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"They got it all!” he managed to say, and sank into a chair

And Now Their Cashier Carries a Colt

SATURDAY AM. Payday! At eleven
o'clock precisely, methodical John Morse,
cashier for Keith sc Conpany, took the s,
black bag in which he carried his payroll and
hurried over to the Merchants’ National Bank.
"One hundred and fifty tens, one hundred
and fifty fives, one hundred twos and fifty ones
this tine, please.”

"There you are, Jack,” said the teller as he
placed the various piles of greenbacks under the
wicket, "twenty-five hundred dollars.”

John Morse dropped the package into the black
bag as he had done on a hundred Saturday
nomings before and left the bank

Five minutes later, breathless, speedhless, pale
and disheveled, he burst into Mr. Keith's office
minus the bag.

"They got it all!” he managed to say, ad
sarkinto achair. "I did my best to sae it, but

they got it all!”

"Only last night when | read abbout that Bverett
robbery,” said Mr. Keith, glumly, | wes thinking
‘it might happen to ws’ It might happen to
anyone—once.  But we'll take no chanoes again.
Here,John, runover to Stevens' right nowandget
the best Colt revolver they carry.  Hereafter you
and the payroll will comre back together—safe.”

The renspapers are full of stories of payroll
robberies. It happers every day—everywhere.
Yet you need not fear.  You can go and core
in safety protected by a trusty Colt.

A Colt revolver may save your noney and your
life. A sl investment for a great protection.

Your dealerwill gladly showyou various nodels
of Colt's revolvers and autorretic pistols.

If you write to the Colt's Patent Fre Arns
Mfg. Co., Hartford, Connecticut, they will serd
you free "The Romance of aColt,” an interesting
book, giving the historical details of the
"World's Right Arm.”
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HIS |s tre story of Bill Andrews—plain Bill
T wes twerty-six years old—
rrarned—trefather of as fire a baby boy as you

ever seen

But Bill wes just like thousands of other nen
He hed been forced to leave sdhod and go to work
when he wes still young.

I—|ehadta|<enﬁ\eﬁrstth| ca’realonga’d
he hed worked &s hard IT‘Lm/v
how or other, redldntseemtobegettlng arw\hare

It was hard—terrlbly hard, sonetines—o nelke
both ends meet.  Sidaress came—doctor's bills—the
MV\asralsed—ardallﬂHtsortofﬁIrg

Above everything else in the world, Bill warited

ht | his wife of a raise
d nmean a hap-

IV\onderlfﬂ‘eresarrmarw\hereV\horBsﬁt
hed that sane arbition, that sarme hope!

But that increase in salary and that pronotion
never care. | , once or twice Bill cane mighty

, Bill care across an adver-

manjLst like hinself hed
gottmwtofmenxard ahead—how men
education than himself had studied at
rnms in their spare time—how the International
Sdhools would cone to him and
help himto develop his natural abili
Bill hed seen thet advertiserrent and thet familiar
%fm mery tines before. For two years he
beenpromsng hlrmelftratrevu,IdaIltaI
ad sed it to Scranton. He knew that e oughtt to
[blt—tratbesrnjdatleﬁﬁrda,t\/\hatﬁe
C S ooud do for im  But ke never hed
And e might not have sert in the coupon this
ne, either, bxforﬂ'efewvmrdsuderaplcuje
called “The Warning of The Desert”:

“On the Plains of Hesitation bleach the bones
of countless millions who, at the Dawn of

(=2 —

Victory, sat down to wait— and waiting, died.”

Bill reed that over two or three tires. “The
Plains t(\)/f\o I—lesitatlorklla"’1 ‘The Di\l\ﬂ of Victory!”
These phrases ringing in his ears.  They
worked their way into hsr\]/%rrymj

S0 ke clipped that couypon, marked it and mailed

ADVENTURE
Jy 10t 192

Published three times a month by The Ridgway Company at Sprinr and Macdoural Sts .New York
City. Yearly subscription S6.00 in advance; sinrle copy 25 cents.
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it to Soranton. The literature that he wanted care
by retum nil.

Bill told ne the other day that he wes surprised
how interested he becane inhis lessors—of the per-
hm—rllowh e'rlr‘]eol Iw?teg?dilxhss&w(mln

S S ng
atIT?]aNevldemeo it in his work it

“The rrmrtantrrmertln |e”
Bill, “V\asﬂatnuremfoxrrgears W Siys
mthattl C S ocoyoon

life was when | went hoe wi
rst real increase in &alaryandnry rst real
gormtlon. If 1 hedn't sent in that coupon 1'd still

V\orlqugatahxmnjobardasmall salary.”

OW mueh | r are ng to wait before
HtaklngiheOnge ﬂ‘ﬂty?sJ to bring you

The is Without oost, without obliga-
tion, mwadwl this coupon. Ittd@ml)ga
two-cent starp and a monent of your tine, but'it's
the nost inportant thing you can do today.

--------------------------- TEAR OUT HERE --nnmmmsemmmmmeemmmmcme

International Correspondence Schools
BOX 2037-C SCRANTON, PA.

Without cost or obligation, please explain how | can Qualify for

the position, or in the Subject before which | have marked an X:

] ELEC. ENGINEER ] BUSINESS MANAGEM'V

JElectric Lighting & Railways 1SALESMANSHIP

3Electric Wiring JADVERTISING

JTelegraph Engineer Show Card & Sign Ptg.

1Telephone Work Railroad Positions

JMECHANICAL ENGINEER ILLUSTRATING

JMechanical Draftsman Cartooning

] Machine Shop Practice Private Secretary

1Toolmaker %Busmess Correspondent

] Gas Engine Operating BOOKKEEPE

JCIVIL ENGINEER | Stenographer & Typist
Surveying and Mappin Certified Public Accountant
MINE FOREMAN or ENG'R TRAFFIC MANAGER
1STATIONARY ENGINEER Cost Accountant

1Marine Engineer 3GOOD ENGLISH

PARCHITECT Common School Subjecta

Contractor and Builder CIVIL SERVICE

5Arch|tectural Draftsman Railway Mail Clerk
AUTOMOBILES

3 Mathematics

3 Navigation

3AGRICULTURE

3Poultry Raising O French

JAirplane EnginesC Spanish

3WIRELESS 0O Banking

J Concrete Builder
Structural Englneer

iPLUMB NG HEATING
Sheet Metal Worker

1Text|le Overseer or Supi.

Pharmacy
ANA NO. ..o

Occupation............. — e T _

Persons residing in Canada should send this coupon to the Interha*
tional Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, Montreal, Canada.

Volure B
Number 4

Entered as second-class
under the act of March 1, 1879.
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You Needn’t
v Tell the Secrety

Restore your graying hair with Mary
T. Goldman's Hair Color Restorer and no
ti(ne will eﬁr

Now. [0}

streaks or

freakish dis-

coloration. noth-

ing to wash or

rub off. The re-

stored color is

even and per-

fectly natural
in all lights.
Mail coupon

today for free
trial bottle and
test on a single
lock. Be sure
to state exactly
the color of
your hair. En-
close a lock if
possible. When convinced by wonderful
results, get a full-sized bottle at drug--
gist or direct.

MARY T. GOLDMAN

1394 Goldman Bldg., St. Paul, Minn.
Please send me your FREE trial bottle

of Mary T. Goldman's Hair Color Re-

storer. The natural color of my hair is

jet black.... black ordark brown.... medium
brown.... light brown, drab or auburn.....
Name..

Leadership

eeping pace with the
K growth ofthe city, plan-

ning and consistently
realising an adequate capacity,
providing equipment that is
always the best that can be
had in rooms and restaurants,
serving food that healthfully
satisfies both taste and appe-
tite, and pleasing the best trav-
eling patronage year in and
year out with a general good-
ness of service that makes
fastidious persons like to come
back — this is the composite
ideal of the management of

the Hollcnden Hotel.
E

rdaiRIDianna

In Cle\Veknd"Itfr
TheHOLLENDEN

.00 Genuine Diamonds ABYED

I%ur IDbiallmondsballre diﬁ_tinctiv? in
e rilliancy, blue white, perfect
@‘IIE%E(I)EKATII'CE CLrI)tl. Sent. p¥'epaid for youe Free
DIAMOND RING Examination,on Charge Account.

Radiant, ~ blue white Send for Free Catal%%

perfect cut Diamond. A N

"RiriK isI8_k SolidWhite _Everything explained. Over 2,
Gold. Special at $50 illustrations of Diamond-set Jew-

Others at $75, $100 elry, Pearls, Watches, Wrist

?ﬂe W UPSE%&'-SO- "atches. Mesh Bags, Silverware.

beautiXv a Waal WRIST o b

ful Dia”GPp " WATCH - Bex
mond Ring”

illustrated is

only one of a multitude

shown in our large Catalog,

from which you can make

selections. Exquisite Dia-

monds, latest style mount-

ings.from $5upto as much

as you wish to pa

LIBERTY BONDS ACCEPTED at PAR.  Octasron.Tonneau.Cushion, aalow as $30!

I O FT I S OLD RELIABIBEpSFéEEJT JEWELERS

. 108 N. State St. CHICAGO, ILL.
mmBRos&ca;ra Store~ in Leading Cities

Grasp This Opportunity
To Earn More Money!

F YOU wish to eam nore L if

are anxious to buy that newshot-
%n, fishing-rod, or r else it
19 you wert this Summer—here is
your opportunity. Become a special
represertative in f\fgur vicinity for Adven-
ture, and our other three léading mega-
zires. You eam just s soon @
you start working.  No“experience is
necessary.  There is no obligation. We
furmish all supplies and (]2]| / cooperate
\é\gﬂﬁsery?ti,latall tires. F'let mrgf ﬂanarswll

receipt o

below. il it'in ard il tocky.

Manager. Staff Agencies Division
Box H46, Butterirk Bldg., New York, N. Y.

Gity...

MAKE MONEY AT HOME

y O U can earn from $1 to $2 an hour in your spare

1 time writing show cards. Quickly and easily

I<-arned by our new, simple “Instructograph” method.

No canvassing or soliciting; we teach you how.

guarantee you steady work at home no matter
where you live, and pay you cash each week.
Full Particulars and booklet free

AMERICAN SHOW CARD SCHOOL
108 Ryrie Building Toronto, Can.

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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YOU CAN PLAY THE HAWAIIAN GUITAR

JUST LIKE THE HAWAIIANSI

Because Our Native Hawaiian InstructorsWill Help You

Our method of teaching is so simple,
plain and easy that you begin on a
piece with your first’lesson.” In half
an hour you can play it! We have
reduced the necessary motions you
learn to only four— and you acquire
these in a few minutes. ~ Then it is
only a matter of practice to acquire
the weird, fascinating tremolos, stac-
catos, slurs and other effects that
make this instrument so delightful.
The Hawaiian Guitar plays any

kind of music, both the mel-

ody and the accompaniment.

PRPP Our complete
* " course of 52 les-
sons includes FREE abeau-
tiful Hawaiian Guitar, all
the necessary picks and
steel bar and 52 pieces of
Music. Special arrange-
ment for lessons if you have your own Guitar.

Just TEAR OUT and mail today
Fint Hawaiian Conservatory of Music, Inc.

233 Broadway (Woolworth Building) NEW YORK

Please send me full information about your 52 easy lessons
and FREE GUITAR OFFER.

Town

GENUINE!

Cheap imitations of our original and
genuine Chinese Good Luck Ring flood
the market. Worthless,J)oorly made
imitations of brass and nickel are
offered at ridiculously low prices.
I The person who wishes to be sur-
) rounded with the true superstition of
the Orient. and at the same time pos-
sess a ring of genuine beauty, will
avoid all others and order our orig-
inal and genuine Chinese Good Luc
Ring. Al Jolson, Doris Kenyon, Vivian
Martin, as well as others in theatrical.
rofeneional and business circles declare that our original r_in%
as bmugh_t them great good lurk! Protect yourself agains’
fraud and insure your future good fortune ?;or_etold by the
Ancients) by ordering from us this genuine ring (Stamped
inside with the ~).

Sterling Silver, S1.50 Solid Gold (10-k) S9.00.

Pay on arrival If you wish. C. O. D. 10 centa extra

THE ZANZIBAR CO., -*« 'SW K/Si*—

COLTS ARMY $1Q

REVOLVER lj

Calibre .38, in fine order, blued finish,

doubleaction, swmg-outcvlinder.wood grips,

lanyard swivc. Weight 320zs., barrel 6 inches, full length
11>4 inches.
Lanyard with snap 10cents. Army goods circular 10cents

FRANCIS RANNERMAN SONS, 501 Broadway, New York City

Special price $13.50. Black holster 45 cents.

STUDY AT"HOME

J] Become a_lawyer. Legally trained
men win hiffh positions "and bis: suc-
Jcess in business and public life.
JGreater opportunities now than ever
before. Lawyers earn
$3,000 to $10,000 Annually
J We guide you step by step. You can train
at home during spare time. Let us send
, _myou records and letters from LaSalle students
N admitted to the bar in various states. Money refunded
I according to our Guarantee Bond if dissatisfied. Degree of LX..B.
. . Thousands of successful students enrolled. Low cost,
| easy terms. We furnish all text material, including fourteen-
I volume Law Library. Getour valuable 120-page “ Law Guide” and
| “ Evidence” books FREE. Send for them—NOW.

I LaSalls Extension Unlversity,Dept.7367-L,Chicago, Ill.

Stevens "Visible
Loading” repeat-
ing rifle (price
$15) hasthe same
accuracy found
in model 414,

pictured below

The gun behind

the man

An amusing incident in the history

of American marksmanship

NCE when picked teams,
representing various national

armiesorguardsmen, metat Bisley,

England, to shoot for the Palma
Trophy, the United States team
was furnished with Stevens barrels.
When the American team won
the Trophy, however, there was
bitterness expressed. The English
claimed that it was not the man
behind the gun—but the gun be-
hind the man whichcarried victory.
In this brief incident is packed
one of the big secrets of Stevens
success—accuracy.

The secret is in the barrel
Stevens uses a special process,
slow scraping system of reaming,
the final reaming removing only
one-half of a thousandth of an
inch.

It's a slow method of drilling a
barrel; it takes long, painstaking
work. But when it’s finished the
barrel is accurate. No flaws, no
protruding hard spots.

Stevens manufactures a com-
plete line of small bore rifles and
shotguns of every description.

Ask at your dealer’s, or write for
theinterestingcatalogdescribing in
detail our complete line. Address:

J. STEVENS ARMS COMPANY
Dept. C-118, Chicopee Fall*, Mass.
Owned and operated by the Savage Arms
Corporation. Executive and E>port Offices:

50 Church Street, New York-

Stevens No. 414 Ideal
" Armory” Model— used
by almost every indoor
or outdoor rifle team
designedparticularlyfor
such service. Retailprice,
including tax,
350

The famous Stevens Guarantee

Every firearm turned out by J. Stevens
Arms Co. has attached a tag carrying
the Stevens guarantee. This tag is your
insurance for Stevens quality and work-
manship. Read carefully this guarantee.

Stevens

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.

%
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Adjusted tothe Second 21 Ruby and Sapphire Jewels

Adjusted to Temperature 25 Year Gold Strata Case

Adjusted to Isochronism Your Choice of Dials

Adjusted to Positions <husludino MontQomrmR. B. Dim)
New ldeas in Thin Cases

Only One Dollar Down will buy this masterpiece of watch
manufacture. The balance you are allowed to pay in
small, eas¥, monthly payments. The Burlington —a 21-
Jewel Watch —is sola to you at a price much lower than
that of other hlg%h—grade_watches. esides, you have the
selection of the Tinest thin model designs and_latest styles
in watch cases. Don’t delay! Write for the FREE Watch
Book and our SPECIAL OFFER today.

Get the Burlington Watch Book by sending this_coupon.
Find out about this great special_offer which is being made
for only a limited time. You will know a great deal more
about watch buying when you read this book. You will
be able to "steer clear” of the over-priced watches which
are no better. Remember, the Burlington is sent to you
for only One Dollar down, balance in Small monthly pay-
ments.” Send the coupon for watch book and our special
offer TODAY! Do not delay one minute!

Burlington Watch Com pang
Dept.B-146, 19th St. & Marshall Blvd.* Chicago
Canadian Address: 62 Albert St., Winnipeg, Manitoba
Please send me (without obliqatior]s and prepaid) %8urfree
book on watches with full explanation of your $1.00 down
offer on the Burlington Watch.

Name

Address — S

CLASSIFIED

Agents and Help Wanted

Big Money and Fast Sales. Every owner buys Gold Initials
for his auto. You charge $1.50; make $1.35. Ten orders daily
easy. Write for particulars and free samples. American Mono-
gram Co., Dept. 85, East Orange, N. J.

Large Shirt Manufacturer wants Agents to sell complete line of
shirts direct to wearer. Exclusive patterns. Big values. Free
Samples. Madison Mills, 503 Broadway, New York.

Men Wanted to make Secret Investigations and reports. Expe-
rience unnecessary. Write J. Ganor, Former Gov't Detective,
142 St. Louis.

Make $25 to $50 Week representing Clows’ Famous Philadelphia
Hosiery, direct from mill—for men, women, children. Every pair
guaranteed. Prices that win. Free book “How to Start” tells the
story. George Clows Company, Desk 10, Philadelphia. Pa.

Midget Collapsible Garment Hangers sell fast. Penknife size
in beautiful leather case. 100% profit. Sample 35c. Money back
if not satisfied. Kalina Co., 384-Y Alabama Ave.. Brooklyn. N. Y.

Earn Bilg Money Fast applying Lithogram Initials to automobile
doors. Every owner buys. $1.35 Profit on each sale.  Full partic-
ulars mailed.” Lithogram Co., 20-S, East Orange, N. J.

Be a Railway Traffic Inspector! $110 to $250 monthly/expenses
Ealt_l after 3 months’ spare-time studé/. \?})I_endld (')_pportunltles.
osition guaranteed or money refunded. rite for Free Booklet,
CM-93. “Stand. Business Training Inst., Buffalo, N. Y.

Live Agents make $10 Day selling Eureka Strainer and Splash
Preventer for every water faucet. Takes on sight. Widely adver-
tised and known. " Get details today A. A. Seed Filter Company,
73 Franklin St.. New York.

Detectives make big money. Beone. Travel. Fascinating work.
Excellent opportunities. Learn at home. Particulars free. ~ Write
American School of Criminology, Dept. A.. Detroit. Mich.

Big Profits. Sell handsome Windshield Wings, Mirrors. Spot
Lights, guaranteed Tires, Tubes, etc. Prices that win. Car owners,
dealers buy one to gross. Write for booklet and sensational agency
prices. Rapid Sales Corp’'n, 19-D Grand Rapids. Mich.

Stories, Photoplays, etc.

Ambitious Writers send today for Free copy, America’s
leading magazine for writers o ph_otoplags, stories,  poems,
(s:qng_s. Instructive, helpful. Writer's Digest, 617 Butler Building,
incinnati.

Wanted— Men and Women ambitious to make money writing
Stories and Photoplays. Send for wonderful Free Book ‘that tells
bow. Just address Author’s Press, Dept. 115, Auburn. N. Y.

Write News Items and short stories for pay in spare time. Ex-
gerlence unnecessary. = Copyright Book and plans free. Press
yndicate, 950, St. Louis.

Automobiles, etc.

Automobile Owners, Garagemen, Mechanics, Repairmen. Send
for free copy of our current issue. It contains helpful, instructive
information “on overhauling, ignition troubles, wiring, carburetors,
storage batteries, etc. Over 120 pages, illustrated. = Send for free
copy to-day. Automobile Digest, 518 Butler Bldg.. Cincinnati.

Songs, Poems, etc.

Write the Words for a Song.—We will compose music, secure
copyright and print. =~ Submit Boems on any subject. Seton
Music Co., 920 S. Michigan Ave., Room 352, Chicago. lll.

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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Will Crawford

UR North Americans and their Peruvian outlaw friend invade the
Fojungle of the upper Amazon. Before them lies the path of the sinister
river, Tigre Yacu. where head-hunters and other terrors live—a menace

to the quest of gold. * TIGER RIVER,” a four-part serial by Arthur O.

Friel, will start in the next issue.

THRUST,” acomplete novelette by B. J. Stolper, in the next issue.

ROW at a poker party eventuates in an aviation mishap. A tale of
Tex MacDowell, of the U. S. Army Air Service. “TOO MUCH

AIR,” a novelette by Thomson Burtis, in the next issue.

Don’t forget the dates of issue for Adventure — the

10th, 20th and 30th of each month



Author of “ The Woman Ayisha,” “ The Lost Trooperetc.

CHAPTER |
“1’l1l make one to give this Feisul boy a hoist.”

HOEVER invented} chess under-
stood the world’s works as some

men know clocks and watches.
iffl He recognized a fact and badedelops the attack.

In what is called real life (which is only
a great game, although a mighty good-one)
it makes no difference what you call your
king. Call him Pope if you want to, or
President, or Chairman. He grows in im-
portance in proportion as the other side
You've got to keep

a game on it, with the result that his gaome symbol of authority protected or you

endures.

And what he clearly recognized was this:
That no king matters much as long as your
side is playing a winning game. You can
leave your king in his corner then to amuse
himself in dignified unimportance. But the
minute you begin to lose, your king becomes
a source of anxiety.

“The King in Check” copyright, 1922, by Talbot Mundy.

Copyright, 1922, by The Ridgway Company, in the United States and Great Britain.

lose.

Nevertheless, your game is not lost as
long as your king can move. That's why
the men who want to hurry up and start
a new political era imprison kings and cut
their heads off. With no head on his shoul-
ders your king can only move in the direc-
tion of the cemetery, which is over the line
and doesn’t count.

All rights reserved. 3



4 Adventure

I love a good fight, and have been told |
ought to be ashamed of it. 1’'ve noticed,
though, that the folk who propose to elevate
my morals fight just as hard, and less
cleanly, with their tongue than some of us
do with our fists and sinews. |’'m told, too,
quite frequently, that as an American |
ought to be ashamed of fighting for a king.
Dear old ladies of both sexes have assured
me that jit isn't moral to give aid and
comfort to a gallant gentleman—a godless
Mahommedan, too, which makes it much
worse—who is striving gamely and without
malice to keep his given word and save his
country.

But if you've got all you want, do you
know of any better fun than lending a hand
while some man you happen to like gets
his? | don’'t. Of course, some fellows want
too much, and it's bad manners as well as
waste of time to inflict your opinion on
them. But given a reasonable purpose and
a friend who needs your assistance, is there
any better sport on earth than risking your
own neck to help him put it over?

Walk wide of the man, and particularly
of the woman, who makes a noise about
lining your pocket or improving your con-
dition. An altruist is my friend James
Schuyler Grim, but he makes less noise than
a panther on a dark night; and | never knew
a man less given to persuading you. He has
one purpose but almost never talks about it.
It's a sure bet that if we hadn’t struck up
a close friendship, sounding each other out
carefully as opportunity occurred, | would
have been in the dark about it until this
minute.

All the news of Asia from Alexandretta
to the Persian Gulf and from Northern
Turkestan to South Arabia reaches Grim’s
ears«sooner or later. He earns his bread and
butter knitting all that mess of cross-
grained information into one intelligible
pattern; after which he interprets it and
acts suddenly without advance notices.

Time and again, lone-handed, he has
done better than an army corps, by playing
chief against chief in a land where the only
law is individual interpretation of the
Koran.

But it wasn’'t until our rescue of Jeremy
Ross from near Abu Kem, which | told about
in the last story, that | ever heard Grim
come out openly and admit that he was
working to establish Feisul, third son of the
King of Mecca, as king of just as many

Arabs as might care to have him over them.
That was the cat he had been keeping in a
bag for seven years.

Right down to the minute when Grim,
Jeremy and | sat down with Ben Saoud the
Avenger on a stricken field at Abu Kem,
and Grim and Jeremy played their hands so
cleverly that the Avenger was made un-
witting guardian of Jeremy’s secret gold
mine, and Feisul’s open and sworn supporter
in the bargain, the heart of Grim’s purpose
continued to be a mystery even to me; and
I have been as intimate with him as any
man.

He doles out what he has in" mind as
grudgingly as any Scot spends the shillings
in his purse. But the Scots are generous
when they have to be, and so is Grim. There
being nothing else for it on that occasion, he
spilled the beans, the whole beans, and noth-
ing but the beans. Having admitted us
two to his secret, he dilated on it all the way
back to Jerusalem, telling us all he knew of
Feisul (which would fill a book) and grow-
ing almost lyrical at times as he related inci-
dents in proof of his contention that Feisul,
lineal descendant of the Prophet Ma-
hommed, is the “whitest” Arab and most
gallant leader of his race since Saladin.

Knowing Grim and how carefully sup-
pressed his enthusiasm usually is, | couldn’t
help being fired by all he said on that oc-
casion.

And as for Jeremy, well—it was like meat
and drink to him. You meet men more or
less like Jeremy Ross in any of earth’s wild
places, although you rarely meet his equal
for audacity, irreverence and riotous good-
fellowship. He isn’t the only Australian by
a long count who upholds Australia by fist
and boast and astounding gallantry, yet
stays away from home. You couldn’'t fix
Jeremy with concrete; he’'d find some means
of bursting any mold.

He had been too long lost in the heart of
Arabia for anything except the thought of
Sydney Bluffs and the homesteads that lie
beyond to tempt him for the first few days.

“You fellers come with me,” he insisted.
“You chuck the army, Grim, and I'll show
you a country where the cows have to bend
their backs to let the sun go down. Ha-ha!
Show you women, too— red-lipped girls in
sunbonnets, that’'ll look good after the
splay-footed crows you see out here. Tell
you what: We'll pick up the Orient boat at
Port Said—no P & O for me; | 'm a passenger
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aboard ship, not a horrible example!—and
make a wake for the Bull's Kid. Murder!
Won't the scoff taste good!

“We’'ll hit the Bull’'s Kid hard for about
a week— mix it with the fellers in from way
back—you know—dry-blowers, pearlers,
spending it easy— handing their money to
Bessie behind the bar and restless because
she makes it last too long; watch them
a while and get in touch with all that's
happening; then flit out of Sydney like
bats out o f------ , and hump bluey—eh?

“Something’ll turn up; it always does.
I've got money in the bank—about two
thousand here in gold dust with me— and if
what you say’s true, Grim, about me still
being a trooper, then the army owes me
three years’ back pay, and I'll have it or go
to Buckingham Palace and tear off a piece
of the king! We’'re capitalists, by Jupiter!
Besides, you fellers agreed that if | shut
down the mine at Abu Kem you’d join me
and we'd be Grim, Ramsden and Ross.”

“1'll keep the bargain if you hold me to it
when the time comes,” Grim answered.

“You bet I''ll hold you to it!l Rammy
here, and you and | could trade the chosen
people off the map between us. We're a
combination. What's time got to do with
it?”

“We’'ve got to use your mine,” Grim an-
swered.

“1'm game. But let’'s see Australia first.”

“ Suppose we fix up your discharge, and
you go home,” Grim suggested. “Come
back when you've had a vacation, and by
that time Ramsden and | will have done
what's possible for Feisul. He’'s in Damas-
cus now, but the French have got him
backed into a corner. No money—not
much ammunition— French propaganda un-
dermining the allegiance of his men—time
working against him, and nothing to do
but wait.”

“What in ------ have the French got to do
with it?”

“They want Syria. They’ve got the coast
towns now. They mean to have Damascus;
and if they can catch Feisul and jail him
to keep him out of mischief they will.”

“But it! Didn’'t they promise the
Arabs that Feisul should be king of Syria,
Palestine, Mesopotamia, and all that?”

“They did. The Allies all promised,
French included. But since the Armistice
the British have made a present of Palestine
to the Jews, and the French have demanded
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Syria for themselves. The British are pro-
Feisul, but the French don’'t want him any-
where except dead or in jail. They know
they've given him and the Arabs a raw deal;
and they seem to think the simplest way out
is to blacken Feisul’'scharacter and ditch him.
If the French once catch him in Damascus
he’s done for and the Arab cause is lost.”
“Why lost?” demanded Jeremy. “There
are plenty more Arabs.”
“But only one Feisul.
who can unite them all.”
“1 know a chance for him,” said Jeremy.
“Let him come with us three to Australia.

He’s the only man

There are thousands of fellers there who
fought alongside him and don’t care a
for the French. They’ll raise all the----—--
there is before they’ll see him ditched.”

“Uh-huh! London’s the place for him,”
Grim answered. *“The British like him, and
they're ashamed of the way he’'s been
treated. They’'ll give him Mesopotamia.
Baghdad’s the old Arab capital, and that'll
do for a beginning; after that it's up to the
Arabs themselves.”

“Well? Where does my gold mine come
in?” Jeremy asked.

“Feisul has no money. If it was made
clear to him that he could serve the Arabs
best by going to London, he'd consider it.
The objection would be, though, that he'd
have to make terms in advance with hog-
financiers, who'd work through the Foreign
Office to tie up all the oil and mine and irri-
gation concessions. |f we tell him privately
about your gold mine at Abu Kem he can
laugh at financiers.”
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"All right,” said Jeremy, “I’ll give him
the gold mine. Let him erect a modern
plant and he’ll have millions!”

“Uh-huh! Keep the mine secret. Let
him go to London and arrange about Mes-
pot. Just at present High Finance could
find a hundred ways of disputing his title
to the mine, but once he’'s king with the
Arabs all rooting for him things’'ll be dif-
ferent. He’'ll treat you right when that
time comes, don’t worry.”

“Worry? Me?” said Jeremy. “All that
worries me is having to see this business
through before we can make a wake for
Sydney. |I'm homesick. But never mind.
All right, you fellers, I'll make one to give
this Feisul boy a hoist!”

CHAPTER 11

“Atcha, Jimgrim sahibl Atcka!”

f1'HAT conversation and Jeremy’s con-

version to the big idea took place on
the way across the desert to Jerusalem—a
journey that took us a week on camel-
back—a rowdy, hot journey with the stifling
simoom blowing grit into our followers’
throats, who sang and argued alternately
nevertheless. For, besides our old Ali Baba
and his sixteen sons and grandsons, there
were Jeremy’s ten pickups from Arabia’s
by-ways, whom he couldn’t leave behind
because they knew the secret of his gold
mine.

Grim’s authority is always at its height
on the outbound trail, for then everybody
knows that success, and even safety, de-
pends on his swift thinking; on the way
home afterward reaction sets in sometimes,
because Arabs are made light-headed by
success, and it isn't a simple matter to dis-
cipline free men when you have no obvious
hold over them.

But that was where Jeremy came in.
Jeremy could do tricks, and the Arabs were
like children when he performed for them.
They would be good if he would make one
live chicken into two live ones by pulling it
apart. They would pitch the tents without
fighting if he would swallow a dozen eggs
and produce them presently from under a
camel’s tail. If he would turn on his ven-
triloquism and make a camel say its prayers,
they were willing to forgive—for the mo-
ment anyhow—even their nearest enemies.

So we became a sort of traveling side-
show, with Jeremy ballyhooing for himself

in an amazing flow of colloquial Arabic, and
hardly ever repeating the same trick.

All of which was very good for our crowd
and convenient at the moment, but hardly
so good for Jeremy’sequilibrium. He isone
of those handsome, perpetually youthful
fellows,, whose heads have been a wee mite
turned by the sunshine of the world’s warm
smile. | don’'t mean by that that he isn't
a top-hole man, or a thorough-going friend
with guts and gumption, who would chance
his neck for any one he likes without a sec-
ond’s hesitation, for he’s every bit of that.
He has horse-sense, too, and isn’t fooled by
the sort of flattery that women lavish on
men who have laughing eyes and a little
dark mustache.

But he hasn’t been yet in a predicament
that he couldn’t laugh or fight his way out
of; he has never yet found a job that he
cared to stick at for more than a year or
two, and seldom one that could hold him for
six months.

He jumps from one thing to another,
finding all the world so interesting and
amusing, and most folk so ready to make
friends with him, that he always feels sure
of landing softly somewhere over the hori-
zon.

So by the time we reached Jerusalem
friend Jeremy was ripe for almost anything
except the plan we had agreed on. Having
talked that over pretty steadily most of the
way from Abu Kem, it seemed already
about as stale and unattractive to him as
some of his oldest tricks. And Jerusalem
provided plenty of distraction. We hadn’t
been in Grim’s quarters half an hour when
Jeremy was up to his ears in a dispute that
looked like separating us.

Grim, who wears his Arab clothes from
preference and never gets into uniform if he
can help it, went straight to the telephone
to report briefly to headquarters. | took
Jeremy up-stairs to discard my Indian dis-
guise and hunt out clothes for Jeremy that
would fit him, but found none, | being
nearly as heavy as Grim and Jeremy to-
gether. He had finished clowning in the kit
| offered him, and had got back into his
Arab things while | was shaving off the
black whiskers with which nature adorns my
face whenever | neglect the razor for a few
days, when an auto came tooting and roar-
ing down the narrow street, and a moment
later three staff officers took the stairs at a
run.
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So far, good; that was unofficial, good-
natured, human and entirely decent. The
three of them burst through the bedroom
door, all grins, and took turns pumping with
Jeremy’s right arm—glad to see him—
proud to know him—pleased to see him
looking fit and well, and all that kind of
thing. Even men who had fought all
through the war had forgotten some of its
red tape by that time, and Jeremy not being
in uniform they treated him like a fellow
human being. And he reciprocated, Aus-
tralian fashion, free and easy, throwing up
his long legs on my bed and yelling for
somebody to bring drinks for the crowd,
while they showered questions on him.

It wasn’t until Jeremy turned the tables
and began to question them that the first
cloud showed itself.

“Say, old top,” he demanded of a man
who wore the crossed swords of a brigadier.
“Grim tells me I'm a trooper. When can |
get my discharge?”

The effect was instantaneous. You would
have thought they had touched a leper by
the way they drew themselves up and
changed face.

“Never thought of that. Oh | say—this
is a complication. You mean------ ?”

“1 mean this,” Jeremy answered dryly,
because nobody could have helped notice
their change of attitude: “1 was made pris-
oner by Arabs and carried off. That’'s more'-
than three years ago. The war's over.
Grim tells me all Australians have been sent
home and discharged. What about me?”

“Um-m-m! Ah! This will have to be
considered. Let's see; to whom did you
surrender?”

S you, | didn’'t surrender! | met

Grim in the desert, and reported to him for
duty.”

“Met Major Grim, eh?”

“Yes,” said Grim, appearing in the door.
“l came across him in the desert; he re-
ported for duty; | gave him an order, and

he obeyed it. Everything’s regular.”
“Um-m-m! How'd you make that out
regular? Have you any proof he wasn't a

deserter? He’'ll have to be charged with
desertion and tried by court martial, I'm
afraid. Possibly a mere formality, but it'll
have to be done, you know, before he can be
given a clear discharge. If he can’'t be
proved guilty of desertion he’ll be cleared.”

“How long will that take?” Jeremy de-’
manded.

His voice rang sharp with the challenge
note that means debate has ceased and
quarrel started. It isn’'t the right note for
dissolving difficulties.

“Couldn’t tell you,” said the brigadier.
“My advice to you is to keep yourself as in-
conspicuous as possible until the Adminis-
trator gets back.”

It was good advice, but Grim, standing
behind the brigadier, made signals to
Jeremy in vain. Few Australians talk
peace when there is no peace, and when
there’'s a fight in prospect they like to get it
over with.

“1 remember you,” said Jeremy, speaking
rather slowly, and throwing in a little catchy
laugh that was like a war-cry heard through
a microphone.

“Ypu were the Fusileer major they lent
to the Jordan Highlanders—fine force
that—no advance without security— lost

two men, if | remember— snake-bite one;
the other shot for looting. Am | right?
So they've made you a brigadier! Aren’t

you the staff officer they sent to strafe a
regiment of Anzacs for going into action
without orders? We chased you to cover!
I can see you now running for fear we'd
shoot you! Hah!”

Grim took the only course possible in the
circumstances. The brigadier's neck was
crimson, and Jeremy had to be saved some-
how.

“Touch of sun, sir—that and hardship
have unhinged him a bit. Suffers from de-
lusions. Suppose | keep him here until the
doctor sees him?”

“Um-m-m! Ah! Yes, you'd better.
See he gets no whisky, will you. Too bad!
Too bad! What a pity!”

Our three visitors left in a hurry, con-
triving to look devilish important. Grim
followed them out.

“Rammy, old cock,” said Jeremy, sprawl-
ing on the bed again and laughing, “don’t
look all that serious. Bring back your briga-
dier and I'll kiss him on both cheeks while
you hold him! But say; suppose that doc-
tor’s one of these swabs who serve out num-
ber nine pills for shell-shock, broken leg,
dyspepsia, housemaid’s knee and the creep-
ing itch? Suppose he swears |I'm luny?
What then?”

“Grim will find somebody to swear to
anything once,” | answered. “But you
look altogether too dashed healthy—got
to give the doctor-man a chance— here, get
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between the sheets and kid that something
hurts you?”

“Get out! The doc 'ud put a cast-iron
splint on it, and order me into a hospital.
How about toothache? That do? Do they
give you bread and water for it?”

So toothache was selected as an alibi,
and Jeremy wrapped his jaw in a towel,
after jabbing his cheek with a pin so as to
remember on which side the pain should be.
But it was artifice wasted, for Grim had
turned a better trick. He had found an
Australian doctor in the hospital for Sikhs—
the only other Australian in Jerusalem just
then—and brought him coo-ee-ing up-stairs
in a way that proved he knew the whole
story already.

THE autopsy, as he called it, was a

riot. We didn't talk of anything

but fights at Gaza— the surprize at
Nazareth, when the German General Staff
fled up the road on foot in its pajamas—
the three-day scrap at Nebi Samwil, when
Australians and Turks took and retook the
same hill half-a-dozen times and parched
enemies took turns drinking from one flask
while the shells of both sides burst above
them. It seems to have been almost like
old-fashioned war in Palestine from their
account of it, either side conceding that
the other played the game.

When they had thrashed the whole cam-
paign over from start to finish, making maps
on my bed with hair-brushes, razors and
things, they got to talking of Australia; and
that was all about fighting too: dog-fights,
fist-fights between bullockies on the long
road from Northern Queensland, riots in
Perth when the pearlers came in off the
Barrier Reef to spend their pay, rows in the
big shearing sheds when the Union men
objected to unskilled labor—you’'d have
thought Australia was one big battle-field,
with nothing else but fights worth talking of
from dawn till dark.

The doctor was one of those tightly
knit, dark-complexioned little men with
large freckles and brown eyes, who surprize
you with a mixture of intense domestic
virtue and a capacity, that shouldn’t mix
with it at all, for turning up in all the unex-
pected places. You meet his sort every-
where, and they always have a wife along,
who worships them and makes a home out of
tin cans and packing cases that would put
the stay-at-home housekeepers to shame.

They always have a picture on the wall of
cows standing knee-deep in the water, and
no matter what their circumstances are,
there's always something in reserve for
guests, offered frankly without apology.
Never hesitate with those folk, but don’t let
them go too far, for they’ll beggar them-
selves to help you in a tight place, if you'll
let them. Ticknor his name was. He's a
good man.

“Say, Grim: there's a case in the Sikh
hospital that ought to interest you,” he said
at last. “Fellow from Damascus— Arab—
one of Feisul’'scrowd. He wouldn’t let them
take him to the Zionist hospital—swore a
Jew knifed him and that the others would
finish the job if they got half a chance.
They’'d have been arguing yet, and he dead
and buried, if | hadn’'t gone shopping with
Mabel. She saw the crowd first (I was in
Noureddin’s store) and jabbed her way in
with her umbrella— she yelled to me and |
bucked the line.

“The Jewswanted to tell me | had no right
to take that chap to the Sikh hospital, and
no more | had; so | plugged him up a bit,
and put him in a cab, and let him take him-
self there, Mabel and me beside him. Seeing
| was paying for the cab, | didn’t see why
Mabel should walk. Of course, once we had
him in there he was too sick to be moved;
but the army won’t pay for him, so | sent
a bill to the Zionists, and they returned it
with a rude remark on the margin. Maybe
| can get the money out of Feisul some day;
otherwise |'m stuck.”

“1'll settle that,” said Grim.
tune he plays?”

“Utter mystery. Swears a Jew stabbed
him, but that Damascus outfit blame the
Jews for everythnig. He’s only just down
from Damascus. | think he’sone of Feisul’s
officers, although he’'s not in uniform—
prob’ly on a secret mission. Suppose you
go and see him. But say, watch out for the

“What's the

doc on duty—he’'s a meddler. Tell him
nothing!”

“Sure. How about Jeremy? What's the
verdict?”

“What do you want done with him?”

“1 want him out of reach of trouble here
pending his discharge. No need to certify
him mad, is there?”

“Mad? All Australians are mad. None
of us need a certificate for that. Have you
arrested him?”

“Not yet.”
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“Then you're too late! He’'s suffering
from bad food and exposure. The air of
Jerusalem’s bad for him, and he’s liable to
get pugnacious if argued with. That runs
in the blood. | order him off duty, and
shall recommend him within twenty min-
utes to the P. M. O. for leave of absence at
his own expense. If you know of any
General who dares override the P. M. O.
I'll show you a brass hat in the wind. Come
on; d'you want to bet on it?”

“Will the P. M. O. fall?” asked Grim.

“Like a new chum off a brumby. Signs
anything | shove under his nose. Comes
round to our house to eat Mabel’'s damper
and sirup three nights a week. You bet
he’ll sign it. Besides, he’'s white; pulled out
of the firing line by an Australian at Gaza,
and hasn't forgotten it. He’'d sign any-
thing but checks to help an Anzac. |I'll
be going.

“You trot up to the slaughter-shop,
Grim, and interview that Arab— Sidi bin
Something-or-other—forget his name— he
lies in number nineteen cot on the left-hand
side of the long ward, next to a Pathan who's
shy both legs. You can’t mistake him. 1l
write out a medical certificate for Jeremy
and follow. And say; wait a minute!
What price the lot of you eating Mabel's
chow tonight at our house? We don’t keep
a cook, so you won't get poisoned. That's
settled; I'll tell Mabel you're coming.
Too-tle-loo!”

But there was a chance that the brigadier
might carry resentment to the point of send-
ing up a Provost-Marshal’'s guard to arrest
Jeremy on the well-known principle that
a bird in the hand can be strafed more easily
than one with a medical certificate. The
bush was the place for our bird until such
time as the P. M. O.'s signature should
adorn the necessary piece of paper; so we
three rode up in a cab together to the Sikh
hospital, and had a rare time trying to
get in.

You see, there was a Sikh on guard out-
side, who respected nothing under heaven
but his orders. He wouldn’t have known
Grim in any event, being only recently from
India; Grim’s uniform would have passed
him in, but he and Jeremy were still arrayed
as Arabs, and my civilian clothes entitled
me in the sentry’s opinion to protection lest
I commit the heinous sin of impertinence.
An Arab in his eyes was as an insect, and
a white man, who consorted with such
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creatures, not a person to be taken seri-
ously.

But our friend Narayan Singh was in the
hospital, enjoying the wise veteran’s prerog-
ative of resting on full pay after his strenu-
ous adventures along with us at Abu Kem.
There was nothing whatever the matter
with him. He recognized Grim’s voice and
emerged through the front door with a milk-
white smile flashing in the midst of newly
curled black hair—dignified, immense, and
full of instant understanding.

Grim said a few words to Narayan Singh
in Arabic, which so far as the sentry was
concerned wasn’t a language but Narayan
Singh spoke in turn in Punjabi, and the man
just out from India began to droop like
Jonah’s gourd under the old soldier’s scorn.

In consequence we got a full salute with
arms presented, and walked in without hav-
ing to trouble anybody in authority, Nara-
yan Singh leading with the air of an old-
time butler showing royalty to their rooms.
He even ascertained in an aside that the
doctor of the day was busy operating, and
broke that good news with consummate
tact:

“The sahibs' lightest wish is law, but if
they should wish to speak with the doctor
sahib, it would be necessary to call him forth
from the surgery, where he works behind
locked doors. Is it desired that | should
summon him?”

“Operation serious?” asked Grim, and
neither man smiled. It was perfect acting.

“Very, sahib. He removes the half of a
sepoy’s liver.”

“Uh! Couldn’t think of interrupting him.
Too bad! Lead the way.”

But we didn’t enter the ward until Nara-
yan Singh and an orderly had placed two
screens around number nineteen cot, in the
way they do when a man is dying, and had
placed three chairs at the bedside contrary
to the regulations printed on the wall.
Then Narayan Singh stood on guard outside
the screens, but didn’t miss much of the con-
versation, | believe.

The man in bed was wounded badly but
not fatally, and though his eyes blazed with
fever he seemed to have some of his wits
about him. He recognized Grim after
staring hard at him for about a minute.

“Jimgrim!”

“Sidi bin Tagim, isn't it? Well, well!
I thought it might be you,” said Grim,
speaking the Northern dialect of Arabic,
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which differs quite a bit from that spoken
around Jerusalem.

“Who are these?” asked the man in bed,
speaking hoarsely as he stared first at
Jeremy and then at me.

“JImil Ras, a friend of mine,”
swered.

“And that one?”

He didn’t like the look of me at all. West-
ern clothes and a shaven face spell nothing
reassuring to the Arab when in trouble; he
has been “helped” by the foreigner a time or
two too often.

Grim an-

“An American named Ramsden. Also
a friend of mine.”

“Oh! An Amirikani? A hakim?" *

“No. Not a man to fear. He is a friend
of Feisul.”

“On whose word?”

“Mine,” Grim answered.

Sidi bin Tagim nodded. He seemed will-
ing to take Grim’s word for anything.

“Why did you say a Jew stabbed you?”
Grim asked suddenly.

“So that they might hang a Jew or two.
Wallah! Are the Jews not at the bottom of
all trouble? If aGreek should kill a Maltese
it would be a Jew_who planned it! May the
curse of Allah change their faces and the fire
of Eblis consume them!”

“Did you see the man who stabbed you?”

“Yes.”

“And was he a Jew?”

“Jimgrim, you know better than to ask
that! A Jew always hires another to do the
killing. He who struck me was a hireling,
who shall die by my hand, as Allah is my
witness. But may Allah do more to me
and bring me down into the dust unburied
unless | make ten Jews pay for this!”

“Any one Jew in particular?”’ Grim asked,
and the man in bed closed like a clam
that has been touched.

He was a strange-looking fellow—rather
like one of those lean Spaniards whom Goya
used to paint, with a scant beard turning
gray and hollow cheeks. He had thrown off
the gray army blanket because fever burned
him, and his lean, hard muscles stood out as
if cast in bronze.

“But for the Jews, Feisul would be king
of all this land this minute!” he said sud-
denly, and closed up tight again.

Grim smiled. He nearly always does
smile when apparently at a loose end. At
moments when most cross-examiners Would

* Doctor*

browbeat he grows sympathetic—humors
his man, and by following whatever detour
offers, gets back on the trail again.

“How about the French?” he asked.

“May Allah smite them! They are all in
the pay of Jews!”

“Can you prove it?”

“Wallah! That I can!”

Grim looked incredulous. Those baffling
eyes of his twinkled with quiet amusement,
and the man in bed resented it.

“You laugh, Jimgrim, but if you would
listen I might tell you something.”

But Grim only smilgd more broadly than
ever.

“Sidi bin Tagim, you're one of those fa-
natics who think the world is all leagued
against you. Why should the Jews think
you sufficiently important to be murdered?”

“Wallahl There are few who hold the
reins of happenings as | do!”

“I1f they'd killed you they’d have stopped
the clock, eh?”

“That is as Allah may determine. | am
not dead.”

“Have you friends in Jerusalem?”

“Surely.”

“Strange that they haven’'t been to see
you.”

“Wallahl Not strange at all!”

“l see. They regard you as a man with-
out authority, who might make trouble and
leave other men to face it, en?”

“Who says | have no authority?”

“Well, if you could prove you have------ "

“What then?” the man in bed demanded,
trying to sit up.

“Feisul, for instance, is a friend of mine,
and these men with me are his friends too.
You have no letter, of course, for that
would be dangerous—e—"

“Jimgrim, in the name of the Most High,
| swear | had a letter! He who stabbed me
took it.

“Was the letter from Feisul?”

“Malaish.* 1t was sealed, and bore a
number for the signature, if you can get
that letter for me, Jimgrim—but what
is the use! You are a servant of the
British.”

“Tell me who stabbed you and I'll get
you the letter.”

“No, for you are clever. You would learn
too much. Better tell the doctor of this
place to hurry up and heal me; then | will
attend to my own affairs.”

*No matter™
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“1'd like to keep you out of jail, if that's
possible,” Grim answered. “You and | are
old acquaintances, Sidi bin Tagim. But of
course, if you're here to sow sedition, and
should there be a document at large in proof
of it, which document should fall into the
hands of the police—well, | couldn’t do
much for you then. You’'d better tell
me who stabbed you, and I’'ll get after
him.”

“Ah! But if you get the letter?”

“1 shall read it, of course.”

“But to whom will you show it?”

“Perhaps to my friends here.”

“Are they bound by your honor?”

“1 shall hold them so.”

There was the glint in Grim’s eye now
that should warn any one who knew him
that the scent was hot; added to the fact
that the rest of his expression suggested
waning interest, that look of his forebode
fine hunting.

“There’'s one other I might consult,” he
admitted casually. “On my way here | saw
one of Feisul's staff captains driving in a cab
toward the Jaffa Gate.”

The instant effect of that remark was to
throw the wounded man into a paroxysm of
mingled rage and fear. He almost threw
a fit. His already bloodless face grew ashy
gray and livid blue alternately, and he
would have screamed at Grim if the cough
that began to rack his whole body would
have let him. As it was, he gasped out un-
intelligible words and sought to make Grim
understand by signs. And Grim apparently
did understand.

“Very well,” he laughed, “tell me who
stabbed you and | won’t mention your name
to Staff-Captain Abd el Kadir.”

“And these men? Will they say noth-
ing?”

“Not a word. Who stabbed you?”

“Yussuf Dakmar! May Allah cut him
off from love and mercy!”

“Golly!” exploded Jeremy, forgetting not
to talk English. “There’'s a swine for you!
Yussuf Dakmar’s the son of a sea-cook who
used to sell sheep to the army four times
over'—drive 'em into camp and get a re-
ceipt—drive 'em out again next night—
bring 'em back in the morning—get a receipt
again—drive 'em off—bring 'em back—us
chaps too busy shifting brother Turk to cot-

ton on. He’'ll be the boy | kicked out of
camp once. Maybe remembers it, too.
I'll bet his backbone’s twanging yet! Lead
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me to him, Grim old cock, |'d like another
piece of him!”

But Grim was humming to himself,
playing piano on the bed-sheet with his

fingers.

“Is that man not an Arab?” asked
the fellow in bed, taking alarm all over
again.

“Arab your aunt!” laughed Jeremy. *“I
eat Arabs! |I'm the only original genuine
woolly bad man from way back! [|I'm the
plumber who pulled the plug out of Arabia!

You know English? Good! You know
what a dose of salts is then? You've seen
it work? Experienced it, maybe? Hahl

You'll understand me. |I'm a grain of the
Epsom Salt that went through Beersheba,
time the Turks had all the booze in sight
and we were thirsty. Muddy booze it was
too— oozy booze—not fit for washing hogs!
Ever heard of Anzacs? Well, I'm one of

‘'em. Now you know what the scorpion
who stung you's up against! You lie there
and think about it, cocky; I'll show you his

shirt tomorrow morning.”

“Suppose we go now,” suggested Grim.
“l’'ve got the drift of this thing. Get the
rest elsewhere.”

“You can fan that Joskins for a lot more
yet,” Jeremy objected. “The plug’s pulled.
He'll flow if you let him.”

Grim nodded.

“Sure he would. Don’t want too much
from him. Don’t want to have to arrest
him. Get me?”

“Come on then,” answered Jeremy, “1’'ve
promised him a shirt!”

Beyond the screen Narayan Singh stood
like a statue, deaf, dumb, immovable.
Even his eyes were fixed with’ a blank stare
on the wall opposite.

“How much did you hear?” Grim asked
him.

“I, sahib? 1 am a sick man. | have been
asleep.”

“Dream anything?”

“As your honor pleases!”

“Hospital's stuffy, isn't it. Think you

could recover health more rapidly outdoors?
Sick-leave continued of course, but—how
about a little exercise?”

The Sikh’s eyes twinkled.

“Sahib, you know | need exercise!”

“1’'ll speak to the doctor for you. In case
he signs a new certificate, report to me
tonight.”

“Atcha, Jimgrim sahib! Atchal”
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CHAPTER 111
“Hum dekta hai.”

TIKE most of the quarters occupied by

1 British officers, the house occupied by
Major Roger Ticknor and his wife Mabel
were “enemy property,” and its only virtue
consisted in its being rent free. Grim,
Jeremy, little Ticknor and his smaller wife,
and | sat facing across a small deal table
with a stuttering oil lamp between us. In
a house not far away some Orthodox Jews,
arrayed in purple and green and orange,
with fox-fur around the edges of their hats,
were drunk and celebrating noisily the
Feast of Esther; so you can work out the

exact date if you're curious enough. The
time was nine p.m.
We had talked the Anzac hurricane-

drive through Palestine all over again from
the beginning, taking world-known names in
vain and doing honor to others that will stay
unsung for lack of recognition, when one of
those unaccountable pauses came, and for
the sake of breaking silence, Mabel Ticknor
asked a question. She was a little, plucky,
pale-faced thing whom you called instinc-
tively by her first name at the end of half an
hour—a sort of little mother of loose-ended
men, who can make silk purses out of sows’
ears, and wouldn’t know how to brag if she
were tempted.

“Say, Jim,” she asked, turning her head
quickly like a bird toward Grim on my left,
“what’s your verdict about that man from
Syria that Roger took in a cab to the Sikh
hospital? |I'm out a new pair of riding
breeches if Roger has to pay the bill for him.
I want my money’s worth. Tell me his

story.”
“Go ahead and buy the breeches, Mabel.
I'll settle that bill,” he answered.

“No you won’t, Jim! You're always
squandering money. Half your pay goes to
the scallywags you've landed in jail. This
one's up to Roger and me; we found him.”

Grim laughed.

“1 can charge his keep under the head of
‘information paid for.” | shall sign the
voucher without a qualm.”

“You'd get blood out of a stone, Jim!
Go on, tell us!”

“1'm hired to keep secrets as well as dis-

cover them,” Grim answered, smiling
broadly.
“Of course you are,” she retorted. “But

I know all Roger’s secrets, and he’'s a doc-

tor, mind you! Am | right, Roger? Come
along! There are no servants—no eaves-
droppers. Wait: I''ll put tea on the table,
and then we’'ll all listen.”

She made tea Australian fashion in a
billy, which is quick and simple, but causes
alleged dyspepsia cures to sell well all the
way from Adelaide to the Gulf of Carpen-
taria.

“You'll
Jeremy.

“Mabel’s safe as an iron roof,” put in her
husband. “Noisy in the rain, but doesn’t
leak.”

But neither man nor woman could have
extracted a story from James Schuyler
Grim unless it suited him to tell it. Mabel
Ticknor is one of those honest little women
who carry men’s secrets with them up and
down the world. Being confided in by
nearly every man who met her was a habit.
But Grim tells only when the telling may
accomplish something, and | wondered, as
he laid his elbow on the table to begin, just
what use he meant to make of Mabel
Ticknor. He uses what he knows as other
level-headed men use coin, spending thrift-
ily for fair advantage.

“This is secret,” he began, as soon as
Mabel had dumped the contents of the billy
into a huge brown teapot. “I expect
Narayan Singh here presently. He’'ll have
a letter with him, taken from the Syrian
who stabbed that man in the hospital.”

“Whoa, hoss!” Jeremy interrupted. “You
mean you've sent that Sikh to get the shirt
of Yussuf Dakwah?”

Grim nodded.

“That was my job,” Jeremy objected.

“Whoa, hoss, yourself, Jeremy!” Grim
answered. “You'd have gone down into the
Suk* like a bull into a china-shop. Narayan
Singh knows where to find him. If he shows
fight, he’ll be simply handed over to the
Sikh patrol for attacking a man in uniform,
and by the time he reaches the lock-up
that letter will be here on the table between
us.” *

“All the same, that's a lark you've done
me out of,” Jeremy insisted. “That Yussuf
Dakwah'’s a stinker. | know all about him.
Two whole squadrons had to eat lousy bis-
cuit for a week because that swab sold the
same meat five times over. But I'll get him
yet!”

“Well: as | was saying,” Grim resumed,

* Bazaar.

have to tell her, Jim,” said
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“there’'s a letter in Jerusalem that's sup-
posed to be from Feisul. But when Feisul
writes anything he signs his name to it,
whereas a number is the signature on this.
Now that fellow Sidi bin Tagim in the
hospital is an honest old kite in his way.
He’'s a great rooter for Feisul. And the only
easy way to ditch a man like Feisul, who's
as honest as the day is long, and no man’s
fool, is to convince his fanatical admirers
that for his own sake he ought to be forced
along a certain course. The game’sasold as
Adam. You fill up a man like Sidi bin
Tagim with tales about Jews— convince him
that Jews stand between Feisul and a king-
dom—and he’ll lend a hand in any scheme

ostensibly directed against Jews. Get
me?”
“So would I!” swore Jeremy. “I'm

against 'em too! | camped alongside the
Jordan Highlanders one time when------

But we had had that story twice that
evening with variations. He was balancing
his chair on two legs, so | pushed him over
backward, and before he could pick himself
up again Grim resumed.

“Feisul is in Damascus, and the Syrian
Convention has proclaimed him king. That
don’t suit the French, who detest him. The
feeling’s mutual. When Feisul went to
Paris for the Peace Conference, the French
imagined he was easy. They thought, here’s
another of these Eastern princes who can be
taken in the old trap. So they staged a spe-
cial performance at the Opera for him, and
invited him \o supper afterward behind the
scenes with the usual sort of ladies in full
war-paint in attendance.”

“ Shall we cut that too?” suggested Mabel.

“Sure. Feisul did! He’s not that kind of
moth. Ever since then the French have
declared he’s a hypocrite; and because he
won't yield his rights they’'ve been busy in-
venting wrongs of their own and insisting
on immediate adjustment. The French
haven’t left one stone unturned that could
irritate Feisul into making a false move.”

“To------ with them!” suggested Jeremy,
reaching for more tea.

“But Feisul's not easy to irritate,” Grim
went on. “He’s one of those rare men, who
get born once in an epoch, who force you to
believe that virtue isn’'t extinct. He’s al-
most like a child in some things— like a good
woman in others—and a man of iron cour-
age all the time, who can fire Arabs in the
same way Saladin did five centuries ago.”
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“He looks like a saint,”
“1’'ve seen him.”

“But he’s no soft liver,” continued Grim.
“He was brought up in the desert among
Bedouins, and has their stoical endurance
with a sort of religious patience added.
Gets that maybe from being a descendant
of the Prophet.”

“Awful sort to have to fight, that kind
are,” said Jeremy. “They wear you down!”

“So the French decided some time ago to
persuade Feisul's intimates to make a bad
break which he couldn’t repudiate.”

“Why don’t he cut loose with forty or
fifty thousand men and boot the French into
the sea?” demanded Jeremy. “I’'ll make
one to help him! | knew a Frenchman once,

said Jeremy.

“We'll
Grim. “I
Verdun.”

“Objection sustained. Hand
They've got guts,” grinned Jeremy.
away, old top.”

“Well, they ran foul of an awkward pre-
dicament, which is that there are some
darned decent fellows among the officers
of their army of occupation. There’'s more
than a scattering of decent gentlemen who
don’t like dirt. | won’t say they tell
Feisul secrets, or disobey orders; but if you
want to give a man a square deal there are
ways of doing it without sending him tele-
grams.”

Mabel put the tea back on the kerosene
stove to stew, with an extra handful of black
leaves in it. Grim continued:

“Another thing:The French are half-afraid
that if they take the field against Feisul on
some trumped-up pretext, he’ll get assist-
ance from the British. They could send
him things he needs more than money, and
can't get. Ninety-nine per cent, of the
British are pro-Feisul. Some of them would
risk their jobs to help him in a pinch. The
French have got to stall those men before
they can attack Feisul safely.”

“How d’you mean, stall 'em?” demanded
Jeremy. “Not all the British are fools—
only their statesmen, and generals, and
sixty per cent, of the junior officers and
rank and file. The rest don’t have to be fed
pap from a bottle; they're good men. Takes
more than talk to stall that kind off a man
they like.”

“You've got the idea, Jeremy. You have
to show them. Well: why not stir up

come to that presently,” said
dare say you didn't hear of

it to 'em.
“Fire
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revolution here in Palestine in Feisul's name?
Why not get the malcontents to murder
Jews wholesale, with propaganda blowing
full blast to make it look as if Feisul's hand
is directing it all? It's as simple as falling
off a log. French agents who look like
honest Arabs approach the most hare-
brained zealots who happen to be on the
inside with Feisul, and suggest to them that
the French and British are Allies; therefore
the only way to keep the British from help-
ing the French will be to start red-hot
trouble in Palestine that will keep the
British busy protecting themselves and the
Jews.

“The secret agents point out that al-
though Feisul is against anything of the
sort, he must be committed to it for his own
sake. And they make great capital out of
Feisul's promise that he will protect the
Jews if recognized as king of independent
Syria. ‘Kill all the Jews beforehand, so
there won't be any for him to protect when
the time comes! that's the argument.”

Mabel interrupted. "

“Haven’t you warned Feisul?”

She had both elbows on the table and her
chin between her hands, and | dare say she
had listened in just that attitude to fifty
inside stories that the newspapers would
scatter gold in vain to get.

“1 sure did. And he has sent one of his
staff down here to keep an eye on things.
I saw him this afternoon riding in a cab
toward the Jaffa Gate. | said as much to
that fellow in the hospital, and he was
scared stiff at the idea of my recovering the
supposed Feisul letter and showing it to an
officer who is really in Feisul's confidence.
That— 1 mean the man’s fear—linked every-
thing up.”

“You talk like Sherlock Holmes,” laughed
Jeremy. “I’ll bet you a new hat nothing
comes of it.”

“That bet’'s on,” Grim answered. “It’'s
to be a female hat, and Mabel gets it. Order
an expensive one from Paris, Mabel;
Jeremy shall pay. We’'ve lots of other in-
formation. The troops here have been
warned of an intended massacre of Jews.
The arrival of this letter probably puts a
date to it.

“But it puts a date to something else
on which the whole future of the Near East
hangs; and that means the future of half the
world, and maybe the whole of it, because
about three hundred million Mohammedans

are watching Feisul and will govern them-
selves accordingly. India, Persia, Meso-
potamia, Egypt, all Northern Africa—
there’s almost no limit to what depends on
Feisul's safety; and the French can't or
won’t understand that.”

There came the sound of heavy ammuni-
tion boots outside on the stone step, fol-
lowed by a cough that | believe | could
recognize among a thousand. Narayan
Singh coughs either of two ways— once, deep
bass, for all's well; twice, almost falsetto,
for a hint of danger. This time it was the
single deep bass cough. But it was followed
after half a minute by the two high-pitched
barks, and Grim held up a hand for silence.
At the end of perhaps a minute there came
from the veranda a perfect imitation of the
lascar’'s ungrammatical, whining sing-song
from a fo’castle-head—

“Hum dekta hail" *

Grim nodded— to himself, | suppose, for
none had spoken to him.

“Do you mind stepping out and getting
that letter from him, Ramsden? Keep in
the shadow, please, and give him this pistol;
he may need it.”

So | slipped out through the screen door
and spent a minute looking for Narayan
Singh. I'm an old hunter, but it wasn't
until Narayan Sigh deliberately moved a
hand to call attention to himself that | dis-
covered him within ten feet of me.

The risk of being seen from the street in
case some spy were lurking out there was
obvious. So | walked all the way round the
house, and came and stood below him on his
left hand where the house cast impenetra-
ble shadow; but though I took my time and
moved stealthily he heard me, and passed

me a letter through the veranda rails,
accepting the pistol in exchange without
comment.

I copld see him distinctly from that angle.
His uniform on one side was torn almost
into rags, and his turban was all awry, as if
he had lost it in a scuffle and hadn’t spared
time to rewind it properly—a sure sign of
desperate haste; for a male tiger in the
Spring-time is no more careful of his whis-
kers than a Sikh is of the thirty yards of
cloth he winds around his head.

As he didn’'t speak or make any more
movement than was necessary to pass me
the letter and take the pistol, | returned
the way | had come, entered by the back

*I'm oil the watch.



The King

door, tossed the letter to Grim, and crept
back again to bear a hand in case of need.
Grim said nothing, but Jeremy followed me,
and two minutes later the Australian and |
were crouching in darkness below the veran-
da. This time | don’t think Narayan Singh
was aware of friends at hand.

His eyes were fixed on the slightly lighter
gap in a dark wall that was the garden gate
but looked more like a dim hole leading into
a cave. There being no other entrance that
we knew of, Jeremy and | doubled up on the
same job, and a rat couldn’'t have come
through without one of the three of us de-
tecting him. |f we had had our senses with
us we might have realized that Narayan
Singh was perfectly capable of watching
that single narrow space, and have used our
own eyes to better advantage. However,
we're all three alive today, and two of us
learned a lesson.

IT WASN'T long—perhaps five

minutes— before a man showed him-

self outside the gate, like a specter
dodging this and that way in response to
unearthly impulse. Once or twice he started
forward, as if on the point of sneaking in,
but thought better of it and retreated.
Once his attitude suggested that he might
be taking aim with a pistol; but if that was
so, he chose not to waste a shot or start an
alarm by firing at a mark he couldn’t see.
What he did accomplish was to keep six
keen eyes fixed on him.

And that gave three other men their
chance to gain an entrance at the rear of
the wall in the garden, and creep up un-
awares. It was probably sheer accident
that led all three of them along the far side
of the house, but it was fortunate for Jeremy
and me, for otherwise cold steel between our
shoulder-blades would likely have been our
first intimation of their presence.

We never suspected their existence until
they gained the veranda by the end oppo-
site to where we waited; and | think they
would have done their murder if the man
outside the gate hadn’t lost his head from
excitement or some similar emotion and
tried to make a signal to them. All three
had brought up against the end window,
where a shade torn in two places provided
a good view into the room in which Grim,
Mabel and the doctor were still sitting.
Each of them had a pistol, and their inten-
tion didn’t admit of doubt.
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“Are you there, sahib?” Narayan Singh
whispered.

But Jeremy and | were aware of them al-
most as soon as he, and rather than make a
noise by vaulting the veranda rail, we took
the longer route by way of the front steps.
Jeremy, who was wearing sandals, kicked
them off and, not having to creep so care-
fully, moved faster.

Of course, the obvious question is, why
didn’'t Narayan Singh shoot? | had a pistol
too; why didn’t | use it? Well, I'll tell you.
None but the irresponsible criminal shoots
a man except in obedience to orders or in
self-defense.

You may argue that those three night-
prowlers might have shot Ticknor and his
wife and Grim through the window while
we aired our superior virtue. The answer
to that is, that they didn’t, although that
was their intention. Narayan Singh, already
once that night in danger of his life, and a
“godless, heathen Sikh,” as | have heard
a missionary call him, pocketed the pistol |
had given him before proceeding to engage,
he being also a white man by the proper way
of estimating such things.

Jeremy was first on the scene of action,
with Narayan Singh close behind him, and
I was quite a bit behind, for | tripped
against the top step in my hurry. The noise
I made gave the alarm, and the three Arabs
twisted round like cornered scorpions. |
guess they couldn’t see us well at first, hav-
ing been staring through the torn shade
into the lighted room.

Their pistols were cocked, but Jeremy’s
fist landed in the nearest man’s face before
he could shoot, and he went crashing back-
wards into his friend behind, whose head
disappeared for a moment through the
window-pane, and the only blood shed on
that occasion came from the first man’s nose
and the back of the second man’s neck
where the smashed glass slit a gash in it.

The third man fired wildly at me, and
missed, a fraction of a second before Nara-
yan Singh landed on him with hands and
feet; whereat the man in the street emptied
his pistol at me and ran away. | was in two
minds whether to give chase to him, but
made the wrong decision, being heavy on
my feet and none too fond of running, so
the big fish got away.

But even with my help added, the three
less important fish still gave a lot of trouble,
for they fought like wild-cats, using teeth
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and finger-nails, and the doctor and his wife
and Grim were all out lending a hand before
we had them finally convinced that the
game was up. Mabel trussed up the worst
man with a clothes line while | sat on him.

| expected to see a crowd around the
house by that time, but Jerusalem works
otherwise than some cities. The sound of a
pistol-shot sends everybody hurrying for
cover, lest some enemy accuse them after-
wards of having had a hand in the disturb-
ance. And the nearest police post was a
mile away. So we had our little outrage all
to ourselves, although strange tales went
the rounds of the Holy City that night, and
two weeks later several European news-
papers printed a beautiful account of a mid-
night massacre of Jews.

We dragged our prisoners into the sitting
room, and stood them up in front of Grim
after the doctor and Mabel had attended to
their hurts, which weren’t especially seri-
ous, although nobody need expect to get in
the way of Jeremy’s fist and feel comfortable
for several hours afterwards. The cut made
in the second man’s neck by broken glass
needed several stitches, but the third man
was only winded from having been sat on,
and of course he was much more sorry for
himself than either of the other two—a fact
that Grim noted.

There was another noticeable circum-
stance that shed light on human nature and
Grim’s knowledge of it. They were all three
eager to tell their story, although not nec-
essarily the same story; whereas Narayan
Singh, ,who knew that every word he might
say would be believed implicitly, was in no
hurry to tell his at all.

Now when you're dealing with Eastern
and near-Eastem people of the sort who lie
instinctively (and it may be that this applies
to the West as well) it’'s a good plan to es-
tablish, if you can, a basis of truth for them
to build their tale on; because the truth acts
like acid on untruth. They’re going to lie in
any case; but lies told without any reference
to truth knit better than when invented at
a moment’s notice to explain away another’s
straight-forward statement. There'saplau-
sible theory that culprits taken in the act
are best examined in secret, one by one, in
ignorance of all the evidence against them.

The wise method is to let them hear the
evidence against themselves." Nine times
out of ten they will accept that as unan-
swerable, and strive to twist its meaning or

)
smother it under a mass of lies. But the
truth they have accepted, as | have said,

works just like acid and destroys their argu-
ment almost as fast as they build it up. In
the few case”™, when that doesn’t happen,
they break down altogether and confess.

Anyhow, Grim, who taught me what |
have just written, refused to listen to their
bleating until Narayan Singh first told in
their hearing all that he knew about the
night’'s events. They were forced to sit
down on the floor and listen to him like
three coffee-shop loungers being told a
story; and | don’t doubt that the effect was
strengthened by the Sikh’'s standing facing
them, for the contrast was as between
jackals and a lion.

Not that they were small men, for they
weren’t, or mere ten-dollar assassins picked
up in the suk. They looked well-fed, and
wore fine linen, whereas Narayan Singh was
in rags and had lost weight in our recent
desert marching,, so that his cheek-bones
stood out and he looked superficially much
more like a man at bay than they did.

But their well-cared-for faces wereJean in
the wrong place, and puffy under the eyes.
In place of courage they flaunted an insolent
leer, and the smile intended to convey self-
confidence betrayed to a close observer
anxiety bordering on panic.

The most offensive part about them really
was their feet, which are indices of character
too often overlooked. They had come to
their task in slippers, which they had kicked
off before reaching the veranda, and in-
stead of the firm, tough feet that a real man
stands on, what they displayed as they
squatted were subtle, soft things, not ex-
actly flabby, but even more suggestive of
treachery than their thin beaks and shifty
eyes.

To sum them up, they were dandies, of
the kind who join the Young Turk Party
and believe the New Era can be distilled
of talk and tricks; and they looked like
mean animals compared to that stanch
conservative Narayan Singh, who, never-
theless, is not without his own degree of
subtlety.

CHAPTER 1V

“1 call this awfull”

“ OAHIB, in accordance with instructions
O | proceeded to Christian Street to the
place you spoke of, where I found Yussuf
Dakmar drinking coffee and smoking in
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company with these men and others. They
did not see me in the beginning, because |
entered by the door of a house three-score
and five paces farther down the street; and
having by that means gained the roof |
descended to a gallery built of stone above
one end of the coffee-shop, and there lay
concealed among evil-smelling bags.

“They conversed in Arabic; and presently
when other men had entered, some of whose
names | overheard and wrote down on this
slip of paper, Yussuf Dakmar locked the
outer door, turning the great key twice and
setting a chain in place as well. Then he
stood on a red stool having four short legs,
with his back to the door that he had
locked, and spoke in the manner of one who
stirs a multitude, gesticulating greatly.

“The argument he made was thus: He
said that Jerusalem is a holy city, and
Palestine a holy land; and that promises
are all the more sacred if given in connection
with religious matters; whereat they all ap-
plauded greatly. Nevertheless, a little later
on he mocked at all religion, and they ap-
plauded that too. He said that the Allies,
persuaded thereto by the British, had made
a promise to the Emir Feisul on the strength
of which the Arabs made common war with
the Allies against the Turks and Germans,
losing of their own a hundred thousand men
and untold money.

“So, sahib. Next he asked them how
much of that promise made by the Allies
to Emir Feisul as the leader of the Arabs
had been kept, or was likely to be kept; and
they answered in one voice, ‘None of it!
Whereat he nodded, as a teacher nods
gravely when the pupils have their lesson
well by heart, and said presently in a voice
like that of a Guru denouncing sin:

“ ‘A woman'’'s promise is a little matter;
who believes it? When it is broken all men
laugh. A promise extorted under threat or
torture is not binding, since he who made
the promise was not free to govern his own
conduct; that is law. A promise made in
business,’ said he, ‘is a contract contingent
on circumstances and subject to litigation.
But a promise made in wartime by a nation
is a pledge set down in letters of blood.
Whoever breaks it is guilty of blood; and
whoever fails to smite dead the breaker of
that oath, commits treason against Allah!’

“They applauded that speech greatly,
sahib, and when they grew silent he bade
thgm look about and judge for themselves

in Check 17

at whose door the breaking of that sacred
promise really lay. ‘Show me,” said he,
‘one trace of Arab government in all Pales-
tine! Who own the land?’ he asked them.
‘Arabs!’ said they. ‘Yet to whom has the
country been given?’ he shouted. ‘To the
Jews!” they answered; and he grew silent
for a little while, like a teacher whose class
has only given half the answer to a question
until preserftly one man growled out ‘To
the sword with the Jews in the name of
Allah!” and the others echoed that which
satisfied him, for he smiled, nevertheless not
using those words himself. And presently
he continued:

“ ‘We in this room are men of enlight-
enment. We are satisfied to leave past and
future to the speculations of idle dreamers.
For us the present. So we attach no value
to the fact that Feisul is descended in a
straight line from the founder of the Moslem
faith; for that is a supersitition as foolish in
its way as Christianity or any other creed.
But who is there like Feisul who can unite
all Arabs under one banner?’

“They answered, sahib, that Feisul is the
only living man who can accomplish that,
making many assertions in his praise, Yus-
suf Dakmar nodding approval as each
spoke. ‘Yet,’ said he when they had finished,
‘Feisul is also fallible. In certain ways he
is a fool, and principally in this: That he
insists on keeping his own promises to men
who have broken their own promises to
him.” And like pupils in a class who recite
their lesson, they all murmured that such a
course as that is madness.

“ 'So,” said he, ‘we are clear on that
point. We are not altruists, nor religious
fanatics, nor slaves, but men of common-
sense who have a business in view. We are
not Feisul's servants, but he ours. We
make use of him, not he of us. If he per-
sists in a wrong course, we must force him
into the right one, for the day of autocratic
government is past and the hour has come
when those who truly represent the people
have the first right to direct all policy. If
the right is still withheld from them, they
must take it. And it is we, in this room who
truly represent the Arab cause, on whom
lies the responsibility of forcing Feisul's
hand!’

“Well, sahib, these three prisoners who
sit here offered at once to go to Damascus
and Kkill the men who are advising Feisul
wrongly. They said that if they were given
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money they could easily hire Damascenes
to do the dagger work, there being, as the
sahib doubtless knows, a common saying
in these parts about Damascus folk and
sharp steel. Whereat Yussuf Dagmar sud-
denly assumed a sneering tone of voice, say-
ing that he preferred men for his part with
spunk enough to do such work themselves,
and there was an argument, they protesting
and he mocking them, until at last this man,
whose neck the glass cut, demanded of him
whether he, Yussuf Dakmar, was not in
truth an empty boaster who would flinch
at bloodshed.

“He seemed to have been waiting for
just that, sahib, for he smirked and threw a
chest. ‘I am a man, said he, ‘of example
as well as precept. | have done what | saw
fit to do! | make no boasts,’ said he, ‘for a
man who talks about himself sets others
talking, and there are deeds creditable to
the doer that are best not spoken of. But |
will tell you other things, and you may
draw your own conclusions.

* ‘Because Feisul refuses to attack the
French, having promised those promise-
breakers that he will not; and because
Feisul has promised to protect the Jews
and is likely to try to keep that promise
to the promise-breaking English, certain of
his intimates in Damascus, in whose con-
fidence | am, have determined to force both
issues, taking steps in his name that will
commit him finally. Feisul's army of fifty
thousand men is as ready as it will ever be.
There is no money in the Damascus treas-
ury, and therefore every moment of delay
is now a moment lost. The time has come
for action!” ”

Our three prisoners were listening to the
recitation spellbound, and so were we all
for that matter. The mere memory feat
was amazing enough. Few men could
listen in hiding to a stranger’'s words, and
report them exactly after an interval of
more than an hour; but Narayan Singh did
better than that, for he reproduced the
speaker’s gesture and inflexion, so that we
had a mental picture of the scene that he
described.

Mabel offered him stewed tannic acid in
the name of tea, and Ticknor suggested a
chair, but he waved both offers aside and
continued as if the picture before his mind
and the words he was remembering might
escape him if he took things easy.

“Sahib, they were very much excited

when he spoke of action. First one man
and then another stood up and boasted of
having made all things ready; how this one
had supervised the hiding of sharp swords;
how another had kept men at work col-
lecting cartridges on battle-fields; how this
and that one had continued spreading talk
against the Jews, so that they swore that
at least ten thousand Moslems in Jerusalem
are fretting to begin a massacre. ‘Let
Feisul only strike the first blow from
Damascus,’ said they, ‘and Palestine will
run blood instantly!” ”

“And we sit here drinking tea,” ex-
claimed Mabel, “while up at headquarters
they're dancing and playing bridge! | call
this awful! We all ought to be------ "

Grim smiled and shook his head for silence.

“We've known all this for some time,” he
said. “Don’t worry. There’ll be no massa-
cre; the troops are sleeping by their arms,
and every possible contingency has been
provided for. Go on, Narayan Singh.”

“Well, sahib; when they had done bab-
bling and boasting this Yussuf Dakmar got
back on his stool and spoke sternly, as one
who gives final judgment and intends to be
obeyed. ‘It is we who must make the first
move,’ said he; ‘and we shall force Feisul
to move after us by moving in his name.’
Whereat this man here, whose nose was
broken on the fist of Jeremy sahib, said
that a letter bearing Feisul's seal would
make the matter easier. ‘For the men,
said he, ‘who are to slit Jews’ throats will
ask first for proof of our authority to bid
them begin the business/

“And at that speech Yussuf Dakmar
laughed with great delight. ‘Better late
than never!” said he. ‘Better to think of a
wise precaution now than not at all! But
oh, ye are an empty-headed crew! he told
them. ‘I pity the conspiracy that had no
better planning than ye would make for it
without my forethought! | thought of this
long ago! | sent a message to Damascus,
begging that a date be set and just such a
letter sent to us. Feisul, | knew, would
sign no such letter; but the paper he uses
lies on an open desk, and there are men
about him who have access to his seal.
And because my appeal was well-timed it
met with approval. A letter such as |
asked for was written on Feisul’'s paper,
sealed with his seal, and sent!’

“ ‘But does it bear his signature?’ a man
asked.
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“'How could it, since he never saw the
letter?’ Yussuf Dakmar answered.

“ ‘Then few will pay heed to it,” said the
other.

“ ‘Perhaps if we were all such fools as you
that might be so,” Yussuf Dakmar retorted.
‘However, fortunately the rest of us have
readier wits! This letter is signed with a
number, and the number is that of Feisul’s
generation ir> descent from the Prophet
Mahommed. Let men be told that this is
his secret signature, and when they see his
seal beside it will they not believe? Every
hour in Jerusalem, and in all the world, men
believe things less credible than that!

“But at that, sahib, another man asked
him how they might know that the letter
really came from Damascus. ‘It well might
be,’” said that one, ‘a forgery contrived by
Yussuf Dakmar himself, in which case
though they might stir many Moslems into
action by showing it, the men in Damascus
would fail to follow up the massacre by
striking at the French. And if they do not
strike at the French,” said he, ‘the French
will not appeal to the British for aid; and
so the British troops will be free to protect
the Jews and butcher us, by which means
we shall be worse off than before.’

“Whereat Yussuf Dakmar laughed again.
‘If ye will go to the Sikh hospital,’” said he,
‘yve will find there the man who brought the
letter. He lies in a cot in the upper story
with a knife-wound between his shoulder-
blades. It was a mistake—an accident un-
fortunate for him, the letter was intended
for me, but | did not know that. What
does the life of one fool matter? He gave
out that Jews stabbed him, and it may be
he believes that; yet | have the letter in my
pocket here!” And he touched with one
hand the portion of his coat beneath which
was the pocket that contained the letter.
I watching, sahib, from where I lay hidden.

“He was about, | think, to show them the
letter, when another thought occurred to
him. He wrinkled his brow, as if seeking
words in which to make his meaning clear,
and they seemed willing enough to wait for
him, but not so I, for | now knew where the
letter was. So | sprang into their midst,
falling Less dangerously than I might have
done by reason of a man’s shoulders that
served for a cushion. It may be that his
bones broke under my weight. | can give
no accurate report as to that, for | was in
great haste. But as he gave way undeb me

in Chech 19

| pitched forward, and, kicking Yussuf
Dakmar in the belly with my boot, | fell on
him, they falling on me in turn and we all
writhing together in one mass on the floor.
So | secured the letter.”

* Good man!” Grim nodded.

“Wish 1'd been there!” mourned Jeremy

“And, having what | came for, | broke
free; and taking the red stool | hurled it at
the lamp, so that we were in total darkness,
which made it a simple matter to unlock
the door and proceed about my business.
Nevertheless, | heard them strike matches
behind me, and it seemed unwise to take to
my heels at once, it being easy to pursue a
man who runs.

“As the sahib doubtless remembers, be-
tween that coffee-shop and the next house
is a stone buttress jutting out into the
street, forming on its side farthest from the
coffee-shop a dark corner, for whose filth
and stink the street cleaners ought to be
punished. Therein | lurked, while those
who pursued ran past me up the street, |
counting them; and among them | did not
count Yussuf Dakmar and three more. It
happened that a man was running up the
street and the pursuers supposed him to be
me. So | was left with only four to deal
with; and it entered my head that no doubt
Jimgrim sahib would be pleased to interview
Yussuf Dakmar.

“And after a few moments Yussuf
Dakmar came forth, and | heard him speak
to these three fellows.

* ‘Those fools,’ said he, ‘hunt like street
dogs at the sound of rubbish tossed out of a
window. But | think that Indian soldier is
less foolish than they. |If | were he,’” said
Yussuf Dakmar, ‘I think | wouldn’t run
far, with all these shadows to right and left
and all the hours from now until dawn in
which to act the fox. | suspect he is not far
away at this minute. Nevertheless,’ said
he, ‘those Indians are dangerous fellows.
It is highly important that we get that
letter from him; but it is almost equally
important that we stop his mouth, which
would be impossible if he should escape
alive. If we wait here,’” said he, ‘we shall
see him emerge from a shadow, if | am not
much mistaken.’

“So they waited, sahib. And after a few
minutes, when my breath had returned to
me, | let him have credit as a wise one by
emerging as he had said. And those four
stalked me through the streets, not daring
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to come close until | should lead them to a
lonely place; and | led them with discretion
to this house, where happened what the
sahib knows.

“That is all | know about this matter,
except that being absent from duty on sick-
leave there may be difficulty in the matter
of my tunic, which is badly torn.”

Having finished his story Narayan Singh
stood at attention like one of those wooden
images they used to keep on the sidewalk
outside tobacco stores.

Grim smiled at the prisoners and asked
whether they had any remarks to make—
a totally lawless proceeding, for he did not
caution them, and had no jurisdiction as a
magistrate. They were three men caught
red-handed attempting murder and bur-
glary, and entitled accordingly to protection
that the law doesn’t always accord to honest
men. But, as | have said, a true tale in the
ears of criminals acts like a chemical
reagent. It sets them to work lying, and
the lies burn off, disclosing naked truth
again. But, mother of me, they were daring
liars. The fellow who had come out of
the scrap more or less unscathed piped up
for the three; the other two nodding and
prompting him in whispers.

“What that Indian says in the main is
true. He did jump down from the gallery
and surprize a meeting summoned by Yus-
suf Dakmar. And it is true that Yussuf
Dakmar’s purpose is to bring about a mas-
sacre of Jews,\which is to be simultaneous
with an attack by Feisul's forces on the
French in Syria. But we three men are
not in favor of it. We have had no part
in the preparations, although we know all
details. We are honest men, who have the
public interest at heart, and accordingly we
have spied on Yussuf Dakmar, purposing
to expose all his plans to the authorities.”

Jeremy began humming to himself.
Mabel tittered, and little Doctor Ticknor
swore under his breath. But Grim looked
as if he believed them—Ilooked pleasantly
surprized— and nodded gravely.

“But that hardly explains your following
this Indian through the streets and attack-
ing him on the veranda,” he suggested, as
if sure they could explain that too— as sure
enough they did.

“We did not attack him. He attacked us.
It was obvious to us from the first that he
must be an agent of the Government. So
when Yussuf Dakmar told us to follow and

murder him we decided it was time to ex-
pose Yussuf Dakmar, and that this was our
opportunity. We knew surely that this
Indian would take that letter straight to
some official of the Government; it was only
necessary to pretend to hunt him and in
that manner inveigle Yussuf Dakmar into
the toils.

“But when we reached this house Yus-
suf Dakmar was afraid and refused to ap-
proach nearer than the street. He insisted
on keeping watch outside the garden gate
while we should draw near and shoot every
one who might be in the house and recover
the letter. He is a coward, and we could
not persuade him.

“So we decided to pretend to do his bid-
ding, and to whisper through the window
to the people within to pass out to the
street by some back way and capture him,
after which we would give all our evidence
to the authorities.

“1t was while we were looking through
the window, seeking to call the attention of
those within for that purpose and no other,
that we were attacked and submitted to
much unnecessary violence. That is the
whole truth, as Allah is our witness! We
are honest men, who seek to uphold the
law, and we claim the protection of the
Government. We are ready to tell all we
know, including the names of those con-
nected with this plot.”

CHAPTER V

“Nobody will know. No bouquets.”

*1 'HERE followed a tedious hour or

two, during which Grim cross-ex-
amined the three “honest men,” and took
down lists of names from their dictation,
getting Doctor Ticknor meanwhile to go for
the police because Yussuf Dakmar might
still be lurking in the neighborhood for a
chance to murder Narayan Singh. It was
only after the police had carried off the
prisoners to jail (where they repudiated
their entire confession next morning) that
Grim showed us the letter which, like a
spark, had fired a powder magazine—
although a smaller one than its writer
intended.

“It isn’'t in Feisul’'s handwriting,” he said,
holding the feathery Arab script up to the
lamp-light, “and it's no more like his
phraseology than a camel resembles a loco-
motive. Listen to this:
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“To the Pan-Arab Committee in Jerusaler
favor of Yussuf Dekner its District Presicent,
Greeting in the name of : .

“Ye that on formrer oocasions the foes of
our land and race were overwhelmed when, relying
on the aid of the Most High, and raising the green
barrer of the prophet—on whom be “peace, we
grdedarmlnacasereldmedbyw

“Ye know that in that fashion, and not other-
wisg, the were driven forth
and our sacred barer wes et on high over the
Danescus rodfs, where by Allah's blessing may it
wave forever! . .

“Ye knowhowthose who dained to be our frien
have since proven therreehves foss, so that the
1t State for which we fought is held tod

nin
?gnalmﬂybega’l Wi 3
infidels to yield our country to L. Nor on this
oocasion shall we sheathe our swords until fromerd
to end our land is free and united under one govern-
rrent of our onn choosing.
“Know that this time there shdll be o half-
any 2. It is witten, Ye
sl show no guarter to the infidel.  Let no Jew
live to boast that he hes footing in the land of our
anostors. Leave ye o root of themiin the earth
nor seedling that can spring into a tree!  Snite,

arayﬁryofs,/ﬁastarbreajy. Whare.

Whereunto
unto the day hes been appointed.
of this | , ad at dawn, is appointed tirre.

Therefore let al meke cormon cause for the favor
of the Most High which awaits the Faithful.

“In the nare of God and Mbhanmed the Prophet
of God, on whombe blessings.”

There followed the Moslem date and the
numerical signature over Feisul's indubi-
table seal. Grim figured a moment and
worked out the corresponding date accord-
ing to our western calendar.

“Leaves six days,” he said pleasantly.
“It means the French intend to attack
Damascus seven days from now.”

“Let 'em!” Jeremy exploded. *“Feisul'll
give ’'em All they've got are Al-
gerians.”

“The French have poison-gas,” Grim an-
swered dourly. “Feisul’'s men have no
masks.”

“Get 'em some!”

That was Jeremy again.
answer, but went on talking:

“They're going to get Damascus.

Grim didn’t

All
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they’'ve waited for was poison-gas, and now
there’'s no stopping 'em. They forged this
letter after the gas arrived. Now if they
catch Feisul in Damascus they’ll put him
on trial for his life, and they probably hope
to get this letter back somehow to use as
evidence against him.”

“Go slow, Jim!” Mabel objected.
“Where's your proof that the French are
jockeying this? Isn’t that Feisul’'s seal?”

“Yes, and it's his paper. But not his
handwriting.”

“He might have dictated it,
he?”

“Never in those words. Feisul don’t talk
or write that way. The letter’'s a manifest
forgery, as I''ll prove by confronting Feisul
with it. But there’s a little oversight that
should convince you it's a forgery. Have
you a magnifying glass, doc?”

Ticknor produced one in a minute, and
Grim held the letter under the lamp. On
the rather wide margin, carefully rubbed
out, but not so carefully that the indenta-
tion did not show, was the French word
“magniftque” that had been written with a
rather heavy hand and one of those hard
pencils supplied to colonial governments by
exporters from stocks that can’t be sold at
home.

“That proves nothing,” Mabel insisted.
“All educated Arabs talk French. Some-
body on Feisul's staff was asked for an
opinion on the letter before it went. My
husband’s Arab orderly told me only yester-
day that a sling | made for a man in the
hospital was ‘magnifique.’ ”

The objection was well enough taken,
because it was the sort the forger of the
letter would be likely to raise if brought
to book. But Grim’s argument was not
exhausted.

“There are other points, Mabel. For one
thing, it’sblue metallic ink. Feisul's private
letters are all written with indelible black
stuff made from pellets that | gave him;
they're imported from the States.”

“But if Feisul wanted to prove an alibi,
he naturally wouldn’t use his special private
ink,” objected Mabel.

“Then why his seal, and his special pri-
vate note-paper? However, there's an-
other point.

“ Feisul writes the purest kind of Arabic,
and this isn’t that sort of Arabic. It was
written by a foreigner— perhaps a French-
man— possibly an Armenian— most likely a

mightn’t
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Turk—certainly one of the outer ring of
politicians who have access to Feisul and
seek to control him, but are not really in his
confidence. Damascus is simply a network
of spies of that kind—men who attached
themselves to the Arab cause when it looked
like winning and are now busy transferring
their allegiance.

“1 think | could nhame the man who wrote
this; | think I know the man who wrote
that ‘magnifique.” If 1'm right, Yussuf
Dakmar will notify the French tonight
through their agents in Jerusalem. The
man who wrote that ‘magnifique’ will know
before morning that the letter's missing;
and it doesn’t matter how careful | may be,
it'll be known as soon as | start for_
Damascus.

“They’ll dope out that our obvious course
would be to confront Feisul with this letter.
The only way to travel is by train; the roads
are rotten—in fact, no auto could get
through; they’d tip off the Bedouins, who'd
murder everybody.

“So they’ll watch the trains and espe-
cially Haifa, where every one going north
has to spend the night; and they’ll stop at
nothing to get the letter back, for two
reasons; as long as it's in our hands it can
be used to establish proof of the plot against
Feisul; once it's back in theirs, they can
keep it in their secret dossier to use against
Feisul if they ever catch him and bring him
to trail. You remember the Dreyfus case?

“1 shall start for Damascus by the early
train— probably take an auto as far as Ludd.
If 1 want to live until | reach Damascus |
shall have to prove conclusively that |
haven’t that letter with me. Any one known
to be in British service is going to be sus-
pected and, if not murdered, robbed.
Ramsden has been seen about too much
with me. Jeremy might juggle by but he’'s
already notorious, and these people are
shrewd. Better hold Jeremy in reserve,
and the same with Narayan Singh. A
woman's best. How about you, Mabel?”

“What d’'you mean, Jim?”

“Do you know a woman in Haifa?”

“Of course | do.”

“Well enough to expect a bed for the
night at a moment’s notice?”

“Certainly.”

Mabel's eyes were growing very bright
indeed. It was her husband who looked
alarmed. .

“Well now, here’'s the point.”
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Grim leaned back in his chair and lit a
cigaret, not looking at anybody, stating his
case impersonally, as it were, which is much
the shrewdest way of being personal.

“Feisul’'s up against it, and he’s the best
man in all this land, bar none. They've
dealt to him from a cold deck, and he’s
bound to lose this hand whichever way he
playsit. To putit differently, he'sin check,
but not checkmated. He’ll be checkmated,
though, if the French ever lay hands on
him, and then good-by to the Arabs’ chance
for twenty years.

“1 propose to save him for another effort,
and the only way to do that is to convince
him. The best way to convince him is to
show him that letter, which can’t be done
if Feisul's enemies discover who carries it.
If Ramsden, Jeremy, Narayan Singh and |
start for Damascus, pretending that one or
other of us has the letter concealed on his
person, and if a woman really carries it,
we’'ll manage. Is Mabel Ticknor going to
be the woman? That's the point.”

“Too dangerous, Jim! Too dangerous!”
Ticknor put in nervously.

“Pardon me, old man. The danger is for
us four, who pretend we've got the thing.”

“There are lots of other women, and | 've
only got one wife!” objected Ticknor.

“We’'re pressed for time,” Grim answered.
“You see, Ticknor old man, you're a Corn-
stalk and therefore an outsider—just a
medico, who saws bones for a living, satisfied
to keep your body out of the poorhouse,
your soul out of hell, and your name out
of the newspapers. Your wife is presumably
more so. There are several officials’ wives
who would jump at the chance to be useful,
but a sudden trip toward Damascus just
now would cause any one of them to be
suspected, whereas Mabel wouldn’t be.”

“l don.t know why not!” Ticknor re-
torted. “Wasn't she in here when those
three murderers came to finish the lot of us?
If Yussuf Dakmar makes any report at all
he’ll surely say he traced the letter to this
house.”

“Yussuf Dakmar came no nearer than
the street,” Grim answered. “He has no
notion who is in here. His three friends
are in jail under lock and key, where he
can’'t get at them. How long have you had
this house? Since yesterday, isn't it?
D'you kid yourself that Yussuf Dakmar
knows who lives here?”

“l can get leave of absence. Suppose |
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go in Mabel's place?” suggested Ticknor,
visibly worried.

“The mere fact that she goes, while you
stay here, will be presumptive evidence that
she isn't on a dangerous mission,” Grim
answered. “No. It hasgot to be a woman.
If Mabel won’t go I''ll find some one else.”

You could tell by Mabel’s eyes and atti-
tude that she was what the salesmen call
“sold” already; but you didn't need a
magnifying glass to detect that Ticknor
wasn’'t. Men of his wandering habit know
too well what a brave, good-tempered wife
means to encourage her to take long chances;
for although there are lots of women who
would like to wander and accept the world’s
pot luck, there are precious few capable of
doing it without doubling a fellow’s trouble;
when they know how to halve the trouble
and double the fun they’re priceless.

Grim played his usual game, which is to
spank down his ace of trumps face upward
on the table. Most of us forget what are
trumps in a crisis.

“l guess it's up to you, doc,” he said,
turning toward Ticknor. “There’'s nothing
in it for you. Feisul isn't on the make; |
don’t believe he cares ten cents who is to
be the nominal ruler of the Arabs, provided
they get their promised independence.
He’'d rather retire and live privately. But
he only considers himself in so far as he can
serve the Arab cause. Now, you've risked
Mabel’'s life a score of times in order to help
sick men in mining camps, and malaria
victims and Lord knows what else. Here's
a chance to do the biggest thing of all------

“Of course, if you put it that way,” said
Ticknor, hesitating.

“Just your style, too. Nobody will know.
No bouquets. You won’t have to stammer
a speech at any dinner given in your honor.”

“D'you want to do it, Mabel?” asked
Ticknor, looking at her keenly across the
table.

“Of course | do!”

“All right, girl. Only, hurry back.”

He looked hard at Grim again, then into
my eyes and then Jeremy’s.

“She’sin your hands. | don’t want to see
any of you three chaps alive again unless
she comes back safe. Is that clear?”

“Clear and clean!” exploded Jeremy.
“It’'s a bet, doc. Half a mo’ you chaps;
that’s my mine at Abu Kem, isn’'t it? |'ve
agreed to give the thing to Feisul and make
what terms | can with him. Jim and
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Rammy divvy up with me on my end, if
any. That right? | say; let the doc and
Mabel have a half-share each of anything
our end amounts to.”

Well; it took about as long to settle that
business as you'd expect. The doctor and
Mabel protested, but it’s easier to give away
a fortune that is still in prospect than a
small sum that is really tangible— | mean
between folk who stand on their own feet.
It doesn’t seem to deprive the giver of much,
or to strain the pride of the recipient un-
duly.

I've been given shares in unproven
Eldorados times out of number,, and could
paper the wall of, say, a good-sized bath-
room with the stock certificates—may do
it some day if I'ever settle down. But the
only gift of that sort that | ever knew to
pay dividends, except to the printer of the
gilt-edged scrip, is Jeremy’s gold mine; and
you'll look in vain for any mention of that
in the-stock exchange lists. The time to
get in on that good thing was that night by
Mabel Ticknor's teapot in Jerusalem.

It was nearly midnight before we had
everything settled, and there was still a
lot to do before we could catch the morning
train. One thing that Grim did was to take
gum and paper and contrive an envelope
that looked in the dark sufficiently like the
alleged Feisul letter; and he carried that
in his hand as he took to the street, with
Narayan Singh following among the shadows
within hail. Jeremy and | kept Narayan
Singh in sight, for it was possible that Yus-
suf Dakmar had gathered a gang to waylay
whoever might emerge from the house.

But he seemed to have had enough of
bungling accomplices that night. Grim
hadn’t gone fifty paces, keeping well in the
middle of the road, when a solitary shadow
began stalking him, and doing it so cau-
tiously that though he had to cross the circles
of street lamp-light now and then neither
Jeremy nor | could have identified him
afterward.

Narayan Singh had orders not to do any-
thing but guard Grim against assault, for
Grim judged it wise to leave Yussuf Dakmar
at large than to precipitate a climax by
arresting him. He had the names of most
of the local conspirators, and if the leader
were seized too soon the equally dangerous
rank and file might scatter and escape.

Down inside the Jaffa Gate, in a dark
alley beside the Grand Hotel, there are
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usually two or three cabs standing at any
hour of the night ready to care for belated
Christian gentlemen who have looked on
the wine when it was any color that it
chanced to be. There were three there, and
Grim took the first one, flourishing his
envelope carelessly under the corner lamp.

Yussuf Dakmar took the next in line, and
ordered the driver to follow Grim. So we
naturally took the last one, all three of us
crowding on to the rear seat in order to
watch the cabs in front. But as soon as we
had driven back outside the city gate Yus-
suf Dakmar looked behind him and, growing
suspicious of us, ordered his driver to let us
pass.

It would have been too obvious if we had
stopped too, so we hid our faces as. we
passed, and then put Jeremy on the front
seat, he looking like an Arab and being
most unrecognizable. Yussuf Dakmar fol-
lowed us at long range, and as the lean
horses toiled slowly up the Mount of Olives
to headquarters the interval between the
cabs grew greater. By the time we reached
the guard-house and answered the Sikh
sentry’s challenge there was no sign of Grim
in front, and we could only hear in the
distance behind us the occasional click of a
loose shoe to tell that Yussuf Dakmar was
still following.

CHAPTER VI r

“Better the evil that we know . . .

USSUF DAKM AR had his nerve with

him that night, or possibly desperation
robbed him of discretion. He may have
been a more than usually daring man with
his wits about him, but you'd have to hunt
down the valley of death before you could
bring the psychoanalytic guns to bear on
him for what they're worth. 1 can only tell
you what he did, not why he did it.

The great hospice that the German nation
built on the crown of the Mount of Olives
to glorify their Kaiser stood like a shadow
among shadows in its compound, surround-
ed by a fairly high wall. There* was a
pretty strong guard under an Indian officer
in the guard-house at the arched main gate
where the sentry challenged us.

A sentry stood at the foot of the steps
under the portico at the main entrance, and
there was another armed man on duty pa-
trolling the grounds. But there were one or
two other entrances, locked, though quite

easy to negotiate, which the sentry could
only observe while he marched toward
them; for five minutes at a time, while his
back was turned, at least two gates leading
to official residences offered opportunity to
an active man.

One lone light at a window on the top
floor suggested that the officer of the night
might be awake, but what with the screech-
ing of owls and a wind that sighed among
the shrubs headquarters looked and sounded
more like a deserted ancient castle than the
cranium and brain-cells of Administration.

We heard Yussuf Dakmar stop his cab
two hundred yards away. The cabman
turned his horses and drove back toward
Jerusalem without calling on Allah to wit-
ness that his fare should have been twice
what he received; he didn’t even lash the
horses savagely; so we supposed that he
hadn’t been paid, and went on to deduce
from that that Yussuf Dakmar had driven
away again, after satisfying himself that
the Feisul letter had reached headquarters.
It was lazy, bad reasoning—the sort of
superficial, smart stuff that has cost the
lives of thousands of good men times out of
number—four o’clock o’ the morning in-
telligence that, like the courage of that hour,
needs priming by the foreman, or the ser-
geant-major, or the bosun as the case
may be.

The sentry turned out the guard, who let
us through the gate after a word with Nara-
yan Singh; and the man who leaned on his
bayonet under the portico at the end of the
drive admitted us without any argument
at all.

I suppose he thought that having come
that far we must be people in authority.
Ever since then | have believed all the sto-
ries told me about spies who walked where
they chose unchallenged during wartime; for
we three—a Sikh enlisted man, an Austra-
lian disguised as an Arab, and an American
in civilian clothes—entered unannounced
and unwatched the building where every
secret of the Near East was pigeonholed.

We walked about the corridors and up
and downstairs for ten minutes, looking in
vain for Grim. Here and there a servant
snored on a mat in a corner, and once a big
dog came and sniffed at us without making
any further comment. Jeremy kicked one
man awake, who, mistaking him for an
Arab, cursed him in three languages, in the
name of three separate gods, and promptly
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went to sleep again. The sensation was like
being turned loose in the strong-room of a
national treasury with nobody watching if
you should choose to help yourself.

There are acres of floor in that building.
We walked twice the whole circuit of the
upper and lower corridors, knocking on doz-
ens of doors but getting no answer, and
finally brought up in the entrance hall.

Then it occurred to me that Grim might
have gone into the building by some private
entrance, perhaps around on the eastern
side, so we set out to look for one.

We had just reached the northwest angle
of the building, when Narayan Singh, who
was walking a pace in front, stopped sud-
denly and held up both hands for silence.
Whoever he could see among the shadows
must have heard us, but it was no rare thing
for officers to come roistering down thbse
front steps and along the drive hours after
midnight, and our sudden silence was more
likely to give alarm than the noise had been.
I began talking again in a normal voice,
saying anything at all, peering about into
the shadows meanwhile. But it was several
seconds before | made out what the Sikh's
keener eyes had detected instantly, and
Jeremy saw it before | did.

There was a magnolia shrub about ten
paces away from us, casting a shadow so
deep that the ground it covered looked like
a bottomless abyss. But nevertheless,
something bright moved in it— perhaps the
sheen of that lone light in an upper win-
dow reflected on a knife-hilt or a button-
something that moved in time to a man’s
breathing.

If there was a certainty in the world it was
that somebody who had no right to be there
was lurking in that shadow, and he was pre-
sumably up to mischief. On the other hand,
I had absolutely no right in that place
either. Jeremy and Narayan Singh, being
both in the British army, were liable to be
disciplined, and | might be requested to
leave the country, if we should happen to
blunder and tree the wrong ’'possum, re-
venge being more than usually sweet to the
official disturbed in the pursuit of unauthor-
ized “diplomacy.” It might even be some
clandestine love affair.

So | took each of my companions by the
arm, gripping Jeremy’s particularly tightly,
and started forward, whispering an explana-
tion after we had turned the corner”of the
building.
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“Let one of us go and warn the guard,” |
suggested. “If we should draw that cover
and start a shindy, we're more likely to get
shot by the guard than thanked.”

So Narayan Singh started off for the
guard-house, he being the one most capable
of explaining matters to the Sikh officer, and
Jeremy and | crept back through the shad-
ows to within earshot of the dark magnolia
tree, choosing a point from which we could
see if anybody bolted.

You know how some uncatalogd sense
informs you in the dark of the movement of
the man beside you? | looked suddenly
sideways toward Jeremy, knowing, although
I couldn’t see him, that his eyes were seek-
ing mine. It is only the animals who omit
in the darkness those instinctive daylight
movements; men don’t have sufficient con-
trol of themselves. We had both heard
Grim’s voice at the same instant, speaking
Arabic but unmistakable.

There were three men there.
talking to the other two.

“Keep your hands on each other’s shoul-
ders! Don’t move! |'m going to search all
your pockets again. Now, Mr. Charkian.
Ah! That feels like quite a pretty little
weapon; mother o’ pearl on the butt? Have
you a permit? Never mind; not having the
weapon you won’t need a permit, will you?
And papers—Mashallahl what a lot of docu-
ments; they must be highly important ones
since you hide them under your shirt. | ex-
pect you planned to sell them, eh? Too bad,
too bad!

“You keep your hands on Mr. Charkian’s
shoulders, Yussuf Dakmar, or I'll have to
use violence! |I'm not sure, Mr. Charkian,
that it wouldn’t be kinder to society to send
you to jail after all; you need a bath so
badly. It seems a pity that a chief clerk
to the Administration shouldn’t have a
chance to wash himself, doesn’t it? Well:
I'll have to read these papers afterward—
after we’'ve usurped the prerogative of
Destiny and mapped out a little of the
future. Now—are you both listening? Do
you know who I am?” .

There was no answer. m

“You, Mr. Charkian?” '

“1 think you are Major Grim.”

“Ah! You wish to flatter me, don’t you?
Never mind; let us pretend I'm Major
Grim disguised as an Arab; only, I 'm afraid
we must continue ihe conversation in Ara-
bic; I might disillusion you if | tried to talk

Grim was
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English. We'll say then that I'm Major
Grim, disguised. Let’ssee now: What would
he do in the circumstances? Here’s Yussuf
Dakmar, wanted for murder in the city and
known to be plotting a massacre, seen climb-
ing a wall when the sentry’'s back was
turned, and caught in conference with Mr.
Charkian, confidential clerk to the Adminis-
tration. |'m sorry | didn’t hear all that was
said at your conference, for that might have
made it easier to guess what Major Grim
would do.”

“Don’'t play with us like a cat playing
with a mouse!” snarled somebody. “Tell us
what you want. If you were Major Grim
you'd have handed us over to those officers
who passed just now. You're just as much
irregular as we are. Hurry up and make
your bargain, or the guard may come and
arrest us all!”

“Yes, hurry up!” complained the other
man. “I1 don’t want to be caught here; and
as for those papers you have taken, if we
are caught | shall say you stole them from
the office—you and Yussuf Dakmar, and
that | followed you to recover them, and
you both attacked me!”

“Very well,” said Grim’s voice pleasantly.
“1'll let you go. | think you're dangerous.
You'd better be quick, because | think I
hear the guard coming!”

“Give me back the papers then!”

“Aha! Will you wait and discuss them
with the guard, or go at once?”

The Armenian clerk didn’t answer, but
got up and slunk away.

“Why did you let that fool go?” demand-
ed Yussuf Dakmar. “Now he will awaken
some officer and start hue and cry with a
story that we robbed him. Listen! There
comes the guard! We had better both runP’

“Not so fast!” Grim answered.

And then he raised his voice perceptibly,
as if he wished to be overheard:

“1 think those men who passed just now
were not officers at all. Perhaps they were
strangers. It may be that one of them is con-
fused, and is leading the guard in the wrong
direction!”

“Don’t make so much noise then!” re-
torted Yussuf Dakmar.

Jeremy, who thinks habitually about ten
times as fast as | do, slipped away at once
into the shadows to find Narayan Singh
and decoy the guard elsewhere. | didn’t
envy him the job, for Sikhs use cold steel
first and argue afterward when on the qui

vive in the dark. However, he accomplished
his purpose. Narayan Singh saved his life,
and the guard arrested him on general prin-
ciples. You could hear both Jeremy and
Narayan Singh using Grim’'s name freely.

Yussuf Dakmar wasn’'t deaf. He gave
tongue:
“There! Did you hear that? They are

You are a fool if
That fellow Grim
If he finds us we are

speaking of Major Grim.
you wait here any longer.
is a devil, | tell you.
both lost!”

“We have to be found first,” Grim an-
swered, and you could almost hear him
smile.

“Quick then! What do you want?”
snapped Yussuf Dakmar.

Grim’s answer was the real surprize of the
evening. It bewildered me as much as it
astonished Yussuf Dakmar.

“1 want that letter that came from the
Emir Feisul!”

“1 haven't got it! | swear | haven'tl”

“1 know that already, for | searched you.
Where is it?”

“Ask Allah! It was stolen by a Sikh, who
delivered it to some one in a house near the
military hospital, who in turn gave it to an
Arab, who brought it here. 1 hoped that
fellow Charkian might steal it back again,
but you have spoiled everything. Charkian
will turn against me now to save himself.
What do you want with the letter?”

“1 must have it!” Grim answered.
French agent------ "

“What—Sidi Said? You know him?”

“Surely. He would pay me a thousand
pounds for it.”

“The

“May Allah change his face! He only
offered me five hundred!”
“You have seen him already, then?”

Grim asked. “I don’t believe you! When
did you see him?”

“On the way up here. He stopped my
cab to speak to me at the foot of the hill.”

| began to see the drift of Grim’s purpose.
He had established the fact that the French
secret agent was already on the track of the
letter, and that in turn explained why he
had not seized Yussuf Dakmar and put him
in jail. It was better to use the man, as the
sequel proved. And Yussuf Dakmar walked
straight into Grim’s trap.

“What is your name?” he demanded.

“Call me Omar,” said Grim.

“A Turk, are you? Well, Omar, let us
kelp each other to get that letter, and divide
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the reward. Sidi Said told me that the
British are sure to confront Feisul with it,
and to do it secretly if they can. They will
try to send it to Damascus. Let us two find
out who takes it, and waylay him.”

“Why should | divide with you?” de-
manded Grim, who is much too good an act-
or to pretend to agree without bargaining.

“ Because otherwise you will not succeed.
I was afraid of you when you first surprized
me with Charkian. But now that | know
you for a spy in the pay of the French | am
not afraid of you, even though you have my
revolver and dagger. You dare not Kill me,
for I would shout for help and the guard
would come. You are in danger as much as
I am. So you may either agree to work with
me, sharing the reward, or you may work
alone and have nothing for your pains; for
I shall bring accomplices to help me take the
letter from you after you have stolen it!”

Well, | suppose that any one with criminal
intentions could submit gracefully to that
much blackmail. Besides, Grim was rather
pressed for time and couldn’t afford to pro-
long the argument.

“l see you are a determined man,” he
answered. “Your demand is unreasonable,
but I must agree to it.”

“Then give me back my pistol!”

“No. | needit. | lent mine this evening
to another man, who has not yet returned it.
That was a piece of wood with which | held
you up just now. You must get yourself
another.”

“They are hard to come by in Jerusalem.
Give me mine back.”

“No. | shall keep it to protect myself
against you.”

“Why? You have no need to fear me if
we work together.”

“Because | intend to tell you what |
know; and | may find it convenient to shoot
you if you betray the information.”

“Oh! Well, tell away.”

“1 have been cleverer than you,” Grim
announced blandly. “1 knew who had
given the order to the Sikh to steal that
letter from you, and | was concealed in his
house when the letter was brought to him.
I heard the conference that followed, so |
know what is going to be done about it.”

“Oh! That was very smart. Well; tell
me.”

“Three men are going to take the letter to
Damascus, but | don’t know which of them
will have it on his person. One is an Arab.
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One is an American. The third is that same
Sikh who took the letter from you. They
will take the train from Ludd, and | have

engaged myself as servant to the American.”

“Now that was extremely clever of you!”
said Yussuf Dakmar.

“Yes,” Grim agreed. “But perhaps it will
be as well to have an accomplice after all,
and you will do as well as any. If | steal the
letter they may accuse me; but if | can pass
it to you, then | can submit to a search and
oblige them to apologize.”

“True! True! That will be excellent.”

“So you had better take the morning
train for Damascus,” Grim continued.
“But understand: If you bring others with
you | shall suspect you of intending to play
a trick on me. In that event | shall shoot
you with your own pistol, and take my
chance of escaping afterward. In fact, you
are a dead man, Yussuf Dakmar, the minute
I suspect you of playing me false.”

“The same to you likewise!”
Dakmar answered fervently.

“Then we understand each other,” said
Grim. “The best thing you can do between
now and train-time is to see the French
agent again.”

“What good will that do? He is irritable
—nervous; he will only ask a thousand
questions.”

“Then your visit will do all the more good.
You can calm him. We don’t want a horde
of fools interfering with us on the journey.
We want to work quietly, and to share the
reward between us. Therefore, you should
tell him that you are confident of getting
the letter if he will only leave the business
to you alone. Give him every assurance,
and explain to him that interference may
mean failure. Now, | have done much the
greater part so far; let this be your share
to balance the account between us; you go to
Sidi Said, the French agent, and make sure
that he doesn’t hinder us by trying to help.”

“Very well, I will do that. And | shall
meet you at the station in the morning?”

“No. My party will go as far as Ludd by
motor. You will see us join the train there.
Go now, while the guard is out of the way.”

I could not see, but | heard Yussuf
Dakmar get up and go. He had hardly
time to get out of earshot when Grim’s
voice broke the silence again—

“You there, Ramsden?”

Instead of answering | approached.

“Did you hear what was said?” hq "asked.

Yussuf
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“Yes. Why didn’t you arrest both the
blackguards and have done with it?”

“Better the evil that we know,” he an-
swered, with the familiar smile in his voice.
“The important thing is to sidetrack the
French agent, who could put fifty ruffians
on our trail instead of one.”

“Why not send a provost-marshal's
guard to the French agent, then?”

“Can’'t do that. France and Great
Britain are allies. Besides, they might re-
taliate by spifflicating our agent in Damas-
cus. Wise folk who live in glass houses
don’t throw stones. What | think has been
accomplished is to reduce our probable
risk down to Yussuf Dakmar*, who’'s a mean
squib at best; and | think we've drawn sus-
picion clear away from Mabel Ticknor.
All that remains is for me to go to that
room where you see the light burning and
discuss matters with the chief.”

“1f he's awake- he's lonely!” said |; and
I told Grim of our experience inside the

building.
“Yes,” he said. “Governments art all
like that. They talk glibly of the ship of

state; but a ship run in the same way would
pile up or sink the first night out. You'd
better go home and get an hour’'s sleep;
I'll call you at seven.”

“We’'ll take turns sleeping on the train,”
| answered. *“ Come first and rescue Jeremy.
I think the guard pinched him. Say, did
you intend one of us to go and decoy the
guard away that time you raised your
voice?”

“Sure. Recognized your voices—yours
especially—when you passed, and heard you
breathe as you crept back. You nearly
spoilt the game by turning out the guard,
but you saved it again handsomely.”

“I1t’s a marvel those Sikhs didn’'t shoot
Jeremy in the dark,” | answered.

“You bet it is,” said Grim. “I| guess he's
too useful to be allowed to die just now.”

He hung his head, thinking, as we walked
side by side.

“That was a close shave, too------ close!
Well, as you say, let’'s go rescue him.”

CHAPTER VII

“You talk like a madman!”

P * RIM changed the plan a little at the
'-J last minute. Mabel Ticknor left
Jerusalem by train, as agreed, but Narayan
Singh was sent that way too, to keep an eye
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on her. He being a Sikh, could sit in the
corridor without exciting comment, and
being dressed for the part of a more or less
prosperous trader, he could travel first class
without having to answer questions or allay
suspicion.

Grim, Jeremy and | drove to Ludd in a
hired auto, Grim and Jeremy both in Arab
costume, and | trying to look like a tourist.
Jeremy was supposed to be a travelled
Arab intent on guiding me about Damascus
for the usual consideration.

The platform was crowded, and we se-
cured a compartment in the train without
calling much attention to ourselves. There
were British officers of all ranks, Egyptians,
Jews, Greeks, refugee Armenians, Maltese,
Kurds, a Turk or two, Circassians, men
from as far off as Bokhara, Turkomans,
Indians of all sorts, a sprinkling of Bedouins
looking not quite so at home as in their
native desert, and local Arabs by the score.
About half of them were in a panic, encour-
aged to it by their shrill women-folk, fight-
ing in a swarm for tickets at one small win-
dow, where an insolent Levantine demon-
strated his capacity for self-determination
by making as many people as possible miss
the train.

I caught sight of Mabel Ticknor in the
front compartment of our car, and Grim
pointed out Yussuf Dakmar leaning through
a window of the car behind. His face was
fat, unwholesome, with small, cold eyes, an
immoral nose, and a small mouth with pout-
ing lips. The tarboosh he wore tilted at an
angle heightened the general effect of arro-
gant self-esteem. He was an illustration of
the ancient mystery—how is it that a man
with such a face, and such insolence written
«all over him, can become a leader of other
men and persuade them to hatch the eggs of
treachery that he lays like a cuckoo in their
nests?

He smirked at Grim suggestively as we
went by, and Grim, of course, smirked back,
with a sidewise inclination of the head in my
direction, whereat Yussuf Dakmar with-
drew himself, apparently satisfied.

“Now he’ll waste a lot of time investigat-
ing you,” said Grim in an undertone. “We’'d
better keep awake in turns, or he’ll knife
you.”

“The toe of my boot to him!” | retorted.
“One clean kick might solve this interna-
tional affair!”

“ Steady!”

Grim answered. “We need
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him until after leaving Haifa. The French
agent wired, and they’ll have a gang at
Haifa ready for us; but Yussuf Dakmar will
warn them off if we keep him hoping.”

So we settled down into our compartment
after a glance to make sure that Mabel was
all right, and for about two minutes |
imagined we were in for a lazy journey.
Narayan Singh was on a camp:stool in the
corridor, snoozing with one eye open like a
faithful sheep-dog. It didn’t seem possible
for a creature like Yussuf Dakmar to make
trouble for us, and | proposed that we
should match coins for the first turn to go
to sleep.

We had just pulled our coins out, and
the engineer was backing the train in order
to get her started, when Yussuf Dakmar
arrived at our door, carrying his belongings,
and claimed a seat on the strength of a lie
about there being no room elsewhere.

There’s something about a compartment
on a train that makes whoever gets in first
regard the rest of the world as intruders.
Nobody would have been welcome, but we
would have preferred a pig to Yussuf Dak-
mar. Jeremy, democrat of democrats, who
had slept without complaining between the
legs of a dead horse on a rain-swept battle-
field, with a lousy Turkish prisoner hugging
him close to share the blanket, was up in
arms at once.

“Imshil” he ordered bluntly.

But Yussuf Dakmar was delighted. The
reception convinced him, if anything were
needed to do that, that one of us really was
guarding the secret letter; and he was one
of those hogs anyhow, who glory in snouting
in where they are plainly not wanted. He
took the corner seat opposite Jeremy,
tucked his legs up under him, produced a
cigaret and smiled offensively. 1'll concede
this, though: | think the smile was meant
to be ingratiating.

He pulled out a package wrapped in news-
paper and began to eat before the train had
run a mile. And you know, more men get
killed because of how they eat than by the
stuff they devour. If you don’t believe
that, try living in camp for a week, or two
with a man who chews meat with his mouth
open. You'll feel the promptings of a mur-
derer. 1 know a scientist, who swears that
the real secret of the Cain and Abel story
is that Abel sucked his gums at mealtime.

“You ought to be buried up to the neck
and fed with a shovel!” Jeremy informed
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him in blunt English after listening to the
solo for a while.

“Aha! That is the way they used to treat
criminals in Persia,” he answered pleasant-
ly, with his mouth full of goat’s milk cheese.
“Only they put plaster of Paris in the hole,
and when it rained the wretched man was
squeezed until the blood came out of his
mouth and eyes, and he died in agony. But
how comes it that you speak to me in
English? If we are both Arabs, why not
talk the mother tongue?”

“My rump is my rump and the land is its
ruler’'s,” Jeremy answered in Arabic, quot-
ing the rudest.proverb he could think of on
the spur of the moment.

“Ab! And who isits ruler? Who is to be
its ruler?”

Yussuf Dakmar made a surreptitious face
at Grim, and his little cold eyes shone like
a hungry pariah dog’s. It began to be in-
teresting to watch his opening gambit.

“l have heard tales,” he went on, *“of
a new ruler for this country. What do you
think of Feisul's chance?”

As he said that he eyed me sideways
swiftly and keenly.

Grim sat back in his own corner and fold-
ed up his legs, watching the game content-
edly. Jeremy, intercepting Yussuf Dak-
mar’s glance, put his own construction on it.
He is a long lean man, but like the Fat Boy
In Pickwick Papers he likes to make your
flesh creep, and humor, to have full_zest
for him, has to be mischievous.

So he commenced by pulling out his
weapons one by one. The first was a razor,
which he sharpened, tested with his thumb
suggestively, and then placed in his sock,
studying Yussuf Dakmar’s throat for a min-
ute or so after that, as if expecting to have
to use the razor on it presently.

As the effect of that wore off he pulled out
a pistol. It was one of the kind that won’t
go off unless you pull the hammer back, but
Yussuf Dakmar didn’t know that, and if he
had flesh and blood capable of creeping it's
a safe assertion that they crept. Jeremy
acted as if he didn’t understand the weapon,
and for fifteen minutes did more stunts with
it than a puppy can do with a ball of twine.
One of them, that interested Yussuf Dak-
mar awfully, was to point the pistol straight
ahead, half-cocked, and try to get the
hammer down by slapping it with the palm
of his hand. |

Most of our baggage was on the floor,
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but one fairly heavy valise was in the rack
over Yussuf Dakmar's head. Jeremy got
up to examine it when the pistol had ceased
to amuse him, and taking advantage of a
jerk as the train slowed down, contrived to
drop it into the Syrian’s lap, who rather
naturally swore; whereat Jeremy took
offense, and accused him of being a de-
scendant of Hanna, son of Manna, who lived
for a thousand and one years and never
enjoyed himself.

It was our turn to eat sandwiches after
that, while Yussuf Dakmar recovered from
his disgruntlement. But just before the
meal was finished Jeremy revived the game
by asking suddenly in an awe-struck whis-
per where “it” was. He slapped himself all
over in a hurry, feeling for hidden pockets,
and then came over and pretended to search
me. There wasn’t anything to do but fall in
with his mood, so | resisted, searched my
own pockets reluctantly, and said that we
might as well take the next train back, since
we had lost the important document.

Before we started we had put into a wal-
let the fake envelope that Grim had carried
in his hand the previous night, and had
entrusted the wallet to Jeremy in order to
have an alibi ready for Mabel in case of
need. Grim took up the cudgels now and
reminded me respectfully, as a servant
should when speaking to his master, that |
had taken all proper precautions and could
not be blamed in any event.

“But | think it will be found,” he said
hopefully. “Inshallah, it is not lost, but in
the wallet in the pocket of that hare-brained
friend of yours.”

So Jeremy went back to his corner,
searched for the wallet, found it after pretty
nearly standing on his head to shake his
clothes, examined it excitedly, and produced
the fake envelope, flourishing it so violently
that nobody, even with eyes like a hawk’s,
could have identified it with certainty.

Then he dropped it in among the baggage
on the flgpr, and went down on his knees to
pick it up again. There is no more finished
expert at sleight of hand than he, so it van-
ished, and he swore he couldn’t find it. In
a well-simulated agony of nervousness he
called on Yussuf Dakmar to get down and
help him search, and the Syrian hadn’t
enough self-command left to pretend to hesi-
tate; his cold eyes were nearly popping from
his head as he knelt and groped. The chief
subject of interest to me just then was how

he proposed to retain the letter in the un-
likely event of his finding it first.

It \>as a ridiculous search, because there
wasn't really anywhere to look. After three
bags had been lifted and their bottoms
scrutinized the whole floor of the compart-
ment lay naked to the eye, except where my
feet rested. Jeremy insisted on my raising
them, to the accompaniment of wHkt he con-
sidered suitable comment on their size, turn-
ing his “behime end” meanwhile toward
Yussuf Dakmar.

Grim chuckled and caught my eye.
Yussuf Dakmar had walked straight into
temptation, and was trying to search Jere-
my’s pockets from the rear— no easy matter,
for he had to discover them first in the loose
folds of the Arab costume.

Suddenly Jeremy’s mood changed. He
became suspicious—stood up, resumed his
seat—and glared at Yussuf Dakmar, who
retired into his corner and tried to seem un-
conscious of the gaze.

“1 believe you are a thief—one of those
light-fingered devils from EI-Kalil!” said
Jeremy suddenly, after about three min-
utes’ silence. “I believe you have stolen my
letter! Like the saint’s ass, you are a clever
devil, aren’t you! Nevertheless, you are
like a man without finger-nails, whose
scratching does him no good! Your labor
was in vain. Give me back the letter, or by
Allah | will turn you upside down!”

Yussuf Dakmar denied the accusation
with all the fervor that a blackguard
generally does use when, for once, he is”con-
sciously innocent.

“By the Beard of the Prophet and on my
honor | swear to you that | haven’'t touched
your letter! | don’t know where it is.”

“Show me the Prophet's beard!” com-
manded Jeremy. “Show me your honor!”

“You talk like a madman! How can |
show either?”

“Then how can you swear by them?
Father of easy words and evil deeds, give
me the letter back!”

Yussuf Dakmar appealed to me as pre-
sumably responsible for Jeremy.

“You saw, Effendi, didn’t you? | tried to
help him. But he who plays with the cat
must suffer her claws, so now he accuses me
of stealing. | call you to witness that | took
nothing.”

“You must excuse him,” | answered.
“That isa highly important letter. Ifitisn’t
found the consequences may be disastrous.”



The King

“By Allah, it shall be found!” exploded
Jeremy glaring harder than ever at Yussuf
Dakmar. “Look at his face! Look at his
evil eyes! He came in here on purpose to
spy on us and steal that letter! It is time
to use my razor on him! | swear not by the
Prophet’s beard or anybody’s honor, but by
the razor in my sock that he has the letter
and that | will have it back!”

Well: that was a challenge there was no
side-stepping. Sure of being able to prove
innocence, Yussuf Dakmar decided that a
bold course was the best. He proceeded to
empty his own pockets, laying the contents
on the seat before Jeremy’s eyes. And Jere-
my watched like a puzzled puppy with his
brow wrinkled. The process took time, be-
cause he was wearing one of those imitation
Western suits, of prehistoric cut but up-to-
date with every imaginable pocket that a
tailor could invent. Their contents includ-
ed a dagger and a clasp-knife with a long
blade sharpened on both edges, but no
pistol.

“Now are you satisfied?” he demanded,
after turning inside-out the two “secret”
pockets in the lining of his vest.

“Less than ever!” Jeremy retorted.
“Until | see you naked | will not believe
you!”

Yussuf Dakmar turned to me again.
was a patient spy, if ever there was one.

“Do you think | should be put to that
indignity?” he asked. “Shall |l undress my-
self?”

“By Allah, unless you do it | will cut
your clothes off with my razor!” Jeremy
announced.

We drew up at a station then, and had to
wait until the train went on again. By that
time Yussuf Dakmar had made up his mind.
He slipped off his jacket and vest, and began
to unfasten his collar-button, as the train
gained speed.

He

j EVERYTHING went smoothlyuntil
pgM hestood up to remove his pants. He
had the top of them in both hands
when Jeremy seized him suddenly by the
elbows and spun him face about. And there
the letter lay, face-downward on the seat he
had fjust left, bent and a little crinkled in
proof that he had been sitting on it for some
minutes past.
Now it doesn’'t make any difference
whether a man meant to take off his trousers
or not. In a crisis, if they are unfastened,
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he will hold them up. It’s like catching a
monkey; you put corn into a narrow-necked
basket. The monkey inserts his arm, fills
his hand with corn, and tries to pull it out,
but can’t unless he lets go of the corn, which
he won’'t do. So you catch him. Yussuf
Dakmar held up his pants with one hand,
and tried to free himself from Jeremy with
the other. If he had let go his pants he
might have seized the envelope and dis-
covered what a fake it was; but he wouldn’t
do that. It was | who pounced on it and
stowed it away carefully in my inner pocket.

Yussuf Dakmar’s emotions were poignhant
and mixed, but he was no quitter. He
thought he knew definitely where the letter
was now, and the wolf glance with which he
favored me changed swiftly to a smile of in-
gratiating politeness.

“1 am glad you have recovered what you
lost,” he said smiling, as he fastened up his
pants and resumed his coat. “This friend
of yours—or is he your servant?— made me
nervous with his threats, or | should cer-
tainly have found it for you sooner.”

And now Grim resumed a hand. The last
thing he wished was that Yussuf Dakmar
should consider his quest too difficult, for
then he would probably summon assistance
at Haifa. Encouragement was the proper
cue, now that Jeremy had tantalized him
with a glimpse of the bait. We had nothing
to fear from him unless he should lose heart.

“The value of a sum lies in the answer,”
he said, quoting one of those copy-book
proverbs with which all Syrians love to
clinch an argument.

“The letter is in its owner’s pocket. The
accuser should now apologize, and we can
spend the rest of the journey pleasantly.”

Jeremy proceeded to apologize—

“So you're not such a thief as you look!”

Then he provided entertainment. He
drew out the razor and did stunts with it,
juggling it with open blade from hand to
hand—pretending to drop it and always
catching it again within a fraction of an inch
of Yussuf Dakmar’s person. By and by he
juggled with coins, match-box, cigars, razor
and anything he could lay his hands on.

“Mashallah!” exclaimed the Syrian at
last, his face all sweaty with excitement as
he shrank back to avoid the spinning razor.
“Where did you learn such accomplish-

ments.”
“Learn them?” answered Jeremy, still
juggling. “1 am a dervaish. 1 was born,
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not taught. | can ride through the air on
cannon-balls, and whatever | wish for is
mine the next minute. Look: | have one
piastre. | wish for twenty. What do | do?
I spin it in the air—catch it—d'you hear
them? There you are— twenty! Count ’'em
if you like.”

“A dervaish? A holy person?
Where do you come from?”

“l was born in the belly of the South
Wind,” answered Jeremy. “Where | come
from, every shell-fish has a pearl in it and
gold is so common that the cattle wear it in
their teeth. | can talk three languages at
once and swear in six, use sulfur for to-
bacco, eat sardines without opening the can,
and flavor my food for choice with gun-
powder.

“1’'ve been everywhere, seen everything,
heard all the lies, and | found that big
effendi in Jerusalem. | saw him first. He
calls himself Ramsden, which is derived
from the name of a creature bearing wool,
which in turn is a synonym for money.
He's on his way to supply Feisul with
money, and |I'm going to show him the
streets of Damascus. Anything else you
want to know?”

“ Supply Feisul with money? That is in-
teresting. American money perhaps? An
American banker by any chance?”

“Nothing to do with chance. He's a
father of certainties. Didn’t he give me that
letter to keep, and didn’t | find a safe place
for it between you and the cushion? Yes,
I put it there. |1'm an honest man, but |
have my reasonable doubts about this other
fellow. Ramsden effendi found him some-
where, and engaged him as a servant with-
out asking me. Perhaps he’s honest. Only
Allah knows men’s hearts. But he hasn’t
got an honest face like yours, and when pay-
day comes | shall hide my money/’

“So you know Damascus?” answered
Yussuf Dakmar. “I1 hope you will come and
see me in Damascus. | will you give my
address. If Ramsden effendi has only en-
gaged you temporarily, perhaps | can show
you a way to make money with those ac-
complishments of yours.”

“Make money?” answered Jeremy, prat-
tling away like a madman. “l am weary of
the stuff. 1'm hunting the world over in
search of a friend. Nobody loves me. |
want to find some one who'll believe the lies
I tell him without expecting me to believe
the truth he tries to foist on me. , 1 want to

You?

find a man as tricky with his brains as | am
with my hands. He must be a politician
and a spy, because | love excitement. That's
why | called you a spy. |If you were one,
you might have admitted it, and then we
could have been friends, like two yolks in
one eggshell. But | see you're only a shell
without a yolk in it. Who cleaned you?”

“How long have you been in the service of
Ramsden effendi?” Yussuf Dakmar asked
him.

“Not long, and | am tired of it. He is
strong, and his fist is heavy. When he gets
drunk he is difficult to carry upstairs to bed,
and if | am also drunk the feat is still more
difficult. It is a mystery how such a man
as he should be entrusted with a secret
mission, for he drinks with any one. Aha!
He scowls at me because | tell the truth
about him, but if | had a bottle of whisky
to offer him he would soon look pleasant
again, and would give me a drink too, when
he had swallowed all he could hold.”

If he had really been my servant | would
naturally have kicked him off the train for
a fraction of such impudence. | didn’t
exactly know what to do. There is a
thoughtful motive behind every apparently
random absurdity that Jeremy gets off, but
I was uncomfortably conscious of the fact
that my wits don’t work fast enough to fol-
low such volatile maneuvers. Perhaps it's
the Scotian blood in me. | can follow a
practical argument fast enough, when the
axioms are all laid down and we’'re agreed
on the subject.

However, Grim came to my rescue. He
had his pencil out, and contrived to flick
a piece of paper into my lap unseen by
Yussuf Dakmar.

“Jeremy’s cue is good,” the note ran.
“Dismiss him for talking about you to a
stranger. Trust him to do the rest.”

So | acted the part of an habitually heavy
drinker in a fit of sudden rage,