





| RaLPH CONNOR'S
¥ 1 FAMOUS NOVELS.

THE BEY PILOT
BLaCE ROCE

| THE PROSFECTOR

o THE 'J.r-l::u::lmlz'.u;;l oF

4 THE BETTLER

e
,." =] THE MAN FROM

cRow's NEsT [ LAk

GLENOGARRT [
-] GLERAARRY DaX3

THE FILOT OF
SWaN CRVER
F.! CORPORAL CAMEWIN
§ THB PATROL OF THE
: BUH DANCE TLRAIL

X'{ HODDER & STOUGHTON, il fis
Fublishors, Iaoodaa




A PRINCE OF INDIA



A PRINCE OF INDIA

BY

LAURENCE CLARKE

HODDER AND STOUGHTON
LONDON  NEW YORK  TORONTO



CONTENTS

ERATTER

I—erECAUTIONE - - -
II—CARTER TAEES &4 HAND -
IIT-—-THE QOLDEN PAVILION -
IV—DISASTER - - -
V—HOosTILITIES . - -
VI—a SLEKDER ST1. KGR -
YII—THE GREAT COUF - -
VIII—mARLAND THINKE OF S0METHING
IX—4 LOUIE QUINZE BED <
X—EYFPOLYTE'S ADVENTURE
XI—THE PRECIFICE - -
XII--HARLAND FORGETS hlS MANNERS
XIIl—TEE CHIEF OF POLICE -
XIV-—CAPTATH TAYLOR APPEARS
EV-—a BTREET IN RATOWAGAR
XV]—7THE EOUSE OF THE SILVER LILY
XVII—THE AUDIENCE - .

FiGH

11
15

BERSB

34
38
41

81

&7
Gl
B4

T3
76
B4



10
CRAFTRR

XVIII—sawqUo OVEREHADOWED -
XIX—A WATOSTUL MOTHER

CONTENTS

E¥X—4 LOVE INTERLUDE

XXI—7EE PLAN OF ATTACEK
EX1]—THE MAHARAJAH'S CIGARETTE-CASE

XX1Il—roE DARK HOURS -

XXIV—THE DIZADVANTAGES OF BEING A TORCH-

EBEARER

XXV—sawquo LIMP3 IN THE DARE

-

™~

-

-

XEVI—=oMETHING COMES IN AT A WINDOW

XXVIl—THE POWER EEHIND TH= THROXE

XEXVIIl —mameey’s mission -

XETX—THE MANARATAR'E HOME-COMING

XXX —DAYBREAK

XX XT —anasTASIA RECEIVES A MESSAGE
XXXII—GURARA TUKAJI STEALS INTO A ROOM
EXXIII—a FACE IN 4 MIRROR
XX ETV—RAfEEY BPEAKS IN PARABLES

-

XX XV—THE WHISPERING ROUSE -

A EVI—coNCLUSION

-

TARE

o1

99

103
109
114

129
129
137
141
145
150
153
161
165
167
173
1738
184



CHAPTER 1
PRECATUTIONS

O an eventful afternoon in July, Dacent Smith, the Chief

of Harland's Department in the India Office, summoned

him, and fixed him through his monocle.

E:i have a message for you, Harland,” from the Under
cretary.”

At the mention of the Under Socretary, Harland sat up
straight in his chair. The Under Bocretary was the

rroanent official whe guided the destinies of the India

e, and, g0 far ae th- office was concerned, a personage
vastly more portentoos than the Becretar? of State—a
mlgrq bird of passage, subject to the mood of the British
elector.

“ A very delicate situation has arisen, Harland," went
on Dacent Smith. * Btrickley—our ﬁ.amrlmt. in Kathnagar
—has an idea that his Maharajah is in some sort of danger,
and he has been to the Under Becretary for advice.
Eh‘icklﬁ is growing old ard is apt to be nervous and
jumpy, but now-a-days we daren’t run unnecessary risks" ;
Ln paused a moment. “Heoce,” he continued, “you are
to gub what may prove to be the chaoce of a lifetime! ™

“Thank you, rland snewered promptly. “What is
it that Btrickl Bnn]i]aeta? = . .

“He doean't know himeell,” smiled Dacent Bmith.

Harland’s eyes widened, J

““He literally doesn’t know," sald Dacent BSmith,
blandly; “but you, Harland, are to see that nothing
heppens to the Maharajah of Eathnagar during his stay
in land—you are to take eare of him. Do you
uriderstand T

Harland nodded.

A sort of unobtrusive watchdog? ™ he questioned
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“Precisely,” said Dacent Smith. “The Maharajsh must
know nothing of our precrutions on his behall. Persopally,”
he continued, "I think Btrickley may be wrong, but I have
had enough experience of this (ffice to know that anything
may happen where & Native Prince is concerned ! ™

He paused abruptly, then resched forward and grasped
Harlend cordially by the hand.

That was the end of the interview.

Thusg it came that Harland, & few nights later, found
himgelf loitering in & certsin recess in eompany of 8 marhle
statue of Phryne. The placid smoothness of his officiel
gxistence as & clerk in the India Office had been broken at
last—he had been entrusted with an extraordinary Mission,
a'j Egzissiun quite outgide the monotonous routine of the

[T

From his point of vantage in the depression in the wall
he cbteined an excellent view of the grand staireass
of Galton House, of the extensive marble tessellated hall,
of a multitude of dazzling white shoulders, of brilliant,
coiffured hair, glowing uniforme and the soft black of
dress coats, ' .

The Duchess of Galton hereelf stood at the stairhead to
roceive her guesta.

Harland moved from his retrest and launched himeelf
upon the erowded floor of the hall. He was a clean-ghaven
man of t.we:nti-aight‘ with a mpamt]r,' for vgeu.rmgl clothea.
as they should be worn. He was black-haired, distinctly
hendsome, with a sun-tanned skin and direct blue eyes.
Bave for the servants and the detectives, who wer: no
doubt discreetly watehful, he was the only person presont
with a ose other than pleasurs,

During his_cereful inspection of t-hitiruutu ke met
soveral ocquaintances, but it was not until eleven o'clock

the man he had besn sent to ssek appeared suddenly

befors his eyes

‘Fhe Duchess of Galton had forsaken tho stairhead, and a
few guests strolled upon the broad balecony, which branched
therefrom tosight and Jeft. Hers, leaning grm[ulH usun
the ot:ﬁx balustrade, Harland became aware of a slender,

isolated figure surveying the crowd below. The figure was



PRECAUTIONS 13

that of & man of thirty, wearing & jewelled turbap—a man

!anzt’uu-:rmun of fnce, with a deep clive skin and burning
E I

:n? knew in an instant that he was a potentate,
tlut. hers was the man he had been sent to sesk.

The Maharejeh wore & tabard of lilae silk, lined with
salmon-coloured satin ; below the tabard v,_ppured n.nn'u'lr
stark whites unuasra, en in the twinkling lacquer of &
pair of Ouxford shoee wathed about hla neck wera
twelve rows of pearls of ious size, creamily lustrous
even st that distance. g right shoulder, crossing
the tabard to tha waist, ran a rnpa of smaller pearls ns
thick as a man’s wm-t, a.m:l mh]a Jupon his left hip was
:m umnt-e aw::lrd- i wr m jewala.

ehs E; ra Bahadur, E.C.8.1:,
Haha.rmai of ngu. th&maat upu.lant of non- tn'hut,n.ry
Pri Wi a. young men of immense q.i?‘ and was
fifteen in direct descent from Rao H
Burning on his furban. end placed in the exact centre DI..
the brow, was a utupauduua rectengnlar emerald, bearing
an invocation said to have been gra.van there by
Hadra's own hand. gn the larid graem flams of the
emerald ron g stream of brillinnts, lashing back a thousand
pointa of light to the crystal nhmde_ler wgh.mh hung above.

" Grnat gcut.t-l” ejaculated Harland, with & quizricsl
light in his eyes, " and that's the man I've got to teke
mrln“t.h d fell his should

nn upon his shoulder.
I, did you recognise him? ™ asked a brisk voice.

‘EJLund turned and cm.tiht the twinkle of Ducent
Bmith's monoels and the pink glow of his chubby face.

“Tt waen't difficult to rauugmau him," smiled Harland.

They wn.lkud along th w]upt.ua -carpetad
baleo ur, and Dacent élmt-h an arm

ugi Harland

“You can !urgﬁ aur wmhnna for half-an-heur,* he said ;
“] want to introduce you to Btrickley—our Resident in
Kathonoagar.”

Dnc::ft Smith end Sir Boris shock hands.  Bir Boris
Strickley, who had risen from o gilt-legged,
cheir, scrutinised Herland closely.
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“Mr. Harland is the gentleman specially selected by the
Under Becretary,” explained Dacent. Smith, presenting
Harland. )

“1am glad <he Under Secretory thought it worth while
to appoint somecne,” remarked Sir Boris. He poused a
moment, &nd fogerad the end of his clipped gre
moustache, “ It is & very delicate matter, Mr. Harlaud,"
be said, "requiring® tact and—"

“ That,” broke in Dacent Bmith, ** is why Harland has
been chosen for the work] ™

Dacent Bmith lingered o few minules, then before he
went awny drew Harland agide,

“The Maharainh,” he szid, “iz safe as long as he is ot
Galton Houwee, but we must run ro risks. Bee Strickley
privataly at the first opportinity, and learn enything you
can from him."

He turned and went sway with a complete nbasnce of
ceremony. Btrickley pot nlean hend to his moustache and
ruminated, thoughtfully locking at the space Dacent
Smith had a moment before cecupied ; then he turned his
eyes townrds Harland ; L .

“I'm glad to meat iﬂu," he said; * 1 think the Indin
Office hos acted eensibly for onee. Wa can’t talk heve,”
he said ; “vou must dine with me one day scon—" He
moved poross to o woman who was fenning herself upon
g acites. Bhe was probably filty yveara of zge, and
been extremely handsome,

“ Charlotte,"” said Sir Boris, *this ia Mr. Harland of the
Indin Office.”

Lady Btrickley shook houds, smiled greciously and
pointed to the vuu.utfia.ca ot her side with her fam.

“ Jit duwn;“ she said.

“You eee,” said Btrickley slowly to his wife. "“The
Under Secretary thought there was gomething in what I
said after all. He has detailad Mr. Harland—"

“That will do, Boris.,” smid Lady Strickley, guietly
touchipg her husband on the arm with her fan. “You can
discuss matters when Mr. Harland Fu’ea us the pleasure
E! dining with ue. Go and tell Ansastaszia warnl
er."”

Harland instantly made up his mind that Lady Strickley
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was the dominant partner. Her unexpected amisbility
towards himeelf flattered and puzzled him a little,

Haorland wondered whe Anastasin might be, but a
moment later he came to his feet as Bir Horis advanced
towards them lﬂu-dmpiﬂ. tall, dark-hflred girl,

" Anpstasin,” soid Lody Btrickley, ''this is Mr. Harland
of the India Offica.

“"How do you doi " said the givl.

Their eyes met. The eyea of Anastasie Strickley were
beautifully shaped, were soitly luminous, and shaded with
long lashes.

A few minutes later Harland found himself deep in con-
versation with Anastasia Btrickley, who possessed an
exquisitely modulated veoice and an animated tempera-
mentzl type of beauty that appesled pecolinrly to his
imagingtion,

For a while the ﬁ}r epus vision of the Moherajah was
cbliterated from Harland's mind. He pulled himself
together at lenglh, and rose to hia feet. )

*I am very much afraid T must go,” he explained to
Annstasia ; o pouse followed. “I am not here entirely on
pleasure,” he continued.

“Indesd ! " anewered the girl. EShe looked up ot him
with a thoughtful, enquiring gaze.

Harland took his leave, vear the foot of the broad
sfnirease he n?n.m saw the aigrette in the Maharajah's.
turban, and below it the satonic fire of his great emeral

The Prince was in conversation with a squat, black-
bearded man, who wore tho blue riband of the Garter
acroe7 hin shirt-front. Haorland knew in & moment thot
the sombre-locking, bearded sireoger was the Dulke of
Qalton, and, as he moved nearer to obtain o eloss view of
the Prince’s features, he observed that the Maharsjeh'a
dark eyes wandered from the Duke, and appeared to swee;
the staircase and the crowded floor searchingly. And
the while as he telked the Prince’s slender, brown band
toyed unconsciously with the jewellsd sword-hilt at his
hip. Harland noticed that his fnce, upon elose ingpection,
was handsowe and delicately formed, that he earried him-
gelf with the air of a prinoce,- that he wna of ths East
Eastern, in both carriage and appenrance—and as he looke
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he became suddenly converted to Strickley’s idea. Any-
thing t ba possible where this Fastern potentats was
c As this thought slipped into his mind his eyes
travelled upwards, and he became awere of Sir Boris
Btrickley, who wes descending the broad, blue-carpeted
staircase with his wife and &augﬁ‘.lm. Anastusia, sleoder,
besutiful, and praceful, held Harland's sau ; Ehe was
deseending with her hend alightly inclined towsards her
mother, who talked vivaciously. The girl listened with
parted lips and & smile on her face.

Suddenly as_Harland stood there he noticed that the
Maharajah of Kethoagar bad become tense with interest,
that the expression of his face had sltered, and that the
presence o the D'u]c'.va had _s.h_pped cnmplat.el;- fmm_hls
congeiouwsness. Hia aoftly brilliant dark eves were raised
to Anastaeia as she descended towards him ; e made a
swift move forward and ascended two stape.

Lady Strickley saw the movement ; the smile faded from
bher face, her eyes dorkened with iﬁuplaume, her hand-
some lips elosed tightly.

CEHAFTER II
CARTER TAEES A HAND

Wezy Harland called upon him three nights after the
raception at Galton Houss, he found his Chief busy at his
desk correcting proofs of a report.

" Weall,” he said, “what news!? "

Harland briefly nerrated the result of his investigations,
He had spent two days in keeping an uncbtrusive watch
e b Bakkeadals, end as » testlt had satinbed Niiscl

t Sir Boris Btrickley woe right in his suspicion. There
was mo doubt of the fast that certain persons made a

actice of following the Maherajah wherever he went
E;rhg. chief of these persons, Harland hnd discovered, was
& man who mupincfranmu in Half Moon Street.

“What do you know of this mani™ interjected Dacent

Bmith.
%ulu.ud took o strip of paper from Bie pocket.
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"Ha iB_]m-uwn at his apartments as Doctor Banguo,
and.is believed to be an American. He [requents the mogt
expensive hotels, and appeara to have unlimited monsy.”

. "You think the Maharajah is quite unnwere that he is
being shadowed "

‘¢ Quite,"” answored Harland.

"1 suppose you have formed no opinion as to what iz in
the wind—or why this man is following him?1" asked
Dlacent Bmith with a casual air,

Harland shook his hend.

Ap he detailed the incidenta of the past two days he
noticed a_marked change take placs in Dacent Bmith's
manner. His Chief's casual gir leit him, and he showed
himgalf distinetly uneasy and disturbed.

“You say,” he esid, “that the Alaharajah ig alwaya
nuﬁnmpanin:f by Erishna Coomar, his private secretary "

“Always,"” noswered Harland.

“ Do you think Krishos Coomar is loyal to his master? *’

“T pgree with Sir Boris Btrickley on that peint,” said
Harland ; “1 think he is absolutely loyal to the Mabarajah.”

Dacent Emith rose from his chair and paced the foor
with his bands behind his back,

“Lock here, Harlend," he said, after & minute's silence,
“we'll have Krishns Ceomar here to-night, and s=e what
be knows."”

He sat down ahmﬂy and wrote & short letter, which
he dispatched to Erishna Coomar at Galton House,

An lEDu.r later the Maharajoh's sacretary himeelf stepped
guietly into Dacent Bmith's smell drowing-room. Harland
was &tlll thers, seated in & deep armchair on one side of
tha fire, and Dacent Bmith occupied a similar cheir at the
other ; clouds of Turkish cigarette smoke filmed the mir.

Eri Coomar, with & polite emile upon his dark-
gkinned face, stepped into the room, He was a cheary-
locking, plump-faced man, with a coffee-coloured com-
plexion and twinkling brown éyes. He wore spectacles
with heavy gold rims, and Harland noticed particularly
that his eyes were timid m:}iplainl.i?a in expresgion.

Dacent Bmith introduced Harland, and Erishna Coomar,
putting hi.iplump brown hand into Harland's, bowed again
and smile
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“1 am sorry to drag you out so suddenly at this hour of
the night,” snid Dacent Smith,

Eriuima. Coomar remarked that it was of no importance,
He was awrre of Dacent Smith's position at the India
Office, and if he could be of use in any way he hoped that
Dacent Smith would permit him to offer his poor serviees,
There was a moment's silence, during which Dacent Smith
stared thoughtfully into Krishne Coomar's face. .

“Well,” be said, “I want to ask you some rather peculiar
quenbmnn“—al{rmﬁnn, Coomaer bowed.—*“You have becn
with the Maharajah for many yeara?"

“I have been with His Highness all his life,” answered
Erishna Coomnpr, with an air of dignity. “1 was his
texcher when Hia Highness waz o small child. Sinee he
has returned from Oxiord he has honoured me with the
appointment of private secrotary.”

I believe,” broke in Dacent Smith, “His Highness is
wrﬁund of you."” S

“He treats ma as though I ware his friend rather then
his ssivant,” answered shna Coomar, with quiet pride.

"My question is this," went on Daecent Smith, “Duoring
the past few months have you noticed that certain persons
are following His Highnesat"

Krishna Coomar's bright intelligent eyes turned towards
Diucent Smith ; then he rose abruptly from bis chair.

“Yeg," he auswered, “I have noticed it. Until this last
weok or two I thought it was my imagination, but since we
have been in London I am sure that there are persons
Spying upon His Highness.™ .

#1g ooe of these persuns an exceptionally tall mun with
equiline fenturesi”

qﬁria'hﬂu. Coomar nodded.

“Can you give any renson why this man should wish to
ghodow the Maharajeh! " guestioned Smith.

Erishna Coomar stared thoughtiully before him for a full
minute, then raised hia head.

“There may be many reascns,” he eaid.

Thers was silence for & minute. Harland, who had been
closely regarding the dark coffee-coloured face, saw that
the man was deeply disturbed. Krishna Coomar was of
clerkly, timid type of native, and it was obvious to Harland
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thnt his devotion Lo the Maharajeh amounted almost to
fanaticism.

*Mr, Harland here,” explained Dacent Smith, “has also
noticed thet the Mahersjah ie being spied upon. He has
undertaken the delicate duty of wate i.tnq Prince an
behalf of my department. I wonder,” he went on
courteously, “if we could ask wour good offices im the
matter? "

"My life is at the disposal of noything that may be done
to secure Hia Highnesa's peace of mind an safety,”
answered Krishna Coomar, solomunly.

When at length Krishna Coomar had departed, with au
aesuranes from Dacent Smith that everyt [!ﬁaahudd be
done for the protection of the Maharajeh, Harlund also
roae to go. y

“Eecp a close wotch upon your Dr. Banquo, of Half
Moon Street,” said Dacent Smith, “and remember that
you “hilﬂr'ﬂ the whole strength of the Department behind
you

Three nights later Harland received a telephone message
from Dacent BSmith, and in the space of half-ap-hour
again presented himself on the threshold of his Chief's
drawing-room.

Deacent Bmith was engaged in animated conversation
with a youug man who wes o strenger to Harland.

“Harland,” ssid Dacent Smith affably, “you've hesrd of
Carteri” )

The man seated in the chair ot the other side of the
hearth roge. He was tall and handsome, with long-lashed
dark ey:s and a brown complerion, As Harland gripped
his hand, he [elt instipetively thot he was in the pressnce
of & man of exceptional vigour and mental activity.

“I'm pleased to meet you," ssid Carter, smiling, and
showing a row of strong white teeth.

“Carter belongs to the Becret Servies Department,”
interpolated Dacent Bmith, brigkly., “In his opinion some
gitempt moy be made to molest the Maharajuh when he
moves from (alton House, 1 have tried to peracade tha
Prinee to return to Indis, but for some reason he is
obstinate about it and won't go. He insists on staying in
Londen for the present, and has taken a suite of rooms at
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the Golden Pavilion Hotel in the Strand. Now, Mr
Har oo gnd Mr. Carter are to work together in the
matter. You must both move to the Golden Pavilion Hotel.
You must Feep an uncbirusive watch over ths Prince.
Hemember that in a sense he is the guest of the Govern-
ment—it's up to yop both to see that no accident happens
t'u him rr

CHAPTER III
THE GULDEN PAVILION

“TrEar's our man!* observed Harland, in a low voice.

“Do you mean the tall fellow in the opérs hat and the
white muffler{

“Yea™

Carter and Harland were seated together in the luxu-
rious foyer of the Golden Pavilion Hotel in the Strand.

o describe the Golden Pavilion Hotel .is to describe o
dream—the dream of Eglpalﬂa Dufour—realised in brick
and stone. Hypolyte had raised his dazsling white build-
ing, tier after tier of Frefich windows, in a perfect position,
an unrivalled pesition on the Thames Embankment ; more-
over, olyte, Prince of Hotel Proprietors, had lavished
money on his Golden Pevilion as an E?ﬂ.stem monarch mighi
lavish money on the palace of his heart's desire. B
hotel, indeed, was a ﬁnlnca in everything but name; it
was the most comfortable hotel in Europe, the most select,
and the most expensive. Two tall masts domiLated tha
Golden Pavilion, one nt the east, one at the west end of
the blding and from these the rench and English Oags
wers fHung J.l.ilrttn the br&ez&m Only occasior : I:rg:]n
some importent foreign n was staying in t otel,
oo B Breach fag imppens, 4 be epiaced or bl

8 colar em of the monareh whom Hypo
ufour desired to honour, : :

The Maharajeh of Eathnagar, disregarding broad hinte
mwﬁd to frbm the India Office had decided to con-
tinue stay in London. The Golden Pavilion snited
oesds admirably, aad, whea Erishna Coomar had informe
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Hypolyte Dufour that His Highness intended to stay there

for several weeks, the Prince moved into what is known as
the Royal suwite; whereupon Carter and Harland, acting
under Dacent Bmith's instructions, promptly ‘cok rooms
on the same second floor.

“ That's Dr, Banque without a doubt! ™ said Harland.

Carter rose and crossed the broad carpeted floor, A
minute later he stood withie & few yards of the circling
glass door which gave entrance to the hotel.

The man pointed out to him by Harland had moved to
the Bureau, and had been awsrded a key. Carter,
hovering some distance away, eyed the stranger closely
and with deep curicsity. He noticed that Dr. Sanqoe was
a man of distinet force of personality, the manner in which
he demanded his key, his air of distinction, his complate
savoir faire, impressed Carter, who had never seen hi
before. When he turned from the Bureau, and Carter
cbtained a full view of his face, he noticed that the Dector
was lean, that his cheekbones were axcgpt.mnnlg igh, and
that his eyes were long and narrow. His dark cheeks were
clluau—uhaman, and his intensely black hair was smooth and
glomsy. .

Carter watched him as he strolled across the foyer and
diszppeared into the interior of the hotsl ; then he returned

to Harland. |
“Well,” asked Harland, “what do you think of him1”
“If that is Bamgun,” anewered Carter, dropping into the
seat L;rqaidb Harlgnd, * he iz no more an American than I

““What do you make him out to bel”
“Eurasian,” answered Carter. “I should like to see his
fi nails.'
arland sat uE abroptly.
“Euraeiani ™ he r tad.
Thera was silence for & few minutes, during which asch
map pursued hin own train of thought
“Come elong,"” eaid Carter, :brupﬂi._ “we'll ses if
ypolyte Dofour knows ﬂntfrthmg sbout him! " Harland
from the purple-seated lounge. .
They passad t%gethar to Hypolvte Dufour's little gloes-
panalled door. rier imockedy sun @ moment later they
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were within the sscred precinets of Hypolyie's private den,

a diminutive room, the walls of which were plastered with
i botographs pf distinguiched gueets, whe appre-

ﬁa::lﬂ otk olyte and the supreme comforts his
otal,

Hypolyte himself was an active, quick-ayed little
Alsatinn, who cultivated an Imperial, and wore a silk-faced
frock coat and pointed patent boots His age was fifty,
and he had made a fortune in & period of eight years.
Recognising Carter, he held out his plump, smooth hand.

¥ Chaymed to ece vou, Mr. Carter,” ha said.

Hj‘pu!?ﬁ was ons of tho few persons in London who wera
aware of Carter’s cccupation.

“Thie is my friend, Mr, Harlend,” explained Carter,

A minute: later, when depnljt-a had persuaded them to
be seated; and had offered corpulent and opulent-loocking
cigarettes with the Ehedival insignia opon them, Oarter
remarked: "1 am after information as uwsual, Monsicur
Dufour] #

Hﬁuljte bowed.

“These are most excellent cigarettes,” remarked Carter,
to fill in the pause.

“They are without parallel,” asrented Hypolyte; “the

x wes presented to me by the Khedive's sacret on
His Highness's departure from here a month ago. in
information, Mr. Cartar]® ;

“Concerns one Dr. Sanguo, who arrived here to-night,
but bhad evidently registered his rooms in advance.”

“Dr. Banguo! " repeated Hypolyte, and shook his head
glowly. The name conveysd nothing to him. He vose, and
croesing to the narrow mantelshell, spoke into his Erivma
telephone. When communication had been established
with the bureau, he demanded partieulars with the ourt
authority of an autograt in his own dominions. A minute
Eﬂar. with the receiver still at his ear, he glanced -at

arter.

“Dr. Banquo,” he said, “has not been here before. This
in his first visit to the Golden Pavilion—and he is accom
panied by a young friend, & Hindoo. Dr. Banquo's valet
i3 either’ & Hindoo or an Arab. Thig is the extent of our
information.”
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There was silence for a minute ; Hypolyte replaced the
receiver on its hool.

“Where are Dr. Sanguo’s rooms? * saked Cartar.

“The second floor,” answered Hypolyte, “one hundred
and eighty-one, two, and three.”

Carter glanced gquickly and significantly at Harland, then
spoka again to Hypalyte:

“The Maharajah of Hethnagar's rooms,” he said, “are
on the same fAoor—and -DII:I]}’ thires awey from Dr.
Sanquo’s.”

Hﬂpnhﬂ.& nodded.

“Between Dr. Sanquo’s rooms and the Mabarajah's is a
small enite vacant nt present" A slight shade of apxisty
had flitted across Hypolyte's good-natured face. ” Monsieur
Carter,” be said, with an air of difidence, “I trust you
don’t anticipate that anything unpleasant is about to
ooet

“ Monsieur Dwfour,” remarked Carter, after a moment’s
thought, " you are diseretion itsolf] The fact of the matter
is e India ce has:merely aile r. Harlan

that the India Office has: ly detailed Mr. Harland
and mysolf to wateh over the Maharajah while he is i your

l—a mers matter of precantion!™ y :

A few minutes later, when Hypolyte's cigarettes had
baen -ponsumed, and Hypolyle's fears pertly alleyed,
ﬁj&.ﬁr Fn-:l Harland bade him adieu and strolled agZain

@ fager,

“Why," asked Harland, ss they went, “should an
Awerican dowtor chance to have a Hindoo friend and<a
e e aut i, Bledrvisl ‘Osit '

“Tha rignifican ing,” observe arter, quic “ia
that Dir. Eanq}xliia hasg nnga.g&d ro4ms AR NEAT &8 pn:‘lﬂi B to
those of the Maharajah! ]

They discussed the situation for a few minutes, and at
the end of that time o dark, portly form balted belore
l;hmi:.h

(L] a

your pardon, gentlemen,"” said a voice in liguid
Eastern tones, . .

Erishna Coomar, the Maharajabh's middle-aged secre-
sary, who had evidently been searching for them, exhibited
& eertain perturbation, and his fingers toyed nervously
with a button of his frock cont.
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“I thought it well to tell you,” he said to Carter, "that
the persod who has been following His Highnees hag to-day
taken rooms in the hotel—on the same foor.”™

“Thank you, Mr. Coomar,” obeerved Carter ; “but we are
already aware of the fact, and shall take every precaution |”
_ “Thank you, gentlemen” ; an expression of relief came
into Coomar's dark eyes. “If I could persnade His High-
::a: to return to Indis,” he added, in low, thoughtful

I&A.

{'_‘,':rtWh? does he insist on staying in London?” asked
Er.

A picture of Miss Btrickley's beautiful eyes floated into
Harland's vision ; he thought he couvld guess why the Maha-
rajah dallied in London. But Erichna Caomar shook his
head, and displayed the palms of hiz handa helplessly.

“It is impossible to sey,” he murmured.

CHAFTER 1V
DISASTER

Two nighte later Harland dined with Sir Boris Strickley,
apd was presented for the first time to the Maharajsh of

nAgAr.
In the days that had elapsed simce Dr. Banquo’s arrival
at the Golden Pavilion Hotel & strict watch had been kept
oh the Doctor's movements. Harland, who was enjoyving
his freedom from office routine, had grown dexterous in
the art of watching unobtrusively over the safety of the
Maharajab. He had warched so discreetly that he was
quite sure the Maharajuh was unaware of his existence.
The dinner at the Strickleys' took place at eight o’clock,
and when Harland arrived at the house in Bryanstone
Square, he found Bir Boris and Anastasia Strickley in the
drawing-room. The spell that Annstasia had east over him
at Galton House & week aglh:i still continued. Bhe was cer-
tainly a moat exquisite-locking girl ; the white gown she
wore suited her a?lm;abl.?- She appeared {rankly pleasec
to meet Harland again, and greeted him cordially.
In that first moment after meeting hor he was inclined
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to think be had exagrerated the siznificance of that scene
upon the brofid atq;lﬂﬂrﬁﬂr of Galton House. He told him-
golf that it was guite natweal for an Eastern Prince to be
attractad by a young girl of Anastasia’s beauty, but it was
?u:it.u unlikaly that she would be attracted in return. The
rank friendliness of her greeting towards himself encour-
agﬁd him to remove the Maharajah mentally from: the
sphere of action. He began secretly to upecu]:s,tt]upnn the
poasibilities of a #2te-g-t8le with Anastasia Btrickley. And
ab that moment a servant threw open the door and
announced :

“His Highnesas the Maharajah! ™

Sir Boria moved across the room to reocsive his guedt. « In
the same moment Harland noticed that the colour had
agcended to Angstasia’s cheeks, that, hor eyes wers low-
ored, that she had turned partly away. Harland's idea
that the Prince was nothing to Anastasia Strickley
vanished in a flash. He felt & pmgua.ut- stab of diseppoint-
ment that was almost jealovsy. Then the voice of EirEBuﬁH
fell upon his ears—8ir Boria was presenting him to the
Meharajah.

His first words to Harland came as a surﬁriue.

“1 am happy to make your pequeintance, Mr. Harland ;"
a quizzical look came into his eyes. “In England,” he
went on, “where there is o little sun, it pleases me to
find I etill have my shadow [ " Y )

He smiled plensantly, and Harland liked him on the in-
stant. Nevertheleas he felt more than littla piqued to think
that his tremendous eflorts at concealment had availed him
nothing. e realised something which Carter, or any
other man versed in espionage, could have told him at
once—ihat it is impossible to shadow an intelligont men
for any leogth of time without being observed.

Eu.ri‘ud. d watched the greeting between Anmstasis
and the Prinee, and save fer the colour that mounted to
Anastasia’s cheeks, there had been nothing to indicate that
a secret lay between them. Yet in Harlend's mind the
was no doubt of it. During dinner the Prince talked with
sight animation. His syes appeared to ]m&pr vpon the
face of Anastasin, but he nnldnm_a.ddraﬁmd & direct remark
to her, or ghe to him: Lady Btrickley, magnificently hand-
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e, in & deiermined matronly fashion, did a gresé deal
of talking, Lady Btrickley's attitude towards the Maha-
rajah was outwardly everything that eould be commended.
But Harland, listening keeoly, felt that he detected a hard
ring in the matron's voite whenever it was necessary for
bher to speak to the Prince.

After dinner, when Harland followed Sir Boris and the
Prince towards the drawing-room, an idea suddenly Bashed
into hie mind. If the Maharajah were wide awake enough
to know that he was being beneficently shadowed by Har-
land, surely he was aware of the attentioms of Dir.
Sanquo. What effect had that knowledge on his mind 13—
wes he afraid] Wee he merely careless or indifferent?
The Eastern mind is a dark !ﬂf’ﬂtﬂ to the European.

What did it sll portend? Why did the India Office not
boldly acquaint the Maharajsh of Banque's espionage in
his own interests and demand his immediate return to his
own country i !

Then he recalled that the Maharajah of Kathnagar was
an independent roler, not eve: subject to British law. The
idea that this slender yo man in evening clothes who
preceded him towards Sir Borig’s drawing-room was an
autoorat ruler of two million souls, and that this ruler was,
as it were, in his safe keeping, appeaied keenly to Harland's
imaginaticn. .

A servant held open the door of the drawing-room, and
the Prince entered the apartment. Ansstasis, who was
gented at the pianoc, whesled onm her stool, and Lady
Btrickley rose from her chair at the fireside g

"Your Mr. Coomar has not arrived, Prinee,"” said Lady
Btrickley. .

"Not arrived 1" repeated the Maharajah. He glanced at
the clock. *'Itis five minutes past nine,” he added. There
wag surprise in his fone, .

“Js he as punctusl as all that! * asked Lady Strickley.

“ He is never late,” returned the Maharajah emphatically.

ing the rubber of bridge that followed the Maharajab
ax again that he had permitted Coomar
to visit's friend that ﬂapmﬁ;. t he was to coma on tr
the Strickleys’ at nine o'clock. :

Harland, who was watching his face, noticed that as
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the migntes paseed, and Krishna Coomar failed to appear,
the Maharajah's interest in the cardas waned, i

At eleven o'clock a pervant entered and announced the
Prince's car. The Maharajah rose slowly, a=d with due
versmony bads adieu to Lady Sirickley and Anastasia—
Harland noticed & distinct prolongation of the band-clasp
between the Prince and Miss Strickley.

In the hall below the Prince’s netive valet was waiting
to help hia master with his overcoat and muffler. The
Prince enquired if he knew the reason of Krishna Coomar's
abaence, but the man was without information.

Good-bye,” called Bir Boris from the doorstep.

The Prince hurried across the pavement and stepped
into his waiting Limousine. Harland, who had beon invitad
to accompany him, followed ; the door closed, and the ear
glided away.

Thers waa silence for a minute, then Harland ventnred
a :]uaatinn:

“Your Highness iz disturbed?”

“ Yes. Coomar has pever®n his life been late,

“Tt is possible,” speculated Harland, “that Mr, Coomar
may have been unavoidably detained.”

'That is the only explanation possible,” answered the
Prince guietly. ;

A few minutes later, as the Prince and Harland passed
thro the circling glass doors of the Golden Pawvilion,
they found the great foyer crowded with brilliantly-gowned
women and men in ave dreas, The Mnhara,jag, ACCOMm -
paniad Harland, went immediately to the Bureau, and
asked if Erichna Coomar were in the hofel.

“Mr. Coomar, sir! I'll enguirs.”

The clerk madse en&m:'y by telephone, and was informed
at length by Jones, the white-gloved, be-medalled commis-
sivnaire who guarded the circling exterior of the %ln.au. door,
that Mr. Coomar had left the hotel about eight o'clock
that ammn%: and had driven away in a taxicab—nhe had not
yet returne

“Thank you,"” said the Prince.

He glanced at Harland, then took out his watch. It was
half-past eleven. They moved away from the Buresn to-
:‘mrl
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“Ho may have left o note or some word of explanation
with my valet,” said the Prince. "I will go upstairs aod
makes enquiries.”

“In the m=antime,” said Harland, “I will make further
engbiries here.”

he Prince bowed and went away. Herland saw him
l;hraadiuihla way swiftly through the brillisnt, animated
crowd. He thea be a search of the feyer ; he was look-
ing for Carter who had remained in the hotel to keep Dr.
SBanquo under obeervation.

A guarter of an hour Iiluaud duri uﬁ which Harland made
wiries and & thorough eearch of the public rooms of
hotel. But there was no sign. of Carter or Dr. Sanquo;

Krishna Coomar had also not returned.

It was now a quarter to twelve, and Harland took up &
situation immedintely bi the revolving door of the hotel
He had waited there perhaps ten minutes when he chanced
to ﬂancn over bis shoulder, In the distance, at the far end

gof the foyer, he saw the Maharajah, who was evidently
looking for him. At the same inoment the mr{:nla,t:ﬁ lass
door ewung round and a band was laid op his sh 3

Carter stood before him. He was wearing an opera hat
and & long overcoat, his hrows were contracted, and there
was an ominous light in his handsome brown eyes.

“I'm glad WI.I-'WFDIILB;" said Harland, quickly ; “ Erishaa
Coomar, the Mahajarah's secretary, left & hote] at sight
o'clock, and haso’t been aeen gince. The Prince’s more
than &mmgg sbout it—he thinks something may have hap,

od to him."

“Something has happened to him," said Carter under
hie breath.

CHAPTER V

HORTILITIRE

ip Hamawn,” eslled the Prines, speaking as he
advaneed towards them.

“Iasve the situation to me,” said Certer under his
breath to Harland. - -

“There was no note from Krishun Coomar in my room,”
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paid the Prince, He glanced across the hall ot the great
clock over the fireplace,

“Mr. Carter,” he explained, after Harland had hurriedly
Erenentad Corter, “m IE[:I'M.I.IE in missing! He was to

nve ¢alled for me at Sir Boris Strickley’s at nine o'dlock.
He has never failed me, and he is not now in his room——"

1 should like to suggest,” said Carter, *that your High-
nesa will not bother about the matter to-might r.
Harland and I will make every possible enquiry.”

A few moments later the Prines, who had been somewhat
reassured by Carter's words, retired to his room.

*Oome upstairs with me,” said Carter.

Harland followed him ninng the interminable, thickly-
varpeted corridor on the second foor. Carvier drew a key
from his pocket and opened the door of his room’; he care-
fully closed it behind and turned on the lights.

“Harland,” he said, © ﬁ.yIShua Coomar is dead.”

Harland’s eyes widened in consternation and horror, but
even then it came upon him that the news was not
altogether unexpected. Udtil that moment he had bean

how on the verge of -myeterics, now he felt that he
was B :idnp.l;r_ p]ungaﬁ deapm:.ito the vortex.

“How did it happen, Carter!" he asked in a low woice,
and bresking a long pause.

“This iz whet happened,” said Carter. * While you
wera &t dinner ot the Btrickleys's I kept & careful watch on
Dr. Bangue, who remained in the foyer for an hour after
dinner smoking & cigar and drinking his coffee. At the end
of an hour he rose and lsft the-hotel. 1 was curious as to
the objcat of his journey and fgliowed him in a taxi, At
& corner of a street in Bloomsbury the Doctor alighted
from his own vehicle, paid the driver and diemissed him.
I told my man to follow him slowly and at o distance. A
few minutes later Sanquo entered, without ringing, 118,
Gordon Btrest, a tall, gloomy-looking houss with
windows, and an * apartment to let ' ticket on the groun
floor window, 5

o § a.hgl)md from my taxi end watched the house. For
half-an-hour I strolled up and down on the pavement at
the far gide of the road. Then o singular thing happensd,
which I have not yet bean able to explain. The fronb doet
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of the house hﬁ;m to open slowly—z2o0 slowly that it
acarcely appeared to move. Tt was oply by the gradual
widening of the stream of light from ‘within that I was
made aware that the door was actually opening—apparently
of its own veolition. A second later I discovered the reason
of the phenomenon. Dr. Sanguo was standing io the hall
behind the door and was drawing it towards him, When
an aperture wide enough to permit his egress existed, he
stepped out lightly, glanced about to ses that he was un?
observed, then noiselessly closed the door behind him."

“He was merely escaping from the house,” interjected
Harland.

Carter shook hiz head.

" Bomething & little more subt'e than that,” he said ; " for
the moment the door was closed behind him he turned and
rang the bell of the house, A minute later the door opened

ain, and I saw a maoid-servant in the aperture,

“The Doctor raised his hot—evidently asked her a
gquestion, . \ .

“Tha girl shook her head, waited politely until the
Doctor had descended the steps to the street, and then
closed the door. At first I thought of following the Doctor,
who had walked leisurely away ; then it occurred to me to
make a few enquiries of own ot Number 118, In Jetting
Banguo go [ remembered that the Prince wos safe with you
at Btrickley's house,

“1 erossed the street and rang the bell, having waited
uptil Banguo had turned the corner and dissppeared. I
waited s minute, and wes sbout to ring sgein when :IE:
proaching footsteps within reached my ears. Buddenly
footsteps halted, and a loud scream rang through the house,

heard & woman's voice calling, the sound of running foot-
steps from above; the next instant the house deoor was
flung open, and & servant ecame hurtling out and eollided
with me whers 1 stood on the top step.

“ 1 Police! * ghe said in a hoarse whisper, ' Polieal’

" A gacond loter ghe wae flying along the pavement with
her white apron fluttering out ind har. 1 waited at the
open deor until she reterned with & policeman. In the
excitement the girl took no notiee of me, and the E].\m—
man appeared to believe I had a right to be there. BoYy
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vase | remained unnoticed in the excitement, and followed
the %Lrl and the constable up the dingy staircase. On the
first landing I saw & fat, breathless, red-faced woman, evi-
dently the landlady of the house, Her syes were wide with
fright, and as the policeman advonced heavily, she pointed
to a balf-open door.

*“ " He's in there! " sho said, I don't know who he is—
I've never geen him before W'

* The peliceinan pushed open the door of thh room. I
followed and locked over hiz shoulder. Then the reason
of Banguo's secret visit there was made plain to me, for
lying full lenith on. & horsehair sofa was the body of a stout
man in & tightly buttoned frock coat. Even before I amw
hiz feoe I bad guessed the truth—the body was that of
Krishna Coomar. He was ]rmﬁim his back with his head
twisted curiously to one side ; his skin waas leaden in hue
and 'r:I'..I.B. gold-rimmed a.pant.uufm were still upod his closed
eyes.

“My God!" ejaculated Harland in g low veice. * You
mean that Sanque has murdered him §*

"Hia neck was broken,” went on Carter, “but there was
no outward sign to show how it ha pene:i_ The landlady
found the body on the first-floor landing of the upper atair-
cazs. Of course zt tne inquest it will be assumed that
Hrishna Coomar fell downstairs and broke his neck.”

"1 suppose,” said Harland, “that there is no doubt
that Sanguo did it1"

“HNome at all in my mind!” answersd Carter, “but I
doubt if we can prove it. He evidently lured Krishna
Coomar to the house with the intention of doing awesy with
him. The whole thing was planhed with disboliesl claver-
ness. The poor fellow went there thinking he was going
to meet an old friend ; Sauguo slipped into the house after-
wards and killed him !

roge and began pacing the floor anxiously.

"We must keep Banquo away from the Maharajeh |

“He must be laid by the heels at oncel " replied Carter.
“T'll place the facts before Dacent Smith, gee what ]
<an do the very first thing in the morning| " .

Harland uln% badly that might. The swilt and merciless
destruction of Krishna Coomar had put an entively different
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complexion on the work he had to do. Who Dr. Sanquo
was, what woas the resl history of the man, what was his
mission, was & matter for busy speculation in Harland’s
mind. The fact Lhat he had thought it worth while to risk
the removel of Erishne Coomar Erm‘ed that whatever his
degigns upon the Meharajeh might be, they were planned
upon large and utterly ruthlesa lines.

OUHAPTER VI
i BLEWDER BTRANGER

Tue gorgeous dining-room of the Golden Pavilion Hotel
was oceupied by three or four hundred gueste.

Carter had not returned since the morning, and Harland,
left to watch Sanquo, felt his nerves strung to o high state
of tension.

Qarter had departed from the hotel aar!f' with the inten-
tion of acquain Dacent Suwith of the death of Krishna
Coomar, and he had requested Harlond to keep a close
watch on SBanguo, Of course it would be difficult to make
the authorities act; some excuse would bave to be dis-
covered for arresting Sanguo, At any moment a coupls
of quiet-looking men might enter the dining-room of the
Golden Pevilion Hotel and place themselves at Dr,
Senquo’s table, or perbape even now, Harland was nob the
only one who was engaged in secretly watching over the
Doctor's movements, Horland bad managed to. secure o
peat only two tables away from the Doctor, who dined
alone. He noticed that banquo ate with gxcqilont. appetite
—also that he wore his clothes with distinction—also that
hia smooth, black hair shone as if it had been lnequered—
and that his complexion, when without a hat, appeared
more pallow than he had at firet iniagined. Harland, as
he ate his meal, occasionally heard Sanguo give an order
to the waiter. On these occasions he noticed that the
Doctor's voice was pammﬁzngr; hﬁ;ﬂﬂkﬂ in the tones of
ope to whom authority is habitual. There was none of thd
ul:l:i::u. deprecation and suavity charseteristic of Hastern
na
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The Doctor had laid down his knife and fork, and was
leaning back in his chair. He sat mpt.mnlaaa.‘, and his eyes
fixed themselves on Harland with a hard, inimical gazo.

He followed Sanguo into the foyer when the meal was
eoncluded, and Senguo agnin locked at him,

"“He knows I'm watching him,"” snid Harland to himself
the second time he caught the Doctor's gaze.

Dr. Bapquo, after st.a.rmghfjm out of pountenance, both
in the dining room and in 1 ;:{ﬂ:lrﬂ" took his coat and hat
from the cloak room, submitted himself to the circling glays
door, and di.mtpgma.red from the hotel, and therefore tewm-
porarily from the seene of Harland's operatione. It was
in ]é..mrt. of Harland's duty to follow the Doctor roond

ondon.

Harland wondered why Curter had notﬁl:t returoed, went
upstairs and along the corridor to the Maharajah's apart-
ment. The Maharajah had that morning been informed
of Krishna Coomar's death, and had remained in his rooms
during the day. He hadi however, sent & message to
Harland that he would be olpased to receive him after
dinner. At that hour of the night the upper floors of the
Golden Pevilion were almost totally deserted, and as
Harland moved nlong the ampty eorridor he gaw in the
far ‘;-kdisla.nca a dark figure dpproaching gilently over the

parpet.

A moment later, as the man drew nearor, Harland falt
his senees dgmw suddenly alert with amazement—for a
second he doubted the evidence of his eyes. During the
space of & minute he could have eworn that the man ad-
vnnci.nght.own.rds him, the man within five yards of him was
the Mah.rajah himself! The stranger was slender, as the
Maharajah waa alender, he wore a long black coat, he was
without & hat, and his handsome Enstern eyes rested for a
moment on Harlond as they passed within a yard of each
other ; but thera was no light of recognition in their liquid
deptha. ﬂppﬂranthg something in, the fixity of Harland's
gaze disconcerted the man, for he suddenly lowered his
eyes. They wera alone tnget:har in the endless dimly-lighted
Elridun and as the distance between them widened

arland felt himself suddenly seized with curiosity and
suspicion,
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That extraordinary resemblance of face between the
man who bad just passed him and the H.'nh&mfuh of Eath-
nagar struck him as bizarre and unaccoumtshble

CHAPTER VII
THE GHEAT COUF

A wirvre later, when Harland knocked at the Maharajah’s
door, and was admitted, he found the Prince sented at a
writing-table near the window of his drawing-room over-
looking the Thames, He wae habited in dress clothes that
bore the unmistakable impress of Bavile Row, Harland,
who had come to condole with him on the death of Krishaa
Coomar, uttered conventional rtﬁ:a. i

“1t is very kind of you,” said the Prince, “to offer me
your condolences.” ..

The Prince took from his inner pocket a gold eﬁarettr:
cage, pned. it, and extended it towards him, arland’
thanked him and declined the offered cigorette. Lon
afterwards, in a strangely different environment, Harlan
wae again to rﬂnpgniﬁe attigarsite cose,

G;;E]w:;ﬂ:lnn accident, Mr, Harland—this death of Krishna,
ar

His words were in the form of a question, and conveyed
thempelves to Harland's ears with a strange intensity. He
falt uncomfortable—the Prince’s eyes were fixed upon his
with & determine@ serutiny. . )

At the inquest this afternoon, your Highnesa” he said
evasively, the verdict was one of accidental death.”

“Thank you,"” answered the Prince, and became silent.
#1 ghall never know how faithful & servant he was to me,”
he resumed.at lenglh in a deep contemplative voice. He
was silent a minute, and Harland rose. ]

“{lan I do anylhing for your Highness to-night(” he
B

He was endeavouring to discover if the Prinee intend.d
to remein in his room for the rest of the evening; if so,
oo harm could come to him,
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“ Nothing,"” answered the Prince. “It is very
to trouble yoursell so deeply on my account.”
Y thought if your Highness were going out to-night you
might wish me to come with you.” :
he Prince glanced at the clock and, thanking Harland
again, said that he intendad to retire a.n.r]ér.

A few moments later, when Harland had left the room,
the Maharajah, seatod in the gilt-legged armchair ot the
fireside, consumed a succession of the famoua Ehedival
cigarettes—he had g_ucinualfl necepted & box from Hypolyte
Dufour, Many minutea Inter feverish tinkle of the
telephone bell on a littls table at the far side of the room
awoke the Prince from his reverie. .

Again he glanced at the clock, and, with the swilt light-
footed movementa that charncterised him, crossed the
room.

“Well1” he called into the receiver of the telephone.

“}Hn that His Highnessi™

1] HS."

“How are you this eveniag, ‘Bao’1"

The haebitual gm:i]g of the Prince's face departed, his
eyes lit up with a smile of pleasure.

“1 am very well, Apnstasia, and you? "

“Yes, very well,” answersd Anastasia. “ Are you slone?”

The Prinee pansed for = second, then responded
gallantly, “in thought I am with you,"”

“And I with you," came the answer, " Listen” .

There followed a pruse, durinEhwhlch the Prinee, with
one hapd resting on the top of the table, bent over with
his ear to the receiver. .

“And I you, Anastasia—with my heart I love you,” he
gaid at lemgth.

ain he listened,

“1i you are gure-that your mother will not return, I will
¢ome &t onde ; I shall be with you in fifteen minutes.” Then
he hung up the receiver snd rang s silver bell.

When the tall Pathan had 'I:-mugéhb e hat and coat he
required, and had helped him in e coat, the Prince
turned and looked quietly into the man's impassive face.
It waa his intention, he said, to be absent from the hotel
an hour ; he wished to lesve unobserved, srd desired his

kind of yoa
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servant to conduct him out of the buildiog the back way.
The Pathan expressed no astonishment, snd & few mioutes
later the Prince found himaelt_dascenshn%tha bare, narrow
service staire, attended by his valet, The man led him
down what appeared to be interminsble flights of un-
carpeted stope steps, and at length issued into an aspbalt-

aved yard. At the door of o gate in a high wall the
F’ﬁnu dismissed his servant. A walk of fifty yards or =o
enabled him to emerge upon the pavement of the Embank-
ment. He held up his stick, and a taxicab halted,

“Bryanstone Bquare,” said the Prince, giving the num-
ber. He stepped inte the vehicle, and sank back in the
corner pf the seat. L .

“You will plegse wait," he zaid in his sauvely authori-
tative manner, when he alighted from the taxi at the door
of Bir Boris Btrickley's house.

Li?an‘Euad‘ m_ n

Ten minutes elapsed, then a quarter of an hour, and the
gay little instrument attached to the taxi continued ita life
work of earning money for its p.aster, At the moment when
the chauffeur lit his second cigartette he was conscious of
& slight rocking movement or tedsion. His sub-conscious-
ness informed him that someone had Etuppa:j softly into hia
vehicle—his congeiousness, however, repudiated the idea,
and he continued to smoke. He was not an observant man
under any circumstances, and in any case he was scarcely
likely to notice that a taxicab bad followed him from the
Embankment, and bad helted scarcely twenty yarda behind
him, This vehicle had now disappeared, and ita fare, o
man in o long dork coat, had also disappeared.

The chauffeur’s bunched contemplation came to an enfl
when the door of Bir Boris Btrickley's house opened, and
the Hs.hs.rﬂ:ah appeared oo the threshoeld, The Prince
descendad the steps nid erossed the pavement.

“Drive mo to the Thames Embankment,” he said, " and
drop me where you took ‘me up.”

o driyer made a convaleive upward movement of his
laft hand, and jerkfd his bead down a little to one side.
This was the mearest appreach he ever made to civility,
The Msaharajah drew open the door of the wehicle and
stepped imto its dack ioterior.
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An he relapeed ‘upon the eeat, his heart leanpt suddenly,
some woollen substance was pressed hﬂnvi.li; over ‘his
mouth, & grip of iron clesed about his slender throat. The
pressurs and tension upon his neck were bayond endurance.
Another second, and he would have been struggling frantic-
ally for his life, berefi almost of reason by the rapidity and
violence of the attack upon him. Then the grip of iron
relaxed, and an even volce whispered in his ear, " If you
cry out or_ utter a El:ll.l'l't&‘ *tha long hard fingers en-
closing the Prince's throat tightened a little, and the Maha-
rajauh understood. .

o was lacking neither in courage nor in 2 certain agila
strength, but the man beside him possessed three times his
musgcular force. Moreaver he possessed the faculty of con-
veying by his touch that the Maharajah's life was in deadly
peril, and that the least attempt to eall aloud would end in
destruction.

In the moments that followed, as the taxi rolled emoothly
through the London streets. and the lights glldmti past the
windows illuminated the interior of the cab, the Maha-
rajah’'s eyes sought the features of his agsnilant.

He saw a -skinned man withoot a hat, o man with
smooth black hair, hizh cheekbones, and long narrow ayes.
The man's hand was upon his throat, and his hard relent-
less gaze wae fixed intently upon the Prince’s dark, sensi-
tive eyes.

Dr. Sanquo was engaged upon the “coup " of his life.
Ha gould have broken the Prince across his knee with eags.
What his intenfions were was not fully known until long
afterwssds, but his daring capturg of the Maharajah wae
without doubt the" culminating moment of & long and
deeply-planned wpntpxradﬁ.n

Before the taxi reached the Embankment the Maharajah
realiced that for the moment his position was hopeless—
thers was nothing for it but to submit to superior force.
The taxi stopped at the identical spot whereon the Prince
had entered i1t. For a vague, unaccountable fraction of time
he believed that the episode of the past ten minutes had
bean mothing more than a fantastical, terror-inspiri
dregm. Then he drew himself ataa.lblﬁfy together,
gwift resolution to slip from Sanquo's grip and to leap
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ta the pavement animated him. But a?.in hope laft him—a
new Egure. darkened the window of the texi—the door
opened and & man stepped silently inside.

“Tell him *here to go,” said Banguo in & low voice.

The man who had entered put out bhis head and gave an
order to the driver. A moment later the damling facade
of the hotal vanished from the Meharajah's eight. The
t.ar;iinh had sturted again, and was rolliog rapidly east-
wa

CHAPTER VIN
HARLAND THINKE OF BQMETHING

Hagranp, having said ti:“d-njsht to the Maharajah,
retired to his own room with an essy conscience. The Prince
evidently intended to spend the remainder of the evening
in his own apartments. Nevertheless, Harland as a pre-
caution made two ssparate jow aeys along the corridor past
the Prinee’s suite, and down into the foyer of the hotel.
Here on each occasion he scritinised brilliant erowd,
but there was no sign of Dr. Sanquo, peither did the
Prince descend to ths publip sooms ain that evening.

At eleven o'clock Harland {elt himself juitified in retiring
to his room. The evening was warm, and he threw open
the French windows and stood for a minute looking out
over the gleaming black waters of the Thames. As the
minutes passed Carter's long shsence began to strike him
as significant. Ho found himself %mwmqrunmtg; In the
distance Big Ben chimed the half-hour. Then the strange,
murmurous silence of a great city at night descended upon
his room again. He felt himself growing tense and ner-
vous, 5o much so that when a rap ock smote the panels

his door he started and leapt round ae though someone
bad attacked him from behin

Then he laughed at his fears, crossed the soft carpet,
and opened the door. :

On the threshold stood Carter, wearing a grey, soft felt
hat and a long grey overcoat, fhs face was haggerd dnd
white. The rather guizrical smiling look that usdally
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dwalt i in his eyes had departed, hia lips were presasd to-
gether in & ﬂ:nn !m::.

Without a word groe'h bshhﬂ stepped forward mto the
room and closed the door

‘““Harland, old man,” ha iuld “yuu must brace yoursalf
for a 8 of bad newal

“ What news ! " asked Harland,

“They've ot ths Maharajah!”

“Got him ! ™ Harland stared stupidly.

Carter nodded.

“Unpless our luck turns, old uhﬂ.p, both E{nur nm;.-u.l
career and mine have come to an abrupt en It's
devil’s own luck, but we' va baan oytmanmuvred—e m-

bod 5 been making ri us
utr the Maharajeh!" mpuud Harland in & voies that

was hoarse snd almost inaudible. *“Yon don’t mean—-~"

iMTha Prince has been kidoapped,” retorted Carter in
sharp staccato tones, “vanished off the face a! the anrﬂ:l
This fellow San iu.u made rings round us.”

“It's impossible! * said Earlan

“Tha whole thmg is one of those deep Eastern mysteries
that no Enropean can fathom| There's no doubt ut it !

Maharajuh was in the hotel and was safe enough

a couple of ]:m::mkntgn. .Mt-ur that he made & secret visit
to Anmstasia B

“ Anestasin E-tnukluﬂ =

" ¥es,” answered Carter. It seems that when the
Mlham:]ah left Btrickley's house, Miss Btrickley watched
him get into & taxi which was waiting at the r. Bha
was con~ealed behind the eurtains of & room on the firet
floor, and she avers that as the taxi dmm away she saw
the Pripce in its interior struggling with another man. Her
first instinct was to warn Dacent Bmith by telephons, I
happened to be with Dacent Smith.at the time. I have
never seen & man 8b utterly flattened ont. XYou and I
haven't much to lose, but his whele lifework—"

3o on!* said Harland, breathlessly

“Well, of couras,” went on ﬂtl‘t&!, “1 came here like
<he wind, and went to the Prince’s rooms. His Pathan
servant was there, but the Prince had vanished. The m
told me that he led his mastar out of the hatel by tha
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servants’ staircase ; then conducted him through the hotel
yard, and out on to the Embankment. Thiz wos a little
after nine o’clock. He eaw the Prince hail a taxicab. He
wjdanﬂ{l went straight to Miss Strickley, and must have
been followed there by Sanguo. For I have found a
chambermaid who sew Sanquo on the servants’ staircase
a few minutea after the Prinee passed down it."

Carter suddenly raizsed hizs head and cpme abruptly to
hiz feet.

“Now, Harland, we must act  'We have just one chance
in a thousand before Scotland ¥Yard begins to meddle in
the affair. The first thing we must do,” he said, as he
croased the room and took hia hat from Harland's bed, "is
to learn all weean about Bangno's movements. If he is
in the hotel now, we must never lose sight of him. 1
suggest thiat you'stay here and watch for Sanguo. In the
meantime I will go to Miss Strickley and see if I can find
ot gnything more from her. We'va got to find the Maha-
rajah at any eost! Of course, we may have difficulty in
tracing him. Heaven only knowe what's behind all this—
what that fiend means to do with him."

Harland was already pulling on his overcoat and had
grabbed his hat. Together they went out of the room snd
along the oorridor. As they passed Banquo’s suite of
roome, Carter bent to the level of the keyhale.

i Rither out or gone to bed,” he eaid to Harland in a
low wvoice.

They ran downstaire together and into the foyer of the
hotel. There was no sign of Sanguo,

Outeide the circelating glase door stood the giunt com-
migsionaire. He smiled and nodded to Carter.

“Jones,” ‘remarked Carter in a casual voice, "do you
know it Dr. Banquo is in the hetel 17

“Ne, sir, he hasn't* come back this evening.”

For a minute Carter and Harland talked, aside. Then
tﬂharl,u.lﬁ:l made a suggestion that had been ‘becupying his

oughte.

Carter was silent for a moment, staring thoughtfull
befors him. Buddenly he looked at Harland with a quie
gleam of excitement 1n his eyes.
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“That's a great idea!"” he said, “but don't let Banguo
find you there!” . . . n

Then he stepped into & waiting taxi and glided noise-
lessly away over the rubber pavement of the eourtysrd.

CHAPTER IX
A LOTIS QUINZE BED

Havr-ax-movn later Harland put his great idea into execu-
tion. He inserted a master key, obtained from Hypolyte
Dufour, in the lock of Banquo’s door, and opened it with
infinite cauntion.

The room was emply. . :

On the ceiling two ladders of light from the optilted
Venetian blinds reflected the Embankment arc lamps.
Bomething in the air—an odour unfamiliar and Eastern—
greeted his nostrils. He closed the door behind him, and
in the darkness crossed to tie next room of Sanque’s suite,
Again he cautiously opened the door; and again found dark-
nees, and thab heavy odeur which reminded him of the
East. Both rooms were empty, The shutters of the second
room were also closed, Harland therefore had only to
assure himself that the third room was empty befors
carrying out the object of his mission—the search for
papers that might lead to knowledge of the Maharajah's
whereabouts,

The apartment he was in and the one he had passed
through were arranged as sitting-rooms, therefors the ope
he was about to enter was Banguo’s sleeping chamber. He

auged a moment and listened. The intense eilence wae

oken by the muffled sounds of life upon the Embankment.
He advanced gt;ﬂleﬁgth towards the third deor, opened it
softly, then recoiled a step or two. X

Th};- room bafore him was in derkness, but & light glowed
in the attached bathroom.

As in Harland's room, the bathroom door fitted to this

Echamber wae panelled with panes of ground glass. )

It was behind this glase that the light was buming.

Harland paueed and, hearing no sound; moved eoftly for-
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ward, the rich coarpet deadening his footfalls. He paw
then that the bathroom door was an inch ajar, and standin
aside so that the beam of light issuing into the room woul
not reveal hir presence, he sxtended his neck and peered
through the aperture. )

In the bathroom a tall, almost black-skinned Asintie,
wearing trousers and a pink undervest, was drying his
hends on a towel. With each movement his massive bare
arma gleamed in the electric light. The man wore a sparse
beard and his {ace was in shadow, but Harland could see
the whiths of hie eyes as he %Iam:ad about him, d.lging his
hande the while, oblivious of the man who watched him
throngh the door.

Harland moved back a pace. He waa conscious of a
distinet feeling of chagrin and disappointment. The
fellow in the Ent.hmm was evidently one of Banguo’s
servants, and his presence there completely frustrated the
object of Harland's vieit. For a minwte he remained
?imﬁ“hl.iﬂ tgpt;%ng th'nél ma.nTil;hrr;;ugh_btg]:ga a.p?rlt-ur;l:i :]}11-5

oor, and.ihin rapidly. The feasibility of locking the
fellow in the ba.t:Erwm and leaving him there came and
went in his mind. But bathioom keys are invariably to
be found om the inside, not on the putside of the door.
Then & swift resolution took Harland—after all, there was
urgency in the cayse of his visit there. His entire future
ang nfuter‘n future depended.on the recovery of the Maha-
TAJAd.

o had entered that room armed, and prepared if need
be to make & capture of Banguo himeelf. A little display
of foroe could do no harm. rland took a step farward
and pot a hend on his ]11E_-I_E:nkat. At that moment he
]:.-nu.:nE.]a. faint noise behind him, the quiet of the room was
broken by & low voice eni.imi “Hajiz! Hajiz! Hajiz!"

The voice was urgent and issued from the darkness
within a foot of and's ear. Forgetting the man in the

throom and the potentialities of those powerful derk
arms, Harland flung rqund. ;

Instantly something lithe and snake-like enveloped his
elbows—he felt & violent jerk, then the truth broke in upon
him—ha was baing ewathed in ropes.

In the darkness an unseen enemy had fung a rope about
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him. The dexterity of the movements amazed him. Ha
leapt forward towards the deor with all his strength and
crashed to the carpet. He tried to rise, but the iemp:m
rops enveloping his legs brought hinl.to the foor-again.
He was full of fight, and using both feet together, struck
upwards with all his power. *Hajiz,”" who bad issued
from the bathroom, bent low and came at him ; Harland's
Oxford gshoea crashed aguinet his jaw and sent him leaping
backwards with a yell The man ran to the window
nursing his chin ir his hands and bowling n'ﬂ'n&uﬂ-
Harlapd was etill kicking like a madman when & gentle
pink ﬁ!uw suffused the room.

Light gave place to darkness. : : :

Dr. Boonquo stood at the lamp switch looking at his
vietim. He was glancing from ihe cornere of his eyes, but
he was entirely unperturbed ; even his peculiar, glossy,
blne-black hair was unrofiled ; thers was g gleam in his
eyes and a trivmphant smile played about bis lips.

During the struggle not a word bad been said. Harland
had saved his breath for thé fray, end Banguo, except to
bring Hajiz to his aid, had said nothin . :

Hl'injiz was still be{;%ng dwt".}_? in advgmdn'l", laying
tender sxplorato ers on nis mjured jaw. 1o
ssaticmed bim £o ik Harland to the bed, but Hnrlﬁﬁﬂuw
himealf up to kick, and Hajiz recoiled into his corner.

Harland’s eyes turned to Banguo. Jf looks could hawve
glain tha Doctor, he would have died in that instant. For
& moment Herland's humiliation amounted slmost to a
Irenzy ; it seemed imposeible that the Doctor could have
overwhelmed him in this facile snd essy menner. He had
assured Carter that it did not matter if the Doctor caught
him in those rooms. Like a fool he bad underestimated
Banquo’s daring and resource. He cursed himself for his
fatuity.

Thtnymm who had mthlﬁm;i;luén Erishna Coomar and
had spirited away the Maharajah of Kathnagar was
clearly an exeeptional personslity. As he locked at Banguo

ow ha noticed the harsh sogle of his ﬁﬂ' and
{‘}riumphmt exiralsiun in his pitiloss eyes. He won
what was the history of the man, what lay behind thasa
amazing sctions of his. Clearly he waes no ordinary
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criminal ; monay did not snter into his caloulations, and
yet in no other way could Harland account for,the kidnap-
ping of one of the richest Princes of India. Perhaps, how-
ever, Carter: was right after all, and Dr, Banquo was
head of some sinister Eastern conspiracy. Some mysterious
Qriental movement may have decreed that the Maharajah
of Eathnagar should be sbducted, and Dr. Senquo had
been deputed to carry out the work. One thing comforted
him as ﬁe lay thers upon the floor striving to realise what
had happened to him—Banquo did not yet know that he
gnd Carter were aware of the Prince’s capture,

He determined, whatever happened to himself, not to
mention the matber to Sanquo.

Dr. Banquo came sacross ths room and looked down
fixedly at his overthrown and huomiliated enemy. His veice
was quite plessant and easy as he spoke: “We have
things to settle, you and I. You have been handing on my
heels for some time."” G

“¥latie these ropes, or it will 'be the worse for you!”
called Harland, ey were the first words he ever uttered
to Banquo, ;

#T have been expecting you any day for the last wt,.-_n,]:,’”
retorted Sanguo, umnut.hﬁy; “now vou are here we won't
beat about the bush—" -

But Harland was oot listening. He had discovered that
his right hand still retained a certain freedom of move-
ment. A latitnde of eix inchea wa at his command, and
be was stealthily bringing his ™fiand towards his Colt
revolver when S8anqud flung himsell upon him, turned him
on his face, and disarmed him. .

‘I‘iﬂuw, Hajiz,"” ﬂm ealled, ™ take 'Iilml undlﬂn;hsmnim:i! “la:

is voice was sharp, rasping, and compelling, e dar
and powerful Enf"u came forward, mnﬂmg & detour. to
I..\Mi.if Harland’s legs. A minute later Banquo and his
servant wers lashing Harland to the bed. They laid him
on the billowy counterpane and passed slender hempen
ropes completely ro the bed, precluding even the
{dintest possibility of cscape ) .

Harland’s Oxford shoes were against the panelling ot
the Louis XV bedstead: . he was able to move his head
and his feet—that was all ; otherwise he was helpless and
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completely at the mercy of the men who leoked down upon
him, Harland i:inkadynnd resisted with ail his nt.rungtlél':.

*Damnu you | ” he called out in helpless fury when he was
finolly conguered,

Then the fatuousness of anything he could say in his
present helpless condition siruck him, snd he stared
sullenly at the ceiling.

“1 am a man of large interests,” seid Banquo, a minute
luter, standing af the bedside looking down at him. His
tone was that of & business man discussing a business
matter any day in an office. “Persons who intrude them-
selves into my affairs *—he stooped, and bending low over
Harland looked into his fnee—"are liable to meet with
acridenta.”

Harland was conscious that Banquo was using his eyes
to intimidate him, but despite the Doctor’s advantage,
Harland returned his gaze withont flinching.

“If you think,” observed Harland, "that you can make
away n;:th me as you did Krishna Coomar you are mis-

L.

The words had scarcely left his lips when he felt that he
had made an irretrievable mistake, for Sanguo stepped
back with narrowing eyes.

“1 kmow nothing of Krishna Coomar,” ha said.

But he was visibly disturbed, and the smooth suavity of
his voice had disappeared; it was again harsh and
rasping.

;t?i:, wait in the outer room ! ” commanded Banguo.

Hajiz padded uhadlanﬂl{_ to the door and went out. He
cloged the door softly behind him.

Bangud turned his chair o little, and leaning over the
bed looked down into Harland's face. Harlend read a
'Eurpoaa in the narrow scrutiny, but he was not a man to

e easily intimidated.

“ Assuming it to be true that I killed Krishna Coomar,”
said Banquo, with perfect calm. “Possibly he was in my
Wey—ag'you are in my wey ; you came here to-night to spy
g; ::;, ﬂ:sl t%ii is the result—you fnod yourself neatly laid

=] B

The Doctor rose, placed his chair againgt the wall, and lit

a cigarette.
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“Ien't that trua? " he acked, looking at Harlapd over
the flame of the mateh,

“Tt iz pretty obvious,” said Harland from the bad. He
was mot afcaid; perheps the suddenness of svents had
dazed him & little. He was wondering when Carter would
retarn. He had every confidencs in Carter—he believed
that if the Maharajeh were in London Carter -would dis-
cover him, In the meantime it was an advantage that he
gnd SBanguo should be engaged inm this strange ddte-d-téte
together. Sanquo's presence there wos a guarantee that
at the moment he was not octually dengerous to Ehe
Prinece’s life. :

The Doctor spoke again.

“You underdtand gﬂui" position? "

“T pnderstand perfectly your anxiety to escape the law,”
retorted Harlan .

For some minutes there was silence; he wondered if
Banguo were at a loga what next to do.

* Krishma Coomar died—ver iuddeng.-,"

“Very suddenly,” remarked Harland. He underatood
the threat underlying the words. “I am not so friendless
as Erishoa Coomar,” he continued, confidently.

Sanquo eyed him narrowly. .

“Not so friendless] ™ he questioned, and paused a
minute. " You mean that you have other frienda who are
interesting themgelves in my affairai”

“Swars,’* returned Harland., Sangue moved his hesd
quickly. . y

“Thera ara ot least hali-a-dozen people watching yon in
this hotel alone,” continued Harland, driving bome the
thrust. **The fsct that youn have captured me dges mot in
the least matter! ™ His eyes mﬂt the Doctor's.  He
ga:nciad his thrust hed rather more than repaid the Doctor's

1.

To Harland's surprisé ,Enniuo mads no anewer. He rose
from his chair, Kpwever, and began to pace the floor slowly,
with his head bent in thought. :

Eudﬂﬁi“ﬂimqun halted, turned in a flash, and moved
to the ide, .

“8ix of you! ™ he enquired slowly.

“Yes," answered Harland recklessly,
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Banquo looked sgain at Harland—and paused a moment.
“In that case you won't be missed,” he said
“What do you mean?” asked Harland. BSudden mis-
ivings, sudden doubts as to the wisdom 2f those fine
ts of his went leaping through his thoughts. Horrible
doubts began to creep nesiducusly at the back of his mind
Sanquo bent and ran his fingers over the ropes binding
Harland to the bed, .
“¥You lie! You alone are spying upon mel You alond
have inventad this story of Krichna Coomar’s deatht” said
tha ]Eluct.n-r in a low, intense voice ; “that is unfortunate for

He ealled Hajiz in Hindustani, spoke o few wards to him,
and the big dark fellow, evidently obeying instructionas,
advaneed to the bed and helped his master to partially un-
bind Harland and bring him to g sitting position,
hands, previously las to bie sides, were now bound at
the wrists behind his back. Banqud drew the cord tight,
and Harland called forth all his fortitude to repress & cry

of pein.

Suddenly the Doctor thrugt him back on to the bed again.
Thera wes something ferocions in the action that startled
Harland. |

“Your family will have no unpleasant mﬂtaﬁ tp olear
up,” said Sanquo, seuvely ; “you will merely fall from the
baleony of your own room on this floor. It is s0 natural
for a ;ruu.nﬁ] man who has dined well to step on to the
baleony of hia room for a breath of air—amd it follows
guite gimply that he may overbalance and [all info the
yard below, breaking bis neck.” g .

The Doctor's words had been delivered with an unction
that wes satanic. There was no doubt now of his
intentions,

Harland's senses w strangely clear ; he speculated on
the chanees of a sudden call for aid, a wild dash—tied as
he was—for the door. .

Hajiz spoke in Hindustani, and Sanquo answered him.
Harland awiftly reckoned the distance from his own wine
to the fagstones, below, Thers was just one chance in &
hundred, even if the worst came to the worst, that his
neck might not be broken in the fall. With the wonderful
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booyaney of youth his mind seized on and elung to that
fragmentary desperate hope.

e Doctor was aﬁam eyeing him elosely, perhaps he
detected thst faint gleam of hope in Harland's mind ; in
any casa the true Banquo—the Hurasian—leapt intoiniew.
For a moment the implacable Eastern eruelty, the Eastern
indifference to life, revealed itself through the thin veneer
of civilization,

“] see that you are thinking that theé fall may not break

ur neck?” He locked about the room, glanced at

ajiz, then said in a low voice, “That will be arranged
beforehand "

A shudder ran down Harland’'s spine ; the horror of his
position gripped him at last. He realised now thet this

i ha.rfbﬂen coming upon him from the beginning, from

very moment he bad entered that room !

For some minutes he stared ]]OFEIES‘EIE at the ceiling,
he felt that his forehead was damp; but even in that
moment his pride resented this inveluntery betrayal of his
feelings. Suddenly & flerce rege swept over him ; he knew
that he would willingly die a death of lingering torture if
he eould bave just five minutes, only five minutea’ freedom,
to confront these two villaine an his feet. ;

Banguo tock out his watch ana stood at the bedside,
looking at it much as a doctor looks at his watch in'examin-
ing o patient’s pulse, Harland's preteroaturally clear
senges Iathomed his object, He was waiting for twelve
o'clock, weiting for the lights in the dining-hall to be
extinguished. It would not do to have thes body of n
murdered man fash past those shi windows, and fall
with & crash into the yard below. at wos tne time?
How long was there to wait! Harland bit his lip to pre-
vent himgell putting these questions to Sanquo. But the
Doctor hail seen his eyes on the wateh.

“I'1l tell you what time it 1s,” he said; *there are
exactly nine minutes to twelve."

Thank God! That wae something. He knew now how
long. Carter had evidently not returned. oughts
mcﬁmﬂ; became obscured, o sensation ¢f coma stole ove.
him., Baogquo had turned away and was g something
atthe table. Harland guessed, but paid no heef. A faint
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silver dise of light on the uilin% caught his vague and
wandering eyes ; his dreamy goze followed it. a8 eyes with-
out volition always gravitate to light. It was the size of
a ﬁthiEh? Eiqu&, and doubtless reflected & stray ll.ghl‘.-
from the Embookment—yes—that was for cway. Cabs
tinkled by and motor horns hooted faintly, but only in-
tensified the silence in this sinister room, with the impaassive
Hindoo leaning against the wall, the impassive man in
evening clothes folding something at the table, the impas-
sive figure bound hand and foot on the bed! . . .
Harlend made o mighty effort to pull himself together,
and his mind began to leap here and there, seeking some
loophele of escape. The minutes were ereaﬁu'nﬁ b v s
Senguo might turn at any moment now, Harland closed
his lips firmly. . . At sy moment the firat busy-body of
& clock mi it begin o sirike. . . He lpra}'e-cf that his
coursge might hold, then cursed himseli for a coward in

raying.
P II{* pulled himself together and faced it )

“ Ruomal,” that was the word. “Roomgl!" Krishna
Coomar bad died by the " Roomal.” The sinister hand-
kerchief, the instroment of Thuggee, the trick of which
had deseended in India from generation to generation
sinee the thirteenth century. . . . He tried to recall things
that he had heard of that terrible, swift form of strangula-
tiom. It was something with the thumbs. . . . . Sanquo's
thumbs were brown thumbs—they were strong—excesaively
long thumba. . . . but it wua the trick, something in
the . . . :
His mind relaxed again, and settled in the disc of dancin
light wn the ceiling. It came through the closed lattic
a]:}‘ut.t.em, and flached and disappeared intermittently,. Mo
doubt the branch of a wavin%tt.ma on the Embankment
intarcepted its rays. . . . The little disc of I?ht began to
bob stu "dll\i—uﬂ became still—and bobbed again. . ..
Gradually Horland come up, &s o men rises from deep
waterg-—aa & man awakes from uneasy dreams. His senses
began to order i_-.hemml_veu, and concefitrate upon the little
point of light above him. . i

Buddenly he felt the blood leaping through his veins,

What was that] . . . Of course the tension was telling
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on him. . . This hallucination—this idea that there wagz a
conscicus rhythm in the movement of that Sve-sghilling disc
of light—was ridiculous. It wgs the mania of a drow
mt:u who clutches at something even less helpful than a
' ﬁw‘ L B

The light waa still now.

Ha would be circumepect, and cool, and quite calm this
time. He would begin agnin, and watch it from the begin-

ning.

Dot—dash—dot! Dot—dash—dot! Dot—dash—dot!

F.F.F. The opening signal of the Morss code! The call
of o0e 1 ?ﬁ?i_tﬁ gr}f;har. I’,;hen ﬂgnr';?d.i-ﬂga..hi-u;llt- What
was tha i ghed, disappen ed again.

H—A—E—LA—H—DG.]I .

' Harland!* It hod spalt his pame. . . |

Hias heart began to rnce—his blood leapt t.hm'ng‘h his
veina. Never in his life before had he experienced such
wild and overwhelming elation! But the light was still
moving.

o HE.RLAND. ANSWER THIS!™ B

He ntarad-]gtnmd at Sanquo snd Hajiz, How could
he answer? @ was bound hand and foot—it was idiocy
to make such= request. ;

Banquo moved to the bedside at tae very moment that
Harland déﬁdud ft-nu;:!li aloud—to rigk everything in a last
deggmte ﬂ}:t- or help.

The word pever left his lips, for Sanguo’s brown, strong
hand leapt upon his mouth.

“T was expecting that,” snid SBanquo, “but no one would
hear you, my friend [ oy

A prematurse, distant clock began to strike the hour of
twelve, and Harland, lying on the bed with Banquo's hand
Pres over hia mouth, found his brain growing itr'mn,geli
clear. He had never been so near death as at that moment
yot precisaly then—when a4 goy instant 8anguo might slip
& minister handkerchief from fauksb—ba pund cour
%o, Kick the foot of the Louis XV bed loudly and rhyth-
mically. The cool daring of sengding this message, as it
were, from the very jawe of death outwitted even the
Doctor. Harlend, tepping hisn O=xford shoes upon the
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polished wood of the bed, was able to spell out one word
for help, when Sanque turned swiftly, seized him romnd
the waiat, and whipped him off the bed to his fest.

CHAPTER X
HYPOLYTE'S ADVENTUERE,

“Ja that Monsieur Dufour? "

“¥Yes, monsieur.” ;

“This is Carter speaking.”

“Yeog?"

"] want your help on a confidential metter.”

Hypolyte, who, had received many confidences of late,
threw oub i’l.'l!. chest ; he almost bowed into the telephone
mm}wur

“ My sarvices are zlways at your reguest.”

“It concerns my friend ilarland,” said Carter. “I ex.
pected to get back to the hotal huurn ago, but most pressing
circumstances have detained me.’

“I understand,” interjected Hypolyte ; “ you are unable
to return 1™

“1 am unable to return to-night, and I am anxious about
Harland, In pursuit of his duty to-night,” went on Carter,
“he was obliged to make s search of certain rooms in your
hotel—do you understand §

“] am sware of that,” rmgnndad Hypolyte, his intalligent
browr eyes brightening with interest.

“Well,” went on Carter, *they wers dangerous rooms to
gsarch, and 1 want you to find out if he is safe. I have
been ringing him up in the main office, and the clerk tells
me he is not to be found in the hotel. He -:-ught te have
finished the work be had in hand hours ago—" There
wWis o pn.uue. EE".Pﬂlr'# drew h:mmlf up magnificently.

“1 un er::fa.n Hunmur a.rter. that you place your
f e-nd, s safety in
“" Precisel t! u::l’; Carter. There waa r&lwf in his

voice. "W;’o kn.uwu, he-added & moment later, “that the
(pvernment some day may oot see fit to reward you—?"
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“No, no, no,” protested Hypolyte, “no rewards, no
honours.” )

A latent inetinet for martial action enabled him to slough

hotel pronrietor, and become o moldier, & warrier, o
sleuth-hownd, in & period of less than five minutes.  For it
was scarcely five minutes later when Jones and Hawkins,
his giant guardians of the cireling door, stood raa!ﬁqtfu]t;p'
belore him. These two vast men bulked so largely in his
little room that they entirely obliterated the end wall.
Hy danced before them like o marionette. Their
slowness of comprehension maddened him.  They were
willing to do anything—they were capable of hairbreadth
adventures, but they were slow, oh, so devastatingly slow,
in grasping the situstion.

onsieur Harland, you understand,” said Hypolyte for
the tenth time, “has venlured into this suite of roome-
has been in these rooms for hours—thersfore he ia &
prisoner there! You understand this is a matter of the

reatest delicacy and secrecy. We must discover whether
ilr. Harland is zafe or not!”

He opened a drawer im his desk and took out a black,
flat, automatic pistol. ) .

“Do you understand firearms? " he guestioned with an
upturopd sye on Hawking's stolid face,

“"Not automatics," sspd Hawking.

“Do yout "

Jones thook his head.

“Vary well,” concluded ngulﬂ:; “you are large men,
you can rely on your handsl slipped the pistol into
his pocket. “Follow me!® ; .

The two commissionaires followed sheepishly.

On the second floor. as they appronched Sanquo's apart-
menis, Hypolyte motioned them-to remain in the distance ;
then he advanced, and with a cun‘iﬂiratori&l air softly
turned the handle of one door after the other of Banguo’s
puite, All the doors weré bolted from the inside; but
there was a light in Banguo’s bedroom.,

yte could hear g voice from within. He recog
pised Harland’s voice. Harland was lwea.rmg—ﬂfrpulna [
quick Gallic apprehension visuslised the' whole scens
behind that clossd and bolted deor. Harland was Sanguo's
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prisoner—mysierious and secret happenings were toward|
If all Monsieur Carter said were true, it might be dan-
gerous to altempt to force that bolted deo ngerous to
HaELrIEgd'g‘ hfﬁ},{: ek

uddenly olyte thought of attempiing to enter the
room from !ha,wi};duw ﬂvgnriﬂnking thE Th!u.mu. Thera
were baleonies to all the windows. A board laid from the
balcony of an empty room next to Banquo's suite would
enable him and cne of the men to erawl perilously to
Banquo’s balcony itself. Then if the window were open
Harland would ba rescued.

In five minutes Hy;ﬂnlylﬂ had ];ut his audacious plan into
execution. A plank had been placed from one belecony to
the other, and !u.ﬂﬂlm,ﬂn bands and knees, and wearin
his frock coat, erept stoalthily over ity aod with equa
stealth had let himself down upon the baleony of Sanquo’s
bedroom. Then followed Jones—[ourteen stone of muscle
and brawn habited in a gorgeous royal-blue uniform.
{Jonea's pluck was magnificently tested in that moment
when he reached the centrk of the plank, and the plank
creaked ominously over the abyss.

“Mon Dien," breathed Hypolyte to himsalf as he watched
tha giant commissionaire creep towards him, “tHese big
English fellows are slow, but they are not afraid!”

Jones stepped down soltly behind his master, and wiped
hl?.f'm““" thaba?knf mha.]:ti § i i

t is & great misfortune,” whispere te, “that
tha wi.ndqu:a closed and "the blinde linrl.l|'r|.;j;w:I ¥

On hands and knees he erept forward and strove to pear
through the upslanting Venetian blind. A strip of the
ceiling illuminated by the pink shade of Banque's lamp was
all that rewarded him.

; Ha turned to Jones with an expression of despair on his
Lo,

" Anything, anything may be happening,” he whispered,
“This is a moet serious matter! Tfpbha window Iu:F been
open, I could have leapt into the room, and allvwould have
been well for poor Monsieur Harland, Now—mon Dieu!
If I make a noise—" - .

Then it was that the ono brilliant idea of Jones's life
illuminated his brain.
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“1 ghould think, sir." he whis d, “n Fnﬂeman like
Mr. Harland might know tha Morss eode.

:ﬂ"ﬁ“ T#a ! ‘Elmt ﬂ“J"'&" mean—Morse code? " whis-
pe ypolyte. He was in despair.

I;]::Ph? %ﬂr th:cgn-rn m' wenb mIJtt;mtBh mugﬂl —

B VIO reOda ro 13
min:l.gwnru not easy to o ck—-"ilfuﬁaw the Morss code,
we might send a meseage through the blind there. Then
somehow or other he might think of a way of answering
it. You said he would be expecting Mr. Carter to come
and rescue him. Well, if he is, he'll be looking about, and
he'll say to himsell, * There's Mr. Carter plling to
me.”

Hypolyte, whose eyes had been {ixed in & stare on Jones's
face, darkly illuminated by a distant are light from the
Embankment, suddenly undsrstood.

“We muet get a mirror,” said Jones.

He made. & molion towards the plank spanning the
chasm between the two balconies; but Hypo was not
gure that the plank could sustain that fourteen stome a
second time, therefore he went along it himself.

_luf ﬁvg mmu?talh l?ter Jorfes, I;hud}:-atai;l h@ﬁ ul-ﬂl:!diqg
silent on Sanquo’s balcony, trying to distinguish worde in
Sanquo's room, saw his master creep back again, breathless
and trinmphant.

Hypolyte thrust the torch and the small shaving mirror
he had brought into Jones's hand.

“Quick—quick!"” he whispered. “Tell him—tell
Monsieur Harland thet we are here, that Monsieur Dufour
is here to save him! Monsiear Dufour is here to save you,”
he repeated in Jones's ear.

Jones was now koeeling on the lead floor of the balcony,
with the mirror in his hand, and the electric torch shining
upon _its surface. Hypolyte knelt at his kide with his fists

enched, his head on one side; his sars straining to catch
the slightest sound.

 Ara you telling himif;yatt " he palpitated. “Have you

given him my m ;
“No,"” said Jones stolilly. “I bawn't managed to got the
light on to the ceiling yet.
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He went cn ntu]idly with his wark, Then he suddenly
glanced at Hypolyte. . 5

“It's all t, sir; the light's on the ceiling now. If
he locks up ha'll see it.™ ;

Hypolyte watched in breathless excitement. The. appar-
ently aimless darkening and illumination of the mirror
fascinated him.

" You've sent my message now " he breathed.

“No,” said Jones, “I've only been able to give him the
opening signal, and to apell hia nama."

Suddenly Hypolyte flashed & hand out and grasped
At %6 gaeped. “What's that! That ta

o " he gas at's tha & ing.
That noise!  Listen! * PRInE

Jones was listening with all his ears. Suddenly he rose
to his foet, and stared at the closed window.

“1t's help, sir—he's signalling for help )

“Help—mon Diev—Help " cried Hypolyte ; and instantly
went insane, or rather he gave that impression to Jones,
For he emitted & shout that v as something ih the natore of
a battle-cry and hurled his amall trim figure at the cloged
window.

“All right, Monsieur. Harland I” he eried, at the top of
his lu “All right! Ome minute—one minutel ™

But window did not give.

Then Jones, infected by the excitement of the moment,
absently waftad his maater aside with the back of his band,
and hurléd his own great figure at the window-pane. There
followed o rending of wood, a creak of iron, and a lond
apliuf.ari"l.gii of glase. Jomes plunged again with all the
weight of his mighty shoulders. ]

“Burst! Burst! Burst!” screamed Hypolyte in a
delirium of excitement. Then Jones [:ﬂﬂm‘riod again and
window and Venetian blind shot inwards, Jones with it
For 4 minute the big fellow staggered forward into the
room, then fell on his knees. . . )

Like a tiger Hypolyte leapt in alter him, with & pistol
in his hand. 7
“Ah!” he shouted. *“Ah! . .
Then his ayes fell on Banquo, and he covered him with
the weapon. Leaning againat the bed with his hands tied
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behind him was Harland, his face white and his lips set in
a firm line. Beside him was Sangue under cover of
H;-'puhvm’a pistol. Banquo wag calm—his long, narrow eyes
looked down into Hﬂ:»oj;rte’ﬂ—h& was striving to caleulate
whather he was really in a trap or not as the door
behind him guarded?

Hypolyte was formulating & speech of conguest when
Sanquo’s band moved stawg.ly, then ewiftly. he electrie
light was knocked [rom the table and extinguished, the
Doctor duclked, bent double; and leapt towarde the door of
hiz inner room. As his bent figure flashed through the
inner door, Hypelyte turned and fired. Two shots pursued
the Doctor through the doorway. Hypo%yto followed the
shots, calling out, " Hawking! Hawkine !’

Hawlkins, who had been stationed in the corridor to
guard against a retreat of this sort on the Doctor’s part,
was tnﬁnta, for the Dector leapt out of the door of his
pitting-room and eseaped down the service stairs of the
hotel in a Aash. In _thﬂ matter of haahug a retreat when
the odde were against him Dr. Sanguo's falents were
unigua.

H?ypuljrtﬁ returned from his pursnit and breathlesely re-
entered the Doctor's apartments, Jones had freed Harland
from his bomds. ; v

“He'e escaped | " eried eHJ]Jﬂ'lytc, buisting into the room.
"Ha was not even wounded ! " )

“You couldn't get him 1™ Harland aﬁb}:rkﬂ,_putt.mg the
question with a note of keen anxiety in his voice.

Hﬂ!ﬂlﬁ-& raised his hands, .

“He slipped through my fingers like butter.”

“I'm sorry for that,” said Harland ; “it's important we
ghould get him."” .

Then he suddenly remembered the serviee Hypolyte had
dene him, and held out his hand. = =

“Thanks,” he said. “You came just in time !

" What was—" inquirkd H?ol_fta. golicitously, * what
was it Dr. Bangueo mtended to dol”

“He intended to dislocate my neck first, then drop me
from my own balcony tothe pavement below,” answeren
Harland, qu:nt.l;-. .

“Mon Dieul™ eried Hypolyte., “What a fiend. And 1
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miseed him ! In my excitement I fired-too high. The bullets
intended for this fiend are now In-d_gsd in the beantiful
walls of the Golden Pavilion Hatel |

_He paused a moment, put hiz hand dramatically upon
his heart, and looked at Harland, He and the man he had
saved [rom death were face to face—it was & stupendous
moment | i

"'I‘{F'-‘ert-haies!.” bhe said, "you, Monsieur Harland, ars
safe,

Harland rose to the cceasion.

"I owe my life to you, Mensicur Dufour,” he said

Dufour glanced at the bemedalled Jones, who was eiill
wondering wtg he had failed to grab Banguo as the Doctor
darted from the room. |

“We must not Inrfct Jones," sajd Hypolyte.

Harland did not forget Johes. Jones that night was
remembered to the extent of a five-pound note.

CHAPTER XI
THE PRECIPICE

Haisrawp awoke next morning with a start, and as he
opened his B{FE the events of the night before flashed again
ihirough his brain. He rose with a sense of dejection and
oppression that was accentuated by the gloom of the day,
and the fact that distant church bells were pealing lugu-
briously. He shaved himszell in hig little circular mirror,
and & servant tapped at the door.

“Mr. Bhootar &uilli,nm wishes to see mal™

“Yeas, sir! ' anewered the man from the threshold, “He
is in Monsieur Lhifour's parlour, sir.”

“I'll be down in five minutes” .

The door closed, and Harland groaned at his reflection
in_the mirror. | .

Five minutes later he was mnhl:g his way thro the
gloom of the corridor—even the Golden Pavilion Hotel is

loo at this hour on a July Bunday morning—towards
ﬁﬁf} Dufour's little private room on the ground floor.

polyte's parlour was fuesy, like himself; It wos e room
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nnzt hls. rivats office, soma fiftesn feat square, and was
with an amazing mediey of Sévres china.

T sre were three chairs in the rnnln, ona of which waa
oceupied by a little china gmu%n dancers. Tlm other two
ware ocoupied respective Honourabla
Bhaotar Quilliam, Chief Eemtu.rjr fur Im!i.lr, l-mi Datactive
Boow, & large man with a black moustache who was amaz-
ingly gu nd:nm;ﬂnﬂh! fyoitd Byrsoliis

eaning againet tha table itself was Do , Wearing &
frock coat and little pointed patent shoes. There was
gilemee in the room as Har made a gingerly progress

forward.
“Ah, Mr. Harland | " said Hypolyte, extending a small

A
They shook hands, and Hypolyte went softly out of the
room.
liam poss from his chair, He was a cumbrously-built
man of thirty-seven, with a heavy, clean-shaven face—a
face that was truculent and masterful. His hair, which
was thinning a little at the isp, was reddish-brown ; his
lips were full and petulant ; and his small eyes, fixed on
arland's face, were hard and rothless.

“'i'uu. are Mr. Harland!"” )

The words shot from his lips like the crack of & whip.

“Yen"

“ You nnderstand,” eaid Shooter Quillinm, in & voice of
mennee, that would ‘have quellad & mob—"you understand
tha ugmﬁﬂuuu of what has happened 1

“Yen," Harland answered.

"Ths Maharajeh of Kathnagar, whom you and Mr, Carter
Ware Eam':.ad to guard, has been decoyed away—kid-
nappe

E jerked his head in the officer’s direction.

“Wait outeide,” he said.

Higs words removed Bnow from the chair, and wafted him
outside the room se though an invisible force had lifted
him. H".I.I"l:ulan the door closed, he halted face to face
mt.h. arland

u know,” he said, “that what has bappened has
the ma.{:ugu of & national calamity i’
By the making of a pational calamity he meant that his
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own official life was in jeopardy. Harland felt utterly a
fool. He could merely murmur gn acquisscence.

"What are u q-um to do i.hnutr Wi

Bhooter Q p voice ross from a growl to a

squesk.
“IE the Prince is alive, Carter will rescue him,”
answered Harland. with convietion.

Bhooter u eyes searched Herland's face.
“ & live 1™ qm Ha hesitated, For a moment he
appeared almost lplnia.

You haven't any ground for supposing—"

::%;I; a.frn.ld B0y’ " answered Harland,

Until nnw Hl,r],a.nd had made no defence, had offered no
excuee ; but Quilliam’s attitude jarred his nerves,

“Tt's not my fault,” he broke out sud . “Hor is it
Gerpﬁia”fa.ult. that the Maharajah has been kidnapped.”

Quillinm’s voice wos a shrill squeak.

“Tt's the fauld of Bcotland ‘.Ear:l aod yourself,” retorted
Harland.

In vttering the words he was commitiing official suicide,

and he knew it.

“ My faunlsi "

Qmu_mm & voice had fallen to a wblipar He appearsd

oaseas an extraord mri ra.n,gg; nal exprezsion.
?Ga.rtar requested A wee at &a man, Dr. Banquo,
should be instantly apprehenc He pressed the matter

upon you time after t-mm—'

There was & pause for & minute. Bhooter Quilliam's
features relaxed.

“That's tru.ﬂ." he admitted, “quite true. Well! Where
is Carter now

“He is umhnﬁiur tha Eahn.raanh he began his search
last night, after Monsieur Dufour, ant-ll.a.' on hir informa-
twnglu.ﬂd my life

ved your ll,fe
Hanquo was arru.ng:mgtuutmn le me as he last week

gtrangled Krishoa Coomar, the Maharajah's secretary.”

#Tha vardict in that cape was accidental death.”

“In mynmxt- would have been the samel”
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“Harland,” said Shooter Quilliam, “T am om the edge of
a precipice—and you are on the edge of a precipice—] am
not gure that are not over the precipica. We have one
chance in a thousand of smoothing this matter aver, and
keeping it out of the papers. Thik fellow Banquo—I am
presuming that you and Carter are right in believing him
to be the prime mover in the business—this fellow Banquo
must be put out of harm's way. We are going to forget
that Banquo escaped out of this hotel laat niﬁlft, through
the inafﬁmgni of Carter and yourself—" He pauosed a
moment.., “HRemember, Harland, I have forgotien your
failure, you have earte blanche—the whole power n-f?'t.hﬂ
Government is behind you. If you restore the Mahnrn;jah
upharmed, you will be perform:ng a nafional zerviee.”

His smile came again—he held out his hand.

s ':i’u ara going to forget your mistake. Can I rely on

ou L2

“Yes," gaid Harland, fervently, “you tan rely on me.”

Bhooter Quilliam laid & hand on bis shoulder.

“There is only one thing i ask,” he said. “If you and
Carter do find the Maharajah, in the pame of mercy per-
suade him to get back to Kathnagar without delny. We've
done everything that diplomacy car do to get him to go,
but nothing can move him1"

Harlsnd was silent for & minute. He was not an acute
diplomatst, but & spark of genius had gquickened in bhim
unexpectedly.

“1 can suggest something.” he said, *that will make the
Prines retorn to Indis the next boat.™

Quiliam’s eyes looked a gharp, doubtful interrozation.

“Bend Bir Boris Btrickley back to Kathnagar,” said
Harland.

Shooter Quilliam did not see the point. He recalled that
Bir Boris Btrickley was Iﬁ\fﬂbridli"ﬁni and past worle.

"Wa think of refoving Bir Borie,” he said coldly.

#“Sand him back to Kathnagar with his wife—and
d,nu&litﬂr-”

1] rlt i

Bhooter Quilliam’s squeaking interrogation parted his
lips, but this time there was a quizzical light in his eyes.

“Danghter,” repeated Harland,
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"0kl

Quilliam langhed. Then, with p gwift transition of mood
for which he wae remarkable, his face suddenly clowded.

“Thie position of enspense is intolerabla! * he gaid. “The
maj:_'t Eﬁnquo'n hiatory seems to be utterly wnknown to the
police.

“In my opinion," said Harland, ** be is merely a unit in
& vast Indian conapiracy.”

A peditious conspiracy ! ™ questioned Quilliaw, f[ocas-
ging all his attentjon on Harland’s answer.

“A seditious conspiracy,” answered Harland, " bet 1
ﬂa}r};_’t see what His Highness of Kathnagar has to do with

CHAPTER XII
HARLAND FORGETS HIS MANNERS

For o week following his great adventore Harland remained
kicking his hesls helplessly i the Golden Pavilion Hotel.
Certer, the Moharajah and Sanguo had vanished utterly
from the face of hia world. .

Hiz anxiety on Carier's behalf grew steadily—it was
strange that Carter, dsually so effective, should fail to
communicate with him. )

Ten days passed, and wm¥late dejection seized him.

r. Banquo, as & master of villainy, towered in his mind
as a colossal, a devastating ﬁ%lru. He himself had
escaped from Banguo’s ﬁnlfﬂrs extraordinary good
fortune. What of Carter and the Maharajahi That was a
question he was always asking himeelf, and u.lwaia_faq;d
to answer save with a shudder and & sensation of shrinking
gnd dread. .

Bhooter Quilliam appeared to share his fears; he was
incessantly  telephoning—ineessantly aakmtg for news.
Mentally Bhooter Quilliam saw *his own theatrieal and
auperh ascent to eminence ending in cataclysmic disaster.
His m.inz'a eye was perpetually occupied with the flaring
Leadunes that might any day scream out of the Opposition

papers. W : . .
" Disnppeazsnco~Assassination of an lodian Prioee in
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London. Famous Indian Maharajah. What ia the India
Office doing? Bhooter Quilligm , . .7

Daeent HSmith, who bore the brunt of Shooter Quilliam
in offica hours was in despair.

One night, when Harland wes miserably alone in the vast
ealle 4 manger of the Golden Pavilion, he saw advancing
towards his table n figure that he kuew. Duacent Bmith
waa trotting towards him, his monocle a-twinkle, his amile
in startling evidence. They shook hand:—Ha_rinnd wou-
dered as to the meaning of that smile—and Bmith imposed
himgelf upon a chair produced for him by Hypolyte's silent
genii.

*Is Carter found?" asked Harland, breathlessly.

" Please | please | " implored Dacent Smith ; “if you won't
interrvpt me, I'll begin at the beginaing. ljuillls.m"u been
like a madman all the weck ; he wants yon to do something,
If you refuse, I- shall be a cold corpsa inside thres days.
it's impossible to live with Quilliom when he's in this
state of mind."

“1f you'ra going to tell me about Carter or the Prinee,™
responded Harland, “T'll lisien to you. I don't want to
hear apything else.’

“The Star of the Oriend,” paid Dacent Bmith easually,
“leaves Tilbury Lock at nine o'clock to-morrow morning.
Quilliam wonts you to teke passage in her to India!”

Harland stared in amazement, and protested that Caorter
must be found first,

“You needn’t worry about leave or mythin& elza,”
evaded Dacent Smith ; “all that will be arrapged.”

" Don’t eay arranged,” growled Harland., “ T hate the
word arranged | What alout Carteri”

“It's at Mr. Carter's request that you're going,” an-
swered Dacent Smith,

“Then he ¢s safe,” said Harland. “'Why couldn’t you say
mi 1w

“Tf it is aver I%]{ good fortune to become Prime Ministar,”™
said Dacent Bmith, “I intend to present Hﬁpu Dufour's
cook with the Order of Merit and a E.C.B. By the way,
gll your expenses will be poid out of the Hecret Bervica
Fund.” He inspected the greve on, toast.

He was determined not to return to the sobjedt of
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Carter's din.?.&pmmnna or the resson for Harland's
departure by ¢he Star of the Orient. This pose of mystery
amused Harland ; he repd it 2= a.?:nd omen. At sy rate
Carter was safe, and if it were Carter's wish that he should
travel to India with the bont leaving in the morning,
Carter was, no doubt, don board, and big things
might be toward. He wondered what these big things
might be, but Dacent Smith was mute on the subject

o & men of Harland’'s austere habits a sudden journey
of this kind presented no difficulties, and at the appointed
time next morning be mounted the gangway of the Star of
the Orient, and was directed to his cabin by an important-
looking steward.

" Give me the paseenger list,” enid Harland, as be un-
lecked his suit case. The steward dived into a side pocket
and produced it. Harland seated himself on the wash-
stand, ond scanned the list of names; then a head was
thrust in through the cabin door, and a voice cried:
“Hallo! "

Harland saw Carter's amiling face before him, and sprang
to his feet.

*“What a mystery-monger you are, Carter,” he said, ex-
tending a cordisl hand, which Carter ghripped with egual
cordiality. “And where is the Maharajuh——"

Carter silenced him with & gesture. \

“I'va becn busy, my boy, with dark and mysbericus
operations,” said Carter, still with a broad mmilé of

aagure on his face. “1 couldn’t communicate with you
Ei,mct.. Did you accept Quilliam's offer? "

"“¥You mean that the Secret Berviee Fund would pay sll
expinses i&uestfuned Harland.

rier nodded.

W arte Blanche," ha said ; “epend what we like, And
if we fail, the whole British Enﬁplm and Bhooter Quilliam

up in a cloud of smoks | * Ha ql&picd Harland on the
ﬁ:.ek in shesr {mﬁﬁcuﬁnn at'feecting him ogain. “Come
along to my cabin,” he said ; “thero’s more room there.”

went along the deck, and entered a sumptuous four-
*.ax-hed’eabin, where a elender man in & brown lounge shit
was hanging clothes on a row of pegs in the far corner,
and a steward was unstrapping Carter's luggage.
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* Who's that? " asked Harland, in a low voice, nuddqu
towards the mon who was hapging clothes with his baoc
towards them. .

“We haven't decided on a name yet,” answered Carter,
lavghing. *“His real name's as long as my nrm.” He
glanced at the steward. “You can go,” he said. _

The steward rose and went out, closing the door behind
him. Carter moved softly across the cabin, and laid a light
hand on the shoulder of the man in the corner.

* Your Highneds," said Carter, ** here is Mr. Harland.”

“Y am delighted to see you again,” snid the Maharajsh
of Eathnagar, turning and holding oot his hand, .

“Well, I'm damned !"” gasped Harland, entirely forgetting
his mannera.

CHAPTER XIII

THE OCHIEF OF FOLICE

AW air of complete good humour prevailed ; Harland had
recovered from his surprise, and three of them were im-
pregneting the cabin with the odour of the Maharajah's
rigarettes. Nuthinmad been explained ; the mystery of
the Maharajah's disappearance and the mystery of His
discovery were still a myst to Harland.

“Ig thera any news of Dr. Sadquo?” asked Harland.

“None whatever,” remarked Carter. “The mandarins
of Beotland Yard insist with an ardour that amounts to
violence that he has escaped to India. The Indian Police,
on the other hand, are determined that he has remained
in London."”

“In the meantime he iz at large,” broke in the Prince,
in his quiet voice.

“And,” added Harland, “for all we know, may be on
this very m}ﬁ After what has bappened, I would believe

o Eim_

anything Your Highneas ia travelling incognita *
he enquired, after a pause. :
WAL Mr. Carter’s s tion,” answered the Prince ; “the

India Office appears to be anxious to wash its hantls o
And as Mr. Carter represents the India Office, and as Mr.
Cartes has gleo soved my life—"
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“Hardly that,” broke in Carter modestly. “I beliave
you would have escaped even if I hadn't found you.”

“Where did you find the Prince? ™ asked Harland, who
had ‘ﬁ“mmm his curiosity quite as long as was humanly

saible.

Pn“Tu be precise,” smiled the Prince, "Mr. Carter found
ms on a mudbank at Gravessnd."

“In the cabin of a steam yacht,” Carter amplified.

“When I have explained, Mr. Harland will be able to
judge for himself whether my life was in danger or met,”
said the Prinece. . ) .

The Maharajah narrated his adventure in the taxieah,
ithen went on: “Thh next thing after that,” he said, “was
an ill-smelling littla eabin on board a steam yacht on tha

hames. 1 waa pitched intc the room in darkness, and the
door was locked opon me. There were two portholes in
the cabin, but the brass screws were beyond my str
to tarn, and the portholes were shrouded from the outeide.
Then 1 felt the throb of an pnaqiur.; the vessel began tc
move. For two hoors I eccupied myself with wild specula-
tion as to what would happen o me. Then something did
happen—not to me, but toithe vessel I was in.  Suddenly
the floorboards shivered beneath me, there wae & heavy
grink:_].iihg spund, then & crash, and the engine stopped
working.

“Thai acoident, eollision, or whatever it was,” he intar-
jected, ¥ was a providential thing. It broke the propeller of
the yacht, and she was obliged to lie up until a2 new one
was provided.” ;

“In the meantime,” went on the Prince, "Mr. Cartar
bad discovered where I was.”
c"fl;i&uw did you do that?” asked Harland; turning to

nrier.

4T learned from Miss Strickley what make of taxi it was
Fortunstely for me it was not one of the better-kmown
mbkes; bot there are fgur bundred of its sort oo iha
London streets, and a hundred and ﬁft{ ply the Wost-
minstar distriet. I went through them all systematically,
gne **-= the other, uotil I came to the man who had driven
from the back of the Pavilion Hotel to Bryanstone Squara.
The same man drove Sanque and his confaderates to tha
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yvacht, After that it was easy. The police helped me to
get the Mpharajah away. Fortunately Banguo’s two con-
fedarates wers mptureﬁ. but Banguo himpelf escapad.”

-+ * * * * L]

It was not until the vessel arrived st Bombay, and the
Chisf of Police came aboard, that further light was thrown
upon Banque's doings.

The Chiaf of Police, a tall, keen-featurad man of ffty,
atliappad inte Carter's cabin the moment the ship reached
the port.

“Mpe, Carter!” he asked.

“Yes,' answered Carter. N

The Chief of Police introduced bimself. 1In his inner

ocket was & wallet stuifed with cables from the India

flice. He drew them forth without preliminary.
" “Thess,” be-epid, “are bearing upon the case of the man
anquo,

“ Have you got him 1" asked Carter, abruptly,

“No," answered the Chief of Police. i
“(Can you tell ve anything about himf "

" Evarything. "

Two minutes Inter Carter and Harland—the Prince was
not present—were sedted on the hunks in the cabin, with
the ‘door open. The Chief of Police had made himeelf
comfortable on the corner of the washstand.

“Yonr Dr. Banquo is a son of Guoara Tukaji,” began the
Ohisf of Police, ** and Gunars Tukaji is known from one
end of Asia to the other. If you ask* me,” he went on,
"ghe is just ebout the most dangerous individual in the
Indian Empire. 8She comes of a Burmese femily, and
married Addison, a Beottigh eotton merchant, in the ‘seven-
ties. In those days she was said to possesa striking beauty ;
but she was alwaye & schemer, always stirring vp steife
wherever she went. During the past ten years we have dis-
eovered traces of her in every seditions outbreak in India.
Her son, Banguo, was educated in England. Two years
ago, in Bambaﬁ;hp set up a seditious printing press. He
is eyidently following his mother's footstepe.’

“ﬂ; hat do you think his game wae in England ! ** asked

“l
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“1 baven't & notion,” said the Chisf of Polise, * unless
he hoped to make converts to the * India for the Tndians’
cauge. England is full of eranks of every sort”

“An far aa I can make out,” went on tha Chisf of Polios.
“there seems to be some connection with the Maharajuh
of Kathnagar, but as the Maharajah has returned to India,
snd is safa in Kathnagar, there can be no danger there,”

“Returned to Kathnagar!” ‘The words issued from
Carter's and Harland’s lips simultaneously.

There was a loog silence,

“You say the Mabarajah of Kathnagar has returned te
Kathnagar? ™ nsked Carler, in & quiet, deep voice.

“He returned to Kathnager ten or twelva days ago,”
answered the Chief of Police, a little puszled by their
attitude.

Carter glanced at Harland, and in a flash the face of
the man whose striking resemblance to the Maharajeh had
aropsed his suspicions in the Golden Pavilion Hotel arose
in hia mind.

" Ave you sore,” he asked, suddenly, *that the man why
has retorned to Kathnagar is really the Maharsjah1”

#] gee no reazon for doubting 1t,” said the Chiet of
Police, still Biore ?uz::lm_:l by the question,

" Great Seott] ' ejsculated Oacter. He toos, suddenly
understood.

Carter and Harland stared at each other mmBrlllamiv
ingly, much to the bewildermont of the Chisd of Polios.

“1 am afraid, gentlemen,” he said, “thera is & mystery
here that is beyond me.” 5

Carter turnad towards him pﬁiitaliy. “I hope you'll
excuss vs,” he seid. “ As a mattdr of fact, what you have
paid hos taken our bresth away. Wa were preparad for
surprises when gﬂm oame nboard, but not for this| This
pompletely outehines snd overtops nnﬂhmg we had fore-
geen. It explains something that has been a m‘imu until
t,hinammt. You eay the Maharajah is in Eathnagart ¥

“ ri s l?."

“Aw 5 matter of fact,” said Carter, slowly and quietly,
“ fs hughness the Maharajah of Kathnagar, is aboard this
host, and hes travelled from England with us under an
assurmed namal
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The Chief of Police ross from his wachstand and eyed
Carter clogely and keenly. Then he shook his head slowly.
“There is & mistake somewhere,” he said. “I can prove
that the Maharajah was in Eathnuﬁgr two days i
Carter glanced significantly at Harland, awd Harland
s;ufpad quietly out of the cabin.
wo minutes later he returned, and stood aside to permit
a _:Ipnda’r, agile figure In a white duck suit to enter the
cabin.

The Chief of Police, who had drawn out his sheaf of
cables, and was flicking them over, seeking something,
glanced up and uitered an exclamation. >

He starad from Carter to the Maharajah and back again,

“How do you do?” said the Maharajah of Kathnagar,
extending hiz hand.

CHAPTER XIV
CAPTAIN TAYLOR APTEATS

Ter next evening the much-enlightened Chief of Police
stapped mlﬁ; the Maharajah's sitting-room in Booth's

! &y oo

“Well,” ho said, with cheerful incisiveness, “we have
managed to get to the bottom of the mystery at last.”

Hﬁmﬂ and the Maharajah were reclining in deep wicker
chairs, and Carter, who had followed the Chief of Police
into the room, flung his hat on the table.

“As I expected,” said the Chief of Police, “Gunara
Tukaji is at the bottom of the whole business. Her brain
vonceived the plot that nes been carried out against your
Highness. Gunara Tukaji ived that if she could eecure
& powerful ruling prince who wae disloyal to England, her
campaign of sedition would receive enormous impetus. No
such prince was to be found, and she hit upon the dari
idea :3; substituting & puppet ruler in your Highness's

aca.
p]"Ym. yea! * broks in the Maharajsh. Thers was = note
of impatience in his voics ; his fin twitched a mtue.
“When a man was found who safficiently resembled your
Highnesa,” went on the Chief of Police, *Sanquo followed
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you to London, taking the men who was to impersonate
your Highness with him. You see the idea, gentlemen, it
is as clear as da.ghght; it was so much ensier to substitute
this fellow for is Highness while ha was travelling in
Europe, than when His Highnese is in India, surrounded
by scorea of people who know him."

The Prince rose from his chair and walked to the wide-

W 0an Iﬂu," he nsked, in 2 low, smooth voice, “ puggent
who this man een be who is impersonating myself 7 "

A brief zilenee followed. Through Harland’s mind thera
again flitted o memory pf the Netive he had met jn the
corridor of the Golden Pavilion Hotel, the man who struck
him by his remarkable likaness to the Maharajah,

“The man who is imlpcrsunsti.ug your Highnezs in Kath-
nagar,” said the Chisf of Police to the Maharajeh,” ia o
mere tool of Sangueo’s and Ssngquo’s mother.”

*“You say the man strongly resembles me? ” broke in the
Pri:?[ue. .

“In appearanoe—yes.

”Whn.ggs his nama? ™

“"He is known by the adopted nome of Amoola Ehan.”

" What is his history ] ™

'"He is your Highness's half-brother,”

The Prince locked at him guickly.

“1 have never heard of his existence,” :

* His existence was not acknowledged,” explained the
Chief of Police, “He is a person of no importance.”

F = a ® - ®

That night, when the Prince had gone to his room,
Carter Harland sat together over final nﬁgnm

A singular taciturnity seemed to have settled on them

both. e superb effrontery and daring of S8anguo and his
mother had at first left Harland me estounded and in-
credible. Then it crept into his mind that there was some-
thing rather fine in thia tremendous effort to stir strife
and discord among several hundred millions of people. He
wondered il the mysterious Gunara Tukaji were conscious
of the magnitude of the work she had engaged upon.
Sedition is not 4 pretty word, and the British Government
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is inelined to do comething more drastic than to merdly
tap the fin of parsons dotectod in its practice. Truly,
Gunars Tuﬁ?i wea a5 great in her way aa shes was dan-
ous. No one but & woman of greatness could have
oaived the idea of ngi:.ini an sntire Indian principality.

Harland—contemplating his own tobaceo smoke and
Oarter’s ruminating, intensely absorbed fgure—recalled
the Maharajah's attitude of that afternoon. His slender
flgurs had stiffened in its chair as the news of what had
happened became clear in his brain; the suave Prince of
Indin, who had made eo lmﬁ'uid and superb & figure as ke
jeansd over the silver-an -onyx balustrade of CGalton
Houss, showed for the flashing instant of time in his naked
Egstern fury ; for & moment his dark, handepme face had

truly malignant. Five minutes later he bad been
again master of himself, and had inguired quietly, but with
cminous smoothness, for the full details of the man who
bed usu his position. : i

Then the case of Banguo occupied Harland’s mind. He
and Carter were agreed that there was no doubt Banquo
wos algo at Eathnagar, lurking in the shadow of Lhat
bogus Pﬂn@ of hia _ If San?uu were thers, doobiless
Bangno's mother was there aleo

at & coup—what an epoch-making 2oup he and Carter
would achieve if they could gather in the whole crew of
them at one sweep!

The Mabaraiah's demand, when the Tull cnse had boen
laid before him, 'was that the Indian authorities ghould
inetantly take poblic action in the:gpatter. Carter, how-
ever, handled him with masterfy] tact. The India Office,
he knew, would not kear of such a procedurs. Then the
gcandal which Banquo and his mother would turn to their
advantage had to be considered. The whole of India
wrould sesthe with the news. The disloyalists wonld lie and
gubtly twist it to their advantage. They would set abroad
the that the British Haj had deposed the real Muha-
i and sebstituted an impostor—a creature of their own,
and that this was the begrinning of the end—that .0-r
prinves were 1o be served in-like munner,

The Maharejah had seen the force of these argoments at
Inngth, =nd had submitted the whole management of his
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reitoration to the others. Therefors, it. had been desided,
after long conversation, that stealth was to be the wateh-
word, ﬂ% that & secret sxpedition into Eathoagor itself
was to be undertaken.

The Ohil?ef;:lf Pnlé]:r:: after m :rln m‘ﬁﬁ;idlii:mmd of rte!]u-
EIRmE, &E to proposal, warimgly
on ita extreme dapger. That wos the last word in
Harland's long review of the day's proceedings.

He glanced up. Carter sat motionless in his chair ; his
eyes were cloged, he wos fast asleep. Harland sprang up
aod eheok him by the shoolder.

“Walte up, you old cormorant! ™ he said,

Carter opened his eyes ond smiled blandly.

“1 like to eleep when I van,” he said. "1 don't suppose
I shall be overwhelmed with giomber during the next three
or four weeks,”

#* ™ * " s #

Latar that wesk Harlend wuas maede aware,of the im-

rtance of the mission he and*Carter were upon
g; the marked afflability of certain high officials. Extreme
gegrocy was observed., but there was a feeling in pelact
offf cireles thet sonething important was in wind.

And on the fourth day of that week snother persen made
his appearance on the scene. This was Ca ;

in Taylor suddenly found himself atiached to the

forthcoming expedition to KEathuagar. He was a lean man,
with o lean face, possessed of rather fine blue  eyes,
wrinkled at the oorners with sxposurs to the son. He was
s man who did not talk—he did oot believe in worde—
they only tired him. If it had been possible for him to live
plone on an uncharied islamd, and to be attacked by
savages from Monday morning to Saturdey night, he would
have been the bapplest man on earth. As it was, owing
to the flatness of his existence, his rather fine blue eyes
had teken on an expression of settled

He waa gloomy when he wes introduced to Carter, and
®e-unn. gilt of apprehengion was not of lightning-like order,
he remai somy for an hour afterwards,

Then he broke into sudden and dispomeerting lavghter,
showing strong, regular, white teeth,
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H:';Fn?” ke cried ineredulously. “Really ! I don't kelieve

Carter rﬁﬁeatali everything be had said all over sgain,
After that Harland reiterated the smne informalion, and
Taylor drew in & deep breath.

“Why it looks," he said, “as if there were & chance of
a regular Al dustup!”

Then, sshamed of his garrulity, and having talked him-
gelf out, he relapsed into blizeful silence.

“Just the man we want,” said Carter to Harland, when
the lean Captoin had departed. “He's spoiling for o fight,
and, unless I'm o Dutchman, he'll get it! "

CUHAFTER XV
A STHEET TH EATHNAGAR

Tee scantily-furnished, whit»-walled room was darkened ;
it was the hour of noon, and Harland had surrendered, like
oll the rest of that little world, to the mestery of the mid-
day beat. . )

'.E_:a.ﬂ and, reclining on hiz En.]le_h wmoked h.-:i'[?. Ha had
arrived at Kathnagar late the night before, with s certain
Elweh Giuch, in whose house he was now guartered.

The details of their secret entry into Kathnagar had been
arranged with the utmost minuteness. Carter’'s entire
future depended on the succesa of the expedition—Sanguo
had outwitted him in London, and his blood was up.
knew that the busineas he and Harland had undertaken
possessed avery possible element of danger, but the Maha-
rajah trusted him, the Indiz Office evidently still retained
a cortein amount of confidence in him ; refore there
must be no mistake. Both he and Harland now gave
Banguo full eredit for remarkable daring and sstuteness
The contest between them was to be o contest of giants,
but it wase to take place in the dark. The exigencies of
Indian politice demanded that this must be se. owe &
word of what wae about to take place in Eathnager was to
find itaﬁ:}f into the papers. ] =

The at, shuttered room, in which Harland now
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reclined, belonged to Elwah Ginch, the elderly brother-in-
law of Krishpa Coomar. Giuch was a rich merchant, as
loyal to the Mabarajah as poer Krishne Coomar had been.
At an urgent message from the Bombay Chief of Police he
had visited that eity, and bad been made acguainted with
the state of affairs. There had been a dramatic moment
in the Chief of Police’s house when Elwah Gioch had been
presented to the Ha-ha.mjlah.

The elderly merchant clicked his teeth ther. Fora
moment he believed devils were at work—he had known
the Maberajah since his childhood—and the Maharajah
stood before him. = And yet in Kathnagar there was also a
Maharajah |

Then Elwah Gioch reenlled that there had been much
talk in Kathnagar of the stealthy way in which the Prince
had returned to his palace after visiting Europe; but
underlying that talk bad not been the [aintest sus-
picion as to the true state of affairas. )

Elwsh Giuch, with the deepest homage, placed himself
totally at the Prinee’s servite. At the back of his Eastern
mind thers may have lurked a burning desire for vengeance
upon the assassin of his brother-in-law, but he parmitted
no suech private and, unimportant inclination to mar the
perfect serenity of hia countenance,

he first move in Carter's campaign was to employ the
sarvices of Elwah Giuch, who, under instructions, travelled
back to his home in Kathnagar, accompanied by » dark-
akinnad friend. Harland the same journey by the
same train, passing a3 a tourist :

The Maharajah, in the guise of a friend of the elderly
merchant, arrived a&hfﬂ at Qihch’s house withoot exciting
the leaat notice. Harland also took up his querters in
that house entirely unobserved,

It had been arranged that the Maharajah and Harland
weare to secrete themselves in.Ginch's house until Carter
was able to put his further neatly-arranged plan for
gecuring mccess to Sanguo into execution.

This plan waos simplieity itself, and had been devised
by Carter for securing easy access to the palace of Eath-
nagar. Carter had eabled Quilliom that some accredited
representative should be sent oo & sham errand to the
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false Maharajah ; and Quillinm, with the swift grasp of &
slt.'r.;ahhnn il:.hl.f.. cfhuI.E::htnnsad him, had mn?f“ﬂxﬁ:,m etters
to the palzce o nagar, GAnouUneing M
the EKing had been plented to confer on His hna:gﬁ
H.a.h.mahut a Enight Companionship of the
Btar :l! Indm,r_ and that Captain Taylor would have the
honour to-arrive very short tru announce that henour
uE‘i:ml]r to His '.I'{lgh.naaa ia news having been con-
through the proper channel to En.nquu 8 fraudulent
ajah, Banguo, off his guard, had seen that s suit-
able hnuaa near the palace itself was prepared for the
mﬂiﬁwn of Lag aylor and the ugr;uul representative
of India Office who acecompanied

These were the plans that had been lnid, and Carter, in
the guise of an official from the Indin Dﬂim, was uxpnct.ld
to arrive with Taylor that night.

Aa the afternogn wore on the city awoke alowly from its
enchanted dreams. The ¢rows emerged from the shelter
of the trees and came flupping and cawing into the narrow
street, ‘nghb footstepa hagnn 0 paﬂ.e-r beneath- Harladd's
window ; words in alaraufa ell upon his ears.
went to the window, and Hinging npan the shotters, stepped
on to the lo tj;g:n.—n little, au-:r. snowy-white balcony—the
thin stone of which was earved into marvﬁijnﬂl
patterns scarcely more tangible than

Bunlight waned, and the street grn.duu.lly filled. Harland
eunnnum! mﬂimmwn l]l:n "Lmnd ring mtdaml. ﬂ:ﬂu a acene

ing imagined of the strange-

Ex East. The richer memberas of the white-robed

mwdn wora silk turbans of pink, celadom-green, or sul-
phur-yollow; and moany of the men had painted on
their foreheads the sign of Bive—e white butterfly, with
winge expanded from either side of a red cirele. The
followers of Vishou were distinguished by a red and whita
tmlnnt painted between the eyebrows snd rising to the

"Whltdnlyuu think of it all ? " asked a soft voice behind
as Harland atepped back into the room.

“* Wonderfuol Al arlan ! ught it wou
R Ao s el ey g o Id
haﬂ been far more Europeanised.”

'he Maharajah, who h.nd. entered the room silently, was
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dressed in soft, white, native garments, and was wearing
& pair of green slippers ; he took out a gold cigarette-case,

ered Harland a ecigaretie, and took one himeelf.
he seated himself on Harland's bed and smoked for =
minute, staring dreamily before him. Either the retorn to
his native country or the fnct that he wore :.ga.i.n the cos-
tume of his roce appeared to give hin as added seriousness
and dignity. It struck Harland as st.nmgq. that this quiet,
dreamy-eyed man, seated on the end of his iron bedstead.
was the real ruler of the jostling, gorgeous multitude that
passed beneath his window that afterncon, was by birth
the lord of two million subjects, with the power of life and
death of an area hundreds of miles in extent.

“When I think of it,” daid Harland, “it takes my breath

awny.™

Tﬁ; Maherajah, seated on the bed, raised his dark eyes,

“Whnt? " he asked,

“This conspiracy against your Highness,"” said Harland ;
’jh The Ildea [t.ha.t'u. puppst impostor is posing as yourself in
the palace! "

To his surprise the Mabarajah merely smoked quietly for
o mingte, and then said: “In India such things bave hap-
pened many timea." .

There was silemes for n minute; then he rose, and,
laying & brown hand on Horlund's sleeve, spoke in a low,
anxious voice, . :

“You don't think there will'be any hitch! You don't
think thera will be any mistake—any accident?™

Harland reassured him.

1t occurred to me,” went.on* the Prince, *that Mr.
Carter might—might meet with an accident.”

“ T think we can trust Carter to take care of krimself,"
said Harland, confidently.

“Tn that case.' said the Prince, * he shoold pess here in
an hour. The bungalow selected for his residenct is thres
miles oot of the town, and is within & mile of the palace
itzelf, Unlees Sanguo’s suspicions have been aroused, the
%uri.iges from the Palace will meet Carter and Captain

pr at the station. There is a twelve-mils drive.
s the minutes sped, and Carter and Captain Taylor
became due t0 pass through the narrow street, the Prince
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betrayed his anxiety by walking restlessly back and forth
in the room. Elwah Giuch puat hiz obsequicus head in at
the door and asked if he could be of service to His High-
ness, but the Princs dismissed him with a feverish gesturs,
and- continued his walk.

An hour passed, Thﬂ- Prince confronted Ha.rlnnd " SBome-
t.hm has happened,” he said in a low voice.’

o, no,” said farland.
bemi 'at that moment they heard a shout from the street
ow

Both the Prince and Harland hurried to the baleony—the
Prince screening himself behind the shutters. Far down
the strest T-hzy' made out a Hoyal carriage drawn by
Imm n,% Arab horses, and driven by a coachman in the
ivery of the Mnharu]d'l Thiz man wore a gilt turban.
&nd mat like a statue on the box, whilst two footmen,
stationed at the carriage ateps, ran forward, clearing the
road with loud em'.au e people stepped hmk. other traffic
drew to the side of the read, and many salutations were
offered as the landau moved furward.

The carriage came nearer, and passed beneath Harland's
baleony. arland sew Carter lesning back on the
cushions, wearing o white svit and o sun-helmet. Beside
him, in umium, sat Gu.prl!an Taj.riu:. The carriage paased,
but neither Carter nor Taylor looked up at the window.

A second Royal carriage, piled with luggage, followed,
accompanied by Native servants.

The Mabharajah gave a dsep sigh of relief and stepped
back into the room.

CHAPITER XVI
THE HOUSE OF THE BILVER LILY

Carrer reclined at bis ease in the Maharajah's landan, as
the vehicle dashed forward, a.cnttarmg the throng in the
main street of EKathnagar. Like a guadEFauaml ha had
planned every detail of hia campai deni -
that the action he wnul:i take must be swift and decisive 4
he must strike his blow before Sanguo had time to suspect.

There was to be no poblicity. On that condition, a
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much-agitated :?,uilljm had cabled him carte Blanche, Ha
was empowerad to dispossess the usurping Amoola Khan
and captura Ea.n-y_m in any manner that suited him. Tha
SBecratary for India knew the danger of the adventure
upon which Carter and Harland bad embarked, and it waa
Ear["ect-l_jr understood that in the sdvent of any disaster
appening to either, the British Government would dis-
claim all knowledge of their existence:

Tha work of restoring the Meharsjah of Kathnagar
had taken on the character of a secret mission, and every
Government in Europe notoriously abandons its seoret
agents inm times of aiuﬂ and discovery. Carter was
fully aware of the riska he ran. He waa fully aware of
the mental power and subllety of the man against whom
lio had pitted himsell, and took extraordinary precautions
in consequence. Harland, for his part, welcomed the pos-
aibility adventure with boyish eagerness.

Captain Taylor, that blameless, monosyllabic, lean
soldier, peered stolidly from beneath his topee, eyed the
country, and inwardly appraised its sporting possibilities.
As the carriage drew out of the town and plunged along the
bilood-red road, he oecasionally pointed out to Carter [and-
marks and houees of wealthy Natives,

“What sort of plac. is this bungalow of the Silver Lily 1 *
asked Carter. )

Taylor locked at him with an appearance of thoughtful-
ness. Taylor's faculty of looking dmsﬁhm]:y intelligent
was ona of his chief socdal as-ets. But he was unillumin-
ating on the subject of the bungalow to which they wera
driving. It was just a bungalow like any other; rather
large, perhaps. Of course one storey h_lgl']h, a verandsh
round 1t; merally allotted to distinguished European
visitora. It Carter wanted to see a house that really was
a house, he ought to hop up to the British Resident's place
at Maliwar, : ; :

“What was the British Hesident thers like ™

For some minutes Carter dug monesyllables out of
Taylor, and arrived at the information that Taylor's late
tuup. Tior wae a fifth-rate billiard player, a second-rate shot,
and a first-rate cocktsil drinker; he had a wife with
a ekin like & lemon and & voice like & macew ; and that
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whenaver he foond a victim, he would play poker from
O e Do Mo s Ol T R
e carriage plupged along, and the agile brown footmen,
who in the crowded thoroughfare hu:i'gmned elong at it
side gesticulating and clearing the road, were pow squat.
hnﬁrcnmiumblr on its etepas.
“There you aore!” ssid Teylor, garrulously, after a
guarter of an hour,
He raised p sun-tanned hand and pointed to a low-lying
atch of white glmtm&thrnugh s sparse clump of trees
s they drew nearer, Carter made out o large, white brick
houee with & broad verandah, The houss wea surroun ded
hgl. little garden laid out in European fashion. The efforts
of the gardeners, howevér, had been somewhat frustrated
by the [ertility of the Indian soi'.
\f-a-dozen Native servania came pouring through the
?‘B.f& as the carriage stopped. They were swift, dexterous
ellows ; and the butler, a big-faced adipose, grave man, in
volumipous white robes, made many salaams, and con-
dueted Carter and Taylor along the garden path to & heavy
reen door which stood open, g&ving ingress to the cool
shad: of the house. This man, Kalim, was an old servant
of the Maharajah's, and spoke very creditable English,
Carter and T:.i;lur—qh!mhng in the sudden transition
from sunlight to shadow—made out in the living room a
dim figure, who spoke soft, melliflugus words, and offered
& grave, exaggerated Eastern salvtation on behalf of His
Highnese, who to-morrow would have the great honour to
rocaive them at the palace. This gentleman was the Maha-
rajah's Minister of State, s superb, aguiline-npsed Native
of magnificent manners ond immense lineage. Ha rceived
tham, delivered his l_n.ma?, and de E..'rt.BE like & epirit.
in the evening, when the Maharajah himself and
Harlapd arrived st the house in the guise of servants,
Ealim admitted them, and showed them the rooms sat
apart for their cccupation.
thﬂliim waa ';nt-iig hynuumﬁrinu!. '&Hn ieceived them with
g dignity due 1 position, &n avi acquainted
cutar!ﬁ their arrival, permitted them tongrmtr theo-
palves to their masters. Carter and Tayler, who were on
the verandah, ross instantly and entered the drawing-
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room. The lamp on the buhl desk was lit, snd the window
shutters closed.

In another minute the four men were alone together.

“Well? " guestioned the Prince, anxiously.

He stood in the middle of the room, robbing his hands
na”nuﬂli together, hie eyes fixed upon Carter.

“Thank God you arrived salely,” sald Carter, in a low
voice. * We were received here by your Highness's Minister
of State, and.are to receive » message in the morning
uyingkwhat time we are to present ourselves at the palace.
I think," he went om, “it would not be wise to discuss
ﬂlil?l- ere.” : : 3

“The walls are two feet thick,"” said the Maharajah, with
a emi

“Even walls two feet thick may have ears,” answered
Carter. “Who is this fellow Kdlim? " .

“A very honest servant,” enswered the Maharajeh. “If
I were to revesl myself to him—"

* Your Highnees has placed this matter in my hands”
went on Carter, still speaking under his breath,

*Yes, yes," protested the Prince; ® but—"

#71 think we all realise that wa are _:Iﬂu.imﬁ with a man
whose gifts it is dangerous to underestimate,” said Carter.
“Hanquo at the pressnt moment holds all the cards,
think your Highness understands that.™

Thai'rinm took his gold cigerette-case from his pocket,
draw oot a nifnrﬂtba, and was about to light it, but, remem-
bering his rils of servant, replaced the case in his pocket.

“P;rfeﬁux;‘* he said at last. “I place myself entirely in

our hands.
5 That night, when the Prince and Taylor had retired,
Carter and Harland _sat -together in the drawlog-room,
smoking and talking. The roomwas lighted only by the
ul:ul.dadg!amp on the hawi. exponsive bubl desk,

In the drawer of the buhl deak Taylor hadﬁl{amﬂ, undar
lock and key, the documents setting forth His Majesty's

racions desirs to erente the Maharajah of Eathosger a
night Commander of the Btar of India.

“Harland,” esid Carter, “did you notice the Prince's
inolination to reveal himeelf to that fellow Kalim? ™

Harland noddad.
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“It is quite what I expected,” went on Carter. “He is

rowing restless. It is only natural he should. We must
Eu&p a tight hold on him, or we shall have him firing the
mine befors we are resdy. Then there'll be the devil to
pay! As far as I cen make out thers is not & soul in the
whele State who has a suspicion as to the identity of the
fellow Banquo has put up.

Half an hour later, when Harland also had gone to bed,
and the whole house was in darkness, Carter, fosling a
little uneasy at the responsibility of the situation, took &
lamp from the drawing-room and made & cautious tenr of
the rooms. Kalim was the only servant who alept in the
bouse. Carter caoutiously tried the doors and the windows ;
they were all carefolly secured. ¥e returned to ile
drawing-room, extingoished the lamp, then, locking the
door, went to his own room.

Herland was also in his room, a little apartment pext to
Carter, his supposed miaster. The absedee of a lock on
his door did not disturb Harland, although he took the
precaution of plecing an upturned chair against it

Carter, however, was more suspicious. His bedroom
door was also without a lock. He struck a match snd ex-
nmined the lintel. The lock had been removed, and the
serew-holes filled with putty, coloured to match the paint.
It was singuolar that the putty had not yet hardened. mr
made that discovery by probing it with the point of his

cket-knife. Then he sat down on his bed-side and began

think. No sound remched his ears save the strange
busy murmur of far-away insects and the occasional ery of
a distant night bird. e sat in complete darkness and
listened. .

In the meantime Harland, having gone to bed, becam=

dissatisfied with the angle of the chair he had placed
inst the door, He foresaw that a slight draught against
door might send it down, and startle him from his

sleep. Therefore he ross and, removing the chair, stood

ot his door pondering a better method of fastening it

Buddenly he flung up his head and listened.

Bomebody was walking very softly in the interior of the
house. He heard distinet, gentle footfalls, which appcarea
to move [orward a few paces cauliously, and then to atop.
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Onea a period of five minutes elapsed, during which a
heavy silence reigned in the house, Then came a con-
tinuance of the footfallg—and again silence. Harland
retreated into his room, and drew on his clothee ewiltly
and silently.

Buddenly a thin beam ni*liﬁht. shone from the house on
to the trees in the garden and disappesred. Harland put
2 cautious hand to his hip pocket, and, etepping out on to

e broad verandak, began to make a detour of the house.

passed Carter’s window, stepping softly.

Harland at 1ﬂngc'||irh came to the closed shutters of the
drawing-room, and stopped. He knew that Carter had
locked fhe drawing-room deor and had gone to bed; vet
thers was o light there now. He waited a minute in the
stillness, then bent forward and looked in.

Instantly the light within disappeared.

“Don't make a sound,"” said o low voice in bis ear.

“You startled me out of my ekin,” whispered Harland,
turning to face Carter, whe was fully dressed, and stood
behind him, his face grave in the darkness.

“What is it?" asked Cartor.

“ A light that vanished," enid Harland, "I heard foot-
ataps in the house ; then 1 saw & light flash geross the trees
En thought I'd investigate. You locked the drawing-reom

oorl ™

“Yen," answered Carter. “The key's in my pocket. I
wua sitting on my bed, thinking, when you passed my
window. Have you noticed that the bedroom locks have
been removed?’ .

“Yor," whiepered Harland, “do yoo think the Prince is
pafo? *

“T've wet Taylor to keep guard over his door,” answered
Carter. “Sanquo’s in this, of course ; but it mey be that
he is merely cautious, and wonts to find cut if we are really
what we say we are. Kanlin is the only person sleaping in
tl::.vt:].:l house except ourselves. Are you sure thers was a
-4 tT "

arland nodded in the darkness
“We must keep an eye on Kalim,” said Carter, agd slip-
g off his shogs moved into the house, pausing at last
efiorsa Kalim's bedroom door. He listened there for a
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moment ; then, drawing & mateh from his pocket, ineerted
it in the interatice between the door and the lintel. Hawin
accomplished this, he took a sesend match and placed i
& hand's n above the first. He inserted three matshes
in this faghion, one above the other, & hand's span apart.
If Kalim's door opened the matches would fall, and it
would be impossible for bim to replace them, as he would:
not know at what distance apart they had been originally
insarted,

Carter returned to Harland as cautiously as he had gone.

“That accounts for Kalim,"” he said. “Now we will watch
the outside of the houge.”

For many minutes after that he and Harland stood
motionless, invisible in the shadow of the verandah, each
in such a position that he could watch one end and one
side of the house. Thus it was impoeeible for anyons to
leave the I:ru:'l&i.u% without their cognisance.

They had watched for half an hour, when the gloom of
the night pn the garden side wEs again gwept by a moving
blade of light. No sound had reached their ears. It was
Harland who saw the light, which issued from the dra.wlngi-
room &8 before. This time he took infinite paine to ave
making & sound, and again he peered thro the blind.

The drawing-room lamp, which Carter had axtinguished,
was lighted, and standing at the buhl table, with a bunch
of keys in her hand, was a bent, brown-faced woman.
wearing & snow-whita sari. She was betwean fifty and six
years of age; her bent bndy teemed with witality ano
energy. Bhe shot the keye through her fingers with tha
swiftness of legardemain. A momént later she drew up &
chair and seated herself at the desk, holding a particular
key in her fingers. One after the other she opemed the
drawers of the buhl desk, ingerting in each & deft, questing
hand. At length she drew forth the drawer containing
Taylor's eredentials and fimllmm'l document on India

ce paper, announcing the honour which His Majegty
proposed to confer on the Maharajah, She laid the p:ﬁﬁru
one after the other, on the desk-top, and, removin am
cautiously from the envelope, lezned forward and read
them closely in the light of the lamp. Her strong, bronza
profile was sharply outlined.
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As she read the papers, one after the other, Harland
szw her nod her head, apparently in satisfaction.

Once she looked up sharply, as a startled tiger may look
up from ita pray. Her eyes sought the door, then the
window. For a {raction of time the and Harland were ays
to eye. The full borning brightnees of her Fuu held his
for & moment. He knew that he was invisible to her, but
the hard ﬁ]itat.ar of thomse eyes was not a pleasant thing to
see, and he was not sorry that Carter, who had also seen
the light gleaming wcross the bughes in the garden, was now
standing beside him, participating in his view of the
mysteriona visitant.

he women, having scrutinised the docoments, began
ta replace them in the drawer.

#Harland,” whispered Carter, “I'll leave it to you to
catch her. A good wrench at the window and you'll be
inside!l I°ll waich the outside of the house, in case she is
oot alone.”

Harland nedded, and Carter moved gilent]ly away, The
woman in white sari had closed and was Jocking the drawer
when Harland suddenly shatiored the silence by bursting
openy the window, . . .

Without & start of surprise, without lmku:gBat him, the
woman leaned forward and blew out the lemp, But Harland
was in-the room. Through the heavy darkness he counld
see hor vaguely, s faint, hazy, white form, moving ewiftly
towards the door. But he had expected this manmuvre,
and was there before her. .

Sho tuorned and moved ewiffly towards a dark corner
of the room. Then, as hs sprang after her, o strange thin
happenec—the dim white outline of her sari grew still,
quivered, and, descending into the floor, disappeared.

As Harland struck a match he heard further stealthy
movements, In the flare of light he glanced about him,
The door was opén behind him, and at his feet—a pool of
white muslin—lay the woman's discarded sari, )

She had tricked him by slipping it off apd doubling td
warde ihs door. :
thf‘ﬁ lt‘: the lmp.]:nd ronning along the Bhssage pear: d

intarior of the house, Bre Was no slgn ol an
only Taylor, taciturn, st the Maharajah's door ; no sound
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broke the stillness. The three matches, a hand's lﬁan
art, remained in Ezlim's door exactly as Carter had
placed them.

For & few minutes Harland stood in the rush-covered
hall listening and f]nnmn; about him.

It was then that he heard & a-m.md a8 uE tvmipmnan of
iron clanking together. Later, when he had confessed his
failure to capture the woman to Carter, they decided to
watch all night. Carter himself had seen no one—no one
had attempted to leave the house,

Carter and Harland watched the outeide of the houss
throughout the small hours of the night, and until the
babel of voices from the servants’ quarters told them that
& now ﬂlr bad commenced. Theirs was a froitless vigil,

wever, and equally fruitless was the close search of
interior of the houss made in the company of Ealim i m
the early hours of the morning. The old woman, wha
sozsed & do glilmta key of the drawing-room and dup!mzt.tn
keys of the esk, had made no attempt to escape from
the house, and wase m not discovered within it

Ealim was at his wits end. He stared in bewilderment
gt the white sari found in the drawing-room, but when
Harland :‘?aka of the clanking of iron upon iron he had
heard in night & curious thoughtful look came into tha
Native's eyes

Both Carter and Harland noticed that look.

CHAPTER XVII
THE AUDIENCE

Canrer was dozing in & rush chair on the 'ur:m&a,hi after
his il of the night. Presently the clatter of hoofs

ails lm ears, and a horseman, bearing an invitation
E:a palace, reined in ot the gate.

Ealim presehted himeelf on the verandah and made
obeisancs to Carter, who took from his hand a letier gealed
with tha Maharajah's own seal—an elephant and two pea-
cocks. A elight smile croased Carter's features as he looked
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at the broad disc of searlet wax and thought of the two
rascals, the mmr and the less—Sanguoe and Amocla
Ehan—who managed to securs that emblem of
sovereignty end power.

Taylor in full uniform—as pretty & picture of highly-
burnished moldier ns omo migﬁg with to sae—sat beside

r during tha drive to the Royal Palace of Eathnagar.
He held on his knee the two large envelopes which con-
tained Quilliam's meseages to the Maharajah and his own
and Carter's credentials,

Harland and the Maharajah watched the carriage drive
away. Inthe Maharajah's fingers ley the letter summoni
Carter to the palace, the letter stamped with his own seal
feloniously used. As ihe ssund of the carriage wheels died
away he smiled & little as he serutinized the fractured red
dise. It waa o peculigr amile, & smile which disfigured his
refined features and brought a fierce light into his gentle,
dark brown eyes. He fuhfed the letter with great care and
placed it in his pocket, . . .

Eestasy, rapture, artistic appreciation were all entirely
outaide %’lrtf:r’a nature, but it was ond his power to sap-
Press & %nup of surprise when the Hoyal Palace of Kath-
nagar suddenly appearad before him at & turn in the road.
The cold fact that this palace is larger than any European
palage, that & million pounds w of chisellad marble,
jade, and lapis lazuli heve been lavished on its surface,
conveys nothing more than an iden of Oriental rddiga.litf,
But Palnce itself, o vision of rose-pink, ghuwin.g deli-
cately against a sky of azure, is a thing of beauty such
as is tuu':?a found in no other country in the world. The
splendour of its fiva hundred vwinkling windows, of its
eight gold-veined mininvets, the slendar grace of ita lofty,
Moorish-windowed tower, impress themselves on the imag-
ination as exotic, Eastern, dream-like, and wonder-
inspiring. . : ;

".Bhen the carringe, after traversing & drive that might
have admitted to an English country house, drew up at
length on the stone pavement at the foot of a flight of
whits marble steps, ter and Taylor alighted to receive
the salutations of the aristocratie Minister of State, whom
they had ssen the day previously, A squad of the Maha-
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rajah’s soldiers stood at attention, their bayonets glenming
in the dszzling sunlight.

Ag the Minister led Carter and Taylor up the marble
stepas towards the great burnished brass doors of the
slace, doors which glowed sullemly in the reflected light
rom the marble steps, three or four tame cheetahs, weu,rmg
silver muzzles, moved 1ang'm|:|%€ aside, and apain squatts
on the warm steps, watching them with bright ammber eyes.

Carter was wondering consumedly how Snm:ﬂm would
lay his part, for as yet there was no sign of him, The
Euminh doore opened noiselessly ; then, still followin
the dignified Minister of Btate, Carter and lor foun
themselves suddenly in the strange greenish gloom of a
vast mosaic-floored chamber. Having crossed the great
echoing chamber, they came at last to a little fi
black marble steps. Two tall Pathans, with grounded rifles
eved them as they Fuud. A door opened, and they fo
tﬂema&’tven in the Presence Chamber. In o Chair of State
placed before a gold curtair, was seated Amoola Khan,
wearing stark-white garments and o scarlet turban. On
pither gide of him stood a grey-haired Native holding a
slender white staff. ) )

Carter glanced sharply about him for & sign of Banguo,
but that astute gentleman was not preseut. A

Amoola Ehan rose snd came forward with a simplicity
and graciousness that would bave been commendable in
the real ruler of Eathnagar,

“Captain Taylor,” he eaid cordially, and extended his
hand, “I am most plensed to spe you again.”

' Blazing insolence! ” babbled Taylor inwardly.

Amoolsa. Ehan extended a similar courtesy towards
Carter, who gripped his hand heartily. He exhibited o
remarlable regemblance to the real ﬂmha.ra.jah, and showed
gvery evidence of having been educated at s good school
in England, Carter wondered how it came that he was
willing to risk his life at Sanquo’s bidding.

But whers was Dr. Banquol Would he deem it advis-
able to show himeeli at this interview 1

The formalities between Amoola Ehan and Captain
&y]ar oecupied a quarter of an hour, and it was not until

ey were concluded that Amoola Khen beckoned to his
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aide the lean, aquiline Minister of State, and spoke to him
in Hindoostani,

The Minister of State, on his part, opened the black
door by which the:i;hnd entered and transferred the mes-

= to one of the Pathans on guard there. .

‘1 should like,"” said Amoola Ehon suavely, to Captain

Taylor, “to introduce you to my new medical adviser.”
'mylor bowed.

Carter broke the milence: “Your Highness must feel

deeply the loas of your old tuter, Erishna Coomar,”

looked steadily inte the other’'s eyes, but- Amoola
Ehan merely shook his bead and passed his slender ringed
hands one over the other.

The door opened, and Lr. Sanguo entered.  He stood
within tha thrashold waiting to be summongd forward.

" Gad” thought Taylor, “the fellow pliys his part
devilish well!’ .

Amoola Ehan a few minutes later appeared to becomke
conseious of the Doctor's presence, and, graciously beckon-
ing him forward, introduced him first to Taylor, then to
Carter. Certer waa interested to notice that the Doctor
gtill retained his alins of Bangno.

It was the firet time he and this arch-rascal hod stood
togsther face to face. The Doctor’s bold, narrow-syed frce
looked darker in contrast with his white linem smt. His
manner was confident. Whatever had been the circum-
stances of their meeting—if Sanguo had been the greagest

ttarn of benevolence m the world—Cartsr and he wounld
B:va been enemies instinctively. Banguo was conscious
of this s Carter momentarily held his fingers in & firm
handshake. He koew, in some subtle, intuitive fashion
that the man before him waes portentions and dangerous.

Carter for his part seemed in that moment better able
to understand the capacity of the man sgainst whom he
had pitted himeelf. He gave Banquo t for outwitting
him In London, but he glummd himsell not a little on the
knowledge that until thet moment Sanguo had not been
coppeious of his sxistence.

Their hands fell apart—the incident was at an end. But
Banquo felt & natural desire to see more of this man
disliked, this handsome, tall emissary from the India Office.
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With the swilt, conscious appraisement of o man jud%ng
an infarior in intelleet, he di=missed Taylor as negligible
But Carter was a man to fathom, a men to gquestion—and
perhaps & man to watch

Amocla Khan, with a magunificence which caused Taylor
to ejaculats inwardly, “Damn his insolence | ¥ announced
that he desired their mmIanJr at dinner one night that
week, and that there would be » féfe in the gardens after-
wards. Also, following the custom uswally extended to dis-
tinguished visitors, he informed them that his Minister of
Btats was awaiting their pleasurs to inspect the palace—
that is, the main state-rooms of the palace, the zenana of
course being inviclable.

It fell out that Dr. Banguo, and not the Minister of State,
showed t.han:hbth.raugh the various rooms. Taylor, who hed
eeen it all 'before, suppressed his yawns and clattered
elong, the picture of ill-concesled boredom. Carter, how-
ever, was vastly wide awake ; this was exactly what he had
hoped for., could searcely suppress a smile at the
manner in which his antagonist was pr ing into his hands.
To have your enemy invite you into his beleagured city and
show wyou all the weak pointz of his defence is & piece of
goad f‘:\rtu.nn that seldom falls to ¢ combatant. !

Carter’s naive curiosity, his trick of opening windows
and looki out, his fondnesa for opening and shutting
doors, puzzled Banquo, but nppeared to arouse no sus-
picion in him.

The Maharajah's sleeping apartments were on the first
floor, overlooking o large fountain copied from Versnilles.
Iu the distance, 'geyund this fountain, stogd a long-storeyed
building, the Maharajah's private tiger-house. his
building was an improved copy of the lion-house at the
London Zoo, and was inhabited by fifteen t:lzﬂrlh some cf
whom had been recently captured, a dozen wolves,
leopards and cheetahs. )

e Maharajoh's state bedehamber opened into o passage
which ran the egtire le of the palace, and eame to
ap end at a curtath, bevond which began a passage leading
to the zenans, inviolable to all save the Maharajab him-

1f,
“Cnrter tock in the details of this room with particular
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interest, and, as he politely saved Banguo the trouble of
rlosing the door when they stepped into the passage again,
he noticed ita peculizr thickness. The lock, however, was
a trivial gilt affair, 'bmu’ght- from Paris. Carter left the
paloee, however, with the thﬂ“fhtr in his mind that & Maha-
rajah does not depend upon locks for his nightly protec-
tion.

* * - L ] *

The féfe promised by Amoola Khan fook place some
eveninga latar, and when the House of "the Silver Lily
awoke from ita midday siesta, the dusty red road from
Kathnagar to the Mahargjnh's palace began to grow popu-
lous with » ptreaming multitude, the first comers of the
advance guard intent on securing good places from which
to obtein a view of the Royal fireworks.

Harland was watching the seene with keen intarest when
he noticed a short, ben ure on the far side of the road
attempting to breast the tide which ewept only in the diree-
tion a? the Maharajah’s palace. The figure hecame notice-
able by the very fmet that it was the only one moving in
that direction.

Something familiar in the contour of the lowered, muslin-
gwathed head caught Harland's :gl&. He plunged into the
throng, and worked his way to the far side of the road.
The was some distance away now, making its slow
progress forward ; many animated townafolk separated it
from Harland, but he pressed in purseit, and a minuts
later Iwid his hand on the shoulder of o bent old woman
who turned & sharp, aquiline face towerds him and n}recl
him with & swift, suspicious glance,

Harland's grip remained guite firm on ber shoulder.

“You got away neatly thres nighta ago,” he said. “How
did you get out of the house! And what did you want
with those papersi” ) .

The look of keen intelligence in the woman’s eyes began
to fa’e away. Bhe blinked st him stu :d.!i, and answered
in plaintive Hindoostani. Harland ordered her to answer
in lish, She ghook her head vacantly, and broke out
egain In Hindoostani.
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re Ynu appear to.be abla to read English elearly if you
1'6.” suid Harland, sharply,

Tha woman made duprmumrdgemlmu—uha was pluioly
wondering what the sahib could wont with her-—a poor,
barmless woman making her way with such pothetic diffi-
culty against this great horde of sight-seera.

" \:ﬁat w?rer you doing in that house with keye you had
no right tal”

But the woman stared at him with imploring, bewildered
eyes. She talked and made loose. pointless gestures with
her hands—she, appeared to be on the poinl of tesrs—a
gcene wag imminent and Harland was at o losa. A scene
between himself and a Native woman in that crowd wad o
dm:.gur and an impossibility. He wondered if the wowsn
fnem as much, and was lﬁung_ta bring it about. He
ooked at her again; g nttitude end vacamg
stare bafed him, His ]u.m:l ha. already alipped from her
ghoulder ; he hesitated & moment, then torned and mode
his way back to Carter, who was th]l at the gate,

*That was thu woman whoe was in the drawing-toom
thres nights ago.”

“The devil it was!™ said Carter. “It might be worth
while atn:.l'}lmg in hﬁrwwﬂm for}-ﬂu, u.u;ﬂ her i

Being men, t were able fo keep in view over
the heads of the crowd. Bhe glanced back once or twies
as they advanced, but it was doubtful if she saw them.
After about ten mioutes o) progress she turmed from the
animated road inte a lane branching ot & might amgle.
Waiting in this lane waa & strange, ﬁ; ; ghaped, zebu-drawn

B

vehicle, The stream of u:ghucam on, obltersting
Carter gnd Harland where the over the
heads of the crowd. The little wnmm. without aesist-

ance, climbed into the MW Bhe ont
her head and called the driver, who came inke vmﬁﬂm
first tome. He was a tall; moscular fellow, with & sprree
black beard, Harland knew him in an instant.
“That's Hajiz! * he exelaimed to Carter. “The mon who
Seipe Sanquo to lash me to the bed in the Folden
tom.
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CHAPTER XVIIL
SANQUO OVERSHADOWED

HArLAWD wus right in his surmise, and under Hajiz's per-
gsuaizsion, the old woman's zebus stirred in their ebtemal
sleep, and moved dreamily nlong the qtuiat- lane. Presently
Hujiz heard at his back the rattle of brass rings as the
curtaing of the vehiele were drawn aside; he knew that
hiz mistress had thrust out her vulture noss and was
looking at the hurrying crowd, now growing mebulous as
the cart drew further from it. Her small eyes plowered
into the distance, her lips moved rapidly. She rubbed
her shoulder, and curse Harland’s present and future in
E‘hm native formula  with astounding venom and energy.

en suddenly she withdrew her head, closed the cortains,
and vanished into the interigr of the eart. .

The zebus ambled forward in contemptuous indifference
to Hajiz and the whole world,

The cart made a detour, and at last drew up before a
house in the suburbs of Eathnagar. The old woman, with
g rapid look to right end left, ended cautiously from
her vehicle and passed through the house into a smgll
room overlooking & garden at the back.

Half-an-hour later Bonguo strode into that roobm,
cu.r':-ﬂvé his topee in kis hand. A ourious something lit
in nﬁd woman's eyes 88 she looked apon his tafl; agile
figure. In Banguo’s expression, too, a subtle change took
nce. If it were possible for his Teatures to contain s
ook of tenderness, that look was there now.

“Well, my mother?* he guestioned.

Gunara ji put up her arms and embraced him ; then
with a characteristie, imperious, swilt gesture of the hand,
indicated that he should seat himself. He drew a cruahﬁa
wicker chair t]]-:ruirdn t.vl:ia tﬂ:lgbu- and sank 'bli-::k 1-::1 it. He
was witching her face eorbed, eoncentra) Ehze.

“Wellt" re?aa.taad Banquo agein, This time there was
a faint note of impatience under. :.'|'||¥l his question.

“All is well, my son.” Sanguo had spoken in English,
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bot she answered in Hindoostani., “Three mighte sgo 1
went in through the compound and opened the door with
my key. The papers were in the buhl cabinet, as we had
sugspected. - 1 examined them all. There was no doubt of
Qill.lllm-ui’n signature. Taylor's ecredentials and theose also
of the other man are in periecet order.™
In the pause that followed her last words her lips
hqhtm_wd, a look of fierce resentment leapt into her-eyes.
*This is not work for me,” she said. "I am too old for
rash thin Tha white servant of this man Carter burst
in thro the window upon me. I escaped only becouse I
knew the house well. To-day that same servant knew me
again, and gripped me by the shoulder on the road. . You
bring these things upon me, oy son, by your want of
atmu.gth. in your haste to move guickly, yvou neglect to
repare the ground.” Bhe suddenly turned ﬁur eves full on
Eim and held him with her e. “1 fear, sometimes, my
Henry, that vou are like that fool, your father. I had
hupﬁ you would follow me ; I had hoped the gods would
allow: me to work out my destiny throughryou. There ia
the warmth of the Eust in my veins, the ambition of Great-
ness in my bones. I have planned a mighty future for you,
It Vighnu had brought me to earth u mon, I would have
held this India in my strong srms as a mether holds a
child,. T would have built up an Empire greater than the
Empire of the Moguls. I would have plucked out this little
white thorn that stings our flash.” o
She was a woman born with mighty ambitions. Asa
irl of high caste in Benares, she had sought to realise her
Emamu. by laying her finger on the heart of Addimon, the
waalthy gmlch merchant. * Her beaut&r at that time was
gaid to have been amazing. She moulded men as o potter
moulds clay. Never for a moment could Addison bave
denied her & thing she ealled upon him to do. Like the
old scheming Empress of China—who also rose from ob-
scurity—she never rested, never cemsed to intrigus, never
ceased to spread sedition, and the hopes of a glorious
Fastern future for India— for 2 new Lndian Empire,
She was disappointed in her son; he was me.ely a
brilliant scoundrel, buf he was the beat tool she had begn
able to find, No one ever knew the real heart of this
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women—whether a true love of India actusted her ambi-
tion, or whether she coveted power for its own sake,

8he fell into silence at last. Emﬁo uﬂnke again.

“I puspected this mission, my mother, he eaid, “because
of ite suddenness. It seemed strange that the Government
E:T'id suddenly thrust an honour on the Maharajah in this

RO100.

The old woman raised a peremptory hand.

“Your own feebleness is to blame!” she retorted. *If
vou had worked boldly and swiftly, as one who is chosen
of Destiny, there -7ould have been no ground for sus-

icion. "
’ Sanquo ventured to interrupt her. .

“T told you before, my mother, There was no time to
do away with him. You don’t understand the conditions
in England. If I bad delayed another hour in London, I
should have been seized by the police, and the whole
scheme would have coms to nothing.” .

“Ag it is,” said the old woman, fiercely, “vou pre in fear
every day that he may escaye and make himself Lkoown.”

“Thera is nb fear of that,” said Banquo, “I have paid
men to wateh the ship ; if he attempts to get to India—"

The old woman paered at him with hard, narrow eyes and
uttered pn exclamation of contempt under ber breath. Bhe,
clasped her beautiful brown hands t;ghﬂ'y together.

“1f Vishnu had but made me a man|” she said.

During & long silence she smoked, and peered out towards
the cool green of the garden. ;

“ Amoola Khan is wax in our hands,” she said at length,
in her dArowsy voice. “He is the little puppet who dances
to our string—he is the silken glove that hides our strong
hand.”

She suddenly turned her eyes on Sanquo; her words
beceme sharp and staccato: “'We never were so near
guccess as now. MNow is the time to move with soft foot-
pt.l:',‘pp. and eilent tread. The machines are safai™

“Thay are in the vault beneath the palace,” mnswered
Sanquo. He rose and walked to the window. “The Resi-
dapt & & fool,” he said ; “and we can afford to forget. him.
But 1 wish this mission were over—this visit from Taylor
and the man from the Indis Office.”
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t:ld ﬂ?:pwh nothing there,” said his mother, smoking
steadily.

“1 have seen the man Carter before,” eaid Hanguo,
turning towards her. “I cannot recollect where.”

" %nu.ldnuhl. him 1

“Ng."

The old woman's eyes were upon him ; she caught the
faint note of hesitancy in his voice and strove to dispel the

suspicion. ] .
“I have told you his papers were in order, But this
servant of his,” she weat on, *1 do not like." Banquo
laneed at her guestioningly. "It was he who seized me
the ehoulder 'ﬁﬂ-dﬂ-{ ;" an evil light cama into her eyes.
“He iz arrogance itself. that ons,”” she seid. * Last might
when I examined his luggage, while he end his masier
watchod for me outside the bungalow, [ found his dressing-
oase more expensive than his master's. What do you make
of that, my Henry !

* You misbook the bag of the servant for that of the
master,” said Sanqguo with & =mile.

“The servant's bag was in the servant's room,” went on
the mother, quietly ; “moreover, tha name he is known by
at the huu&. ow i# not the name I found upon the letters
addressed to him ingide his case.” : ¥

“What1" exclammed Sanquo, quickly, swift suspicion
leaping into his eyes, Then he turned to the window and
gtared out, remaining silent for & minuta.

*What was the name upoo the lettere! " he asked, in &
m%, casual voice.

“Harland—Philip Harland,” answered the old woman,
and she continued to smoke steadily.

Sanquo had not moved, But his averted face had changed
awWi ‘t.éy A strong likenesa to his mother became apparent,
j it 'd?].';, my scn, what is it thet makee you afraid] " she
ae

I
Sanguo turned on ber swiltly and fiercely.

The pame of Philip Harland conveyed nm‘.ii to her, but
to him it eonveyed everything. For the next lew minutes
his personslity dominated hers. He poured oot to Eir in
full that.which she already knew in part—the history of
Harland's pursuit of him in Lopdon. %l sdmitted to heg
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that he had underestimated Harland, bad counted him a
foel. When at length he ceased his narrative and grew
silent again, his mother rose soltly from her divan, and
coming to him where he stood at the window, laid a hand
on his shoulder. The singular light in her vivid n{l‘u, the
eloquence of her low, vibrant voice, magnetised him.

“ Listen, my son,” she whispered. . . n

An hour later Sanauo left the houss of Gunara Tukaji
and leapt into his saddle.

Away from his mother he grew more resolute, more self-
reliznt, more watehful. In a sense her superior mentalit
oppiessad him, and appeared to blumt his faculties. This
evening, howaver, his watc¢hfulness failed him in slight
degree. As he torned the corner of the road some hundred
yards from his mother's house he glanced among the trees
which shadowed the path to right and to the left.

He saw no one there, and another pawn went to Carter
in this strange game which Fate was playing with the lives
of men.

CHAPTERD XIX
A WATCHFUL MOTHER

Tae Residency of Kathnagar was & fine, comfortable
building, strategically situated, not too far away from the
palace to ba out of tonch with the doings therein, and not
too near to appear inquisitively elosa. The main featurs
of the Residency was the garden beloved of IMJ Btrickley,
wha, h=rd woman as she was, had yet & tender place i,_ln
her heart for the gil:lrj" of an Kastern garden,

The day preceding that on which Sanquo learned the
astounding news that Harland was at the Houss of the
Bilver Li‘Jﬁ, disguised as a servant, E:EJ Btrickley spent
the-cool of the evening surv. the ordered grandeur of
the Hesidency garden. Finally, having dismissed from her
presence E:Em the gnarled old kesper of the garden,
she ascended to the verandsh. L )

8ir Boris was stretched upon & rndmpq;hm. wearing
g thin silk suit. A light silk rug lay at his fast ; & medicine
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botile, a tall glass, and a few straws occupied a little table
at his side.
“Boris,” she said—they were alone in the privacy of the
hj,a‘vnundl.h—"ﬂorin. I'va been thinking.*
ir Boris rolled his head, and looked af her with lack-
lustre eyes. He had nothing to say, and he eyed her in

silence. 2
_“I've besn thnking, said Lady Btrickley, “about the
alar behaviour of the India Office.”
ingulari ™ questioned Strickiey. s

“Tt was singular of them," anewered his wife, * to
suddenly order you baclk here again. It was singular of.
them to suddenly break your leave. A few months ago they
wera ing in Caleutta that you were past work."

Strickley drew himself up on his A

“It is quite natural that they should turn to me,” he
said, “when this mix-up about the Maharajuh arcse, No
one knows Eathn as I know it; no one knows these
people as I know them.”

“Don't speak quite so loud, Boris.”

Lady Strickley laid a hand sn her husband’s wrist and
lanced sbout her. Not only walls, but luxurious, thick-
oliaged gardens have ears in India.

“Well,” went on Bir Boris, in & lower tone, “they wanted
me to be here to see matters were arranged without pub-

licity, .If I hadn't had the forethought to warn them, the
whole blame would have come on my shoulders. Many a
poor fellow who has given his whole life to the Government
of Indian has been snapped off like a twig, just becausa
he hasn't had the eubtlety to see through the trickery end
chicanery that lurks in all these Native Btates. hap-
pened to be quick enough to see what was going on, so 1
gaved my skin, and I expect the Caleutia authgritics are
inning to {eel & bit foolish——" .

“Yes, yes | ' broke in Lady Btrickley impatiently. “You
did splendidly, Boris! But what I want to talk about is
the real reason for onr returning hera.”

“Real reasoni” questioned Strickley.

“We were not ordered back here on your account, Boris,”
said Lady Strickley, suddenly, “nor on mine.”

Btrickley locked at her and smilad. The idea that she
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ghould eouple herself with him in this connection struck

him a8 an amusing piece of feminine presumption.

y "I? thet case,” he eaid, “why were we cordered back
&re L

"We were ur:le‘milbaek here because Anastasia hng];ﬂna
to be an exceptionklly besutiful girl; because the India
Office, represented by that horrid ﬂmnt Bmith, is eapible
of anything | Den't you see how thi.n%n are § Surely, Boris,
you are not as blind as you appear to be? Everything is s
clear to me as daylight. The very week you obtained your
leave and left for home the Maharajah found it OeCEsSary,
for the sake of his health, and for the sake of studyi
international policy, that he, too, should travel to England.
As long as we remained in Loodon the Maharajeh remained
in London, and the minute we returned to Eathnagar the
Maharajah returned! Now,” went on Birickley, 1
beve made up my mind! 1 intend to speak to Anastasia
to-night. It's scandalous that the Maharajah should dure
to raise hia eves to herl "

“Ehi" barked Sir Boris, He sat up qvuéukly, a8 though
his ;v;ift had stuck a pin in him. " What's that you
¥ The *-harajah is in love with Anastasial®

“In Jovel” . .

wT§ you weren't as blind as & bat you'd have seen it long

t EL

“Ohl"” gasped Btrickley with immense relief, "is that
all?” He poused a moment, then spoke with a casual eir,
“If you knew as much about ?[m;l:n.l as [ do,"” he said, “you'd
know that a Native prinee is in love with every de-

ing ean waman he sees! OGenerally the plamp
ones,” he added with & smile. " Our women,” he went on
sententioualy, “appeal to the Native fancy ; there's a sort
of romance connected with a beautiful English woman in
their eyes.”

Lady Strickley was waiting impatiently. BSir Boris was
not & good talker, but he was a determined one, and when
once the slow wheels of his mind had started moving, be
wan nct to be :;lirped easily. When he had talked .
ia;(n‘h a standstill, Lady Btricklef launched her thunder-
D



93 A PRINCE OF INDIA

“Boris, she ﬂm:l “it's my. duty g2 Ansstssin’s mother
to send her back home at once!™

“an&l_ua' " eaid Sir Boris masterfully.

“Bhe's in love with the Mgharajah—I'm certain of it!
What's more, sha's over head end ears in love with him!
I've been watching ber for I‘rl'tu':gha'ﬁ few d-pru. You don’t
kndw—you don't understand these thing as I do "—her
volos softened & little. ** She said to me last night that she
had never rea.!dy felt the bezuty of the garden until now.
And I watched ber later when the moon rose. She was
stapding &t her window locking out - she shivered a little,
ned when I {w.lled her gnd she turned to me, I eaw tbat
tears were in her e mclhlg musi be done, Borie.”

Gir Boris raised {umaﬁlf in his chair and strode towards
the door of the house. He waved his hand at his wife as he
wenb.

“Nongense,” he said ; “nonzenes ; there's nothing in it!
Bﬁ;tﬂ :t.'i] uu.m[:.r you at sll I'll talk to Ansstasia myeslf
about it

“You'll talk to her! ¥ow'll do mothing of the Lind! "
said Lady Strickley, following him, “I tell nu aha*u. in
jove., Anastasia is capabla of love—I know You're
not to interfare in this matter, Boris. 1 fqlbld wee [

Later when husbend and wife dicappeared inta the honse

a brown, goarled man moved from the shadow nf a tres
nmr the vergodsh and stepped nmae!e.s-s't mt-u
jungle of the garden. He was & little, ol m..ui,n
a.mumt gerdener. with startlmglj' hnﬁht By aE h.'tg: m—
head, and & small peaked chin. As be wam’ho
softly to himsalf m liguid tones. The words tlu.t mm&
almost noiseles from his lips were garbleg b
spunds, tesqualy reminiscant of the bnrﬂng vmna Bir
Burla nn of the firm, clear tones of Lady Str.

at night Anaetasa Strickley, arrayed in a w}.uta dinner
dress, retired to her room, closed the shutters, and dis-

missed her woman,

“To-night I shall not need you, Pretarbi,” she said in
& low volee.

A few minutes later the door handle clicked, sl Anas
tasia turned, to find her mother on the thresheld. Lady
Strickley elosed the door.
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" Wherae is Pretarbi?” ghe asked.

“1 sent her away ; I don’t need her to-night, mother.”

Lady Emck!i’ncrussgd the room,

“8it down, Anastasia,” ghe said. “I want to talk to
FouL

Anastasin glanced swiltly into her mother's face. Her
heart-beats guickened apprehensively ; she knew not why.

“T find you looking o little pale,” went on Lady Strickley.
' The heat of Kathnagnr is not good for you. 1 have there-
fore arranged with your father that you and 1 should
return home. "

“To Englandi®

It waa Anastasin who spoke. A einpulor stiliness had
fallen upon her like a mantle, and her heart, which had
begun 1o beat apprehensively, quickened to o wild throb-

bing.
"%f we gothe day after to-morrow,” said Lady Btrickley,
“we ¢an cstch the next boat.™

CHAPTER XX
A LOVE INTERLUDE

AnasTasia glanced at the little clock on her dressing-tabls,
and ns her eyes rose again she met her own glance in the
depths of the mirror. The pollor of her face had fed, &
deep rose-rad tide of colour glerified ber chesks, her eyos
ghone ; she wos conscious agsan of the beating of her heart,
This time it best in wild, throbbing tumult. Joy end pain
mingled mndistinguishably She orossed the room, put out
the fis:hh and for a minute paussd—a faint white figure in
the darknesa.

Bhe moved softly to the shuttered window, drew aside
the shutters, and listened for a moment, Then, taldng an
enveloping dark cloak from her wardrobe, passed out on
to the verandah, Keeping close to the wall of the house
and out of view of the watchman aqun.ttinf in the garden
at the front of -the house, she moved softly forward. A
minute later she was upon the smpoth path below the
verandeh, bad fiitted noiselessly forward, und was lost to
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view. Bave for the pallid oval of her face she was invigible
as she moved, here and there, among the heavy shadows
of the trees

Presently she emerged before a pale sheet of light.  The
whis of moving water came to her. DBelow her &
puncf an ﬁr‘hﬂ ial pond, with a marble basin, and- low
ma wall.

i " she whispered, “Rao,” and the next moment was
folded in his arms. Her surrender ta his embrace was ab-
gplute, complets, and unresisting,

Then suddenly’ ehe held herzelf from him. The Maha-
rajnh’u face beneath his turban was darkly visible

‘I had great difficulty to get to you to-night,” he whia-
pered. “My good friends Carter and Harland guard me
every minute. However, to-night I went to bed early, and
with Kalim's aid I was I;j:le to come hers, but only on con-
dition—the frithful Kalim determined to come with me”

“With youl " repeated Anastasia,

“He is hiding ngw in the distance of the garden,” went
on the Maharajah. “The dorkoesa [rightens him; he is
fat, and short of breath.” : ?

He laughed =& little, and, ﬂu‘eu.dmg hig arm through
Angstasia’s, led her towards the q;:&*e of oranee-trees,

“"Rao,” said Anastasia, “I have news. 'l'o-night my
mother came to my room. Bhe s cta ue."

“She suspected us in London,” said the Maharajgh, “but
ina few days, when I am restored, when these misereants
are cleared out from the palace, then I shall come to her
in my troe character, and ask her formally for your hand.
You will give me that band, little white flower of my soul 1”
he whispered passionately. As he spoke hp r.ised her
fingers to his lipa,

"My hand and heart are yours glready, Rao. 1 can
hardly tell you what I have to say, but it means separation
e e e Inughed woltly

8 Prince softly.
“Can one,” he asked, “separate the heart from the

“You don't know my mother,” said’ Anastasia. *You
don't know how determined, how strong she is when she
makes up ber mind.”
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“Can her mind,” asked the Prince, “make up your life1
Can it give you love, or take love from youl

Buddenly Anastasia turned towards him.

“1 want you to understand,” she said,” that I can't resist
her. The day alter to-morrow ehe is going to take me
away, Bhe would never coneent to our marriage, 1 am
certain of that ; I have been eertain of it all a.lnn% Often
when I have wanted to confide in her, the thought of her
implacable opposition to a marriage between us has held
me back, Rgro, I think che would rather gee me dead
than married to you!™ )

“To a ' Native,' " said the Maharajah, quietly. “Bhe is
like that, I understand. Cold and hard, and without
understanding.™ .

“But I love you,” said the girl—"and the day after to-
morrow 1 must go away ! " . :

There was silence for a long minute. Night sounds came
to them from the dreaming garden. Thenm the Prince
spoke aguin. ) )

“1 can do nothing now,”" he said. “so long a5 I am in
hiding. But in a few days Kathnagar will be mine again.

ou must not let your mother take you away. Bhe cannot

ke you from me Anastasia. Rather than that,” he said,
suddenly, sitting wp with his hoad erect—"rather than
that, T woald sacrifice everything! Kathnagar iteelf and all
that Kathnagar mcans to me. Then would you and 1
myeteriously creep out.together, and vanish from the eyes
the world."”

He stopped suddenly. Powerlfo love, and the power to
express love, was inherent in him. The strangeness, the
charm, tLs Western wonder of #nutma-’l beauty had Ilm:.g
evoked & ldwe in his mind, which had grown to an over-
powering passion. In the few minutes thet they had been
together he had forgotien that he was of the East aod she
of the West. When Anactaszia had epoken of her mother's
objection to the marriage, & sudden flare of contemptuous
resentment at Lady Btrickley's attitude had moved within
him. But the idea that this insignificant woman of the
West could object to him—to & Rajput of eight centuries
of Royal birth—puzzled him, creating in his mind astonish-
ment rather than anger.
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“You understand, Anastasia, what I have saidi ™

“1 underetand, Hao."

“You must remain in Eathoagar until I am restored.
Then I will ride in to eee your mother, and make my
demand. That is settled. But if she seta her will against
yours, and makes it so that there is no escape, then we
will do as 1 Bl{-” o

Hea si.n'pEad a mpl,]q and clasped both her ha,.nda in his.
E”Y&g?r’wﬂl comea with me seeretly] You will not be
afrai

Anastasia nodded her head slowly.

“1 will come,” she whispered. ‘T am alraid; but I
trust you, Bao. And you will be kind to ma always, just
as now] It ia true, is it not, that a marriage betwesn us
could be happy—that you would not make me regreti "

The Maharajah did not answer, but in the light of the
climbing moon, the burnished rim of which had risen above
the purnla-black trees at the edee of the garden, Anastasia
read adoration in his eyes ; and for a moment they remained
i 10 fuce. Uhe Prince’'s ince drew nesrer; somethin
oool and soft foated dowe and settled on the back o
Anaatasia’s hand,

“Raa, the petals are falling,” she whispered, and with-
out knowledge of the cauee a shudder went thivugn her.

“Not yob," anawered the Primce; “they are only now
beginning to bloom.

A silence followed, and o low wailing no. came to them,

“That is Ealim calling me,” said the Prince. “He is
either afraid, or he thinks:I have been with you too long.”

Anastasia rose suddenly to her feet.

“I had forgotten time, I hgd forgotien every'hipg. 1
will send another message to you to-morrow.e HRao.”

"And you will not goi"

"1 mIiFnot. ?'D." 5

“Then in a few daye I will come nnd see your mother.
When she understands, her anewer will be less unkind,”

“Now I must fly,” whispered Annstasis. She had grown
suddenly afraid.
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CHAPTER XXI
THE FLAN OF ATTACK

Carrer had establishod weveral things in his mind. 1a ths
firet place, & new ensmy had arisen in the person of the
sinigter old woman who had examined the documents in
the buhl gabinet somr days before. This old woman was
Gunara Tukaji, SBenquo’s mother, He felt no doubt of
that, for he bad followed her gebu cart to the outskirts of
Eu.t.l'magar and seen her enter the house.

Hea had waitad and esen Sapguo ride up and enter the
houss, then subsequently ride away again. Another thing
Carter had established in his own mind was the certainty
that the House of the Silver Lily contained a secret
entrance which, given leisure, it was his business to dis-

oovar.

Recalling the thres matches he had placed beteen the
lintel and %hu door of Kalin's room, he decided that Ealim
was & pL..3™ to bae trosted.

QOne night, a week after their arrival, Carter entered
the drawing-room and found Taylor, Harland and the
Maharajah 1n conversation. ‘That is, Harland and the.
Muharajah telked, and Ta{.;lnr listened with an air of
suprems oomprehenaion. hey all turned ae Carier
enterad, snd the Maharajsh rose [rom his chair and made
a confession. Ealim had half recognised him, he said, and
he hed therefore revealed his identity to the fellow and
told him something of the strange conspiracy which had
gla.caﬁ Sanquo snd Amosla Khan, the impostor, in the

alace of Eathnages. =

“Youn think it was unwise, indiscrest of mei ™ he agked,
a littls apprehanaively.

“] think Kalim is to be trusted," answered Carter,
. Bot as this houss iz not quoite as impregnable as

< be, perhaps you'd cloes the door, Tnilur.’*
Taylor closed the door and lsaned with his hack sgeinst
it, and regarded Carter expectantly. The Maharajsh, with

i
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the sensitive prescience of his race, paced the floor and
watched Cartar's face narvously.

“Harland knowe my plan,” said Carter. “We are here
to replace your Highness at the Palace, and my instruc-
tions are that the work ia to be done without the apparent
intervention of the Britieh authorities. When we arrived
I thought we should be able to work slowly and lay our
plans. I have changed my mind about that now,” he went
on decisively. “If your Highness is to be restored, it
toust be done to-night 1" -

He took a sheet of notepaper from his pocket, and, un-
i:ﬂdmfelt, laid it opon the table. It was a plan, carefully
pencillad from memory, of the first-floor apartments in the
Palace of Eathnagar.

“Would your Highness Lindly glance at this? " he said.

The Prince bent over the sheet of paper and serutinised
it for & minute.

4Tt im guite correct,” he said, in answer fo & further

uestion of Carter's. He laid his pointed finger-nail on

& oentre of the plan. “That is my bedchamber," he gaid ;
“herse is' the long passage giving entrance to the zenapa.”

Carter spoke again in 2 much lower voice,

“Will your H;g ness tell me,” he said, "if it *- sossible
to get into that passage without disturbing the
attendants 1 R

The Mabarajah stroked his chin thoughtfully. Carter
resumed: “I examined thaf Ta.a.mga varefully, and, if you
will forgive me saying so, he lock on your Highness's door
is & iﬂmcmk affair. Amoola Ehan, of course, occupies
your bedchamber pnd your own Btate couchi ™

“Yes," paid the Maharajah; snd he drew in a deep
breath. For an instant hia white teeth wera vigible, “The
door of the State bedchamber,” he said after a pause, “is
never locked.”

“That relieves us of one difficulty,” said Carter, and ha
glanced at Harland, who had advanced to the desk and was
examining the plan. “It is necessary,” went on Carter,
“for us to get to Amoola Ehan without disturbing the
Palace. Can your Highness suggest a way of rlni.ni; ati"”

“1 am thinking,” ssid the Prince, and be passed his hand
glowly across his fore
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“T have not yet been able to discover,” went on Carter,
“whers Sanguo spends the night. But we shall find that out
this evening during the Féte.” )

“0n the west side of the Palace,” said the Maharajah
suddenly, " thers i= & narrow, iron-bound deor, which leads
up & narrow staircase inta the zenana.” He laid an indi-
cative finger on a distant corner of Carter's map. It is
a door thet is never used except by myself. That entrance,
E:_l':r_ hunfrads of years, has been held sacred to the ruling

rince.
“Yau think it mossible for us to get in that wayl"”
guastioned Carter guickly, : .

Captain Taylor, drawn by the interest of the situation,
El.;:l.':ko\fﬂﬂ hie back from the door and joined the group at the

“Some years a.in:r,” said the Maharajah, “on my return
from Enq;]in:l. I had the door fitted with & comhination
lock. Unless Amoola Kban has changed that lock, you
can get into tho Palace that way."

Ha gt,ucf.j;-ed, and locking up into Carter's face emiled
rather oddly. : :

“Then,'" said Cartar, interpreting that emile, “1 suppoze
our tr:-™es will begin.”

“1t might be ﬁsnbla," gaid the Maharajah, “for yon
to get through the outer passage of the zenana without
disturbing the guard, but in the Palace itself are Pathans
who pever aleep. There are eight or ten of them on guard
all night, and at intervals they patrol the passage outside
the State bedcbamber itsell. There wes always an armed
Pathan on guard at the door frofl the moment I entered
my roown at night.” .

“That mekes things a little awkward,” said Carter.
“ Ampola Ehan is sure fo keep up that custom.”

“ Your Highness thinks it impossible to get to this fellow
without arousing the Palace?” asked Harland.

“He'd fire his Bnider instantly,” said the Prince, “and
the whols Palace would be in an uproar in a minute!”

“Wa must get this fellow from the door somekow,” an-
gwerrd Carter, “and make our way into the Stats bed-
chamber.” :

The Prince shook his head.
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“It's impassible,” he said.

“ Harlend eod I are here to do it,” said Carter brusguely,
and an to pace the floor,

*Bribs him . ” suggested Taylor, with a sudden flagh of
illumination. |

“It would be imposeible to bribe him with Afty
clephants,” said the Mpharajah coldly, “He believes
Amoola Ehan to by myacif | '

Ha spoke with an autocratic dignity and m.a&a;ty that,
would bave rebuffed anyone but a genial gm:h;r erm sugh
as Taylor. BEot Taylor, though he lacked ideas himself,
had supplied Carter with one.

“Thanls," said Carter, “yon've put me on the track"

“Why not get the Resident to arrest him § ' zaid Tavlor,
olated by hie success. “I den't like his wife, but Sir Boris
himealf 18 & decent sort of fellow.”

o I.'EiHl;?:ﬂ ﬁesmhas }:ii.m aE a fool™ asltid Cartar.

“His nghter's a deuced pretty gmirl, a ay,” said
Taylor. ™I saw her when I went to esll on m old chap
this morning.” )

«The Prince’s eyes lit up. e was thinking of the moon-
lit garden of the Residency when the faithful Eslim had
kept watch for him,

aylor alome had seen Sir Boris, and had made him
acqyainted with the extraordinary state of affairs and the
socrat plans for restoring the Mahsrajah.
h‘;’Dnn::ﬁ talk,” said Carter sharply, * you're not good at

He draw the Maharajsh neide

*Thers iz no way of bbibing this family of Pathans{

The Maherajah shook his head.

I:m" ThFra is five hundred yeers of loyalty to us in their
nes ! "

fr g mre entirely without weakoessi” guestioned
Harland, :
u:ﬂHarrdlr that.” The Mabarajah's teeth flashed in a
emile,

Onrter was thoughtiful for a minute.

o | r,” he said, “that thess fellows are entirely vith-
out likes and dislikes, and that their loyalty to you 1= their
only warked characteristic! "
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"That and & passion for jewellery,” said the Maharajah.

Carter seized the point with the rapidity of lightning.
Ha wearied the Maharajah- with closs, probing questions,

This loyal family of Pathans, he learned, were not fond
of jewellery for ite own sske, but thers was rivalry smong
the younger members ns to who eould deck his wile in the
greater number’ of gﬁld ankletz and jewelled bracelats,

"I' understand, then,” said Carter, at the end of the
catechism, *“that it is an invariable custom for a aingle
armed Pathan to goard the door of the State bedroomi ™

The Maharajah ﬁua.d already repeated this fact a number
of times,. He intimsted na muech to Carter, and smiled at
Taylor who put in a2 word at that moment. Taylor, in
addition to being bored, was inclined to be rebellious.

uT thuus:ht there was going to be a ' dust-up,” ™ he said,
gloomily ; * I'm like Harland. I came hers eclely on the
chance of & * dust-up "1 " . .

%a was a fine specimen of the unimaginative, valorous
fool, who brings credit and honour to a regiment, and die-
credit and disaster to an army. In a situation such as the
one that pow prasented itse.t he was entirely useless, but
Carter knaw tﬁat. when it came to fghting he would be an
asset of quite considerable importance.

"There is someone st the door,” said Harland. ;

Alow knock was repeated upon the panels, and Ealim
presented himself. He salaamed low befors the Maharajah,
and advenced & step or two into the room.

“What is it1"” asked the Prince. .

"“Oh, Heaven-born,” said Kelim, *it is ntcmi_mghli pre-
sumptucus of this slave to make remark upon ib, but “'—
he baw d low egain—"but it is a quarter to seven.”

Carter broke nte & laugh, -

”Iqu," he said, “you tglnk wo ought to be starting for
the Palace.”

Kalim bowed low in, and retreated backwards to the
deor. Carter follo him out of tha room. .

“VYou are a fairly wealthy man, Kelimi" he said in a
plessant voise, ;

Kalim raised his smooth brown hands deprecatingly.

“The Presance knows,” he said, “that I am but & poor
men. My poverty is & byword in Kethnagar,”
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"Thurafnra you would like a present of a hundred

e i § ﬂlu Presence so desires it."
"'Yuu are to do a commission for me, Kalim. 1 wish to

b ht—an axpunmve jewelled bracelet—one ihat
wi I tnnkla J lampli
alim smiled—eome mg of the real man within pene-

tratad his Eastern cuticle. He laid a short brown Bnger
Carter's waistcoat.

“I can lend the Presemce a beautiful bracelet,” he said,
and & mioute later Carter stepped back into the clra.wmg-
room. And thus it fell m:t that Kalim unwittingly helped
forward €arter’s great plan.

It was already seven o'clock, and Amoola Ehan had

invited them to a small Enropean dinner io be given in
tiha Palace at eight.

When Carter and Taylor were ready to depart, and when
a landan from the Palace was already waiting at the gate,
Carter gripped the Maharajah s hand.

“Your 1rg'l:|neun will be ready to come with us at half-
past eleven

Tha Maharajah, still holding his hand, assured him of

0 ‘I-u-l; think,"” he said in a low, hezitant veoica, *all. will
welli
EO“I am sure of it! ™ replied Carter. “By this time to-
torrow your Highneas will ’ne ruler again in Kath "
When Carter and Taylor had driven away, Herland sat
with the Maharajah for an hour in the drawing-room. Then
he, too, set out fur the Féte, The Prince, ﬁm wanted to
be alona, urged him trn&s;n) and, though Harland piotested,
he was at la::ﬁﬁh oblige submit. There was danger that
by some mischance mt-hcr Sanquo or Hajiz might recognise
him ; therefore by the Maharajah's advice he went forth in
Native garments. Kalim provided thess garments, which
wara the costume of the khitmagar.
Houre of the Silver Ladg there re.mumed oaly
K,ulm. and the Maharajah, and, ebeying Carter's orders,
Kalim carefully secured &ll the doors and windows ~f the

buildi
u‘&ll:lf moved, soft-footed, from window to window, and
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door to door, The Maharajah's ne-n’e: wege strung to the
bighest tension. He ? tﬂz d.n.mggvmm
with his handas clenched and hu hu:l hunt- ; minutes seemed
to lengthen into hours.

Ha drew out his watch and glanced at the time. It was
hali-past nine—thers were still two houra to wait! He
knew that thoss twao hnurn would be an eternity to him.
He walked to the window and looked out into the night.
His eyes involuntarily turned in the direction of the Palace,
and he saw in the lykj' lnwm blood-red radiance of
7 Ben light. In the i.hnc e first glance his heart
turned to wa.t-an—ha feared the Palna.ca waB in flames. Then
he Uﬂdﬂl'sﬁﬂﬂd——iﬂ. is a%:i-utwn # had fnr?tbm the Féie,
A spray o dg cured stars swept through the red
light, u.& :awalla the sapphire eky for a moment, then
a dull far-away report smote his ears.

For a full hour gtood there motionless. The red light
became blue, and then greem ; other rockets jewellad ﬂm
a'k;{n.n.d. died into blackness.

eanwhile stout Ea.l:m, in his little office, stood at a desk
with & lamp beside and wuﬂ:e& at his mecounta.

“Whet's the time n.ml'i " ealled the Maharajsh at length,
npamﬂn’ +ha drawing-room door. He held his gold watch
in

n It. is hnH-paat. ten, O Heaven-born,” said Ealim, and
waited in the matted hall for further orders.

. L 'I'ha::k you,” eaid the Prince. “I thought my watch was
ow,’

He retreated into the dmwma:-mnm and closed the door

uietly, Ealim weited & minute, in case his Royeal maater

oul ienﬁpear and desire to ask [urther quastions. Then
he returne hia aceounts. It was noted afterwards how
well he kept those mecounts—what an excellent. loyal
servant he was

CHAPTER XXII
THE MAHARAJAH'S CIGARETTE CASE

Berore the Palace stood a_scarlet-covered dais, in the
centre of which were two chairs of specinl significance. 8ir
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Boria Strickley, the British Resident of Eathnager, ogen-
pied cne of these choirs, and wpon the other was seote
e slender, liquid-eyed impostor, Amools Kbhan. .

Behind Amoola Ehan's chair, lypﬂym%lm real porition
of the power behind the throne, stood Dr. Bangue. At
Amoola Kheo's left hand was o vacant chair, behind which
nst.uud arter, apparently in snimated conversction with

AnguD.

Harland, in the khitmagar's costume, hed from his
ptation in the crowd watched for some time the distin-
guiahed guests seated before the Palacs. The flare of the

engal lights east strappge, glowing, fantastio shadows on
the outlines of the Palsce. Lurid gleams of flame seemed
to leap and flicker in the five hundred windows. Bome-
times the whole scena was bathed in an unearthly green
light ; again that i.isht- wes blus, and more often red.
Rockets boomed and leapt into the aky, expanding into
naked, multi-coloured lights, and floated earthward.

Harland in his disguiss had moved as near to Amoola
Khan as was permitted to the undistinguished. He wes
near enough to see the expression on his face whenaver n
Elt:r!r of light threw his brown festures into relis{. Bome-

ow, Harland thought be saw fear in the depth- .0 thoss
welting black eyes, But';mrllz.m thay was merely 1 a-
tion, for the fellow talked animatedly, and his white testh
glenmed as he smiled upon Rir Boris at his side. So far
a4 the outward sseming of his part went, he played it to
perfection. His costume was of the East, Eastern.

This was Herland’s first view of Amooln Khon ip his
charactar of ruler of Kathnagar., He smiled grimly to bim-
pelf when he recalled what that nifht might bring forth.
In another hour or two he and Cerfer were to attempt to
soige this g-litt—ariﬂg pua]:rjet, and thrust him back into the
obscurity whence he had risen. y

The word which ug&md the combination lock on the
little door ot the end of the Palace was * stealth” A

erfeeﬂLﬁtting word. Harland thought, for the oceasion.

rter had already assured himself that evening that the
lock bad not been changed, but Harlpnd, movel by
euriosity, worked his way round through the crowd to the
western end of the Palace. He wanted to inspect that
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door for himself, and would bave done so had not a tall
Pothan in uniform seized him by the neck sod aimed an
energetic kick ot him. Harland lnughed to himsalf, dodged
the kick, and moved sway. The Pathon's attentions ware,
anywey, a8 testimgny to the adequacy of his diaguise.
erland stepped in among the trees and became wnvisible.

A minute later Taylor appeared with two European ladies
in whita dresses. Harland was at that moment unabla to
moke out more than vague, ghost-like ootlines. He
Eueaaed. however, that they wers members of the Resi-

ent's party—Lady Btrickley, perhsps, and possibly
Anastasia. :

When the party had passed, Harland stepped from his
hiding-place, and followed at a distance, He was not at
all pleased with the idea of revealing bimeelf to English-
women in his presant guise, but he rather hankered for
the company of Taylor. There was something in the
British officer’s good-humoured stupidity which wes an
attraction in itself, He was the kind of man one san
sharpen one's wits on without fear of compatition

As Taylor and the two ladies pame at length from
beneath the shadow of the tiger-housa, Harland stopped
guddeul; His gurmise was correct ; the taller of the two
women was Anaetesia Strickley., He moved swiftly in an
effort to overteke them, but they hed slready reached the
ﬂmkirt.n of the Native crowd before he waa able to reach

g,
Taylor, with good-humourea masterfulness, was cleaving
s way for the elder lady who followed at his i!peh and was
in her turn [ollowed by the girl. They were in tl;m depths
of the crowd when at lebgih, Harland leid his bhond oo
Anpstasia’s sleeve, x 3

“ Mige Eirickhgr," he said, in a low voioe.

Bhe turned and stared in utter amazement. Khitmagar's
clothes, and the place they were in, conspired to crehia p

comiﬂﬁta dilgluim‘ N
“1 am Harland—Philip Harland.”

She was looking into his face, in the lurid glow reflected
from the Palace walls

“J—T1'm afraid I don't understand | * sha said. “You—
you are not a Notivel ™
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Hl.rlnl:ui laughed, and m & moment she recognised him.

Hizs was a ful t.hrna.tad hearty, infectious laugh, and it
in even the corners of Apastasia St.rm'i:ie].v‘n finely
wrved lips. Bhe glanced in the direction that Taylor and
the aédarfy lady had token ; they were glready lost in the
Crow

“Let me get you out of this" enid Harland briskly.

A few m.mutal later they wers alone tusather, standing
at the edge of the Versailles fountain, w d.nm::.u spray
reflected the garish lights of the ﬁrem:; ECRILE
u. pfungmg iridescence, the fragments 3f a uhmarsd rain-

Ha,ris.n:l looked into the girl's face. They had met but
a few times in thefr lives, but thev had nlrud_'.r established
an intimacy, an ease of manner towards each ofher.
Annastasia gquestioned him as to his presence there, and his
extraordinary get-up, but he was digeretion itself.

“1 don't exactly know wh{:‘[ am here,” said Harland,
in anewer to her question, erhaps it is Fata.”

They talked for seversal |:|:|.1rutea, and Harlend became
gradually aware that.the girl was su ﬁ&laadlﬂg the I:Dﬁ-
versation round to the subject of th aharajah. His
spirits sank ; he had been inclined to forget that l..astasia
was not interested in l.umaalf but in r.ha Prince.

In London he had been confident that she was in love
with the Prince, and t.l:mt the Maharajah was in love with
her. Now, however, in the magic of the Enstern night,
his egotism had ¢aused him to forget that fact. He be
to wonder again.if the girl wers deeply in love—if the

Maharajah cared—and what would be the result of such
an unfortunate state of affsira,

He knew that Lady Btrickley would regard a marriage
between her daughter and the n.ha.rﬂlh of Kathnagar in
the light of a ortune. Lady Strickley was o woman to
whom the Esst was East, and the West was West, and
Harland could guess that "her soul would recoil in horror
from the idea of such an alliance. Then he recalled Lady
Btrickley's exceptional affability towards himself in
London, and it became apparent to his mind that
Anastasis's mother had ]:I.n]:m that he might enter the lists
as & rival ‘to the Maharejah,
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The idea that be could in any way rival the Prince struck
him as preposterous, Navarth:fen the night waa pro-
pitions, and be did his best to charm and interest the ex-
quisite girl who was seated on the edge of the fountain,
and who talked -to him with such fra friendliness.

Suddenly Anagstasio rose to her feet, .

“Mr. Harlend, I must iy * she gaid. “T shall be in
terrible disgrace!" Then she turned and smiled at him,
Emii face pallid, ethereal, and besutiful in the moon-
ight.

“But we have had, she said, “such a pleasant talk that
f had forgotten ell about the time.”

Hearland weited for a few minutes lungh&r, then, following
the last strapglers, made his way out of the Palece grounds,
and on to the road. 'The hour must have been nenrly
eleven, and presently he heard the faroff jingle of an
approaching carriage. He guesaed Carter and Taylor were
returning in o landau from the Palace.

He was now within a hundred yards of the House of the
Bilver Lily. There was something singular in its appear-
ance. For a moment he was not quite sure what eaused
that singuiarity. Then he became conscious that®it lay in
the absenc. of light—no light shone from any of
windows. The drawing-room itself was in darkness.

The Maharajah’s carriage bringing Carter and Taylor
wes already within hailing distance, and, as Carter
;..Iight&d, Harland drew atiention to the darkness of the

Ouse,

Oarter's HEE set in a tight line. T];l& doubt that instantly
leapt inte his mind communicated itsell to Harlend, and
in ']5“1:: measurs s‘nggt:a.ﬂi?d Taylor's mind.

ere was distin something wrong.

The Maharajah’s carriage was dismissed, and the three
men edvanced up the garden ]E‘E:Ll.th. Taylor beat haa‘n'!g' on
the door with his sword-hilt. Faint echoes responded from
the little nnﬁpiu beyond the road, but no sound came from
within the house.

They paused & minute, then Carter wrenched alfen &
window to the left of the door, and Harland and Taylor
followed him into the dark building. Harland struck e
match, and by ita fitful light they made their way into the
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hall which passed from the back to the front of the

Ealim’s little office opened into the hall and its door was
open. Something protruded from the doorway—a moun-
tainous Lloated somsthing—which reached across the floor
of the hall. L .

Thers was en awiul, a ic stilloess in the house.
Harland’s match went out. He struck another, and in ita
first glare they saw that the mountainous thing was Enlim.

He was lying on his face, his feet still within the room
of the littls office. Under his left arm, and protruding
from hiz side, was the bone handle of & heavy bunting-
knife—the blade had been driven to the hilt in his fesh.

ks God! " cried Harland, "look at that!"

Taylor turned Halim over, and raised him into & half-
mitting position. He was quile dead ; his eyes were open,
and in the feeble light he stared.at them strangely. |

"El;a Meharajah|" gosped Taylor, looking up in wide-
eyed horror.

But Garter, urﬁ-:l by the same dread, was already
hurrying towards the Maharajah's bedroom. He found the
door closed, and kicked it open—the Maharajuh was not
thera! Then, followed by Harland, he hu-tied to the
drawing-room. On the threshold ne paused, and beld up
the lamp. The room was in the utmost disorder—the
beavy bubl desk had been overturned, the lamp lay
shattered on the floer, the il making datk stains on the
rush mata. ]

In the middle of the floor lay the Maharajah's gold
pigurette-case, crushed god bent. ™ The Maharajah himself
bhad disappeared.

CHAPTER XXIII
THE DARK HOURS

Tae awful silence of the house, the disordered drawing-
room, the dead body of Kalim in the ball, and the absence
of the Maharejah indicsted something so appeling, so
stupendous cotastrophic, that even Carter a

ta m hope. The condition of the room pointed o a
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savoge struggle. What the issue of that struggle had been

were at & loes to gusas.  Buk the Prines, whoever bis
amsapilonts had been, had not surrenderegd easily. The
sitpation appeared to be beyond words, and at le
Hearland moved softly into the room and picked up the
Maharajah's battered cigarette-case.

He looked at it, then glanced at Carter. They wers each
buey with the outeome of that struggle. Was the Prince
alive, or waa he dead?

JIE" said Carter slowly, “they took the trouble to earey
hl.ﬁml ulﬁl, tjhera may by one chanes in a hundred that he's
atil] alivel’’

He was inspecting the outline of the cees in the light

the lamp, and lu% eyes formsad themselves on a ]:Ergﬂv
ghoe of indentations which gave the impression of tHe teeth-
marky of & strong man. For a moment he was at a lozs to
account for these marks ; he thought they might have bemm
made by & man biting the caso in ony, or by the co=e
being throat into & man's mouth and forced upwards with
great viclence.

“What do {gu meke of that?' he eaid to Harland,
handing him the case,

A mapn' boot-heel,” answered Horland, with prompt
pricticality. ) .

They were silent for g minute, for Carter’s expression
bad changod. He was thinking quickly. Harland saw him
elasp his hand unconsciously to his hip-pocket; he knew
that his mind was busy; thet he was maeter of himgelf
agunin, end if the situntion were to be dragged from disaster,
aven Bt the last moment, hers was the mon to da

it

They had forgotten Taylor; now his loud voice smobe
their ears:

“(Carter| Carter! Carter!"

And Oarter leapt into the darkness of the hall like 2 man
possapsed. Taylor was still ealling ; he was in the bath-
room sadjeining the beck bedroom of the honse. When
they reached bim, he was on his bahds and kmees with &
5 uf candle in his hand, peering into a squere black
hole in the flcor.

“What is it?"
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“The way they took him out,” maid Taylor. “Here,
hold the t; you can ade a ladder.”

Carter and Harland peered into the hole, A wooden
trapdoor, usually covered by s mat, was flung back, and
they saw, descending into the darkness, a narrow wooden

der.

“Tigo first,™ said lor; “1 found it."”

ﬂu%:r thrust himﬁde. . o

“Nob goen,” he said, “until I've examined it with
the lamp.

Taylor was sent for the lamp from the little table in
Ealim’s office. It was necessary for him to step over
Ealim's !ega in mgklnﬁ his journey.

a “He looks horrible,” he said, as he handed the lamp to
arter.

The trapdoor in the bathroom floor led to an under-
?ruu.uxl passage some twenty yards in length, which the
amp showed to be empty. ;

“] think Harland's the man for this job,” said Carier,
“he's got your nerve, and rother more than your braine”

Taylor remonstrated, but Harland was allowed ‘to
descend, He found the parrow paseage dry and the air
fresh, It ran in & straight line for twenty vards, the:
another ledder rose from the end wall. At Taylor's invi-
tation he had accepted a Mauser pistol ; this and the Colt
in his hip-pocket made him feel Like a walking srsenal.

Before ascending the ladder Harland glanced back, and
in the feeble light of the lamp saw Taylor's inverted brown
ince looking st him envibusly. There was a closed trap-
door above his head, he raised it softly, and found him
ind'ut.:tr.ar lgarkuadu.s.ha? fewtginuzﬂahﬁm;]ha cﬂd Carter
an r, and & ran towar ang Passage,
mrryi:; the lamp. He had discoyered that the passage
opened ints a store-room near the Native compound, and

at one of the doors of this store-room was open.

On the red, sandy ground outside wers the impressions
of many footateps. Among them was the impress of a man
who wore heavy, heeled boots. Running straight from the
door in parallel lines wers two rail- indentat ons.

“They took him out this way,” said Carter ; “those lines
wers the impress of his heels.”
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He held the lamp low, and for some minutes examined
the numerous over] lr;Lpamg footateps. Then he handed the
lamp to Taylor, and bade him go back along the passage
for all the wtrﬁgea he possessed.

When Taylor had disappeared down the trapsour,
Harland and Carter stood together in the silence and the
ashy starlight. Carter had recovered his alertness and
precision, but a subtle change appeared to have taken place
in him. Al his suavity, all his pleasant brightness of
manner seemad to have disappeared; when he s
Eariand read not only determination but a latent tone of
ferocity in his words. :

# Just one chamee in a hundred ! he paid ; “this hag been
engineered by the old woman—I'd stake u:;i:a utation on
that! BEhe came in through the trapdoor ret night—
that accounts for her fooling us when we watched outside |
Bhe and her emissaries came in through the trapdoor to-
night., Kalim probably tried to raiee alarm, and they
killed him—it was a u.t.mﬁ!; man who drove that lmife in
his side. How the old devil discovered that the Prince was
here is beyond me! But there’s one thing pretty certain,
the only ce of saving her won, and mmn&l on this
seditious conspiracy of theirs, lies in the death of the Maha-
rajuh. That's why there's no time to waste!"™

At that moment Taylor, bringing the cartridges. ap-

ared like a genil, through the trapdoor in the store-

e,

“Now for the old woman,” said Carter, when the
cartridges had been shared among them. " Taylor," be said
warnin 13.'; “when you ses her, you must keep your eyes
npan—-fhu & the toughest nut of this lot. We must get to
her hnum and seize her—the Maharajah may be

re.

The swift journey to the little house on the outskirts of
Kathnagar occupied mearly half an hour. At length the
thres men stood before Gunara Tukaji's door, and Carter
whispered his directions. The front of the place was in
darlmess, and he bade Taylor and Harland work their way
yound to the back, and coooeal themselves in the

den.
I:ltlil;].’]_‘i bang at the front door,” he said, “then if there's



118 A PRINCE OF INDIA

bod rticularly anxious to get away, thoy're sure to
Eﬁfh aruytl ﬂlt.ba ba.c!::}f I'll loava 'LE:mt to j'uu.?r'

Taylor and Harland proceeded at ence to the back of
tha houga, m!-:i:;lti stenlthy progress from tree to tree.
They arrived jn the garden at last, and saw a low, blus
light burning within glosed room in which Sanquo had
interviewed his mbther.

Taylor and Harland had been concealed in the garden
little more than & minute, when the silence was broken by
Carter 'bahnFinqll at the frent door of the house. Like a
flash the blue light disappesred—the windows were flung
open—and a man eame leaping into the darkness,

Harland's fist caught him under the ear as he passed
and knocked him literally into Taylor's arms. He opened
his mouth to bellow, and Taylor, in a dazzling flash of
illummﬂir' tion. %:]la& it widt-? & hag.dﬁertfhe‘;l. peaking in th

“If you make s soupd,” sai arland, § ng in the
man's ear, "I'll blow your head off.”

Cearter was coming softly towards them.

“Bring him back into the room,” he whispered, “he has
evidently had a hand in the businees, or he would not be
go anxious to get away.”

Tha follow came unresistingly. A lamp waa lit. and Hajiz,
Banquo’s servant, wearing a Nat've dress wad slipgers
stood rovealed to view. His eyes were wide open an
watchiul, but there was no fear in them ; either he relied
on the well-known clemency of the European, or he relied
on hia capacity for trickinz the European,

They made him eeat himszlf on the diven, and Taylor
stood over him with his Mauaer,

“Don’t let him make o noise,” said Carter. “The old
women may be lurking in one of the rooms.”

He passed out, and searched the little house from gnd to
end. Clearly Hajiz was the only occupant. When Carter
retumed to the room he carried with him & heavy pair of
& boots. He held them towards Hajiz

“These ere yours? " he asked,

Hajiz hesitated & minute—he was proud of thoss boots

“Yes," he answered. i .

Carter drew up the wick®r chair, in which Sanquo had
that afterncon seated himself. He.placed it so that he was



THE DARE HOURS 119

directly oppoeite Hajiz—within a yard of him—then he
El-ta-d & hand on each mee, and looked into the fellow’s

ce.

“Close the window, Harland,” he eaid, without glancing
round—and then to Hajiz, “ Whers is the Native gentlaman
you took out of the House of the Silver Lily1"

_Carter was too experienced to expect to read consterna-
tion or betrayal or expression except duplicity on the
fellow's face. Thercfors, he was not surir:'lad when Hajiz
shook his head nsgively, and allowed a harmless, purzled
look to creep into his myes.

“Yon don't know1" he repeated sharply.

“Not understand,” said Hajiz.

Carter took from his pocket the gold cignretie-case.

“¥on trod on that to-night at the House of the Silver
Lily," he said ; “the man you captured thers was His High-
ness the Maharajah, slf, and these gentlemen, have
been sent by the British Raj to protect His Highness"

Ha spoke with a. smoothneps which sounded almosd

olite, but when he finished, he whipped out his revolver

om his poeket, and added in & voice sharp as the rattle
of mus : “Now, you'll tell me where he is!"

Hajiz did not ﬂin&r? they were trying to get 'something
out of him by pretenduig.they weould kill him. Of course
they wouldn't do it. Your b with & gold watch-chain,
:.ﬂpwbnb]y a gold watch with bells in 1%, does not shoot
Natives casually in a back room. The -Emperor doeas
not allow such things; he is apt even to hand the Sahib
who does it over to the law.

Carter levelled the pistol ot hie head.

“1 swear to yom, iz,” he said, “in tho presence of
these gentlemen, that unless you answer my question in
one minute I intend to pull this trigger] As & matter of
formality,” be added, *I will ask copsent of thess
gentlemen who will be witnesses of your execution. Do
gou consent?’ he gaid, with a dwilt glance at Harland
and Taylor. Perhaps there waa a tail end of & wink in that

lance, but it was unnoticed by Hajiz, who began to think

ings tere taking oo unpleazant turn. Thére was & pom-
puuig end ceremony sbout the t.hiuﬁﬁi;hat. gave it almost
a judicial espect. He begen to wonder vagaely if he had
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unwit stumbled upon & court of justice. The ways of
the Em“ strange 1'?1.& d. He felt something that can
be batter described as nothing—e vacuum in the pit of his
stomach. His eyes, which appeared to have become sud-
denly all whites, travelled from face to face. There was
the same get, strange implacability on the features of each
of his adversaries.

“We consent] " said Harland and Taylor in duet.

Carter, looked at Hajiz. L

“Where.ie he1" he said, moving the barrel of his pistol
& fraction of an inch. “Where is he?™ . i

“1 dom't kmow ! ¥ The words in execellent English laa
from him in a last effort at duplicity.

Carter rose very solemnly. . .

% Gepntlemen,” he said, “vou are witnesses to this—"

“No, no, no! " appealed Hajiz, falling on his hands and
knees and bowing his head to the floor. “He is_in the
Temple—the TamPlu of Vishnu, I know nothing; I see it
quite by accident! " . .

“You trod on this cigarette-case by accidenti™ said
Carter, with a grim smile towards Harland. * Now, get up,
and take ns to where he is.”

“Hajiz was a villain, possibly a murderer. but he pos-
esssed a swift instinet fgr kuﬁping his own skin intast;
moreover, Carter had suecceeded in convincing him that his
life was really in danger. If these three Sahibs were really
sent by the British Raj, Sanquo would be, overthrown. He
wanted to be on the winning side, whichever side that
might be ; he felt that it was & little too early yet to decide,
but in the meantime he became almost placable

Carter, despite his air of calm, had been in mortal dread
of what Hajiz might have to confess to him when his
defences were at last broken dowp. .

5 Wn:lht.ha ﬁI{:lhu.r ah aliwa or {w.p!ndhe dead 1 ];Et. g ?ﬁ
ers that iz's knowledge failed or appear
bhim. The Prince had been conducted to & Templa by
a company of soldiers from the Palace—of what had
bappened after that Hajiz ewora he knew nothi Hea
was willing to accompany them and to show them.the littls
te which the Maharazjah had entered, and that was all
e could do—beyond that he lmew nothing. That was all
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Carter could get out of him, and he was obliged to make
the best of it.

A fgw minutes later the four men issued into the starlit
road. Hajiz was placed under the charge of Taylor, whe
walked beside him; Carter and Harland followed. A
rapid walk of ten minutes brought them to the outskirta
of the great Temple of Vishouw, There were many small
priestly buildinga to pass before the Templs itself came
inta view, looking like a wvast, ly;u.wniu,g gavarn, black as
the mouth of Eﬂ.ﬁﬂ-ﬁ. It was alter the hour of midnight,
and the strange quality of the silence appeared to be as
profound as death, and yet watehful.

The nt-u]imdn-ua pile of carven sandstone blotted out tha
starlight, leaving these four little figures of men moving,
as it were, in a pool of darkness.

Carter believed Hajiz, snd he kmew that scmewhers
within the wallg of that ﬂmﬂdmg granite monster the man
who had been given into his charge lay, & prisoner, and he
was determined to rescue that prisoner in the testh of all
the prissts in India. . ]

The fact that the odds were againat him-—that the Prince
might a;h&a,d;r have been made aw with—that he and
his friends might meet defeat and perhaps death, appeared
merely to steady his nerves. _

As they advanced softly in the darlkmess, even Taylor
foresaw what he would have deseribed as an ¥ Al dust-up.”
Harland, with his old impetuosity, had outdistanced Ehu
othere, and was already examining the Temple in samrch
of & emall door, which might either be open or lend itaslf
to his perscasions.

They tound the small door at last, bot it was Carter's
finesse which emabled them to ﬁ:‘uﬂ.]l;r gain aceess to the
Temple. Carter was a past-master 1 the art of making
little keys to open big boxes, and his key, in this case,
wae & low whistle which issued from the lips of ' Taylar,
who stood in the darkness ten yards away. from the door
in question. He etood directly in front of the door, and
was placed there with strategic care by Carter.

Tay.or whistled a second time, and & third, then the
door opened softly, and an old, white- “daw
appeared in the dim light of the aperture. He hesn
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disturbed in his devotions by that curious, unaccountabls
Boun

For a minuts he stood In the doorway, peering hefore
him, l.l:ld aaw nothing, then he made out the fgures of
Taylor and Hajie. He moved forward to investigats, and
Cartar and Harland, who had besn with flattened backs
ﬂf&lnﬂl‘- the Temple wall, slinped intd the bupilding. The
old priest, busy with his investigations, failed to notice
their noiseless mgress,

“The Sahib wished to vieit the Temple st that hour of
the ni t. " Hs was talking to Tay.or, now. “It was
incredible; impossible! The insanity of the BSahib in
mrtmuina', e Britich Eaj in genera 1im.'l undeniable—

this was bayond all uttaranca| Either this Sahib wu
moon-mad, or he was drunk with wine | o He turned h
u to hesven and held aloft his hands. It was ba
8 power, and outside the tenets of his hlgh-duﬁ
voeation, to be harsh, but he came vory near to h.a.'l‘ﬂh.‘hul!.
in his urgent auggeuwm that the Sahib ehould chooss a
more reasongble hour for his =isit.

Twylor was just the man to engege himsslf in & com-
plicated and i{atucus distussion this port, and he
detainad the priest thare for ten valuable minuts.

In the mesntime Carter and Harland, avei tha
hwﬂdm lights, moved cautiously into the depths the

i -

CHAPTER XXIV
THE DISADVANTAGES OF BEING A TORCHBEARER

Tz low door which Hajix had described ss the one
bayond w'h.mh ﬂm I'ﬂ.hu.rl.]lh was imprisoned, stood &t tlu
far end of the Temple. Carter Harland, movi m
the monstrous uhn.dnw: cast by enormous idols, made
wn;r to it unobserved. A few old priests engaged in trim
votary lighte fitted about in serene unconsticusness
u pﬂmu hi unbelisvers.
the_rnlmawﬂuhmd Iuwdmr they
Imﬂ u and further secured with four long
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bolts. The business of slipping these bolts ocoupied inter-
minable minutes, during any ,moment of which Harland
expecied to hear a squeal of discovery from one of the
enta, but the door gﬁﬂn & low groan, pwung inward at
aet, and was cloged i:e ind them,
stupendous, low-rcolod,, noisome place they had
entered—the so-called stable and sanctuary of saered
animals—wan roofed with heavy, sweating granite blocks.
I area it appeared to be vast beyond computation. Thers
weres regular aisles upon aisles of ehining black marble
s—gods ooloasal and grotesque in tortured attitudes
eering ahd smirking, and each with a multiplicity of arma
ra.fﬂiutmg from the shonlders like the tentacles of an
octopus, .

For a few minutes Carter and Harland stood motionless,
with backs to the low, elosed door, striving to realise the
extant of this terror-breeding wilderness of nightmares.
So fur as they could see, thers were but three lights in the
whole cavernous building, and each of thesa burned before
& many-atmed god, far soparate limitless avenuves.

The nir was worm, humid,’and oppressive ; the darkness
was pecufiar in that it oppeared to be vaguely luminous
and phosphorescent. Beneath their feet lay a yielding,
sodden dusw, which wos almost mud in consistency.

Harland whisperad, brealking a long silonca, during which
their ayes had grown accustomed to the darkness, Carter
tarned, and looked at him.

“Can we riek calling him 1" said Harland.

Carter shook his head.

At that moment a thin, equeaking cry pierced the close
nir, was repeated once, and again silence fell. Harland
like a flash, flung his back agosinst'the wall again, and had
hie hand on his iP-puukEh.

“Vampire bats,” explained Carter. "The place is prob-
ebly swarming with them.” Hs touched Harland on the
arm. “Letus explore the path in front of ua”

They moved forward down a parrow avenue between
seores of lesring black gods placed at regular intervals.
The idols reached almost to the granite roof, and were
each sixteen or cighteen feot Im;g. Muking a cautions,
gilent progress forward, they glanced to the right and Isft,
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down endless nﬂmr avenues peopled 'Flﬂl gimilar mon-
strosities, but no mgn of life met their eyes

They reached the votary light at length, and Carter took
it & tiny glass bowl with & cab!a pulsating llght frnm it-u
edge amid garlande of desd flowers. Currrmgkn e light,
he sdvanced ancther hundred yards into the darkness, still
between endless rows of idols. Suddenly their path was
barred 'ﬂtit.ha far wall of the chamber, a persp |r1.|1|?:I granite
wall, wi wiln'# fungus-like Bxﬂda-tlnm lining the joints
between its m t:[y blocks, They aaa.rnhed for & door in
this wall, and at len Ehh found one, & small woeoden door,
scarcely five feet high, and three broad, %lmost* opposite
the door they had entered from the Tem; ple.

Carter bent over the surface of the duur carefully with
his vota lght, then pushed it gently inwards. It was
locked. moved within.

“Is that ;ruu.r Iﬁ hneas? " whispered Harland in swift
axcitement,

There followed the rustls of straw, and then silence
[ell. A long silence, during which Carter-and Herland diu
nutf]i.ng. merely listened, waited, and hoped, without
result,

A few minutes later Gﬂrbﬁhhncked goftly four times,
but no anewer came from w Then he put his lips
clese to the door, and spoke in a Jl;-w voice,

“This is Carter your Highness!"

The straw rustled again, a nnthar mlau El:-llﬁwed then

& fesble voice came from -withip peak again.”

L'“ 'I'I:m"u Carter, your Highnau. Carter speaking—
arte

“Hau thers, he's alival Thank God for that!™ gried

Carter ; then im turned to the deor.
“Ah[" This last was a dee :lra.wh-m h from bevond

the door. The Maharajah had reco Carter's voien,
“ Mr. Carter, can you do an mg for me?* he
:::“iuplisred urgently. “I've been here for hours—

"Wea be able to pries off the lock,” returned Carter.
%mﬂ me ! * cama back the voice from behind the

door.
Ths Eu!lmiuh.;wu & courageous man, but either the
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horror of that cell or the horror of the night appeared to
have uhnerved him,

Nathing was said for a few minutes, during which Har-
land searched for something which mi bt hel them tu
prise off the heavy lock, e found mothing, alth
made an extended excursion, pevred along twenty o rt
narrow avenuss. formed by the forest of idols.

When he returned to the low door he found Carter
already there with a small block of granite just within the

wer of o man to lift. He had found this, together with

alf & dozen bags of cement, evidently placed there for the
purpose of repairin tl:Ha walls,

Latar Ehﬁ.t hlg‘htr is same cement was, on two occasions,
to do service in a good cause.

They could hear the Maharajah mavmj: within hig call,
and hi#®urgent requests that they should hurry came out
to them in urgent whispers.

Carter began tu 'lmmme-r st the lock with his battering-
am of ?rumm short, agitated sentences the ]llnhan
rajah told them, thrﬂu%h t."'a barred door, t,he pto
Kalim’s murder, and bis own capture and impri
ment. Hajiz and half-a-dozen others had crept in upun
him as he =tood in the dr:u.wmg RO,

Carter was right ; Eam-i o's mother had led the way into
the House of the Bilver 1Iy. thmugh t.]m trapdoor in the
bath-room. Bhe had s rajah’s
gtruggle with Hajiz anri L‘wo awar uga-tha.na Ehe haﬂ.
begged these fellows to kill him, b ut they had refused to
carry out her wishes without an nrdar from the supposed
Maharai~h, He had been finally mﬁ into that narrow
hole of & eell, and the old womaa, the Maharajah thon i.,
had betaken herself to the Palace. When Carter
knocked on his prison door he confessed he thought hw
last hour had come. As Carter paused between the blows
of the granite block, he learned that the raﬁa of Gunars
Tukaji had been taatrihla, and that she herselt had made &
rush &t him with a knife when he was in the hands of the
P“hmlh k b to gh of Th

Thea lock began show ilgns giving. @ perspira-
tion streamed from Carter's foreshead. The two feebla
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sntnr:.r lights east dim flickering beams upon the little

oor.

Harland, who bad been staring away into the dark forest
of idols, suddenly &:gokq, without turning his head; his
words came swilt low.

“Ivo you hear thati”

Carter paused, end instantly blew out g light. There
was but one Ii fit now in the whole vast cavernous srea.
end this burned on the marble slab st the kmees of the god
nearest the Maharajah's prison.

Carter dropped his piece of granite took shelter behind
the pedeatal of this particular god, snd waited. Poot-
stepe_were ndvancing along the avenue leading towards
the Maharajah’s place of confinement.

Other faint sounds in the distance ecaught their ears.
Carter drew himeelf up, and peered cautiously ower the
gé'lllztﬂ pedestal, his eyes towards the long avenue of
ido

B | t.I:uu%Iit 8o," he whispered to Harland as be crouched
again. hem he drew his Mauser pistol fpom his hip-
E“j‘%ﬂr and held it behind his back.

snguof ™ guestioned Harland.

Carter nodded. “There is going to be & dustup,” he
said under his breath, and smiled in the semi-darkness.
The approaching footsteps drew nearer.

- r suddenly deserted his ambuscads, and stepped
ints the open passage.

He and Banquo were faca to face.

Banquo halted—he n?reuad no surprise.

. "Very neatly arranged,” ho snid, smiling cooly, with an
inmolent curl of the lip.

“¥You are a little earlier than ] ezpected,” retorted
Carter, with equal coolnesa,

“I have wanted to meet you for a long time,” observed
San He glanced over Carter's ghouldbr towards
Harlend, who now stood behind his friend. “ My, Harland

vou and I can settle our differences hers without
tion, I owe the neat bhiting of this trap to my
mother. Bhe is a wonderful woman, my mother.”

“You are an excellent son.” said Carter smoothly. Then
his voice roee, his tone altered. *“You will understand,
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Sanqumo, that [ am hers to remeve you from your present
sphere of action.™ :

Banguo turmed Lis head. Like a flash he put out his
hand and swept the only remaining light to the ground.

In the moment of complete darkness Carter fired.

The crack of his Mauscr gave being to & hondred rolling
echoes, The air of the vast, black cavern became alive
with the best and swish of wings, with the thin screams
of startled bats.

“I'll make you pay for that," came Sanguo's voice from
the darkness,

Eurla.nddpmmpﬂy fred in the direction of hiz voice
They heard him moving again, and again his veice rose
in & different place. This time he was further away, and
ghooted in Hindoostani. Corter and Harland moved, and,
helping® each other up, climbed to the pedestal of the
neareat idol. Here, sheltering behind ita stope arms,
which made af efficient defensive screen, they saw s light
guddenly flare up in the long aisle ﬂ:ﬂﬂ&iﬂ the -
rajah’'s cell. The light, held aloft by » Fathan, smokead
and glawed fitfully, revealmg o group of dark-faced
Matives in the uniform of the Maharajab's goard. The
body of armed men—who wore cartridge belts and carried
rifles—entirely filled the width of that particular sisle
The disgtancoe from Carter and Harland was somethi
like forty yards, and Harland, watching from behir
Buddha's long, protecting arms, saw Sanquo’s face dis-
tincily as he stood behind his men, Talking volubly at
Banquo's side stood a turbaned Native officer. At an
order from the officer, the men levelled their riflea. Har-
lapd walched them in amarement. He followed the line
of the rifie borrels with hiz eyes. L

The rifles were directed at the door of the Maharajah’s
gell] The Native officer’s high voice delivering an ordar
rent the mir. | . ;

*My Qed,” gaid Carter, suddenly, *they’re going to kil
him through the door! Pick ofl the man with torch! ¥

“Lis down, your Highness, lisa down,” called Carter in
B !ﬂw.lEiMatmt-lng voles.

He slipped

from his ﬁdut&l. but Harland tock sim
whers he was, resting his hand oo a stone wrist of Buddba
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The next moment he fired. c‘nlu & Pnth,nn holding the
torch flinched as IE uumeune him, then
opening his mouth w u, un:fa. awaey 15 turch. a.nd. ran
elling and leapi rkness. reat, lmng
o0 fellow, wlnukmd like a cat, hent orward

Eﬁck up the vguttermg torch. Harland fired again, and
too, d.rup&p it. A comrade put an arm round him as

he fﬂll. end dragged him into the shelter of an idol.
Banquo's n.ﬂamen !.uut- formation, and began to back
m unesasily. Harla gaw the Doctor thrust them
and stamp the I:.ght- out with bis feet. In the dark-
ness he fired at the spot, with the result which he fortun-
ately had foreseen, for the flash of his Colt indicated his
whereabouts, and & volley of rifle-shots chipped and

mutilated the arms of his pmte..tmg idal.
“'Thla is going to be a b Eli day,” whispered - Carter.
ou &rE Lmnrallnul shot, rland. Bave all vour lead
f-:-r the Doctor.”

For & moment Harland entertained the idea of sli pmz
down, and in among the body of rifiemen. He
wanted to get to grips with Sanguo. Banquo had Ilud
that !1! Carter were in a trap ; for men in & trap they

d up to that mumant to give a very good
u_:eﬂuntﬂ themselves. He heard Carter wnispering to
hﬁl;* “Harland, feel your way here near the Maharajah's
eell.

Harland slipped from his pedestal, and groped towards
the wall. He renched tho cell, and Carter whispered to

“The Prince eays the cell’s foo small to give him shelter
—they will get him if they fire at the door, riue bullets
will gv.‘.l through it like paper. We must get some of those
bags of cement.” He dragged Harland forward by the

Ve.

In the darkmess the; l‘? ie way to the row of
oement 8, and in haata eﬂ.ch dragged a bag
elose up the door,

"It needs at 'l:anlt thres more,” said Carter, “to just

ce,”

e him &
ﬂ:r uuh made another journey, and each returned with
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“"Reep flat mguu.r face.” whispered Carter through the
door, and dashed away for the fifth bag.

Er:a.rt:alg thres minutes had elapsed since the vollay of
shots had been fired at Harland, and whiepered voices
camo to them from the surrounding darkness.

“What's his game ! " whispered Harland,

T don't know. We're out to protect the Maharajah,
and—"

He never finished his sentence, for at that moment four
flares of light gquite near them sprang into simultaneocus
existence, Sanguo Lad cunningly divided his forces, and
had disposed them so0 as to completely hem in his two
opponents, for each torch-bearer was accompanied by two
natives with rifles

“The iop of the idol! ealled Carter, “it's our only
chance | " and like o flash they both leapt upon the pedes-
tal, apd, climbing up the extended arms, erouched on the
broad head of the god. . .

“Shoot the men with the lights,” whispered Carter.
“Never mind the others.”

A torch-bearer came intolfull view. Harlapd hit him
and ho danced a queer fardange to a screaming accom-

iment. His torch fell to the ground, but no one picked
it up,

CHAPTER XXV
SANGUO LIMPS IN THE DARE

Hantayp's shot at the torch-bearer had revealed their
position, and there were still three lights moving warily
[orward, each backed by two gleaming rifle bme]i

A minuta later one of these lights faded, and went out
of its own aceord. Carter guessed that Sanquo had been
reduced to dividing his -torch inte four, and had so
weakened ite power. They were almost in darkness now,
and the two remaini torch-bearers seemed to have
developed an intense affection for the shelter of distant
idols. Banquo's voice, calling an order in Hindoostani,
resulied in a halt ; and suddenly the two remainiong lights,
which had been glowing in the shelter of an :d&, went.
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out. Harland toolk a handkerchief from his pocket and
wiped his forchead, The hot, dumP atmosphere, aod the
excitement and sctivity of the last few minutes, made him
feal éia.rﬁnuiarly warm. He thought he heard a faint
sound near the base of his idol—both he and Carter had
been misled several times during the i‘ght by the wild
swooping of vampire bats—but this time Harland did hear
something boelow him, and steadying himself by Carter’s
hand, he reeched down and felt about in the darkness. His
fingers came in gentle contact with the smooth barrel of
a rifle aimed upward in his direction. He had just time
to deflect its mouth when the man who held it fired. He
was a brown figure stripped to the weist, and after firing
he elipped away into the darkness like a lizard,

I:j;;h closs calll " laughed Harland, preparing to follow

“Don't gat down,” whispered Carter, "“the ground’s
alive with them, they intefd to rush us in the dark.”

Harland remained on the idel. For some minutes nn
sound: broks the stillneas save the soft clicking of Har-
land's Colt, a8 he slipped hali-a-dozen fresh cartridges
into plaoe. .

“I don't like this silence," went on Carter int» Harland's
ear. “It doesn't strike me as being particularly heslthy |
Banquo's geme may be to get rid of the Maharajah first,
and attend to us afterwards. We must slop any atiempt
to got near the cell door.”

n the distance busy whisporing voices suddenly broke
out, the patter of light footstepe, and the eollected rattle
of rifles. A eudden light fared in the long aisle, and
Carter and Harland, looling down, saw the Maharajah's
deluded soldiers  present arms swiftly, saod without &
moment’s hesitation fire at the door of the Maharajah’s
cell. The upper surface of the door was pitted with bullet
holes, and a& the rolling echoes died away a low, moan-
ing ery issued from the interior of the cell. :

We must gét some more bags of cement against the
door,” said Carter in a low, steady voice. .

They elid from the idol. The light of the distan. torch
flickered ‘on the low door, They had to pass that door,
and the men were preparing to fire again,
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Ware they too latel

Harlend wondered. Neither he nor Carter thought of
thomselves af thet moment, though they carried their lives
in their hands. They were putting forth s supreme effort
to carry into effect ihe mission they had undertaken.
They puasad the door with whaly, sking, and returned, sach
carrying a bag of cement, which they placed wpon the
others na ghelter for-the prisonsr within, The coolness
and unexpectedness of the action saved their lives
Sanguo's men appeared to hesitate, and fired a fraction of
a socond too late. ; ]

Then the Maharajah, still miraculously alive, called
through the door: "You can't help me.” His voice was
boarse and low. “Bave yourselves. I—thank you both.”
Hieg worde trailed sway sud became inaudible.

“T'm afraid he's right,” whispered Carter. " They'll
make a rush for the door now. and we can't kesp twenty
of them back.”

The sudden, unpleasant things that had happened, how-
gver, had shaken Banquo’'s men. There was a second’s
pausc—he appeared to be exhorting them to something—
to be commanding or thrnu,hemg.- Presently his voice
ceased, and footsteps began to advence softly along three
of the avenues towards t?:ua Maharajah's eell. The Prince
lay quiet now—ominously quiet, Harland thought. Banquo
had divided his _force into three parties, and had left the.
toreh-benrer with his flaming 11_5,511-. in the distance, evid-
ently with instruction to keep himself under cover, but to
hold his light so that its rays guided the men. The men
themselves, advancing swiltly and almost noiselessly, were
gcarcely visible. :

#Ya must do all the shooting we can,” said Carter.

“We are easy marks up here,” said Harland ruefully.
“1f they put & volley into wa——"

It looks like the end to me, too," eaid Carter.

He was lying flat on the idol with his Mauser ready,
trying to watch the three aisles at once. The men came
u_% rapidly, but it was too dark to see the angles of their
rifles.

“¥Vou are right,” whispered Harland, “they are making
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for the Maharajsh's door. God help him! I would rather
meet it here than there!”

Then the diversion of the night occcurred. They heard a
loud voice callin throu%l the glopm.

“Hallo, you fellows! Whera are you? "

It was Taylor's voice.

_ “Are you anywhere neer the light1™ shouted Carter
]n{mu]m .
I can see a fellow with a torch,” said Taylor.

“ Shoot him."

“Hight-o!"

Titgcm{niluwu& an instant erack of a pistol, and the light
wenk ou :

“Thank God for that!” whispered Carter. “Now we
can nip in among that lot down there, and give an sccount
of ourselves.” e .

“If we get out of this alivé,” whispered Harland to
Carter, *“I'll never laigh at a fool again.”

“Who are these Pathans 1" called lor E‘fli-“f

“They are Sanquo’s lot"” answered Harland. ' Look out
for yourself," :

#Bhall T try to get nearer youl " went on Taylor's voice

ugh the darkness.

“No. Bhoot at mmnﬁ on your own lavel."

Almost instantly eard the cracking of a pistol,
fired rapidly, and the cry of 2 man in dpa.m
E:r‘rudmnt get down while he's doing that,” laughed

and.

SBoipehow it etruck him as,extremely amusing.

Carter and Harland ciunﬁ to the top of their idol, and
crouched there, watchful end alert.

Taylor's breezy intervention seemed to have given a
new turn to affairs. There waa silence for a time, then a
confused patter of {eet. Harland had a vision of burrying
Native soldiers, and Taylor shooting in the direction of the
slightest noise.

“Halle, Taylor! ™ called Carter.

“Hallo! ™

He was much nearer now.

“The next time the light goes up pick off Sanque! m

“Right! " answared Taylor cheerily.
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But he failed to pick off Banquo, who hed despatched
two of his men, who fell on their hands and knees and crepé
among the idols, seeking to tske Taylor in the rear.

Taylor, however, wae a natural soldier ; he had no idea
of remaining in the place where he had Tast gpoken. He
moved Wﬂ?ﬁj’ in short rushes towards the spot whence
Carter’s voice had.fome to him, and in his progress among
the idolg he came uﬂun g whispered eollogquy. Sanquo
was there in the darkness. haranguing his gathering men
in Hindeostani. Taylor heard him inszisting that someone
should hold the light. He heard him instructing that
E:}]E}EEH someone how he was to take cover between the
idaola.

Taylor crept nearer. This was one of the moments of
hiz life, He waited for the mateh which would illuminate
the party when the torch was lit, and the moment Eunzun
struck it he fired at hiin. But Sanquo was partly shielded
by the Native officer ; the bullet grazed the man's arm.

Banquo’s match had gone out, but in the darkness he
ssized a rifle, and fired at Taylor without taking aim.
Taylor uttered a curious exclamation of surprise. Then,
in ungoverngble rage, Banquo thrust aside his men and
sprang at Taylor. is wasg a tectical mistake, for the man
he grappled in the darxness was not Taylor, but Herland,
who hmf Emtptl a.baa.!hh.ﬂi along the avenue, and ywds within
five yards of Banguo when he struck the match.”™ Banquo's
Pathene were puzzled beyond measure at the disconcerting
ebb and flow of events. )

They wavered, aud whispered rapidly together, and at
that moment a loud parade-ground voies rattled out an
order in Hindoostani, repeated that order o second time,
and droave it home with a third repetition.

Taylar had achieved a master stroke of atra.tagt‘ ;

Taylor's order for dispersal had scarcely left his lips,
when the soldiers began to retreat slowly, to disperse and
make soft tracks. for the little door leading to the Temg»le,

The Native officer drew his sword and sereamed out high-
pitched voluble words ; but the men were already on the
verge M ponie, The{: had received an order to disperse,
and they meant to obey it. Whether that order weres
genuine or not mattered little to them at the moment, but
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it managed to jump with their inclinations; and, at any
rate, the place was too full of surprizes, too full of active
men who shot at you from behind marble gods the moment
you held up a light. ; :

Therefore, the high-nosed, sword-waving Native gentle-
man sereamed in vain. The distant dopr into the Temple
opened, and & stream of hurrying men vassed through it

Thers was an odd, mixed-up struggle procesding on the
groind. Harland had seized Bangue's wrists, and he
meant to keep hia gng on them,

Taylor, using his lett leg, hopped along towards Sanguo
and Harland. He presented his emply Mauser at Sanquo’s
head, and in the qight of the little lamp celled him to
surrender. And that ineffable secoundrel, after a minute’'s
pause—during which, no doubt, he thought unutterable
thinlgi—gnvn in, or pretended to give in. 1E

4T managed to break your leg | ™ he said, with & malicious
glance. at Taylor, as he rose to his feet, and shook the
dust from himeelf.

Y1 managed to disperss yovr men,"” retorted Taylor, " so
we are pretty ‘well quita! "

Harlend stood behind Sanguo, holding him by the collar.
Sanguo turned and glanced over hia ehoulder,

“That impostor of yours is dead!” he said,

At that gnoment Carter, whe had lit a votary lamp,
reached them. :

The Native officer had followed his men through the
little door into the temple, and Sanqub, the last of the
enemy, was apperently at the end of his tether. :

“Thi didn’t fall' out quite as you expect~d,” samid
Carter to Sanguo, between his teeth. * Hold up hie hands,
Harland. He's probably got the key of the cell.”

“He thinks he's killed the Mahorajah,” asid Taylor.

Corter found the big key in the pocket of Banquo's
dinner-jacket. T

“The man we shot through the cell déor," said Banque,
with the utmost coolness, " was an impostor. I am here
at the order of the Mcharnjah himself. The Maharajah
will know how to deal with you! "™ .

A sound issued from Taylor's lips which was either a
laugh or & groan.: He appeared to be swaying a little.
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Harland moved towards him m enconscious sympathy, and
Sanguo geized the moment to slip dexterously cut of his
voat, dash out the only light and disuppear down the long
avenues,

MWe mustn't lose him now | " cried Cartar, leaping after
him. * (et to the Temple door, Herland ; there’s only one

w?' out."
hey were obliged to leave Taylor,

“Don't mind me,” said Taylor, as Harland ran to take
his station at the door. “I'll have & shot & him if he comes
within range.”

“He hopped into the avenue, and gt:uperl sbout for the
fallen light ; but he was without matches, and the pain af
hig injured leg had becoms an agony. He subsided on to
the ground, and remained there with his back against the

te plinth. Beads of perspiration arcse upon his fore-
end. He wea quite happy, however—he had porticipated
in & dust-up, really an Al dust-up—and what more could

man want i . . e

Cartar had matches in hir pocket, but, without striking
a light, he followed Sanqguo’s retreating footsteps warily.
He was conseious thot the supreme teat of his ablht[-{ L
at hand. What had been & general engagement had con-
centrated into & dusl. [t was now his subtlety and audacity
against the cunning and enterprise of the cleverest scoun-
drel he had ever met. His esrs were good ; he could detact
Sanguo's poeition by his moving footsteps, and coming to
a standetill in the darkness he levelled his barrel in the
direction of the sound, and fired. Sanquo uttered a low
ery, and began to move gore slnwl]}y.

Carter hi?tad and listened ; the Doctor's footsteps were
irregular and halt.in%. He was either wounded or pretend-
ing to be wounded—Ior he walked slowly, and with & limp.
Cartar followed in the intense darkness, Fﬂﬁ;ﬂg his way
forward with a hand on the clammy wall; WE3 overs
taking Sanquo rapidly. Thes Doctor ceased to advance, and
Carter heard s click, then a muttered exclamation.
Bancuo had uweed his last cartridge. :

Canwer moved warily forward, still using granite pedestals
88 COVer, ;

“1t's all up, Barquo, " be said
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“You haven't got me yei," called Sanquo; and again
Carter heard those halting footsteps rather faster
naw.

This quickening of Banquo’s speed raised 2 faint doubt
in Carter. He wondered what was taking place in that
evil, scheming mind. This was no time for taking chances.
something brushed a@mat his leg. He leapt away, then
laughed to himself. e had come across another row of
cement h:a.ga !

Sanguo’s footsteps ceased altogether.

A strange creaking neise came to Carter's exrs from the
iEm. where the Doctor appeared to have halted, but alwaya

e moment Carter began to move, those limping footsteps
began again. Sanguo was either seriously wounded or——
How did he know that click represented Banque's last
cartridge, and what was that peculiar ereaking which
appeared to issue from the ground? Carter halted, then
moved again in pursuit, for Sspouo’s footsteps had begun
again—very slowly now. Carter, as he advanced, put fo--
ward each foot suspicivusly—rather in the manner of an
elephant croesing a bridge.

e had edvanced in this fashion some filteen feet, when
& sudden thrill went through him,

No ground met his dua:uhr]mg foot—he had halted on
the verge of o chasm!

Very soltly he went down ou his knees, and felt about
with his hands. There was a cavity in the ground before
him, which extended half-wny acrosa the peesage, and
evidently had been covered by & trop-door. In the utter
darkness the depth of the cavity was beyond his krowledge.
Banquo had not descended through that trap-door, for his
halting footsteps still sounded ahead, invitingly drawing
Carter enward. In g flash Carter understood everything.

He wes being lured forward to walk into that chiesm!

The subtlety and digbolical ingenuity of the trick made
him eatch his breath. _ .

For & long minute he remained there maotionless; then
his own ingenuity came to his aid. .H‘E moved to therwall,
took up & bag of cement, held it over the cavivy, and
dropped it into space.

For & moment there was silence, them a loud saplash
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sounded through the dark passage, and & reek of brackish
water came up to him.

He was waiting for Sanquo’s next move, end it came.
In an instant he heard rupning footsteps advancing swiltly
towards him. Sanquo, no longer lame, balted searcely ten
feet away, Carter felt he could almost reach him across

e chasm. Then a puff of evil-amelling air blew in his face.
The trap-deor e¢rashed shut

Banquo uwttered a loud ery of unrestrained -exultation,
Iaru:l leapt upon it. Then somethiog sprang out of the dark-

es8, and hurled him backwards to the ground. Carter's
strong hands tightened about his throdt.

CHAPTER XXVI
BOMETHING COMES IN AT A WINDOW

CanTER, remembering Bangro's dexterous escape from
Harland, wes not in the mood for taking chances. That
Sanquo had been motionless for two minutes foretold
nuﬁ%:lg of what he would do, if given the fraction of an
1] :thuni%‘ !
aising his voice he called to Harland, who was standing
gt the distant door of the Temple. Taylor took up his call,
and passed the word along for & light. And presently
Harland, who had taken a light from the Templs, wound
bis way in and oot among the idols, and drew up at -but.a:’a
side. The feeble light fell on Bangue’s upturned yellow
face. His eyes were cloged, and his lips tly pressed to-
gether ; there was perspiration on his brow, and the veina
of his temple were distended. He was in white shirtsleeves,
smeared and blackened. . .

Carter bade Harland put the light out of his reach,
and go through him in guest of a hidden wespon. They
found nothing upon him, however. )

Someone moved in the distance, and by the feeble light
they saw Taylor hopfibg laboriously towards
Whether his insatiable appetite for & dust-up, or his des
to be im at the death, caused him to take the sgonising
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journey was not spparvent, but when he reached them he
cnlhag:ed upon & of cement, and breathed heavily.

“ Hot— a eg,” he ssid, in jerky explanation of
& wry fece and a convulsive clenching of his hands. Then,
white to the lips, he smiled plensantly, and leansd ageinat
the damp granite wall.

Banquo opened his eyes and looked at him ; he appeared
about to speak, and moved his Lijm. but merely moistened
them with. his tongua and lay still. Carter had risen and
stood over him, his Maoeer in hisa hand., He was in o fever
to get to the Maharajah in his ced, and he handed his
pistol to Harland. Then, leaving Banquo in his and
Taylor's charge, he hurried away down the passage.

arland, with & pistol in his hand and & watchful and
relentless eye on Sanguo, held aloft the light, so that ils
radiance should reach Carter as he went.

Carter reached the damaged cell door, and Harland saw
him bend low and insert the hoavy key in the lock. Carter
confessed afterwards that that moment was quite the
shekiest in his lifa. He spo™e through the door as be put
the key in, but no enswer came from within, He pushed

open, and felt about with his hends—the Maoharajeh was
lving on the straw-covered floor, motionless rnd inert.

Carter placed his arms sbout him, and came out into the
passage wi

The Mazharsjah's head hung back limply—thers was a
waltar of blood on his white shirt, and hia eyes were closed.
thﬂa.rter laid hl.ti gantlydduwnl on the yielding blti‘:lnk l:luut. of

ap 3 then striding a to Sanguo with o feroeity
that au:ﬁa& even Harland, D:t?zed him by the shirt-iront
and wrenched him to hic fest, At that moment he boped
with all his heart that Banquo would H_.Eﬂ-lﬂ tliy to escape,
in which case he would have lived possibly half a minuta

Harland and be conducted SBanquo down the passage
with & pistol at his back, and flung him into the Maha.
rajah’'s cell. The shot-perforated door was still sound
anough to hold & prisoner. " Buteven when the heavy key had
beon tmrned in leck, Carter was not satipfied, and the
indomitable Taylor voluntesred another agonising, uopping
journey, and seated himself, Mauser in hand, on the hitle

rricade of cement bags outside the eell door.
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In the measntime Corter exsomined the wounded man
slowly and carefully. His clothes were in tatters, and the

reat derk stain of blood began at the shoulder of hia
shirt and extended down its front. Harland held aloft the
little lfla.ll-a}daldtd light, and as Carter sought the wound,
the Ehnm]nh opened his eyes slowly, and turned them
wpon him,

For & minute he stared as one in a dream, then the light
of recognition srose in them. He held out a thin, brown
hand, and clasped Carter’s feveriehly, For a moment they
remained thus, but taere was his wound to copsider—a
rifie bullet had struck the side of his neck—had furrowed
g line in the flesh. It was an ugly wound, but there was
no danger in it, though it bled freely. They bound it
ebout with handkerchiefs, and the Maharojah closed his
eves again. Omee or twice, as Carter knelt supporting him,
the Prince shuddered s]:igﬁ:iy. )

"\We must get hira into the air,” said Carter, ]

The Prince was & small-boned man, and Carter lifted him
easily. Harland followed, holding the hfht. They reached
the little door leading to the outer Temple at length. Both
Carter and Harland expected trouble when they stepped
into the Temsle, but the building was as silent as the grave.
The Mabarajah, lying in Carter's arms, remained uncon-
scious until they re:ghed the garden of the House of the
Bilver Lily. Then he cpened bis eyes and uttered a balf-
conscious ery of horror. i ;

“I'g all right,” said Carter, “it's all right."”

Harland went in at the window, and opened the green
wooden dror. He had gone first by tacit consent, as there
was mn unpleasant duty to perform before the Maharajeh
was brought into the house. [t was necessary for him to
drag Kalim's heavy body across the passage, and close the
little door of his office upon it. .

They carried the Maharajah into the drawing-room, and
laid him in the long wicker chair. ; )

During the time Carter attended to the Prince in the
drawing-room, Harland had slipped away apd despatched
one of the Native servants from the compound inte Kath-
hﬁ” with & chit, telling the doctor there to go to Taylor's
n 4
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The Maharajeh had now recovered sufficiently to sit up
nn;illjﬂriuk a2 whiskey-and-soda with some degree of tran
gullity. )

"“We have that fellow in safe keeping at last,” said the
Prince, referring to Sanguo. ** To-night is time to
act."

_Carter was quiet for a few minutes, staring towards the
gilver moon, which had risen snddenly, keen a3 a scimitar
blade, above the trog-tops.

it TI;at- is true, your Highness,"” he said at last. “Sanquo
is laid by the heels, but there is still Guhara Tukaji. It
waa she, and not Sanguo, who engineered your capture.
A woman who is capable of that piece of swift villainy is
capiable of anything! " He came into the room and poured
himeelf out & -peg of whiskey., “We must keep our eyes
open for Banguo's mother,” he added as he drank.

Harland, seated in & wicker chair, luxurionsly smoking
an excellent cigar, had been guite nneonsciously watching
the Maharajah's face. Carter and he had saved the Maka-
rajah’s life, but the Prines had mode no mention of that
fact ginoe their return to the House of the Silver Lily. At
first, and before he had fully recovered, he had shown o
dispogition to eling to Carter as though fer protection.
Now it seemed for a while as t&:n:frh his impatience made
him the leader of the compeny. He was manifestly eager
to ba nwni_;,'—mnnileatly eager to bring to a climax the
drama of his reinstatement. Harland admired his spirit
wholeheartedly, but one thing strock him as eurious and
unpleasant—the look in the Maharajah's eyes each time
that Sanque or Banguo’s mother wes mentioned.

“When shall we go fc the Palacel” asked the Maha-
rajah suddenly. : :

“We'll go now,” smid Carter, “and by this time to-
morrow " He held up his glass; Harland and the
Maharajah each took up o glass, For the moment the
three stood together in the guiet room ; the three glasses
were upraised. . .

“MTa the success of to-night and to-morrow | said Carter ;
the glassea clinked, and at that moment there vame to
their ears a goft whirring sound, like the wounded flapping
of & heavy bird. Something white entered the window,
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and bounding to the floor rolled clumsily in an irregular
cirels, and grew still,

Harland sprang forward and picked it up. It was a
reed-pith helmet, battered dnd stained, and there was a
bullet-hole through' it, from frent to back., All the eolour
passed from-Harland's face as his looked ab i

It was Taylor's helmet—and the bullet had entered low
down through the brim at the front, and passed out throogh
the brim at the back., Carter leapt on to the verandah—
but a profound silence brooded over the moonlit garden.

CHAPTER XXVII
THE POWER BESIND THE THRURE

Ox the l::éghb of the Féte, during the hours when the Maha-
rajah suffered his agony, and the duel of wits took place
brtween Sanquo and Carter, a bent, white figure sat at &
degk in an inner room of the Palace of Kathnagar.

Gunara Tukaji was at work. :

One who is the centre and heart of a vaet conspiracy can
find little leisurs for tranquil contemplation. The room
in which she sat was small and heavily furnished in the
Western [ashion. In the middle of the apartment was &
heavy board-room table fringed with swivel chairs; on the
wall above Gunara's desk hung a sta¥k, big-figured calen-
dar; and the top of the desk itsslf was epcupied by &n
up-to-date Western clock, which Jacked a face, and con-
veyed thertime minute by minut€ with the aid of flicking
rectangles of cardboard. On ditker side of this clock were
gtandard electric lomps with flexible bross stems, which
allowed the light to be concentrated in any direction. The
foor of the room was carpeted with a deep, rich pile
carpet of a tgrmticn.! colour, & carpet that would have
appesled to the fancy of a Hebrew financier.

pEunum Tukaji worked until the clock showed the hour
of one. Then she' put down her pen, and leaned back in
the swisel ehair. & made a strange fgure in that room,
that might have been the Throgmorton Btreet office of &
Hebrew financier. Suddenly she clapped her lean, dark
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bands together loudl . and in swift answer to her snm-
mons, 3 derk-skinned servani appeared oo the threshold
unare glanced at him keenly.

"My son has not retorned 1 " she inguired.

The man informed her submissively that Sangquo bad pot
returned, and Gunara diymissed him with a_wave of her
hand. A moment later she drew down the roll-top of the
desk, and glided out of the room. Ia her ornate heslless
ulipiarﬂ ghe moved almost without sound along the broad
marble-paved passage. At tanﬁth she came to zn iron-
studded door, which she pushed open. Beyond the door
was a flight of black marble steps, which descended to
yet another passage, this time an underground passage
entirely without ornament, and illuminated only & TOW
of plain electric bulbs depending from the ui]inﬁ. aiting
at the foot of the steps was a servant in the Maharajah's
u::él:’urm. i t dered him to b d el

unars, in curt phrases, ordered him to bar and close
the deor by which she had entered ; then, taking no further
notice of the man, Ej‘ﬁmadud slong the passage to & door
even more massive than the one at the head of the stairs.
There was & minute's pause, and the door was drawn aﬁm
P—Emﬂ. T etepped forward into the vaalts of the
Bos.

An olectric fan whirred softly at the far end of the
vault, and the place itself was brillisntly lluminated with
naked electrie lighte. A dozen men wers energetically at
work in the business of sedition, for what been tha
Mabarajah’s jewel vaults had been converted by Gunara
Tuksaji into & printing office for the production of & news-
paper.

t was for the purposa of discovering a perfa secure
lace of pmdunt.iu!::; for this newspaper that Gun:{r'lf Tuksaji
gﬂd formulated her dazzling scheme. It was for the pur-
ose of protecting her newsggger and phlets from tha
fndinn authorities that she virtu %semd the prinei-
ality and the Palace of Esthnagar. She kpew, in that
E\&hmiﬂﬂ mind of hers, that nothings could serve
purposs of sedition so well as a_widsly-circulate news-
peper that was not subject to periedical suspension.
and Banguo bad produced newspapers before in different
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parts of India. A little harm had been done, some fm-
regsion had been mnde on the minds of fanatical young
atives; but the police had always discovered the printing-
presses at the critical moment.

With these past dieasters in her mind, Gunara Tukaji
had set her keen wits to work, and had hit upor the daring
coup of her life-——the idea of substituling a tool of her own
for & loyal and reigning prince. Banquo had worked well
in this matter. Amoola Khan bad alse dene his ehare,
and as Gunara Tukneji ewept the sgeme before her with
keen eyes, she pmilcd with inward eatisfaction at the
ﬂiﬁnﬁh\: that ehe had so well succeeded where others had
failed.

Two men had advanced towarda her as the vaolt deor
cloged. ©One of them was a sieek, round-faced babu, with
large spectacles and & sematorial manner. He ﬁ?
generally, and at large, with the pomposity of his kind,
%nd]jr.ﬁv&rmbly when opportunity arose he spoke in

agligh,

“¥You come,” he said, “at paychological moment, Paper
is now upon prees”  He waved his band towards the
prinﬁr::iprus, which ocoupied the further end of the room.

Two MNatives stood at the press, waiting for the order
to start printing: Two other men stood, each with a flat
gtick of wood in his hand, at & smooth wooden bemch—
these were the folders who took the papers from the old-
fashioned press, folded, cut, and counted them. In care-
ful piles near the press wers heavy packets of paper,
Here, also, stood o man waiting to feed the paper into the

rags.

Pr With your permiesion,” wen’s on the babu, “we will
proceed.” '

CGunara nodded curtly, and the bobu, with & ceremonial
l.irl, strode BWEY. . .

“Commence,” he said, and simoltaneougly the hand-
press began to move.

Gunara Tukaji turned to the other man who had como
to her side when she entered the room. This was a littls
wizenes man ‘with black, shining eyes, a high forehead, and
s poa i, He was a thin, gnarled old man, whoge
hands had growyn horny with ‘toil.
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“Raheem."” she said, “yon carried out my orders? ™
Baheem rubbed hie hard hands togather, and smiled

brightly. )

%vnrﬂhing goes well,” he said. “There is much ques-
tion a8 to where our pipers come from. The police are
paying bribes, but our pian of distribution has not been
suspected.”

It is not of that I ask.” said Gunara in her sharp voice.
“What of to-night!? Yoo tell me that the mem-zahib in
about to go away, and is to teke her daughter with her,
What signs are there that she is going to do this in trutht ’

“1 erave your forgiveness for forgetting, but this work
of ours burns in my brain like a never-dying fira| The
mem-sahib, she is going away truly ; everything is ready ;
the boxes are packed ; lstters nave been writtem”

“ And the young fermmghee womani" broke in Gunara.
“Have there been any more meetings in the garden? ™

“There have been none,” responded the old man. *“I
have seen none,”
h'G’}mwa Tuksji suddenly trned, and looked down into

is face.

 Remember, Raheem, it is wise that we should watch
thess memlog. Danger may lie thoere for ou= cause ; we
must know all that takes place. You have dona well,
Rahesm. When the great day comes, you will not be for-
gotten! " :

Suddenly Gunara lowerad her voice,

l:aﬂ'ihfma" ghe asked, “what news is there for my ear
alone

“There is no news,” answered the old man. "All flows
emoothly as gentle waters in the long valleys. Am“".ﬁhth:"
pervanta thers is no thooght but of the cause. ere
is no wavering, there is no thought of self,”

For a moment Gunara Tukaji Jooked at him, Then she
turmed nway, .and moved towards the door. As she went
ghe muttered a low-toned invocation.

Raheem leapt towarde the closed door, drew back the
bolta, and held it open for her to pass out. Gunara passed
along the underground passage, am 1.:{;- the fnarble steps ;
therr in & man drew open the door, and closed it
behind her. Once more she was in the long Moorish
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eorridor of the Paldice iteelf. The corridor wae dessrtad,
and as Gunsra walked forward in her slippered fest, her
mind worked rapidly. Bhe continued her walk until she
reached the heavy ornate screens which shielded the en-
trance to the zenana., Here she halted, and listened.

. A faint strumming, the low throb of & tom-tom came to

B,

Bhe pawsed a moment, listening ; then, slipping aside
& curtain, entered a dark, narrow passage, sscended a
few steps, and peered through an orpate lattice-work of
delicatsly earve ﬁ];.rh‘lm marble chisellad almost to the
fragility of lace. Here she gtood almost in entire darkness,
ﬂ:laring through the carved stone trellis-work into a room

aw,

The room was illuminated by a crystal chandelier which
hung from the eeiling. .&glamat. the Further wall stood a
deis and & sofa of chigelled silver strewn with thick
cushions. On the sofa, reclining in sublime magnificence,
vas Amoola Khan, He still wore his turban and his
tabard of green silk lined with purple satin his muslin
scarf was etill about his neclk.

CHAPTER XXVII

RAHEEM'S MISBIGN

Gowara watched Amoola KEhan unseen from behind the
stone lattice-work. It pleased her to think of him as her
handiwork., It was her mind that bad engineerad that
magnificent imposture ; it was at her biddin at he posed
so superbly, assuming the rdle of the true Prince whom he
had replaced. Perhaps in his own mind he had already
begun to believe himself the real monarch of Kathnsgar.
She felt that she had built well¥fin these past few months ;
everything had moved according to her desire. True there
had been checks and set-backs. That was inevitable ; ha
who climbs high must of necessity slip o little in the astent.
Thei2 had her som Sanquo's mistake in London,
when he had permitted the rescue of the Maharajah., That
had been a grave mistake, and one likely to have wrought
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asrious coneequences. Then again there had been her own
mistaks in pot naeins t-hraug;h the mission, headed hy
Eﬁ]nr and Carfer, which had come to Kathnagar, Never-

ees it wan ehe who had doubted Harland, the man who
hnd secompanied that mission. The faet that Harland's
dressing-ceee was equal iu quality with that of his sup-
Eﬂnad'maat&:n had revealed to Banguo that the mission to

athnagar was not se innocent as it appeare

For & few hours after that she thought that she had
upder-estimated the power of the British Raj. Then her
indomitable spirit had riren again. Even the diecovery
of the fact that the real Maharajuh of Eathnagar was in
hiding in the House of the Bilver Lily, the fact that the
mission, headed by Taylor and Carter, was really in Kath-
nagar for the restoraiion of the Mabarajsh secretly to his
own, had not dashed her courage. ;: S

Bhe bad made plans, swift and merciless plans, which it
behoved Banguo to carry out without error. To-night great
work was toward in Kathnagar ; the final act of the dram
ghe had played since girlhood was eweeping to ita close.
Bhe permitted no thought of failure to find ita way into her
min,:f: The secret passage lcading into the House of the
Bilver Lily, the passage sho had used when ghe examined
Taylor's letters on the first uiaht of their arrival, had been
veed again. This time, the Maharajah was to be dealt
with finally. What was one life when the whole of India
must some day riee at her bidding?

Bhe became conscions of a ing restlessness ; she
could no longer remain seated m the dark room behind
the stonework. . Ssnguo, who had been deepatched to the
Temple of Vishnu to ses that her b:&d.m%hn.d besn carried
into effect, was almost due to return. She moved towards
the office which she had left earlier in the ev ; she
had told Banquo she would.wait for him there. It was
there she was to receive the news ef the consummation of
her plans, of the death of the Maharajah in his cell in the
Temple. After that no power on enrth could prove that
Amoole-Ehan was an impostor. Only herself end ber son
h{fh{‘ﬁﬂ“ ificent in ite mimplicity

e situation was magnificent in i city.
. When et length she reached the door of the room, she
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found if ajar and a light burning within. She had moved
forwnrd poiselessly. =~ Now she halted. listening, and a
sound of heavy breathing beyond the ball-open door stirred
the silence.

Gunara's hands clenched suddenly together, a hard light
blazed in her eyes.  With the stealth of & serpent she
glided into the room.

Hajiz waa there, leaning against the board-room iable.
He was b flEﬂ-'l-’l- ﬂ;ler-e was a look of terror in hia
gyea am:l he uau winding his pupgarce with a shaking

an

Gunars Tukaji drew the curtain behind her, then weited
with h;ar back againat it, and her eagle eyes ﬂxeg upon
Heajiz's face.

ajiz lowered his hand from his turban.

"0 mother of men,” he panted, *many things have ha
pened. I have come to you with the speed of the win
and I am afraid.”

Gunara moved a pace or two towards him.

“Where is my son i "

Bhe uttered the words in 4 low, quelling voice, and she
t!_sa.w Hajiz flinch away as though a whip bad struck his
ace.

“Where is my sonl" repeated Gunara.
“He ie in the hands of the Gors-log,” answered Hajiz
shakingly. “We made a good fight, O m-:r'c-'har of mﬁn, l:lu.i:

they were aided by dewils. rat. gﬂ

dragged me to the Sancluary of de, nwenrmg I

ghould die there because of my Ia;ra.lt}' t.n ou ; when in the

darkness I slipped a.w;_%thcy bed already captured that
reat ong, your son. e is mow in their hands, bound
and and foob"

Gupara Tukap raised her hands ; her face was as & bronze
mask, but owing eyes rafl:.,a Hajiz's soul. In that
moment Lhe realized that the Cause was more to her than
even the life or -l:lea.tl: of her soun.

“Where is that other one,” she ML&&—"ha whom you
took from the House of the Silver Lily 1"

jit raised his

“Of this thers is no doubt.” he said, “that one is dead

within the cell, for before the sahib could lay hands on
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‘ﬂlf* #on and those who came with him, the Maharajah's
soldinrs poured in & vollc;lr ppon the prisoper,”

“You are sure of this?

Hajiz swore o great oath by all his gods. Gunara Tukaji

ered deep into hie eyes, but even she eonld not winnow
ies from truth. Possibly Hajiz himself was not aware
what part of his story wae trye, what part was bred of
& heated fmagination, and what part was invented to
placate this terrible hawk-eyed woman who stared deep
into his soul, ma&:‘mg him feel tmuupa.reut as the air.

“You are sure that one is dead?”

Hajiz swore again that without doubt the Maharajah had
bean killed in his cell. Then Gunara Tukaji’s mind leapt
back to har son. They were within the dominions of the
Maharajah—from now hencefurth Amoola Ehan ruled
in Kath r. That is, Amoala Khan wore all the trap-
pings of office; and she;, Gunare Tukaji, wielded gll power
through him! Banguo's capture by Teylor and Carter
wae an unfortunate aceident, but there was still time t2
right things in regard to her =on. )

%‘u: 2 mipute she remaioed with her bead bowed deep in
thought, an:}}'ﬂnjis stood at attention waiting fur orders.

g?;fidenly unara Tukaji raized her hands snd clapped
loudly, once, twice, thriee. There was a paunse, then a
pervant came runnoing.

Five minutes later, io answer to her summons, a subor-
dinate officer of the Maharajah's guard appeared before
her, and in the presence ot Hajiz she gave directions,

“You will send out,” she said, “a body of men not in
uniform. They nre to attack those who hold my son
prisoner. He ia to be relzased. As the men attack they
are . cr;il out that the Temple of Vishnu has been dese-
crated ; they are to call out for vengeance to the gods!
In no way must these men be associated with the Palace,
but one thing alone must be accomplished—my son must
nddenly sh d abruptly

uddenly she paused abrupily. 55

*These are thEﬂMahnrsdnb'a orders,” ehe said. " Hajiz
will give you all knowledge as to whare my son i to be
found. Remember,” she added warpingly, as the officer
strode to the door—" rgmember-there is to be no mistake!
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A minote later she was alone in the room. Her ruthless,
ﬂh‘tmﬁ mind worked swiftly. Again she clapped her

ands.

“1 would see Raheem here at onee,” she said Lo the
gervant who liad presented himself.

For five minutes she waited for Baheem the gnarled old
gardener. . Bhe had sent men to reseus Banquo, but there
gtill might be a mistake, therefore there was one other
card which she might pin}r. She knew, through Rabeem,
of Ansstagia's seeril mesting with the Prince in the oranga
grove. Therelore, tarough Kabesm who knew Anastasia,
there was still one other card she could play in case the
men she had sent out failed to rescue Sanguo.

Raheem entered the room. )

“You desire to know if the work is proceeding welli ™
he asked. ) )

Gunara silenced him with ber lean, claw-like hand
upraised.

“HRoheem, there are ill things toward—a shadow has
passed over us, Bot the Fature af the Cause has besn
placed by Vishou into the hands of you alone.”

Raheem, little old barmless man, werking for long years
in his garﬁru of roses, troubled and sad when blight came,
or his roses bloomed too soon, now saw himself exalted
strangely. The spark of fanaticism that had lurked in his
simple old soul had been fanned to roaring flame by
Gupars Tokaji. At their first meeting she had recognised
his innocence, his simplicity, his faithfulness. Here wn-%
the mnterial she sought, and with the unfailing eye o
a ruler of men, she had picked him out for service,

“You, Raheem,” she said, suddenly fixing him with her
eyes, and allowing a gentle expression to cross her:face,
*you, Raheem, have little in strength, but much wisdom
is youra. Therefore I need tell you l].Dtjli!‘:ﬂ' but that which

cu must do. Your own wisdom will give you nll reason
irur f,ﬁ]a.t. which I say. Therefore, Reheem, remember that
the Cause is in thy hands] ™

The old fellow clasped his gnarled hands together.

T LILét.h;,r of men,” he whispered, * what iz it that I
shall dot "

Gunara's face was inscruteble.
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“At dawn you will go,” she said, “to the young feringhes
woman at the Residency. Bhe is to be taken thenee.”

A pwift, startled light leapt into the old gardener's eyes.

“No harm is threatened

“Nooe,"” asswered Gunars. “She will be safe in your
hands. But you must get her away at dawn, with a
message that she is wanted urgently by the one whom she
met in the orange grove. a will trust you, and will
understand. ™

“Then, Raheem, you must take her to the Hidden
House ; she will be safe. thers, quite zafe. There will be
thoss there who wish to take care of her. B doing this
little thing, Raheem, you will have served the Cause. You
are wise, Raheein, and it is only you whom I can trust
with this t work, Soon after dawn sbe must be taken
AWEF— She paused for a moment. Yoo think,
Raheem, that she will coms easily, that shs will not doubt

ou?™

“She will come esaily,” anawered Raheem.

CHAFTER XXX
THE MAWARAJAH'B HOME-COMING

Hanrawp stood in the Fouse of the Silver Lily with
Taylor's stained and bullet-riddled topee in bis hand. His
brows were contracted and bis lips set in a thin line.
Scarcely five minutes had elapsed since the he'met had
been thrown in at the open window.

In those minutes & hundred surmises had paseed
through Harland's mind. At one moment he believed the
helmet to be proof positive that Taylor was dead, at the
next he thought it n ruse of one of Gunara Tukaji's emis-

evidently with the idea of drawing them back to the
Temple. It was the Maharajah, however, who led them to
s more satisfactory conclusion. He reminded them that
Taylor was not wearing his topee when they left the onder-
round stable of the gods. In his opinion the helmet had
gen seized, probably before Banguo's men were routed,
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and bad been flung fhrough the window merely out of

bravade, Harland's face lighted a litila.

ﬁ" Ti.i.m you think Teylor may be all right!"” he gques-
one

“T1 think Taylor is well able to take care of himeslf”
commentad Carter,

“We owe our lives to Taylor," anawered Harlgnd, “and
I should never forgive mysalf if anything happertd to him.
Buppose an sitempt is made to rescue Banguo belore we
get control im the Palacel ™ . )

#That,"” broke in the Maharajah, * is another resson,
in my opinion, why we should g9 to the Palace at once.
What do you think, Mr. Carter{"

“If you are ready I om ready,” answered Cartar
brusquoly. He drew out his watch. “We can get to the
Palace by helf-past three, Except the watchman, every-
pne will be aslesp ; if we don't pull thinge off successiully
DOw, We never & .

Five minutes later they were all three in the road,
moving in the direction of the Maharajah's Palace.
Beizing & fevourable opportunity, when the guards were
l.tthasfar end of the Palace, the three ran across the ﬂw
gpace, towards the narrow door used only by the Ma
raj i

Here for & moment there wag an anxious 54111:1! A year
ago the Maharajah had had the door fitted with & com-
bination lock, opening to the word *stcalth "—what if
that lock had been removed by Amools Ehan, or another
w%rhd:ru.xl*lhtuhd‘l‘ d the shelter of tha d and

rince stepped ipta the & r of the doorway,
Harland and Carter stood, each looking in e d:gamnt
di on guarding against surprise. They had d to
resort to strong measures if the guard surprised them.
Bearcely o minute elapsed belore Mabharajah drew a
breath of relief, and :Eu rattle of metal broke the intense

nok. )
m‘i‘h& Mabarajah touched Carter on the shoulder; his
strong tﬂth“ﬁamud in the moonlight; he held a brass
lock in his hand, A moment later the narrow door was
opened on a void of inky darkness ; the three men stepped
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into il lcu-rl:ﬂly wider than the door, which Carter
nurafu.i y closed im,
hey wera mﬂun t.hu Palace at last!

Corter could hardly repress his excitement. For the
first time this secret method of restoring the Maharajah
to his own struck him as bizarre and hazardous, He paw
m & flash how mnch he and Harland had to loss, and how

littlge the British Government had risked. If any
au:u:hnt- appened now at the last moment, the India Office
would come upon the sceng with an air of surprise znd
offended dignity, which would enabie it to take a very
strong attitude in the matter. Carter put & few whis-
pered questions to the Maharajah ; then, Ie&ﬂnﬁ hm:l in
the passage near the door, he and Harland, as
arranged, felt their way forward until they came to 8 ﬂ:ght-
of steps. The walls on each side were so close as to brush
their shoulders in the ascent.

They came at last to o little landing, and were con-
fronted by & door, which Carter opened. Then, far away,
along an endless Moorish corridor, Harland sew 8 dim
light dependmi from the ceiling. The Maharajah had
warned them that in this passage they might meet some
of the guardians of the zenona. For some minutes they
waited there with the door narrowly open, but no sound
broke ﬂu stillness. They stepped into the corridor, and
moved noiselessly and ewiitly in the direction of the
distant light, passing manv doors on their right hand, and
many windows, through which the moonlight streamed,
on the left.

Arriving beneath the hanging 1 ht- at last, thit breathed
mora freely. They were bayon 3 confines of the zenana,
and on the threshold of the Palace proper.

The corridor still ran fgrward in the same direction, but
was wider now, and was blocked by & number of tall,
heavy Ml‘ﬂnl. placed thers to prevent anyone in the
Palace obtaining a view of the corridor leading to the
genann. Carter had mtechmed t.lle Ma.hn.rnmh g0 minutely

that he appeared to know inch ﬂf the groopnd.
They were within twent a.r s of the door of the Btate
bedroom, and Carter lai s fingers upon a bracelet in

his pocket. The loan of ’Llua bmca!-et to Carter had been
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Ealim’s last service to the Cause. Carter had asked for a
showy bracelet, and Kalim had not failed him.

They passed the last screen, and nothing intervened
between them and the corridor which Carter had inspected
with Sanquo, except the coloured bead curlain, which
hung ncross ita whele width.

Moigelessly, step by step, and with infinite caution, they
moved to the ﬂdl'f of this curtain, and peered through it
They were in darkoess ,but geveral shielded lights bung in
the long, gorgeous corridor before them, They saw door
after door to left anu right ; but it was the door of the
State bedroom—the third door on the left—which held
their goze, and standing outside this door was a tall
Pathan in uniform.

He stood motionless as the many armed gods in the
Temple—he peither turned his head to left nor right. He
might have been asleep, so still was he,

ey watched him for o long time, then Carter drew the
br..,uel:’;t. from his pocket. [L was not easy to slide that
bracelet towards the guard w thout disturbing the perfect
silence which held the Palace in thrall. Minute followed
minute, and Harland heard the ticking of his watch, and
cursed himse!l {or wearing it .

At length the silence was broken by a eurious, low,
droning sound, which issued from they knew mob whera.
This sound continued monotonously and wearisomely.
Then Carter suddenly clutched , Harland's arm. There
came a rupid slither of slippered iem behind them.

Bomeons whs nppmanhmgilfmm e zepana. On hands
and koee. they moved behind an angle of the nearcat
gereen. Then a bent, white figure appeared, and moved
forward thromgh the bead curtain, and down the
corridor. — ;

They both knew that old, bent figure with its lithe, quick-
moving beed ; they saw it pass the Pathan before the door
of the State badimber. glance in his direction, and ad-
vance far down the corridor, until it turned in at a distant
door. 5 ;

After che passing of Gunara Tukaji, whose presence in
the Palace hl;.d not surprised them, the Pathan seemed to

velax his stiff attxude & little, He eased the belt about his
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waist with his thumb, moved his shoulders, and finally
glanced about him.

Thet singular distant drone was still audible, and the
Pathan, after o glanes at the mosaie fioor, sod
squatted himself after the fashion of his race. He was
armed with a Bnider and sword-bayonet, which he drew
across bis kmees.ns he sat. :

Carter and Harland had noiselessly returned to their old
%'Iacu. and were watching him throtugh the bead curtain.

hﬂi’ knew every inch of his contour now, though the
ghaded lamp hid his expression from them. At last
Carter's hand stole throngh the eurtain and laid the brace-
let on the marble floor. Oeccasionally the Pathan stroked
hie chin. They saw his white eyveballs af length, as his
eyes travelled over the screen—there was darkness behind

at screen, and he knew nothing of their presence.

He was about to turn away ogain when his eyes locussed
upon something which gleamed upon the floor. He looked
away, and then back again, as if to assure himself that he
had seen aright. A covetou. light came into his eyes. At
last, with & glance at the door behind him, ke rose and
moved with catlike softness lowards the bracelet.

He beot to pick it up; then likr a flash, ¢ swift, st
band grabbad him by the nape of the neck, and dragge
him through the curtain. A Ea.ndknrchmi was thrust into
his mouth, & man knelt on his chest. He believed the
fiends of hell had risen rnd peized him, and were ren
his soul from his body. He made a game resistancs, but
Carter and Harland were too m for him. and five
minutes later he found himself propelled into a little room
overlocking the Versailies fountain. A bright electric
light burned above him, and before him o man in
European garments, and this man was the Maharajshl

The covetoug Pethen was sure of that—he had served the
Maharsjah all his life, and he was o man who knew His
Highness when he saw him., And yet the Malarajah was
dmaingﬂ:in his gold bed in the Btate room three doors
off, for he not heard the voice of his story-teller dron-
ing away scarcely five minutes &Fﬂ, before he uad been
bewitched g that cursed bracelet %

It was only natural that it should take sbme minutes to
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eonvinge this big, faithful fellow that he was not a victim
of witcheraft—that Amocla Khan =zs an imp«:-stnr. and
that the real Ma.ha.rdmh had returned to claim his own.
But ha wis convineed at length, and he fell on his knecs
eraving for pardon in that he had not instantly diseoversd
end killed the impostor!

Carter and Harland stepped ount of the room into the
curtained corrider, leaving the Maharajah to remove any
lingering doubta thal’p.t.hnn might still nv&, and to swear
him to secrecy for tlm future. They moved with less
caution now, and sently halted before the gilt locked
door of the State chnmber Amoola Ehan, posing as

e Maharajah, waa in thet room, and from within came
& steady, droning, sing-song voica.

Carter turned the handle gently. As he had expected,
the room was not locked, and the door opened smoothly
and without noise.

Corter and Harland stepped quietly into the Royal bed-
nha.m er.

Lmimg on the Royal Eﬂld bed wa_s Amoola Ehan, his head
in deep pillows, bis eyes balf closed. Two feet away
frum the bedside, with his back to the door, sguatted the
rgatetlab—a queer Orisntal figure in flowing robes.
re was L scent of BEastern u}nmu in the air, oddly
mmgﬁi}ng with thu distinet odour of jazmine flowers. For
ty seconds after Carter and Harland's intrusion the
picture retained ite tranquility—the story-teller still droned
—Amoola Khan'’s eves still drowsed.

Suddenly those eyes glared wide open. He raised him-
geli from the pillows, remzined luaﬁx.u& for & moment,
then spraog out of bed with a yell of terror,

CHAPTER XXX
DAYEREAK
HARLAN., leaping forward, swung his arm aboub Amoola

Ehan's waist, and swept him from the floor.
For & moment he held the fellow thos—s ridiculoud,
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utrnfg'l.ing* frantic figure in cerise-coloured silk pyjamas.
Harland spoke in his ear:

“If you don’t stop that yelling—"

Amoola Kban understood, and grew guiet. He had
recognised Harland at last—remembered him as the man
he had met in the corrider of the Golden Pavilion Hotel, in
London. In a flash, fu]luw'mglthnt recognition, he knew
that the %‘Ema was up, and that his I.mir.:-ast.ura wag dis-
coverad, From the fellow’s expression of countenance, it
]'ﬁ_:':!dclw that he expected nothing short of death ab their

nda.

“Amopola Ehan, said Carter sharply, “you have been
made o fool of] That unfortunate resemblance of yours
to His Highnees haz been the ruin of you. Now, neither
I nor Mr. Harland hers wisk you any particular harm.”
Amoola Ehan's brown eyes travelled swiftly to Harland,
and searched hia face closely. *But,” continued Carter,
“wa must know from your lips what Sanguo's game
was—who was his eonfederates besidea vourself and hia
mother.” There was silence for o minute. “Are you
willing to meke & confession of all you know(®

Amoola Khan, grasping at the slender chance of exeul
pating himself, waz more than willing to confess. e was
guite clenr-headed enough to know that unless Banguo
was o prisoner, these two men could never have pene-
trated to the Btate apartments. The gameswas clearly at
an end, and his own skin was now the only factor worth
-cqnaiﬂarinﬁ'. T;l:l.e fngl:tt. ne hpd received hmj go unnerved
him that he still trembled viclently, and flinched at the
slightest movement made by either Carter or Farland.

g told them the history of the conspiracy, as far as
he knew it. He spoke in & low, even voice, which was al-
most & whisper, and he watched their {ices narrowly for
‘D% sign of merey towards himself.

e spun his story to o g]':e.u.t. length. Five—ten—fifteen
minutes passed, and still the worde flowed smoothly from
hin lips. There were fncts embedded in the arabeeque of

is evasions, and Carter waa quick fo seize them.

Among the, true things he learned from Amoole EI]-I.‘H'I-
lips was the fact that it was Guoare Tukaji's printio
presses, and Gunera Tuekaji’'s ingenious brain, which ha
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bzen sowing that part of India with seditious and inflam-
matory pamphlets. . g

“You say,” intertupted Carter, “that this seditious
paper is being printed in Kathnagari™

“It is being printed in the Palace itzelf,” answered
Amoola Ehanm. “Gunara Tukaji had the machinery
brought here in furniture-cases. No one suspected what
was in the cases.” ..

“But everyone in the Palace must know of the issuing
of & paper from here?"

Amoola Ehan shook his head. .

“Her people are sworn_to secrecy,” he said ; “they alone
know of the work that is being ecarried on in the vaults
of the Palace.”

He was shivering as he spoke, and he sat on the edge
of the bed, a pitiable object in his cerise-coloured pyjamas.
The grand manner that he had assumed with such ease
a few hours before in the Hall of Music had entirely left
hir ; hiz attitude was abject. He was still wonde
what was going to happen to him—whether or not he wo
eacape from that terrible impasse with a whole skin—when
the door of the bedchamber opened. . .

The Maharajah himself strode in; following him came
the tall Pathan earrying his Snider! i

Amoola Khan looked over his shoulder, and his syes
met the eyes of the Maharajah. The terror which he had
thown in Harland’s and Carter’s presence was &s no
to the terror which now caused him to rise from the bed,
and hurl himeelf full length on the carpet at the Maha-
rejah's feot. x

“Get up! " ealled the Prince barshly.

Amoola Ebhan rose to his feet. The Prince looked at
him with eves slightly narrowed. The resemblance
between the two men was remarkable, but the indefinable
air of hanteor and command, the al dignity which had
never left the Maharajah even in his darkest hours, marked

difference: between them. Amoola Khan posturing
as the Maharajah of Kathnagar was a mera actor playing
a part; his real nature was timid and shrinking, and it
had needed the iron hand and compulsion of Gunara
Tukaji to enable him to dare what he had done.
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':'l‘.'hu Maharajah was looking him over closely.

o are youl " he demaonded.

“I smm the son of Lallji, the dancing woman., T am of
our blood ; I am the lowast of your slaves. Truly, as I
ave stated, I am guiltless.” ]

Carter and Harland nuddgenliihenrﬂ the Prince break
out into violent’ Hindoostani; his eyes blozed; the fact
that this son of a dancing-girl bad for a brief space stolen
his own identity created a f in him that caused amaze-
ment in the two men who had restored him fo his rightful
position. Harland was thinking to himseli: “Well, he
might have had the decency to thank us for what we have
done ; but, after all, perhaps it's natural to want to pour
out hia wrath on that miserable object.”

Buddenly the Maharajsh, who aﬁgreuad to have for-
gotten the presence of Carter and land, mads o sign
to the Pathan behind him. The big fellow sicpped forward
and ped Amoola Ehan by the arm, A moment later
the Bathan lad his prisoner cut of the room.

“"What are you going to do with him?3 " asked Carter
Ef the Prince the moment the deoor had closed on the
wo.

“1 have not yet decided,” answered the Prince. *“For
the present he will remain in safs keeping.” He drew &
deep breath. “Bo far,” he said, “we have been very

ortunate. I owe & ing to you and to Mr, Harland.”

“We're not out of the wood yet,” answered Carter ; “but
ih!;ﬂl' _“'l': :IHHEHMB that your Highness iz onee more

2 mr—n

Buﬁ?l a knock eame at the door of the reom. The
Maharajah cast a startled glance at Carler ; thon the door
opéned, and & servant of the Maharajah stepped into the
room. The man repressed his anrprise at sight of Carter,
and salsamed low to the Prince.

“What does he say?"” asked Carter, when the men had
delivered a message to the Prince in Hindoostanl

“He brings & message,” eaid the Prince, "summoning
me to the room of Guonara Tukajil ™

¥This is luck,” said Carter, triumphantly.

The Prince glanced at the messenger.

“You may go,” be said.
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The man saleamed low, and withdrew ; then the Maha-
rajoh turnad to Carter.

“Gunarg Tukaji—" he began. His face was stern.

Carter broke into & laugh. :

“Don't you see it?" he said. *“It's the ﬁra&tﬂt plece
of luek in the world. The old woman's simply put berself
into our hands. Bhe knows nothing of our coup tu-n:i'!—;t.
In sending for your Highness she thinks she is sending
for Amoola Khan—that is why her message is perempbory.

The Prince was thoughtful for a moment.

“1 gee,” he gpaid at length. *Bhe has placed herself in
our hands. She knows nothing. What shall we dof ™

“ 3o to her," anewered Carter, Pl'omti’alr- “1 think when
vﬂ: have got the old lady we have gathered our pet round
the whole conspiracy!™

They passed out of the Royal bedchember together; a
bright hght of excitement burnt in the Prince's_syes.
Minute by minute the realisation that he was in Prince
in Kathnagar was growing in intensity ; the doubts and
fears tha,b‘ ad assatled hiz mind during the past weeks
were slipping from him one by one.

Ha led Carter along the corridor, down s Right of steps,
and towards the door of Gunars Tukaji's room.

*This moment was wo1th waiting for,” whispered Carter
as he went. “The old lady has overreached us so easi
and for go long & time that it will be the shock of her life
to find she hes fallen into our hande at last! BSomehow
I can’t help feeling that when we inquire into matters we
shall find that she is a far more important woman in the
Enst than we had ever imagined.” . .

“That is the room,” whigpered the Maharajah, raising
a slim brown finger and pointing at a curtain_in the
distance. "It was formerly & room used by KErishoa
Coomar for the transaction of my business.” )

They reached the curtein, drew it back and stepped into
the hesvily-carpeted room,*furnished with the board-table,
Gupara Tukaji's deak, and the entirely Western clook
:hiﬁ.. recorded the minntes on flicking squares of card-

O

(Gunara Tuksaji herself was seated at the roll-top desk
with hor back towards them. Her mind was deeply ocou-
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ied with the work before her. She heard the door open,

t did not look up or turn round.

"Come nearer!” she commanded,

Then she threw down her pen, leaned back in the swivel
chair, and turned towards them. Carter was watching her
with trivmphant interesi. For a second her ayes widened,
and simultancously her lean brown hands closed tightly.
No other manifestation of astonishment or fear showed
itself wpon her keen brown features. It was Carter who
broke the silence,

“1 think, my elever lady,” he said, “we have got you
at last."

Gunara Tukaji's eyez turned towarde him; a peenliar
expression of stupidity crept over her face, the expression
that bafled Harland when- he g'rip]!:ed her by the shoulder
and charged her with entering the Houee of the BSilver
Lily. She opened her mouth to speak, but Carter wae in
no mood for subterfuge.

“Don’t preténd you can't understand.what I say,” he
sald. “Your game is play:d out at last. You sent for
Amoola Khan, but it was not Amoola Khan wio aoswered
your summons| "

He tarned and looked at the Prince. The Prince smiled ;
hie eyes had been fixed steadily on Gunara’s face.

"No," he said. "No, it was not Amoola Khan. Amoola
Ehan has already becn imprisoned by me, and is awaiting
hie B}tﬂiﬂhmqnt Your scn also is awailing punishment.”

“What his Highness has said,” commented Carter
sharply, “is gmm trize. Your son was captured a few
hours ago, and he waa gapturcﬁ in the very act of attempt-
ing to aesassinate His thms; his case is a I:r;ttr
serious oge. As for Amoola Khan, the moment he fell into
our hands he unburdencd himself of everything he knew
about you and your geditious conspiracy. The matter of
the printing-presses for the dissemination of seditious
literature was one of the first things he told us. Under the
circumstances,” he added finally, ¥ don’t you think it would
be just as well if you'd drop your habitual cun~ing and
chisanery, and acknowledge that the game is upi”

Gunara Tokaji was ptill for a further half-minute ; then
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she rose slowly from her chair. A gleam of light took
life in her keen eyes.

“But the game is ot up,” she said, in low, mellifluous
tones ; “far from Itx Eo far &5 I am conecerned, the game
haa m:ll_yr now begun.’

“0Oh, don't tr_'.r ti:a.t. trick,” eaid Carter, with an air of
WeATY ex ration.

Gun:ra- kaji glenced towards the Maharajsh, and

poke again, still in excellent Engiiah.

"It‘ your Highness *ill allow me to seat myself again—
I am mo longer young —I will tell you how it comes that
the game is still in my hands! "

CHAPTER XXXI
ANASTASIA RECEIVES A MESEAGE

Ox the morning following the Féte Anastasia’s and Lady
Btntkiay’a truuks were packed, roped, and ready for the
nunm bay. Bir Boris, fever-ridden and irritable,
nul:ui {]:mui.[ Iving awuake cursing the day when Shooter
Quilliam had seen fit to order his return to India. He was
nn!]r half in the confidence of Carter and Harland, and he
uite oblivious of the doings in the vast nqrpt. of the
Temp e of Vishnu. Anastasia, however, was waiting
tremulously bopeful of news, and at dawn, when she
stepped from her room on to the verandah and regarded
the liant tumult of the garden with eves of lingering
affection, she was not surprised to see Haheem, the littla
old guardian of the rose-trees; she was not surprised to
gea him I::El; his l:lru[;! t eyes to hBl"h snd then secrelly
on her to come down into the gnr 1L
i WB]I. ¥ guestioned Anastasia, “hhve you some new
ullotr mei®
“I b you g message from one whose name I know
not,"” pai gem in @ cm' vma. &8 gimpliei
Rah in Deapita the licity
of bis mind, be lied with tg}m candour ; the
inpoeance of his eves wo'uid have anawud aven
Gunara Tukaji. *“I bring you this message,’’ he went om,
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“that you are t0 come with me  now, without delay  There
is great reason for this haste.”
'brmg no letter?™ Annstasif's heart was beatin
; thers was but ane person in the world who nrqu.lg
send her a secret [ EREARE,
“I bring no letter,” answered Raheem,
en how am I to know who this message is from1 "
smiled Anastasia.

“The mem sahib knows,” answered Raheem,

“And am I to come mow?i"

"An oxwt la WEIH.H.E near the gates of the garden,”
answored the old man. Tha Jnu.rner is not long, and ﬂ;
mem-sahib will be back before the others are astir.”

He turned and be to mtr'.rn down t.ha Imf,:ir AVEDUE,

Anpstasia followed him, he u:\'mi Gunara Tukaji
had foreseen, that noms but the M a.mlz had sent this
m ¢. The strange summons appealed to the romantic
side of "her nafure, just ms the meeting in the grove of
orange-trees had a Enied to her, and just ae the
n?‘]nn.ﬂ.ﬂur of the M ; in hia lilae tabard, his ropes

pul.rL. l.nd lul :hamuu. a.isr&tte. glways Gllec her with
viztons of

Near t-ha gnia i:ri the garden = zebu-drawn, box-like
vehicle was waiting at the roadside. Anastasis lodked at
her watch—save for herself, Raheem, and the driver -l:rf
the cart the road was deserted—there were three hnu.rl
to spare ; she would not ke missed for thres hours, and
with a sensation of adventure, she bent low and stepped
into the box-like vehicle,

Raheem walked at her side, and they tu.lke-r.‘l as the
a.tmng-u eart Hund]ad glowly along the red road

At the end of an hour the wehicle l‘m l:'l and
Anastasis. a.lxi;htad at the foot of & long, & I]. with
massive boulders of sun-baked rock, wh.ln incessantly
diverted ths narrow path-of sscent into new directibne.

Annstasia glanced sbout her, and noticed that some
twm :rlrdl aw. ;ll.lh was advancing, carried on the

ars of six The long narrow box el-ng on
E:;nbn:ilm poles, and 'Fiﬂl mrta.mL drawn back, ted
ore

“They are [rom the one who eent me,” explained
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Raheem, with & gesture towards the bearers. “They will
take you to him. In the meantime I will await you hera.”

Anastasia hesitated for a moment, then stepped inta
the palki. An hour later, after & tortuous and steep
ascent, which vastly exceeded the speed of the ox-cart
the palld journey also came to an end. Anastasia found
herself in the small eourtyard of & house, a courtyard of
worn stome, with a dry. founisin basin in the middle
There were movements behind the lattice-work at one
side of the courtyard. Stray whispers came to her in the
fresh morning air, and she was conscious t.ln;.t curious
eyes wera surveying her from behind the lattices.

Far the first time a sensation of doubt entered her
mind, then the thought of Rahoem resssored her ; he was
waditing patiently at the tom of the hill with his cart,
She trusted Raheem ; she knew that the old man would
not permit himself to lead her imto dapger. The idpa
that Eta!lauam, too, might have been deceived in the objsct
of that journcy never occurred to her mind.

The six bearers of the palki had withdrawn [rom the
courtyard ; & heavy door cldsed behind them. A tinkle
of metal ~ounded from the interior of the house, and &
tall, handsome Native girl, wearing gold anklets, which
clashed musically as he: bare feat advanced over the time-
worn stone. suddenly appeared. For a minute she and
Ariagtasia eyed each other. Anastasia admired the beauty
of the stranger, the fine carrisge of her head, the olear
gaze of her superh Eastern eyos. Bhe was conscious of
an acceleration of her pulse, nobt created lg fear of the

woman, but by suspicion of the situation fhat u;gaamd
to be developing iteslf. The clang of the heavy duor of
ihe murt].rnrjnb ind her had startled her from a romantic

and trustful daydream.

The weman, who was of her own age, flung back the
eari from her forehead with a gracelul gesture of a bronze
arm, Anastesin’s feminine eyes detected the vanity of o
movement designed to displdy lizuriant heir. The woman
howed, and spealing English with an attractive intona-
tion, irvited hor into the house.

“am I to wait here7 " asked Anastasia, glancing about
the room.
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1 Hfﬂu please,” enid the handsome woman.

To Anastasia’s surprise, she showed no signs of lmwing
the room, bt with the utmost politeness entreate
Anastasia to be seated.

Anagtagia drew out her wateh, IHeally, this was a little
too much ; -nevertheless, she possessed herself in patience
for & few minutes longer.

“Do yvou konow why I have come herel " said Anastasia,
at length.

The woman shook her head.

“T am to make you feel what you say * at home '—enter-
4ain,” she added, with & bright smils, “that is it, I am 1o
entertain.”

Anastesia looked ot her with a puzzled air, she was
completely bewildered. A cold fear, like a hand of ice,
suddenly gripped her heart, then almost simultaneously
heg seli-possession returned. She torned md.lgnm:;raly upon
the girl, and demanded to know why she h been
brought to that house. But the girl had no information.
Then, with an air of immense determination, Anastama
strode out of the little room 1nd into the courtyard. The
walls al} round were high, the courtyard anpea-ed to be
deserted, but when she advanced to the hesvy door which
had cﬂg:agﬁlsah.in& h&jt;. s]hﬂ aii.“'lw thas it wa.Eaf g.;n;ﬁdﬁd by E

-bear man, who leaned upon & staff o cBy an
f.rrhqg eyed her curiously as she -approached. ; .

Somehow she knew the placidity of his expression,
by a faint, triumphant gleam in his oyes, that the door
was irrevocably locked I}pc-n her, that he possessed the
k.e{l'i' and that o effort of ber's could obtain it from him.

hy+ad she been tricked into coming to this place ! She
qu:w now of a certainty tnat Haheem had brought her a
message.

l'[“lamr.l nh:E determined to tear the iruth from the tall,
handsome Native with the gold bangles. But here there
was no satisfaction to be had ; the girl knew neither why
the mem-sahib wes detsined here, nor at whosa orders
she was detained.

During the remainder of that day, whereon she alter-
nately raged with a fierce determination to get away and
alternate deepair, she met other members of the strange
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household—a large, pompous man, with an unusunl pug-
ari, three or four servants in snow-white costume, and
rom all of them she received deference and eivility, and
from none could she learn any reason for her captivity.

On the evening of the fifth night following her capture
Anpstagia stood at the window, woking out and upwards
at the starlit night.

For many minutes she stood there, pondering on her
amazing sitbation. Bometimes, as now, she felt inclined
to believe the whele thing a dream. Anastasia was still
at the window when the door curtains bebind her were
drawn softly aside, and a lithe, bronze-featured figure in
a white sari elipped noiselessly -into the room.

CHAPTER XXEKII

GUNARA TUEAJI ETEALS INTO A ROOM

“ Trere's no doubt about it,¥ remarked Carter, with iryi-
Ln-tim% 'i'r‘“ !is voice, “ Gunara Tukaji is still on top of the

B ;
“Bhe's on the top of the heap,” repeated Carter,
Hpmkh;f more to his ihnt—tnea than to the Prince.

The Maharajah leaned beck in his chair, nod laid down
the royal pen ; he passed o slender brown hand over his
forehead as he turned towards, Carter.

“That is so,” he said sententiously. “I had her before
me pgain-this morning,” went on the Prince, “but there
was no suaking her. Il‘g]:";i.t,l:lnezr I must give up Sanquo—-:'
Heo paused a moment and hesitated, .

“Or," interjected Carter, “ Miss Strickley will never be
seen in this life agrin—the old she-devil's determined on
that point. And as your Highnees has tried threats, bribes,
and cajolery, everything in faet.short of torture, it seems
to me that the old woman has uwsl "

The Maharajah's lips closed tightly in & sudden hard
line.

"M le,” he said, “keep her under the clogest ob-
um{'{qﬁmpwg are bound to win in the end; then the
time of reckoning will come for this woman."
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“Bo long as you keep a tight hold on Banguo and
Amoola EKhan,” resumed Enrte:f “we can gpo on !garuhing
for Miss Btrickley ; when we find her you can clap Gunara
Tuksji into prison with her precious son.”

Bometimes, when Carter diecussed the situation with
him, he saw & sombre I-Eht burn in the Prince's syes, &
light. which boded ill for Gunara«Tukaji, whoss genios for
avil had ecreated this {mpasse.

Carter, who had been alone with the Maharajah during
the whole of the morning, had noticed that, beneath all
his apparent resplution, his determnation was wavering.
It was & hard thing to have to let go the captive Su.niuh
the man who had attempted his ssssssination, who ad
accomplished the getting up of an impostor in E.i.adl‘nlmce.
and yet there seemed no other wag out of the difficalty.
His love for Anastasin was gradually conguering his
netursl desire for vengeance.

Carter left the Prince, and on his way into Kathnagar
that afterncon he called at the Residenecy, end shook
hands with Taglor. Taylor, propped up on cushions, was
lying on the verandah.

“Hollo! "he ealled, ot sight of Certer. " What's the
newal”

Carter shook his head. :

“Things sre pretty bad still,” he said; “the old
woman's still got us right enough.” " -
“Have the Maharajah's peaple got hold of Hajiz yet!

inf;uimd Taylor. =

“No,” said Oarter. “Hajiz was the plensant gentleman
wha. threw your topes through the window. I owe him
& particular grudge for that. It caused me to strew
imaginary flowers on your grave!”

Taylor I&uﬂhﬂd.hﬂ St . r 5
“That was a cheap kind of mourmng. am 80rry
disappoint you, but Eu three or four weeks, with the ex-

ception of a bit of a limp, I shall be as well as ever.

arter moved towards the verandah, waved s hand at
him, climbed into hia saddle, and rode away. When he
had ‘gone & few hundred yards along the road a figure
ran oot from amunqrﬁhn trees and salaamed before .
Carter drew rein, ¢ man wes a tall, muscular fellow,
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and Carter recognised him as one of the Maharajah's
nnrvs.nts. He spoke a little English.

“Ia the Presence ﬂdmﬁem the house of Gunara Tukaji}”

Carter told hm: that WA,

“Then,” responded the men, “Mr. Harland Eahil:- said
T must tell you this: * The old bird fas fownt’

Carter looked at him s minute.

:"Hnng on to my stirrup,” he said at lepgth, “and come
along

Ten minutes later he drew rein agnin beforea the house
of (Gunara Tukeji; the house that had been watched from
avory pumt af \’a.nt.u.gu by the Prince, Harlum;l, who had
I:recn waiting, stepped out from Gunars Tulkaji’s garden,

“Bhe's got n.wm:.', he said. “How she did it Heaven
alone knows| ’

*3he's bound to come baok,” said Carter. “Her whole
scheme depends on makin t:he Maharajoh give in aboot
Sanquo. She's got MJ.EE trickley sure gnough, but the
Maharajah's got hur son.’

CHAPTER ZXXXIII
A TACE IN A MIRECH

ANagTasiA, staring dreamily out into the night, had not
heard Gunora Tukaji step into the room,. but suddenly
there crept into her consciousness a sensationr that she
was not alope in the room, and with & sensation of dread
she turned, looked over her shoulder and into Gunara’s
fathoml.es eyes. Imstinctively the girl recoiled a step or
two, but an ingratiating smile played over Uunara's hawk-
like features,

“1 am afraid T startled i " ghe said,

Anpstasia noticed that her English was perfect, and
without & trace of accent

“You are Miss Btrickley, are you not?” went cn the
old woman.

“Yeu,” angwered Anastasia, doubtfudly.

“Then I hope we may be friends,” Gunare respondsd.

Angstasia’s 'hru-wn controcted. She wondered who the
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old singular-lecking creature in the white sar: conld be;
she wondered ot her perfect English, her perfect ease of
manner. Could it be that she was at last face to face
withzher real captor. Bhe looked agdin into Gunara’s
features. There wae something almost noble in that keen,
dark visage.

“Can wou tell me,” asked Anastasia, “why I em a
prisoner herel™ ) .

“I can tell you many things,” said Gunara suavely.

“You ecan tell me]” repeated Anastasio.

“71 ean tell you. Meoreover, I bring you & message from
one who is waiting feverishly for news of you."

“You bring a letter?”

“ A ‘mesange.”

Gunara Tukaji thrust her hand within the folds of her
sari, and drew out o singular square case of lizard skin
with & gold tossel. She asked Anastasia’s permission to
smoke, then from her case withdrew o thick clﬂratta.
Annstasia handed her the matches, and she proceeded to
smoke with a leisurely air, .

“I bring & message,” she wint on, "from His Highness
the Maharajab.” ) )

At the sudden mention of the Maharajah's name Anas.
tasia felt the blood leap to her ch-eks; her heart began
to beat swiftly in wild relief.

“What is the message]” she asked hreathlessly.

“Hea desires you to write to him.”

“But hizs message? ™

“That is his memfef’

Anastasin was puzzled. ,

“But if he knows where I am——"% Then she -stopped.
It wes enough for her that the Maharajah wished her to
write to him; the ver:{.' fact that he knew of her where-
sbouts was a proof of her safety, the desire for her to
write was a proof of hiz love. She would write, of course
she would write! tthl:n neyve att;mg of th-:; last few ﬁn{-n
was forgotten in ssiona egire communieate
with the man she luvad,plﬁhe even for a while forgot her
father and mother and the anxiety they must have
suffered on her account -

“How will the letter be sent?” she questionéd.



A FACE TN A MIRROR 169

“1 am in the service of His Highness,” weat on Gunara
Tukaji. *“He has entrusted me with the honour of his
confidence in this matter. I will convey the letter.”

"1 can't write it at once, of course,” paid Ansstasia,
preitily confused. “I must have a Hittle time to thiok;
it will take me some time."

“His Hi%'hnea.q. needs just m short note—only o few
words to tell him that he may meet you alope either early
in the morning or at this hour to-morrow night at the
foot of the hill whers Raheem and his ox-cart ledt you™

“0Oh,” exclaimed Apastasie, “then I am to be released
from this place!"” Buddenly her brows lowered. *“ Why
was I kept o prisoner herai "

Gunara Tukaji’s serenity was undisturbed. )

“His Highness will explain to you,"” she said. “He will
iﬁq¥uin everything. 1 am His Highness's servant, that is

The idea that she was to be free, that the Maharajah
desired to meet her, swept every other .thought from
Anastasiz’s mind ; and as Gunara Tukaji, erouching on
the divan, tranquiﬂ}- consumed her big cigarette, Anastasia
drew a chaix to *he green-topped tahlfe and began the note
she was to write, e found it impossible to confine her-
self to the bae dtetemeat Guoara Tukaji had suggested,
and her pen ran on almost of itself. The act of penning
words to the Prince, to her prince, recalled his rofantic
ima,ge vividly to her mind.

Bhe raiced her eves thoughtiully from the E:;Bri and
in a litils ovel mirror on the wall at her right, beyond the
ﬁmmnﬁll1 lamp she caught the reflection of Gunara Tukaji's

rofile.
¥ Gunara wes not sware of her ecrutiny, but suddenly
Anastasia- found her whole senses concentrated on that
hard, keen outline. Until now she had regarded the woman
who spoke such excellent English £s a benevolent, elderly
beldame, busily proud of possessing the Maharajah’s con-
fidence, Now she saw, immensely salient, 'an expression
that was ahuridaringlf“ cruel, that was menacing, watch-
ful, and dangerous. stinctively her eyes travelled from
the reflection in the mirror to Clunera Tukaji's face,
Gupera smiled! But the evil that had been done ; the sus-
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picion that had bean ignited in the girl's mind Aamed to
conviction, She sat beck in her chair and looked squarely
into the old woman's eyes.

“How do I know, she said, “ that this message you bring
me is a true onel”

Guoara Tukaji spread out her bands. )

“What ean it avail me,” she ssid, “to a false
message] If you do not,desire to send word to His High-
negs, there is no need for such word ; there is no more
to say.”

Anagptasia rose from her chair. .

“1 do pot trust yoo,” she said, slowly and definitely.
Then, aiter o minute's pause, she turned up the light of
the lamp, took her létter, and held itz corner over the
flame of the chimney. As tbe letter crumbled and burat,
Gunara Tuksaji laughed.

“You mre very suspicious of an old woman!” She

ipped from the divan and came to Anaestasia’s side.
o e, my dove, she said, in a voice of soft persusgion
“write tha letter. Thera iz nothing to fear. You would
not wish His Highness to think ill thindgu of you? Itis
childish of you to doubt me. How could T kuow that you
would desire to write to His Highness unless he himself
bed confided this secret to mei

Anastasin flashed s glance at her. There was some
troth in that Bhe hemtated & moment, end sat down at
the table again, but the expression she had seen on
Gynara's unwatched face bad done its work. She recalled
pnow for the first time that Gunara had practidally die-
tated the terms of the letter she was to writa, A fear that
she was to be ueed ae  decoy to lure the Maharajah into
denger filled her with horror, She closed her fista firmly,
ber whole nature and spirit aflame w tion.

“ will not write the letter| ” she said, and as she spoke
shs ross and stood eye to eye with the formidable Cunaka
Tukaji. “I'll not writa it, now or ever!™ Bhe dew in
ber breath quickly. “I believe that the whole thing is &
tﬁﬁk - E‘ulm.:.l, fi for b ‘s life, knew that.all

UOATE OT O8r s0n s Lia, w .
the issues in the fight had been fined down to onpe—Baa-
guo’s life depended on this letter being written. Ebe had
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given up hope of breaking the Muharajeh's resclution in
any other. way. Her ::H.E'ture. of Anpstasin had friled in
tha an:c; she desired.  There was only one chance left to
her—shie must again obtain possession of the Maharajah’s
person. She could do that now by a letter from Angms-
taeis, and in no other way. Scnque's life, and possibly
her own, hung on the writing of that letter. Therafore it
must be written! The mensee on her face, ménace that
eould intimidate even Banguo himself, crosed Anastaaia
suddenly to guail before her. But she clung to her
résolution.”

“1'll naver write it! ™ she said. *Never, neverl "

 You will write it now—to-night ! " said Guoera Tuksii,
in tones searcely louder than o whisper.

Annstasin backed away azain. She realised at.last that
thias sinister f{iure of vengeance was indeed her captor.
The old.smooth-voiced woman who had greeted her with
florid politeness o few minutes earlier- had otterly van-
isked. She felt a sickening dread and terror creeping
through her limba. She knew that she was hopéle in
the elder woman's power, and she listened as in 4 dream
to Gunara Tulaji's-slowly articulated words, demanding
that she should re-seat herseli at the table.

Suddenly she fslt Gunara’s claw-like grip upon her
wrigt, and, entirely against her own will, she found her-
self drawn down and seated on the chair at the table

She wes conscious of a pen in her hand, of paper
bensath ber fingers. Then the spell snapped, and with a
ery thuat wae_almost a seream, and with a sweep of her
vigorous voullg arm, she sent Gunars Tukaji staggering
and reeling into & corner of the room. The old woman
flung out her arms and fell. 5 ; .

“7 won't writel” cnlﬂ%equ.ﬁ.nag.tt;uﬁim in & vl:lmaI nnlent
and intense, & voice rill wi teria. I won'
write " She hurled sway the dp_an. J“I would rather
die than write a word at your bidding! "

Her high voice appeared to echo and re-echo through
the silent house. Thers was a pause ; Guoara was gather-
ing her.:=lf together. Running feet hurried through the
g:.amgea to the door. Gunerse Tukaji begen to rise to

r feet.
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Anastasia stood before her, strangely altered, a ver
fury. In the girl's eyes was a ferocity that was half mad-
ness. Her gaze swept the room searching for o weapon
and Gunara Tukaji, for once in terror of her life, yelle
for help at the top of her lungs. Dark faces flled the
doorway. Anastesin snctched the lamp from the table,
and swung it above her head. . Then powerful, clutching
hands meized her.

Oblivion descended. . . .

CHAPTER XXXIV
RAHEEM BPEAKS IN PARABLES

“Waat's wrong with Raheem to-day? " asked Harland,

Taylor, who was seated on the verandah of the Resi-
deney, nurzing his wound, turned his eyes towards the
old gardener fitting about among his rose trees.

“1 hava notieed nothing,” he said. *“He waa always
an_cdd charscter.” :

Harland rose from hiz chair and,” moviug to the wver-
andah edge, eyed the Native closely. He was unable to
explain what it wos that attracted his attention in
Raheem's manner, but there was something distinetly
unusual in the old fellow's movements. Of late Harlend
bad been & passive looker-on in the trogedy that had over-
taken the Residency, which had prostrated Lady
Btrickley, and which occupied the Maharajah’s entire
thoughts. Now, however, Haheem's movemente filled him
with a vague undefined hope ; wordlessly the Native was
uonvayin‘g to him that mmet.hinp; waa in the h*n;ui.

Watching below the rim of his topee, he noticed that
ERaheem'’s eyes were fixed 1.3:13:1 him from behind o distant
rose-bush.  Raheem's hands moved dexierously among
the flowers, but Raheem’s interest was, without doubt,
centred upon the verandal

“He's watching uvs,” said Harland aloud. “He's been
watching us for the last two hours. Now what's Lis geme,
I wonderi™ ! ERE :

Taylor, whose only ivierest in life was that his leg
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should get better, thus fitting him for future *dust-ups™
that would pele even the Elr_!rgﬂwn fight in the Temple,
said nothing. Harland, indifferent to Taylor's attitude;
leaned over the verandah rail and beckoned Raheem to-
wards him,

_The old fellow hesitated a minute, then, emerging from
his amblish of rose-trees, salaamed deeply.

“What is it, Rahcem 1" .

Raheem raised his. head, and looked into Harland's face
—his dark, lined features were drawn in & tense expres-
gion, the bright old eyes moved Etfu]ij;. There was a
look of ap ension in their liquid depths.

“What is it, Raheem "

" Nothing, Huzoor”

¥You have been eyeing me [or the last hour!"”

Raheem bent forward and salsamed apgain.

“The Presence is mistaken," he gaid. “The roses om
this side of the garden need much attention. The Pres-
ence has doubtless noticed that.”

Harland smiled, and descended from the verandah.

“Now, Raheem,"” he said, wth a note of authorify, “tell
me all abops 1t'"

A startled light  came into the old furdﬁner's‘ eyes.
Harland noticed that Lis head wagged a little in the
fashion of old prople moved by excitement or held by

ear.

“ Baheem, "he said,” I have been watuhfnq you. There
was something you desired to say to Captaig Taylor Sahib
or to the Resident Sahib, and you were afraid. Then you
thought of saying it o me”

“The Presence is misteken,” protested Rabeem. He
turned half away, in the atlitude of one who' awaits per-
mission to go. “The Presence is mistaken,” he repeated.

“You can trust me, Raheem.” .

“T would trust the Pressnce with my life,” answered
the gardener, looking into Harland's frank eyes. He

oke mmpulsively and quickly ; then he turned sway and

mnced over the ps beyond the confines of the
garden. 'I:Tti:;mdh nut.itu'l;ng 1 have to impart,” he said,
claspi is hands together. L

r:sglz_ng minute there was a vague light in his eyes, then
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he drew in hie breath gharply. The struggle that had
been taking place in hie mind had come to an end, and
when he spoke again he epoke in a low, steady whisper.

"I am afreid,” he said, “for the safety of Mise Strickley

i

Harland felt his blood move quickly, hiz heart begin to
beat. He was surprised at his own emotion,

“1 know nothing,” said Hahbeem, in a voice that was
almoet a whisper; “bot I have friends, perhaps more
dangercus to me thon enemiss, and svem that which 1
lrlm.rn snid is unwise. If the Presence will promise me to

orget-—r0-:~"

! romiee to furﬁa

"1 know ]':uthin% gaid Haheem in & dramatic mono-
tone, “but if the Presence ehould desire to ride for his
pleasure, he should take s strong horee, and ride from
this garden along the red road to the cast. Half-an-hour's
easy ride brings him to the foot of the Guprd Hill. Per.
haps then the Presence would desire to mount that %l
on his strpng horse. The road is tortuous ; there are many
windit‘tjg:' among the boulde.s smoothed by the wind and
burnad of the sun. Then, at the jour=:y's end, the
Pressnce may be weary, but there are those who may give
him walcome."

Buddenly Haheem stopped, and turned bia keen, bright
eyes, now steady and questioning, upon Harland's tense
faca.

“Dioes the Peesence desire to take that ride?

“1f you mean what I think you mean,” theught Har-
lapd, looking down at the old fellow's face, “I shall be
astride that etrong horse within the pext ten minutes.”
Aloud he mefely said: "I shall take the ride, Raheem. "

A quarter of an hour later Harland, astride a superb
Arab horse from the Residency stables, made his way out
on the blood-red road, agd, turning to the east, trotted
smartly out of aight.

As he went, Roheem parted the bushes of his trees,
muttared an invocation for hias safety, and wont back to
his work. He was afraid ; his old hands shook, and the
figure, of Gunara Tukaji, like a vast giddess of ewil,
towered in his imagination.
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The cause for which HReheem had been willing to 1
down his life had required that Anastasia Strickley sho
be spirited away. He had submitted te Gunara Tukaji,
believing her promise for Anastasia’s safety. Innocently
he had participated in that evil deed, but during the £
two days there had travelled to him, in the strange fashion
of the Fast, news of the doings in the Hidden Houss,
visions of Gumara Tukaji's wrath, and wvisions of the
Eurlmg mem-sahib'sa courageous resistance. Then ha

egun & terrible struggle in the old man’s mind. i
Strickley sahib, white as the jesmine and beautifol as the
dawn, had long since won Raheem's heart. And rather
would he be torn to pieces than that evil should befall
her. Put stil he was afraid; at thought of Gunara
Tukaji his heart melted within him. 8o it came ‘that,
after the obligus feshion, of his race, he :.m[pa.rtad tha
sacret of Apastasia’s hiding-place in the form of a parable.

Fortunately, he had chosen Harland instead of Taylor.
¥ _.cland was quick to understand the meaning of thet

arable, and, despite the facy that the hour was not one
or exertior he pressed his horse eagerly forward beneath
the almost vertical rays of the sun. I

#“Parland,” he said to himeelf, “if her lifs is to be
gaved you must save it. What is to be done must ba done
single-handed. It must be done pow!™

a came at length to the foot of the hillside. Vast
boulders baking in the brazen synshine hid the tortuous
path of ascent. .

Harland dismounted and mopped hin brow; the en-
chanted omnolence of mid-noon dominated the scene.
No one was within sight; the horsh ory of parsquets in
a distant grove came to him faintly. Btill further away
in the diractinlnr of the city of thnagar, a well-whaa
erasked uneasily.

He raised hiz eyes to the sun-boked hillside. For a
thousand feet or so above him the narrow path wound
among immense boulders. The place locked utterly
barren and desolate.

Harland patted his horse’s neck. N

u Oome, old lady,” he said, “we'll walk up together.
And together they made the aseent.
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_ For more than two hours they cpntinued the upward
journey, pausing incessantly, and upon Harland's part
making @ caotious survey of every new stretch of path
which revealed itself, At the end of an hour horee and
rider came upon & small coppice of shrivelled trees. Here
Harland palled a halt, any, inding a shady place tethered
his horse and continued his investigations alone. He had
followed Raheem's directions minutely, ani suddenly ke
stepped from beyond the coppice and looked up the
further hillside. Above, surmounting the brow of the
ill, a long, low wall, broken and crumbling, and with
trees forcing apart the heavy stones of its surface, rau
athwart the sky line. Harland had never sesn anything
more desolate than that Jong, sun-baked wall crumbling
to dust. For some minutes he remained motionless
regarding the wall which marked ih# southern fromt of
an_ancient city, long since forgotten-and fallen ipto decay.

Harland stepped out inte the blazing sunshine, crossed
& small plateau, and mounting the steep hillside reach.
the foot of the wall. Usirg tree-trunks and age-old
crevices, he ascended easily to its summit, and looked
down upon thie strange city of the dead. Gnparled and
twisted trees rose from the sand-huried ruine, but there
WAE Do &Iﬁ[lla of human life. Haorland descended and
walked ankle-deep in the red, sun-heated sand. He was
thinking of Eaheem and of Ansstasis Bitrickley. The old
gardener had meant bim to come here, there was no doubt
of that, but, so far as he eould see, there was no possi-
bility of & hiding-plac

The thought that perbaps, after all, he had F2en led a
wild-geose chase occuried to him and flled him with
apger. He had hoped for a discovery ol some kind, and
nothing but the utmost desolation and dreariness had met
him. He m:-hfiawn on & :iun; wall to t.gmk, mdtﬁfty feet
AWAY BOmME rey and hairy moved among the ruins.
Hnﬁm& s'lipp% %agind the wall, swift os nﬁmurd then
laughed to himself. The beard he had seen waa the beard
of & goat, which continued to move slowly across his line
of vision. For some minutes he watched the snit.sl 8
its way among the ruins and notived that it headed
languidly in one direction. Presently the clear air was
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penetrated & low, distant ‘cry., The goat tocked its
eare and broke into a run.

“ In a flash Harland followed, leaping over rubble and
dashing through broken walls as he went. Buddenly the
goat ascended & short slope, and sppeared to vanish into
a emooth, long wall. Harland waited for some minutes,
than he, too, ascended the elope and inspectad the wall.

The housa referred to by Gunara Tukaji as the Hidden
House lay within the square, sun-baked quadrangle. The

oat which had disappeared, bhad entered by a heavy,
ron-barred door, with a;lgrﬂl-a the height of & man's eyes.

larland, whose mi was worki with unusual
rtpidlag. withdrew to the shelter of a piiu ol stones,

‘Raheem meant well after all ; she's in_there, behind
that high wall," he said to himself. “No &?_: would
over think of searching in such a place as thfs." He
E:uued and ponderad the situation, mmig the high, sun-

raked wall that. surrounded this house of the living in a
-ty of the dead. “Now,"” he thought, “shall I go dewn
and acquaint Sir Boris and the Maharajah, or shall Iges
what I can do by myself?’ ; : ; i

Then ihe .i-a of saving Anastasia Birickley without aid
took possession of his brain. The something that had
revealed itself out of the depths of his heart told him that
not even a moment must be lost. If Anastasia were be-

ind those frowning walls he must get to her, he alone,
not the Maharajah, not Taylor, not Carter. The door—
the fine old black door with ithe grille—was impregnable,
but the wall was not unscalable. If he could get to the
top of the wall without being disturbed, he might look
tlnwﬂ into the courtyard and,tske anccurate bearings of
the house.

In following the goat he had exhibited & certain amount
of strategical ekill; he must continue to act in the same
manner, and there was no knowing what might be the
result. He emerged from the shelter of his pile of stones,
and made a detour of the four high walls murrounding the
Hidden House. Having satisfied himeelf that thers was
but or~e entrance—that of the black door with the grille
the height of & man's eye—he eet to work to find an easy
place to scale.
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OHAFTER XXIXV
THE WHISFERIKG HOTSE

Five minutes later Harland wm‘!!?;ng full length en the-
burning summit of the wall atever his limitations
might be be was an excellent hunter. The chase in any
form appeared to stimulate him to a surprising keenness
and ingenuity, Therefore he refrained from pesping into
the ard below. A single mistake, a single falsa
move, and the hoped-for plan of a single-handed rescue
would vagish. Therefore he succesded in restraining his
roess. And at last he made his cautious way down
from the wall, through the ruined city, an mg%t.
his horse tethered below the platean. He had thought
out his plan of campaign, and he needed a rope. A long
knd¥ted rope was easential to his success, .

When next he drew near to the wall of the Hidden
House, both horse and man had been dwy retreshed ;
night had fallen, the vast amphitheatrs of the ~ky was sil-
vered with stars, and Harland, giving his horas a whis-
pered word of encouragement and comfort, scaled the
wall of the Hidden House as silently and as dexterously
g8 he had scaled it in the lght of day. For the second
time he found himself lying face downward on the summit
of fizo wall ; this time cantion’ was not o necessary. He
drew himself, snake-like, to the edge of the wzll, and
peersd cautiously into the lascinating courtyard.

Below him wes the basin of a dry fountain with a time-
worn balustrade. To the right under the archway, he
made out the murky ﬂguzeﬁ the guardian of the li:_mr,
an old, bearded man whose features were indistinguish-
sble in the darkness, Bave for the door-keeper, the
coprtyard below him was entirely deserted, but from o

d-floor window of the house, & window over which a
rush curtain -was drawm, & faint haze of light made itself
visible. He had already made nse of his' long, knotted
rope, which now bung down the inner side of the wall.
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With infinite stealth, Harland at last launched himself
over the inper F‘he of the wall, gnd dropped noisel
um the top rail of a verandab. 1f at that moment he
slipped, or had created more than s minimum of sound,
his adventure would have reached ite olimax—Anastasia
Strickley’'s hiding-place would have remained unknown ;
Gunara Tukaji would have still triumphed.

Many hbreathless minutes followed belore Hnluk?:h
talancing himself with one hand againat the sun-be
wall, dared to descend from his perch; then he lowered
himself to the verandah, and on hands and knees ﬂeﬁ-t
towards the lighted windew—and disappointment, for he
could neither ses nor hear anything.

Now, what was going on in_that' lighted room§i Was
Anastasin Strickley there—or Gunara Tukaji, wbo bad so
mysteriously vanished from Eathnagar—or was the reom

mﬁr? ; ' . :
craned his neck in an attempt to obtain a view of
*he interiar. It was_distinotly unusual that a window
should bs eoncealed in that fashion. Ha decided to
desert the window, and seck the door of the honse itself.
And & miauic later he was moving softly forward through
an open deorway into darkmess.

The houwe was an old one, built in two storeys, and
suddenly, as Harland groped with extended arme in the
darknees, a flare of light a little further along the passagoe
;.ﬁnrﬂﬁl him, and ecsused him to Aatten himself against

a wall

The door-curtain of & room had been drawn back, and
in the mperture stood a tall Native girl. Bhe carrigd a
emall lamp in her hand, and .if her eyes had swept the
passage she would have seen Harland. 2 "

As it was she turned snd made her way ints ths in-
terior of the house. Harland began to realise that
meatters were slipping out of his hands, that the work
before him was far more complicated than he had fore-
seen. His position in the passage was entirgly untenable ;
at any moment one or other of the inhabitants of the
house might come upon him. Even now he heard voices in
the distance, and above him the soft patter of footatepe.
A light was moving in the upper storey of the building.
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casting fickering reflections on the ancient staircase. A
moment later Harland was outside the house.

few minutes latey Harland agein slipped inside the
houge, and this time the curtain over the tront-room door-
way bad not been fully drawn. .

arland placed his fingers gently upon the curtain edge
and widened the aperture, At the far side of the room
on & divan, and with ber face upturned, a face that was
white, drawn, and fear-haunted, sat Anastasin Strickley !

Ansstasia was looking at a woman whose features wers
hidden from Harland—a short womar in a white sori.
who stood immovable. Neither woman spoke, and
Harland, who could hear whispering voices in other parte
ni th: houee, stared in bewilderment. What was taking
place

Herland, through the narrow aperture between the
curteins and the door, saw Gunara's face—heo had never
seen anything quite like that face in his life. A sudden,
swilt instinct to step into the room and place hie
hands round the lean old neck swept over him. Fora
fraction of time pothing woulu have given him greater
pleasure than to have ;ﬁwked tha life out of Luas swift-
moving, dianbolical eyes.

Gunara Tukaji's fist smote the tabie sharply; her head
flashed round in Anastasia’s directiom.

“You will write the letter!” .

Anastasia drew in a deep, shuddering breath, covered
her face with her hands for a moment, and, etill with her
hande covering her face, shook her head slowly.

Then Harland step d quite noiselessly into the room.
In & flash he gripped Gunara Tulkaji's right wrist with =
powet that threatened to crush the bones. He knew hie
antigonist, aod the barrel of his Mauser was within o
foot of her head. )

He had never in his life felt carelees of a human exis-
tence until that mement. .

“You old she-davil! ™ he whirpared between his testh.
“If you open your mouth or utier s sound, I'll pull the
trigger, and thank God for giving me the chance! Now
mit over thera!™’

He motioned her tp the inner corper of the roowm,
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releasing hia grip on her wrist, but never for an instant
uncovering her with the revolver. OCunara Tukaji's power
of simulating extrems stupidity puzzled him—the wom

he had seen i.h.rnugh the curtains and the womaen w

now locked gsp at him were entirely different persons.
But she wns Banguo’s mother, Harland remembered that,
and tactics of this kind had little effect oo his mind ; ali
he knew was that he was in the Pmaenne of the most dan-
gerous criminal east of Suez, Inevitably he would have
pulled the trigger if Gunara Tukaji had mads the faintest
motion towards escape.  Perhaps the old woman was
fully conscious of the danger-in which she stoods for she
crouched down in the cormer, and held up her hands as
one to whom firearms are strange, uncertain weapons.

Anastasia Btrickley had risen from the divan like a

'ghoaﬁ Harland glanced at her for o moment, and whis:
pered :

“ Migs Strickley, I've come to take you away' "

The girl nodded weakly, as though in & dream.
G:d'rlbﬂ.ak Qod,” she whispared—"Oh! thenk God| Thark

“If you have the courage,” Harland went on, *to slip out
of here while I kmti shis fiend, you can get away. If you
go to the end of the verandah "—Harland pointed with
his h.and—“;%'l:m will find a knotted mlpe hanging there.
Use it to pull yourself up to the top of the wall=I have
made the rope secure.” :

His eyes were on Anastasin_as he spoke, but his pistol
still eovered Gunara Tukaji, crouching in her corner.
Sudden,y a metallic crash sounded through the room, &
heavy bronze tray fell rattling to the floor, sending gong-
like echoes through the quiet house. :

Harland flung a glance at Gunara Tukaji, but ghe was
still erouching motionless in her corper. Nevertheless he
knew that, during the fraction of time which his eyes had
not been upon her, she had jerked the foor-mat with her
foot and brought down the tray.

"@Gnl Go!"™ ha coalled suddenly to Annstasia; “I'l
guard the door of the house”

He reached out swiftly, and seizing the gir] by the arm
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dragged ber forward ; & minute later she was outside the
house snd on the dark verandah.’
Harland set himself upon the doorstgp of the Hidden

ouse,

Footfalls, which began to approach with the erashing
descent of the tray, now advanced at o run as Gpnare
E‘ﬂ-‘lknj_l‘li voice, screaming in Hindoostani, suddehly reot

g air.

Harland expecled that she would call out when he le
the room with Ansstasin, and he was prepared for what
happened. A large fat man, holding r f:.:: came plung-
ing nim? from the de;ﬁh: of the house. He halted and
hesitated at seeing Harland in the doorway. In the mean-
tims, Anastasia had made her way to the wall, and was
grrﬂlgmg about for the rope Hovland had spoken of.

e fat man fell back and retired steal for a
weapon, and Gunarg Tukaji, in the front room, fell unex-
pectedly silent. Harland beceme anzious—withéut doubt
ghe was up to devilry of some sort. A rendio~
gound ceme to him, He glanced over his shoulder
and saw that Gunara Tukaji had wrenched away
the rush window eortain, and was .gping out
of the window on to the wverandah. Eﬁe paused
8 moment with hands fumbling in her sard, then ad-
vanced upon Miss Strickley, whoss back was towards her.
Harlend saw Ansstasiz ascend nimbly to the rail of the
veranddh ; ehe had found the rope and was about to puoll
herself up to the summit of the wall, when something
finshed in Gunara's hand. ;

Harland fired. It was all he could do, there was nothing
for it but to fire, and for & moment he saw Anastasid's
btartled face turned towards him ; then as the echoes of
his ghot died away, he heard Gunara Tukaji's knife elink
to the matted vernndah, he heard the old woman soréam
snd saw her lean for support against the balcomy rail.
Then his heart gave & leap, Anastasia had again turned
her sttention to the rope. Bhe was swarming up it, her
hand was already on the top of the wall. 5

.fﬁ. moment later she had drawn herself to comprrative
snfety. :

The interior of the house hod grown strapgely silent.
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Gunara Tukaji, leaning wounded against the black wall,
the old deorkeeper flitting uneasily about, and Harland
himself striving to keep an eye on four places at once,
appeared to be the only cccupants of the scene.

Presently Harland's ear detected new sounds in the in-
terior of the building—a eho whistled. along the passage
thrbuﬁh the dark deorway, and into the courtyard; a
second shot followed.

Harlpnd put his wrist round the edge of the doorway,
and fired twice into the interior of the house, then leapi
into the courtyarc, made to run along towards the well
Az his feet touched the flagestones & writhing ﬂflu'ﬁ leapt
upon him. The old doorkecper wes making frantic at-
tempts to qut into him with & knife. The man's stre
was little more than that of & child, and Harland whi
the weapon from his lean hand, tapped him dditly on the
head with his Mauser, and made for the rope. He was on
the rail of the verandsh when OCunara's voice again
shrilled out into the darlmess. She was calling’ her meg
from the interior of the house, exhorting them to cournge.

“Come out, ye cowards! Come out, cowardsl—

owaras! sue screamed.

Apart [rom her ebrill rage there was a note of pain in
her voies, and Harland notited that she hugged her arm
tightly. In the interests of good government it was pro-
bgahéy his duty to terminate her seditious existence, bul
go overnment counted little with him then. He leapt
towards the hanging r:ga and grl.aj)el:l it, and aa he did
g0 he glancad back at the hoose and saw & large globular
head oYtrude itself from the doorwey. )

For # moment he hesitated. That pumpkin-like head
was an_ alluring mark, but there was Miss Strickley to
think of, and promiscuous shooting was not his rdle for
ths moment.

With & fnal heave he drew himself up to the broad fiat
summit of the wall. H'#l Btrickley was there, nn:mthms
away from the tumultuods cowrtyard. Ebe was exhauste
and terrified, and the crash of a rifle shot from a man in
the agorway did nothing to steady her. Gunara Tuke.gi.’s
high voice yelling in Hindoosteni still assailed the night ;
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other voices joined the tumult- and Harland seized Anas.
hwa wmans carmmg' about the waist.

e devil to pa.jr in a minute,” he whis-
permL e Blide down this rope

He swung her to the outer &d?u of tha wall, held her as
long as he could, and a minute later followed, letting him-
gelf drop into a.nkl&-deep gand beyond the wu]l.

In the starlight he glanced at her pallid, tense face.
: "N:}ﬁ " he said, in a low volee, “we must make a bolt
or it!"

And with lowered bheads they ren zizaging among the
ruing of the dead and forgotten eity. ;"gcld.mg sand
gileneed their footfalls.

An hour later, when Harland lifted Anastasin to the
saddle of hig horee, her eyes shone in the starlight, and
sha leaned a little towards him
"Thenk you, dear Mr. Hnrhmd, she murmured breath-
lessly, 'ELria.u.d smili a-h]ipad his arm through the
bridle s..nd get out upon t-h. red road te Eathnagar,

CHAPTER XXXVI
CONCLUSION

Hanzawp had returned to England. Eight months of
India’s suns bad browned his skin; he was lean, aclive,
and lithe m a r:a.t and as he eat at a table with a pen in
hmh;".\aaﬁdﬁ allid English sun penetrated the window
of hia

Ha.rland‘n eye drifted from the paper before him and
dwelt dreamily upon the beatn of light. Memories of the
busiest months of his life pictured themselves in his mind,
and flinging down the pen he rested his forehead on his
bhand.

“T ean never do it,” he bewailed inwardly ; “legs under
a desk, and shoving = pen from morning till night|
Eanqun g face rose before ]um the rar.-hn? Tample ;:f tha
Gods, the Hidden House—then a picture of lustrous black
hair, of clear grey eyes, of a shn whata as jasmine, and of
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& ride through the night along the blood-red road to KEath-
nagar drove put every dther memory.
g BEb t:lp in his chair, and ageio seized his pen.
“HMI-HH [h

He turned swiftly towards the door. Dacent Bmith, that
suprome product of an easeful civilisation, was re rl:hng
him with pleasant cynicism. Dacent .Bn:n;l:!:t1 itantly
bald, sleek, and with his monocle twipk &8s &ver,
cruased the ﬂ:mr anil laid & hand upon his junior's
shoulder. 3

' Shooter Quilliam’s-coming to see you."”

rr“rhung EE]

" an'! He likes wyour report of the Kathnagar
busziness."

“Curse repdrts!® anid Harland, briefly.

And as he spoke heavy pounmng [:mt teps wera heard
in the corrider outside, the du:rur w:.u rust open, and
Shooter Qm]lum B ;pad into th

“Harland,” he um in his aw:it, hlgl:—piteht.d voice, "1

@ your report,” 'Inug;hcd his way across the room
and Erippe Har‘imd’s hands  “I like it,” be repeated,
Eﬂ;itht.u:n&:’ hie full heavy-lipped face towards Dacent

i

“Tt ia very zratilying to me that you like it,” responded
Harland, with the politéhess due from himself to the Sec-
retary of Btate for India.

“ A most valuable piece of worl,” responded Shooter
Quilliam, generously ; “1 am glad g the Mnhura.jah of Kath-
nagar appreciated whet you and Carter did!™

“It was very kind of you to allow me to keep his

preasnts, «ir,” responded Harland,

“T did m:rt’hmg of the kind!" pealed Bhooter Quilliam,
with a glance at Dacant Bmith.

“Of eourse not,” said Dacent Smith; “such & thing
would. be entirely without precedent!”

He turned and winked at o steel engraving of Clive over
the mantelshell.

Bhooter Quilliam permitted Harland to be seated, and
took a chair himdelf ; Dacent Smith stood at the window
and altornately glanced into St. James's Park and
poliched his monocle.



186 A PRINCE OF INDTA

“There is nu unrest whatever in Kathoapgar? ™ observed
Ehooter Quil

“None wha,t-e?er " Harland answered.

i 1 !la a pm:r ‘Gunara Tukaji slipped through your

my fault, sir,” answered Harland, can-
iy “I m t. bm.rn-hm& removed her, but in dbmg
ml.ght hm’e failed to reacue*Miss Strickley.”
Of course—of course,”

Thara was a noteg of irritation in Shooter Quilliam's
voice. He pauszed o moment, drumming with his fingers
apon the desk.

"In the months you were in Kathnagar following the
Maharajah'a restoration you heard no word of heri®

"She wvanished utterly,” am-ﬂurnd Haorland, "and at
the present moment is no doubt fomen discord and
pedition like one o'clock. Our only satisfaetion is. that
ghe .can't live for ever!” e paused o moment, then
went on, "EShe is an amazing woman, sir. As I m&'
thu rapurt when her som Ezmquu was condemned in uwe.-

n.g *s. Qourt to ten cars’ penal servitude, an emis-

ury of his mother's fl im & serew of perar, which he

ht deftly. Ha swallowed the paper's contents, and

dze ‘befora ha eould be removed from th: dock. The

paper,” said Harland reminiscenfly, ot contained a tabloid

ﬂumdu of potassium and a message from his
mother,

““What a woman!” ejeculated Shooter Quilliam in ad-
miration. He put his hand in his breast pocket, drew out
a thick moroceo-povered notebook, and openiog it care-
fully, removed a small squiire of rice-paper, -with two
feu.ntlyﬁ. encilled lines in Hindoostani upen it.  After leok-

gap_ver thoughtfully for & minute, hs handed it

“Tru.n.aia.te it, Smith,” he commanded.
And Dacent Euul:-h holding the fragile paper in his
ha.:nd, read aloud
resent from. Gunara Tukaji to, 'her son, who proved
l? amu!] for o !]r-r:l.n“ enterprise.”
13 the rae g Court House in Kuthnagar,
of quun ashing his hand to his mouth, and almost im-
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media writhing to the floor of the dock, leapt through
I'Larhm mi.r:ui,IIE 9 "

_ “Handle the paper gently,” said SBhooter Quilliam, I
intend to keep it &s my memento of & very pretty bus-
iness.” When he had again enclosed Gunara's last mes-
sege to her son within the leaves of his pocket-book, he
turned to Harland ones more.

“lo your report,” he said in his incieive, sharp voice,
“you omit all mention of a particular fact”

Harland glanced «t him enqguiringly. -

“The little jove affair between the Maharajah and Bir
Boris Strickley's dnoghter," explained.Shooter Quilliam,

Harland moved uncomfortably.

“Thers was nothing in i%,” he said, “a girlish romance.
Mk Btrickley was very young, sir.”

Dacent Smith moved quickly from his window. 3

“Bort of thing,” herinterposed, *that often happens in
Indin. Handsome Native Prince—beasutiful English girl
—young, romantic—"

hooter Quilliam glowered at him.

“Harlan_ he= the facts,” he said curtly. y

But Harland’s savoir faire had entirely deserted him.
Ea't.ﬁhnw his neckue uneasily and glanced at Dacent

mith.

“Bhe, is now engaged,” ventured Dacent Smith, “to an
English gentleman." )

A flicker of surprise come info Shooter Quilliam’s small
"oyes,

“1f I remember aright,” he said, “she was & -deuced
pretty PMerl” ’ ;

“A very beautiful girl,” said Dacent Smith. Ha looked
significantly at Harland, who gavg & final pull at his neck-
tie and decided to face it.  ° ;

“We are poing to be married in October, sir,” ke con-
fessed with clumsy abruptness.

o - : k3 * *

On & certain October 1{ M‘lb.? IIuIﬂ.h:ﬁ 'pEw%T I'PLE
tory i range grove of Kathnagar. o win
aﬁm'ﬂﬂi’m nrﬂgﬂn tals, detaching themaselves from
the trees, floated earthword.
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The Maharajah halted in his walk and held out a slender
bhand to the falling blossoms. :

“{ Rap, the petals are falling,’” he murmured in his
empty heart ; and turning, retraced his steps towards the
glitteriog windows of his Palace.
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