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AFTERMATH OF A QUARREL

Wilson Hall walked Lack wearily
to the tliudus’ bungalow, His lips
hag a b.veer UWisi as he rememce. -
ed the past in.erview, realized that
Leonie valence Wwas only another
of the many girls and wuomen wno
locked upon him as a perfectly safe
{riend, Safe? How he loathed the
word and all it conveyed, the infe,
ence that he was no more than the
dry mummy of a man, And safety
as regards others did not mean im-
munity for oneself,

Well, it wculd be soothing to his
jarred, raw nerves when he got
ack if Chrissie- wculd play 1or
him.

But when he 1eached the bung-
alow, a glonce a. Chuis.ie tcld Hall
that she was in no mcod to play.
she was pacing resile sy up and
down the i.nz matiea drawing-rcom
pausing to twiich at tha fold of a
curtain, to re-ar.ange a ilower va:e
to-turn over a_magazne.

At sight of Hall her face bright-
ened,

Oh, I'm 52 glad to see you,” she
said, “I . . . it was horrid!—I've
been quarre.ing.”

“With Struan?” The wcrds escap-
ed Hall nvoluntacily, and Chrissie’s
pale cheeks turned crimson, as she
shook her hexd vehemently.

“No—no!"” she said. “Of course
not. Abcut him . it was Tim
Jones, But what he said was . . ,
oh, unbearasle!”

“Perhaps he didn't
harm,” hall sugges.ed.
he's very ycunz.”

“I know, and 1 want to make every
evcuse, truly I d>" Chrissie said
rather pitecusly, “But, what he sajd
about Ranny . , .”

She paused, biting her lips. Hall
drew a chair forward,

mean an
“After all,

[ brought her out here. But I can't

Ft‘x‘dt.mmnd her taking a post like
at,”

"I suppose the's tired of our hum-
drum lite,” Hall laughed. “And ex-
pects to find romance, glamour, ad-
Y%xlx(t‘ure in the maharajah’s house-
hold.”

"No,” Chrissie shook her head, “I
don’t think Leonle is like that.”

“Nelither do I, as a matter of fact,
but she probably has some purpose
of her own in going to the palace—"

“Who has?” The question came
harshly from the shadowed veranda
and Chrissie started as she ans-
werede,

“Oh, Ranny, is that you? It's
Leonie—she's suddenly "decided ~ to
80 as governess to the maharajah's
little boy, and I can't think why.”

“Can’t you?” Struan's mouth was
set grimly,

“No. Can you? Is there—have
you—is anythinz wrong?” Chrissie
faltered, her hands twisting ner-
vously in her lap.

“Nothing, On the contrary I'm
glad not to meet her again.”

“Why, Ranny have you and Leo-
nie quarrelled?”

“\{ou might call it a quarrel—

“Trm sorry ., . ."
“You've no reascn to be.” Struan’s
laugh  was utterly unmirthful.

“Don't look so miserable, Chrissie;
she's better away frcm here—only
by rights I should not let her go
quite like this,”

“What do you mean, Ranny?”
Chrissie lcoked perplexed,

“Oh, nothing!-—because that's
what I'm going to do—nothing! I
ought to tell what I know; there’s
not the slightest doubt about that.”

“Tell who? I don't understand—
do you, Mr, Hall?” Chrissie's puz-
?1 glance turned from one man to
he other,

“Sit down and tell me just as
much as you-want to,” he said.

“We had a horrid quarrel before
he left, and that makes me miser-
able,” Chrissie confessed. “I'd al-
ways liked Tim; I shall miss him
aoout the place.”

“Oh, he’ll be back soon I feel cer-
tain, Honestly, I wouldn't make too
much of 1t. And don’t be too hard
on him if he comes back to apolog-
ize—as I'm quite sure he will.”

“But what he said about Rann:
ibie and nie was unpardon-
able,”

“That reminds me,” sald Hall,
“I've a_message for you.” In a few
words he explained Leonie's plans,
try.ng to treat the matter lightly,
while Chrissie's relief was rather
pathetically obvious,

“I'm glad she’s got somewhere to
€0; I was feeling so responsible,”
she said. “After all, Ranny and I

()
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«'he shoulders of a well-drilled sol-

“Of course he doesn't!” Again
Struan laughed roughly, “1 don't
myself” |

“But what prevents you from tell-
ing whatever it is?” Chrissie asked.

“Noth'ng—nothing in the world.
Except myself!” Struan retorted.

CHAPTER XV '
ISLAND CONSPIRACY

In the lake at Khotalghar there is
an lsland, a low green mound, at
only some fifty yards distance from
the bank, with which it is connect-
ed by a fragile-looking bamboo
bridge.

A place less outwardly suited for
secret, meetin%s could not be imag-
ined, but the little green island had
another aspect, which might have
been discovered by anyone lingering
on the lake's shore one moonless
night some six weeks after Leonic
Valence left the Struans.

A tall dark figure, walking noise-
lessly, crossed the bridge, pausing at
the island end, where another grey-
ish shape crouched. Neither spoke,
but the new-comer made movements
with his supple brown hands.

Still moving quickly and noiseless-
ly, the tall man passed out of sight,
along a narrow path, skirting the is-
land upon the lakeward side until
“ he reached a narrow gap in the
green slope. But, passing through it,

he secret of the island appeared.
The low hill was hollowed out into
a shallow cave, the dimness lit only
by hurricane-lamps set in the cor-
ners.

Three persons were there already,
seated upon rugs and piled cushions
strewn upon the beaten-earth floor;
three persons who presented stranz.:
contrasts, One was an enormously
fat man with a pallid, oily face, but-
tond into a tight black frock-coat.

Next to him, motionless as a
bronze statue, sat, crosslegged, an
almost naked figure, a mere skin-
covered skeleton, the head skull-like
in its gauntness, lit by huge dark
eyes. Elf-locks of greasy hair hung
over the face, and a chaplet of amb-
er iL:»eaclz:. dangled from neck to

st

The third person in the cave was
the Maharajah of Khotalghar,

He looked up as the last comer
entered, east.lng a quick ' suspicious
glance around him,

‘l‘ékll is well, Meta,” the Maharajah

“Are you sure all is safe, Maha-
rajah—ji?"”

‘It is absolutely safe,” the Mah-
arajah answered, “the sentry at the
bridge lets no one pass wilhoot the
coontersign, and he himself is a
deaf-mute.”

The other answered with a grunt,
seating himselt near the doorway.

is face showed sallow and peevish
with deep irritable lines from mouth
to nose and scoring -the low fore-

In quick succession, with the same
silence and secrecy, two other men
arrived, one, small, wiry and very
dark-skinned, with beady eyes, the
other, a massive erect figure, with

dier, his black beard divided in the
middle and brushed back towards
the ears.

He seated himself beside the
Maharajah, before speaking in a
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called Meta said grudgingly.

“I trust so indeed!” The Mahara-
jah spoke sharply,

“None suggested otherwise,” Meta:
said sulkily, “But I have no time to
waste; the sooner we get to business
+ . . the better!”

“Nothing need delay us,” Zindia
said coldly, “The person of whom I
spoke . . . Ah!” He broke off, as a
slim figure entered. !

There was a general murmur, a
quick, angry exclamation rrom’
Meta,

“A woman!” he cried. “What does
this mean?” :

“It means that this is the new

[

face was pale, the level eyes grey
and unyielding.

son, since it is necessar
shg}l;ld speak the English language.”
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The Maharajah

Spoke coldly, sternly,
“She is of my household, one
whom 1 have chosen to teach my

that he
eugh!"” Meta's exclamation held

insult,
this is she!”

“This is she, as you say,” Leonie

in her quickest voice. her
hes=
less Inithffulhto ¥
the cause for the colour of er | you?”
£kin,” “When do we come ?E_E."s,lffﬁ‘_s.

Spoke
lfl?xdusmni correct enough, if
itating. “And not

“I heard that you had a
white mem-sahib in your house!. So

certain,” the black-bearded sol

met and held his calmly.
“That, as you say, is what

“But how?

said with a laugh, but Leonie's eyes

have to make certain,” she agreed.
What would convince

“That is what we have to make | without wasting time?” Meta asked. |
d'er “It is important, surely, that you | s

sat'sfied of

should be my

you
conspirator —«elances which

returned steadily.
CAfter all. 1

te of whom I spoke” the
Maharajah confronted the suspic-
fon in the man's stare unflinching-
ly. “For whose good faith I ans-
wer.”

“Who s she?” The soldier's e{&
were more insolent than his voice,
Those eyes roved quickly from head
to foot over the figure, in Indian

ess, gown and sari of night-blue
silk. But under the sari's folds the
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WO TODAY
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faith?” Leonie said. “Otherwise, mv
presence here would be a danger.” |

Suspicious glances again from the | answered for you—ihat shculd be
Leonie | enough.”

taks the greatest k S
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ong men—would I not fear t»
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to be the first of its kind, to o

inhabited ny over weck-ends an
I holidays, On other days it will re
ble_a aeserted village.

By George McManus




