege to class the loriot with finches,’’ re-

marked Dusclin coldly, putting down his half raised mug.
“Willingly will I drink to the happiness of Mademoiselle.

But she must be honoured alone.”

Very grateful was I to the Chevalier just then.

“ Yes." [ echoed. “ Alone!”

Armonde swung round on me with a furious stare.

“Alone, if you will,” he cried. “But drink to my

proposition you must, an you wish the lady well, To

sw in beauty, Warren

his vile land ;_ yet, i”

wae flower blossoming

Is it not, Captain

tory tone, and Armonde

cH ently, as a dog fawns
fter a beating. ‘That

P of the foreigner was
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Rosalie Brunel-—-who is shortly to sweeten my life beyond

all imagining.” ,
So he cried, and stood swaying slightly, glaring malevolent

defiance at me. My glass had been raised as he poke, but now

my agitation deluged the mottled cloth with rare Sillery.

Armonde’s blow stunned me, I lay back bewildered.

Harryman was the first who thought to seek enlightenment.

“ Your fortune is colossal, Captain,” he said quietly. “In

Miss Brunel you will have the sweetest wife that ever man

will win.”

Armonde swayed and laughed as though astonished, «

“ Wife !” he ejaculated, “‘ Who said anything about such

woundy things ? Since wis a.Cagtain 0” Cavalry afford

a wife ? Wives, indec<

A mighty relief ten’

through me, but could

Armonde staggered

the glass against his lise,

“Hound !” I yelled.

for pardon, or Pll kil y

Armonde’s face wiz.

my ecstatic rage frighte

“ Never !”’ he shrie

“ Duselin | Harryman |

I say! Arrest him !”

But the whole squadron could not have stopped me then, and

Harryman drew aside before my rush, Ina single bound I had

Armonde by the throat, fingers feeling for a grip beneath the

lace. ‘Together we recled on to the table, wrecked it with a

splendid crash, and struggled amongst the debris till my foot

slipped on a wine flask and we fell, he a-top, so that the breath
was dashed from my lungs and I was helpless.

My antagonist saw this, and raiscd himself on one hand so

that he might fumble in his pocket with the other, Fortu~

nately, ere he could do mischief, Duselin leapt on him and

collared his pistol ; afterwards jerking him, bulky though he

was, bodily to his feet.

ot fury which surged

blow, which shattered

ace with wine and blood.

Cin your knees and whine

ow?

table mask of hate, but

tess, I saw that.

made headlong at him,

madman ! Hold him,

5
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I stood up panting, and my rage returning with my breath,

1 would have joined combat again, had not the Frenchman sig-

nalled to Harryman to restrain me.

“Tf fight you must, pray let it be done in correct order,

gentlemen,” said the Chevalier austerely, though his tone bore

a tremor of excitement that mated the twin spots of crimson in

his pale cheeks.

“Ay, and Vl act for you, lad,’ put in Harryman

precipitately, fearful lest my opponent should claim his

services.

‘The elegant Chevalier took complete control of the proceed-

ings, and waved a hand withcourtly ceremony.
“You are determi: hall be shed over this

matter?” he demande

“Can you ask suc}

furiously again. “ Di

blackly as it is possible

honourable meeting can ht

shall wash the stain away

“ Zooks |” seconded

question, Mounseer ?

Ido!”

Duselin smiled a littic

“ Nay, misunderstand beeged. “ T had a motive

in asking. Captain Armonde will corroborate me when I tell
you, Warten, that an order has recently arrived from Calcutta

—a regimental order, I believe—in which it is declared by the

Commander-in-Chief that the duello betwixt officers of the

Company’s Army is gravely discountenanced, ‘The reason is,

T apprehend, that too many good officers have been lost of late

through such meetings. Howbeit, the order asserts that in

future the Civil Law will be invoked with the utmost rigour

against offending officers. In other words, he who kills his

opponent in fair fight will be regarded as a murderer and hanged

as such. “Tis pretty plain too, that if neither party should

sustain hurt, or merely injury, cashiering will be the lot of

both. So, to seek gentlemanly satisfaction has been made a

him affront a lady as

2 Ay, if the privilege of

o such a hound, his blood

“Can you ask such a

f Warren don’t fight :

adic’,
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criminal offence for officers by your omniscient Government,
Will you fight despite this order ? ”

I gazed blankly for a moment at my enemy. The sight of
him set my anger aflame once more,

“ Damn the Commander-in-Chief and his autooratic edicts !”
I cried mutinously, ‘‘ Arrange time and place at once. Ay,

why not let it be here and. now ?”

Duselin shook his head. ‘There was in the Frenchman’s
eyes an inexplicable suggestion of triumph and relief, It was a
look such as might have marked the countenance of Antony
when the mob acclaimed the body of dead Czsar,
“Whom do you nominate ? ” he asked, turning to Armonde,
“JJ ” stammere! autain. ‘ Why should we

fight? I ”

“ Do I understand }

quired the Frenchman,

most contempt,

“ Damn you, Duselin

of his panic. “I'll have

for me. Pistols, d’ye hea

He was famed for his

“The choice of we

Harryman, do you cal! ¢

not now returned,” order. at, more formally than

ever. “ Till you hear fromi you rids, gentlemen, I bid you

comport as befits. 1 request that one of you now leave this

building.”

Armonde glared around him for a moment, then snatched

up his laced hat and sword, and strode from the room, a flaming

hulk of orange ; the foppish wine-stained ribbons streaming

out behind him.

Duselin bowed pleasantly to me, and followed him,

“Phew !” whistled Harryman, long and loud, mopping

his brow.

He stepped over the chaos of broken food and china on the

floor and seized me by the hand,

“ Pray God you shoot straight, boy,” he said

ling to do so?” en-

the politest, but utter-

~d the other, stung out

yeung Brunel will stand

reapons,

Sawhile, sir. Surgeon

€? to-morrow, as he has
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XI

“ Away delights | Go seek some other dwelling,

For al must die.”

Joun FLercuer.

WE met two days later at a spot where a village had once stood,

some two miles from the temporary cantonment. Our little

party stole away, grim and silent, before the dawn. Three of

us were attired for the morning parade ; how many would

attend it wasa matter for speculation. “The pent-up resentment

of the past week had contribytedste the thorough awakening of

that fury which is dormake’ yerian, and I was ruled now

solely by a disciplined vbliterated all fear for

self or care for conseqy

The news of the qua

kept from the innocent ¢:

Armonde, in whom thé

errant shred of chivairy,

evident relief and surpri

second to the Captain, }

of the difference that des

had been deliberately kept

that we feared he would b

he knew all.

Exigencies compelled that Harryman should perform the

office of surgeon in addition to his other duty ; Duselin had

instituted himself Master of the Ceremonics and would give the
word to fire.

As the sun tipped the treetops and shed its pale gold upon

the clearing, we reached our rendezvous. Armonde and I

stood waiting, conducting with exaggerated politeness when

converse was necessary. I was cool and steady enough, my

hand firm and my eye clear; no fear that I should miss my
mark assailed me.

Julius Armonde seemed none too easy of mind; his Angers

curse, been sedulously

xed to have found some

of from the girl, to her

» even though he stood

suspicion of the cause

y an arbitration, He

sy such a wreck was he,

see the matter through an
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twitched at his sword hilt, and his forehead gleamed with an

unwonted sweat when Duselin requested us to swip to the shirt

and prepare.

Behind the rotting lattice of a ruined hut, Harryman moved
silently about, setting out a case of sinister instruments and

bandages,

“The only logical thing in the whole proceeding,” I heard
Duselin murmur to himself with a cynical smile, for all that

he had insisted to the letter on the observance of our code of
reparation,

Young Brunel stepped out a range of twenty-five unsteady
paces, placed a handkerchief at each firing point and retired to

seek solace from a flask. . ix the whole morning he

spoke no word.

“ Gentlemen,” the

steadily, “‘ we await yo

take up your positions f %

We duly stepped on th

selves by speech as to the

“ Understand, I bez, t!

your weapons to the pré

word ‘three,’ Captain

weapons, the choice of tv

pistols are my own, rifled, andthe

I selected one of the long, dehtately balanced weapons, wiped
the flint and cocked it.

The morning air was redolent of that mystery of perfume only

to be met with in Bengal ; the sun had dried the silver dew-
spangles from the long grass ;_ the song of countless birds arose

to greet the new day.

Clear against the background of purple-green stood the man

I meant to kill, meticulously examining the weapon handed to

him. Twenty-five paces. At that distance the ball would

rise ; therefore I would aim at the wristband,

“Prepare |”

For some reason the chaos of bird voices murmured into

silence.

length, clearly and

Does it please you to

eis, not committing our-

‘one’ you may raise

sy must fire until the

z selected pistols as the

ptain Warren, These
Bd
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ac One ood

The silver clasp of Armonde’s wristband ringed my sight.

“"Two-—three |”

Came a heavy double explosion, and a curtain of thin, blue

smoke. Something jerked under my raised arm, and from the

rush of air against my skin J knew that the seam had been ripped

from my shirt.

The vapour drifted sluggishly on the placid air, then rose,

to show ine my opponent lying still in the grass, a carmine

blotch upon his cravat.

The thing was done.

Till now, my hatred

physical things and d

came revulsion, borne &

the counting of the co

myself. For me the wa

hope, no happiness. My

from my startled compan

visioned form of her for

mystically at my unutter

She, the quivering fol

© a stern application to

introspection, Now

ulped so greedily, and

Armonde I had killed

ng more, no future, no

run. Dully, I looked

sky and trees, “The en-

3ad done this thing rose

et sky, all were things

of a world in which J tro eps. A transient ecstasy

of fear seized me. God 2 thought of these things

before. What weight bore the body of a drunken boor in the

scale against the scented air o’ mornings, the free swing of a

horse? What were a few brutal words, a vulgar innuendo,

against the treasures of life ] had surrendered ? Could Duselin

have been right when he sarcastically condemned it all as illo-

gical? Was a woman’s name really equal in the balance to a

man’s life, or two? Was our perspective wrong indeed ; our

inflexible rule a mere fetish demanding useless sacrifices as

Juggernaut’s car at Poori ?

I smiled bitterly and put the vain problems from me. The last

word of a Moslem I had stretched dying at my feet in Oudh

came back to me—“ Kismet |” So must it be with me now.
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After parade, Harryman entered the hut and bounced down

on his charpoy so that the strings shot him weil nigh to the

roof again.

“ Methinks,” quoth he, peering through the rattaned window-

pane at the perfectly cloudless sky, “ that we shall have rain.”

By way of answer I unbuckled my sword and slammed it,

clanging, on the table.

‘Since you are the senior officer present in camp, Surgeon

Major Harryman—-even though a non-combatant "I

commenced,

“If not to-day, perhaps to-morrow, or the next day,” in-

terrupted the doctor, loudly.

“eis my duty to hand over the command of the detach-

ment to you,” I went ou. nd to consider myself

under arrest until the ; Sefore the Colonel and

his wishes communicat:

“ On the other hand,’

voice, “it is not at all uni

“Jo,” I appealed, * f

“ Ah,” was the answer

care to talk to Jo Harry

—hbut not otherwise.”

“ Why delay matters 4

What do you propose £ si

“ Bolt |” answered ray:

1 bit my lip.

“There is a limit to all nonsense,” I told Harryman wearily.

“IT have been through rather much of late, and would rather

you were serious, Jo.”

“I am serious,” declared Jo with sincerity. ‘* The sug-

gestion is Duselin’s, and that fact considered, it is a good one.

There is no just or logical reason why you should surrender your

life in the performance of an honourable duty. You must go,

Jack, and to-night.”

“The suggestion is ludicrous,” I said coldly.

“ An inspiration,” Harryman contended, “* Lad, you heard

me when I declared that if you did not fight the beast, I’d

rryman, in a stentorian

ay not have rain at all.”

ake stop this foolery.”

f mighty relief, “if you

‘ll listen to you all day

“It can do no good.

cally.
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challenge him myself. I swear to you that, had I fought and

—-and killed, and if my circumstances were the same as yours,

I'd bolt for Oudh to-night with all speed and a light heart.”

Not for a moment did 1 believe the surgeon, but more out of

weariness than for any other reason, I humoured him.

“What is there to do in Qudh, supposing one got so far in

safety ?”

“A hundred things. The Nabob welcomes such men as

you, strong and capable as you are, to train his troops, to enlighten

his underiings, to direct his pleasures, his business transactions,

to think and act for him in cverything—and aid in the emptying

of his treasury. Oudh is the hunting-ground of the promis-

cuous adventurer, and you ¢ play the beau sabreur with the

best of ’em, until—unti ov a time.’

“ And my honour

“ It is preposterous

‘The order is madly unfe

Commander-in-Chief i «

proposes, but in this case |

dispose as well. You rat

“ But my honour?” E

“T say the order is

that to submit to it would i

“Ingenuous fellow. argument is hopelessly

vain, and you know it. :onoured the moment he
disobeys any order, no matter how arbitrary-—how impossible,”’

“ Oh, damn it, Jack, your mulish obstinacy will be the death

of you yet !” cried the surgeon unhappily.

“That would seem very probable,” I agreed.

“ A plague on my tongue |” Harryman fumed, ‘“ I meant

not that. But see, Jack, there is something you do not know

as yet. Not only was Armonde what we know him to have

been, but he was a filthy traitor as well—as two-faced as

Janus.”

“ Ah,” I said, languidly interested. “* The domino?”

* Yes—-the domino ! Listen ! I went straight to Armonde’s

quarters when we got back this morning, for, as senior brother

uffer death so unjustly,

be a lasting shame to the

he Military Department

ally not be permitted to
3

al, so—so impossible
3

om
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officer, it devolves on me to straighten out his affairs here since

he appointed none t6 do so. In his room I found our exquisite,

the Chevalier Isidore, arms deep in a box, a dozen papers already

selected and laid aside. I ordered him out of it, and though he

protested that he was the Captain’s nearest and dearest friend

as it were, I gained my way. ‘Those papers, boy, were in

French, every one of ’em, and relate as far as I can make out

to payments received by Armonde—through an intermediary,

at whose identity we may guess. “The services which had been

rendered for this payment seem to have been mainly the securing

of appointments in the Army of Oudh for numerous French

officers and chevaliers de fortune. Armonde had great influence

at the Nabobi court—you_k ¢ saved old Shuja’s life

—and it would be an x im to get these fellows

placed as friends of h e the words ‘ Brulex
cect’ at the bottom of i pparently preferred not

to burn them. Anyhow understand the incident

of the domino,”

“Why should the fren

“ Quien sabe, as the doy

sinking for someone,

selves, I'll burn my per

“ As an argument, yt

said, “I killed Armond e of all this.”
“ Unwitting or no,” € “the surgeon, “ you have

done the Company a service rather than offended, Jack, and

IT shall send to Calcutta for relief that I may go inform the

authorities, ay, even if I have to face the Commander-

in-Chief himself. Those papers will ensure the edict of

the cheerful old duck being rendered stingless, this once at

any rate.”

“You would say that I discovered the Captain to be a traitor

and killed him for it?’ demanded I, realizing what was in

Harryman’s mind,

He looked at me uneasily for a moment.

** Rest assured that I shall act with due regard to these queasy

scruples of yours.”

ant men in Oudh?”
?

it’s plain there’s a mine

-ompany and our noble
a

o weight with me,” I
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“ But if the papers ensure my safety, why should I bolt

headlong like a poltroon ? ”

** Because, lad, I’m neither prescient nor infallible, I cannot

know dennitely whether I may succeed until I make the at-

tempt, nor that my poor advocacy would be strong enough to

prevail.””

“Tm obliged, Jo, and I thank you, but I cannot in honour
0,”

“Enough ! Confound and damn your pig’s head !”’ yelled

my friend, yielding to one of his lightning rages. “I tell you

I will no: see you shot for killing such a Cerberus,”

The vehemence left his v the colour his ruddy cheeks 5

his hands dropped heipi , ere he raised them,

appealingly to me.

“ Jack,” he said, w

if my circumstances were

river to the Continent 5

You know what I mea

not go for me—will you

“The other ?”

“Miss Brunel. Di

“ He who would n

hotly. “ Might it not :

“Truly, or Duselis. xt white with anger and

half drew his toasting fork. But—you love her, don’t you ?”
T staggered back and sat down heavily on my charpey ; then

nodded i confusion and murmured something to the effect

that he had apprised a well-hid secret.

The surgeon chuckled.

“Well hid?” he scoffed. “’Ods truth! The man’s

actually blushing ! ”

Crestfallen, I avoided his eyes, now twinkling with all their

old humour.

“ Well, boy,” insinuated the tempter, “‘ what of her ?

“ One man has died for Miss Brunel,” pursued Harryman,
gravely. “‘ Have you not thought that, tender-hearted as she

is, the news will cause her pain beyond description ? ”

I said just now that

yours I'd bolt across the

tien, And I meant it.

umstances. If you will
? ”

no man,’’ I answered
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I had not, and the thought stung me in a new place.

“Yes, the necessity for the duel despite, she will be dis-

tressed deeply, and God knows she has trouble enough now.

So that if another were to die as a consequence of this business

—~if another life were to be sacrificed for her, Imagine what

would be her suffering !”

Heavens, how thoughtless I had been, how callously jealous

of mine own dignity and point of view.

“Tf you love her, Jack,” continued the remorseless Harry-

man, “can you calmly and knowingly impose this further

burden on her ?- Can——”

“Stop!” IT shouted. “ ’ll go, Harryman !”

“ Then God bless you and.give.you good hap,” he exclaimed,

and jumping from the cha’

wrung them.

Briskly he made to

“ Hasten, then. ‘TF i¢ to lose, Pack your

things !| I will go searc again, I want definite

proof wherewith to pick zat shall score the back of

our sable macaroni | ””

Chuckling and sniffiry

away.

y, the surgeon hurried

“ Falsehood is so easy, truth so difficult.”

Georce Extor

As the sun grew warmer, climbing to his zenith, I discarded

scarlet coat and gorget and habited myself in a suit of broad-

cloth and leather used when hunting, setting aside spare panta-

loons of white buckskin and a strong cloak of English homespun.

My campaign impedimenta was light—I bore near all of it on

my person—so that I should travel light, with one led animal.
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‘This beast I commanded my servant, Melaram, to load with

fodder and moorish foodstuffs, atta, gram, rice and dhal. Green-

foods I raight cull on the way ; for meat I could rely on my

gun.

Of arms, J packed my double gun, my rifle, and two pair of

pistols beth by Rigby of Ireland, with long and short barrels.

My sword and gully I carried on me. These things with a

parcel of drugs suitable for fevers, some fine rappee in a perpets

bag, and my small store of rupees, completed my baggage.

Came the sunset, a Bengal sunset of riotous, flaming orange,

dull drab and pale green, and once more the mists rose slowly.

The t'me was come,

I turned and stole to the

my two horses, ready lo

he would bear me com:

stood Harryman, and by

the mysterious.

The surgeon seized my

to speak for feeling,

“A letter is half a me

“Write me news if ya

together again in Sur

Harbour way before ya

revoir.”

I mounted in silence ans

path.

“* Bon voyage et bon chance!” came the clear hard tones of

Duselin,

I made no response, but loosened my rein.

The noise of ribald song came roaring up from the men’s

bivouac, as I trotted swiftly by it, and the stink of hookahs

poisoned the evening air, I entered the forest road that led

to Calcutta ; for I desired to approach the Settlement nearly in

order to strike the Great Road inland.

Glancing aside in the half-light I saw the opening of the

path that led to the river-—the one I had taken on that night

that now seemed so long ago.

le.bamboo hut, and there found

laram a-weeping because

t. On the mud step

and graceful, Duselin

that rendered me unable

ic Arabs, boy,” he said,

ere, we'll be strolling

exploring Dimond

revoir, therefore, au

ton

lié horses into the trodden
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Fancy painted a slim figure in pale blue within the murky

recess, a wraithlike figure, elusive and haunting. I forced my

eyes away and rode on,

“Stay |”? called the soft, silver voice I knew so well.

I reined in hard and sat stark, staring straight ahead of me.

God ! this was calamity indeed.

‘The slim, pale-blue figure had run to my side, and had placed

a small though material hand on my rein. With a supreme

effort, I looked down into those wonderful eyes and smiled

steadily,

“ Good evening, Miss Brunel,” quoth I,

But the girl seemed too agitated to note the greeting.

“Where are you going, Captain Warren?”

I essayed to appear sur -

“ Away,” I answers

“You will not tell r

“T cannot conceive

I said, still with toler

commanded that I leav

mostly, It is, as I tald

I took a morbid deligh:

“Captain Warren,”

come from my brother

told me everything that-

"Then I fear that he sé

do so.”

I could no longer look into the grey eyes, and stared stonily

ahead.

“Tell me,’ commanded Rosalie in a low and rather tremu-

lous tone, “ why did you—what caused this terrible thing ? ”

“We quarrelled,” I vouchsafed, and added, ‘“‘ Lady, I must
go.”

But my inquisitor laid such a grip upon the bridle that I

should have dragged her from her feet had I moved my horse

forward,

“No,” she declared firmly, “ not till you have answered

me.”

informatively.
? 3D

wish to know, lady,”

** Circumstances have

circumstances of health

aver salubrious district,”

zarnestly, “I have just

li, I fear. He—he has

@ this morning.”

‘ry an inopportune time to
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The insistent note gave place to a ring of entreaty in the

clear voice.

“Captain Warren, I am no longer a child. You may not

treat mes». Qh, do tell me. Was it because of something

that was said—¢hat he said—about me ? ”

I harried my slow wits for a prevarication.

“Was that the reason ? ”

I gave reluctant acquiescence with a nod, and when she saw

it, Rosalie Brunel bowed her head as beneath the pressure of a

load. Presently she slowly raised her head again.

“ A life—a man’s life has been yielded for me,” she whispered,

as though unable to realize the full import of the words.

Heavens |! Harryman ¢ fer into a woman’s feel-

ings than I. An this pain, I could wish

Armonde a dozen times

“ A man who so con

I said hurriedly, “* Plea

this thing hurt you.” :

“ But in was for me you

I feared to make the adr

“Tt was for honour’

virtuous as [ said it.“

women.”

A charge took place ix nour of the girl. She

drew herself up ; her head ‘wis back in that proud poise

which I remembered so well from the night of the Settlement

Ball.

“Then it was only on principle you acted—and not for me

alone ?”

I looked down at the dim figure again—puzzled. Miss

Brunel seemed almost offended.

“The principle was made for you,” I quibbled lamely.

There was a pause.

“You might have been injured, and not he,” said the lady

at last.

“Nay. Providence fights in just causes.”

“And now you are going, May I not know where?”

is not worthy to live,”

wt let the memory of

”

said, and felt mighty

fe, and that of all good
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“Well--to Oudh, to Faizabad, an it may interest you.”
ce Why ? yw

“YT have already indicated that this place is like to

derange my constitution, and Calcutta might be even

unhealthier.”

“ But you have faced death boldly to-day. Are you afraid

to face it again? Is that why you go?”

“The question was just such a one that ] should have expected

the girl’s mettlesome spirit to prompt. But its abruptness and

implied contempt disconcerted me. Hitherto I had spoken
stiltedly—-like a virtuous prig. I had had to—or remain

tongue-tied—or bolt ignominiously. I had played a high and

mighty réle ; now J ninst pl ay One.

“ More can be done { man than in Calcutta

by a dead one,” I qu airiness, “1 have
no fancy for a firing ¢ ved neck at my age,

Madame.” :
Rosalie cried out alroo { had hurt her,

“That isn’t true. Wh 'k in such a manner ? ”

“ Lady,” I stammered z, ° i_J[——_”

“You know it isn’t repeated. “Oh, why

are you going ?”

“As IT have said, a

principal rdle ” =.

“Captain Warren,” interraptéd’ Rosalie with an angry
gesture, “‘ you are acting a lie and you know it. You are not—

not running away because you fear the result of that which has

happened.”

The grip I had held upon myself was fast weakening:

For the first time I spoke my own feelings, naturally and

curtly,

“No,” I said in a low voice, “ I am not afraid to die.”
“So that you go for my sake—that I should not have to

suffer more than I endure now through the death of one

gentleman—caused by me?”

Another silence ensued; Rosalie broke it.

‘Captain Warren—you have told me that you fought

t, with myself in the
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for honour’s sake. But since you have told me that—

that my name was the direct cause, may I thank you for

defending it?”

“No,” I declared. “Its defence was your right—not my

favour.” .
“Yet Ido!” cried Rosalie, and there was a new and vibrant

note sounding through the words. ‘“‘I thank you, gallant

gentleman, as deeply and sincerely as I may.”

“Lady,” spake I once more, “ I must go.”

“Then will you take with you this token of my esteem, and

keep it in memory of me? It is my miniature.”

My lady took something from her neck and put it into my

hand. he contact set abling from head to foot, so

that, as I stowed the j secklet for security, I

almost Jet i: fall.

* Well~—— ?”” sak

thing.

“ Good-night, and gc

I jerked the rein.

The girl’s light hand w.

did not move.

“You have defend

denly, “and you sacri

all? Have you nothing

tormentor. ‘

Upon my soul, what did she mean? What should I, the

dishonoured fugitive, have to say to her, from whom, moreover,

I had to preserve such a weighty secret ?

““No, ] think not,” I responded, kceping my voice on the

level by rain force o’ will, “ except-—except that I'm sorry

I could not help you—~about your brother... .”

“Oh, my brother... . Is that all?”

“Yes, save—God give you good hap where’er you may be,

Miss Brunel.”

“Oh ! Oh!” burst out the girl, “ You are insufferable |”

And like a wraith, she vanished as she had appeared, leaving

me thunderstruck. God! Insufferable ! How? What did

3 though asking some-

frunel.”’

the bridle, and the animal

wirance,” she cried sud-

sw, to ease me. Is that
ne at all?” persisted my
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she mean? What had I said? Ah, well, truly ¢ should never

understand a woman.

I wheeled the horses and spurred them on through the pitchy

dark, and with a heavy heart I rode on.

XIII

“* My feet are sore with travelling.

For calling on my fady’ $s name

My lips have Mh forged te sing.”

= Oscar WILpe.

when the air was heavy

ves, and the wild cotton

ossoms, [ found myself

to seek service of a pagan

arce knew what I did,

re lay the presentment of

So, in the fair spring

with the scent of flowe

trees lit the green with th

a fugitive, fleeing from my

lord, with a mind so loa

and a sad itching neath

the cause of it all. =:

Harryman had urgec

might reach the outskirts radise of Nations ” next

day, and get a change of h e night was so dark that

after a stumble in which the horse sustained a grazed shoulder

and I a skinned nose, I thought best to rest where I was till

dawn. ‘Therefore, but a few miles from the camp I lit a great

fire and hobbled the horses, listening for the reassuring cry of

the jackal (for where he runs the wolf seldom prowls) and

sleeping fitfully.

At day break I rose, shivering, to cook me chupattis and fry

rice into murri. Scant and unsatisfying fare, but there was no

time for gunning. Then to saddle up and away.

Day long I rode boldly, knowing that I should meet but few,

and they not curious—a dishevelled, painted sadhoe, or a pottle-

bellied (unbardar returning in a litter from the city to his

night long so that I
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village. I was assured, too, that Harryman would keep his

messenger back until I should be clear of immediate danger.

However, as I neared the Settlement, I became more cau-

tious, and when at last the rugged outline of pagoda and hut

jagged into the @vening sky, and the wind wafted carrion odours

into my nostrils, I determined on disguise. From the first

merchant I came across by the northern gate, I purchased a

mirzai of flowers and quilted stuff, a turban, breeches of satin,

red high hoots, a good Oudh sabre to replace my sword, and a

shield to sling from my shoulders,

A secret place, hard by the great trench dug years before,

when the Mahrattees ravened_ across th e land from Berar, gave

me shelter while I cha ed my English clothes,

My beard, I knew, black and glossy, so

that 1 should be able be -In the Rajpoot way 3

my skin, naturally some as already burnt to the

hue of coffee by the jun 2, Jack Warren entered

the Mahrattee ditch’ and there, while his spirit

passed into the carcase of 4 st gentoo with a vile taste

in clothing.

In my new guise { 4

up towards Dean’s To

Continent.

From the river, as I “bastions and curtains of

the Fort, came the sound of an orchestra playing aboard a

pinnace ; a dhow warped clumsily up towards the wharves.

So I made on by Tully’s nullah and the Governor’s fine house

in Alipore to Dimond harbour, and here prevailed on a boatman

to take me and my animals to the opposite shore.

The sight of the red coats, of which I had caught a glimpse

on my way near Dean’s ‘Town, had filled me with a new alarm.

I had heard of some negotiation in which the Council was en-

gaged with the Nawab--some matter arising from the recent

cession of Kora and Prayag to the dominion of Oudh, and the

yielding of certain districts to us, I trembled lest this might fill

the state with our officers engaged in the ceremonial frippery

that is pare and parcel of Eastern diplomacy ; in which event

he Settlement borders

to get a ferry to the
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I stood little chance of showing my face ag the Viceroy’s

court without discovery. J had thought, too, to traverse the

routes we had taken on the old campaigns, every inch of which

was known to me—through the territory of the Rajah of Bur-

dwan, meeting Mother Ganges at Patna, brafiching from the
great road at Cheyt Singh’s holy city of Kasee, and so on to

Faizabad.

But, a few os from Calcutta I found a train of elephants,

camels and oxen cramming the way, laden with British kit,

and with the same fear of discovery heavy at my breast, I had

to draw out from the road and stumble through paths to the

north of it. I pitched camp. night with the avenue that

lined the trunk road i ‘with cavalry roundness

at the luck that withh fortable night in some

village serait,

There is little forest § zt it has thick woods of

pices of sal, so that my

puise served me well, and

have presented a queer

figure, the blacks therns me with no more than

a passing glance. :

My spirits rose. In the pure air of the

mornings, I sang, a3 ! ft had learned from the

dark-skinned imps of the odureryo""-My gun now brought mea

good store of fowl, and in this scrubby ground, broken by dry

nullahs, buck and hilghai abounded,
So travelled I, keeping on the pathless ground, for all that

mine eyes were dazzled by the glistening dakar and I feared
for the horses’ feet ; but the road was ever on my southern

horizon, Occasionally I would join it again for a few hours’

smooth travel, keeping an open eye for thugs, those organized

devils of the road, who carry silken cords wherewith to strangle

plethoric merchants and zamindars, so that they may vanish
with their mohurs into the wild.

Patna found me with but one horse, my pack beast having

died, forcing me to abandon much food and my English clothes,

But here 1 fell in with a caravan from the north of Bengala
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Subah on its way to Faizabad with ebony and worked sandal-

wooa for the Nawab’s palace, rare spices, perfumed oils, lac,

and that poisonous plant from the northern hills which is both

chewed and eaten to produce a pleasant madness. The leader,

a cheery Moslem, hight Sher Jan, offered to put my surplus

baggage on his camels, an offer which I jumped at, and with the

train I dawdled by the side of Holy Gunga to Kasee, which is
also called Benarus.

I was both reassured and flattered that my race was un-

questioned, though save for my accent, there was little reason

that it should be. My beard now bristled like that of a Rajpoot

prince, black as night and glossed with coconut oil and care.

The language of Oudi: Ik gal’s, and that as my own,

‘They were merry ants of the train, and

during the grazing hou,

At Benarus we sts

selected wures to the iy

paid their devoirs to th

monkeys.

Here, at evening, wher

went up in black cloud

down to the river and

rose and clothed the wort

rafts, sacred to Kwaja of water and of ships,
floated down the placid surf cam,

Ofttimes then, I saw the white, dead face of Armonde,

staring up at me malevolently, yet it disturbed me not, for the

dim shallows at the water’s edge shewed me another vision too

—of grey cyes, tinted cheeks, rich, burnished hair and drooping

lips. ‘Then the death mask of my enemy would fade mystically

away, while the great river spoke softly in her tender, sonorous

voice, charming from my soul the acid stains which rage and

hate had left, whispering messages of hope, and of a future lit by
love, till tae sweet mouth mirrored in the water smiled and

vanished too,

Sighing, I would turn away, for though it was as the goddess
of gentle speech that I knew the Indian Mother, I knew that her

while the sefs bore

: Hindoos among them

abound here as do the

of the burning ghauts

id sky, I would wander

my fate, till the moon

, and the tiny, lamplit

3
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speech was too gentle, that she promised what she could not
ul fil.

On again, following the road that leads through Jaunpore

to Faizabad and mystic Ajodya. But now we travelled in the

heat of the day, because the drivers and servants of the train

refused to move from the camp at night. They held, these

people, that when the jackal whines and the hyena shrieks out

his ghastly mirth in the cold moonlight, then the headless ghost

of Said Salar the Afghan rides abroad with his phantom riders,
and ravages amongst the souls of men, since, these many cen~

turies past, he has been denied the destruction of their bodies,

Very shortly, the wheel of Fortune took another turn and

set my course again aske

Sher Jan, one noon-

yarns, packing the love.

almond,” when he look

to the train to draw in to &

“Unbelievers !”” he said

True enough, behirid

cavalcade.

ighed one of his robust

ike twin kernels in an

ider and then signalled

oad,

White swine | Chut !”

taking us, was a pretty

d and steel, and finally

© Skulking, I confess,

ue cavaliers pass, a dozen

officers in differing unifo d, grouped around the

quaint spade-shaped embient 6fthe* Company which flew aloft

among them, With the pack rode nigh on fifty troopers of my

own regiment, orange plumes a-nodding, and to my horror,

I perceived Colonel Ogilvie talking to Mr. Bristow (who rode

like a jumping Jack) and Pettigrew and Peabody, at the head of

the men.

Here was a terrible pickle, by my faith, My own colonel

in Faizabad ! What on God’s earth could I do? I lagged

greatly, thinking and distressed.

Then in a mad moment, driven by the prospect of the gyves

that I feared for my lady’s sake, I turned my Radha into a

branching by-path and spurred her up an avenue of basil,

leaving the caravan padding on its dusty way.

in the shadow of my ho
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T had a vagué idea of camping inland that night, and worrying

my turgid brain for a solution of my new difficulty.

‘The avenue gave suddenly on to a fringe of paddy fields,

and I charged heavily across them, through the compound of a

tiny shrine, and so left the track for broken ground. Here,

with no road to follow, I let my horse wander at her pleasure,

as I listlessly chewed a bitter cud upon my plight. So dark

found me, despairing and lost, by the side of a deep chasm-like

nullah, mechanically striking fire into a bundle of brush and

setting a fzed to still my companion’s whinny.

The gorgeous, airy castles I had built at Gunga-side lay

‘about me in savourless ash 3 the Mother’s fancied promises

vanished into the limbo tba 7gail such vanities,

A covey of snipe, ¢

From my vest, a-s¥

that bore Rosalie’s pice

_Maliciously, and I thras

almost savagely ; driving

with a curse,

‘Ten minutes of cogit

breeze chilled, and so m

as to whether or no R

covery of my body, stark 2

with a ball. Sorte ae

Such a moment of impuise did f endure then, that I hastily
blew the priming of my pistols to the four winds lest I should
fall to temptation.

Thus I sat against my pack, and, since we had ridden far

that day, I presently swayed backwards and dropped into sleep,

without covering and with a dying fire

er smile mocked me

ing out of sight again

mp that rose to my throat

me inspiration. The

at I seriously pondered

2 to hear of the dis-

» if I settled the matter
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“Call upon Rama, brothers...”

‘Tue Licut oF Asta,

Just as the sky was greying at the dawn, I opened my eyes with

a start, a sweat upon my forehead. Nerves a-tingle, skin

creeping with nature’s danger warning, I started to my feet,

for beyond all doubt, I listened to the actual din of combat.

They were all there-—the sounds I knew so well, the detona-

tions of brass guns, the cracking of matchlocks, the sputtering

burst of biunderbores, the 4 , concussions of jingals—

thundering together abdye ing of hoofs and the

cries of contesting me

I ran to where my s

saw to it that my four pist

mounted and cantered w

My mount tethered

thorny growth till I fou

down.

In the dip beneath

hundreds strong, engaged

mill as ever I saw.

I could distinguish no opipceingsidesy “ewas just one gorgeous

mélée, everyone cutting and slashing with heavy blades and

letting go their guns with apparently little heed as to whom
they injured. *T‘was ever so with these folk, and we of the

Company’s forces must be thankful for it.

But the one side had stationed a small gun ona hillock, and
beneath i: a row of slim jingals, with which they were peppering
their opponents hotly ; the other seemed to possess none of

this rude artillery.

ied at her rope head,

, slung them in my sash,

the sound of conflict.

rept through a mass of

which I could look

hody of men, some

for its size, as lively a

gl
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Presently, above the tumult, the cries, groans and mad

laughter, | made out shouts for one Sher Singh, and yet more

for another, Deo Narayan ; and I took it that these were the

gentlemen whose fortunes were in the cockpit.

Pardieu, they were a motley throng—Hirfdoos all, some in

armour, more, naked to the buff save for the dheti ; one or two

well mounted and bearing lances. Among these mounted

men were those I assumed to be the leaders,

One was a man so fat that I wondered how he had been

hoisted into the saddle, and he, 1 gathered, was Deo Narayan.

His antagonist was a man worthy of the name, straight and

strong ; muscles swelling and rolling beneath the bronze skin ;

beard fiercely brushed fro a Rajpoot or I knew not

the breed.

Methought that if

there had been little d

stood, the fat man seem:

too, who possessed the }
unreliable and throw sho

weapons are of import :

in the ancient measure ¥

are easily carried and

This was exemplific

upon honest fisticuffs

ecision, but as matters

rger force. It was he,

though singly they are

in. throws a stone, these

3. Varying from what

falcons, the little guns

laces.

watched, | saw men

hurrying the pieces forwar derous range against the

followers of the Rajpoot. “FR Skew Good captain, saw in their

temporary impotence, as they ceased fire, an opportunity worth

taking. With a mighty shout he spurred his horse forward,

stabbing its sides till the blood ran from the keen straight

spikes. His men followed prettily, and ere the jingal men had

rammed home, were among them, striking lustily with kirich,

kuttar and tulwar.

His charge carried the Rajpoot nearly through his enemy’s

lines, and this in decent warfare would have put the finishing

touch to the affair. But the combatants were without cohesion

and discipline, and broke line to turn on one another like

snarling dogs ; so that the whole were lost again in a pitiful

chaos, friend striking friend in the blind fury of it,
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There is something which stirs in me at the sight of a fight,

some subtle thing that veils my mind with red and drives me

forward recklessly into the thick.

So it was with me now, and, forgetful of caution, I leapt

up and yelled engouragement to the Singh, to whom, being the

better man, and having the smaller force, my sympathies went

out.

The Ra'poot was in the van, unhorsed, but laying about him

with a splendid will, making right pretty play with his curved

blade, pinking and parrying as though it had been a gentlemanly

bodkin.

My fingers itched for the

from head to foot with £

Narayan kept well &

a-quiver like a jelly, fé

calling them Hanumans

with commendable impai

valour ; the new sun shay

in heavy drops and strea

cascade. [ longed ta dra

would have done had th

But the squirts soon ¢

discrimination, poured s

to their fron. The di ged the complexion of

things, /ven a woman ¢an ‘hit'a barn door with a stone

provided the range be short enough, and the present case was

on a parallel, ‘To miss was impossible.

The men of Deo Narayan scuttled to the flanks or fell on

their bellies and crawled under the whirring curtain of missiles,

The Rajpoot’s men blenched, as much at the noise as anything,

and fell hack reluctantly but steadily. ‘The artillerists were

flattered and shrieked excitedly, sending their slugs fying

carelessly heavenward, to the discomfiture of many a crow.

And this permitted their footmen to charge and drive the

enemy in a routed wave till they reached their proper rise of

the valley and began to pour up the acclivity towards me.

Sher Singh justified his name then. Alone he guarded the

ier at the sight, and T trembled

io be askilling, Friend

od. With pottle-gut

itly to his followers,

is in the same breath,

was all discretion and no

‘ of a white liver exuding

his skin in a veritable

d with a long shot, and

ie.

, and, without irksome

into the mass of men
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rear, till his tulwar snapped like a carrot at a mighty stroke and

he stood helpless.

Then, as he bound a kuttar within his fist with a bandannoe,

a wretch who should have been pressed to death for it, crept

behind him and blew a hole in his back with 2 blunderbuss that

would have accommodated a spiced ale jack with ease.

Such was my indignation that, chucking off coat and turban,

I fished out the pistols and went halloing down the slope to get

at the cowardly beast. "T'was what Harryman was wont to

call an ‘“* In manus tuas Domine, rush.”

Right through the retreating fellows I went, yelling at

them to turn and follow me, oblivious of the amazement which

my white body must have.¢ nd.most else.

Two of Narayan’s ; and I plugged them

merrily, right and left, ' € pistols for the shorter

pair. My right laid a 7, but the other bullet

merely left a crimson re wn pap, and I was left

with the sabre, too heavy y, but limber enough for

the work on hand.

Speedily I was beset.

“ Bravo!” I yelled a

at me with a scythe-li}

“ Nay, nay,” I informe

good practice, that of you

at you! Ah!”

I wiped the blade on his clothes and waited for the next

comer,

But he was unwilling for a lesson in fence, and fell clean

head over heels in his anxiety to leave my path free.

“Krishn! Ram! Ram! ‘To our aid!” came the confused

cries, and the erstwhile beaten men swept by me again, hewing

to such good purpose that the retainers of the corpulent knight

bolted in dismay, oversetting the jingals; fully convinced

that they were striving against a god—-such being their ignorance

and the effect of my white skin.

Now, being left behind and alone, the fever suddenly left

me, and I was seized with a fear for my own skin that came of

ho first arrived, rushing

écond later. “Tis not

guard thus—then have
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cold thought. Asa god I was safe enough, but I was ill-fitted

to sustain so exalted a réle, and, for all that the gratitude of

my protégés might be great, I was a feringi and stood the risks

of one, J was inclined to the opinion that some bright rip

among the Rajpoot’s men must have been blessed with a

master inspiration in hailing me as Ram, and had used it oppor-

tunely, Which later proved to be right.

Cursing the mad impulse that had led me into this mischief,

I dragged on my clothes again, and waited with all the dignity
I could muster, as the dead man’s retainers returned from the

slaughter. “They came shouting and carrying rags of silk and

looted weapons, headed by a strange little fellaw with painted

breast and forehead, a : ron beads, a shock of white

hair, and the face of the
He was a jogi, or su

Straight for me came 4

reverence, sat down and

which are considered

Hindoo gods, while I sto

For there: was a twinkle ip

about the wrinkled ga

reverential balderdash

little man swung round @

They drew away, silent!

When they were out of calshot ‘the fellow spoke, and his

first words sent a shiver through ime.

* Arré feringi!” he snapped in a voice like the crackling of

dried leaves in the hot weather. “‘ Thou foughtest well and

I am grateful, having much to lose. "Iwas I who turned

thee into Rama for the nonce and to good purpose. What

dost here and in such garb?”

‘““Why should I not wear such a dress?” I prevaricated.

“ Cannot a feringi be a true follower of the shastras ?”

‘““Phut!”? sneered the priest, eyes cunningly a-gleam.

“Tf wert that, wouldst wear thy mirzai buttoned as a Mussul-

man on the left side, and wouldst salute with the left hand,

which is unclean?”

the sort.

and with every sign of

3 make those postures

‘the worship of ‘certain

and not a little alarmed.

ack eyes and a sly smirk

gave the lie to the

‘priest. Suddenly the

and waved them off.
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A profundity of wisdom and experience seemed to lie behind

his penetrating eyes; the customary glare of the fanatic was

notably absent, and in its place shone a twinkle that seemed to

suggest good humour, even mischief.

“Well,” demanded the jogi, “‘ what wouldse thou, and why

art thou here?”

“**T would seem as though to save ye all from a violent end,

old man,” I gave back. “And for that service thou wilt

doubtless let me po in peace, nay, perhaps wilt aid me.”

“Where wouldst go?” he asked. “’Tell me freely, art

a wrong doer, that thou comest here as one of us, far from the

cities of the whites ? ”

Here I thought I saw

advisable to take.

“ Grant me some t

my story.”

The priest considered

“ Han. It is well, fo

Besides, I cannot let thee

in explanation. So ge

shadow will not defi!

thee again after a short:

"The speaker waddicd

4q gain time it might be

et, and IT will tell thee

le are tired and bloody.

without a deal of trouble

where thy presence and

sat. I will come to

ther ado, shouting that

T was to be left to medita and so wonderful was his

command, that the crowd held off and left me alone to chew

surreptitiously a strip of dried beef; the doing of which, had

any seen me, would have settled my fate once and for all 5 the

bull being a thing sacred and its life inviolate.

Ere long the priest came back to me, stepping with a tremu-

lous, fearful gait, cleverly assumed, and on his heels followed

the little force, to form a circle round me and stare till I feared

for their eyes.

“ Thou must lead us to the Sher Khoti,” said the jog to me

quietly. “‘ Remember, the half of these have never seen a

feringi, and they believe thee to be a great lord, if not an incar-

nation of Vishnu even as Ram or Kanh. Later, perhaps, we

will talk, Now come; I will direct thee.”
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He girded up his tattered saffron loin-cloth and ordered

certain of the men to make a bier of their lances and lay the

dead Sher Singh upon it, together with his broken sword and

yellow Rajpoot turban.

Then we sct 9ff e# cortége, the jogi and myself in the van,

an eager fellow leading my horse, muttering with combined

gratification and affright,

For nigh on an hour we stumbled over nullah and scrub, till

at length we hit on a path that I knew for the one that had led

me into this adventure. For a further hour we followed it,

through a fair place where many deegas lay under cultivation,
and finally brought up dead a a uuck hedge of bamboo and

thorn,

The priest turned

few supple stems and

they disclased an oper

of two men walking abr

brown of a hard-trod path:

and [ bent and followed

twisted ir. almost as ms

and out tortuously, lit b

filtered through the int

After a time the pat

® prying, withdrew a

fids of bamboo so that

hich perhaps admitted

2 skilfully led. The

v darkness. He entered

dozen yards the path

ad thereafter wound in

amer of sunlight which

erhead.

rupt end, and we were

beyond the wall, but on ¢ i deep and broad ditch

filled with water so murky that it was almost ooze ; scummed

over with the hideous slime of stagnation and recking not a
little. Giver this moat a drawbridze of bamboo and rushes

slowly dropped, leaving a gap in the great, feet-thick mud wall

which reared itself on the farther edge of the water.

‘Vhe procession passed over the precarious surface in mournful

silence ; a spike-studded wicket gate swung outwards—a neat

detail of Jefence—and I found mysclf in the courtyard of Sher

Singh’s house.

"Twas a great, low building of fine brickwork, plastered red,

and with the figure of a yellow lion, a-prance, tricked out on

a panel over the main entrance. Doors and windows were

protected by wooden gates wondrously carven and heavily

NX
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stapled. At each corner of the building rose a squat, castellated
bastion of mud, mounting a jingal or two and matchlock wall-

pieces, Around the whole mansion ran arcades of carved wood;
the work as delicately wrought as Maltese filigree of silver.
The ground of the wide compound surroumding the house

was trodden hard as iron and was new washed with cattle dung.

In one corner of it stood a shrine of virgin white, whose intricate,
sheafed spires, a-glow with gilt and colours, leapt even above

the encircling barrier of green.

Observance was plainly strictly enforced within these
precincts, since the garlands and streamers, lamps and ochres
were new and fresh, and the threshold of the sanctuary was

littered with an abundar y, clay elephants and little,

legged bowls, such as.% fer on recovery from

sickness or wounds of

Here, too, were the

that stood as memorials 6

smeared with vermilion

containing a grain or ¢

Thus, hedged about witi:

stones accepted the hog

watched blandly the p:

Peering above me, «

k, rude and unshapen,

of Sher Singh ; sleekly

fronted by brass dishes

, their daily sustenance.

ali of mud, the senseless

of senseless men, and

lives.

eld by a little box-like

bow which bulged from flaunted a gilt cupola.
The window of it was barred ‘But beliind the bars I glimpsed a
movement, then the suggestion of a lovely dusky face with

round, anxious eyes, searching us all.

I followed their gaze till it lit on the bier and its stiffening
burden.

Then came a low wail of utter grief and a gasping sob.

The jog: looked up carelessly.

“*Tis the woman, Sovona Suniti—she cometh, too, from
Bengal,” he vouchsafed, speaking close to my ear. ‘“ He had

but one, and no seed,”

‘Then turning to the dusty, bloodsmeared crew, he cried :

“ Away, my children! Rejoice, for ye have done well! The

Lord hath left this earth for a space, but forget not that ye are
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yet his vassals. Rejoice! He who would have robbed ye is

crushed and broken by the strength of the sacred Dead, and

that of this new Lord with whom I go now to commune,

Away, I say, and purify yourselves as is meet! ”

At the priest’s commanding gesture, the men seemed to

melt away into the green wall of bamboo. But a few well-

armoured men remained—the personal guard of the Talukdar

of Sher Khoti.

The jegi beckoned to me, as the doors of the house swung

open and a crowd of servants poured forth.

“Oh, Lady Rosalie,” I muttered, as I followed the priest

within. ‘‘ Where leads the path of true love now?”

“ There lived ¢

Of shriveticd

sage,

ek with age.”

te Latita~-VISTARA.”

Tue jog led me into 3 i apartment, pleasantly

cool and dim after the hegtaad plaré outside, and waved me

imperiously to a divan, on which ] sank thankfully enough, the

while he bade a servant prepare scented water and oil for the

bath.

“Now,” quoth the priest, suddenly, ‘tell me what thou

hast to tell quickly, and I will decide what aid I can give thee.”

Discretion adjured obedience, and I there and then gave

him a general outline of my misfortunes, touching the story

here and there with vivid colour, since his wasan Eastern mind,

Something of my dead anger was revived by the recital, and I

painted Armonde in glossy black, yet no blacker than he truly

was. I made no mention of Rosalie, but explained that the

honourable combat was now punished with death by the

Lat-Sahib, and that, as the prospect was not over attractive,
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I left with more speed than dignity. Being an oriental, the

priest saw no shame in this, but merely nodded wisely.

“* Ha’e, ha’e,” he murmured when I had done.

Obviously undecided what steps to take, he began to tell me

of himself.

“My names,” he volunteered, “are Madhava Chaitanya,

which names are great in history.”

He paused for effect ere continuing,

“Tn this Taluka Tam famed for my wisdom and sanctity.

It is I who choose the times of sowing and set up chatties upon

the plough. It is I who select /egans and auspicious dates ;

the stars are to me as a book, and by them I read the destinies

of children at their birth d-~and many other things.

Yea, in all matters stand: i¢hgods and these folk.”

From which it will: odesty is not esteemed

a virtue in the East.

Truly the old parasi

Narayan, as he had said.

A muttered word of 4

eye, and, encouraged, f a:

witnessed—and won—

plained readily enough

It seemed that Sher

of land owned by a lard way that the steel-clad

barons of our own land “Held there estates from the king—

was the fairest in all ways for many miles around. The

rights of the Rajpoot in this land extended back for years

and years through the times of his most distant ancestors into

tradition,

And throughout, the Rajpoots had ruled the domain wisely

and well ; under them the shatrivas had fought and the vatsya

farmers prospered exceedingly ; the dues and demands of a

succession of governments had been satisfied in full, and without

delay. The Rajpoots had been in fact, subsidiary monarchs of

all the very considerable land they could survey from their

own impregnable stronghold and, with their ancient title to

it, owned a record of military adventure and romantic lore,

ose by a victory for Deo

is kind before.

nt a twinkle to the priest’s

y at came about that I had
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that had been handed down as a cumulating family epic from

times immemorial.

“Deo Narayan,” said Madhava, “is an upstart official of

the Viceroy, a bastard of some drabbing dancing girl, whose

wealth, ill-gotten in Bengal, hath purchased power and position

from the Moslem.”

Now Narayan squatted on his estate, semi-somnolent like a

sea-flower, but like it also, alert enough to spy and swallow all

that came within range of his avid maw. It was to him, as an

overseer of asni/s or tax-gatherers, that the talukdars and greater

landowners paid their assessed dues.

Deo Narayan possessed to the full the avarice of his class,

and was ever on the watch to 4p. his estate or pouch further

ashrafis of gold. His i » Rajpoot’s, and with

the cunning of a Per tetexts of wondrous

ingenuity, sought grad on Sher Singh taxes

that were not only ex tually illegal. The

additional load was for tu: borne, till the endurance

of the talukdar was tried he refused to pay. All

his efforts to gain redress y iverted to barren ground

or entirely frustrated by ,

Finally, doubtless by

cant, Deo Narayan had’

that he had obtained powe Nawab to confiscate the

estates and punish the owner f for his refusal to be

fleeced. That he had preferred to carry out this firman in his

own time and with his own men was sufficient indication of the

extent to which the confiscation would benefit the state of

QOudh, and how much it would benefit the pocket of the Amil.

So, having received warning of the impending blow, Sher

Singh sallied forth to fight for his land, and met the Amil half-

way.

x But now the lord is dead ; his line is extinct ; the Rajpoot
lion will no longer lie, sleek, yet terrible, in his lair. His

bones and his wife must burn. Tauéah! Who shall succeed

him?”

At this concluding wail of the priest I started up in a rage.

F much golden lubri-

« machinery of deceit,
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“See here, old man. No woman burns for a dead man;
Chew upon that!”

Madhava drew himself up with dignity.

“It is not for thee to interfere with usages laid down in
the ancient Veda itself, Have a care what thou sayest, feringi,
lest I denounce thee as a spy of the whites, seeking excuse for
@ quarrel and the annexation of our land. This woman is a
Bengali, and Sher Singh sadly endangered his prestige in
marrying her, ‘Therefore, ’tis doubly meet that she should
burn.”

“ Art mad, priest ?”? I demanded boldly, “‘ that thou talkest
of denouncing me whom thou has hailed thyself as Vishnu
incarnate, Who would beli ; changed tale? And even
were it believed, forge se people a said is one
born of the egg which g Hanuman in strength,
and possessing strange ven could you convince
them and were willing arent error, they would
not dare to impede me! "

As I spoke, the idea e\

mind, that great idea whick

alone knows what, an

It shone across my dar 3

way ; so that I gasped ce of it and could scarce
scrape words together to ech,

“If there is need of a ‘successor; YT myself will be he—at
least until some person more worthy of the place appear,” I
stammered at last,

Madhava fell back a pace and stared at me with eyes of
wonder, clutching as though for support at the Brahmin’s cord
around his neck.

“Thou! Thou, a feringi! A defiler! Sitarem! What
possesses thee ?”

His wonder changed to a fury that paled him lividly.
“ Dog! Child of an accursed race! Swine! ...”
“Enough!” I shouted at him. ‘“ My mind is settled,

What more appropriate than that I, the deliverer, should
charge myself with the rule and conduct of this place ? I tell

£ slowly till it filled my

ing of myself from God

from the dread Sutee.
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thee I do so, and will rule justly and well till someone appointed

of the Viceroy is sent to take my place. Nay, presently I will

go myself to him seeking redress and a new Talukdar of thine

own race. ‘There, choke not, little man. Thy mouth is

over small for big words. J shall not harm thee. Thy

predictions and magickings can continue for ever an thou

keepest my secret.”

The old fellow nearly died of rage. Desperately he struggled

for coherent speech.

Again, I patted him on the back.

““Now hear me,” said J. ‘Thou hast deceived these

people for thine own ends for years, I doubt not. Now I,
needing a safe refuge for the present, must needs do the same.

Go, tell them my name is Indra Rama, a prince of the south,

sent to succour them~-.4 thy glib tongue dictates,

that no harm come

to the woman or thy li rit, Get thee gone!”

From the very soles :

Madhava surveyed me,

feelings, Then, withou

out of the room.

Somehow I knew

betray.

2 the suppression of his

ore, he turned and stole

“ Stranger, thou art come to rest

Where the pasturing folds are best.”

SOPHOCLES.

In a hamam of Moslem design, of marble inlaid with cornelian
and fitted with drying niches to hold fire, I washed the stains

of travel from my body and lazed luxuriously. Later food

H
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was sent me, brinjals stuffed with herbs, fruits, scented sherbet,

gram split with spices, pepper and lemon.

I ate sparingly, and betook me to wandering through the

great rooms of the house. Many were hung with flowered

velvets and red, English taffeties, and boasted crystal chandeliers,

but all were silent and deserted.

Presently I came to one in which there were many instru-

ments of music, beautifully made and embellished—tambouras,

quaint, twin-bellied rasbins and painted dhelaks. Paroquets

squawked petulantly in cages on the walls.

The apartment was cool and handsome and I spent some

time in looking about it. And as I stood thus inspecting things,

a hand was laid timidly i bent my head to find a

pair of lustrous eyes loo ‘he eyes of the woman I

had seen at the wind is considered a vast

impropriety for wome sc with any man save

their own relatives 5 th e much for this one’s

love of her dead husban uld break the iron rule
and approach me.

A comely wench wa

figure, with a complex}

esteemed perfect colo

Her filmy silken sare

De

raciously rounded as to

pry and gold (which is

Wi sand deer-like eyes.

v but lightly; in the

parting of her hair she wo line of red that bespoke

her a wife. Small wondéervhat thé’ proud Rajpoot had for-

sworn the custom of his race and married outside his own
people. She was a pert, this child, if a dusky one.

“Whoever thou mayst be, lord,” she said, and the tear

drops hung upon her lashes as she spoke, “tell me of my

lord. Is he indeed dead, or only sore wounded ? ”

The tears streamed unrestrained down the soft cheeks,

“Shahzadi,” I answered gravely, “he has gone to give to

the earth, but he died like a true man, fighting to the last

breath.”

The little lady blinked away: her tears and looked sharply

at me. Perhaps she had detected some accent in my speech,

or had remarked that my eyes were grey, for she gasped, drew
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her saree tightly around her, and fled like a gazelle, with a

faint jingle of anklet and bangle, from the room,

Staring after her, I vowed silently that no harm should

come to the poor wounded child, and that I would glue an eye

on that sly old hunks, Madhava, nor would I taste more food
till I had crammed some of it down his own gizzard ; sending

his caste a-limping, if need be, at the end of a long Rigby.

Madhava met me as I walked slowly back through the empty

rooms, and conducted me without a word to the courtyard,

Here I found assembled a large number of the Rajpoot’s

followers.

The jogi raised a skinny finger, commanding silence, and

commenced to harangue d with great energy. My

humble self, he descris from the south, a mighty
Sirdar, one Indra Raw stold, should take the

place for « space of th master, He shrewdly

suspected, he informed } mt I had sprung from

the breast of Vishnu ev d Kanh and the other

incarnations of that proté Of which balderdash he
delivered himself very cony Seod, he was a champion

liar, and heaven alone ho I might not have

become, had I not tir ave done prattling.

Then [ spoke briefs hinking it befitting 5

ever conscious that aba urret retreat, the dark

eyes of Sovona watched aie tivough’s veil of tears. I praised

and condoled, telling of my intention of visiting the Viceroy

to seek redress and ensure that neither Deo Narayan nor any

other rapscallion should bleed the taluka again.

The folk seemed well content, and | breathed deeply with

relief ; knowing that here at least I could live quietly until

such hue and cry as might be raised for me had died its death,

or my immunity was compassed by Harryman ; always provided

that ] behaved with caution and as a Hindoo of rank might.

‘The presence of Madhava, however, hung like a menacing

cloud over my peace of mind, and I knew that I must placate

him in some way, or be constantly on guard against some

ingenious treachery.
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Now, smiling with malice, the wizened little devil turned

to me, and whispered in my ear:

“It would seem that as friends we might do much together,

feringi, whereas as enemies we should each ruin the other.”

And to my surprise he stretched out his hand in the English

fashion, so that I could not but take it,

“Iss,” he stammered, “I bin Calcutta. Ungrese werry

good man. Splen’id feller.”

‘Thus I, late Captain in the Company’s Horse, became a

Hindoo chieftain, with that little painted rogue as counsellor.

I slept that night on a blue and silver lacquered charpoy,

as a Talukdar of Oudh.

Next day, amid all <

aromatic with gums at

was cremated and his s

abode of bliss. But no!

on his fiery bed.

Later, and throughou

myself to master the det,

tration of the taluka,

However, by dint of x

conferences with Madhav

I made shift to get a graspuof atin

The taluka, I found, was situated to the east of Ajodya
and therefore of Faizabad, and consisted of many deegas of
splendid arable land, free from jheels or desolating swamps.

Most of it was well cultivated ; but the loamy uplands with their
thick woods and scrub swarmed with game, black buck and

such of a similar sort, with leopard and wolves to make a

balance.

The Sher Khoti itself lay within easy reach of the road.

The people of the district were in the majority good, staid,

full-habited folk, genuine descendants of the Vaisyas, and of
pure caste, or of castes offshot ; there were also chamars who

tanned good leather, ahirs who grazed the plump cattle, labour-

ary, upon a pyre made

the body of Sher Singh

= purple vapours to the

ay beside the dead man

ays that succeeded, I set

duct and rude adminis-

ted business it proved.

Brain racking, and long

Peerant, Pundid Dhuleep,
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ing bhars, and just a few pasees, whose business it was to cull
the juices of the tall palms and distil the foetid liquor that

maddens one for days.

There were but few true people of the fighting caste, a mere

score or so of fine, upstanding men with fierce beards and

yellow safus.

‘The record, which the pundit deciphered for me, as "twas

part in Sanskrit, was a fine, resonant family epic; but it
showed that of later years the Talukdars had remained much at
home, ensconced secure behind their unburnable, unstormable

hedge of cune ; counting their tithes of rice gram, masoor and

pulse serenely, though nabobs and kings might struggle for

supremacy around. shting, Sher Singh had

followed their passive ¢ iitle sympathy with the

white feringi, and ne foslem overlord ; he

being a representative o d most ancient Hindoo

race. :

But that he valued

tradition of the screed wa

Narayan,

Since the sealing of ox

me loyally and well.

courtesy and good-fecli#

was not only a tower ¢ our Damocletian sword as

well. The people, imphecittyerdsting in the tale of their

spiritual head, accepted me as their temporal liege quietly and

asa matter of course, Each day, when the pundit had turned

the wooden key on his massive press of documents, I held a

sort of durbar ; administering justice in the claims and quarrels

brought me, with, I venture, a fair impartiality.

Also I made a round of the villages to receive expressions

of allegiance and to aid where I could.

Further, I improved and strengthened the defences of the

great hous: in case of further attack by Deo Narayan or his

agents, and drilled the retainers in the use of matchlock and

pike.

Thus by hard work I sought to stave off and allay the hornet

rnulate on occasion the

by his attack on the fat

act, Madhava had aided

elves with the greatest

that each to the other

<
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stings of memory, but, when the long day drew to a close, the

tranquil twilight fell, and the villagers flew their paper kites

while~ aeonkeys gibbered in the trees ; then was I plagued
beyons’ * : garance and would send for the jog? to chatter of his
wreak: + “and to sympathise—which last he could do right

well,

He would come to me, after he had assured himself that the

remnants of my meal had been cleared away (for he declared

his caste endangered by such a sight) seat himself cross-legged,

and recite his doings in a voice thickened by a mouthful of

betel.

Such is the contraricty of human nature, that a cord of rich

sympathy soon connec: af us, incongruous twain as

we were, and this in tu teal attachment which

subtly ousted the cool: va grew to be almost

my constant companicr me everywhere ; ever

a-chattering his divert ‘seeking to display his

regard by performing fit as the lighting of my

hookah,

Withal I loved him fo

he delighted to cloak +

ascetic, and the queer,

him like a spring savou

I recall how, one ever rae to deliver his usual

evening oration to his melancholy audience of one, and, despite

his contempt for earthly pleasures, was puffing contentedly at

my pipe.

“"The lady continueth in good health?” I asked after a

time.

“ Ay, though sulketh a great deal, which is a nuisance.

Would have had peace had she been burnt-—as were meet.”

“Madhava,” I protested, “I know well that secretly thou

carest not a jot for these customs. Why then hath such a

thirst for the life of a fair woman ? ”

“ Of a truth, I care not whether she burns or no,” answered

the priest, cheerfully callous. “‘ Yet, it would have satisfied

the villagers had she so died. See thou, with them it must be

| broadmindedness which

i-coloured robes of the

ch ever bubbled from

harpness.
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water of water or milk of milk.” (One thing or the other.)

“They understand not the relaxation of a rule, thinking it

sacrilege, “Tis the same in other things concerning which
thou railest at me. But, an I went against the observance of

these people, I, one of the Twice-Born, should lose power and

influence, ay, be cast out, mayhap, for an infidel. What

other course is open to me, feringi? Say ? One must kneel to

the gods e’en though it be on thorns.”

“Clear away the thorns,” I suggested. “‘ But hast thou no

real religion of thine own, Madhava? No god for whose sake

thou wouldst eschew power and influence and trickery ?”
But he was in no mond f debate of this kind, and he

led off quickly at a tangens,

“ Of the woman, |

wife to thyself? Sov

presence-—tho’ according

she may not marry agai

Pardieu, T had noted i

death of her lord, the girl

that bore a message gr

unmistakable, and the f

me oft a-wondering wh

I told the sag, in :

whims or fleeting passion

a different colour should wed.”

“ How so?” he queried. ‘ Did not Akbar the Moghul

marry a white, and a Christian at that—Maryam the Beauti-

ful ?”

“Tis said,” I acquiesced.

“Then hath not Sovona the eyes of a stag, the waist of a
cypress, the face as the full moon ?” he continued, with unction,

“Enough, Madhava!” I snapped irritably ; and the priest

wrinkled up his button of a nose and grinned.

ere long, wilt take a

i to find solace in thy

t which thou mockest,

# Despite the recent

2 everywhere with eyes

y day more urgent and

Sovona regarded me set

werning her.

d not women to gratify

as not right that two of

So the days passed peacefully enough, but not for long.

A few nights later [ was awakened in pitchy darkness by

a hand laid on my shoulder, and in an instant I had clapped a
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pistol into the shock of white hair of Madhava, with a force

that drew a petulant ejaculation from him.

“ Fear not,” he said, and I could hear him rubbing his sore
noddle, “ I have come to tell thee that the sentinel at the gate

hath brought some feringis through the hedge. They say

they have lost their way. What wilt do with them?”

In sudden alarm, dreading that I had been traced to my

retreat, I got up and threw a robe around me,

“What manner of men are they ? ”

‘“T have not seen them and cannot say. But, an they have

come for thee, we will give fight, or otherwise rid ourselves

of them. I know of subtle means... ”

“ Useless,” I rejoined, though gratified at this expression of

good will. “If these men want aught of the Englishman, they

have a troop of horse hidden somewhere around for a certitude,

Nay, I had best see them myself. Cause thou them to be

brought within,”.

Hurriedly I ran through the dark rooms, the jog? in advance.

Badly flurried, I reached the gateway across the courtyard ;

and, by the light of the wicks that floated in vessels of mustard

oil set in niches in the thickness of the wall, I made out the

figures of three Europeans standing on the lowered drawbridge.

One of my fellows held their horses at the rear.

‘Two were strangers to me, but at the sight of the third, my

heart, which seemed to have been bobbing jerkily between my

throat and its proper seat, leapt finally into my mouth and

stayed there. For it was Duselin, slim and calm, smiling

wearily but politely, who faced me.



WARREN OF OUDH ast

[V

“ There's no such things as chance ;

And what seems to us merest accident,

Springs from the deepest source of destiny.”

SCHILLER,

Tue light of the lamps was directly on my face, and Duselin’s

scrutiny was keen; but no light of recognition lit his eyes

and 1 was content. He was, as my Lord Chesterfield would

have had it, completely humbugged.

“ Ram ram,” the Cheval: :me greeting,

“ Ram ram mahadeo! 2

“ Bundagi araz keré

“ Meri bhi bundagi pi

can I serve you, sirs ? ”

“We have had the mi « our pack through the

rascalitv of a servant,” ¢ ire informed me. “ We

are travellers to Faizabad siness with the Nawab.”

This with a weighty s to impress, “If we
might beseech some sxx sccllence would find us

the feast embarrassing ¢ could thy excellence

provide a little, would: bee e boon 5 a little sutos ”

(which is harley ground ax more precious than the

Hesperidian apples.”

He laughed his engaging laugh at the conccit of putting such

an allusion into the outlandish tongue, and addressing it to one
to whom it must be incomprehensible.

Assuming a mein such as I divined a Hindoo of rank would

wear in so peculiar a circumstance as the sheltering of three

defilers, 1 considered a while, then ordered the sentinel to open

the great gate, which he did reluctantly enough,

I could scarce send the three men back into the Stygian

gloom of the moonless Indian night, lost as they were; and
more, it would afford a supreme test for my disguise thus to

remain under the kite-like eye of him who knew me so well.

¢vice to you.)

mine to you.) “ How

calmly as I could.
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“Enter, sirs,” I invited. “Such shelter as I can provide

shall be thine. Give the horses over to the man, and they

shall be fed.”

T led the way into the god-flaunting durbar chamber and lit

a single lamp, the light of which cast weird shadows across the

arabesqued ceiling and costly hangings. I indicated a divan,

and the three sank down as one, with every appearance of

fatigue.

Covertly, I studied them.

I confess that, at the first glance at the Chevalier’s two

companions, I was conscious of a biting disappointment. I

had hoped that one of them would be a tubby little man with

a wry periwig and blis, ts eyes, but neither answered

to this familiar descrip:

The one was a bur!

scarred in several pla

mouth that was shad

calling was obvious frora

much whitened by sal: at

collar and tarnished anc

hopelessly out of keep.

I'd have given a lot

belt of this amiable cha

two feet of double pistol He appeared to have

stepped straight from the soine pirate craft Into the

heart of India. His accent was hoarse and nasal, with the

twang of our rebellious Yankee cousins.

The third visitor was a slim young man in black satin and

a dusty surtout, modest of compartment and speech. His face

was regular and pale, but the grey eyes were hard and determined.

Egad, an oddly assorted trio to be a~meandering through India

together.

Silently I turned and left the men in order that charpoys

should be placed in the room and a meal prepared,

I returned with the servants who bore in the food, and
watched the trio as they ate, The sailorman was mighty
sulky ; the sad-eyed youth wrapped in a close-wove reverie.

®ian with a ruddy face

by a great, toothless

, fred moustache. His

« he wore a striped smock

small jacket with a wide

nd a sailor’s petticoat

iy fitting riding boots.

fde his mount, The

Silently displayed about
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Duselin spotted me almost at once, and with a gesture invited

me to join the group; signalling to his companions to stop

eating,

“* Canst thou speak Envlish ? ” he enquired,

“Nay,” I lie? “ Naught save this tongue and Persian.”

“ He knows no English,” translated Duselin for his friends’

benefit,

I offered to put the travellers on the road to Faizabad on the

morrow, and received the thanks of the Chevalier, The

young man in black stammered a few words of acknowledg-

ment in grotesquely broken moors, but the flowing idiom of

Duselin shamed him into uncomfortable silence.

“ Have we strayed far, Mongieur !” he asked presently.

“Not very far, I beli *t replied the Frenchman,

“That’s as well,* buccaneer gentleman

with his mouth full, Sis made for a gallers,

I like not this transine s' rat holes, an’ dewin’

the high en mighty te heathen.”

That, at least, was the remarks. "The tarpaulin

had the most masterly = gift :bellishment in language,
that, as a cavalry offic vied.

OOP sat least more gibbet, even, though

your gizzard be truly sx Captain Bilge—er—

Bulger, which fact I & a moment. Consider

the pretty pickle you mig E ‘in now, my friend, and
compare. Even in Fort William it is prohibited to slay moors
promiscuously ; even thoeh arrack may exhilarate to such

a pitch of temptation. Saw you no vultures feeding at Melan-

choly Point, as you came upstream ?”

Egad, even Harryman’s vccustomed ears would have pricked

at the ornate verbiage of the disgruntled lout’s retort. The

slim young man positively winced at it.
What had brought the Chevalier to Oudh, I wondered?

And had he kept a still tongue with regard to the happenings

at the camp? The inconvenience and dallying that a legal

enquiry would impose on him, were sufficient in themselves

to ensure his silence, I thought, and I suspected that the
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Chevalier was not over desirous of too great a prominence,

nor too great a contact with Harryman ; since the latter now

knew of his collusion with the dead Captain.

And who were the others with him, the silent youth, and

he of the wondrous vocabular

When the meal was finished, I ordered hookahs to be brought

in, and informed my visitors that they would find beds in the

recesses behind the hangings when they were disposed to retire,

Duselin smoked his pipe with great content ; the seaman

inspected his closely, and when he thought I was not looking,

snapped off the amber mouthpiece and pouched it, much to the

Chevalier’s disgust.

The youth—Hallic:

draw at the small brass

asaresult. His next ai

which bubbled the water’

chilam,

“'You’ve never sma

called him-——took a bold

and spluttered painfully
t puff the wrong way,

parks flying from the

‘before, [ observe, Mr,

urtly smile. “ T should

have thought your you 1¢ Company would have

taught you the art ere ¢

“T—I have not bee

mered the young man,

in the Secret Departmen ath or so back,”

“ Ah,” said Duselin, i: srward with a sudden interest,

“did you arrive in the "frigate, Rosy Dawn?”
“Yes,” acquiesced Halliday.

“Then you could not but have met a young friend of mine,

Brunel, and his sister, a lady of remarkable beauty ? ”

“1 know them both—well.”

“You will be distressed to hear, then, an you know it not

already, that the unfortunate young man is dead. He died of

a fever in the jungle, not far from the Settlement, and... ”

Halliday interrupted,

“ T know,” he said, very quietly.

Heavens! had such an end indeed come to the youngster,

then what of his sister? My heart was wrung with a vast pity

over long, sir,” stam-

‘commenced my duties
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that had no birth in my great love for her. Poor child! How-

ever unworthy he had been, she had Joved her brother dearer

than anytaing on earth, I judged, and his death must have

been a terrible blow to her. And now, she was alone. Who

would loo« after her ? Where would she go? Had she means ?

Or would this bereavement throw her on the charity of

some fricnd, or fling her on the market for the bidding of

the moneyed gallants of the Scttlement ? God, I twinged for

mine own sake at the thought, then cursed my selfishness in

doing so.

Despetate impulses urged me to be up and doing, Cold

reason bade me sit still and wait. What could I do an I did

race back. to Calcutta, 1, ¢ ‘lawed, a mere friend...

anda maa? Poor child suffering.

I writhed inwardly espair, anxiety, and a

bitter sense of impotenc

How { managed to im

the edification of my gu

even as } prayed with th:

can compel, that God we

and succour his unhape

I became aware that ¢

and had seated himself at

me, asking me how far » from Faizabad.

I answered him in the Sinphest ladpaage I could muster.

“The road—is it difficult ? ”

“No, I will put thee on the way to-morrow.”

So he sat, looking at the ground with such a lost expression,

that in spite of my searing thoughts, I felt 1 must say something

to him to ease his manifest confusion.

“Thy friends are soldicrs ?”” I queried with a huge ignor~

ance,

‘Nay, I scarce know what they are, save that they seem to

be together, and go to Faizabad on business.”’

“ Art thou not with them, then?”

“Nay, I met them not far from Calcutta, and joined company

for protection. I have business myself in Faizabad.”

sophic Eastern visage for

rot 3 but F managed it,

rity that calamity alone3

cupied. He spoke to
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Pardieu, what business could such a stripling have in a far

Indian city ?

The said stripling looked up at me with some eagerness,

“Tell me, Talukdar sahib,” he whispered in a low, tense

voice, “thou livest not far from the road. .Wouldst thou be

like to see the travellers that pass?”

Some strange sense sounded a warning note within me,

“There are many these days,” I fenced, warily. “‘ Though

belike I should see some.”

The rich young voice dropped yet another note,

“Then hast seen aught of a solitary horseman who should

have passed by these several weeks agone? He led a pack

animal, and would be tail, darkcand of commanding address,

though clad in sober gr oe

Gad, the descriptia

Halliday talked of me.

wanted he with me?

“ A friend of thine ?

“One in whom I am ¥

was one who did wrong id

» beyond all doubt

as the man? What

"Yo say truth, sahib, he

ese Pergunnahs, and has

be he?”

* Nahin!” then light filtered in

upon me, and I was & cise, The authorities

had set this man to hunt me: scab bat was evident!

“ Of such a sort I have seen none,” I proceeded, determined
that my huntsman should leave the Sher Khoti no wiser than

he entered it. ‘‘ None, save soldiers and yourselves, have

passed this way .. . that is, of the white people.”

“T thank thee,” quoth the clerk. ‘‘ Pardon my questioning,

but I do desire to find this man.”

There was a tremulous note in his voice that caused me to

look at him sharply, seeking to read his face in the dim light ;

and it seemed to me that although the lips were firm and

steady, Halliday’s eyes were over bright. He swallowed hard

and straightened his perruque. My tolerant contempt for

him grew at sight of his gulping throat. His air of general
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guilelessness reminded me strongly of young Brunel in his

sober moments.

When he could trust his voice to control again, Halliday

stammered a further acknowledgment of my hospitality.

“Think not thag it is strange that thou shouldst be welcomed

by a Hindoo and taken in...” I began, but broke off short

and sharp, for, from the far end of the great room there came a

muffled cry. I recognized the gentle, thrilling voice and the

fear that lay in it, darted to my feet, and ran towards the alcove

wherein Duselin and his protégé were sitting.

* Thy life, Sa,

In jeopardy

Oppose me, y day

Thou diest &

7anA,” (GRIFFITHS.)

the filthy fish eagle

Striking that I noted it

Tue hawk was watch:

clawed its prey. The

even in my rush.

Duselin stood deep in the { the alcove with an air

of frigid unconcern ;_ while the netticoated ruffian endeavoured
to compel Sovona to his slavering embrace, For she was a

native girl, beneath the Chevalier’s dignity and beneath his

contempt ; having no place in his scheme of things chivalric or

moral, He spoke, however, when he saw me coming, sharply

and authoritatively.

“Let go the trollop, man! Here comes her lord with

vengeance in his eye.”

“Nay,” blathered the sailor, ‘I swear the drab shall buss

me, and I care not a fig who sees, lord or no lord. "Tis a

proper piece and worth a dozen o’ yewer Armenian hussies in

Calcutta.”

pa,
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Duselin twitched aside his coat-tails disdainfully as I passed,

and raised supercilious eyebrows at the scene. One would

have thought him to be the injured party.

I pounced on the bully and dragged him away from the

girl, but he twisted round agilely enough for one of such bulk

and his hairy hands clutched at my throat.

““ Yew drabson !”” he yelled, and things a good deal worse.

“T’m Barnett Bulger... Barnett Bulger o’ Bost’n. What!

don’t that fright ye ? Then ef I don’t hev yewer weazand out

en tan It fer a belt, Ill never again...”

My fist, rammed hard into his toothless mouth, effectually
5 Up and down the alcove

swith Benarus ware thatwe struggled, oversettiz

rattled clamorously as §

Truly, the creature ¥

to his strength, but afte

premature fatigue that ¢

knew that he was mine !

*Twas Duselin who hz

strength that he had haw,

before.

“ Enough!” he crie

use for him. “Lalukdar

have occurred, and con

wrong, beseeching your forgiveness.
don’t be a blasted fool!”

The tarpaulin rose sullenly to his feet ; feeling at his throat ;

rumbling anathema ; and eyeing me with a glance so vengeful

that I thanked my stars the day of basilisks was done.

But Duselin’s apology was as handsome as it was insincere,

though, had I been an authentic talukdar, it would have

proved a poor buckler to save his sleek head or the fiery pate of

the pirate.

Howbeit, | showed myself mollified and allowed the matter

to drop; packing the sorcly shaken damsel off to her tiny

seraglio ; while the two men betook themselves again to the

divan to pick at cardamoms and regard each other contemp-

iking size lied not as

ra him gasping with a

ale of loose living, and I

off, with the same deft

‘rom my throat months

fellow, for I may have

deeply that this should

we were both in the

‘Get up, Bilge. . . . and
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tuously. [ heard Duselin’s silky tones applying skilful ironies

which, from their silent reception, made little impression on

his companion’s rhinocerine hide,

As for Mr, Halliday, that dashing policeman had watched

the struggle whitefaced and trembling, and soon after, crept

off like a whipped* puppy to his charpoy behind the hangings,

Our little argument had frightened the life out of him,

Having seen the lady safely disposed of, I returned to the

durbar room and squatted me again on my cushions. I could

not tear myself from this room wherein was housed a man who

knew whit had befallen Rosalie. Iwas the most refined of

torture to me, to know that by one simple question I might

learn that which my heart ached to know, and that I dared

not ask it, since by doing.s peril myself and pain my

lady.

My only hope was '

which, considering his :

vain, ,
‘Therefore with the inté

picked up a cithar that lay

scarce brushing from the

choly love song. My &

acutely as the voices ro

For a time the talk fv. Duselin was playing

with his man with the edie ¢y that a cat plays with a

mouse... admonishing him for his obscenity ; raising him to a

mortal pitch of terror by suggesting that I contemplated a

revenge "fore which the stake of Bulger’s compatriot redskins

would be bliss. Then he described at length how criminals

were caged and rattaned in Calcutta ; picturing the processes

so vividly that at last the filibuster, with a jowl as blue as

Krishna’s own, bellowed to his tormentor to stop.

““ Ha’ done! Ha’ done!” cried the valiant Bulger in great

discomfort,

“ Dtew! I am unhappy in my choice of topics, it seems,

Well, what of the war, then, Captain Belcher? Strange that

so enterprising and daring a personage as yourself should not

« talk of her, a hope

as the vainest of the

rneless eavesdropping, I

uched the strings gently ;

ring cadenzas of a melan-

above it, and listened

I
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be in the forefront there. J hear there are sad doings in your

own natal town of Boston. Though perhaps you are for

His Majesty, Captain ?”

“Darn His Majesty!” rejoined Bulger, with obvious
relief at the change of subject. “I’m a reb, I am, damn my
eyes! ao

“Then you, mon cher Bilger, should be sheathing your

hanger in English flesh upon some boarded quarter-deck, or

dropping leaden slugs upon the invader from the greenwood.

More especially since the British law seems so bent on making

your closer acquaintance.”

“ Blast the British law!” said Bulger, “ We Yankees air

goin’ to substitoot Amurica or British law in Bost’ me.”

“Then we have at common,’ ° guoth the

Chevalier quietly. ast the British law,’
Captain Bulger, but ir : rnust be blasted for me.

You desire to oust the } guy native land ; I desire

to replace their rule in I: more generous and com~

prehensive one---that of Fi i

Pfaith, I almost lau

what the true explanatio

was; what skin lay be

now the mischief was o

For the task which lay chman’s shoulders, even

were he acting at the beh pher authority, seemed to me

one of such magnitude and ambition that the possibility of its

accomplishment was not only remote but scarce existent.

Wandiwash !—Pondicherri!—pah! What could France hope

for after these defeats ? "Iwas the nature of the folk, I suppose,

thus hopefully to intrigue. A Frenchman dies happy an he

dies a-plotting.

“Sure,” cried Bulger. “‘ Yew Frenchies or anyone else

for thet matter air welcome tew this doldrum. Guess ’tis

the devil’s own bed-oven.”

“Yet in this bed-oven, as you have it, large numbers of

devoted Frenchmen are working ceaselessly for their country’s

sake.”

&

op's fleece suis And
stot help but smile at it.
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‘* And aught else ?” demanded the Captain.

“* Naturellement! A grateful country rewards them in some

measure. Further, it so happens that the Indian Prince, in

whose dominions they serve, is also grateful, and expresses his

gratitude-—pecuniarily. And now that the days of Tortuga

are over, and the British law is so... exigent, a comfortable

billet in Oudh...” Duselin allowed his voice to die away

on a suggestive inflection,

Bulger seemed to reflect. “T'was plain he hadjrealized that

there was meaning in the Cheyalier’s words. A plain offer

indeed,

“ But [ air’nt a Frenchm:

“ You recognize our cont

are struggling for.”

“ Ay.” Bulger seé

heard ranted at a Bas

“ Rights o’ man... curs

o’ our children. But ef

pocket, then they airn’: wé

Which last sentiment

captain’s own.

“T realize fully tha

minimum of exertion an

who join my gallant compan ih, if they would fatten

their purses, must display “a sérise’ Of patriotic duty, of stern

loyalty to their cause, and a capacity for work as well.”

* See tere, what air they doin’? ”

“ In confidence... and I know you area man of discretion...

they are so training and disciplining the army of the State, that

when the time comes for the black man to fight for his rights. , .

or what his rights will be under the King of France... then...

but perhaps you understand ?”

Again the suggestive intonation.

** Ay, en yew cain’t get me strung on that yard... en that’s

flat!” announced the amiable patriot very definitely.

“My respect for your—er—gizzard deters me from

endeavouring to string you anywhere, Captain Bulger,”

cal

the sailor demurred.

aemy, Captain, and what we

séy something he had

, and he jerked out :

..+ Tories... freedom

hts o” man airn’t a full

for!”

© be entirely the gallant

that pocket with the

¢, Captain. But those
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Duselin assured him, and drew in vast contentment at his

hookah.

He had sounded his man, and, since he held that engaging

personage under his slender thumb, there was not the remotest

reason why he should be disturbed at the reply he had elicited.

The Chevalier broke the silence again.

“What do you propose to do, Captain Bilger ?”’ he demanded,

his lip twitching slightly, when the other frowned at the

persistent maltreatment of his name.

“Waal, I... See hyar, jest yew say thet agen about thet

there company o” yewers.”

“* Mais non. Maturer reflection inclines me to fear that

that sense of patriotic duty, not to mention the other qualities

to which I made refere? 3 been sufficiently incul-

cated In your youth tq, ‘ntirely eligible for that

company, Captain ced the Chevalier.

“* Maturer reflection © ors, Captain,”
$e Hey ? Ph

“But I think I se

journey back to Calcutta a

out of that city ; and w:

to possess now, if you

time.”

The seaman looked :

cunning,

*“Thet depen’s on whx ctions air goin’ tew be,”

he said, though his scorbutic visage was alight at the prospect

of a way out of his difficulties.

“ They will be simple and easily obeyed... I hope,” Duselin

said, ‘ Briefly, at a certain spot in Oudh, a box lies buried.

I want you to delve it out and hand it to me,

‘It belongs to nobody, my dear Captain, for it is looted spoil.

The only man who knew where it lies hid, beside myself, is

dead, and if I reap not the benefit of my knowledge, no other

will ; and the world will be the poorer. Such stuff cannot

even decay and nourish the soil. Are you willing to help

me? As I have told you, you would gain considerably by so

@ promising you a safe

¢ is more important .

r purse than you appear
iy directions for a short

tly, yet with an air of
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doing ; and the safety of your—er—wizzard, I believe you

call it, would be assured.”

“T ‘har i is danger, then ? ”
Bulger was truly a cautious man.

“If matters transpire as I hope, there should be very little.’

* Waal, I'l] hev a shot at it. Yew’re sure thar is a box ?”

“ Bien sur. And since you agree to help me, I'll explain

further. ... In Oudh, you must know there are certain families

of the Sha:k following of Mahomedans who are rebels against

the state. “hey have built themselves a fort, and ‘tis well

armed and provided, For many years these men have raided

the country around their stronghold, stealing crops, coin,

buffalo, elephants, anything et that they can lay hands on

in the name of Allah, hi old Shooja defeated

for the last time the M i$ recent quarrel with

his Emperor, he looted cth from their captains

and would have conve aizahad, had not these

Shaiks stolen them em re: ifess night 5 so that they

were regarded as gone till | ‘The rascals who cribbed

them hid their gains in ¢ ind were careless enough

to get sliced in pieces | : endeavouring to raid

horses from the colum: ut one, who vomited

his story a: me for pro peedier end of a ball or

two instead of that presc:
“e Why | aor

“ An it interests you, he had been a source of certain infor-
mation to me, But, to pursue, the location of these spoils,

whatever they may be worth, is unknown to the Shaiks to-day,
though they daily walk over the spot where they lie hid.”

“Then how... ?”

“Wait! There is reason to believe that the Nawab, Asaf-ud-

Dowlah, intends to scotch these serpents who batten on his

dominions, once and for all ; and if we can arrive in time

to be present at the attack on the paynims, our task will be

easy, and a midnight visit to the mosque of the fort dispensed

with,”

Captain Bulger was dubious as to the reliability of the

?
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nformation, and said so, with adjectival emphasis. Further,
he was anxious to know exactly how much of the spoil he would
handle himself.

“That is my concern, Captain,” asseverated the Frenchman.
“You will be well paid, never fear,”

“En what air yew goin’ tew dew with the stuff ? ”

A whimsical smile twisted Duselin’s straight lips, and he

spoke in a manner which was new to him. I had never heard

him speak so softly or subtly before.

“For all I cared, friend Belcher, these limpid emeralds,

Burmese rubies, and ashrafis of gold might have stayed as they

rest now throughout Eternity. But now I would myself be

a king... which is a lofty aspiration ; is it not? And to bea

king one must be rich, « and gold. Now Lama
poor, an ill-paid servari ism, as you so tritely

and truly put it, doe So, since a king J

would be, money I musi is the germinal reason

of my project compactly aneer!”?

“ Air yew goin’ to bau f india, d’yew mean?”

asked Bulger, in wonders

“No, Captain. My ki

of two... in which

queen, and where it wi

“ But ’tis late, Capt:

had better sleep. You arg

“Ay,” growled the American, “Tis yewer poop as I’ve
said. Efter all, we ken settle up afterwards,”

“True,” agreed the Chevalier colourlessly, “* But, Bulger,

remember, please, that until we have settled up...” he extended

his slender hand, palm upwards and pressed the thumb into

the palm, “ you lie there!” .

The pair sought their beds, as I bent over my instrument
and crooned a line of the moaning song.

I had not heard what I desired, but I had heard words which

puzzled me... Duselin’s seeming balderdash about his kingdom.

The knowledge that he was truly intriguing against the British

worricd me not at all . . . "twas quite the usual thing with

a

“

&

e small... a kingdom

‘orever subject to the

y.

xe Chevalier, ‘and we
39
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Frenchmen, But I was concerned to know whom Duselin

meant to make his queen.

As I lay again in my tumbled bed an ashen glow lit the

chamber ; but the light was insufficient to obscure a vision of

my mind's eye . . .the lithe, sable form of the Chevalier as he

bent, picked a handkerchief from the ground . . . and kissed it.

* Thou shalt nat

Eyes shine on

Thou shalt née

Ner rock mei

CAMPION AN

~ shall these

ve deadly night,

Book or Atrs,” 1601,

then sought the open air

which all Hindoos keep.

again, came the jogi

and a fresh mark of

Less than an hour I lay |

to perform that cereman

Later, when I had

to me, his hair in a ¢

sacred gypsum on his {

“Ts all well?” he ask : strangers... are they

secking che man who fed ¢ and they have seen him

in the Talukdar? Ifso, I havea certain powder, which, though it

looketh innocuous like sherbet, hath the power to...”
“There is no need of it, bhai” (brother), I answered, “ for

the men are harmless, all. ‘Chey are wayfarers on the road

to Faizabad who have lost their baggage.”

I deemed it discreet not to peach on the poor little policeman,

lest peradyenture I had a corpse on my hands.

“T mislike the fellow in the woman’s kirtle. He hath the

aspect of a rogue elephant, and the voice of one,” murmured
Madhava.

“ Be not concerned ; but see that provender and fodder are
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provided against their leaving... with a mule. Stay, I myseli

will see to these things.”

I issued my orders 5 and later, in the great chamber, I found

the three visitors preparing for the journey, with a number of

my fellows watching the operation curiously and suspiciously.

I walked with my guests to the courtyard, and ordered their

horses to be led through the secret way to the open, beyond the

bamboo hedge.

Duselin, having sedulously removed the last speck of dust

from his boots, turned to me ingratiatingly.

“I have to assure thee how very grateful am I and my

friends to thee, Sahib, for this great condescension and kindness,

Believe me, such freedom judice, and such munificent

hospitality, do much to, hé.gympathy between thy

race and mine.”’

I bowed, and edged

young sun.

“ My house is ever ¥

and I hoped meanwhile,

would never hold Duseli

“* My friend’s somew

familiarity towards th}

forget. His conduct w

he Is from a far land call and there, believe me,

such behaviour is the-—er““custenr of the country.”

“ Felicitous custom,” I murmured, but the Chevalier did

not hear.

He bowed again with great ceremony, and mechanically

waved his snuffbox to me, thereby almost causing me to betray

myself by accepting a pinch.

Captain Barnett Bulger of Boston hung about impatiently,

humming a ribald song and smacking at his boots with his

switch.

I ignored him.

To Mr. Halliday I turned, and having wished him well,

asked if I might inform the man he sought of our encounter,

should I see him.

y face was against the

ded, as the custom is,

mi also is, that the house

ress, and his. ..er..

iy, 1 beseech thee to

mly in thy eyes ; but
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“No,” he replied hurriedly, and the answer confirmed my

suspicion a3 to his mission. La! well, an he caught me, my

conscience was clear on the criminal score 3 for honour should

know no luw save conscience, and God wot mine troubled me

not at all.

The trio passed ‘through the feathery tunnel of green, and
I sped them with a stirrup cup of very mixed feelings ;

suspicion and contempt being the main ingredients,

Slowly, J walked back through the bath chamber into the

pleasaunce, there to think on things, aided by the wisdom that

lies in the morning, and to shape my future.

But no peace was permitted me; for, as I entered the

retreat, I spicd a gracef g@ for me under the

baradari, slim, brown, : clinging silk,

“What dost thou iti? 7? I demanded,

disguising the trepidation nquity always induced

in me with an assumed s

“Lord of the World, °

body from that wolf of a 2

“No thanks are neces

“Twas thy own fau

thou a-pry in the alcey

‘To my intense alarm, :

into the girl’s voice. F & burned hotly, looking

into mine as though to com swering flame in them ;

her soft mouth trembled and her bosom heaved,

“To see that no harm came to my lord... to be near him,

lest aught befel to his discornfort.”

Eyes and voice alike dropped, and Sovona continued in an

undertone, ‘‘O Lord, Bahadre of Bahadres, canst thou not

love thy slave? She would die a hundred deaths for thee !

What can she do to win thee from thy reserve ? Will no spell

charm thee to her?”

“*Sovona,” I stammered, badly flustered, “it is not fitting

that thou shouldst say such things to me. Thy husband is

but recently dead, and thou didst protest the greatest love for

him. I ama stranger.. a feringi, as thou art truly aware.

ank thee for saving my

service, lady,” I said.

raolested. What didst

es note of passion crept
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How knowest thou but what I am married already to one of

my own race 3 or that my heart is not in such bondage that it

cannot escape to thee?”

“ Lord of the World, it cannot be! Lord, tell me it is not

so, lest I die of very anguish. Why didst thou save me from

the burning, if it were not to make me thy slave?”

God, even an I could have explained, it was certain she had

no intention of listening. So, as she advanced, with appealing

arms outheld, I stood helpless before this pagan maid, a speech~

less ninny, as I stood speechless before the woman I loved, in

Calcutta, that fateful night.

Even as I raised a tentative arm, not knowing how far the

girl might venture, there ca sudden rustle in the foliage

that lined the wall of. ovona glanced rapidly

around ; following th

momentary glimpse of

moustache, rising like

Then came the yelp of :

the report of the twin ba

With a cry, Sovona fu

into my arms and hung |

less silk of her saree w

I laid the girl gentiy

followed immediately by

efare me, then fell back

‘Boor of the baradari ;
but, ere I had time to re entrance, there came the

sound of hoofs scramblingacras ‘Gouttry from the far side of

the bamboo, and the weak voice of the wounded child recalled

me, ‘The fleeting glimpse of the face in the shrubs, however,

had been enough for certain recognition, It was my gay

buccaneer from Boston, who, doubtless considering me in his

debt, had sneaked back to settle his account. A cowardly

trick, though he had nevertheless dared considerable risk to

execute it. I uttered a pregnant au revoir.

Sovona appeared to have lost consciousness ; but, as 1 touch ed

the wounded shoulder, she winced and opened her eyes. She

had sustained a mere graze ; a narrow red furrow marred the

ivory velvet of the skin.

“See, lord,” she moaned, ‘‘ what I would do for thy sake.
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I have oftered my life for thee. Wilt thou not now reward

thy slave?”

“| thank thee, Sovona,” [ said, and, by my soul, I could

not keep the break out of my voice.

I raise the girl, so that she lay in my arms that I might

better bind. the wound with cambric torn from my shirt. A

great emction filled me, which the touch of her soft body did

little to dispel ; 3 the childish eves stared up at me with an ccstasy

of longing in their depths ; her scarce-veiled breasts rose and

fell tumultuously to the fitful breathing.

Lifting her, I carried Soyona from the baradari and laid

her on the grass in the sunshine, lest she should chill ere her

women reached her,

But, as [ left her te 3

note in her tones, an i

“Ts it she who hath

short night? She, wit

Oh, why did T not kill h:

burst out with a new

1 fear, anger and hate

ul in the space of one

d eyes of grey iron?

whe 2”?

Of whom do you speak,

came here yesternight

in the shame of men's nen first I saw her IJ

knew her for what she ic again to the alcove

and peered within as she < was assured. Tell me!

Is it she who hath charme

For a second or two I still floundered i in puzzlement ; and
then the hght of truth pierced the curtain of my obtuseness in

a dazzling beam,

Oh blind, blind fool that ] had been! Here then was the

explanation of that familiarity of face and gesture that had set

my memory asquirm ; involuntarily seeking a true image in

its confused impressions, Now had I fathomed the mystery

of the solitary search ; the womanish alarm at my combat

with the seaman bully.

“© Rosalie! Rosalie, my girl,” I groaned, “‘ what do you

here...?”

What in heaven’s name had caused my beloved thus

“T speak of the feri
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desperately to hazard her delicate person among the innumerable

adventures of a bloody Indian high road? Did she—ah—did

she seek me? She had said so, Yet did she mean this, or was

her speech but to distract the Talukdar from pondering on her

business and appearance? She had more reason to avoid than

seek me, surely. Did Duselin know who was his travelling

companion ? Had she set out under his protection ? But their

speech had been that of strangers.

Well, there was a grain of comfort in that last thought.

Duselin was at least a gentleman ; Rosalie would be safe with

him, even if it were indeed a kiss he bestowed that day upon

her kerchief ; even if she were the queen of his kingdom of two.

But be these things »the scarce credible fact

remained that Rosalie BR s
ride away ; journcyiti

French spy and a murd pirate.

At that moment the ng with a dozen men ;

drawn swords gleaming i

“Brother!” he gaspe

ened ?”’

The blessed opporti

paralysis which the diz

speech and limb.

She—~Rosalie—might v

not, I was going to find ou

“Quick, man!” I cried to Madhava. “ A horse and food!

My pistols! I ride to Faizabad this day. See to the woman!

She hath a hurt. The kirtled feringi shot her, though he

aimed at me. Arrest the sentinel who let him through! ”

With which coherent explanation, I rushed off to obey my

own orders.

A few minutes later I was pelting down the path alone,

tearing madly towards the road, without the remotest idea what

I should do when I met Duselin and that other, and without

heed to my neck ; my whole being was straining blindly for-

ward to the chase. In my ears rang the despairing moan of a

woman, prolonged and pitiful . . . the valedictory of Sovona,

pricked me out of the

had placed on thought,

od whether she did or
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At the spot where the avenue led from the jungle lands to

the high road, the flimsy Indian girth loosened and slipped,

forcing me to dismount and tighten it.

As J did this, the beat of hoofs rang louder and louder on

the road behind me; a cloud of white dust rose above the

trees,

A smother of stinging white particles blinded me for a

second, as amid a clattering of ill-shod hoofs, my pursuer pulled

up beside me,

It was Madhava, grotesquely dishevelled and a-sweat, sitting

a fiddle-headed Persian nag bareback.

‘‘ Brother,” he panted, “1 bear thee company! Now, did

I not warn thee against tha: ad

And he grinned a

vindication.

st satisfaction at his

“I started on &

I am assured,

ax’? (SOPHOCLES).

“Tue falcon will fly in vain to-day,” rasped Madhava; and

licked his dry and cracking lips to indicate his unwillingness to

proceed further.

It certainly seemed that he was right. The chase had

failed so far, and now we found ourselves, in the burning heat

of mid-day, parched with thirst, heads nodding with fatigue,

rolling heavily to the shambling stagger of the sore-tried horses,

With the speed we had made, I adjudged that those I sought

should not have had more than an hour’s start. If they had

waited while the sea-captain made his attempt on my life, this

start must have been reduced by nigh upon a half; and, if they

had not, we should at least have overtaken the gentle Bulger
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long ago. Yet, despite our killing pace, the road remained

blank before us, a ribbon of white with fork-tailed king crows

darting like arrows alongside, and white barred hoopoes strut-

ting, crest erected, in the dust.

But no sign of a European did we see.

My body was white with dust ; my legs, no longer enclosed
in stout buckskin, were chafed almost raw. The poor horse

was snorting for breath through distended, blood-red nostrils.

His sweat trailed the way with dark drops.

A rest was imperative.

“Where can these people have gone, Madhava?” I asked.

“The road is straight and hath but few by-paths that would

lead ta error. We should i tridden them long ere now.’

“Perchance they ‘iad through the jungle.

‘There are some which: uis road to Faizabad ;

though they are little r nd infested by snakes

and beasts.”

I had not thought «

enough, seeing that the

of the country.

Too tired and parche

the jogi that we woul

journey on betimes nex

Briefly I told Madhav:

Nil Bagh.

He believed, I think, that I rode to exact vengeance, but

I was uncertain as to whether Sovona had told him more.
Further, I assured him that, now I had commenced the journey

to the capital, I would slay me another bird with the one stone,

and lay the grievances of the dead Talukdar before the Nawab,

to free my people from the unjust taxations of Deo Narayan,
and to learn his will concerning the estate.

Tired as I was, I slept but little that night; watching

drowsily the greater part of it, lest, having passed my late

guests by some chance, they steal by under the stars,

As the first mynah alighted, chattering, on the ground in

the pale light, I aroused the fog, and we started off again,

BBE

ty; but it was likely

sssessed a full knowledge

matter further, I told

\eht at this place, and

t had transpired in the
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Another day passed, and another night of fitful sleep ; but no

sign did we see of the two men and the slim boy I loved. It

remained to seek them in the capital itself.

Early on the second morn the jogé waved his arm and pointed

to a haze that lay to the northwest, as we jogged on.

“There lieth Ajodya the holy,” he informed me. “ Hast

been there?”

From Ajodya to Faizabad is not a far cry—the latter was,

indeed, only a hunting lodge of the Princes of Oudh when

first they set up their throne amid the ruins of the sacred city.

Near Ajodya we did pass many Hindoo ascetics and sadoos,

and several of those queer people the Jains, who look at every

inch of ground before they tread ; for fear they should unwit-

tingly take a tiny life fend against their laws,

Ajodya, I belteve, is a for these folk ; certain

of their saints having ’

A little more travel

of Faizabad, and the

the city gate I drew to

T must enter the town wit

he take Aizht, perchar

Strangely enough, s

tangled boughs of a sr

my mind from the prese? villagers and warriors

of the taluka I had left. that in my haste, I had left

them without head or advisers so° that, as a ship without a

steersman, the estate might drift whercsoever it listed —perhaps

into the greedy maelstrom that Deo Narayan controlled.

Conscience-stricken, [ turned to the jogi.

“* Madhava, what of my people ? Who is there to care for

and protect them while I am away ?”

The priest grinned in a manner that showed his still white

teeth with the circles and symbols graven on them,

““T have said that thou didst go to Faizabad to seek justice,

and they so believe. The Aran will watch affairs of business,

and Sipihr, the captain, matters of arms. But there ts little

to fear. Narayan was well beaten, and his people have a

the cupolas and towers

s of the Ghogra. At

roy plan of action ; for

st 1 disturb my hawk and

ve in his talons,

as it stood under the

ion of thought drew



134 WARREN OF OUDH

fear of thee. ‘Therefore worry not concerning the condition

of the taluka. All will be well with it—otherwise,” with

great dignity, “I should not have followed thee.”

Relieved in some measure, I set spur to flank and cantered

into the narrow streets of Faizabad, bidding Madhava watch

keenly and doing the like myself.

And the search bore no fruit. Neither did discreet

enquiry.

In sooth, the place seemed singularly empty, and the bazaar

crowds moved not in the usual perpetual stream ; but idled in

knots and voluble gatherings. Business seemed at a standstill ;

unrest and anticipation permeated the quivering air. Well

sated with both, God wot d not this new excitement ;

ch up one street and

ourtyards of mosques

Ker through the purple

usly in the cavern-like

ew walked with lanthorns.

ff arose 3 and the dancing

he howling of jackals.

where the ground had

svhere already a network

«ly against the spangled

down another, even }

and temples, lights ha

evening gloom ; fires

booths of the sweetmeat

Far away the toneless rm

scream of pipes mingied

So night found us,

been cleared as for a gt

of bamboo scaffolding tr.

blue. A crowd of work swathed in wrappings,

round a great pipkin of seething goats’ flesh, which exhaled

succulent odours at the behest of a crackling wood fire.

Sentinels with lances stood around the clearing at intervals,

guarding the materials, of which there was a great store and

costly at that.

I approached one of these men and asked him what the

building was to be.

The fellow looked at me in some surprise.

“ Art a stranger here, miran-ji ? "Tis the tomb of the dead

Nawab, which the Begum Bahu buildeth to his memory

*Tis to be called the Rose Garden.”

1 admitted that I was a stranger
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“Tell me,” I asked, ‘is the Nawab in residence? 1 have

business with him.”

The guard stiffened into a more respectful attitude with a

clint. of steel.

“ Huzoor ; he is gone these several days with many troops

to attack the Shaiks°at Laksmanpoor—may Allah prosper his

arms.’

“Ah, then tell me also—-hast seen aught of three feringi

men to-day ? ‘They are concerned with my business and should
have met me here.”

“Lord, my watch commenced only at sundown. If thou

wilt condescend to wait, I will call a comrade who shared the

guard during the day, and who may know. Feringis are
common ia Faizabad these days

I intimated that I we

man a description of

The guard walked

“Karim! O Karim!

voice

A tall fellow stumbled £

his limbs with a shiver at t

ensued ; and then my m

“ Fluzeor 3 he tells nx

into Fatzabad to-day 6

jungle road to the nort!

whether there was an eiché of the Francese people

at the court. “They were to e court had left the city

with the army, and presently rode forward.”

“Thy friend described them?”

“ He especially mentioned that one of them wore the ghogra
(skirt) of a woman,’

That was enough for me.

“ A coin for thy trouble, friend.”

“ Ghooribperwar! Khoda salaamet rukhe!” (Protector of
the Poor. May God protect thee.)

I called to the priest and turned away.

“What fortune?” he asked.

to wait, and gave the

ard-house shouting :

his very considerable

, yawning and stretching
A muttered colloquyine

© three white men ride

{hey came from the

ic Captain of the Gate

K
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“ But little, The three men reached the city this morning,

and have ridden on to join the Court of the Viceroy. Dost

know this place . . . Laksmanpoor ?”

“Han! Why, °tis Lucknow! I¢ lieth to the south-west,

There is a fair road. What doth the Nawab there?”

“ He purposes to chastise some rebel Mussulmans in that

quarter.”

“ Ah, the Shaiks of the Fish Fort. °Tis time he drew their

teeth, indeed,”

But our own fatigue demanded that we rest for a day at

least ; so seeking a clean serai, we there spent the night.

For another day we lay at Faizabad, and spent the time

torily. I had left the Sher

purpose 3 but Madhava

—£ most potent arm, a

y heavily.

r arrival at the capital,

? Nawabi army; and I

ce to spare the enduring

rat stage of our journey,

en=-down bullock cart,

suits of troops marching

fat bag of coin; ands

At dawn on the seca

we set forth again in th

possessed my soul in suffi

beasts which had borne se 1

Occasionally we me

hackeries laden with ste

very badly and with mu

On the third day of t

the river which is cailed :

turns upon itself so much, ;

glimpsed the army of the Nawab,

From a slight eminence I looked down upon the camp, a

dazzling plain of colour ; seething with noisy life and bewilder-

ing in its display of barbaric splendour and extravagance.

‘The murmur of innumerable voices and the wild blowing of

sanks and trumpets had reached our ears long ere we sighted

their origin, giving indication of the numbers employed by

the Prince in the extermination of the parasite lords ; and our

eyes confirmed their comparative vastness.

Whole streets of painted tents, some as great as houses, lined

the plain; each flying a pennon of satin and silver, wrought

road bore down upon

e, because it twists and

t hazy noontide, we first
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in the device of the sirdar who owned it. Painted elephants,

bearing gorgeous howdahs and ornate trappings, lumbered to

and fro to the stab of their mahouts ;_ the pursy courtier lolling

a-top. Camels tricked out in caparisons of plush and half

hidden by plumes, pon-pons, beads and tassels, performed like

duties for the lesser “captains. Batteries of brass guns gleamed

dully in the sun 5 for they sadly lacked the polish which we

give ours; and I doubted not that the bores were equally

neglected.

But the housing of the men of the rank and file offered a

contrast that is typical of this land of magnificence and mean-

ness, pomp and poverty.

Most of the fighters slept

sky ; though there were but
on lances for some.

attired in a grotesqt

others were completely

weapons of worth and ¥
And it sickened me alsd

and concubines, with sm

Silken palaces they were, of

cushioned divans, rich

haunting loveliness.

possible disease among t

These men of Hindoos nuch on the battlefields

of concubines as of commissariat, rather more of perfumes

than of powder; shallow and sensuous, they, for the most

part, fight their fights in fits of blind, artificial fury; then

sink back into the soft lap of luxury from which they have

emerged,

I could spy modahs walking among the men, striking drums

with leathern thongs to attract attention and exhorting to

prowess with the wave of a quotation-covered banner of green,

Madhava and I circled the camp and came to a pleasant,

shaded spot where a number of officers in muslin and velvet—

your true Moslem esteems silk unclean—were practisin

tricks of hcrsemanship, curvets and caracoles; and slicin

ut other roof than the starlit
ce.and bivouacs of blankets

xclothed ; others were

spean uniform ; yet

ghul armour, and bore

a set aside for courtesans

ov their eunuch guards,

seg of perfumed interiors,

ed, lissom forms of

obable starvation and

atom

a
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with tulwars or shooting with pistols at dummy heads set

on posts.

One of these, a pleasant-faced young fellow with an oiled

moustache and carefully painted eyes, I approached and asked

where it were possible to obtain lodging.

He readily volunteered to assist me when I informed him
that my business was with the Prince, though he looked

curiously at my travel-worn garments and English rifle and

pistols. He not only promised to find me shelter, but also

offered to escort me to the pavilion of the Viceroy, towards

evening ; and bade me await his return while he made enquiries

as to my chance of an interview.

So the pair of us disrucunt in none too bad a humour

all things considered, { Bs xith Madhava to seek a

point of vantage from » ! who came and went

to and from the camp.

Pott,

oncern you near.”

Vimon or ATHENS.”

Pouthsafe me aw

AFTER a few moments Madhava nudged me,

“ "The Sirdar,” he said ; and I saw the young officer coming

towards me.

He had changed his puggarce for one of silver cloth, and had

slipped a surcoat of velvet brocade embroidered with gold coins

over his mail,

“The Viceroy is still in Durbar, though it be mid-day,” he

informed me. “ Wouldst have audience with him now ?”

I surveyed my dusty clothing ruefully ; and the young

captain followed my glance and smiled.

“T beg thou wilt use my tent and clothing if need be,” he
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offered generously. ‘‘I see that our caste is much the same,

though I am a Rajpoot of Rajpootana .. . not a Poorbya.”

I heeded not the subtle slur, and followed the youth down

an alley way of tents in which the air hung stagnant and reeking

with the odour of water pipes ; and the ground of which was

stained a mottled red with the rheum of chewed betel, Into

one of these tents he led me, and here I bathed and arranged

my dress ; depositing pistols and spurs and saddlery within it.

The horses of myself and my companion, were handed over to

a syce,

Then, bidding me hurry, the officer escorted me through

the lane of tents again til w > the centre of the camp.

Here was a group of spleng -gutvilions, laid out with
paths, and decked wi ants in metal vessels,

Over one of the pavi oo rods were tipped

with golden globes, w ona pole the gilt fish

which ts the insignia of ¢ (:udh ; while a com-

panion mast bore the devis scales,

Around this tent were many persons, including

armed men of my own reg beless of the party I had

encountered on my roe.

I was forced to wait

the ante-chamber of th

he brought with him an egies ar person bearing an

ebony wand tipped with gold. “This worthy rolled up to me

with the guit ofa surfeited water-buffalo, and forthwith demand-

ed my name and business.

Politeness was evidently politic ; so I answered deferentially

that my nzme was Indra Rama, and that [ had come on behalf

of the people of the taluka of Sher Singh, a Rajpoot, now dead,

to lay a sore grievance before the Prince for redress,

After a surly glare at my worn equipment, my interrogator

waddled into the great tent again, to re-appear after an interval

and bid me enter its bedizened interior.

‘The tent was spacious and crowded with courtiers. The

ground was spread with rugs, and the walls draped with appliqué-

worked hangings depicting hunting scenes in blue, white and

viuilst my guide sought

When he returned
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green. Great presses lined the sides, each heavily locked ;

they contained ready money for the payment of the troops, I

afterwards found. ‘There was a raised dais at the northern

end of the tent and upon it, sitting in a Chippendale chair

packed with cushions, was the Nawab of Oudh, Viceroy of

Shah Alam, Emperor of India. He was a young man of about

twenty-seven years of age, with a fair skin and pleasant cast

of countenance, He had a small moustache and deep brown

eyes which shone honestly and frankly enough. Already

there was evidence of a growing corpulence in his figure, the

corpulence which is an inevitable defect in these easy-living

princes of India.

Boys fanned him with fans of peacack plumes ; the golden

mace of sovereignty wa: a. gorgeously attired per-

sonage standing at his, kbtar-ud-Dowlah, said
Murtaza.

‘The Nawab was dr

turban of muslin, in w

emerald-studded clasp.

cushions of his chair.

I recognized Prince Mira.

sons of the late Nawak,

our resident newly-apy

little man dressed as 2

Claude Martin.

Harryman had told me that “Martin was about to survey

portions of Oudh ; and with his customary pushfulness, the

great Claude had evidently gained a notable prominence at

court already.

A sweat of apprehension suddenly broke out upon my body ;

for there, among the native ministers and ambassadors, stood

my colonel, Ogilvie, resplendent in full uniform. His eyes

met mine as I made my way forward, but after a second or two

of calm scrutiny they left my person and turned naturally to

some other object of interest. I sighed with relief, although

I do believe that the colonel would have proved nothing but

my friend.

of green velvet and a

s and others on the dais,

Prince Mirza Jangali,

ib-i-Naubat, Murtaza,

stow, and a pale-faced

in, my old acquaintance
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The Frenchman upon the dais was speaking to the Viceroy
in quaintly broken English,

“So zat I hope to complete zis survey wizin a few mont’s,

sire. Ze country is not so t’ickly-~how you say ?-—affores-

stated as Bengal, an ze work should be simpler zere because.”

“Thank you, Captain Martin,” spoke the Nawab. “I

will see that all help is rendered you. Now, what new suppliant

have we here ? ”

My plump friend of the ebony rod had spoken to a clerk ;

the clerk had spoken to a secretary ; the secretary had spoken

to an emir; the emir had spoken to a vizier ; and the vizier

was on the point of speaking to old Said Murtaza, when the

Nawab had caught the mov and interpreted it correctly.

Nevertheless the minigr d the prescribed chain by

murmuring somethin

“The Talukdar Ind

asked the Prince, smilis

In some natural trepid

to the fibred floor.

“Not the Talukdar, P

I corrected with due bh

representative and the

“Thou comest not

friend.”

“ Nahin; from the sod

“Well, your business ?

Thereat I stood upright and, warming to my work, gave the

Nawab an outline of the misfortune of the Taluka, and of the

circumstances of its owner’s death. As lucidly as I could, I

laid the case of the people before him, seeking the punishment

of the ami/ and a promise of freedom from future aggression ;

leading the Prince to believe that I was a man of substance,

travelling from Haiderabad to Bengal on business,

“A remarkable history, indeed, Indra Ram,” quoth the

young monarch, when I had done. “ Albeit one, the recital

of which could have waited till my return to Faizabad, though

doubtless thy championship of these people hath cost thee

”speech with his lord ?

agingly.

to the dais and salaamed

Favourer of the Poor,”

3 dead. I am but his

fs people.”

mee, by thineTMaccent,

‘\eylum of the World.”
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much, and thou desirest to be away on thine own affairs. For

that championship thou hast my deep thanks. “Thou wilt see

that I cannot now investigate and adjust, since I prosecute an

urgent deed of arms. For the present, therefore, pray give

to my trusty Revenue Superintendent, Raja Jaggernaut, or to

Soorat Singh, the details of thy complaint, with a statement of

the extent of the estate... in which pergunnah it lies, and of

how many mauzas it consist... and he will instruct thee as to

the requirements for the assessment of dues, and will place the

matter in the hands of officials for rectification, Later, I

will enquire into the conduct of the presumptuous man of

whom thou art complaining and, be all as thou sayest, I will

take his eka from hin _ prepared to retain the

conduct of the estate auld appear to lapse to

the State, an offictal is ”

“Yes, Lord of the ¥

“Then have I much?

an exploit and such symp

without its reward. “ih:

tell me of thyself. May

“ Lord,” I cried, “ g

thy shadow be as pert
slave desires to crave angi

“Well?” said the Nayab.zeadiiv. It was plain to see he

was working for popularity, this new, young king.

“Tt is that thou wilt permit him to offer his sword and life

for thy cause in the forthcoming fight.”

Asaf-ud-Dowlah’s features lit up with gratification,

“Such a boon is not exigent, friend, Indra Rama, thy

generous loyalty touches me deeply. Thou shalt fight as thou

desirest, and with mine own bodyguard. Fear not that the

duty will prove a sinecure ; for ’tis a personal score that I go

to pay.”

Again the formula of leavetaking, an obeisance, and I made

a triumphant retirement into the crush ; well satisfied that I

had gained the favour of the youthful ruler whatever befell.
From a distance I saw the Prince make a gesture of relief

r, Indra Rama. Such

roy people shall not go

me again ere long and

thee.”

ever be extolled, and

the Phoenix. ‘Thy
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at the termination of the durbar, and fasten his loosened caftan

preparatory to rising. But, before he could so do, I observed

the seneschal-like individual speak to the clerk as before ; and

the information was passed on, until once more Murtaza Khan

whispered it into the royal ear.

I saw the pencilled eyebrows go up in surprise and a rather

eager gesture of consent.

“ M. Duselin is ’ere, I sink,” said Claude Martin aloud, in

response to a whisper from the Mukhtar-ud-Dowlah. “ Will

*e please approach ?”

There was a stir in the crowd, and the adventurer stepped

forth and bowed to the Nawab

At last! My heart beg

came hardly. I pressgd

scanning the group fi

had emerged, It was

military uniform of blue

‘They were doubtless th

positions in the Oudh arm

boyish figure in dark ¢

there be—-in the court

Well, an that boy we

return to aim, and I wo

to a plump calf more closek

national rapscallion,

The Nawab spoke.

“You desire to make a request of me, sir?”

** Ay, sire,”

“Pray state what you would have of me, and the request

shall have my fullest consideration. ‘The white races do much

for us of Hindoostan ; it is but meet that we should extend a

return of favour when opportunity affords.”

Duselin. bowed, and moved a step nearer the Prince.

“ Sire,” he said in a voice so low, that it was clearly intended

to reach the Viccroy’s ear alone, ‘‘ with the deepest respect

and with’ great earnestness, I venture to beseech an audience

with you alone.”

unuituously ; my breath

x as I could, eagerly

hich the Frenchman

nchmen dressed in a

lmets and steel gorgets.

cruited and placed into

nde. But there was no

w them. How should

in, he must presently

5 no leech could stick

coadd stick to that inter-
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‘“* A private durbar?” ejaculated the Nawab in surprise.

“Yes, Your Highness,” replied thé Chevalier firmly, ‘

interview in camera... in the presence of neither diwan nor

amil; of no-one saving your personal guard.”

“An astonishing request, sir. Your business must be of

weight that you should ask such a thing.”

“It is of such weight, sire,” averred the Chevalier. “It

concerns in deepest intimacy the destiny of yourself and the

future of your state; and, I would say also, Sire, of a state

even greater than this fair Subah of Oudh.”

Asaf-ud-Dowlah’s soft brown eyes scanned the keen features

of the suppliant curiously. He turned, as though to speak

with the old retainer by his sidé at the Frenchman intervened

rather sharply.

“T would suggest

decision rest with you

The Nawab appeared *

“ By the Beard of the

do at least arouse my cur

request. But be warned,

and must not be lightly a

business actually warra

better for you, sir, that

“Not anly Your Higt
will justify me in future veat
dently.

“You may have your way, then. You will be informed

of the time selected for the interview. May God protect

you.”

“ Shah; Salamat!” answered Duselin with a bow that

hid a grim smile.

And he backed away, as a Atrani made a spluttcring entry

of the affair with a reed pen.

The Viceroy rose, pronounced some sort of benediction on

the company, who salaamed with one accord, and left the

tent. ‘The durbar was over.

Now was my opportunity to seize metaphorical hold on

he said, “that the

x,” he exclaimed, “ you

am minded to grant your

ris not lightly granted,

the importance of your

whole of ‘his great land
‘fared the Chevalier confi-
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Duselin, but to my supreme disgust, I was seized on myself by

a crowd of slavering courtiers, who yapoured and admired, and

praised and condoled, till I was sickened to death of their
babble.

But at length ITemanaged to escape their clutches, only to

fall into the hands of a host of officials who insisted on dragging

me at once before the revenue superintendent, Rajah Soorat

Singh. My mood was not gracious, it may be guessed, when

at last J reached the open air; having supplied abundant

material for an investigation.

*T was too late, of course, No Duselin could I see in the

dispersing crowds ; no word of him could I get from the guard

or attendants.

But he could not be

“ Madhava,” I said

again in the tent of thes

know that slim fering! 4

“ He of the eagle visa

“Good! Then do th

and I wil! search the othe

this day, and where he :

which one must not

hath against him be p:

“ But what said the Pri ¢ What of the Taluka ?
What word had he for: ing it? Tell me. -

sought entrance to the shamiana, ‘but could not obtain it.’
“ Damn the Taluka !”? I muttered in English.
ac Eh ? ”

“TY said, ‘ All is well with the Taluka,’ I reassured, and

contrived to stave the priest off with promises of a later exposi-

tion; packing him off to prosecute his search,

For myself, I wended a systematic way down one side of

the encarmpment enquiring, prying and peeping 5 but bootlessly

till I came to the part set aside for the European element of the

gathering. ‘This I boldly entered, ignoring the sentry, who

was one of the European Horse, and a man I knew well. He

stood outside a number of tents in which officers of many

and I were together

‘friended me, ‘‘ wouldst

im again?”

“brother.”

e one side of this camp,

shere, I have seen him

n of the kirtle will be,

sf account that Sovona
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ranks and regiments, together with a number of civil officials,

were doffing the fine gear they had worn at the durbar,

From the nearest tent there came the sound of one raving

in anger,

“ Z’wounds |” came the muffled tones ¢hrough the canvas

wall, “I’m melting like a tallow dip. I’ve a mind to wear my

medals and nothin’ else next time I go to court.”

The sentinel made a step forward and a grab to stay me, but

he was too late. Caution, disguise—everything, flew to the

four winds at the sound of that choleric voice.

I raised the tent flap and dashed inside.

"There, struggling with his cravat, and in a fine pet, was

Harryman,

cé is valanced since“ O, my old friend

I saw thee last.

HaMLet.

tion had been addressedTHE surgeon was alone ;

blundered in he lookedapparently to the tent-polé

round.

“ How now?” he yelled. “ What the devil do you want

here ? You lousy son of Shaitan! This aren’t a bazaar, nor

yet a zenana, Clear off to your own bug-rug. Get out !

Feldee! shoo!”

And he waved his arms as though I were a goose. Harry-

man was regrettably inclined to the vigorous in speech, when

dealing with natives.

I ignored the banishing gestures,

“ Harryman !” 1 said,
sé Eh ? EB a

He came forward and looked at me closely ; then seized me

3
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by the arms, piercing me through and through with his little

steely eyes. As though doubting its reality, he tugged my

beard.

“Warren !” he gasped. “Warren! By God!”

Next minute he was wringing my hand as though like to

wrench it off, laughing foolishly and swearing roundly at the
tears that would come from between his sandy eyelashes.

“Goddam me for an old fool |’ he cried, blinking, “ Lord,
man, what a start you have jiven me.”

“And you me, old friend,” I told him, gulping to get rid

of the plaguey lump in my throat.

“ By’r Lady, I can scarce believe that it is you now. Damme,

you’re a moor to the life, afti sur cyes an’t black enough.

God ! I’m glad to set ¢

‘Then he blazed for

“Pell me now! W

here . . . hidden away i

while I’ve searched Fat

well? Explain, I tell you

“In good time,” I gave

first? Has the detaci

before all, have you se

heard of her?” :

“What! You know

You think she may be here °°

“ Heavens, yes. I followed her here !”

"The surgeon looked at me, startled.

“ You followed her here? Zooks! What d’ye mean ? ”

““T mean that, small thanks to those who should have

looked after her, Miss Brunel has journeyed in villainous

company through wild jungle and zhug-infested country to this
place or near here, She came to me dressed as a man in my

house but a few days ago.”

“ Dressed as a man?”
ee Yes.”

“ At your house ?”

“ Ay, my house, the Sher Khoti, off the Faizabad road.”

o hide his emotion.

i’s name you're doing

a bottle of hay... the

wd this damned camp as

1ckamoor masque, too ! ””

ii me what you do here,

¢ to Calcutta? And,

his camp, or have you

. has... disappeared ?



148 WARREN OF OUDH

“Phew!” whistled Harryman, frowning in bewilderment.

‘We shall learn little from each other in this exclamatory

fashion, Come, tell me slowly and in detail what has happened

to you since the day you left Calcutta.”

Curbing my own impatience, I told Harryman my story in
every particular. He made no interruptiofi or sign of interest

throughout, save that his eyes shone with a sudden anger and

his lips hardened to a livid line at mention of Duselin,

“So you thought she was an agent of police, seeking you

for a crime you had not committed . . . unless the office of

moral scavenger is a criminal one, and the removal of carrion

acrime. There is a Pitter humour in such a situation, lad.”
“ More bitterness than * | said, with a reflection

of the former quality ing ou have not seen Miss

Brunel then, I gathe

“ Nay, I’m sorry to

“ Jo,” I asked next, *:

about? Can you explaiz

in such a way?”

“T believe I could, be

peace, I won’t tell all I

before you left, young

any but a constitution 30

off in a couple of twa vel best, goaded to my

utmost endeavour by his ¢ $4 but it was of no avail,

He died, and we buried him in ‘the jungle, not far from where
Armonde lies.
“The girl shed no tear. She suffered as does a fawn,

silently. We saw naught of her, and I dreaded for her reason ;

knowing how great are these silent griefs, But, thank God,

we were ordered back to the Settlement on the day of the burial ;

and glad was I to hand the lady over to fat Mrs. MacMurray,

Duselin rode with us to the Fort; then vanished like a bat at

daybreak and I’ve not scen him since till to-day. I reported

what had occurred, but little heed was taken since the one

principal was dead and the other flown, Just once or twice

I saw Miss Brunel ; and "twas a pitiful sight for eyes that had

lamentable thing came

@ thus into Oudh, and

the sake of your heart’s

isten | You know that

. a simple fever, which

“fds, could have shaken
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delighted at her in earlier days. Like the flower after which

the Bengalese named her, she languished. Gad, "twas as

though the very soul had been sucked out of her. I offered

her my sympathy, but sympathy was an empty gift, a balm

of no pot2nce to such a sorrow 3 and I could only watch and

hope for ner. “There were others, too, who did the same, but

methinks their sympathy veiled a search for opportunity.

‘There were the unworthy few, inevitably with us in these

degenerat: days, whose vaunted consideration was patently but

a cloak tc muffle ugly endeavour.

“This I know because after a few days, Miss Brunel

would receive no visitors, “Vhen, one morning, with never a

word to « soul, she disappeared. None knew where she had

gone. No search revealed cof her, Days brought

dark whisperings, and ebb tide to watch the

river near... but ¢h never be found thus,

and there's no need te stly surmise.

“ Nevertheless I dreat horror myself, knowing

how she had loved the y Laurence, And besides,

I knew her better than ed closer than most, and

found more. I wiped ¢ eh’s eyes and sleeked her

down wit good gold nay behest she searched

her mistress’s trunk an i

attire wat missing, not ®

divined d sguise, though

thought to examine the buys ci

were the .imits of my imaginings.

“Then, when I had routed in my cranium for the why and

wherefore of this disguise, I was driven back on to an old

conclusion of mine, and deduced from it my lady’s direction

and her destination. And it was right. Heavens! how

distraught poor Rosalie Brunel must have been to devise

such a plan... yet how finely daring is the conception, how

thoroughly in keeping...

“ How eit, the Colonel being gone to Faizabad on a mission

of some kind, I obtained leave to follow him and came here to

seek you. . . and someone else besides.”
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“You veil your speech strangely, Jo, for some reason, Do

you mean me to believe that you knew Miss Rosalie had

journeyed alone into Oudh ?”

“1 thought it most probable.”
ae Why ? 3

““ Because of that same conclusion of rine, lad.”

“This is unlike you, Harryman,” I protested. “In the

devil’s name, speak out. You might be a member of Council

from the tenuous gas you vent. What is your woundy con-

clusion ?”

“Sure, you might be a justice from your perpetual interroga-

tories,” countered the surgeon. “You shan’t know my

precious conclusion, lest it mayaprove a wrong one and get us

into trouble. Besides, if") ‘the wit to juggle with a

set of premises that s you than to me, and

arrive at a logical con you may flounder in

darkness . . . for a tit were better so, in my

mind.”

Annoyed, I forthwith &

“So, Master Jack, in

Duselin did kiss a certaz

“ He confessed as mu

is a gentleman, and ever

“You were always t itly generous, boy,” the

surgeon interrupted. : hoped your assumption

is correct. Though I tell you this. Duselin is forged of the
finest steel, a keen blade, as limber and subtle as they make ’em,

And all strong blades are not honest. “There are some flecked

and smeared and spoiled with crooked venoms. For all we

know he may be one of these.”

Harryman was depressing in his weighing-up of matters ;

and I told him so.

* Anticipation of the worst is the best preparation, and saves

many a shock,” he replied evenly. ‘‘ Duselin has a genius for

machination and an implacability of purpose ; and he would

brook no rivals if he were in love. Zooks, I can’t at all associate

tenderness of feeling with that impassive personality, yet, as

Neg

ii my friend spoke again.

on, Duselin . . . well,

at day,”

But the Chevalier

He out...”
ga

ee
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old Paul did say, he is a man of like passions with ourselves,
and... and pigs might fy. So, assuming he were enamoured,

we have the explanation of his exalted approval of your duel
and his e-forts to run it so smoothly. He must have known
that Armonde and you were his rivals, for there were never

two men more patently lovesick since Adam closed his mouth
with appl: and opened his cyes.”

“You think he encouraged us to quarrel ?”’

“He might even have done that. Duselin is a master at

fashioning tools from men, and he could have played on Armonde
as on a gteat, crude instrument. I’m certainly inclined to the

belief that he precipitated things.”

“Ther. why should he

manded. ‘Tt would has

been hunz.”

“ "The Chevalier ¥

give a deposition and

venience,”

“But, Harryman, ©

whom are potential riva!

Why should he be cortez

set forth nto QOudh 7’

“The death of her |

pects of iny suitor, lad

successful advance for an} ths to come,”

“You don't think he’s hurt her, Jo?” I queried anxiously.

“The Chevalier is an unknown quantity. How could I

venture a1 opinion? All [ know is that he is a man who

recks littl: of laws and conventions, except when they serve

his ends.”

“Do you think Dusclin knows whom he is with?” I

demanded fiercely.

“T? No! How should I? I cannot conceive in any

case why she voluntarily made the journey with him, unless

she was absolutely certain of her disguise. If that were so,

let us hope she was not over confident But what are you

going to do?”

ested my flight?” I de-

» to his advantage had I
ig

e been called upon to

nce. He hates incon-

yatms with men, many of

would win Miss Brunel.

among them, alone, and

¢riously upset the pros~

in. There could be no

L
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“T’ve sent Madhava to scour one side of the camp. It is

too late now to search more on this side. The deployment

for battle to-morrow, if it is to-morrow, will discover Miss

Brunel, mayhap, if she is here.”

“Tf she is not here, Jack, it is a certitude that she is in the

capital. ‘Ergo, good master Warren,’ ”” Harryman parodied,

“you must hasten there after the fight. For the present, take

care that Duselin penctrates not your disguise, He may mean

you well, but, by Jove, I doubt if he does. For myself I shall

roam around for a day or two until things shape themselves a

bit ; and then decide what to do.”

An entirely original and exceedingly disconcerting idea all

at once obtruded itself,

“ Harryman,” I sta

speak to Rosalie, do ye

noticed anything ?...

“T see what you me

thanks to you for that. :

enough flies a-pestering yo

of jealousy as well?”

“ Jealousy |” I exc

jealous who have no .

loved Duselin, I'd stili s

her person till the Frenchmarn-« 2 fetch her; and thank

God that she had found happirie pray that he’d be worthy

of her. As it is, whate’er befall, it is as Indra Rama that I

shall help her. . . she shall never know...”

“There! There |” soothed the surgeon. “‘ Seek her out

in whatever character you like, Jack... as Indra Rama, as

Jack i? the Green, or the devil himself! But certainly seek

her out, Jack, most certainly seek her out. God A’mighty,

what a hell of a heart burning there'll be if you don’t.”

Dieu, I could not understand my friend’s new air of quizzing

mystery 3 but I cordially misliked it ; and I was for protesting

again, when a commotion outside the tent broke the pause.

I heard the sentry yell “ Door ho!” (Get out !) in a strong

Scotch accent, and add a compliment or so in Geelic to the

in should... should

he .. Have you ever

surgeon, “though no

jack, haven’t you got

entertaining the vampire

“ How should I be

ay, if I thought she

and mount guard over
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subject of the order. Next instant the tent flap was raised
and Madhava darted through the entrance, to fawn like a dog
at my heels.

“Lord,” he cried, “I believed some ill had befallen thee.
The gods be thanked that thou art safe and whole.”

Harryman rounddd his eyes at this unexpected apparition.
“Holy Virgin |! What's this? Made retro, thou monkey |”
“"This,” I explained, “is the priest of whom I have

told you; Madhava Chaitanya, dealer in magick and
credulity.”

“Egad, is that so? Then from his tout ensemble, Vl
wager a ton of opodeldock to a bad Arcot rupee that he’s

a votary of Hanuman. t his hessians! And _ his
clobber ! Your linen better for a gauffering,
old boy !”

Madhava. bristled

“T bin Calcutta,” |

werry good feller!”

‘The Major bowed dows

“ On behalf of the werr

thank ye, my bully lad.”

The jogi understood

haughtily at his cozen

amid the multitude alrea: s features,

“Who is this fellow, “bretier?<" he demanded, “ And

what satth he in such a tone of one of the Twice Born?" +

“ Madhava, this is my best friend. You must treat him as
myself.”

Whereat the jogi’s face cleared somewhat, and he extended

his left hand which Harryman took, chuckling. ,

“Hope it’s clean,” he said, “but pleased to meet you all

the same.”

“T bin Calcutta,” insisted the priest with gravity.

“Well, brother. What of the search ? ”

Madhava assumed his ceremonial mien.

“Lord,” he told me, “both the tall man and the devil

with the skirt are housed not far from here.”

nm on’s railing air.

yrathfully, “* Ungrese

round,

ers to whom you refer, I

“but remained staring

' displeasure appearing



154. WARREN OF OUDH

“And the third man?” I questioned, impatiently.

“T did not see him, I did not loek for him. What concern

hadst thou with him?”

Not to let him sce my disgust, I turned away.

“Fore God, she must be found,” | cried desperately, and I

verily believe I ‘should have gone then and there rampaging out

into the twilight, had the surgeon not prevented me,

“Fore God, she shall be,” he pacified. ‘* Come, come, you

will betray yourself, if you yield to such ecstasies. Here, sit
ye down on this good Patna chair, and have some sherbet, or

better still, a tot of Jamaica, and a seegar. *Tis long, I'll

warrant, since you have drunk the one or smoked the other,

But oh! for the foam and a plug of good

virginia,”

Harryman rummage

a stone flask with a tin

to me, commanding th

Further, he forced a hand

me to smoke at leisure are
“ Now go sleep it off

while, “ for you must &

and vapouring will do

well. I must reassure

a cat on hot bricks out

yours popped in.”

The mellow spirit pervaded and soothed; blunting the

pringles of anxiety. A sense of indebtedness to this splendid

friend of mine rose uppermost, demanding imperative expres-

sion. Stammering, I achieved a broken sentence or two,

which, when he understood their burden, fetched Harryman up

in mock anger at once.

“ Damme, mayn’t a man play guardian angel an he is fool

enow to put himself out, without being pestered in this wise?

Go sleep, man, and hide not again like a bug in a rug.”

‘Yo which typical outburst he attached a dour wipe.

“Peace, Indra Rama, and sleep well . . . and thou too, little

monkey.”

us pack and produced

‘he filled and handed

allow the biting stuff,

ck Burmese seegars upon

commanded after a

torrow, and worrying

calme, and all will be

e's dancing about like

this familiar demon o’
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The last phrase was in Enplish, and addressed to Madhava

with whom, trotting at my heels, I left the tent.

The sun was setting ; the mollahs had commenced to wait

the invitation to prayer. “The air was cool and sweet.

Overwrought . . . probably as much by the stronger fumes of

the rum as by emotion, | sought the shelter allotted me, and

lay there u-babble till even Madhava tired and bade me sleep,

too 5 which command I eventually obeyed, crawling out under

the peeping stars for ease.

. Hurled ti aess of hell,

To a sleep wet! “waking, or rest,”

Oscar Wipe.

Tue Shaik families of G

munity of Mussulman

corner of the province }

fact was theirs, Accor fition, the Shaiks had

Afghan blood in their Z come ravening into

Hindoostan in the train of Said Salar. But then every Mussul-

man in Hindoostan hugs the same tradition pretty closely, and,

moreover, can produce an array of argument, thoroughly
mendacious, but nevertheless convincing to the uninformed,

to prove how radically true it is.

Still the Shaiks were powerful, and it was indiscreet and

even dangerous to asperse their claim, so that to keep tempers

cool and tulwars sheathed, it was generally acknowledged that

their forbears were Said Salas’s men right enough. Therefore,

knowing nothing of their ancestry, and caring as much, I, too,

will conform and grant them their bloody family tree.

‘Thess worthy gentlemen had in some remote time seized

upon the village of Laksrnanpoor, and made it their own.

omfortable little com-

and tight in that

iknow. “The town in
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Thereafter they built in it, and bred in it, until it became a

city of some importance ; and its name was shortened into

Lucknow.

And for the better defence of the territory thus unobtrusively

acquired, the Shaiks built a fort, a large fort, to the designs of

a Hindoo architect named Likna, and after him the Fort was

named , .. the Kila Likna, or Fort Likna. It occupied a

commanding position near Goomtee the winding . . . even the

further outskirts of Lucknow coming under the shelter of the

iron curtain its rude artillery could drop at will.

Quite what sort of a fort the stronghold of Likna was I

scarce knew ; for I saw it first at dawn or thereabouts, and last

at sunset on the same day, and. » the sun had set, the greater

part of the building had g i¢ that it was castellated,

turretted, mounted wit ngals, and formidably

inhabited, I did see.

This Fort, by a co:

of Oudh, for the first N:

ul-Moolk, occupied it for’

now. It was he whe ch

that of the Fish House

his insignia of the fish.

of which I tell.

I am ignorant to this dat umstances which promp-
ted the Prince of Oudh te eflace. The Shaiks were

self-confessed rebels against his rule and dominion, but what
their quarrel was exactly, I know not. But there was a quarrel
and a bitter one 5 and the people of Oudh were the better for

this culmination, since the Shaiks demonstrated their indepen-

dence and contempt for majesty by raiding freely and carrying

off much plunder in kind if little in treasure.

Quarrel or no, the average Indian prince would have

remained content to let the Shaiks rebel so long as their raids

did not extend to the royal zenana or the treasury ; so long,

in fact, as their field of operation was confined by reasonable

bounds ; and the folk who dwelt therein were not too impor-

tunate.

ce sheltered a viceroy

ian, the great Burhan-

en in residence in Luck-

vane of the building to

an, and decked it with

y years before the time
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For action is anathema to an oriental of the normal order ;

and if ke is a potentate, he generally obliterates the word from

his vocabulary and its insignificance from the daily round.

Therefore it said much for the character and energy of Asaf-ud-

Dowlal. that he shuld seek to settle his score so soon after his

accession ; especially in view of the extensive negotiations he

was cor.ducting with our Company ; and the reformations in

court and army that he had set himself to compass.

Alas, that he should allow himself so soon to sink into

that life of torpor and excess characteristic of an Indian

prince ; and which brought disorder and suffering to Oudh

once more.

Howbeit, the day after.

Nawab sallied forth

emirs, end he took w

else, of such dimension

The camp lay not ove

the latter was early reaci

1 was attached, as had’

as a noble of Oudh, to th
and was pleased to

defile, by the side of th

and who had now added

fitting smock of stec! :

Asaf-ud-Dowlah himself fod in“the van with due panoply.

A gilt chutter, or sun shade, was carried above him, and on

his wris: he bore a falcon as though he were merely going a-

casting with it for the long-legged waders of Ghogra side. He

scorned all armour, and his pennon boldly announced his

whereabouts ; even had the sparkle of his retinue not performed

this office definitely enough.

In the immediate rear of the Viceroy and his suite rode his

‘Turk sowars, armed after the I:nglish fashion, and commanded

by the cunning old warrior, Jamshed Beg. There were

detachments of the Habshi Regiment and representative

squadrors of the Najib Battalions of horse. Basant Ali and

Mahboob Ali, the generals respectively of firelock and match-

ounter with Harryman, the

as with the turbulent

ne could call it little

i possibility of defeat.

ort of the banditti, and

ed, and as was my right

dyguard of the Viceroy ;

in the preliminary

o had befriended me 3

esa by lending me a fair-

oy
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lock infantry, rode in state at the head of their fellows on the

wings of the force.

With a flourish of barbaric music, the expedition moved

off ; troops and squadrons of horse defiling side by side with

foot and artillery ; with no regard to discipline, system, strategy
or anything else . . . the whole forming a massive crescent

moving slowly down upon the Fish Fort to envelop and destroy

by weight and numhex-chine.

Since the start was made so early, I had no time to pursue

my search or talk with Harryman. ‘The jogi had vanished I

know not where. Colonel Ogilvie and the little troops of

the Orange Devils I presently espicd ; their orderly array

showing up in brave contra 1¢ caracoling irregularity of

the native cavalry.

The advance bega

into view, a long ram!

mud, towered and lo:

curved over each entran

and its doors barred by «

of the whole edifice was

flash-lit puffs of dense st

on the walls.

In a depression bef:

Muchi Bawan came

“brick and rain-scored

painted yellow fishes

building was moated,

portculls, The outline

ed and obscured by the

rdnance and matchlocks

een the river and the

building, the enemy cot huddled their forces like

sheep . . . a helpless-isal ruly, but fighters and

fanatics toa man. Among them moved their mel/ahs, waving

green banners emblazoned with exhortatory quotations from

the Koran, lettered in silver,

‘The enemy mass had been rudely serried into lines of detach-

ments, each of which was commanded by a more or less

dishevelled personage wearing the green muslin turban of an

emir.

Yet whate’er formation they had adopted had been vain ;

such a position would have undone the iron Corps de Garde

of France, or the stoutest of Clive’s veterans. Although

the spasmodic fire from the fortress would cover some small]

tactical move, broadly speaking the Shaik forces were
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prisoned immovably by the developing hordes of the outraged

Prince,

Extend they could not; retire they could not except into

the Fort; advance they must and be slaughtered. ‘The

blissful vagueness of the Mussulman heaven awaited many a

soul that day.

1 heard Colonel Ogilvie give a cry of satisfaction as he

noted the disposition of the rebels 5 and knew this, his opinion,

coincided with mine.

Still, there was no doubt a tough task before us all; for

such as the Shaiks fight as they breathe, with the confidence

of instinct ; and more, esteem the killing of an infidel a sure

passport to Paradise ; and there were many Hindoos among

the Nawab’s men, Again, xhortations of the mollahs,

the mad fervour of a f panoply of an Eastern

battlefield would each wal Eastern tempera-

ment in its proper wa} young men into that

witless state which is ca urging them resistlessly

forward into the thick hrieking, hacking and

hewing ull their pitiful, s could house the frantic

souls no onger,

And so it came aboug.

Gradually the sourk

round until it touch

gt

living crescent crept

snk, gathering up the

outposts of the Shaik for: colgns as it advanced,

and veiling their annihilation ue of smoke.

The massed artillery in the bight of the curve halted just

without the range of the Fish Fort’s guns and presently, with

a mutterirg rear, the brass pieces puked their iron vomit into

the hapless crush with a bloody effect its masses rendered

inevitable,

A curtain of smoke, white and fleecy as summer clouds,

drifted down upon the cnemy before the breeze, as though

some Power had dropped a merciful curtain lest the carnage

offend the sight.

Then the ghazees broke loose. We could not see them

through the stinking mist, but a chaos of yells and groans
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heralded their coming; yielding place after a time to the

murmurous patter of running feet,and the jingle and clash of

mail and bucklers. Nearer and nearer, invisible, they drew,

and the clamour swelled. “The wild voice of a moa/lah shrieked

out above the din, the cry of the fanatic Muslim seeking death

through glorious paths.

“Ah! Ah! Din! Din! Al Din!”

With a clatter the front rank of our footmen hurriedly

marshalled to meet the attack, and, such is Eastern generalship,

lined clean across the muzzles of our guns ; so that they stood

grinning, but innocuous, behind the cordon, Pikes fell to

the ready. The blue glare of portfires lit the acrid vapour as

they passed from hand to hand 5 3 touching the matches into a

crimson glow on a thous ematchlocks.

As the vengeful out mence beneath the

obliterating arras of sx wavering movement

ran down the lines of « ‘was plain to see that

the corporate nerve whi ee in battle was badly

shaken at this waiting for* a unseen foe.

“ Damn this smoke,” { ie cry. “* Will it never

clear?”

Then, shrill above ¢

blazing muskets, rose 4

ringing like a silver trumps

the men.

But now that our guns the smoke thinned, and

here and there could we obtain glimpses of the enemy, fleeting

impressions of red mouths foaming in madness, wild, injected

eyes and glimmering steel.

Unhappily, the charge first met our line at its weakest

point. A wedge of desperate fellows, with a green banner,

ribboned by shot, borne by a screaming priest at their head,

drove headlong between the lines of a battery of camel guns.

The frightened beasts shrieked and flinched before the on-

slaught ; turned about, and bolted headlong from the slicing

scimitars. “The gunners rolled from their mounts and fled

helter-skelter ; more than one of the swivelled guns bellowed

ngling equipment and

f Asaf-ud-Dowlah,

his captains to steady
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its graped charge into the ranks of the bewildered sepoys

themselves.

‘This charge bid fair to result seriously for us, and well

might have done, had not the Nawab, with admirable coolness,

ridden out himself grom under his golden chutter, and directed

the shooting of the runaway camels and the rally of the men.

The little wedge of fanatics charged recklessly on far into

the mass of our troops, but, little by little, the disturbance

created by their progress died down, until it ceased with the

fall of the last of them.

A densive laugh went up from amid the horsemen on my

right, a metallic, joyless laugh that froze movement from my

limbs for a moment. aw the man who had

laughed. It was the : was laughing, as far

as I could judge, at palsied fright on the

features of his companig ger, who, for want of

a horse, had straddled a’

the first time he had gece

feelings cn the first occasi:

I sympathized, The br;

and gibbering rage of

Duselin sat his her

protected by a steel drag

cuirass ; he was certainly: isks,

Bulge: was loaded abo with an armament of a

size and variety that did credit to the piratic profession. He

was also supremely uncomfortable, having lost his stirrups and

guiding line both, so that the camel stepped continually on the

dangling loop of the latter and threatened to fall in every

ard,

y Having espied these two, the battle became a secondary
thing to me, though, as I scanned the throng for the one

figure I hoped yet dreaded to see, the main charge of the

rebels broke like a sea upon the ranks of the army of Oudh,

and a bloody spray leapt up at the impact.

I sidled my horse nearer to Duselin’s ; averting my face and

arranging the nosepiece and steel cape of my headpiece to the

d seen that terrible sight,

at the insensate fury

race, His head was

d his breast by a heavy
i
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best advantage as safeguards against recognition. His clear-cut

tones came to my ears as he spoke in French—short, crisp

sentences, simple and ungrammatical, which the seaman with

his polyglot smatterings would readily understand.

I caught the words, “ Faites attention” “ troisiéme,” and

* dalle,’ and deduced that Dusclin was instructing his creature

as to the location of the golden key for his Kingdom of Two.

“Why not come sesverself? ”? Bulger rumbled sulkily above

the hubbub. “‘ I might miss the durn stuff efter all.”

I listened acutely for the Chevalier’s reply.

“Neither my body nor my reputation are mine to stake.

Bulger, if you hold back now shall live to see the sky from

a prisoner’s pound, and toda n Cooly Bazaar.”

“You smoack me, ew. [ll dew it. I

airn’t never said I woul Say the bearin’s agen.

I airn’t got ’em prope

A terrific outburst uf

words, and forcibly diverts

During the colloquy we’

the wave of conflict, w

beat against the very w

flecing Shaiks streamexi

Fort, and many dash:

d the Chevalier’s next

ion.

iding ever forward until

2 af stecly spume, now

ed stronghold. ‘The

of the moat into the

into the open country

beyond, Isolated knats desperate stands around

ragged standards ; here and there attackers broke forward in

their eagerness from their proper stations ; and the character-

istic confusion of oriental warfare held sway, despite the efforts of

the Chevalier’s henchmen. “The pace quickened, and I found

myself spurring hard forward to keep up with the bodyguard,

Asaf-ud-Dowlah himself was responsible for the enhanced

speed.

Ahead, I saw his golden umbrella, pierced in more than one

place by musket bails and slugs, plunging drunkenly forward

as the bearer endeavoured to keep abreast of his master. ‘The

Prince had almost outstripped the fastest of his escort, and was

straining hell for leather to reach the Fort ere the drawbridges

were pulled up.
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An elcerly diwan, the Mukhtar-ud-Dowlah I think, yelled

distractedly that the Nawab would be killed, beseeching Allah

to cleanse: this battle madness from the brain of his ambassador,

With a crash the wooden bridge was hoisted into place ;

blood oozed from the interstices.

The Viceroy reined in on the very brink of the moat, raising

a scurry of dust, and shaking an impotent blade at the fire-

spitting walls.

“Ye pitiful fools !*’ shrieked the old counsellor, as he

flogged his Jaded nag with his scabbard. “‘ Will ye see the

Prince slain before your eyes, and not raise a hand to rescue

or avenge? Oh, bodyguard of Rustams! Behold, I laugh

at your deards. Yea, I spit at thern! Give me a horse

for this snambling carric white hairs shame your

youth |”

There was a stir

forward movement. I

will charze a bullet-puks

and a vauity bag in t’oth

Duselin took advanieg.

dexterously from the xh

“Your chance will <g

American. “ Bungle

He loosened his rein

Tset my teeth. For the devised, no arrangement

could have been more safefactory’ than this separation.

When next I looked towards the Fort, I saw a sight which

filled me with a swelling pride of race. While the silken,

gutless nobles of the Nawab (1 must thus qualify them, although

I, too, was of the bodyguard and well wedged in) sat their

horses ir shameful indecision, an attenuated line of scarlet

figures cut their way through to the front ; dealing bloodless

blows wih whip and sabre flat,
It was the detachment of the European Horse, with Ogilvie

at their head, who were thus forc.d vo teach the bodyguard

its business ; though I guessed that the Colonel’s motive in

thus dramatically dashing to the rescue of the Viceroy was

te courtiers, but no

nt fellow indeed who

fy whisk in one hand

to manceuvre his horse

utes,” he yelled to the
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rather political than heroic. As a matter of fact, I afterwards
discovered that the Colonel was present for the express purpose
of keeping a watchful eye on the safety of this man of whom the

Governor-General “‘ had high hopes.”

Down the little slope charged the riders, the rearmost

urging their horses furiously to maintain a smart troop forma-

tion. But it was in a little distorted circle that they reached

the Prince and swept round and about him. For a moment

there was a hesitation, a wheeling of horses and unslinging of
carabines ; then Ogilvie seized the young ruler’s bridle and

dragged him, willy-nilly and protesting, up the acclivity to the

shelter of his own defaultig lyguard ; rating the nearest

French sirdar as he rodg*fe: exing the retreat with fire.
He was always a stic] rd of regulations, was

the Colonel.

‘Twenty minutes late

men who had so carsiles

reckless impulse, rammic

Fish Fort with their ow:

which revolted eye and

I kept close on the

devious, ending at le

north of the Fort.

Here the pirate halted examined]
unmistakable dismay at the ground.

I knew his difficulty for what it was in a second. He had

no more idea of making that camel kneel than the man in the

moon.

“Whoa, Tiny!” he cried. “ Get down !”

The huge camel circled round and came to a halt again.

“ Git down, yew beast |”

The camel endeavoured to scratch its ear with a bony hind

leg; but Bulger’s weight was too much for the comfortable

performance of this evolution, and the camel grunted in deep

disgust.

The unhappy Bulger muttered thunderously and raised a

timorous knee above the high gilt pommel ; but his mount

selin had estimated, the

jeiy master to unleash his

main door of the smoking

i inaugurated a holocaust

; Bulger, and they were

eltered nullah to the

$ pistols, and looked with
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resented the change of balance and made an angry bite at its

rider’s boot.

Inspiration seemed to come to Bulger. He grabbed the

headrope, :erked it downwards, and commenced to bellow in

imitation cf camel surwans.

“Groo !” he cri@d. ‘ Groo !”

The camel emitted a sound vastly similar by way of answer

Bulger hac not remembered the pass-word correctly.

“Shish Sh... Shabash ! Sh... sh!”

It was an excessively poor imitation, but it was effective.

‘The came: very, very slowly and reluctantly, collapsed on to

its knees, und swung backwards with an awe-inspiring grunt.

Bulger, as unwililr 3 lived since Mazeppa,

rolled out of the sad “1 the beast down to a

stump, cursed it voli ed away.

With prodigious ca k along the moatside,

reached the bridge, and te kicked aside the bloody

splinters in the doorway: the Fort.
Z

‘Twenty paces in rear, 1.

* When the towers fall, it is an ill business for the nest

builders.”

Gerorce Error,

Wirnin the Fort, Captain Bulger turned abruptly from the

main corricor into a darksome passage, deep in dust, and reeking

with the stench of powder and greased bodies, Half-way down

the passage, the American halted as though in doubt, and began

to swing his hanger and mumble discontentedly ; much in

the same way that an ill-bred hound will show anger at a lost

scent. I slipped into a brickwork niche and waited for his

noisy cogitition to cease,
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A naked Moslem tore past me down the tunnel. Bulger

drew aside deftly enough and ran the fellow through as he

passed ; afterwards kicking the writhing body aside as he

wiped his dulled blade under his armpit.

‘““"Nuther the less, thanks be the Cripes,” growled the

seaman audibly ; then addressed himself to the immediate

difficulty, “‘ Western tower . . . how in hell can one tell east

or west in this rat-hole without a binnacle? An’ the baubles

air beneath the third lozenge o’ black marble away from the

tower in the courtyard o’ the pagody. Huh! En ef I dew

get "em, yew'll see a lot of ’em, Mounseer Dusylang...

may be.”

The speaker stooped

he had killed for a’

stumbled on.

I slipped from the n

followed.

The passage was str

penetrated within of the

and above it. Now and 3

concussion of a jingal,

our heads,

After a minute the

é und the neck of the man

ig none, cursed and

tiended me and gently

only a confused echo

ura that reigned around

would quiver with the

ing smoke hung above

ruptly to the left, and

daylight shone murkily vlundered clumsily out

into the courtyard of a tiny*mas/aGr mosque nestling at the

foot of the massive tower which frowned at the western corner

of the fortress. I remained a discreet distance from the exit

to the tunnel and waited, watching,

Bulger looked around the deserted sanctuary uncertainly,

till, at the sight of the chequered marble of the flooring, his dull

eye lighted up.

Laboriously he commenced to count the lozenges of green-

veined black marble that alternated with the white.

He bent at last to pry up a slab with his cutlass,

A flaming brand fell from the top of the tower between

myself and the Yankee, followed soon after by a blood-goutted

puggaree.
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Bulger turned apprehensively and saw me.

“ Aha,” he growled, and rushed at me with sword upraised

and terrifiz mien ; but stopped and lowered the weapon when

he saw I made no threatening gesture. I stepped forward

with one hand uprajsed and addressed him in English.

“Well met, Captain Bulger,” I said. “ Captain Barnett

Bulger .. of Boston.”

The piratical eyes goggled, and the piratical mouth slackened

with astonishment,

“T yow you do appear prodigious amazed, sir; but ’tis

possible you may recognize me if I raise this nose piece... thus.

Ah, you do, I see. Then you may recall when last we met.

Your aim was plaguey bad, s ut ghen, with such a carron-

ade as yours, what ca :

Bulger’s slackened “&

hanger. He surveyed 7

“ You speak English

airn’t no blackie. Who

“ A Valukdar of Qudh,’

“YT dunno what thet &

man...a renegade?”

“ As much renegade :

“White or black, yew

and dashed at ine.

I sprang on guard and met ‘his ‘fitst huge blow at my hilt,

letting his vroad blade slide the length of mine to the ground.

He had no idea of sword play; and in another second his

weapon clattered on the marble.

Bulger sweated like a frightened ox, as I raised my point

and put one foot on his hanger.

“ You are as sad with the bodkin as with the barker, Captain,”

Itoldhim, “ And, since I purpose to hold a small conversation

with you, you must not be so hasty.”

A cunning expression stole over the Captain’s doltish visage.

*“* Ha’aves,” he cried. “ Ha’aves. Yew dunno whar it is,

en won’t ef J don’t tell ye.”

“Tam rot concerned about that which lies hidden beneath

their grip upon the

uck,” he said, “ Yew

u



168 WARREN OF OUDH

this floor,” I said. “ Though it is not yours, nor Duselin’s ;
but the property of the Viceroy.”

* Three-quarters !”” shouted the Captain anxiously. “‘ Fer

the love o’ Cripes don’t blow it.”

“I’m not going to. My desire is that you should tell me
a few things I am anxious to know. The first is this ; what
became of the young man—Halliday—who came to my house
with you?”

“What dew yew want tew know for?”

“ Answer |” I commanded, “Or...”

I raised my sword.

““ He stayed in Faizabad,” gabbled Bulger in a vast hurry.

“Where, and with whonet!

“JT dunno. When ¥

lang arsted whar the

the Silver Market an

darkie . . . a hell of 2

stayed with him. We <

“ Did he stay of his o

“T dunno. Waal, he

Dusylang cocked his eye

‘It is the best I ken d

back,’ he says, En the

since.”

“Where is this house ¢ :

“Hard by the Silver Market. A yaller house with a fish

on it.”

“Thank you, Captain Bulger. Pray continue your task.”
“Ha’aves is fair,” said the Captain. ‘ Ha’aves it is, or

nothen.”

“Tye told you that I want neither half nor whole. Finish

your digging ; get out of this place ; and tell no one that you’ve
seen me. I can hand you over to the Calcutta police just as

well as anyone else, remember.”

“T shan’t blow. I don’t see any sense in yewer questions

to start with. But look’ee hyar. About this...”

“ Dig!” I commanded sternly. ‘‘ I am interested.”

te_city, Mounseer Dusy-

er thet we went tew

‘nh visited some durned

and the scrivick feller
red

m few want tew. But

as polite as yew please,

safe hyar till I come

1, en J airn’t seen him
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Forthwith, Bulger wedged up the half-prised slab and looked

beneath.

‘There was neither cement nor earth, but a rusted iron surface

with a folding handle slotted in it. This the pirate raised

with difficulty ; bug three or four more slabs had to be lifted

before the lid, for such it evidently was, could be opened.

‘The Yankee hauled excitedly on the handle; the catches,

clean rusted through, gave way ; and the lid shot up with a

groan of corroded hinges.

Two compartments stood revealed in the box, one of which

was crammed with gems whose pent-up glory now shone forth

with a gleam of wondrous rainbow light. Sword hilts, dagger

hafts, necklets, coronets, and aigrettes, scintillated

dazzlingly to the deligit.ef

“ My main!” he

second compartment,

seemingly a solid mass

A trail of filth flowed

there was a merry jing!

packed coilection of coins,

Great. A monarch’s rg

I thought, to set up ha

“T cain’t lift it,” <

“Look’ee. Is it ha’ay

“What of Monsieur : queried,

“ Huh,” replied the Captain, ““ef yew’re minded to swag

this wi’ me, and give me a hand out’n this god-durned hole,

what’s Dusylang or anybody else tew knew about it?”

“You're a very complacent person, J protest, Captain.

Not only do you ask me to join you in cheating a man who

trusts you... . at least a little further than he can see you ; but

you clean forget the fact that | owe you something on my own

account.”

‘The redoubtable buccaneer looked up in alarm at this
reversion to unpleasant topics.

“For the present, since our combined strength would be

insufficient to move that box out of the Fort, you will close it

pudgy finger over the

y brown in colour and

ide of the finger ; and

singly solid block was a

é gold coins of Akbar the

ead before us; enough,

doms for Two.

fr, after a long pause.
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and replace the tiles upon it. Nay, Captain, put back that

handful of gold first . . . all of it, please.”

Ignoring protests and attempts at further negotiation, I saw

that my order was obeyed.

“ Now,” I quoth, when the floor of the little shrine looked

reasonably normal again, “ go out and report to your . . . your

employer. Do what you please, but don’t mention this encoun-

ter toa soul. An you do, Captain Bulger, I solemnly assure

you that within twenty-four hours you will either be a dead

man or else on your way to answer for your deeds in the Settle-

ment... you may have your choice, Walk in front of me;

and keep your hands from your belt.”
Following which piece a and i

the sacred precincts t

The fighting was

the edifice, where moéfai

barricaded themselves.

a heaped pile of dead lay

by Aurangzeb’s mosque,

the more cowardly had be

from the vengeance «

Muslim corpses of thei

stands to pieces for tl

And, as we emerge: Fort in seeming cordial

propinquity, I caught a glimpac’ oF tht Nawab standing under

the gilded fish over the main door ; his fine garments dabbled

and torn; a scimitar in his hand; surveying the dire results

of his expedition. His suite stood around him, panting and
exhausted.

It was high noon,

In a few hours their last sun would set upon the Shaiks,

sinking slowly into a bath of blood and fire. A desultory shot

or two rang out, disturbing a swarm of filthy, raw-necked

vultures; which scrambled from their awful meal with a

clashing of horny wings.

Bulger mounted his camel, which rose altogether too pre-

cipitately for his comfort, and I mounted Radha whom I had

in which order, we left

the topmost rooms of

¢ fanatic adherents had

a8 were shambles ; and

pon the Goomtee’s bank,

ghastly hillock ; where

despatched as they fled
x, Ghouls looted the
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tethered near by ; keeping a hand to butt, even as I swung into

the saddle,

“Right, Captain Bulger,” I said. ‘‘ You may relieve me

of your presence.”

The American kicked the camel’s sides and the beast loped

off, I cantered round to the front of the Fort, intending to

pay my respects to the Viccroy and to offer my excuses for

departing from the bodyguard ; for, in sooth, I had done my

duty that day most damnably badly.

However, as I drew up amid the suite, there came the sound

of hurried feet pattering down the great aisle of the house,

behind us.

A frightened cry resou

“They have fired

A wild-eyed man té

seized upon him and tw

‘““ How say you, slave

“Ay, Cherisher of ¢

train to the powder store

yourself, O my Prince !’

The courtiers neares

with smail ceremony 2

where the horses stood®

thwacked his mount lu ched a place of safety.
Having no great wish ve'Heneath the shattered walls

of Much: Bawan, I tore after the royal party, while the Nawabi

soldiery {led in all directions.

Barely had we reached the brow of the nearest hillock, when

the western tower crashed down with a muttering roar, and

a rolling cloud of dun-coloured smoke soared aloft into the air 5

like a rec soul leaving a broken body.

When the dust layers settled, quivering slowly down, I saw

that the little mosque had been completely destroyed by the

explosion ; and that broken marble from the floor of it had

fallen obiectionably near me.

So that it would be a long time before Duselin could unlock
the door to his kingdom, if ever he could indeed, with the

x the vaulted ceiling,

yourselves !”’

sen; and the Prince

0 face him.

xd of the World! A

e western turret. Save

grabbed His Highness

rds ; lugged him off to

tito the saddle ; and

oe
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particular key of his intention. Incidentally, I too, and all

others, were debarred the use of it as well.

I looked around for Bulger.

He was remote upon the far horizon ; his trusty mount had

bolted,

“ Hearing that the Fres

rattas, Hastings sent ga¢

peninsular from sea

Tr

“e intriguing with the Mabk-

gainst them . . . across the

» Empire. (Story.)

Tuar night, in the mid

songs and the clamour 3

triumphant feast, at which

réle of reluctant spect:

folk be at times as horr

in battle.

The young Viceroy i by the excitements of

the day to a vivacity thal ; a rosy glow shone

through the tanned ivory of his cheeks, and his eyes burned

with a hectic fire,

Yet I could not but note with misgiving the wild, unthinking

vigour of his talk ! for it boded an instability in great issues an

some sound counsellor guided him not.

Ere they left the great silken room in which the feast was

held, the Nawab praised in unmeasured terms the bravery of

those of the white race who had rendered him help that day,
and thanked them with impetuous promises of favour to come.

Then, almost in the same breath, he made a statement which

created a sensation.

“ T have decided,” he announced, “ to celebrate this memor-

that rang with shouts,

Asaf-ud-Dowlah held a

ity though more in the

participant 5 ; for these

ad pleasures as they be

¥
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able day, and the establishment of what I pray Allah may grant

to he a lasting peace betwixt the peoples of my dominion, by

building me here a palace and removing hither my court and

its appanages from the city of Faizabad; for the demise of

my veloved father hath rendered even the Beautiful Dwelling

a prisoning citadel of pain for me, "Tis an auspicious spot

and fair, this town, and well named after the brother of that

mighty Rama whom my beloved of another creed do revere
and worship. More, it abounds in game... more than was

ever seen near Faizabad...”

The young man ceased speaking for breath, and looked around
him, smiling a trifle dubiously at the sea of astonished faces,

But, after the first hesitation of surprise, the moors sent up
a roar of dutiful approb t the lights quivered at

its vehemence ; and th ased their fanning, till,

the excitement subsidi rned to rate them.

Tis strange indeed, ty as Lucknow now is,

should have sprung frow ndation as a monarch’s

whim; yet we who has me Prince selecting a

nag froin three thousand 3¢ sunt from fifteen hundred

fowling pieces, wherewit} a-shooting, wonder less,

perchance, than others dé

Captain Claude Mar

seat, smirking benignasi
pating royalty’s every wis

His compatriots seemed "ts iin: with a mild disgust,

though they were careful not to let the Captain himself observe
it; since the position he had achieved at this court already

rendered him an enemy to be reckoned with, an he were

offended.

It was at Martin’s signal that the exalted gluttons stowed

away the last succulent morsel into their sore-tried bellies,

and watched the removal of the remnants of the feast with

regretful, cozy eyes, ere the natch commenced,

A sinuous line of half-naked girls, lecring and voluptuous,

entered from an ante room, chaunting a song with a motive of

polished indecency such as those at court esteem true and

ly over the Nawab’s

smirked, and antici~
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decorous poetry. It snaked and squirmed the length of the

great shamianah, sequins and jewellery, shimmering dully as

their wearers moved through the haze of hookah smoke, and

wound on to the dais prepared for its reception.

As I watched the procession idly, Harryman made his way

down the narrow aisle between the rows of tumbled cushions

on one of which I lolled amid the distinguished company, and

stumbled against me with a stolid deliberation that made me

frown,

“Come to my tent,” he breathed, then coughed loudly and

falsely, and stumbled on towards the exit way, fondly imagining

that he had acted with the extreme of discretion.

However, a few minutes later, I too, slipped out, making

my way to the tents of the © an Horse, and sought that of

Harryman. He was posed upon a couch,

puffing at an English

“ You’ve seen her?

“No,” I replied.‘

a Good, lad, Where
“y forced the informatt

bad.”

“Ah, Bulger, Wha

pyrotechnic vanishmen

was not in the Fort at

chance ?”

“No, he had gone. Burcthe tréasure was there, Jo, and I

saw it. Precious little use it will be to Duselin now, or... or

to anyone else, either. And, Jo... Duselin knows !”

“The devil he does | Could you not find out how she is ?

How he treats her? How he regards her? What his intentions

are?”

“Nay, that I could not. Bulger had not guessed the secret

too; but from what he told me, [ have no doubt the Chevalier

has discovered all, O God, Jo, I hope he means her well!”

‘The sound of merry voices drew nigh, approaching the tent.

“ Sit down and look solemn,” muttered Harryman, jumping

from the couch,

without ado.

here she is, I believe.”

aw d’ye know ?”

idger ... she is in Faiza~

scaramouch of the

there was any? He

xplosion, by any lucky
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I obeyed, and next moment, Peabody and Pettigrew, in a

considerable state of hilarity, dragged the apparently unwilling

Claude Martin into the tent between them,

“ Wha~’s to do?” snapped the surgeon, pettishly.

“We've come foy a nightcap of your Jamaica, sir,” cried

Pettigrew, “an’ we an’t goin’ till we get it... that an’ a seegar.

There, there | Cap’n Claude . . . be good, be good ! Sit him
down, Peter |”

The unhappy Captain was duly sat down... on the ground
alongside me.

“Who's your coffy-coloured friend, Major?” asked

Peabody. “ Didn’t know you favoured dark company...

masculine, that is.”

“A noble lord with

glibly, “ My fame 2

observe. But what ¢

Martin? ”

“T want to go to bes rtiny “but zese villain’,
zey won't let me.”

“Not till we’ve had

Come, si, the punch,

And the 3eegar, please

“Well, well, if you #

your young heads to-morrayy

you sick,”

“Not us, Major. Is your noble friend goin’ to join us?”

asked Pettigrew.

“ He’s a Hindoo, and might,” rejoined the Major, to my

great dismay. I had been wondering bow I might slink off

with grace.

Nevertheless, I grinned, bowed, and accepted a mug of

well-watered rum, spiced.

“Lud, Major, a pretty day’s work-—-a pretty day, wasn’t

it, Peter" ”

“It was, Audelay, it was. And with big results, D’ye

hear the rincelet say about moving the capital ?”

“Faith, yes. On account of the shootin?!” he said.

”

sgave back Harryman

in the land, you will

t? And you, Captain

gether, Captain dear,

ctuff, your punch, sir.

Though I fear for

egar will certainly make
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“But ’twon’t come up to Bengal, I’ll hazard. I’ve done

some good shootin’ there, Peter.”

“ Perchance |! Perhaps! Maybe ! Why, you couldn’t hit

a pheasant in the air, Mr. Peabody, if you tried till. . . till the

Mahratta war.”

“Mr, Pettigrew, sir, have a care. Do lapprehend,..?”

Claude Martin interposed adroitly.

“ Why do you regard zis Mahrattoe war as so. . . so im-

probable, mes amis? Your Colonel, ’e is right, I tell you.

Il saute aux yeux, zat war, Cest a dire, aux yeux suffisament

pergants.”

“You don’t say so? W’'en’s it to be, Cap’n Claude?”

The cornets had forgotte difference in a second, and

turned flushed, curious wards the peacemaker.

Ah, prochainemer ainement |
“Study for yoursel? . “Keep your ears

open, and you will kno ell you. Ah, it will be

a great war, and a ‘ard’ English, specially if ze

slipper-bearer an’ ze sheph loyal to zeir Peshwa.”

“Explain, Captain § rotested Mr, Peabody,

“Who the devil is the sli d who’s the shepherd ? ”

“*Olkar the chief is hepherd, and Sindhia,

‘is people were menial

“Well, an’t they loy

“ More or less, But 2 is abe,” explained Martin,

“°F was only born last year . ... Ze post’umous son of ze dead
Peshwa. As you know, ze English do not support ‘im. Zey

support Raghoba, ’oo is ze uncle of ze late Peshwa, an’ ’oo ’as

seized ze t’rone at Poona, declarin’ zat ze babe is not-—’ow you

say ?-—-not ze son of ’is father. You know zese sings ?”
oe Ye—es eed

“ An’ you know zat ze French support ze babe, ’ose interest

is watched by the minister Furnavese ? ”

“ Do you mean to say that if these parties come to blows

seriously, the Company might step in?” asked Harryman,

realizing that there was more than idle distraction behind the

adventurer’s words.

Pe
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“Tt is likely. Zey "ave ze eye on ze Bombay side. An’

Y believe Raghoba ’as effered Bassein and Salsette to ze English,

if zey wil! support "im and keep ’im on ze t’rone.”

** And would France be involved, too ? ”

“Qo can say?”

“ So that, once again, France and England might possibly. . .?”

“Oo can say?”

““What would you do, if--if i# happened again, Cap’n

Claude?” asked Peabody ; and was rewarded for his in-

quisitiveness by an angry frown from the Major.

Martin’s sharp features rounded in a grin.

“f stall remajn true—to Claude Martin,” he chuckled,

“ Trus’ me to do zat, whatever ’appen.

“But you see,” he went “zat we would ’ave a tough

job, if zese freebootin kar and Sindhia, were

to rise up against Ra; support 7im. Dieu !

What a power zey “a ut taken control of ze

Mogul from us, zo we at Buxar wiz Asaf-ud-

Dowlah’s own papa? et ’old *im a virtual

prisoner on ‘is own t’roné Diew |! What a power !

What a volcano !

“ But Ged forbid za

once,” tacked on M

is. Yes, we English

ze dogs sleep but ze

cana should blow up at

‘It is bad enough as it

iy, pardieu, an’ let all

g wiz. See you, if zis

war should come to pasjiesieiassperate importance zat zis

Viceroy of ours should remain a fren’. "E seems well disposed

now, but one is never certain of zese folk. An’ why mus’ we

be good frien’s wiz ze Nawab, if we would quarrel wiz ze

Mahrattas? Why? Because ze Bengal army mus’ assis’

Bombav, an xeir route zere Hes across India.”

Ar’ w'en is the circus to commence ?” asked Pettigrew,

eagerly, ‘‘ Your prochainement is a little indefinite, Captain.”

“Tr I have learn aright,” answered the litde adventurer

very gravely, “ ze cirque, as you call it, ’as start already. It

is whisper’ zat ze Bombay Council "ave sent troops to aid

Raghoba already |”
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Both boys whistled long and loud.

Silence fell upon the little gatherings One could almost

hear the momentous question being revolved in the brain pans

of the two youths.

“ Captain Martin is fatigued by his disqyJsition,” interjected

the surgeon, suddenly. “ Come now, you’ve had your night-

cap. Off to bed !”

Martin rose with alacrity, and with a parting wipe or two,

the boys stumbled, yawning widely, from the tent.

“Well,” said Harryman, “if those children don’t know you,

nobody will.”

“ The ordeal has tried me, nevertheless, and J want to rest

after it,” quoth I, stretching say.cramped legs. “TI shall start

for Faizabad to-morrowgag ou, old friend, before I

leave. 4 demain.”

We gripped hands #

In my own tent I £

had not seen him since

eagerly,

“ Lord, mine eyes are 2:

“Tam tired, Madha

sidled nearer.

“This for thine <

, drowsily anxious. I

May, and he greeted me

ght of thee. Greeting |”

gestively ; but he merely

faced feringi left this

place, long ere the feast -apital. Thou knowest

me, O my brother, to & f some little renown,

Therefore, while the Prophet’s followers broke his every rule

this night, it happened that I fell into argument with the

Nawab’s &trani, who is a Hindoo of caste, yet wrongly inter-

preted an aphorism of the Pooranas. But ere the moon had

risen far, I had shown him his error, and thereafter, in pleasant

talk, I learnt this of him, thinking, since the Francese’s move-

ments interest thee, that it would be to thine advantage.”

There was little time to be frittered if this were true infor-

mation,

“ Howbeit,” pursued the jagi, “he cometh again on the day

“nain Foon’ for intercourse alone with the Viceroy. On

that day, also, the Arrani bade me inform thee, art thou to come



WARREN OF OUDH 179

to Lucknow to receive word of the Prince concerning what is

to be in the Taluka, , Here is the tablet with the command.”

“This is certain news,” I queried, “as to the feringi ?”

“ By the Creator, it is certain.”

“Then, thank thee, brother. We will step into the foot-

prints of che Frank’ ere the cock has crowed many times.’
So the ninth of June was to bring Duselin again to Faizabad.

T conjectured what might happen before that date, seeking to

look forward into the future with the success that always

attends such futilities. My mind was thus occupied as I

tumbled on to my charpoy.

“Lord,” whispered the voice of Madhava in my ear, “ why

not ever temain with us...as our Master? Ofa truth, thou

art as great a bahadoor as_& . in fact a greater, since

he had grown over fat nee would come great

honour and influence to me, what brooks a

difference of colour, af the hue of bronze is as

rich as pale red, Ca ight, when we love,

brother. And then ther TM

pan

“A lothely seve PR aAME Tas. night,

How there hoved anigh me a griesly knight,

Did smite me down to the pit of hell...”

“Tur Rep Kine.” (Kingsley.}

I srrriep myself to sleep, wondering the while whether my

beloved slept calmly, and where, in the heart of royal Faizabad.

Though sleep had been of late gently elusive or openly

defiant with me, I hoped that the fatigue of the past day would

stretch me consciousless till dawn, Yet, strangely, it did not.

Nor, more strangely still, did I find my dozing hours assailed
by my familiar fears for "Rosalie, nor sweetened by visions of
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her. 1 dreamed truly, but I dreamed the wildest chimera

dream that it had even been my lot to dream,

I saw Duselin established in his kingdom, or rather a king-

dom, for he was alone... queentess... in his regal magnificence.

He sat upon a throne draped with golden cloth embroidered

with lilies ; and the throne seemed to hang suspended over a

wide territory, a territory that was familiar to me, since the

towers and spires and pagodas of Calcutta sprang upwards

from it.

Grouped around the throne were the vassals of the monarch,

great stout fellows in Mahratta armour with blazing caste

marks on their heads, Mussulman princes in green muslin,

half savage folk in tiger skins, and, alas, not a few whose faces

I recognized. I made ox # the Nawab of Bengal,

the form of the Delhi 3 um, and, seated on the

step of the dais and lo ‘hroned_ Chevalier, no
less a person than the 6 i recall how the sight

of this last person disturd ‘bitterly I yelled across

‘the separating gulf, repro ich his infidelity to me,

upbraiding him for his & 3 rencauncing his allegiance

and serving my enemy.

I vituperated with m

lier, smiling wearily ar

me hurtling down inte @

which an o’ertried stomay ta plunge us o’nights,

And when these depths had hiessly plumbed, I found

myself on the parade at the Settlement, endeavouring to drill a
squadron of horse. But they wore scarlet jackets no longer,

but dresses of blue and grey and silver instead, with little silver-

laced hats. And to every order I gave, they performed a

movement diametrically different ; till, mortified and worn out

with endeavour, I turned, to find that the men were obeying

not my orders, but those of a French sirdar of the Oudh Army

who stood behind me

Whereat my rage was so exquisite that I woke.

‘Thereafter I lay drowsing, seeking for an interpretation of

this nightmare, What meant this pictured apotheosis of the

Pr

il at length, the Cheva-
out his hand and sent

y Hlimitable depths into
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Chevalier, his appearance as a monarch seated upon the lily

throne ot France and reigning serenely among the princes?

What meant this ghostly parading of French light cavalry in

the very precincts of Fort William ? Surely it was all a portent,

and an evil portent at that, as the symbols favoured Duselin

and his folk suggesting in fact a state of things palpably

absurd.

Chasseurs in Calcutta... pish ! And Asaf-ud-Dowlah ?

Why should he find a place among the sycophants of a French

lord puisie ? Was it a warning... this dream of mine?

The recollection of the Nawab’s name brought the prophetic

utterances of Claude Martin clearly to my mind, his certainty

of war in the west, his declaration of the necessity of keeping

well in with the princes | India, because we might

one day want to marci ach their lands, But

what had we to fear & ah, should this need

arise ? His dominions direct route; we had

beaten his father and re mn our own terms 3 we

had lent him our troops 2 and had now extended

that protection to his s< vince of Oudh was our

friend, surely, carefully ¢ aced by us. Further,

he was after all a Suba peror at Delhi, though

truly he was virtually he Moghul was but a

puppet who danced to ied by Mahratta fists.

Would he indeed ever 9! .. + forsake us at the

vicarious bidding of the 4 “or of his own volition ?
Even so. what could he do ?

I pictured the army of Britain tramping through Bengal to

the west; their exceedingly tenuous line of communication

with English territory and aid running through the lands of

stranger Eastern princes. I thought of the hordes of potential

fighting men, the feudal levies, who could be assembled at
their desire, leaping from the ground, armed and accoutred,

like Czdmus’ dragon’s teeth soldiery of the old legend.

Memory showed me again the serried lines of the now dead

day, w:th the gallant Frenchmen leading and exhorting.

How lixe maniacs the moors had fought under those barbed

ipero
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tongues, and with what perfect confidence in the foreign
paladins,

Their obedience had been the obedience of implicit faith ;
their orderly rallies spoke of stern drillings and discipline.
Yes, they could be made good fighting men, these stout peasants
of Hindoostan, and their French officers were making them so.
French officers !. . . imported into Oudh by Duselin, inimical
body and soul to England, yet wielding a mighty personal
influence and control throughout the army. Heaven! What
did this really mean ?

‘To what end was the tampering of the Chevalier with these
pagan legions ?

What was the question h

ninth of June?

I fell into a sweat

of calamity impending,'¢

Conscience stabbed :

and all. I was an En

albeit my circumstances we

Yet I had known of this :

great rivals in this impes

truly, because I had

ignored... we of Engiaa

subtleties . . . but chiedy

pressed heavily upon me.

Lying awake in the dark, heated interior, in company with
my newly-awakened sense of duty, I had a mighty uneasy time.
And so moved was I, that I decided then and there that a
warning message must be sent to those whom it would most
concern ere another sun had set. ‘The form it should take

and the method of delivery exercised me greatly ; and, at
length, with no clear plan conceived, I watched the dawn light
creeping in,

I hastened to dress, disturbing the sirdar, who had returned
even later than I to the tent overnight, and who insisted of his
innate courtesy in rising with me ; though it was plain that he
had no clear idea where he was nor whom I was either,

ld ask of the Prince on the

y thinking. A sense

ster, overwhelmed me,

banished sleep for good

ondam English soldier,

esent somewhat involved,

the part of my country’s

ad ignored it, Partly,

nething safely to be

‘one to disregard foreign

ht of mine awn affairs
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But he commanded his syce to fetch and make ready my

horse, at which I was grateful, having no servant.

I stepped from the vitiated air of the tent to sniff the sharp,

scented breeze of the morning, and in doing so, because the

world was still bosky with the dawn, I almost fell over the jog,

who, loins girded, Hessians on leg, and caste mark renewed, sat

in carven patience awaiting me.

He raised himself with a groan that told of rheumy joints

and announced himself ready for the move, but I hastened on

at once to Harryman’s tent.

The surgeon was risen and was vainly endeavouring to set

his foxpée square upon his polished pate.

“G’mornin’, Warren,” he grunted sourly. “Can tell me

why i the devil’ s name tdi bring my wig stand to camp ?
This chevalure 0’ mine js% and I gave ten guineas

for it... no less . hunks who waits on

the Gavernor, Assu latest fling from the

Macaroni,’

“Jo” UC asked, igne

return to Calcutta p*
“Eh? Why, Pim rn

y'know. Simply outwey

Calcutta, and squeezed |

be needed and ought ¢

didn’t let me go, I’d neve

a day or two off duty agas

at any time. But why 3 2”
- “T have a message for Calcutta.”

“ As urgent as all that?”

“Yes, it concerns the war.”

“Which war... notthe...ahem... Mahratta War?”

“Yes... the Mahratta War, indeed.”

“Ha! Has old Claude kept ye awake as well as me?

’*Pon my soul, he shamed me prodigious last night for chuckling

at the Colonel’s fire-eating ideas. What simpletons we have

been, It teally looks as though we shall be embroiled again

ere long.”

. ee

ion, “when may you

unofiicially here now,

ray, who commands at

ns. Told him I might

“olonel, and that if he

or him when he wants

« Colonel’ll let me go

N
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“Tt is all true, 1 am convinced,” I said. “ And that is

the reason of my anxiety. Have you ever thought, Jo, that

Duselin’s interests in Oudh may be connected with it?) Wh

should he pay Armonde to obtain places in the Oudh Army

for Frenchmen ?”

“Phew !”? whistled the surgeon. “To tell ye the truth,

I hadn’t given the matter much thought. After what happened

in Chauhati, I intended to report the collusion between Ar-

monde and Duselin for a reason you know. But the death of

oung Brunel . . . and what came after . . . clean drove all

thoughts of the political pother from my mind. And then,

Frenchmen do this sort of thing in the usual run... an’ you

can’t take it seriously . . . it’s ues and idealistic... their

plotting, But now, wh kofit...”

“T didn’t emphasi in the Sher Khoti

between the Chevalier a8 se, | confess, it seemed

insignificant to me, in c other things ; .selfish

as I have been,”

“Gad, and you think ¢}

something to do with the
ae J do.”

“Hum!” comme:

sagely. “Hum! Ye

Look’ee | V'll ride with y aizabad, and thence to

Calcutta. J will take thes 7 discreet quarter, the
very discreetest of quarters, and we shall see. I wonder though
what lies underneath this business ; I’d give the dooce of a lot

to know the colour of Duselin’s cards. But, Jad, if he would

suborn the leopard we must seek counsel of the tiger. Yes,

we'll ignore this fellow Bristow here. He’s against the

Governor, I’m told. Ay, I know to whom to go...

Abdul Rahim, you illegitimate offspring of a byblow

sow...”

He yelled instructions at his unfortunate servant, till the

fellow was darting a dozen ways at once.

“ Duselin,” I stated, “left for Faizabad last night. *Tis

urgent to hurry.”

2f & private audience has

wagging his head

it’s plaguey likely.



WARREN OF OUDH 185

“Phew ! D’ye say so. The swine! But we'll get there

first, lad. Never fear!”

“We shall have our work cut out to do so. Did I tell you

that the cate of the Chevalier’s interview with the Nawab is

fixed for “he ninth of June ?”

“The ninth o’ June, b’ God! I'll lay every stiver I’ve

got, that he’s riding to Fort William in the midst of a half

squadron on the eighth. He must not gain the Nabob’s ear.

The man is romantickal and not over sound . . . witness this

fad for skifting the capital. And Duselin is plausible, as we

only too well know ; so that with the authority he may have

to back him, he may do much. An’ you must stick in his tracks

at Faizabad, Jack, and see where he goes. And, look’ee, see

her personally, and spea _if possible. Her being

Miss Brunel. I tell y n ha’nt got a hope in

that quarter, so you * self about what he’ll

find ir his path ere he rt. Damn this shirt |

These frills never will # rly over the top of the

waistcoat. Ay, I’m ready t, thar is |”

An hour later, our he de of mounts and pack

jingled out on to the g ad; the sentinels of the

camp wondering visibly cf a Rajpoot chief and

a plethoric feringi in ¢ 1iming at the sight of

an ascetic in Hessian bose tGrcd sibilant charms for

the dawn pains in his ancien, 3¢ Folted by on his fiddle-

headed monstrosity of a horsc.
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XIV

“ A sparrow hawk did hold in

Wicked jail... the nightingale”

THomas WEELKES, 1600,

SoMEWHERE on the road, Duselin evaded us.

‘Towards evening we sighted him in the distance, riding in
an attitude of dejection, his head sunk between his shoulders.

Behind him rode Bulger, at least, one I took to be Bulger from

his bulk and atrocious seat.

Immediately, I fell back with Harryman, and Madhava was

sent forward with instructions eep the twain in sight until

the capital was reached ane st’s destination therein

revealed.

But, not long after,

to say that his quarry ha

following the direct road’

they had gone. 4

“See, Lord, I—I did bue

boot of mine, and to exe

.. + a fogi who has pe

knowledge and who .

“Where are the mez ow?”

“ Brother, I rode in vith the point of their

vanishment as centre, but, alack, no sign could I find of them.
See, brother, what comes of procrastination when bent on great

affairs . . . note how the slightest wandering of the attention,

the inopportune deviation of the mind, may wreck great schemes.

How saith Firdusi the Persian... ?”

With the serenest urbanity the priest drew a moral from his

own default and would doubtless have lectured me at length,

had I not sworn at him heartily (in English) and bade him

retire. He obeyed, but only to pick up the thread of his

argument where I had broken it and deliver his homily

extenso to the unhappy surgeon.

‘back, quite unabashed,

ght and were no longer

row in which direction

a moment to adjust this

r two with one I know

hern hills tn search of
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So that there was nothing for it but to hasten on and see

what was to be seen m Faizabad.

On ovrarrival, Harryman took up his abode in the Resident’s

house, which had been left in charge of the servants while that

official was away, to await the escort from Lucknow that would

take him back to the Settlement ; while I fared forth again ;

dispatching Madhava to watch the city gate at the east, by

which it seemed most probable that Duselin would take his

departur?.

Between a daybreak of pink and pearl, and a sunset of orange

and matve, ] wandered amidst the painted walls and carven

lintels o: * the city, and I found, _ eventually, a large house with
a yellow fish of impossible species blatant on its fagade, and I

knew it for the house 0: oficial from this insignia,

It lay, as Bulger had des 2 silver market ; but

it seemed a most unlike i watched it for long,

T saw mone but servants from it; and at length

cursed Bulger for deceivil cd elsewhere.

Harryman would pat n on each occasion that

I returned for refreshnien saying, “ Fan hai to

Jahan het,” by which h sivey that while there is

life there is hope; thow ite the literal meaning

of the p-overb.

“ Demmit,” he criek

face and figure like ming dress up, Pd be helped

out of Faizabad ina hurry ina brace 6’ shakes. And without

disguise I’m worse that useless 5 Duselin knowing me so well.”

Another day, and with it came the escort arranged for by

Harrymin to meet him in the capital, “Che sergeant and his

men went into bivouac near the eastern gate, there to wait the

coming, of their charge when the heat of the day was done.

In the late afternoon, T took my leave of Harryman,
* Heve’s the best 0? luck and fortune,” he jerked.“ Pray

lud, you find your lady soon, and that you'll find also what to

do with her when you have discovered her, For the rest, if

you’re rot back in Calcutta with the squadron within a month

or so, the blame be upon me.”

Ters.,

|p can I give with a
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I shook my head doubtfully at the ultimate phrases.

“YT shall know what to do when I fine Miss Brunel,” I said
with some dignity 5 for I could not understand the reference

to my course of action at all ; nor did I like the tone in which

it was uttered. “ A moor I shall remaig even to her until

my name is cleared, lest hers be shadowed, In these days

people imagine such ridiculous situations,”

“True,” answered the surgeon very gravely. ‘‘ But look,

I’ve told the servants and the sepoi guard that you'll continue

to reside here with the Resident’s full knowledge and consent,

The lie don’t count a doit, since Bristow won’t be coming

back what time the Nabob his new capital. You'll find

some canaster, a bundle; i and some other useful

articles on that spid fble there. D’ye want

money? No? Weil; Give me your pud,

lad. God keep you ! rt space to the ninth o’

June, and by then I sh ou again, and someone

else besides, ‘hat she § ad and safe I do believe.

Well, au revoir!”

Harryman jerked m

bustled off through

awaited him,

I rode with Harrys va to the city limits.

The spearmen at the gate swarelisd curiously as the sergeant

of the guard escort, sighting the surgeon, meticulously examined

the carbines of the men, their belts and pouches, the pack animals

and water skins. So long was he in doing this, that my friend

informed his impassive subordinate, with choler, that he had

no mind to lie in Faizabad another night ; that he had but a

score of years left him by the Biblical reckoning ; and that if

those spavinned nags didn’t soon fall into line, somebody’s

chevrons would be in grave danger, gadzooks and b’God !

‘Therefore, soon the scarlet coatees merged into the purple

of the gloom, and the ringing of sabre and harness died away.

I turned again to the City as the studded pates swung to,

and the night watch touched their matches into glowing stars

of fire.

te

ne

dically for a moment and

co to where his horse
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“He has a good face... that man,” suddenly said the voice

of Madhava.

I had clean forgotten that he rode at my elbow; and I

think he knew and rather resented this.

“ He is a good man,” I replied 5 for I knew he meant the

surgeon.

We turned our horses back, and centered the Silver Bazaar.

I rode listlessly down the avenue of shops, as the merchants

came forth with unwieldy locks and massive keys to make

their premises secure.

‘The house with the flamboyant fish over the door came into

view. | drew rein and studied it, wondering if it were worth

the entry,

‘The slender spire «

houses 01 the opposite

to it by means of a pass

wheeled my horse inte :

shelter, incongruous thow

took stock of the buildin

"Vhe street was dira b

such cressets having begi

reduce thugee in the stre

clear of the city’s jagge

round, The trees shor ‘y sequin gleams, and

threw a tracery of black afd’ grey pan the ground,

A courtyard surrounded the house, bounded by a low wall.

There were peepul trees within it, and, I thought, a fountain.
"The square fAoti itself was of fine brick, plastered, and the
yellow fish writhed in tortured attitudes upon its every face.

There was a hligrec’d penthouse to the front, where lay the

chief door, and a row of servants’ houses at the rear, The

higher windows of the house were barred . . . the xenana

windows they probably were, 1 noted that a tall peepul

reared up but a few feet from the wall, and its branches would

give ea y ACCESS To those barred windows ; it was a natural ally

of any intrigue that might be pursued in the mansion.

Again my eyes wandered to the little barred windows, and

, behind the shuttered

id access was gained

p the thoroughfare. I

lowing, and from this

EHindoo and feringi, I

ideration,

ky glare of a wall link,

sv the late Viceroy to

¥ moon, rising gently

a revealing radiance
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then, as I watched, I saw two slim, pale hands grip the bars of

one. Next moment, a face, equally as pale, was pressed against

the bars, so that it looked out and upwards towards the moon.

And the face was the face of Rosalie Brunel. How long I sat

there, spellbound, I know not 3 but I feared to move lest the

face vanish as it did so often in those dreams wherein the

child’s beauty haunted me through agonizing nights,

I saw the delicate fingers grip the bars anew ; and even

across the space that separated us, the reflected sparkle of the

large eyes reached mine.

At last I slithered from the saddle, handed my bridle to

Madhava, stood for a moment irresolute, then padded across

the way and into the courtyard ; sncaking like a thief by the

sleeping guardian (a chews ith a belt full of pistols) to
hide deep in the shadow vf ‘ieee, that nestled against the

wall. The painted f bove me 3 the lower

windows were faced w , and | could not be
seen from them.

Slowly and carefully 1

the skin of shins and heel

the lower boughs and the:

looked up from my sez

face to face with her i

or speak.

My lady watched me

“Well,” she asked, ea

art thou, climber of trees?”
“Thy friend, lady, thy friend,” [ assured her, in a voice

husked by combined emotion and caution,

“ T don’t believe thee,” said Miss Brunel, and smiled again.

“ Climb down as thou hast climbed up, or I will call the guard.”

“Lady,” I beseeched, “I am here to help thee. I am

truly thy friend.”

“| have no friends . . . of thy colour,” was the retort, and

Rosalie loosened her hold on the bars as though to retire.

“ Do you not recognize me?” I muttered urgently, “Look

at my face.”

climb the tree, leaving

rouph bark. I attained

was rapid. Presently I

vids, and found myself

al too moved to think

smile.

4 broken moors, “ who
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1 allowed the moonlight to fall for a brief interval on my

features. “I am that Talukdar, Indra Rama, he who gave

thee shelter at his house a while back.”

“YT know no ‘Valukdar,” answered Rosalie, yet looked

pretty keenly at me all the same. “ How should IT... a

woman ... shelter in the house of a strange man?”

“ Lacy,” I pleased, “thou knowest "tis so. Believe me... I

knew thee then for... for what thou wert, a woman and

no man.”

A frightened look leapt into the girl’s face, she breathed in

deeply and quick.

“Thou knewest me? How shouldst thou? Speak, man !

What is truly thine errand ‘hat wouldst have of me?”

“ Queen of the Worlds epecause | heard, because

I knew, that thou ar led my aid. Oh, wilt

thou not believe that ¥ o thee; that I would

aid thee . . . free thee

T saw my lady taki

cheeks flush and the eye

“ How didst thou fear

learn?” Rosalie quest,

told thee, too, of my pr

“We cf Hind have :

¢ of me, I saw the pale

th hope.

. that which thou didst

x no longer. “ Who

For the other matter,

a fricnd . . . a priest, it here in Faizabad, and

did tell re of it... that orisoner In the hands of

this house’s owner, and 1, having reaped great benefits from the

kindness of the white people, would set thee free and befriend

thee. Is my word not true? Art thou not here against thy

pleasure ?”

“Yes,” answered Rosalie. “I am a prisoner... the

prisoner cf two men. But where wouldst thou take me?”

* Wheresoever thou listeth, lady . . . to thy friends.”

“T desi-e to stay in Faizabad, or at least to return here anon.

My only “riends are here.”

My heart sank, Was it Duselin, after all ? Surely not,

since he hid immured her here. ‘Then who were her “ only

friends” ?
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Rosalie lowered her head as though in thought, and I saw

that the silk of a saree covered her wonderful hair. I eased |

my aching limbs a bit, as I awaited the decision. It was a

painful moment in more than the physical sense. Supposing

Miss Brunel refused to be rescued after all, should I be wise in

revealing my true identity? Nay, I would not do so except

as a last resource. Jack Warren had vanished into thin air as

far as Miss Brunel was concerned ; she must never again be

worried by him or his affairs,

‘The prisoner seemed to reach some decision.

“"Talukdar Sahib, I am minded to trust thee, though I

know naught of thee, nor why thou comest thus mysteriously

tome. Yet 1 am here a double. prisoner and the gods alone

know how long this is ‘natty endure, or what awaits

me at the end of it. me, I will come with

thee,”

“* Good words,” 1 wi

little time. ‘Tell me, ix

and what are its ways, }

“Nay, there are man

though asleep. I kno

sleeps early and long.

sleep two eunuchs wh

awoke now, they woul

are also women who atten¢

he.”

“ Listen, lady,” I instructed. “‘ Get ready thy goods, or

such as will sufhice for a small journey. I will go get tools and

root up the bars from this window, Then shalt thou descend

by this tree and ride with me to my house, the Sher Khoti,

therein to rest and consider, Will that content thee ?”

That Miss Brunel regarded the latter part of the proposal

with doubt was obvious ; but she consented and turned from

the window, while I sought for my first descending foothold.

And then...

A horseman, attended by a servant, rode into the compound,

and there was I, bagged as neatly as any badger, one foot

relieved. ‘‘ There is

ie rooms of this house,

or not?”

and the master is here

> 13a very fat man and

own, but in the next

< watch me, If they

2 their window. ‘There

| 1 know not where they
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stretching downward in a gymnastic attitude, the whole of me

. frozen stitf against the ¢ree and patiently awaiting discovery.

The rider was muffled to the eycs in a quilted robe, but I

knew hit. as a hound will know a jackal though it be wrapped

in a fleecs, :

He bade the sergeant awake the chowéidar, and this was

accomplisied after a minute or two of energetic effort and

lusty howling. The watchman raised his eyelids with his

fingers, yewned, cocked some half-dozen of his pistols, presented

a pair at Duselin, and wished him peace.

“Call thy master,” snapped the Chevalier.

“ Huzeor, he sleepeth.”

“ Call thy master, eggued

“Immediately, Am

A ponierous lock w%

were raised ; anda ser

was awakened with la

his armoury and settled hi

his watch as heretofore

Duselin flung off b itably and dismounted,

Under ecver of his moj myself astride a limb

and cursed my luck sile ely.

Presently a dim glows the open door and a

slave appeared carrying hand and a sword in

the other.

Behind him I distinguished a great, sky-blue bulk, a man of

Falstaffian size wrapped in a quilt. From the depths of the

quilt came a querulous groan.

“* Ram, ram, what desireth my brother at this hour of the

night?”

“°Tis but the third hour, brother,” answered Dusclin, “I

come as I forewarned thee, for my friend who dwelleth in

thy keeping. I ride for the east and would have his company.”
“"Taubah !” (Alas !) ejaculated the other, and something

in the petulant whining voice touched a chord of memory.

Somewhere, and not over long ago, I had heard that voice

before.

atches of carved wood

:eping on the threshold,

¢ chowkidar uncocked

hatpoy again, to resume



194 WARREN OF OUDH

“Why that, brother? Come, tell the young man of my

coming, and, of thy kindness, have his horse put in trim.”

“ Ha’e ha’e, how can I, friend, when he is not here?”

“Not here! What meanest thou by that? Waste not

time in the venting of wind, brother. Where is the youth ? ”

“ Alas | How shall I account to thee, friend of my soul ?

How pitiful has been my stewardship. ‘Truly didst thou place

this young man in my keeping as my guest... but I let him go.

But two days past he brought me a scripture, saying, ‘ Behold,

this is from my friend, the Stay of my Life. I must go to him,

He is at Nucklao with the Viceroy and demandeth my presence,

begging thee to put my feet comfortably in the way.’ So,

believing this, I armed him nd money and let him

o And now...”

“Thou fool !”” ste

seen him. ‘Thou f&

rewardest me for that wh

Prince. Art such a simmp

thou canst not read?) Dyd

thee until I come again,

sight? Bewakoof! Busdi

Scoundrel | Could Io

Sri Krishnajee! 1

How should I know he

For a moment or two, the fain teviled cach other, Duselin’s

voice, incisive and modulated, sounding as a clavecin accom-

paniment to the shrill, gibbering complaint of the other.

Then, drawn at this most unfortunate of moments by the

uproar came Rosalie to her window. And the Chevalier’s

quick eye saw and recognized her,

He fell silent on the instant, and remained pecring intently.

‘Then, when he was satisfied beyond all doubt, he crouched

like a panther and sprang straight for the fat man’s throat 5

bearing him with a thunderous crash to the ground.

“ Liar !”? he cried, as he fumbled in the quilted folds for a

grip. ‘Thy blood be on thine own head !”

‘Vhe fat fellow let forth a discordant scream.

rer than I have ever

ie this the way thou

ught for thee -vith the

lreye as truth that which

* He shall remain with

let him not from thy

? tai!” (Stupid \

t think of thee !)

the youth. Alas !
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“Hola! Selig Ram! Santa Singh! Ram Chand! To

me! Torches! I am a dead man!”

Where on earth had I heard that shricking yell before ?

Even then, peering through the interlacing branches at

where the twain rolled, | wondered at the change in Duselin.

Such violence was foreign to him, and on this occasion it was
criminally reckless ; for it lost the game for us both.

‘The great house, which had already given murmurous signs

of waking, now filled with the clamour of voices, lights blazed

from the windows, and faces looked forth. I saw the servant

strike blindly out with his sword at the struggling pair, and

from the yell which resulted, I should say he smote his master,

Three hal“naked men, arn ith weeden clubs, ran forth

to join in the fray. “Ghe eld by one bronze giant

showed Duselin, his fa 5 squatting astride the

bulky form which writ ‘neath him, He was

dragged off by the ne urled, still fighting, to

the ground.

The prostrate Falstaff

the feringi into the street j

“Kill Fim in the str:

Kill him, [ say. He #

From the brevity of

murder affected nothing %

The three men staud isclin, hesitating at so

ruthless a command ; and at the relaxation of their hold, the

Chevalier leapt up and dashed for the gate like a hare, his

erstwhile captors at his heels.

He spec through the postern, and that was the last I saw of

him that night.

Tt was also the last ] saw of anything on this disastrous

eve, for I had clean forgotten in my interest in the events

bencath me, the eunuch guard of Rosalie Brunel.

One of these gentlemen spied me from his window, hastened

into Rosalie’s chamber, and stretching a lean arm through the

bars, laid a mighty stroke from his brass-bound staff on my

defenceless noddle.

vr and bade his men hurl

n rhere.

think it’s thug’s work,
ee ! ced

fuld have said that the

uff’s bellows,
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The bamboo struck a flame from my brain as though it had

been a giant flint hammering on a mighty steel. I let go my

hold on the tree and on life.

Rosalie’s pale, beautiful face shone for an instant before my

fire-dazzled eyes ; then seemed to wizen till it turned to the

countenance of Madhava. From somewhere very near a shot

blazed into the night ; and then I struck the ground and fell

through it into a chasm of soft, murky darkness and illimitable

depth.
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“ Thou canst not wynn me with thy flattering tongue.’

Op Piay.

A coon >reeze blew, and I opened my eyes, awakened at its

caress,

The sun was shining brightly down upon a familiar sward,

au: reflected gleams danced on my couch from the veined

columns of marble and the mother-o’-pearl inlet in the ceiling

of the baiadari of the Blue Garden. I knew my surroundings

in a moment, and alse the w -d features, which, expressing

a comical concern, look:

“ Madaava,” I m

word.

“* Mad ava,” I imo!

“Who ?” he askee

new xeam leaves and he

I Jay s lent, thinking 8

ction came with the

~ is she?”

Site is but gone to bring

w the poultice.”

ght, priest?”

fanned me with great

“ How didst get me

Madhava motioned |

leaves, to cease.

“A single night ! since thou hast talked

with thine own voice... three long weeks | But the hakeem

adjureth that vou move not, and he knoweth much, although a

Persian, having overmuch faith in his spikenards, mumiais and
pahzers ard suchlike things. So close thine eyes and sleep

again.”

“Nay,” I protested. “Sleep comes not to the troubled

mind, therefore ease me first. How did I come here?”

199

oO
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“T shot the man who would have struck thee again as thou

were as one dead upon the ground, wis the tamancha (pistol)

from thy holster, and then, since the others had gone in the

tracks of the Francese, | raised thee and brought thee to the

Francese’s horse which had a deep saddle, and on it brought

thee here,”

“ Alone?”

“The servant of the Francese aided me. A tamancha is a

great argument e’en though an empty onc. ‘The man I sent

away, but the horse, an Arab, ] kept ; for it is a good one.”

The jogi paused, and I thought I detected a suspicion of

unsteadiness in his cracked tones as he went on :

* Have, have; T thor for thy face was glazed

with blood and thou I these days 5 though

I fed thee with wine k as thy teeth were

tight closed. All these ve we watched, I and

Sovona, here in the bas , at last, thou hnowest

us again. Khodawund, t reat God.”

Vhe jogi had never cz adawund” before, nor

had he, save in argument, a {city who stood alone ;

and by these signs I pe enly he was moved.

“ And Duselin ?”’

“Who Ah, the F uldst say. Yua’e, but

he flew like the wind a now not where. Now

say no more, lest thy senses enter Fehahnum again.”

Presently came the little Persian Aakeem with his casket of

ointments and herbal decoctions, and ran gentle fingers over

my wound,

“ Muashallah!” he murmured, “I am pleased to see thee

thus, Miyan, For days hath the spirit wandered with the

shades, while demons muttered from thy lips. The festering

of thy wound and the fever of the journey gave them entrance.

Fan stronger, little rascals ; it groweth passing hot, Where

are the leaves, Madhava; these are over stale.”

“The girl bringeth them. How fares my brother?”

“Well now, and, Inshallah, will fare better, But he may

not talk much, and needs to conserve his strength. A letle
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food will help him now. H’m, ’tis a ‘ hot’ malady, therefore

let the food be ‘cold.’ Had we but a morsel of good Ispahan

melon now ; but a few curds will do as well, or a fine pilau

with orange peel to tempt, and sherbet with rose water and

pomegranate seeds, “No tamarinds, which are too bitter ; but

a cardomam or so to rest the food when ’tis down. And very

little, mark thou ! Later I will prescribe again.”

A soft step announced the arrival of Sovona with the cooling

leaves, ard having adjusted the bandage, the Aakeem took

himself off.

One by on’ they came then, my people of the household, to

look at me with wondering, gentle eyes, and pass out again .

Sipihr, a -ronze giant glist

and shy; the old Kira:

ink horn and pen case

ink... and the others 4

white Bulk on to the m:

liquid eyes of purple bré

sacred nose, till the punka!

indignantly off.

“Then when they had ;

me and raised the ima

Maharaj i!” she

I closed my eyes unt gir’s departing footfall,

for I could not bear the ; ‘s, nor the sound of her

low, husky voice, vibrating with the burden of her passion,
Like a telled log, I Jay for another week, sleeping much 5

scarce wak ng indeed for the ministratious of the Awseem and
the priest.

So long as this torpor of weakness prevailed, my mind was
more or les; at rest. Sustained thought, or involved threads of

argument, invariably dazed me to sleep again ; but, as 1 grew

more the master of myself, the old ache returned and in access,

by reason of what I had so recently seen.

In due time, when I could sit up, and walk a little, I let

the metanct oly gnaw me as | drank the scent of the jasmine and

clematis, ard my infelicity was increased by the slim shadow

1 his Bajpoot mail, difhdent

sh his horn spectacles,

» fingers stained with

svod bull heaved his vast

ared down at me with

siezled the robes with his

ided himn so that he lumbered

m

cepped gracefully before

sility to her forehead.

Ww,
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that ever haunted the garden, matcrializing now and then into

a fleeting vision of tinsel-edged silk and tender, dusky limbs.

Courage, however, grew with strength, and the hope which

is man’s eternal heritage crept into my breast with tentative

thrills. In a few days I could sit a hotse, perhaps . . . and

then...

So I would bellow to the jogi to bear me company and

divert me with a tale; but presumably, however, I still re-

mained too taciturn to please him, for he installed himself as

a sort of mental doctor and prescribed for me with a calm

brutality that took my breath away.

“What of this trouble of thine, brother?” he said. ‘‘ Why

heed it whilst thou must remain thus impotent, awaiting

strength for a fresh onsiaug nar is woman after all but

a chattel ? What toc “g that we should spend

it in harbouring mise What saith the

Brahmin sage...‘ The bough ofa tree whereon
we as birds perch foran 2 fit away.’... There-
fore be not morose. ‘T loveth thee here for a

space, and be happy whils

With which comforti:

me amazed at his kn

him; until I reme:

Madhava’s intense shrew

the unsuspecting minds :

Some days later came a diversio

As I was walking unsteadily about the great house one

evening, Sipihr the warrior clanked into my presence and

announced a visitor.

“Who is it?’ Tasked. “ Why dost thou not admit him ? ”

“Lord, it is the amil, Deo Narayan, with whom we fought

not long ago, and against, whom with the aid of thee and

Krishna, we prevailed, I came first for thy word.”

I am convinced that Sipihr and most of the underlings of

the estate cherished the idea that I was but half mortal ; and

I smiled at the precedence he gave me over the god in his

speech.

ws “

*

1F

rest stole away, leaving

' deemed a secret from

sia knew, and that

m to ferret around in

sehald folk as he would.
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“ Admt him,” I ordered.‘ Methinks his teeth are drawn ;

but sce that he be alone, and stand the men to arms,”

Sipihr saluted and went out.

However, there was no need for warlike precaution, for not

only had the ami come alone save for his personal escort, but

he came palpably ox an errand of conciliation, His first act

was to make me the owner of a considerable bulk of valuable

spices, musk, ambergris, safflower, and attar, a phylactery or

scapular of gold to contain amulets, and a globular lamp of

wrought silver that one might roll upon the ground without

extinguishing.

The amil was in a state of scarce concealed alarm, too ;

and I supposed it ta he account of my visit to the

Nawab.

Howbeit, I ushere

plumped Jown on a di

flow and settle in unc

looked a: him curious!

personable man at onc

the grossest proporticns ;

hue and delicate texture

chiselling which tells of;

We watched togethe

Moorish stool the bra:

With deft fingers the fell 2 deaf, sprinkled it with

scented ‘yetel and areca in nice proportion and smeared the

whole with lime and catechu. Deo Narayan crunched the

result between his crimson stained teeth with satisfaction ;

rolling his greedy little eyes over the rich appointments of the

room,

For a time we talked desultorily about our respective healths,

the weather and suchlike things, but withal I could see my

visitor rolling his boneless bulk about in a fidget of uneasiness.

At last he could dissemble no more.

“ Hast been to see the Nawab, Lula?” he gurgled. “I

trust thet thy mission was auspiciously accomplished ? ”

“ Of a truth, it was so,” | answered, and nothing more.

xe ceremony and he

; his flesh seeming to

r ‘the soft surface. I
yan must have been a

Ah he had now swollen to

Kin, was of the fine, light

‘es cut with that clean

| servant set out on 2

ar the making of pan.
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“ Perchance he mentioned my name ? ” continued the tax-

gatherer after a pause, with a laborious air of nonchalance.

His growing malaise robbed his speech of that circumlocution

which natives employ so fulsomely in discussing matters of

any delicacy.

“ He did.”

“Ah, and what did he say? If I may know?”

“Thou mayst know an thou wishest, La/a-ji,” responded

I, and went on clearly and weightily. “The Viceroy said

that the mil who so unjustly taxed Sher Singh, che least

turbulent of talukdars, was a knave who should pay a heavy

amend,”

The vast carcase of my

words, that I feared it we

aspen-like quiver aga

salutary punishment t

as well as a note of fea

“A great Prince,” h

it is a felicity to serve.

say of him already : ° "Yas.

(To whom God giveth

Deo Narayan motior

waved the faster ; and

still shook him, he gra

sugar-cane, ready clippe .
“Thou art bidden to sce the Prince again, is it not so,

friend ? ” he went on, speaking thickly by reason of the mouthful

of cane and pan. “ Then to prove that all enmity has ceased

between this house and mine, thou wilt without doubt explain

that there was a slight miscalculation of the dues, an unhappy

error on the part of a lazy clerk, which was the inception of this

trouble. “1 'would be a neighbourly act, an implied intercession

for an unfortunate man which would bear much weight, ay,

and good fruit for you, frend.”

‘The speaker leaned forward insinuatingly as he mouthed

the last few words.

Egad, ’twas on the tip of my tongue to tell the Amul

guest. shook so violently at these
subside into its perpetual

otly expected a more

i, for there was relief,

et he spoke again,
“A merciful lord Whom
h reason that the people

a, tisko de Asfi-Daulah, ”

~ud-Dowlah,)

d fan above him to be

né nervous palsy which

from a large charger of
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that Radha would vot dance, but I checked myself and_ rose,

saying :

“ A repast awaits us.”

Deo Narayan levered himself from the divan and waddled

to the other end of the marble summer-house with me. Here

aslight collation of f aits and cakes was set. Now, ere bloating

himself further with the delicacies, my ¢xigent guest must first

satisfy hmself that the cakes were pukka, which is that they

were fried with ghee and not prepared with water 5 and being

reassured as to the care we of the Sher Khoti had for caste

minutiz, he set himself to grunt and slobber over them for all

the world like a Sussex hog with a feed of acorns,

A fragrant hookah scemed to put the fellow more at his

ease 3 and his natural arrogs 4 te assert itself offensively

in bold criticisms of th he coveted, and the

ordering of the lands ; e, soundly I confess,

on the running of the

Thc tame peafowl str

fragments of food, and the

they not fled in alarm.

“Sweet and sacred

unctuously, “ whose f:

snakes and various ils.

fit te beautify the gard

Lala...” ... he turned nttally ... “* have some-

thing, in my garden whi lovely than these, and

more precious than rain in a desert, or the Nawab’s jewels... a

white peacock... a thing of lissome grace and charm unparal-

lelec. ft has gained the sovercignty alike over my garden and

my neart—yea-—-1 value it far above all my possessions and they

are vast, thanks be to Ganesh.”

I had heard of the splendour of these snow-white birds, yet

the fulsome gush of the 4m/, and the grin he gave, like that

of « mad maudlin in his cups, led me to suspect some underlying

meaning.

For an hour or more, I was forced to endure the company

of the mil, and his jabber concerning this new toy peacock of

antidote for venom of

tiful ... an adornment

« themselves. But J,
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his; and I did it with a fair patience, though I was like to

kick him out of the baradari once for a remark he let fall about

Sovona.

A man more odiously greedy I protest I've never met.

Everything he set his bleared eyes on he wanted, ay, and was

barefaced enough to ask for. He grew quite sulky when he
found that ten minutes of flattery was insufficient inducement

to me to hand over my best pair of Rigbys. Small wonder

that the rascal hazarded a throw for the fertile lands of the

taluka ... with loaded dice.

Thus, I was not surprised when it came about that, my

precious miniature of Rosalie s swinging out from my tunic

upon its cord, he should

to slavering over it in a desire.

“ Lord, I must hay anything so desirable

ever wrought by man, vaswati...” "The

Amil broke off with br da great changeecame

over his fleshy face as ] “my treasure. ‘The fat

creased into layers around 4 es ag he peered from the

picture to me with an ex could not read. There

were astonishment, fears reason, a suggestion of

jealousy, writ plainly @ countenance ;_ the

greasy yellow visage ly hue of mildewed

leather.

“ Where didst get this

quietly.

Maliciously I answered that it was a portrait of a mighty

queen, and that I had taken it from the corpse of a white man,

one of her own race, who died of hunger on the road from

Haiderabad.

“ Lala-zi, an thou wouldst show thy friendship and forgive~

ness of me for what is past, give mie this jewel, { beg, I beseech

of you,” wheedled my guest. “ Nay, give it me not then.

Let me purchase it from thee. I'll give thee double, treble, ay,

ten times its worth. Surely it can be of no value to thee.”
He ran off into a sickening whine, and his fawning prattle

reminded me of a child begging a sucket or a bun.

” asked Narayan, very
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Disgusted, I put up the ivory disc, and told my pesterer to

have dove, that the thing was an amulet of great power, and

that nothing on earth would induce me to part with it. Where-

on he became as silent as an owl.

“ Hear me, Sahib,” I said. ‘* "Thou hast come here because

thou fearest the resuit of my complaint against thee to the

Prince, ind for no other reason. I have nothing against thee,

and in my complaint was there no personal animus. Go,

therefor in peace, but seck not to gain my fricndship nor my

help... for I would as lief aid a toad, or a cobra against the

vengefu: heel it has bitten. Go in peace, Deo Narayan, but

come not here again. And take thy presents with thee ;

they are refused.”

Vhe 4mi/ looked at me un

the garden gate, withoute

T saw him through

him through the nar:

barrel ; and I watched

pommeled saddle by th

dusk,
Forthwith I ordered ¢

might be cleansed of the $

was soaked,

“Phew !” breathed

“He contamineth as d

glutton | An avaricious

noseless mother |”

then rolled off towards

ewell.

“his men had to wedge

» would have done a

ed ito his great, high

and ambled off in the

to be washed, that it

scnces In which the Amit

dhava, as he joined me.

egg, A swine! A

bdd, I doubt not, of a
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II

“Oh! Cursed he thou...

For thou hast ta’en the bird away.”

Byron.

STRETCHED upon the rack of sleeplessness, I lay through the

next few nights, reeling between the real and a world of phan-

tasy 3 plagued by nightmare horrors out of any real rest that

came to me, with hateful promptitude and thoroughness.

Things had become most enigmatically involved, certainly.

Duselin, either with or without knowledge of his friend’s

true identity, had virtusll® sued. him in the house of a

moor with the girth o vift’s Brobdignagians,

who had plainly discoz “ youth,” and had

played the traitor for rea s black and fell—of his

own,

Plague on it! How ne

far from it was I, lying 3

Well, even an this uf

dove, I should see Dus

when he would walk inte

man ; and then I might

the trail again.

Impatiently | swallowed nauseous drenches from copper

cups, and submitted to poulticings and blisterings ; and would

have jalapped and nostrum’d myself, had it emancipated me

the sooner.

Then one night, as I lay tossing upon the gilded charpoy, I

was seized of a qucer sensation of a presence nearby, which

annoyed me so that I raised my head and quizzed around the

room, contemptuous of mine own affright.

By the light that filtered through the night-lamp of perforated

metal, a dull reflection caught my eye ; the dim glow from the

greasy body of a naked man.

To tackle the intruder with bare hands were vain, even had

ta success, and now how

s usquebaugh head,

1 flown off with the

sbad—his Phillippi—

Pout for him by Harry-

» with care, to put me on

5
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I my old strength at command, so I gently gripped the cloth

that covered me and edged it into my hands till it formed a

narrow, close-folded strip.

The murauder, meantime, appeared to be examining the

pile of garrients, laid aside in a corner of the room, with stealthy

expedition. I stepped from the bed, holding my cloth ready,

slithered gently towards him, then flung it round his body, arms

and all, and twisted it tight after the manner of a tourniquet 3

so that he was firmly held despite the reeking oil which smother-

ed him, Twas a great effort, and when I got him held, I

fell weakly a-top of my man with scarce breath enough to yell.
“ “ Child of the Red Bazaar | What do you here ?” T panted.

Lord,” quavered the offspring of the said Bazaar, “ I did

but seck shelter, for i and mortars |”

“© son of shame ! er what purpose is this

skin of oil, then, and art a chor (thief) and

to-morrow thou shalt st

My vist-or wriggled

Dohat, Lord of af

(Mercy !) Tam thy very &

“Tf thou tellest me at

life may be spared. ” :

“ Hluxoor, thy cow -

master. Tle it was whé

rob thee of a treasure.”

“ Arré,’ quoth I, beet

one who sent thee, Son of Shame 7”
** Heaven Sent i It is the Amul, Deo Narayan.”
“ Perchance this is the thing he wanted ?”

Y held the miniature before the eyes of the disgruntled thief.

He assented with a whine, and commenced to pule for

mercy again.

Sipihr blundered in at this moment with a lamp. His alert

ear had canght my babe’s wail for help, I handed the fellow

over to him, ranted at him for the slackness of the sentinel who

had let the robber through, and retired again to bed.

Next day, I witnessed the flogging of my captive, and sent

ecstasy of fright.

! Maharaj! Dohai !

acxt art here, perhaps thy

hed slave of an evil

ito crime, bidding me

heht. “ Who is this
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him back to his master with an abrupt message to the effect

that I would treat him to a dose of the same medicine if he

worried me again. I wondered how it were possible for a

man to hire and instruct a thief out of sheer greed for an

intrinsically worthless thing.

Then, summoning Madhava, I ordered him to make ready

for another journey to Faizabad. I was strong enough to

ride, I told him, and must do so without delay, since the time

was at hand when the Prince would sec me concerning the

future of the taluka.

The priest protested, but I was firm, and in addition,

informed him that Sipihr would come with us. I wanted a

stout man, if a fight we ree the rat’s jaws open.

So the little priest % ering rebelliously.

I returned to my e ready for the start

next day. And burr i¢ various articles of

travelling gear in the cor es a bag of soft buckskin

which I had not seen bef ange roquelaure, frogged

and caped, with two Say # pockets. The weapons

bore the initials “ I.B.D.: < in a monogram,

At my word, Madhava

“ Brother,” he said,

worked out thy horosee

auspicious one for travel,

of...”

* Bukwas!” (Rot!) I interrupted rudely, “ Tell me,

Madhava, whose things are these ?”

“They were taken from the panniers borne by the horse

of the Francese. I had forgot to tell thee of them.”

I opened the buckskin bag and shook its contents on to the

bed. They were a native sandbox and inkpot of brass, together

with sundry quills, an empty horn snuffbox, an intaglio set as

a ring, and a packet done up in soft leather which yielded in

its turn an oilskin receptacle for papers. I opened this latter

and a folded document or two fell out. They were wafered

all down the edges of the folds with much exactitude. On

one was imprinted the Fleur de Lys of France.

e chamber, “I have

sé that the day is an in-

imister star in the house
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These pipers I dropped back into the leather bag.

The intaglio alone held my interest .. . I knew it so very

well, and the emotion of its discovery nigh o’erwhelmed me,

weak and nervous as I was; for the ring was Rosalie’s, I

had seen it first on her finger as she twisted her fan in anger at

the Settlement ball iff Calcutta, I had many a time seen it

as she slid it to and fro over the pink knuckle whilst enduring

the coarse jests of Armonde in Chauhati. She had toyed with

it thus tha: moonlit night when I had fled, and she had called

me “ Insu Terable,”

Yes, I recalled now th

hand which gripped th

Thus [ knew th:

identity. I feared gre

fear bustled the serving

almost witless. ,

Next morning we feft

evening of the following

That same sundow:

whilst I recovered fron

still as thin as cheap pip

entered the sera where

stalwart S:pihr had almost# S

Towards morning, as I dozed, Madhava returned and crept
to my side.

“ Art zwake, brother?”

I sat up eagerly.

“ | have been to the house and watched itlong, It is empty.

Neither can I discover who sojourned therein, nor whither they

have gonc,”

With a groan I buried my head in my arms. I’faith the

priest was right ; a sinister star was in the ascendant.

¢ was not upon the little

the window in Faizabad,

are of Rosalie’s true

+ therefore, and in my

eparation till they were

st to spy out the land

¢ journey, for my legs,

scarce support me as I
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TI!

“|... chance rather than

Skill made me gain the secret daor of the hall

And thence to the chamber...”

Werner. (Byron.)

As the bullocks were led forth into the crisp dawn air to begin

their endless walk up and down the well-ways, I verified the

priest’s report.

I found the house with it

boldly entered the courty

still besprent the sun-;

on the door and enters

hurried steps. But a

pervaded by the smells, §

of recent occupation. |

which had once held my

wept in my weakness at ¢

her hands had clasped as

pent and narrow, and ¥

lamp niches.

A last search around the revealed a withered and

ancient man, a caretaker, stiil Wrapped in his ragged blanket ;

asleep under a banyan tree whose trailing branches groped like

fingers in the sustaining breast of mother carth. I] waked him

and asked him who had lived in the house of late.

Wallah! He could not say. How should he be able to?

His appointment was recent. Also it was ill-paid. No, he

truly knew not. Some Government official had been the

denizen of the house, he believed. The mansion was one set

aside for visiting diwans and such-like officials, and they came

and went so often . . . these exalted folk... that one really

knew not who they were or aught about them. Had this one

followed the Viceroy to Lucknow ? Shayud, huzoor ! Perhaps.

There was no knowing,

fous, squirming fishes, and

s the stain of my own blood

sroke the clumsy lock

room to room with

pletely empty, though

some vastly otherwise,

chamber of the zenana

mer, 1 lingered long, ay,

kissing the bars which

relic. The room was

cut save the paint on the
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I left the fellow angrily and returned to the serai.

“Ys there naught in the bag which will help thee, brother,

the bag of the peak-faced one ? ” suggested Madhava, when he

learned that my enquiry had confirmed his report,

It was unlikely that this could be so, but after the fashion

of the drowning man and the straw, I seized the little leather

bag and withdrew the papers . . . they being the only things

which promised aid.

One of the documents was a Ictter to Duselin from a man

named St. Lubin, evidently bearing on the Intrigue in which

the Chevalier was involved, St. Lubin stated that he was

being sent from France as soon as preparations could be com~

pleted, with a couple of ¢ white troops and equipment

for ten thousand sepoy ancn and goods in his

charge he was to offer § cy of the Mahrattas

against Razhoba the Pe dish allies.

“You know what ¢ ission in Oudh fails,”

read the letter. “ Arndt , which guard with your

life, is an all-sufficing wat sar terms to that with

which you are now ar of all things avoid the

Bounccela, and he of Bhap} spathics are British...”

The Bouncela or Bb ratta chief, a sluggish

personage whom the © 2 trounced and who

now hibernated in Berar.

Interesting though the yas,'it was of no assistance

in the present search, and 1 folded it "and replaced it, together
with the heavily-wafered “ warrant ” for more leisured perusal.
Due cogitation decided that my feet should be turned to

Lucknow again. ’Twas the most likely spot too in which

to hear of the levanting dodo and the stolen dove, and besides,

the date was now the fifth of June.

So, again the thick white dust of the varicgated Indian

road, again the procession of bull-drawn rooths, domed and

gilded, gold adorned clephants, tasselled camels, and sadhoos

painted, powdered, cinctured, and armed with clashing fire-

pincers. Once more the impatient chafing amid the aromatic

wood-smoke of cooking fires, and once again the wide, bluc
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sky o’erhead, speckled with wheeling kites and hovering

scavengers, the wild yelp of jackals through starlit nights,

and the laugh of the hyena.

Near Lucknow the road became blocked with wooden

carts, creaking along on solid wooden wheels, laden with

building material, and scarce moving at all, despite the tail-

twisting efforts of the naked drivers.

And anon we came to a place where the helmeted French

captains were drilling the Nawab’s men in the early morn,

causing them to ram and prime in scemly unison, manceuvring

elephant batteries and camel guns, and charging gallantly at

the head of bodies of horse. Truly under such capable tuition

the gaudy-uniformed sepoy ed a pretty precision and

steadiness. In how sh sd myself as I watched,

would these gallant ca her employment than

under the Prince of Qk

The Goomtee shin unlight, and about its

3; a forest of scaffolding

city to the south of the

1 laid, and busy craftsmen

y Italians sober clad in

spelican feathers.

rchitects who for ever

e the craze for palaces

and yet more palaces still persists; ard whose freakish fancies

combine Corinthian pillars with Saracen domes, and blight
the facades of the mansions with the moulded shape of Venetian

shutters in lieu of ornament.

Filled with interest, J halted at a trodden spot, where, at

my last visit, the black partridge had called his incessant cry

of acquiescence tn the will of God, and stared about me. Where

stood the Rajah’s tent I knew not ; but I could see the narrow

Chowk bazaar of the original village winding away beneath

the gate named the Akbar Durwaza by the subahdar who

built it.

* Ram! Ram! Talukdar Sahib,” greeted me a shrill voice.

I faced the speaker and found it to be Claude Martin ; already,

Me

had risen upon the site o

stream. Foundations had

ran about sna accomp
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I afterwards discovered, something of an unofficial minister

of the Prirce.

“* Greeting to thee, champion of the oppressed and doughty

trumpet in the fight,” continued the little man. ‘‘ What dost

in our city? Ah, I mind me! [t is the ninth of June, and

thou wouldst know the mind of our sovereign concerning the

estate which thou hast adopted. Hein ? Be assured. The

Prince turas his face towards thee.”

“When will the Nawab vouchsafe to speak with me,

Sahib ?”

“Tn a short time,” answered the Captain. “ Early this

morning be was trying a new English carabine which I had

obtained for him, and nec at, "LVhou hadst better

tell thy fel:ow here to « d when the time comes

T will senc. the stewa +, Sahib! Detain the

Prince bur a short tin in the planning of

his palace, and wishes f arcades and cupolas

these days. Another we thou comest into thy

estate———"" The Capta and seemed anxious to

contradict himself. *‘] the Nawab seck to

reward thee, remember hing that I may do for

thee, that will I do wi

“ Tf my ikbal (fortune remember,” I promised.

“Trust more to thy # » these thy tal,” laughed the

Captain. “ Parbleu? i moan that my ikbal make me a

general some day, and build me a palace near this winding river

with deep tyéhanas for the summer, and a marble court with

orange trees and bloodstone fountains, .., But there, Talukdar

Sahib, bear in mind that Claude Martin is always thy friend.”

So saying, Claude bustled off.

Since tme was so short I bade Sipihr find a secluded spot

where he ‘night prepare our little meal. He had barely kindled

the fire, however, ere one of the plethoric court officials, with

a green and silver turban, strode through the heat-withered

mango trees, and informed me, with a sort of deferential author-

ity, that the Nawab Asaf-ud-Dowlah, Prince of Oudh,

Subahdar of the Emperor, brightest star of the Oriental Firma-
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ment, etc., etc, would condescend to grant me an audience

in half-an-hour, and that did it please me to make ready, he

would presently lead me even into the presence of the Asylum

of the World, and the Cherisher of the Poor. Adashallah !

Therefore, with unstayed belly and limbs still unsteady with

the ride, I laved the dust of travel from me, pulled on my tight

Hindoostance pantaloons and flowered feorta, stuck Sher

Singh’s ceremonial scimitar in my cumberbund, and strode off

in the wake of my rotund guide.

Through a wilderness of heaped materials and flimsy

scaffoldings he led me to the wide, fibre-covered court where

before the royal tent were ed members of the brilliant

court, even as I had seensthe yanding their overlord, and

none of them daring aeproach the purdah’d

doorway over which :h anee Rajpoot sentrics
stood on guard, naked rooks of their arms.

The guide drew uy utskirts of this crowd,

mopping his sweating fa:

“Wait here till the <

off, puffing like an o’erlag

Obediently I stood, !

without interest.

“What wants this ut is Highness, Selim ?”

said one scented cavahie: near my side, “Is it

arzi or shikayat (complaint or petition) concession or monopoly ?

Truly, these white men are so long closeted with the Prince,

that ’tis difficult for his countrymen to glimpse him nowadays.”

A cold grip seemed laid on my heart. Who was this white

man closeted alone with the Prince? Surely not...

I laid a hand on the ornate sleeve of my neighbour.

““Who is this feringi who speaks with the Prince?” I

demanded,

‘““A Frank sirdar,” he answered curtly, looking with dis-
favour at my rather sober costume, “ Art curious, friend ?”

‘* My own business waits,” I replied in a voice which shook.

“So does that of all of us, when a white skin has a favour

to beg,” retorted the courtier with an angry laugh,

ts,’ he said, and rolled

ight chatter around me
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Duselir then, was with the Nawab, Heavensalive | What

could have happened ¢o Harryman? Had he been unable to

gain the ear or consent of the authorities concerning the arrest

of the men? ‘True, our case had been circumstantial, but it

was not $9 now. Desperately I glanced around for the con-

soling gleam of a red coat. But 1 found it not.

Anyhow I must know what was afoot. After what J had

read...

I slipped from the crowd, and made my way around the

royal tent.

‘There was an entrance in its side and more sentries, At the

rear [ found two smaller marquees, one a retiring room, the

other a sleeping apartment ; both formed part of and led

from the durbar tent.

‘There were no sent

and here | found no en

canvas down which the

trays. ‘The passage led

A monent’s thought

scimitar from its velvet

wall of the alley so th:

interior showed dim ¢

Khorasan: steel had bitté

stepped inside. “The ; + to the great tent, but a

curtain was drawn across yanéeioh with the interior of it,

Indeed, in arras ran around all four walls of the shamianah

to interpose a cushion of air between the scented atmosphere

of the apartment and the open, and assist In its cooling,

#@ Behind this heavy hanging I now stepped, and edged my

way gently between the walls of silk and velvet in the direction

in which I knew the dais to lie.

A low murmur of voices met my ear, growing louder and

louder as I worked my cautious way into earshot, scarce daring

to breathe lest the movement of my breast disturbed the arras

and betriyed me. I knew them now, the boyish tones of the

young Prince, and the rich voice of my enemy.

I reached a position in the purduh, where it ceased and an

e slecping apartment,

“narrow passage-way of

& were carried in sealed

© offices not far away.

“the: way. I drew the
rently ripped the canvas

r within. The narrow

nstant later the keen

ta pass through, and J

s
&
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alcove for the reception of pipe-servants jutted outwards, I

peeped through the slit.

Before me were the veiling fronds of a great plant in a

metal pot; and almost from my feet ran the dais with its

divans and English chairs.

Seated cross-legged among Persian crshions was Asaf-ud-

Dowlah, his golden waterpipe near at hand, But it fumed

unsmoked, since the young man was leaning forward with

lips parted, deep interest writ on every feature, Whatever

Dusclin had had to say, it had affected the Prince deeply.

‘The young fellow was unguarded save by a mighty African

eunuch. [wo similar coffre telded the fans, and all were

tongueless I guessed, and a: ess ag man could be.

Facing the Nawab ty upright and so near

tome that I could distir at upon his high white

brow, and the working which clasped his hilt

and the ridged French |

I waited anxiously for sags between the two.

We need no more of your advice. The matter,

The loss, the gain, the ordering on’t ts all

Properly ours.”

“ A WIinter’s Taz.”

AsaF-up-Dow tan broke the silence.

“Tt is as well, I think, Monsieur Duselin,” he said in

English, “that you first obtained my sworn bond of secrecy.

Your proposition is amazing ; your advocacy and arguments

equally so; and your daring beyond all amazement.

“And even were I disposed to consider this—er—proposi-

tion,” continued the Prince, “ how am I to know that it is

based upon a secure foundation—that what you tell me is not
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mere rumour; that that which you say must happen is not

merely a magnification of a political probability ?”

“ Higaness,” answered Duselin cagerly and earnestly, “ you

may be voung in years, but you are no child in political experi-

ence, and J do believe you capable of judging where and how

these intricate threads will mect, even though they lead under

the curtain of the future and beyond, Highness, [ tell you

there is no mere guesswork in this great scheme. Look again

beyond our borders into the west and you will sce that which

always happens when a king of Hind is very young and very

weak, As you well know, if such a one be not old enough to

grip his throne with the hanc raan, or has not wit enough

to defend it against the that throne is surcly

drazged from him to a condition have we

in Poor. The M dead, his successor,

Madhoo Rao Narayan, rms whose unconscious

power i3 vested chiefly i uster, Nana Furnavese,

Raghoba, the dead m: IPs that this posthumous
chitd is ao son of his neph ess Impostor put forward

by thos: who would have, ‘r wielded by the same

hands who have wielded oba would be Peshwa,

and th: British Gove y would have him

Peshwe too, without 1 truth and equity of the

matter; and they are p: fepert his stolen royalty

by force of arms. “Vhat, Highness, you know as well as I.

Why, even now, Colonel Keating with fifteen hundred British,
marches to the aid of the Pretende r
“But Furnavese is not the man to yield) He knows, as

we of } rance do, that the little Rao is the truce son of his father.

Further, those fierce warriors Holkar and Sindhia know it

too, ard are loyal to their prince though he be but a babe and

helpless. “Phas, if the British do uphold the claim of

Raghoba .. as they will, Highness, as they will,... then there
will be much bloodshed, for you know Sindhia, I eli ieve.’
Vhe brows of the Nawab contracted, He had good cause

to knew the marauding habits of Sindhia, the Mahratta chief-

tain, and his men.
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“Sire,” pleaded Duselin. “ Be frank with me as I would

be with you, and admit that the radical origin of this trouble is . .

the British. What, look you, is the retrospect of English
conquest $ Look back, and you will see long, crawling,
grabbing fingers like those of the devil-fish, but tipped with
scoring claws of scarlet flame, stretching to the north, south,

east and west from the foul heart which hath but greed of
land and gold for its ambitions, That is how the unbiassed

eye must see Britain and British conquest. Our own fair land

of France was traversed and tortured by those tentacles until

we turned and drove them out; the Americans have borne

their rivings and rapacity till they cannot bear them longer ;

and the country is rising sclf free. See, in this sweet

land of Hind, how the vind this way and that,

driving deep into the by y, till the green fields
are goutted and the ri: od, in their resistless

search for land and gold: always gold, Ay, the

Americans are truly right all England the Beast...

the Red Beast... a beast lusts and avarice.

“Tts gory fingers touch nd gripped it, and found
its lifeblood sweet. Th o Madras and ravaged

there. They have tou are even now seeking

to sink home their tai re for all time that the

bloated carcase over the & may be battened.”

Duselin paused and 50! "the" rhetorical vehemence left

his voice,

“ Briefly, sire. The British would have their own nominee

upon the Peshwa’s throne at Poona, and regardless of right,

they have agreed to support Raghoba that their own supremacy

over the land of the Mahrattas may be assured. Ay, the seed

of war is sown, by England now as ever, and it is England who

will water it with Indian blood that she reap the harvest.”

Asaf-ud-Dowlah spoke as the Frenchman paused again for

breath.

“And to help in the killing of the—er—Beast in India,

Monsieur Duselin, I understand the French, whom, you must

admit, have been somewhat disposed to spread such tentacles as
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those of which you have spoken, themselves, are prepared to

support tac true Peshwa und take arms apain in his cause ?”

“ Highness, my friend St. Lubin organizes a force of men in

France at this moment to sail for Choul and fight in the loyal

cause. < had his letter til recently, when I... T mislaid it.

But as to what you have said concerning tentacles...”

“ Anc you would have me take sides, You declare that an

English amy must march towards Bombay. And you would

have me rise up and swoop down on the Bengal border, to bar

the way of this army, while the Mahratta troops and the

French do obliterate the Bombay forees ?”

“While, too, Sire, our Acet do sail into the Hooghly with

armies from France, ta ac the gift of denuded Bengal !”

“For this service, 3 surse, that the English

power in Hind is bro iothing less than the

sovereignty of Bengal srotection. ‘Truly a

temptiug bait, if e’er the Sut what of the Nawab

of Bengal?”

Dusclin exhibited a fin

“The Nawab of Beng:

a monarch after the }

bad and plays with hk

while che British trea

ove tota, Prince. He is

how he sits at Muxeda-

dogs and hawks, the

itance and oppress his

people 5 squeezing them onizing drop 5 denying

them their freedom as m ht to a real ruler of

their own kind...” “This with a notable subtlety of accent. . ..

“Sire, would you see Oudh in such a state, and its Subahdar no

ruler but a pensioned puppet ? "Lis to what the English will

bring it.”

“ Although,” interposed the Nawab, thoughtfully, “ my

father fought against them once... and | am still the Viceroy

and have an army and power over mine own.”

“For the present the British would have you so, Sire, but

the tontacles will seize you and yours unless you ensure your

freedom while you may; unless you utilize that power and

that zrmy to cut through the tendrils that may yet reduce the

fair state of Oudh to the pitiable condition in which lies Bengal
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. » . an emaciated semblance of its former self, with the vampire

ever sucking.”

‘The Subahdar allowed the eloquent exhortation to pass, and

addressed himself to a new aspect of the matter.

“Ts it proposed, Mr. Envoy, that I ally myself with the

Mahrattas in the struggle you presage ?

“Sire, it is not so intended. You should count yourself

the ally of F rance and of no other power. I deplore that Your

Highness should have suggested that such was the desire of

my ...my master, For my master knew, when he framed

my warrant, that such an alliance would be utterly distasteful,

ay, that its projection would partake of the nature of a slight.
“He knew, Altesse, that. are of the true faith, and

that these western princes .. unbelievers. He

was sensible too, of the rs Holkar and Sindhia

are men of low descent ycnitors were little else

than menials. Furth: ant that your Highness

would cxpericnce diffic ng as allies men whose

turbulent character and ing Honesty, as displayed upon

your borders, have long ca wexp. the despised enemics

of this Province.”

“ How should my a

they have but lately £

Subahdar, more of hirnacl evalier. “I have done

my best by it; “tis true. Bosh captain, whom now I

apprehend is dead, has procured me many excellent white

officers who have done much. But could my forces do more
than delay these late allics of theirs, ere over their crushed

bodies the advance to the west continues? Oh, I have seen

these English, Monsicur Duselin, there in Rohilkhand, and

who may fight like them?”

“ Lord, the men who command your own are Frenchmen,

who hate these English and are veterans of a dozen fights.

They would lead with inspiration. More, think of your

numbers, Sire. ‘They are as many as the carrion flies in

summer time,”

“* An unpleasant simile, sir |”

the men with whom

de?’ demanded the
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“But a just one,” retorted Duselin, “in that they will

soon swaria on the caicase of the Beast.”

“The Beast, the Red Beast,” mused the Nawab, toying

with the raouthpieces of his hookah. “ You would have me
help slay tnis Beast... and exchange it for ... say a blue one,

Monsieur Duselin ¢”

“Sire?” exclaimed Duselin, taken aback. I could see by

his face that during the digression concerning the army, his
hopes had run high. His eyes had lit and his talk had become

more avid and fluent than ever.

The young ruler raised himself from the cushions and stood

erect, facing the Frenchman.

“ Mor sicur,” he said, “ you have asked me to be frank, and
I will be so. Lam not s« do riot sec that the mission

on which you are sent ulsm 3 your oratory is

not expended for the r rther the benefit and

well-bcir g of the pecpl it is the material gain

of France that lies beh 3, and whether or no

France intends well and vould remain to be seen.

It is a matter of exchar s. In sooth and justice

those which the English spon my limbs are light

and irk me not at al r [ have to decide is

whether those that Fr pon them are lighter

still ; which suzerainty tt for the betterment of

my country and the adva ople.”

Duselin would have n but the Viceroy forbade

speech hy a gesture.

“The Governor-General docs not favour this British treaty

with the Mahrattas,” remarked the Nawab, thoughtfully,

after a pause.

“But he cannot prevent it,’ countered the Chevalier

quickly, ‘Warren Hastings is a man wise beyond this

generation of thoughtless, “greedy Englishmen. ‘They are
unworthy to work for him ; but they are stronger than he.”

Asa!-ud-Dowlah reseated himself, and leaning back among

the cushions, closed his cycs. There was a long silence.

A burst of laughter sounded from outside the tent, followed

oes?
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by an uneasy murmur. It aroused the Nawab from his reverie.

He stood up and smiled a litele at Duselgn.

“T have heard you at great length,” he said, “and my

court grows impatient at this neglect. "Therefore let us have

done, Chevalier, Your mission, I take it, is, for the present,

merely to find out whether I am prepared to consider this

proposal, or no. ‘That, of course, Iam unable to state without

first consulting certain of my responsible ministers. At present

Oudh is at peace, happy and contented, ‘This war is a mere

cloud on the horizon to-day, which may not burst for a year

or more, but its growth, its size and shape must of necessity

govern my decision. But I want from you, Monsieur, a

solemn assurance. First th ce is prepared to make a

determined effort to es in India; that she

will not, having raised unst this great Power,

leave me unsuccoured ¢ ies, numberless though

I may make them, de ff veht.”?

“ Lord, sce what Fra tin Duselin. “Am I

like to waste thy time w d vapourings ? She relics

on this help as making he ast the Beast a thing

vital and certain in its regi

Asaf-ud-Dowlah we

* Also, I do want assu

che interruption ;

worn oath of your king,

that my dominion shall and to my dynasty as

long as it shall persist, w ion or oppression, with

perfect freedom of government and independence in dealing

with the other states of India. Is your king prepared to ratify

such an agreement upon his pledged word, and on behalf of

kings to come?

“Tf he be, then I promise you that, since this is a matter

as between monarch and monarch, and since it concerns the

welfare of my Province, so will I regard it, and place it before

my ministers for consideration in secrecy. T believe you have

such written undertaking. Will you trust it to me, that I

may show them, representatives of a free race, owing allegiance

but to me, that France and its king will keep faith with us?”

Eagerly Duselin took from the breast pocket of his tunic a
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packet of oilskin, and from it drew a letter, wafered heavily

and sealed with a great seal.

“Lord... Sire... Here is the pledge of which you speak,

And beneath the writing is the signature which must satisfy

your Highness as to the good faith of my country and its king.”

He ope ied the crackling parchmenits and passed them to the

Viceroy.

At this juncture a boiling impulse took charge of me again.

I seized that which had never left my person since the day I
had read it. . . the oilskin protected parchment with the Fleur-

de~Lys of France upon it that ] had found midst Duselin’s

effects . . . and dragging it forth, burst through the purdah

and sent tae palm crashin : a8 | ieapt into the presence

of the Prince.

All recollection of

the momentous things

over my adopted tonpuc!

“ Good faith 1 I ba

aside and ran towards the

I beg, O Prince, ere you

France !”

re was blotted out by

ard, and with it, power

ish, as I pushed Duselin

ddaith | Read you this,

od faith of the King of

“Uf thou hat’st curses, stay not ;

Fly whilst thou art blessed and free.”

“'TIMON OF ATHENS,”

Wirx the letters outstretched towards the Prince, I stood

quivering with the release of mv long pent-up emotion. The

Nawab aalf extended an arm to take the documents, and thus

remained, Duselin dropped his ridged helmet with a clang

that he might scize the hilt of his small sword. ‘The great

eunuch in the back-ground raised his scythe-like blade, and
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then, seeing that I attempted no violence upon the person of the

Viceroy, allowed the blade to drop across his forearm again,

and resumed his attitude of witless tranquillity.

‘Thus during the passage of some few seconds we all stood

motionless, for all the world like a show of wax figures such as

travel in wains around the English countryside.

And, even when action returned to our limbs and minds,

the fact that I was spcaking English seemed to pass unnoticed,

$o great was the tension.

Asaf-ud-Dowlah spoke first, still in English, and in stern

though quiet tones.

* Ah,” he said, “the Valu

your name, [ think? Wéks

eavesdropping at this

life is forfeit by so doin

I interposed impatic

riot as my thoughts.

“T am here to shaw

with whom you would d

show you how little they,

How long, think you, &

In your crown an it w

suited the French to lex y _ until, by artifice or by

arms, they usurped nat of sovereignty, but that of

Oudh as well, as it is in their minds to do.”

“ Lord,” I hurried off on another tack, “* who set your father

and his line upon the masmud (throne) of Oudh when it was

justly forfeited by his treachery, and further lost upon the field

of battle? Have you forgotten? Will your gratitude allow

your ears to be defiled by this insidious talk ? Oh, I tell you

that truly there is no honour in this adder, nor in the

old cobra his master ; though they may fascinate as do all

snakes.”

The Prince held up his hand with a commanding gesture,

and frowned so darkly that 1 incontinently broke off,

** What is this wild talk, fellow, and what is the paper you

hold in your hand?”

. . Indra Rama ;_ that is

you here, Indra Rama,

Know you that your
a4

- running in as mad a

anner of men are these

x you would trust. “To

x as their end be gained.

kewel they offer remain

ong, I tell you, as it
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“Take ‘t, Sire, and read,” I exclaimed, passing it to him

eagerly. “It will justify my eavesdropping and my words.

Read and udge what manner of monarch this is who holds

out the hard of brotherhood to you.”

Now, at the sight of the documents with their broken wafers

and cracke | seals, the pale face of Dusclin grew grey as ashes,

and with a jerky movement he leaned forward and would have

snatched them, But at a motion by the Nawab the massive

tulwar of the guard dropped almost upon the outstretched

wrist, and the Frenchman drew back, veritably grinning in his

ecstatic raze.

He turned on me wildly and stared into my face across the

glistening blade with an i hich penetrated my disguise

at last; end for a sec xsrded each other with

mutual hate. The si ‘ry served Duselin as

would have done a blow His wind was gone,

As the Nawab read i ued, the Frenchman’s

breath slowly returned, cath laden with a curse

wrung from the very sou

Madly he swung roun

“Sire, know you how

man? It is because ft

‘The very man who

slave...”

“ Because he was too BE

live...” LT thrust in,

“., And fled like a coward for no reason after it.”

“You lic, Duselin, and swal'ow that lie you shall. There

are matters between you and me for settlement, and a speedy

one.”

‘The Nawab looked up with no other expression on his face

than gertle reproof at our noise.

* Prey be silent, gentlemen. [ do desire to read and under-

stand this writing,” he said.

Abashed before his calmness, we stood without speaking.

But Duselin could not remain long thus.

“°Tis a forgery,” he cried. “A forgery of the English |”

; English as an English-

n) a spy, a renegade !

fain who was your

and too foul a traitor to
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“What is a forgery, Monsieur Duselin?” enquired the

Nawab, looking up again.

“The King’s signature!” fairly shrieked the infuriated

man.

“How came you to know of such a signature, sir?” asked

the Prince, with an admirably assumed air of quiet and surprise.

“TT...” Something seemed to gurgle and settle with a

clicking sound in the Frenchman’s throat. He clasped his

working hands behind him and so stood, glaring at the fibre-

strewn floor, self-condemned and impotent.

At length Asaf-ud-Dowlah folded the parchments, and with

features that twitched a little, turned to me.

“IT know you not, sir. apers you bring are of vast

import !”

“ Y will explain my

came by the parchmen

“ At least there secrri

said the Prince. “Phe

letter given me by Monsieut
the same; and the sigr

by the same somewhat

sir, till this business is

Very slowly Asaf-ud=

face the Frenchman, and,

cold and as sharp as a krife-edy)

“So, Monsieur Duselin, “accredited agent of His Most
Catholic Majesty, King Louis the Sixteenth of France, you

were doubly armed... a snake with twin heads, eh? An you

failed in my seduction, relying on my honour to keep the

bond of silence which you wrung from me unwitting |” (and

fear of consequences of double dealing revealed, thought I)

“you are empowered to go to Sindhia and appeal to him for
aid against the Bengal army, is it not so? Here is a parchment

which sets out an offer of alliance with the ‘ puissant Furna~

vese,’ telling of the approach of this St. Lubin and his men to

aid the Regency, and guaranteeing that if the Mahratta forces

do drive the British from Bombay, the babe Peshwa should be

d words, and how I

to their genuiueness,”

3¢ game as those of this

the seal is unmistakably

ened beyond all doubt

our identity may wait,

28 round in his chair to

poke, his tones were as
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set upon his throne and the former dominion of the Peshwa

restored .. . that is, with the mysterious reservation contained

in the wo-ds ‘under French protection.” A generous offer,

truly, and one with which [ find no fault. But, Monsieur,

the other parchment. .

“Who shall stay the English armies of Bengal in my stead

as they advance to the relief of their comrades in the west ?

Obvicusly. as [ have said, Sindhia and his hordes, who do now

operate on the frontier of Rohilkhand and near the Moghul’s

capital of Delhi, And for this service what shall be his reward,

Monsicur Duselin? Nothing less than military aid to gain

the viceroyalty of the Province of Oudh, Monsicur, when
victory has crowned his cog =the British, A bait of

seductive attraction ¢ and an addition of

surpassing valuc to t} ions . . . and their

French protectors, [s

The Cnevalier made

“ Yes, t is SO, Mons

set out here in the form

promises which are ratihe

would have pledged his

Monsieur Duselin, and

“See ! In these, ad

> sound,

these things severally

es to the Rao Sindhia ;

me august personage who

disinterested monarch,

m serenely desired to

betray my trust... for in trust by me for the

Emperor, and so shali be ugh his is no longer the

will and strength that may call me to account and punish,

should I play the traitor,

“ And by the burden of these, addressed to the Unbeliever,

His Majesty regards this loved land, my fatherland and charge,

as a chattel, a thing to be disposed of thus . . . or thus, by his

Catholic Grace ; 3 a vehicle for mercenary traffic as is coin ;
a consideration in the driving ofa bargain 5 a flail wherewith to

fan the spark of loyalty in the pusillanitmous Mahratta . .. to

the advantage of France,

“ By my head! It almost pains me that scheme so deeply

laid should have to come to naught... for they doth will now,

Monsieut, of that you may be assured.
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“You seemed very confident of success too, Chevalier, so

confident indeed, that already you have made substantial

preparation . . . I refer to your cunning labours among my

troops. I litthe knew when I entertained these European

gentlemen as organizers and officers of my army that their

efforts were directed to such an end as stands revealed to-day.

It is to be hoped, for their sakes, sir, that they have not laboured

to affect the sentiments of the men as well as thcir material

condition. There must be no partisan opinion amongst my

troops, see you! Except for their loyalty to my standard they

must be devoid of feeling. By the Prophet’s Beard, an I

discover that these men have done aught to impair this allegiance,

to arouse an interest in extergal.policics. ... Ah, well, whatever

hap, Oudh will not holdg' *

Asaf-ud-Dowlah ty

to me.

“T know not who

man, I would have you

These officers were entert

army on a better basis, bo

and from that of adminis

was given to Captain

moment ,. . for service

and he was well paid, ¢ thy he was not satisfied

with the gold of Oudh als) Chevalier Duselin, you

are quieter than you were some short time ago, Have you

nothing to say ?”

The Frenchman remained immobile, brooding eyes upon

the floor.

‘Then, some subtle alchemy of nature wrought a wondrous

transformation in the young Prince. “The veneer which

European influence had applied, with its ingrainings of language

and suavity and self-restraint, seemed to crack and fall away

from him in an instant. Gone was the polished gentleman of

a second before, and, in his place, stood an angry oriental

potentate, wielder of an absolute power ; venting his accumu-

lated rage in the swift-flowing Persian of the Court.

«ken form of Dusclin

vee you are an English-

4 x<new nothing of this,

lic purpose of setting my

aint of view of discipline

i¢ task of obtaining them

‘ecall his name for the

y father in Rohilkhand,



WARREN OF OUDH 231

“Wallah! Has there ever lived such a dog, the pariah
offspring of generations of pariahs? Haram Zadeh! Shall I
not send thce to thy prating king, with eyes put out and cropped
of ears, yet with a tongue to tell of the contumely of a Badshah
of Hindoostan for him, his false words and his foul works ?
By the bead of Ali! Shall 1 not torture thee with tortures
at sight of which the very jinns and demons of Eblis himself
would stand aghast? Ah! Does thy liver then turn to water,

thou base-born child of sin?”

For Dusvlin had blenched involuntarily at the mention of
torture.

The tirade suddenly ceased ; the mobile features of the
Viceroy resumed their w :% He straightened the
jewelled aigvette in his ge itm trembling fingers.

“ Go, Monsieur le reverting to English,

“ Should you be found # now anywhere within
the frontiers of this pro meet a death that will
take a considerably longe ‘ig, Get you gone |”

Without vaising his he turned upon his heel and

walked slow y down the wot.

Deadly atraid that I t

him, and alinost as hk

sleeve. He turned rv

every fire were quenshe

“Where is she?” T de ow voice,
There was but the mistiest recognition in his gaze.

“Where is she?” I repeated, fiercely,

“Would so God I knew,” Dusclin muttered. “ Would
to God b krew !”

Whereafter his lips fell to shaping a name, a name I knew.
And because I felt he was speaking the truth, and because he

seemed zltogether too dazcd and helpless to run far at present,
I let the Chevalier go, and he passed out into the hot sunshine.

‘Then I became aware that the Nawab was calling me, and
retraced my steps towards the dais.

“Who are you?” asked Asaf-ud-Dowlah, when I stood

before him zgain. “J swear by Allah, that, had you not

T ran swiftly after

way, clutched at his

gssly 5 “twas as though

m, cvery emotion spent,

Q
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betrayed yourself by speaking your own tongue I had never

dreamed but what you were of this country. Pray tell me

who you are, if it so please you, and whether I can reward you

or no, for the service I have received at your hands this day is

of a value scarce calculable.”

“| was a captain in the army of the Company,” I answered,

since "twere useless to anger the Prince when so well disposed,

by lying. ‘‘ My name is John Warren,”

‘““Why wear you such raiment? Is it adopted merely that

you might watch this rat of a F renchman ?”
‘Nay, that was not my reason,” I assured him, and to

assuage the royal curiosity, hwith rendered the Nawab

a discreetly curtailed acca: agisadventures, I had to

achieve a bouncing li int for the manner in

which the document sé hes of France fell into

my possession, in order t¢ ight of Rosalie Brunel.

Throughout the recit “e sat in rapt ittention,

sucking at his long extine ; and when I had made

an end, he was pleased to ¢ nanks for my confidence,

and to marvel at my bo!

I could sec, though

comprehended my acca:

on to seek refuge in fig tal eyes were unused to

western perspective ; a! in that their owner did

not know whether to regard me as a deeply wronged and heroic
personage or a decamped malefactor. So long as he respected

my confidence, I didn’t care a straw which of these réles I

fulfilled for him.

Howbeit, the Prince expressed sympathy with me in my

many trials, and begged that I should show him how he might
repay me. What did I desire to do? Should I leave Oudh

and return to Calcutta?

“Nay, Sire,” I answered. “I am all gratitude for your

offer of aid, but I still have work to do in Oudh in mine own

interest, and I would crave your permission to remain yet a
little longer as your vassal and ransom at the Sher Khott, ere

I return to meet what fate awaits me in Fort William.”

owlah by no means

or why I was prevailed
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“Ah!... the taluka! I had forgotten. It had been in

my mind to offer Indra Rama the charge of that estate if he

were willin to accept it, and inderinitely if a successor of the

Rajpoor’s line were not forthcoming. Now, I suppose, the

State must take it over. However, pray make your home

there while you care to remain in Oudh, Captain Warren, and

be assured of my consideration and hospitality. It is imperative

that ere many days have passed we confer again together.

‘To-night, [ take it, you will sleep in my camp; I will see

personally to your entertainment and lodging,”

I thanked the Viceroy, bowed, and would have withdrawn,

but he stepped down from the dais and, seizing my hand, wrung

it in Knglish fashion, as though he would lug it clean off.

‘There were: beads of sweat ut ix brow, signs, I thought, that

Duselin had been very ngar 3

“Sir,” whispered A

to remember, if ever

was of Ouch I though .

men... not of mine ow

that assurance povern you

Hastily 1¢ thrust the 1

tunic, and signalled to ;

gong which stood on th

At its resounding n

letting In a flood of st

the courtiers surged fory

alcove, into the alley-way and so g

xily, “ I beseech you

nik evil of me, that it

e and my own country-

agerandisement. Let

Naot

correspondence inside his

we to sound the brazen

wung from the doors,

ngour of tongues, as

ed away, through the

ained the open alr,
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VI

“ That joyous smile was gone,

And the face was white and wan,

As the down upon the swan

Doth appear.

IncoLDsBY LEGENDS.

3

On leaving the Court, I hurried off to see if I could find

Claude Martin, and by diligent enquiry of every man jack I
came across for informatiar “i my way to his tent.

as I reached the door ¢ and a thin, spindle-

shanked man with hed e out. He was an

Italian physician who w x¢ Court,

I seized the curtain ag mm his sallow hand and

hurried in without cerers

The first thing that cz

crimson and gold, that |

brightness of the gold d

in places a purplish brow,

towards the charpoy

bending.

He swung round with 2°warting’ késture as I entered.

“ Ah, it is the Talukdar,” he said.“ What wantest thou,

my friend? Have a care to make no noise.”

“Do you know where Harryman is?” I burst out, still in

English. Since the morning and its momentous interview,

the vernacular, hitherto so glib to my tongue seemed to have

deserted me altogether.

The Captain shot me a keen, appraising glance, and without

answering, pointed to the bed.

Harryman was lying with his eyes closed and his hands lying

inert upon the coverlet, His face was paler than ivory, save

where the injected veins ran criss-cross in Jagged, purple lines

about his temples. He was breathing in stertorous gasps that

» was a tumbled heap of

nor of the tent; the

and the crimson dyed

Hood. Then I looked

French captain was
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told of a perced lung. His head, too, was patched at the back

with a bloody plaister.

After a minute I looked up at Martin, horrified.

“ He was like to die las’ night . .. shot in ze back, in ze

bazaar entrance,” said the adventurer, stammering away in his

broken English, in answer to my mute enquiry. “J watch

all night, and now ze Dacteur say he will live. Cie/, but T am

tire’,””

“ Te was good of you to watch,” J said,

“There was none ozer to do it, He is a white man, an’

we are bot’? servant of John Company,” answered Martin,

still with his intent gaze searching me.

“There is fever with the di? T questioned,

“A little, not mu ly graze ze lung and

zen hie under ze skin his head is concuss’,

which is bad, from fall

“Is the thug who did

“Tt was no thug,’ vey

“Wha!” T ejaculate

“« Zere is no proof. &

The Frenchman led

and picked something

It was a bullet, a fi

upon it,

“Tt is a pistol ball,” Parswéred} “and has been fired.”

“Tt is ze very boulet zat ze docteur has cxtrac’, But see

you | What sort of a pistol is he which fire ’im ?”

I scrutinized the leaden pill again 3 and the lines about it

told me the answer to the question,

“An English rifled pistol; one of the newest designs.

Egg, Jacxson, or Jover, I belicve, make them of this bore.”

“ Zen how is it zat a native thug comes to possess a such
one? Zcre are very few in India at all.”

The suggestion conveyed in the Captain’s voice awoke me to

sinister conjecture.

“Thea you do not believe that , . . that this was done by a

native ?”’

vi quietly.

ey your opinion of zat?”

he bed to a side table

‘opped into my palm,

d bearing spiral lines
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‘“ Nenni, mon ami, J believe that no. Moreover, look you,

I find zat ze pistol in ze holster of ze surgeon was cock’, so

zat ‘ec was not altogezzer surprise’. An’ zere is burn mark on

ze tunic, Ze pistol was fire’ very close.”

For a short space we stood looking at each other. Already

a name had shaped itself on my lips, anJ a picture had risen in

my mind in which the surgeon’s assailant was unmistakably

defined.

“*CQo are you, my frien’ ze "Talukdar ? ” demanded Martin.

“ Are you truly a Rajpoot ... Indien ?”

“We have met before, Captain,” I said. “ My name is

Warren,”

Martin’s air of astonishme

“ Ciel! Warren of 26.3

zut! of course, I re:

derful disguise. My #

but I ’ad not divine suck

’unger, for it is late. ©

tell me somesing of yoursel

of my servant, Lemaire.”

At his word, a dark «

ante-room and sat dow

Claude Martin utte:

beckoned me, and I ac

doorway into a smaller chamibe there was a meal set.
Then, discussing food the like of which [ had not tasted for
many a long day, I told my story for the second time that

morning, and now, whether compelled by the engaging honesty

of my host’s countenance, or led to wider confidency: by the

influence of his excellent wine I know not, I told him all ;

keeping back nothing; relying on Martin’s inborn French

gallantry to respect my lady’s name.

I was relieved to find that the Captain agreed that circum-

stances justified my flight and accepted my explanation, though

the handshake and tearful expression with which he announced

his agreement were decidedly embarrassing.

When I narrated how I had sliced my way into Duselin’s

Ss ludicrous,

2 man ’oo killed. .

Parbleu | A won-

y you came to Oudh,

Stay, you mus’ ’ave

viz me, an’, if you like,

or will res’ under charge

softly entered from the

the bedside.
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audience with the Viceroy, I staggered to a lame halt 5 fearing

to tell all that had passed.

A secret smile played round the adventurer’s lips at this.

“ Do nct tell me if you do not want,” he said. “* It makes

nosing. I shall know from ze Prince before ze day is dead.

In fac’ I ‘ave already an idea of what ’as pass’. T know Duselin

an’ ’is work, I "ave warned ze Viceroy agains’ “im, but even

I could not, how you suy ?... counterac’ Duselin’s influence,

Mais, que voulez vous ? Ze Nawab, ’c is quite young.

“But what will you do about zis poor lady, my fricn

he continued, gravely. ‘‘ You know not where she is, heim ?

Excep’ zat she is in some danger from a government official

’oo holds ‘er prisoner? Zat ts good, how you say?... clue.

Say ze word an’ [ will ’« 4“ 1nzé province search’,
T will cause ze Prince? r ze country inch by

inch, It s’all be proc

T stopped the flow o:

“Thank you, Mons

must obviously conduct

generous we white fulk

cannot conceive what m

leaving Calcutta in sx

friends in Oudh to wh

hap, the mode of her dé

become known, while

willingly or no, in the zena

“ Mais out, I understan’, 5
dolorous assent.

“ Nevertheless, Monsieur, Iam glad [ confided in you, for
it would scem that your influence might assist me in ascertaining

the iden:ity of this scoundrel, if you would kindly use it so,

1 know you, Captain Martin, for a man who would sacrifice
much for a lady in distress.”

A tear of emotion stood in the amenable Claude’s cye at

this cluinsy flattery.

“ Mon ami, you ’ave done well to trus’ me. Your trus’ is

not misplaced. J shall find ze scoundrel for you, wiz ze

apy

a gesture.

earch is one which I

know well how un-

ughe. I know not, and

cunel may have had in

ton, She may have

irneying. But, in any

impair her fame, an it

that she sojourned,

or...”

interjected the Captain, in

o
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greatest circum... circum... circumspecting. Never s’all

it be said zat Claude Martin refused to aid a lady, especially a

‘andsome one. How shameful of ze Chevalicr Duselin to

treat her so... 7is be’aviour is blot on ze honour of ze

French. ...

“ He shall answer for it to me,” I said.

Martin looked at me with an air of infinite gloom.

“My frien’ Warren,” he whispered tragically, “do you

sink zat ze Jady ’ave sustain’... 2”

“Tf Miss Brunel is still alive,” I told the Captain, “she is

unharmed. She would never suffer such injury.”

The voicing of my great fear seemed to relieve me of some

of its oppressive weig! nodded with portentous

understanding.

“Hal Quat @y @

Eurasian who had sil:

“A yogi insists on

master is here; thoug!

heard before.”

“Te must be Madha

it is the priest of whi

something urgent to sa

in?” ;

“ Certainement. Ler s man [7

The servant bowed eevdrew, presently to usher in

Madhava, complete in his ceremonial leopard’s skin and
Hessian boots. He salaamed gravely and stood waiting, blinking

his sunken eyes at Martin with such unmistakable command

in them that the litthe Captain rose, excused himself vaguely,

and withdrew.

Madhava sat himself down before me.

“ Brother,” he said, “1 bring news... my news concerns

thy fair one. Many a day since, I had considered and arrived

at a conclusion as to where she was incarcerated, and by wham ;

but since thou wert so anxious, I feared to hurt thee by error

and so said naught. Now, may I put the materials with which

¥ built thus before thee? Lord, think |! The White Peacock

id, turning to the

ite-room of the tent.

nsicur, saying that his

42a master I have never

ned, “ Captain Martin,

é He must have

May he come
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of Deo Narayan the Ami. The thief who came for thine

amulet. The swinish fat of the man thou sawest....”

Why curely yes! Now I could recognize that shrieking

voice that had rung in my ears so often since that moonlit

night at Faizabad. It was when the Rajpoot had fought with

the .dmil that 1 had heard it before. And the eagerness to

obtain my miniature, even to attempted theft, That was

also exphuned,

“ Machava,” I asked, rather shakily, ‘art certain beyond

doubt that the lady is with the “mi/?”

“T heve certain knowledge that she licth at his mansion

not over far from the Sh ti itself As Sri mothered

Ram, it 's true.”

“ From whom didst

“* Lord, it would n

priest, and very defini

his news were beyond ix

T began to pace up a3

hare-brained schemes for

my brain. But the je

withered hand upon my,

“Lod,” he adjure

w information ? ”

know,” answered the

ell me, reiterating that

evertheless,

mnt, while a thousand

cd in a jumble through

stiess walk, placing his

ste, lest this son of

Shaitan harm the lady. 7°: st be stealthy and swift

and fearful of harm, if 1s » come. For Narayan

is a weak man, and there is no strength like the strength of

the weak man at bay.”

“Thou hast a plan?” YT asked.

‘© Beshak | (Certainly !)” Madhava answered indignantly.

“Yhavea plan! An infallible plan 1”

And when I had heard it, it certainly seemed good to me,

though scarcely infallible.

When the priest had gone, Martin re-entered, saying that

Harryman still lay unconscious, though breathing more quietly.

Ina few words [told him that I had good reason for thinking

that Madhava had discovered the whereabouts of the stolen
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lady, and that at least I ought to investigate as soon as

possible.

‘The adventurer begged me to tell him who was the dog who

held Miss Brunel, but I refused, on the ground that I had only

the word of the priest to go upon, although evidences certainly

supported him,

““T may yet have to claim your good offices, Captain.”

T begged Claude Martin to send me word at the Sher Khott

as to Harryman’s progress, and to comfort him, when the time

came, with the assurance that Duselin’s mission had been a

vain one. ‘These things he promised to do.

Then the Captain dragged on his uniform coat, and we went

forth together to rout out th sipinr and the servants.

On the way, we pas pitched away from the

flimsy city of the cor nee. Martin jerked

his thumb towards it.

“ Duselin’s,” he said

A tall Frenchman cas

spying Martin, ran across

“Can you spare a roi

cannot understand wh

Duselin. He seems if

while I seek a doctor.”

Martin sought my ac

and we walked into the rane reg

Upon the pallet I saw Duselin stretched out at full length,

apparently asleep and snoring loudly through his delicate

nostrils; his eyes showed a glimmer of white betwixt

the lids.

“Tf it were not he,” stated the Frenchman, as Martin bent

over the prostrate man, “I should say it was liquor. But the

Chevalier is the soberest man I know ; he abominates such

weaknesses, and... you know his strength of will.”

“ Néanmoins,” responded Martin, as he straightened himself

up from his examination, “ drunk the Chevalier is, or rather

drugged... and with the northern plant, chewed or swallowed,

Ah! here we have it, leaves and sceds as well, Something

at at that moment, and

he cried in French. “J

cr with the Chevalier

g you to stay by him

ith a glance. I nodded
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has upset our friend this time, De la Riviére. Has he gambled

away his rat-hole of a chateau... or his mills at Tanda?”

‘The officer shot a sharp loox at Martin, and threw the

haseesh irto a corner with a gesture of disgust.

Neither of us enlightened him.

One tad not expested such a man as Duselin to collapse

like this, though he had been afflicted with a run of bad luck

in the list few wecks that would have quenched the fire

in any tnan, But collapsed he had, and I had thereby to

postpone our settlement until he should be better able to grasp

the terms of it.

“The cypress curt pat 1s spread

And over ali as

SAMPION AND: ook or Airs (1601).

Tne house of the Arf

my own mansion, It border of the revenue

collector’s estate and on of its biggest village,

Ramagion . . . the village of Rama, so called since the days

that Rama and Sita passed through it on their way to exile.

Since, when occasion should demand, the Amil could claim the

protettion of state troops, the big house was not fortified. But

to protect it against ordinary dacoits and the like, there was a

close, “hick hedge of aloe anc prickly pear and cactus around

the huge compound and the family shrine. In this, there was

a great arch of brick und plaster which served as a barbican,

and a sentinel armed with a matchlock patrolled within it day

and night.

In June, it is scorching hot at mid-day in Oudh, when the

rains old off, and the great banyan tree which grows not far

over many oss from
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from the entrance gate bore scarce a leaf, and sent an ugly

skeleton shadow across the dusty path.

It was to this sacred tree that a man in the guise of an ascetic

came to squat on the stone platform that ran around the gnarled

trunk, one high noon. ‘There was a mark in mirtita and

gypsum on his forehead ; his greying Yair was tangled and

piled upon his crown. Save for the yellow rag about his loins

he was naked ; and his body was painted with the rude markings

of auspicious design and colour. A rosary of great beads, set

with gold, hung around his neck,

The sentinel on duty, an officious youth, left the gate and

marched up to the pricst, asking him abruptly what he did.

“Son,” replied the J8is ively, ‘the time is come

when I prepare for the nexg ahis I seek to do beneath

this holy tree.”

“ Rather thou seeke

withal a trifle uneasily

batten on his household.”

“ Enough |” protested:

this tree do I seek comm:

T am not disturbed, or

shalt never attain the b

“ But, Protected of

“Enough, I say! £

thee and thine !” SSeS

"Twas a noble rigmaroic and Madhava had coached me well.

‘The sentinel hurried back to his post in a shiver of apprehension,

while I cleared a space beneath the tree, folded my arms and

legs in the attitude I had been shown, and closed my eyes.

Vhis new character of mine was a materialized version of

the jogi’s great idea. Asa holy man, I could squat in the dust

and study the ways of the 4mil’s household and the sitting of

the rooms of his house at my leisure. Madhava himself had

shaven off my Rajpoot beard, had tangled and powdered my

hair, and had wizened my face with an art which grew wrinkles

like mushrooms (and which, the priest promised, should remove

them as expeditiously). More, he had cunningly outlined my

* laughed the sentry,

loves not priests who

ith dignity. ‘‘ Beneath

the gods. Sce thou that

gas once a tortoise, thou

ce or a blight be upon
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ribs with the washerman’s marking bean, so that my robust

figure should appear ip truth to have been castigated by starva~

tion and fatigue ; and had painted my face after a fashion that

rendered ‘t strange to myself when I glimpsed it in a mirror.

Throughout that day of burning heat J sat beneath the tree

in spurious preparatpry meditation, watching through my

flickering lids all who came and went about the house of Deo

Narayan.

They were few... a party of retainers coercing a refractory

elephant, and a few servants accompanying carts of fodder.

Nothing I saw that was of any help to me.

Atter many trying hours, the sun dropped gently into the

west, and the stars lit up. the i with a gentle radiance,

seemingly dancing in ¢ af the sweating earth.

But a cool breeze sprang

When the sentinels

limbs surreptitiously, a»

pangs of a calling stomach

An owl chattered fro

brought an aroma of herbs, f
Again the owl chattg

moment later a skinny

deposited a brass dish of rach. | dragged the

dish nearer as the sentine! his short beat, singing

to keep his spirits from fihne: “Yood I scoffed as oppor-

tunity offered.

I sheved the dish aside when empticd, and it presently

vanishec behind the tree. I fixed a rapt gaze upon the sky In

renewed coritemplation.

“(he sentry, with a cautious look up and down the roadway,

withdrew to the inner side of the gate, doubtless to steal a puff

or two at a hookah ; for I caught the nauseous odour of the

cheap tobacco.

A finger twitched my elbow,

1 rose with difficulty, my stiffened joints cracking loudly,

and wriggled round behind the tree. Almost in the same

instant of time, Madhava had slipped into my place, "T'was

stretched my cramped

icin cloth to stay the

re near. ‘The breeze

ud vivifying to my nostrils.

much nearer, and a

round the tree and
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so agilely done, that, as I gazed upon him as he stared into the

sky with glassy eyes and contracted chest, it seemed as though

I, the spirit, regarded the body I had left.

‘There came a hissing murmur like the sough of the breeze

through the naked branches... . “The gods be with thee ”

and | turned and made off into the clumped bananas which

grew thick around.

‘The vast indifference of the sentinel to his duty stood me

in good stead; for to negotiate a hedge spined with steel

needles like those of the aloe is a long and tough task. The

spearlike leaves clashed together like plates of horn as I scrambled

over, and my blood besprent them freely.

Keeping well within of its shade, I followed

the hedge around as iz

where best to make

half made of thin Oudh

were many outhouses

reeds,

An arcade of flamboy:

foot of the main buildin

a skin, muffled from hea

of about the same use aé

lay to hand.

Built upon the roof, an

beneath, I espied a flimsy:

guessed was the zenana.

‘There my search must take me, and with circumspection ;

for, were Deo Narayan a much marricd man, the clatter I

might bring about my ears by carelessness would ruia all,

Knowing that the dark interior of the house would probably

confuse me, | thought it best to mount the walls. ‘The guards

I feared not at all; for ’twere easier to wake the Sphinx of

Egypt than a sleeping moor.

‘The arcade presented no difficulty, and I soon lay on its

flat mud roof. ‘Three times I leapt thence to catch the sharp

edge of the roof proper, and three times I fell back with a

thud. But at the fourth attempt, | managed to gain a hold,

rambling structure,

ried mud ; and there

& lattice thatched with

arches wound round the

ptyance lay a man upon

orpse in a shroud, and

=the naked sword that

% out over the ground

Du use of wood, which I
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and pulled myself up till I lay on my belly panting and quizzing

around upon the top of the house.

As I ay, I could distinguish the entrance to the seraglio,

open, though covered with a heavy purduh. A fellow snored

across the doorway, as diligently asleep as those below. His

stature and smooth face told me he was a eunuch.

On padded feet I slipped across to him, and though it went

against the grain, I dealt him a tap on the crown that would

ensure hs silence for an hour or two at least. The eunuch

mercly stiffened slightly and half turned. I felt his breast and

was reassured that a vinegar plaister would suffice his needs,

providing: he could get one. His tulwar I flung far out into

a bamboo thicket, wher d down a stem and stuck,

quivering, in the base <

So much done, I p

Very, very gently {

inside the retreat of the!

thick carpet. The star

was in total darkness, but a

I mad: along the wall

certain there would be

In my mendicant’s bo

of these I lit the lamp

The inustard oil splu

flame drew it into the with: :
“ Kot hai?” (Who's that 2 suddenly rasped a hoarse voice

behind me.

I switched round, strung taut for a fight, cursing with

despz'r at the discovery.
Then, despite the danger in doing so, I laughed aloud, for

there, in a silver cage was one of those talking mynahs with a

yellow jowl that are brought from the north. I twisted his

neck without much ado, though it pinked me sharp to do so ;
loving all birds as I do.

Natheless, the wretched thing had undone me, for I heard

footsteps approaching the litte room from the deeps of the

house. The curtain swung from the inner door, and revealed

ie purdah and stepped

, sinking deeply into a

ot penetrate here, and I

could hear no breathing.

ya corner in which I felt

so there proved to be.

and steel, and by aid

urned up brightly as the
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to my astonished gaze Sovona Suniti, her thick hair tumbled to

her waist.

She started when she saw me, and drew the thick strands

across her lightly-clad body.

“ Greeting, Bairagi ! (Holy man) What seekest thou in

the zenana of Deo Narayan ? ” she said,

“Sovona !” J ejaculated, and could not keep the reproach

from my tone,

In a twinkling the girl was at my fect.

“ Lord,” she said, ‘* thou wouldst not love me, even though

I bear a scar upon my breast which tells how great is my love

for thee, I could not Jive longer near thee, secing thee every

day and tearing my hearjayi sug and despair, An thou

couldst not give me ¢ not take thy charity,
Vherefore, I came hi become the bride of

the master of this house

“ Never shalt thou dk

tested. “This night the

The girl’s wonderful cf

She ran suddenly towards a

into my face. Then,

stood, the light in her 4

were before, melancholy

“ Ay, Lord,” she murr one hand in a piteous

gesture, ‘‘ Forgive me miy foolistiness. I know well the

true reason for thy coming. Come with me, and I will lead

thee to her ;_ bur, believe me, her coldness will yield thee little

comfort. Ah, what joy would I have given thee...”

“Sovona |” I rebuked, though my great joy at the know-

ledge that Rosalie was alive near me took the anger from my

voice,

“ Ay, cold she is and passionless. Even so, that in this place

she remains unsullied. And the Am/ will do her no hurt

though his impatience is pitiful to see. Nevertheless, to-morrow

he will exchange the garlands with me that thou mayst never

sec my face again.”

Sovona took me by the wrist and led me through a passage

thing, Sovona,” | pro-

> away with me again,”

up with a warm glow.

2 by the arms, and gazed

hat she had misunder-

leaving them as they,

jet.
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to a heavily barred door, She knocked and called in an under-

tone :

“White Peacock, a dairagi would have speech with thee.”

There tame a faint movement from within, and a voice

spoke, mu:Hed by the closed door.

“Tf it is to coerce me, J will not see him.”

“ Come, come, sister |! cried Sovona with a touch of spite,

“Make not cats into tigers. Yhou knowest well thou wilt

have to marry. Loose the door, so that I may unfasten these

bars. Ran! Ram! Make not such a noise lest the other

women hear.”

I heard a wooden bar raised inside, and Sovona slid the heavy

bolts aside and opened the. «

Rosalie, clad in a siikets

At the sight of my

which was not to be w

“Vhy errand ?” cols

“Yo free thee,” 7 re

chaotic emotions, blew ¢l

judgment firm and uncior

Rosalie sighed wearily ¢

her forthwith.

But without further

forth.

iy, the lady recoiled,

inity.

tting a petard to my

thingness ; leaving my

sly 3 and bade me leave

to take her arm and

lead her from the foul p avona to follow. And

she whom I loved moved 48 yet with an apathy and

languor that told me she was s convinced of some hurtful ruse

presently to stand revealed,

Burt when she saw the strangled bird, and the senseless giant

at the suter door, she gave a great cry of surprise and hope,

turning to look at me curiously. I saw her bosom swell as

she drank in the warm fragrance of the night and expelled the

scenteu varours of the seraglio,

Speech [ dared not trust myself to, so I signalled to Rosalie

to lower herself over the roof, which she did lithely enough, and

presently the three of us stood side by side on the roof of the

colonnade

From far away a faint sound caught my ear, growing nearer

R
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and nearer... the rhythmic beat of hoofs at full gallop. At the

sound I was filled with alarm lest at tiis late hour the flight

should be discovered and staved.

Louder and louder grew the noise, and I thought from the

beat of it that there were two horses. So I hastened to lower

Sovona to the ground, then, thrilling with the contact, the

more precious burden, and finally swung myself over and

dropped lightly.

Rapidly I led the way across the court and, relying on Fate

and the irresistible somnolence that attacks all Easterns at

nightfall, straight through the wicket of the great barbican.

My assumption was cor _We had to step over the

carefully-shrouded pers gilant sentry.

Not fifty yards awayg ‘d to a halt in the dusty

road.

A little figure ran fro ree to me,

“ Madhava,” I mutter 3! Are they ours?”

“Nay,”’ he whispered & Behind the banana

trees,”

Roughly, I fear, the p

shadow, and scarce we!

a-foot ; the starlight &

hands,

Rosalie gripped me by t vulsively,

“ Priest,” she whispere n, “I know thee not,

nor whether I may trust entirely to thee. But, if thou art

indeed my friend, let me not into the hands of those men.”

“ Maharani,” 1 whispered back, “thy wish is my law. I

pledge my word that he whom thou fearest will never see the

sun rise again.”

Turning to Madhava, I bade him give me my pistol, which

he did, producing the weapon from under his robe, To his

care I then committed Sovona and Rosalie, bidding him await

me some little distance from the road.

Madhava would have restrained me, but I tore myself from

his feeble grip.

“ T shall return in half-an-hour,” I said, and was convinced

2 foustled into the friendly

n two men passed by

? drawn steel in their
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beyond all doubt that J should. So confident was I that no

thought of risk, no fear for those consequences which my

death might impose on Rosalie, assailed me for an instant. I

might have been on my way to an Alipore ballroom as far as

ease of mind was concerned.

Madhava saluted gravely as I strode off after Dusclin and

his companion.

VUl

“ Let them fight it su

God must judge ¢

s fave gone too far.

hem as they are.”

BRrownine.

6 outcry, no clashing of

aif expected it and listened

& blue-lit space.

ileep in the doorways 3

difference in colour

fit through a half-open

ALL was quiet in the c

steel arose in the house, th

for it as [ padded noiscte

The guards still sleprs

yet a faint glow, oniy

from the starlight, diffu

door to show how entran ained,

I made for this door, st the man who slept across

it, stele his tulwar, and stepped within. There came a slight

movement: from the lighted room adjoining, the sigh of a man

aroused from sleep. It drawled forth lazily enough, then

abruptly leapt to an anguished gurgle, an inarticulate expression

of terror that set my spine a-creep, There followed a soft

thud, a choking groan such as a man groans when wounded in

the throat .. . then silence fell again.

Intrigued beyond restraint, I stepped boldly over the

threshold.

In the chamber I entered, a small bedchamber, burned a

little hanging lamp of five wicks. In the centre of the room

was a great, delicately-turned string bed. Near it was a stool
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of sissoo, shell and silver bearing a snuffbox and a plate of curded
almonds. On the charpoy lay a great bulk, very quiet and
still. Something was running on to the floor with a crepitating
trickle. I knew what it was; the acrid odour rose strong
above the aroma of sandalwood.

Duselin, his face wearing something of its wonted composure,
was putting up his sword near the bed. The other man, that
sirdah of the Oudh army I had seen in Lucknow, stood near,
hands hanging limp, in an attitude of sublime :mazement.

“Tl est mort ? You have killed him... as he slept? AZon
Dieu!”

“ Naturellement,” whispered back Duselin with a twisted
smile. “The monster - isevehs Now for Andromeda.

Methinks the rdle of Perse

The officer started

“Is it for this yo

murder a nabob and plu

“ Ah, mon amt, 1 show

this man who first plan¢

I seek, but a white womea

whom I love. Let u:

‘The poor captain

I could yet trace the di

sleeping 4mi/, and doubr.

However, he followed:

the door,

As the latter neared the entrance I stepped forward, tulwar
in hand.

The Chevalier leapt backward with an oath.

“You may save yourself the trouble of a search,” I told
Duselin, ‘‘ Miss Brunel is not in this house, nor will you
ever see her again.”

The Chevalier’s calm left him in an instant. He stiffened
and shivered as though with ague as he recognized me.

“ Mille diables 1” he exclaimed.

“No,” I assured him, “ only Jack Warren.”

The rapier, deftly and immediately poised, I swept into a

y ald, Duselin ? To

ve told you more, ’T'was

Fis no dysky trollop that

x Continent and station

We can talk later,”

is in bewilderment, bug
at the stabbing of the

Susehny Who was walking towards
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corner with one blow of the broad-bladed sabre in my hand ;

and it made an appalling clatter, Then, at last I held my

enemy helpless upon my point... but there was the third party

to be considered,

“Kill the bonebag,” hissed Duselin. “ He is the household

monk, We shall have the remainder about our heads in a

moment an you do not.”

“ Don’t,” I adjured the irresolute captain. “ I am neither
bonebag nor monk, but a European. . . though an Englishman

truly.”

The sirdar’s flexible eyebrows rose to their ultimate altitude

in his puzzlement,

“ Expliquez, monsiexr,””

blade.

I gave a threatening

strayed to his side lapel.

“ Be still,” I warned

Ther, without taking 1

his companion. :

“There is little time #

halting French. “The #

has virtually abducted th

I have rescued her, an § call the Chevalier to

account for his conduct, : ‘be called to account.”

““ Never heed him, D rire He lies !’’ countered

the gentleman referred to ina fierce undertone. ‘‘ The wench

is my affianced, and came from Calcutta with me, but was

stolen by the gentoo. Kill him! Nem de Dieu! Kill him,

I order you.”

But De la Riviére made no movement; his complete

dismay delayed the proceedings sadly, in fact. I knew not

whether he would remain a neutral spectator or no, and so

could do no more.

“ Atonsieur le Chevalier ? Monsieur . . .? Whom shall 1

believe ?’’ he implored almost piteously.

“Tt is unnecessary that you should believe either of us,”

I said. ‘* This is a private quarrel, Monsieur, and all I ask is

b swecd, lowering his half-raised

yon as Duselin’s hand

i ray enemy, I addressed

ion, sir,” I said in my

¢ Monsieur le Chevalier

whom he has spoken.
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that you will not Iend your aid to the advantage of Monsieur

Duselin, Second him, by all means ; I can do without such

support, The duello is honourably conducted in France and

you will, [ know, uphold the reputation of your country in

this matter now. When the issue is decided. . . well, you may

believe the survivor,”

“But...”

“The survivor will explain all,” I emphasized, “ and, since

Providence upholds the right in these meetings, I shall be

he, Duselin, get your sword from that corner, or better, the

tulwar which stands near by since I am so armed. But first

drop your pistol on the carpet. Gently, we shall make noise

and enough, anon.”

The little weapon ba

movement my antage

corner in which it had

cannot perform tricks

and the rapier is a good

And a-top of this, w armed himself, Duselin

charged headlong upon rt ‘ily believe I should have

died of the coward’s blow ave, had it not been for

the timely interventic who dashed the stec!

ccilingward,

“7 am astounded, M«

heat,“ You have alread

Would you do more murder ? ”

The Chevalier drew back, panting a little and endeavouring

to control his working features. © With the air of one deliver-

ing a long-considered judgment, De la Riviére spoke ~gain,

addressing me,

“From what you say, Monsieur, I take it that you are

unconnected with this houschold?” [nodded acquiescence in

this, “ Then, if there is a matter between you and Duselin

requiring such pressing attention, I shall be glad to see that

the formalities are observed. But, 1 would point out that this

is a scarcely fitting place... the noise...”

“Then that’s all right, my dear fellow,” I broke in,

ft pile, and with a silent

. slim blade from the

unfair, because one

ictorily with a tulwar,

a Riviere rebuked with

21 your sword to-night.
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rehieved. “And the place must suffice. I really cannot

permit your principal an opportunity of eluding me.”

De la Riviére entered into the spirit of the bizarre affair

with tke adaptability and sung frord of the true cavalier of

fortune.

With swift movements he drew the heavy pzrdah across the

door, shifted the carpets so that our feet should play noiselessly

on them, and lit the wicks in the branches of a pedestal lamp.

Then he drew his sword and offered it to me.

“A szenuine Ferrara, Monsieur; ’tis writ on the blade.”

1 accepted the weapon with a bow and faced my enemy.

He stocd motionless with the tense muscles showing through

his ashy cheeks.

* Duselin,” I asked

detaining an unfortuné

that you might bend

For a moment [ thoy

presently speech broke

furious, irrelevant wards

“What ts your love to,

your desire to my desi

through the boy 3 yo

and afraid, I...” ¢

alone truly loved her, w nored, How could he

love... Armonde .. . he Was alanimal? And you! An

Englishman... a clod... what know you of passion ? What

are your petty hankerings to the hell-flames that consume me ?

I meant honestly by her ; I should have had the means and the

desire to make her happy. I could have made a princess of

her, ay, a queen with riches and a court if need be. I should

have returned with her to France, a rich man and an honoured,

but for that blundering pirate... and you, you cowardly thief.

I should have wooed her at my leisure 5 she would have come

to me readily, flattered at my offer of eminence and power,

dazaled by the gewgaws | ‘could dangle before her. But

now, with hopes dashed, and pauperized, she must console me,

heal my wounds. Ay, she must take me as Jam... .”

o this infamous thing,

hideous surroundings

your will 2”?

xt intend to speak, but

ievalier in a torrent of

ut passion to my passion,

je’s ? He sought her

xirt-hem, whitelivered
eh

vtracted ... I whoot
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“Stop !” I cried, and sprang on guard.

The Frenchman’s mouth closed tightly, and he leapt at me

with the silent ferocity of a panther. De la Riviére took up a

position near the purdah with a pistol cocked in each hand, and

watched us sidelong.

I knew not my opponent’s measure, but, thanks to Harry-

man, the ruses of French, Italian and English schools were

mine. After a tentative feint or two we met in earnest, and

Duselin proved himself the possessor of a passing skill. His

toughness and agility were the equal and more of mine ;_ his

ruses were not those of modern schooling alone, but those of

every land and of epochs dead and forgotten. Punto, man-

dritta, stoccatta and reversgomingled mazingly with terce,

riposte de pied ferme, 1082

We made no sounc

shrill scream of the w

Once my antagonist

prisoned in the silver w

sword from his hand, I$

and, when we engaged ag

could feel the caution i

his blade pricking her

one inadvertent scratc!

Then I bethought me n double feint and lunge

that I had learned trom sheSivgesiiiat Chauhati. I tried it as

Duselin recovered and led him into a séxte that was all but

vain.

*T was patent he did not know the trick. I waited secking

for a favourable chance, the while the Chevalier forced me

almost on to the entranced watcher at the door.

My opponent thrust fiercely, was foiled in seconde and drew

back. I feinted again and drew him, and almost ere I knew

it, hand and hilt were buried in the mechlin at his breast.

‘The Chevalier Duselin smiled wanly, or so it seemed to me,

then slipped to his knees and fell gently back; the dulled

Spanish steel dragging slowly from its ghastly sheath. “Thus,

without a murmur, he offered reparation to Rosalie.

our breathing and the

usly, and his point was

su that I wrenched the

e be regained the weapon

that he was shaken, and

zce more he pinked me,

y thigh; I scored but
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I wiped the blade upon the carpet and handed it to its

owner.

De la Riviére eyed the fallen man for a second or two, with

the sword in his hand, then enquired dispassionately :

“ Mantuan ? ”

“ Mianese,” I answered, struggling for breath, ‘ And

thank you for your courtesy, Monsicur.”

‘‘ Believe me, it is of no consequence. Are your wounds

serious? No? Chat, at least, is good.”

De la Riviére shrugged his shoulders, took out his snuff-box

with an air that would have graced a fashionable drawing-

room, and placed a pinch upon his wrist.

“fh wien, Lam as yet hopelessly in the dark, though this

episode appears to be cone! vould hazard, sir, that

although you promisc 1, you would prefer

that I should remain s can at any time bear

witness that this affiis somewhat irregularly

concluded. Permettes S vory fair...

“ Ciel,” continued the ¢ , 83 [ accepted the snuff

with what composure [ ni ¥ these moars do sleep!

We have awakened nog 4, though the clangour

appeared to wellnigh de. ®. I did not catch your

name... Monsieur?’

“Then it were bette f did not tell you after
all, J desire that my ile E be concealed.”

De la Riviére bowed, stepped to the bedside of the anil,

then swiftly came to my side again.

“ Hasten $7" he whispered, ‘‘ Help me lift Duselin,””

I looked at him in surprise.

“He was a white man and a Catholic. I cannot leave him

here,” the sirdar said.

1 bent over my dead enemy, and marvelling at the stony

beauty of the white face, lifted the body by the shoulders.

Together we carried our burden from that grisly room, and

the sentinel] still slept though two live men and one dead passed

over him tc the courtyard,

At the spot where the horses were tethered, I assisted De la

+
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Riviére to fasten the burden on the Chevalier’s horse. Then

the Frenchman extended his hand to me.

“To our next meeting, Acnsteur Pinconnu, And may

God and the Virgin bless the lady.”

When the hoof-beats had died away, I made my way to the

banana clump in which I had bade Madhava wait with his

charges.

Almost as I reached the rendezvous, my hair rose and my

skin crept in startling accord ; for out of the dark mass of the

great house came a bloodcurdling yell, like the trumpeting of

a roguc elephant. The timbre of the voice, as it bawled of

thugs and murderers and blood eats iL recognized as having

offended my ears beforg

Now 1 understood ve

It was the .4mi/ who §

neck, and had missed the

armour of fat.

+ had bade me hasten.

ad stabbed him in the

cason of Deo Narayan’s

“ Behold a withaer hers

Love hath received his sight !”

Jxo. Dawrann, 1600.

Deo Narayan was under the impression that he was dead.

He said s0 again and again at the top of his voice, and his

information rang through the night like the wailings of doomed

Salar. Consequent upon the cries came the yells of the

awakened men-at-arms, and a cacophony of feminine shrieks

from the zenana. Fveryone howled that Deo Narayan was

dead, and none Jouder than the corpse himself,

As I walked quictly into the banana clump, Madhava ran

to meet me,
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“Quick ! The horses, Madhava !’’ I seized Rosalie’s

hand, unresisting, though limp enough, Lord knows.

“Stpihr has them beyond that brake of sugar,” answered

the priest, und toddled off behind the bananas ; while I dragged

my ward along in his wake.

Surely enough the Rajpoot and four horses, champing

restively, presently loomed up in the shadow. The soldier

mounted as we approached, realizing the need for speed.

I unfastened the bridles, chose a small Afghan pony to mount

Rosalie and bent to shorten the leather of the circular, spurred

stirrup. As I did so, however, the leather was torn from my

grasp and ‘fore ever J could stand upright, a pair of soft arms

encircled my neck and a wa ssed close against mine.

Hot kisses rained on 3... then the pressure

was relaxed and I cau words +

“A farewell gift, Le d. "Ywas I who sent

thee ward,”

A dim ‘igure... Sey

towards the Amil’s house

know not, but learn she ty

I cried as loudly as

heed, and there was na

to escape. Poor child,

“Art well beloved,

heart, doubt and hope Bnd eutesy

“And methought thou didst respond.”

“ Mount, lady,” I quoth curtly, far from pleased at the

last phrase.

Roselic obeyed silently, and we rode quietly out into the

silyer-lit avenue.

After a time Rosalie spoke again.

“ "Tell me, priest, what befell there... in the house ?”

“ Lady, I kept my word, Thine enemy has seen his last

sunrise,”

Rosalie Brunel gave a great shudder. Yes, this was the

second man I had killed for her. ”1'was as well, indeed, that

she would never know that.

>... fled up the avenue

he had learned to kiss I

}

x, but the girl took no

et her go, if we were

by apain.

she who chained my

minging in her tones.

—
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It was a long time before the girl ventured speech again,

and when she did so, I noted that she was studying my features

as well as the gloom would allow. I took care to cut short her

opportunities,

‘* Didst thou slay,” she asked, “ only because thou believedst

him my enemy ?”

“ That were enough justification,” I answered.

“Who art thou, then ? What priest can hold his own against

a practised swordsman? Thou art over plump, too, for a

m ndicant.”

“ Lady, this dress of mine was but assumed that I might

watch the house and satisfy myself of thy presence there. I

am that same Talukidar, oir ama, who would have suc-

to adopt this dress I

eally have shaved myhad to lose my beard

head as well.”

“Ah, I thought {

grateful to thee for th

shouldst have deemed it €

have often thought of th

“ Regret not the be

think me then a man

skull should cause me ¢

“Nay, but I feared fs knew not whether thou

wert alive or dead. Whith tthou now?”

“To my house, in which thou hast already sheltered. There

thou mayst rest and command in me what service thou wilt.”

Rosalie raised a hand to her forehead as though to clear

something from her eyes. .

A silence ensued.

“Lady,” I questioned in my turn, “‘ when thou art rested,

where wouldst thou go. . . to the city of the feringis . . . Cal-

cutta >”

“Nay, sir, nay. I have no friends there . . . none at all.

I think... I think that I must go to Faizabad.”

“ As thou wilt. To whom in Faizabad? Tell me, that I

may warn thy friends of thy coming.”

Valukdar-Sahib J am

full of regrets that thou

. c0 lose thy beard. I

ii] grow again. Didst

golution that a cracked

v task 27
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“Sahib, I have a friend in Faizabad, but know not where I

may find him, nor where to look. I am new to these cities

of India, but by reason of a misfortune in Calcutta, I was

bound to seek out this man in Faizabad that he might help me.”

A mar... . Out upon it ! Whatever my intentions, 1 was

still vulnerable to jealousy.

“Thou desireth that I shall search out... thy friend?”

T enquired, determined to know more.

““Talukdar-Sahib, thy kindness is beyond the measure of

my gratitude. Nay, give me clothing an thou art able, and

let me prosecute my search myself.”

“ lay, that thou shalt not do, lady. Nahin, thou shalt rest

in the Sher Khoti and } will brinuethy friend to thee. Now tell

me, what manner of mafi_& ee

“He. .. Ah, sir

seen a feringt on the r:

before. . when thou t

is the friend of whom 1s

God ir Heaven | DF

“Yes, I remember ;

horse. “Lhou seekest hy

“T do. He is the

“ But, lady, what cart :

“He... he... Ene Without it, T... Tam

lost,” stammered Rosalie “Be Winy thunderstricken ears.
She sought me! She sought me! Without my aid she was

lost |

I scarce knew where I was or what I did 5 the stupendous

words gang and thundered in my ears, deafening and dazing me

to all else.

Throughout this time we had been riding quietly down the

great road. ‘The outcry behind us had rapidly died away.

Deo Narayan was far too selfish a man to allow anyone to leave

his bedside now, and there was not a man among his retinue,

I judged, who would willingly initiate a hue and cry.

Madhava and Sipihr rode well ahead as advanced guard.

It was Rosalie’s voice that brought me to my senses ; Rosalie’s

asked thee hadst thou

when I was thy guest

aman. It is he who

‘y to me ?

sober habit and a pack-

-
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startled voice raised in imperious demand. She was leaning

forward in her saddle, and one slim index finger quivered

tensely an inch or two beneath my chin.

* Where did you get that? “ell me quickly !”

I squinted down my nose in an effort to look at my chest,

and a gleam of reflected starlight glimmered. It was shining

from the miniature, Loath to part with it even in my latest

masquerade, I had fastened the amulet about my neck ; and

it had slipped forth from under the necklace, probably during

the fight with Duselin, and now dangled loosely on its proper

cord,

“Oh, that...’ Tanne

But even my deve

the stunning impact

“Where did you

And not till she spoke

was using English, and

Willy-nilly, my g me

‘The avenue closed int

o’erhead to roof in a ca

Shielded by the murk

a rag from my saddle-b

wrinkles. I sat upright, hair about my shoulders

dragging its tangles from eyes. 1 was always a

dignified person, and to be revealed in this clownish garb was

not gratifying.

Came a break in the trees, letting the argent gleam filter

tenderly through. I turned my face boldly towards Rosalie,

and met her eyes. She looked at me intently, and her gaze

became fixed and puzzled, Watching, I saw the blood leap

to the pale face I adored, turning its clear ivory to a dusky hue

visible even in the starlight.

The silken saree began to rise and fall irregularly at its

owner’s breast, her lips parted in an almost painful gasp. Then

the little head lost its proud poise, drooping like a flower a-thirst.

At last my traitor tongue yielded to control,

“* Rosalie |”

”

had been damaged by

my lady breathlessly.

e did I realize that she

ied in the same tongue,

uinel 5 the tree-tops met

hy blackness.

faint from my face with

rously to take out the
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In heneficent mood at last, impulse took control once more,

At a touch of my kace my intelligent nag sidled nearer the

Afghan pony.

} stretched out a trembling, groping arm and encircled the

lissom waist, Next moment the Afghan pony was riderless

and my own nag unpuided,

Merciful darkness fell again, and under its cover, I sought

and found my lady’s lips, fragrant, honey-sweet and soft as the

petals of a rose,

Nirvz.na was mine,

. April eyes, and we smiled

ow that this incredible

nagical swiftness and

“Lhere had been no

nder dalliance, none of

ft which lovers prepare

fife has to offer.

iest no longer, but John

in precious nearly the

Rosalie looked up at

together, a little abash

consumination had b

unexpectedness of it k

period sf sweet probatia

the “ feir specchless

themselves for the one g:

In addition, I was a

Warren, and John Wag

garb he was born tn,

I reined in, seized thé atient little beast which

trotted xehind, brought ita geand assisted my lady to

seat herself more circumspectiy’ upori it.

Still Rosalie had not spoken, though her silence had been

golden indeed.

“ Lady,” I ventured, “you have sought one in Oudh, I

believe You have found him, and he awaits your desire,

What can he do for you?”

‘““T know not,” was the soft answer. “I never did know.

It is for him to say... and do... as he pleases.”

“Wrat?” I ejaculated. ‘“‘ Miss Brunel . . . Rosalie,

why dia’ you follow me to Faizabad ?”

“Oh ! cried she with face averted, “it was a mad thing I

did, [know, But IT wasmad. My brother’sdeath...and..,

your going had made me so. I was in despair and alone. To
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whom could I go? I knew no one in Calcutta. Mrs. Mac-
Murray took me in again, of her charity, but . . . doubtless

thinking it for my benefit, she forced me to meet so many

people ... men. They were sympathetic, truly, for a tite,

and then...”

I understood. Men are precipitate in this land where

women are as few and as precious as fragments of the True

Cross,

“So you sought me, an exile, a fugitive in the heart of
QOudh. I can scarce believe it even now.”

“You were exiled for me, a fugitive for me ; it was J who

sent you away. And J knew you wanted me, and J knew that

T...2... 1 wanted y jed to tell you so that night
you went away, but yo erstand.””

“Oh!” cried I, t

Small wonder that

blindness, :

To divert Rosalie’s rai

to relate mine in as airy

told her, too, of Sovona’

should have desired to

girl’s behaviour earlier

self-defence,

“ Believe me,” I besces roade reference to this,

“I did not respond when Sova tv" said farewell,”

“ Forgive me,” replied my lady, and smiled, “1 meant

it not.”

So presently my tale was done, and yet the journey not

completed.

I turned to Rosalie.

“ Rosalie,” quoth I, “ what now ? ”

“JT do not understand.”

“ Dearest,” I said . . . and the word came haltingly . . . it
was so new to my vocabulary. “I was blind at Chauhati

because I would not see. That the world held so much

happiness as this for me I dared not hope, nor did I seek it,

knowing that worldly goods were scarce with me, And now

insufferable 7’ in my

swn misfortunes, I began

a fashion as possible. I

in my regard, a thing I

¢ which the widowed

celled me to relate in
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that, despite my unhappy self and all this tribulation which

you have undergone for me...

“Anc you, for my sake...”

“.. we find ourselves together at last with opened cyes,

what are we to do?”

““Is not the fact that we are so together enough for you,

Captain Warren?”

“Lady, it is! Believe me, I stand amazed at my good

fortune. But...”

A slender hand was raised, forbidding speech.

“Caprain Warren . . . Jack !" asked my lady, artlessly,

“‘wken did you first know that you loved me?”

And she insisted on an answer, nor would she let me address

myself again to scemly prob! f ways and means out of the

predicament which was gut Ha CS.

Thus, for 1 was ne

fabrics from imaginatié

castles which reared wal

higher and higher.

Ere long the stars grew

with lambent green. 1:

gven than that of the s

Sipihr, but could not see

the fringe of my bambi

trees that dotted the cout

The path narrowed, ett ed into nothingness a

furlong from the Sher Khoti. ch now T was none too

certain of striking the truce spot in the hedge where one might

enter. But suddenly Madhava emerged from the clumped

stems, and every jingal on the walls bellowed a vociferous

welcame . the billowing clouds of smoke glowing pink and

primrose n the dawn. Every paddy bird, kite and crow for

miles around rose in consternation.

Madhava had a strange sense of the fitness of things,

and there was certainly no more opportune moment for a

salute.

** A welcome to the Talukdar’s Fort, beloved,” I said, as I

© on, weaving bright

ck the halls of those

iaphanous material ever

’ eastern horizon glowed

Hight, more treacherous

head for Madhava and

could distinguish now

reen amid the naked

?

a

s
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assisted Rosalie to dismount, having first thrown a blanket

about my shoulders to aid the paint in covering me.

Madhava, ahead, muttering queer Sanskrit phrases of

congratulation and wonderment at Rosalie’s beauty, we passed

through the secret way ; and at length stood safe in the great

durbar room, amid a curious assembly of servants which I

speedily dispersed, Madhava among them.

We were alone for the moment and I would have taken my

lady in my hungry arms.

But she eluded me with a grimace at my Madhava-raised

wrinkles.

“ Good-day, sir priest,” 3

To your orisons |”

* Yes,” I answered:

night is done at last.”

Whereat, Roselie !ai

kissed those same wrink!

“The sun has ‘sen.

my neck unasked, and

“a man appeared at The deorway,

Bringing in uttermost haste a message of urgent importance.”

“ Mires Sranpisy ” (LONGFELLOW).

AN urgent desire for news of Harryman determined me to

visit the surgeon at Lucknow without further delay. “There-

fore, commending Rosalie to Madhava’s jealous charge, I left

quietly one dawning.

“* Farewell,” said the priest, when I had dragged myself

away from the Blue Garden. “If thou goest to Lucknow,

there you may secure, as I say, many elephants and long-tailed

horses and white camels. There liveth a man there, too, who

knoweth how to prepare chatties so that they spout fire of many

colours. See thou, the womenfolk already worship the lady
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as a peri. Why go to Calcutta then, where there may await

trouble... .”

Madhava was still arguing as I galloped off.

. . . . . * .

“Your news are better than all physick,” grinned Harry-

man when J had finished. ‘* But, Zooks! If ever anybody
gets to know of this Garden of Eden in the middle of Oudh,

you two children won’t be able to sce for blushes. Egad !

don’t I wish I were young again! I’m rejoiced, lad, to find

that you have arrived at my conclusion at last, the conclusion

that plagued you so a while back. Gad, what a dunderhead

at logic you are,”

“Ah, Jo. I underg

“TH wager you de

The surgeon was |

house in the new city.

which he greeted me, }

cricket and as strong as a

see that « long time must

again. However, the

satisfied enough with )

“The beast would bi

”

endoes now.

3 a half-finished brick

the protestation with

sa fiddle, as chirpy as a

g, but it was not hard to

e could set foot to stirrup

Italian doctor seemed

ing me, Jack,” Harry-

man complained. ett ¢ Duselin had bled me

enough in all conscience, af “he ever came near me wth

a bistury, I’d bite him, so help me Bob! Ay, lad, twas Duselin
sure enough , ,. the treacherous swine... .”

“ Harryman,” I interrupted irrelevantly, “you spoke just
now of a...a garden of Eden.”

“"Vhere, there ! Did I truly ? What of it then, O Adam ?”

“Tt is no joking matter, Jo. How am I to ensure Miss

Brunel’s safe return to the Settlement without injury to her

reputation ?”’

“ Ah, how indeed?” replied the surgeon. “That is a

damnable difficulty, indeed. Ah, I have it. You’ve told me

that Captain Claude knows something of your plight. I

suggest you trust him a bit more. ’Pon my soul, if anybody
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can get Miss Eve safely back, and with an unimpeachable yarn

to account for things, it’s Claude. He’s as straight as a die,

I’m certain, but on occasion, he can tell a better and bigger lie

than any man in Christendom. He’s an influential cul'y,

too.

“ An’ that reminds me, Jack. I’ve got a letter in my pouch

from the Colonel for you. I may say I know what it contains...

an invitation to return,”

My heart jumped.

“ J saw him alone. .. there, in Fort William,” pursued the

surgeon, “and gave him the truth. I told him that you left

through no fear of retribution but chiefly for the sake of a

lady . . . and perhaps in { measure through the love

of a very foolish old ma “go not interrupt.

* After I'd told hing , said what I had to

say, I told him some ¢! ade and Duselin that

set him sprinting for Gog e¢inahurry. He saw

the Governor-General hi stings was the discreet

quarter I referred to... . voi r, Well, the upshot was

the Governor-General trug catch fhe fox, and, old

fool that I am, | let the

“ But all is well abc

mean. The Comma:

... your return, I

itrue gallant in his day,
and he fixed things. Y wants you back, too.

He’s lamentably short in his reckontag:of powder and shot, and

explained the deficiency by saying that the new firelocks had
got leaky barrels . . . and he was well rated for his impudence.

“No, Jack, say naught more. It’s all finished and done with,

like Noah’s Ark. So Jet us forget what’s gone... eh. boy ?
Now about Miss Brunel’s return... . ”

Gratitude and love for my friend held back my speech
when I would have protested, and the hurried entrance of a
man, a white man, prohibited more intercourse of a personal

burden, I recognized the newcomer. He was the new
Resident in Lucknow, Mr. Bristow, and he was in a vast
hurry.

“Good morning, Surgeon Major Harryman,” he snapped,
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briskly. “‘ How is the head to-day, and the chest? Better, I

trust |”

“Sound as a bell . . . two bells, I mean, thanks. Anything

yee want, Mr. Bristow ?”

“Yes,” said Bristow, looking at me curiously. “I rather

think this is my man”

He relapsed into the vernacular.

“The ‘Talukdar Sahib, Indra Rama of the Sher Khoti, is

it not? Captain Martin informed me that I should probably
find thee here.”

I assured the Reside

Sak h Indra Rama, et

“ Two gentlemen wo

of urgent importance.

thee to them?”

I intimated that I wou

“Then Jet us go.”

man, ‘onder what

There’s something big :

‘The surgeon appeared

but he answered cheerily

“ Tf you see him who brought that Icteer for me this morning,

you may crown his pate with your cane, Mr. Bristow. It

was an ancient bill from England . . . two years’ cockfighting

dues at half-a-crown . . . five shillings. A nice thing to spring

on an invalid, I protest !”

Much to Harryman’s delight I made him a low obeisance

ere I hurried off after the bustling figure of the Resident,

eeown as the Talukdar

led on quickly.

ee, Sahib, on a matter

ie pleasure of conducting

that pleasure.

sh, “* Good-day, Harry-

fend has been up to?

hazard,”

= [ was at the summons,
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XI

“ When events turn out so much better for a man than

he has had reason to dread, ts it not a proof that his conduct

has been less foolish and blameworthy than it might otherwise

have appeared?”

Georcez Extor.

Awxzious to find out what lay before me, I hurried after Bristow.

That worthy eventually came to a halt beside the flimsy skeleton

of a small brick chamber, and shoved me through the zap

that was intended to be a doorway, ahead of him.

Within, seated upon plain..wooden chairs were two men I

knew well enough by agi ience. One was the

Viceroy of Oudh, an etermined features of

the other, I nearly 4 tion and astonishment.

‘There were few in Ind than he,

“Ha !” exclaimed thi cman sharply, as I came

forward with a bow. “ 3, Mr, Bristow. It will
prevent misunderstanding

He used English.

Bristow bowed and |

“This, Talukdar 52

a worthy Talukdar of

is...er.,.. Mr. Star

William,”

“Thanks, Bristow,” said Mr. Burton, immediately. “‘ Now

would you very kindly fetch me... ah... those papers I left

on the table of the dais in the great tent.”

Bristow hesitated, seemed about to protest, then inclined his

head and left the room. The pretext was very obvious,

certainly ; but I recalled that Bristow was not a protégé of

© Mr. Stanley Burton,” but of one who was believed inimical
to him.

I waited, watching the couple before me. The “ worthy

Talukdar ” was ill at ease . . . of that there was no doubt. He

‘ahib Yar Mahomed,

¢ Uke thyself, and this,

« gentleman from Fort
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fingered the jewelled serpash in his turban restlessly and there

was something approaching appeal in his eyes as he regarded

me, The other scrutinized me with a sharp though pleasant

glance. There was no mistaking the bold nose, determined

chin and baldish forehead, nor yet the sober habit, and the horse

guards in their painful mufti.

Bristow’s footsteps died away.

Mr. Burton spoke forthwith and in English.

“Tt is a lucky chance indeed that brought you here to-day,

but as doubtless you have business of your own to attend to,

I will not detain you long, sir, The matter is this. My

friend here has been good ¢ b to send me urgent word

concerning certain thing: .. an estate of which

I am steward. Since ; attained the honour

of this stewardship it & ook into these things

personally... privately. of,..ah... poaching,

shall we say ?”

I saw a little daylight

good policy to disclose the

Stanley Burton,’ and

concise sentences conti

“You've understood

gentleman has my gratirtile rews and perception.

There are other stewards # urse, but I esteemed it

my duty to keep such news as these to myself. You

apprehend ?”

{ nodded my acquiescence and Mr. Burton went on:

“My friend, being a loyal ally of the owner of the estate

of which I speak, has handed me a couple of documents which

have an important bearing on the affair, and he tells me that it

was largely due to you, sir, that they came into his possession.”

I felt like replying that, further, it was entirely due to me

that the documents came into Ais... Mr, Burton’s possession, . .

but [ refrained.

For this reason, then, the Nawab’s look of appeal.

Well, the Prince had had a good fright, and I was not one

to make further trouble for him... if only for his father’s

ir

Nawab had thought it

“rench intrigue to “ Mr.

doubtless was. ‘The

Mr. Warren? ‘This
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sake. Therefore I then and there interred all memory of

his late vacillation.

“* First then, on a far greater behoof than mine own, I have

to tender you thanks,” continued the speaker, “‘ Seconelty,

I have to point out the manifest undesirability of referring to

this matter again, should you be tempted so to do at any future

time. And thirdly, I would ask you if you have any knowledge

of the whereabouts of these . . . poachers to whom I have

referred,”

I acknowledged the expression of thanks, scant but deeply

sincere, as this man’s thanks ever were, and then replied :

“The man who was chief among these marauders is ¢_ad,

sir. I killed him myseif’, fivate affair.”

An exclamation of any caped my inteftocutor.

“Damme sir! W

would have been weil *

me! Well, Your Hig

have settled the matter

that the plan we evelye

little use.”

“ Afsez !” (Alas }}

eyes, but there was hag
exclamation. :

“This much being sat “Mr. Burton, “ there is
nothing left for me «© ank you again, Major

Warren,” . . . he stood erect and offered me his hand .

adding under his breath, “‘as a humble citizen of the British
Empire.”

I returned the grip, vastly flattered,

“Tam not a major, sir,” I said, correcting his slip.

“Perchance you soon will be,” answered Mr. Burton,
calmly.

““On the detached list for special service,” prompted the

Rao Sahib Yar Mahomed, nudging his companion.

“I had not forgotten,” agreed the other, a trifle testily.

“ IT should not be surprised, Major Warren, if you were invited

to undertake certain work in connection with the army of

ning. Dear me, dear

ub, our friend seems to

as that business goes, so

sseted together will be of

_Prince, and rolled his

ous little regret in the
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Oudh . . . reforms and the like, upon which the ruler of that

province is bent... to his infinite credit.”

“* And you will be quartered on your estate near Faizabad...

the Sher Khoti and the taluka around it,”’ chimed in the Nawab

with fulsome gratitude in his eye.

In both of these announcements I spotted the Prince’s

munificent hand. I was to be rewarded for my silence...

bribed, if you like... and I knew it well enough. But what

was I todo? I had had enough of enemies and trouble. And

furthermore, very much furthermore, I was a man desirous of

earning sufficient to support a wife. So I did the human thing

and murmured my thanks, deprecating the praise by saying

that fortuitous circumstances had placed me in a position to

do what had been done.
“ Fortuitous fiddlesti

pinch of snuff. “Pe

Aha! I hear Mr. Be

it I sent him for?”

But it was not Brist

Martin.

He bustled in and bow

His arrival seemed te ke,

much as a matter of co

“You ’ave finish’, s

I am come to beg ze goo"

Warren, or rather a frien’ «

Mr. Burton, taking a

gear sir, Providence.

What the devil was

he ubiquitous Claude

wo gentlemen and myself.

oi my companions very

t I do not interrup’.

af my frien’, Monsieur

sttaire "as been explain’

to Monsieur ’Arryman ‘oo ask ine for a suggestion, wiz ze

result zat I ’ave evolve a...a... supplication,”

““A good word, Captain,” remarked Mr. Burton. “ But

go on?”

“ fere isa lady...”

IT could see what was coming and damned this genial little

busybody under my breath.

“Ah! the lady! Our vanished belle of the New Year’s

Ball,” exclaimed Mr. Burton, who evidently knew more than

I gave him credit for. ‘‘ Well, if I can in any way help, the

honour and delight will be mine.”
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I looked at Martin reproachfully, So this was how he

observed my confidesice.

‘The little Captain merely blinked and rattled on,

“*Ze poor young lady ’ave only jus’ recover from ze shock

of ’er brother, ‘Is demise, and still remain’ at Sookhsagar in

retirement. But she is now alone, and azaturellement, is, not

desirous of returning to Calcutta wizouft some protection,”

I stared amazed, wondering what was to come next.

“Ze question zerefore is, which kin’ lady will muzzer ’er,

take ’er under ze maternal ving? "Qo, 1 ask you, will do zis ?

Vell, zere is vun very kin’-hearted and beautiful lady: at present
in Sookhsagar .. . a lady of ?igh and splendid qualities ’00 wauld,
doubtless, take such a task agar, orsell Every vun respec’

and like ’er, an’, und ving aforesaid, novun

would dream of. ...’

The Captain stoppé

appraisingly, for that

frowning heavily.

“What the devil are

Whom do you mean, sir

“ Ze beautiful Mrs

Captain without hesitat

His audacity amazed

influence “ Mr, Burton ’

have with the lady in que

Burton’s frown grew blacker and blacker. Twice he

opened his mouth to speak and closed it again, Then, as

quickly as it had grown, his frown died away, and he laughed,

“Then I take it that Miss Brunel... which I believe is the

lady’s name . . . must have been spending her retirement with

the lady of whom you speak, at Sookhsagar, Captain Martin ?

If that be so, she will doubtless return with Mrs. Imhoff to

Calcutta in due season. I will mention the matter to... a

friend as I pass through Sookhsagar, a friend who will doubtless

secure the kindly assistance of Mrs. Imhoff.”

Martin bowed to hide his triumphant grin, and at the earliest

opportunity favoured me with a mischievous wink.

enly, eyeing Burton

ed to grin and was

x at, Captain Martin?

avcred the irrepressible

ppealing directly to the

by the ungenerous to
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““T trust,” said Mr, Burton, to no one in particular, as

we all filed out of the strange little meeting-place, “ that, should

a certain remarkable young lady ever have the fortune to wed

I umy be vouchsafed the opportunity of assisting at the cere-

mony.”

And once again he honoured me by offering his hand.
‘Then, Mr. Bristow arriving, disgruntled and paperless, I

bowed stiffy to the “Rao Sahib Yar Mahomed,” and went

off with a full heart... and Claude Martin... to Harryman.

. . . . . . . . *

Sarely enough, Rosalie travelled to Sookhsagar as an Indian
lady of rank, and ere long, red in Calcutta in her own

character under the kind af chat sweet lady who

later became the wife ngs. ‘This, coupled

with the fact that the “Rajah Nuncomar was

claimi=g the undivided a settlement at the time,

robbed her sudden re-appe iy element of suspicion,

Later, I followed, and + sried quietly at the little

church nestling in one co old Fort; and one Mr.

Stanley Burton was pr tying of the knot.

There were other w emony too: Captain

Claude the volatile, Sur arryman, who did kiss

the bride and also onc Ri: ‘nan at the church door ;

receiving by way of exch ite fatter an almighty clap

on the ear, ‘Then, too, as the service was midway through,
there appeared from nowhere, as though by magic, a little old

moor in the costume of a compredore, with Hessian boots in

addition. It was Madhava, disappointed of his fireworks,

garlands and elephants, who had journeyed from Sookhsagar

where he had been left, and had thus obtained admission by a

ruse.

He explained to me afterwards that, since no one in the

Settlement knew him, it followed that his caste was similarly

unknown, and that after all, caste is a poor garment if one may

not take it off when people are not looking to give the body an

airing.
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From the mantle of mild authority which he assumed for
the occasion, Madhava seemed to imbibe something of its

spirit, for though till his death he remained the most ascetic

of Brahm’s heirophants, we never had the slightest trovble
with the countless servants at the Sher Khoti.

. . . . ‘ « . : .

And now J am all but alone

Harryman’s wound

compelled to sail fo

Madhava’s ashes floate

the rite of his burning

solemn it was.

Asaf-ud-Dowlah, too,

perpetuate his memory,

city of palaces and gardeg

baras the faithful will

mourn and fight at the

their saner moments, the wn @ Prince who built them.
Ay, gone are they alla! de Martin, who is, as

he prophesied, a general, "and i is ‘building a great house with a
lake before it on the outskirts of the Nawab’s great city. He

is old, and suffereth much from the stone, yet I feel that the

life in me is flickering mightily, like the fame of a burned-out

taper, and that I shall precede him Beyond despite his weightier

years ; for she is calling to me with a voice that grows clearer

day by day.

But the task is done, so that I may lay down my pen.

health that he was

ssing cost me much.

x the sacred river, and

membered in Oudh, so

his fathers, leaving to

ence a humble town, a

apare 5 in whose Imarr-

to come to pray and

to recall, perhaps, in

—_—— — ow
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